1 X 0 = 0

IV. 1 X 0 = 0.  (WHEN YOU’RE ALONE, IT’S LONELY AT THE TOP) 

back in the USA

John and Joe were waiting just outside the arrival gate. There was John, that giant of a man I loved with a mischievous grin as wide as a $40 cow. As soon as our eyes met my apprehension was gone. I knew he was OK. After the hugs it was non-stop talk on the drive to Joe's home in Freeport, Long Island. Carolita had a meal prepared and we ate and talked and ate and talked and drank beer and talked until the wee hours of the morning. I told John what I had heard in Mill Hill and he told me his side of the story. As it unraveled it became clear why our General wanted to sweep it under the rug.  

John told me what I needed to know but that night it was more than I wanted to hear. I was suffering from more than jet lag. I was in cultural shock. Remember I left the U.S. in August 1960 and except for two short vacations I lived the entire decade of the 60s in Europe and Africa. I missed the TV explosion, the baby boomer generation, the Pentecostal movement, the civil rights revolution, the Vietnam war and the anti-war riots. When I left the US, our Lady of Fatima was predicting terrible things for America and President Eisenhower was warning us of the Industrial/Military complex. As I listened to John unfolding the story I remembered these predictions and the fear the students at St. Augustine’s had for my safety when I would return to the US. In their eyes we were a violent people. Were they right? Had the predictions happened? Was I way over my head? Had I undertaken a mission impossible? 

As John was telling his story the hair began standing up on the back of my neck and I got madder and madder. I remembered my last conversation with Fr. Mahon. He had given no warning or instructions other than "Barny, we know that you can do it!" If I only had known then what I knew now I might have protested. “But Gerry, Pierre is nuts!” As the story unfolded it became clear that I was being asked to replace a man who had been in power without anyone daring to question him for over ten years. What was even worse, no one in Albany had the guts to stand up for John. I was sent to remove Pierre who had become an embarrassment but his five advisors would remain comfortable and sinecure. I was sent to remove the chief but the cancer remained. As John described the situation it became clear to me. Mill Hill was in the U.S. for the money. As long as we kept sending money everything else was OK. 

Although it would take me two years to admit it, somewhere in the night I lost my vocation. That night at Joe and Carolita's home on Long Island I discovered that my loyalty to John and my love for him was much stronger than my loyalty to my Mill Hill brothers. The incident at the cement plant undermined my trust in the corporate world, what Mill Hill did to John persuaded me once more that I could never be an organization man. If not declared, I was beginning to understand I was an anarchist! When I see a serious conflict between the two values, when I am asked to be loyal to the organization at the cost of my integrity, I run. Dad was easy on us. He wasn't much of a disciplinarian. He only preached one sermon: "Do not lie." If mental masturbation was a requirement to become Mill Hill's Regional Representative in America, I did not want to pay the price. It was completely at odds to the one value my father taught me. 

What is the answer? John and Jappie are two people I admire and they did not run. In staying and remaining loyal to the system that ran over both of them they did not compromise their integrity. Was I just rationalizing my running away to cover over the real me who was nothing more than a very devout coward? I don't know. John and Jappie were both men of strong faith. Somewhere in my business of building a better world I got out of the habit of regular prayer. Now I was mad at God for the mess He led me into. I was alone and one times zero equals zero (1 X 0 = 0). It took me years to rediscover the power of prayer, one times God equals God.


John’s story

I hesitate to protect the innocent but I can find no innocent. Pierre Heymans was the one who should have been committed a long time ago and for that reason he is probably the least guilty. It was the thought of working with the priests who stood around and watched it happen that disturbed me. It was the thought of entering into a conspiracy with the General to ignore facts that disturbed me the most. John was the Rector of our Seminary in Albany for only a few days when he realized how bad things were in the Albany House. 

First there were the stories, the delusions. John related many that are beyond where I want to go in this book but one "innocent lie" was the story of how Pierre had recruited John and I into Mill Hill. When John tried to talk with other priests about the lies the response was not to get upset, this was typical of Fr. Heymans' behavior. John would not accept the situation and it was inevitable that he and Pierre would clash. It happened on February 20th and by the end of the month John was arrested and imprisoned in Belleville, accused of carrying a gun and threatening several of the priests.

It is remarkable how something so insignificant in the grand scheme of things can change the course of history. In this case it was a dog. John told the story that night and later wrote me a full account in two letters, one from Freeport on November 2 and a second from Nairobi on November 20. Here is a brief synopsis of the eighteen hand-written pages. 

On February 2, Fr. Heymans was hospitalized but his dog stayed behind. It was a big Alsatian and for the next two weeks it ran wild and terrorized the community. John was not intimidated and a lot bigger than the dog so on February 20 he caught it and "removed it from the compound". That night in the hospital when he told Heymans what he had done and that he intended to keep the dog in a kennel until Heymans recovered. On hearing the news, Heymans went ballistic. John's letter reads: "He replied by threatening me with trouble if I tried to do this." 

John then related how on the next day Fr. Heyman’s staff treated him “icily”. "Two days later on Sunday, Feb. 23rd, I went to the hospital to see Fr. Heymans. He was very calm and in the course of our short conversation he told me that he thought I was 'too emotional'. He began to tell me of his great respect for a certain psychiatrist in New York. I knew what he was driving at so I told him if he wanted me to see a psychiatrist or take psychological testing I was willing......The next morning, Monday the 24th, Fr. Heymans called me and told me he had made an appointment for me with Monsignor Cassidy, a psychologist in the Archdiocese of NY. I told Fr. Tansey, the Vice-Rector, and he advised me not to go, that Fr. Heymans would have a net thrown over me. Mother Eustelle (the superior of the Mill Hill Sisters in Albany) also came and gave me the same advice but I did not take it....... I left for New York by bus and went to the house of the Capuchin Fathers in the Bowery. I could tell from their overly cordial reception and general attentiveness that they were humoring me. On Tuesday, the 25th of Feb. I saw Monsignor Cassidy who asked me many questions about Albany. I then saw a psychiatrist for a few minutes and then Monsignor Cassidy told me to go see Dr. Reardon, a 5th Ave. psychiatrist. After a short interview with Dr. Reardon he asked me if I would come back the following morning. I agreed and left. On returning to the Capuchin house I was arrested by several policemen and searched and then taken to Belleview City Hospital. There Dr. Ashley took my blood pressure and after no questions or psychological tests, I was committed to the psychiatric ward. I was treated with thorazine, chloral hydrate and artane, which are powerful sedatives and tranquilizers. I did not want the medication and refused it but I was forced to the ground by orderlies and given an injection. Dr. Reardon later admitted that the reason he had called the police was because he thought I was upset and that Fr. Heymans had phoned that I was violent and was most likely carrying a gun because I owned one and it could not be found in my room. This was a false allegation. I do not nor did then possess a handgun........

As soon as I could I phoned my sister and told her where I was and that she should contact Fr. Courtney and Mother Eustelle and inform them. I had had no psychiatric tests at this point. My sister threatened legal action unless I was released from Belleview and after three days.... I was transferred to St. Vincent's.... Mother Eustelle and Sister Ambrose arrived from Albany. They both testified to the resident psychiatrist that Fr. Heymans was trying to keep me in the hospital by means of false allegations." The sisters made other statements to the resident psychiatrist that John recorded in his letters and which should have been reported. They both were willing to go public and testify about incidents that should have instigated a criminal investigation. But like our Superior General, when the resident psychiatrist heard the stories he knew he had uncovered a can of scorpions that he only wanted to bury - right away. 

"On or about March 8th, Dr. Reardon told me Fr. Heymans had accused me of threatening his life by phone. This was a false allegation. .... I waited in St. Vincent’s nearly three weeks for psychological testing which I finally took under a Dr. of psychology, Miss Winston..... When I finally got out of St. Vincent's at the end of the testing I went to Kenosha (Wisconsin) because the Superior General had indicated that he did not want me to return to Albany until he had come on visitation... From the time I left Albany on Feb. 24th until I returned in June any important mail I received in Albany was opened.... and then scotched taped together. When I.... met Fr. Heymans I found him very nervous and unwilling or unable to talk about anything with me.  When he heard...that I was returning to Africa he approached me and said a certain woman had left him several thousands of dollars for missionary work in Africa and that I might have that. I refused the offer."


ubi caritas et amor

When I finally hit the bed I hadn't slept in 36 hours and I still couldn't. I tossed in my bed asking myself a dangerous question: "Tony, do you want to stay in an organization that did that to John?" What made me the maddest was that my Superior General had lied to me.

The next morning I talked with John about the possibility of his remaining in Albany with me. If the two of us stood together in agreement we could clean up the mess and go on to build a strong foundation for vocations in the U.S. Ubi caritas et amor! We would have the power to get rid of the SOBs. I argued that if John would agree and not go back to Kenya as ordered, I would make his assignment to Albany a condition for my assignment. The General would be forced to accept.  We could call him from here. We would tell him that we had talked and that I knew what had happened to John. Accept the two of us to run the operation in the U.S. or we both will be history. It was a good plan and it would have been accepted. It was a political plan that Heymans and the General would understand and admire. But it was hatched in the mind of a man who hadn't slept in 40 hours and who hadn't prayed in 40 days. The plan wasn't accepted because John chose to remain a man of faith. He would go to Kenya where the General sent him and I should go to my assignment. My plan was the political plan. John argued that our assignments were part of God's plan and we should obey.

It would have been unfair and would have only caused John more grief if I told him how much it would have meant to me if he had stayed. John thought the world of me and was confident that I had the fortitude to clean Albany’s house in short order. I knew differently. Alone, I was a very devout coward. With the support and mentoring of someone like John, I could be a giant. I knew Jappie Nielen had as much to do with the Kikai Kelaki Credit Union success story as I did. I had learned by this time in my life that I am a big talker but can only run a short distance race. But when I had someone like John or Jappie at my side, encouraging me along the way and defending me against bishops and superior generals and other such animals, I was unbeatable.

It was another big “What if?” in my life. I didn’t push my case and within a year, I was out of Albany and Mill Hill. John returned to Kenya on November 20 and remained faithful to his calling as a missionary. He served the people of Kenya for another 31 years until agents of the Kenyan government assassinated him on August 24, 2000. They ambushed him and shot him at a distance of three feet in the back of the head with a shotgun and then placed the spent cartridges in his pocket.

John Kaiser, 11/29/1932 - 8/24/2000 

The first people on the scene of John's murder all stated that the gun was too far from John's body for it to have been a suicide. Ling Kituyi, a Norwegian doctor who monitored John's autopsy and observed from the way the shot entered the back of John's head, it could not have been suicide. John's shotgun measured 3 feet from the trigger to the end of the barrel. Kituyi is quoted in the U.S. News (3/12/01): “The gun was fired at a distance of approximately 3 feet from the head. He didn't have arms 6 feet long.” 

Looking at these facts, the U.S. Congress declared Kaiser's death an assassination. Johnnie Carson the Ambassador to Kenya said that the US would do everything it could to 'ensure that the individual or individuals who perpetrated this terrible crime would be punished and prosecuted. 

Despite the facts, the Nigerian government declared John’s death a suicide and invited the FBI to assist and confirm their investigation. After several months of looking at the evidence and interviewing witnesses who were too terrified to speak out (the FBI only interviewed witnesses with the Kenyan CID present), the FBI declared the probable cause of John’s death was suicide. One reason the FBI gave for it’s finding was evidence they had of John's past mental problems. John's mental problems became a part of his history as a result of his betrayal by his society in the spring of 1969. 

On Memorial Day, 2001, I wrote John Ashcroft, the Attorney General and asked him to do a thorough review of John's case. I asked him to require a review of Kaiser's death in the congressional hearings prior to the appointment of a new FBI Director. It was a very personal plea. I knew John Ashcroft; I coached his son and served on the YMCA board with his wife. “I am asking you to do this in memory of John and in the hope that there is still honesty in our government. I am sure that when you become acquainted with the evidence you will do what is right to restore John Kaiser's good name as one of the American heroes of our time"

In July I received a letter from a Unit Chief in the FBI Office of Public Affairs. In part, it read:


“I regret your displeasure with the FBI’s findings… However, the fact is that the FBI’s investigation of this matter was one of the largest and most exhaustive international police cooperation cases in FBI history.” [Yada, yada, yada for two paragraphs of crap.] It ends:

 
“I am sorry for your loss and hope I have provided some assurance of the thoroughness and accuracy of the FBI’s investigation.”  

 .  

Well, what can you expect from a government who would later go to war over weapons of mass destruction that did not exist!

John knew that he was a marked man. John was a critic of President Moi's government. He was invited by the World Court to present evidence of serious crimes that Moi's government had committed against the Kenyan people. His life had been threatened. Prior to the night of his assassination, John had been arrested and beaten by Kenyan police. The Moi government tried to deport John in November 1999. John predicted that his murder would be made to look like a suicide. Murders that are committed by Moi’s agents are made to look like suicides. 

He stood up to the Kenyan government state-sponsored terrorism just as he had stood up to the corruption he uncovered in Albany. But the tragedy is not that this man of faith who confronted evil was first falsely accused and imprisoned and on the second occasion shot and killed. The tragedy is that in both cases people in authority knew that John was the innocent victim but because it was politically expedient, they lied. The Superior General who has since become Bishop Mahon knows that he sacrificed John for the good of the society. If John had been allowed to stay the gang that protected Heymans for years would have had to go. In the same fashion, our government covered up for John’s assassination. John Ashcroft, the Attorney General knows that the FBI's decision to rule the probable cause of John's death to be suicide was made for the good of the US’s continuing good relationship with a friendly Kenyan Government. There has been sufficient precedence in political history for such decisions. Didn't the Sanhedrin decided to do away with Jesus "for the sake of the nation"? 

This story might read like the Book of Ecclesiastes if not for a happy ending. What Mill Hill did to John strengthened his faith and his vocation. What the Kenyan government did to John gave him a fast ticket as a martyr to heaven. And for the rest of us, there might still be a chance for some justice here on earth. A new Mill Hill Superior General has written to tell me that the new Kenyan government (post Moi) has offered to reopen the investigation. He asked if I had any information that might help. Fortunately, after deciding to tear up the two eighteen hand-written page letters, I later decided to patch them back together and keep them squirreled away for 33 years. I sent them to Mill Hill on May 13th, 2003 with the hope they will refute the argument that John had a mental problem in 1969. I also have a feeling that the Kenyan government would like to put this matter to rest. The Kenyan Bishops and people have been clamoring for justice ever since the cover-up. John’s fight for justice has been published in a book entitled “IF I DIE”.1 The book discloses the Kenyan government’s crimes against its people. John tells how the UN, UK and US cooperated in the crimes. John also predicted he would be murdered for speaking out. 

I played croquet last Saturday night and thought of John. He loved that game and could drive a ball further than anyone in the league. I talk with John regularly when I am cutting cedar trees on our farm. We talk about what could have been if he had only stayed with me in Albany. We still argue on a regular basis and he hasn’t given up on me. Ubi caritas et amor ibi Deus est. 

John and I parted that morning. I decided to go through Albany on my way home to St. Louis. I wanted to face Heymans and his gang of cowards. I wanted to see the look on their faces when I told them that I had been with John. I wanted them to know that the bullshit was over. But it didn't work out that way. As soon as I stepped off the Mohawk prop plane that took me from New York, I ran right into Heymans and his entourage and lost my nerve. Heymans was waiting to board the plane I had just left. He was on his way to Aruba. (I found out later that he went there often.) We both were surprised and both mumbled something about seeing each other later. I took a cab to our house and found the only one there to greet me was Fr. Tansey.  He showed me my room and informed me of my new appointment. In the few days since I left Mill Hill, I had been given the additional job of Rector of Albany. He confirmed everything John had told me as he showed me around the compound. By the end of the tour I didn't want to stay, even overnight. I booked a late flight and asked Tansey to take me back to the airport. I wanted to go home. I slept through the entire flight and by the time the plane landed in St. Louis I knew that everyone in Mill Hill knew that I had talked with John.

While I was in Africa Mom and Dad sold our house on 763 N. Hanley Road and moved into a one-bedroom apartment in Clayton. They set me up in a rollaway bed in the living room. It was cramped but it was home and I wanted the world to stop right there and spend the rest of my life with Mom and Dad and on their rollaway bed. I blocked Albany from my mind and refused to set a date for my arrival there. The General must have felt like Lincoln when he couldn't get General McClellan to attack Lee and said “he has a bad case of the slows”. I did all kinds of things to distract myself from thinking about my assignment and when Fr. Tansey phoned and asked if I would take an appeal at a church in New Orleans I jumped at the opportunity. The trip would give me a chance to visit with aunt Terry. It might also be a chance to be a priest again and use my priest power to help my cousin Paul.

the Quirks

In the first chapter I told about my Barnicle name and story. Now is a good time to talk about the Quirk name and story. I have my Dad’s name but I am a copy of my Mom’s persona. I idolized Dad and fought Mom throughout my entire life. Dad died in 1972. Mom asked me to handle all the arrangements and I did without shedding a tear. When Mom died in 1984 I balled like a baby.

Around the same time Edmund Barnicle left Ireland to sail to the Isle of White, James Ambrose Quirk left the Isle of Man and traveled to St. Louis where he stayed for the rest of his life. The Bulletin of Commerce and The Sunday Watchman reported his remarkable life and his death on July 1st, 1909.2 “Coming to St. Louis when a boy, by the exercise of industry, frugality and honesty, he rose from a humble position to the head of a large manufacturing firm.”

James A. was 22 years old when he married Ellen Barnett in November 1858. They had nine children but only four of them lived past his death at 72 on July 1, 1909. They lived at 1505 Hickory Street. “His house increased in popularity and prestige until it stood second to none in its line.” 

He was noted in life for two reasons. In 1875 he founded the James A. Quirk Trunk Company, a “vast and lucrative business and his trunks, satchels and traveling goods have ever held their own in grade, quality and in favorable prices.” 

The second reason for James’ notoriety was his Catholic faith. “In the death of Mr. Quirk, Catholicity in St. Louis lost one of its brightest examples. … Though his business engaged most of his attention, he always found time to perform his civic duties. But it was mostly in church, charitable and society work that he was best known”

I can only guess what a shock it must have been to James when his only surviving son Thomas Ambrose (Grandpa Tom) announced that he was intending to marry Etta Roetter. If there had been a telephone in the house and Grandpa Tom phoned the news, his mother might have heard a one side of the conversation that might have sounded something like this. 

“Ellen great news, Thomas is getting married. What’s her name?” [pause] Is that an Irish name Tom? It doesn’t sound like an Irish name. [pause] Oh, a German name you say. [pause] I know many men in the German Catholic community. What parish is she from? [pause] Lutheran you say? [a very long pause]

There is a photograph of Etta Roetter hanging in our living room and in defense of Grandpa Tom; Etta was a very beautiful woman. I am sorry I never had a chance to know Grandma Etta. Mom didn’t either. Five days before Mom’s third birthday, on May 20th 1910, Etta died. She was barely 30 years old.

I look at that photograph often and talk to Etta. I tell her that I hope our Irish Catholic family accepted her and was kind to her. As I learned more about her and her family I came to realize how different she and Tom were. Grandpa Tom was raised in a traditional Irish Catholic family. Etta’s grandfather, Paulus, was a renowned artist and evangelical minister who attempted to found a Christian communist community! “In 1845, he with his family and a number of friends who shared his idealism embarked for America to found a colony on the communistic plan.”3
Paulus was 39 when he arrived in St. Louis and had already established his reputation as a gifted artist. He attended art schools in Nuremberg, Dusseldorf and Munich. “After visiting many of the art centers in Europe he finally established himself in Switzerland about 1825, where he lived and taught for 20 years in Thun and Interlaken.”4 If Paulus lived today he would e a member of the Green Party. “He lived very close to nature and spent much of his time sketching Alpine scenes.”5
The plan for the communist community didn’t work and shortly after arriving he was installed at the parsonage of St. Marks Evangelical Church where he served as a minister and teacher. When Washington University was founded in 1853 he became a member of its faculty. It is here that he became famous for his detailed and numerous drawings of biological specimens. These appeared in many medical and botanical publications. He worked with Henry Shaw and his drawings are on display at Shaw’s Garden in St. Louis today. During the Civil War he was enlisted into the Geological Survey Department in Springfield, Illinois. It was during this period that he painted a portrait of his son, my Great Grandfather Arnold. This might have been the only portrait he ever attempted. Arnold is sitting under a tree in his civil war union army uniform. The portrait is unfinished and hangs in our bedroom next to my side of the bed. 

After the war Paulus worked at Harvard and MIT with the renowned naturalist, Louis Agassiz. He stayed in Cambridge until he retired after his eightieth birthday. He died on November 11, 1994, two years after his granddaughter Etta married Grandpa Tom. The wedding was in the Holy Angles Catholic Church. Fr. Kielty blessed the marriage. I just hope that Paulus was there and that James Quirk and Paulus Roetter were able to sit together, have a drink and share stories from their remarkable lives.

We don’t know if that conversation happened but we do know that two years later Paulus was dead. Eight years later James was dead. Nine years later Etta died and for the next nine years Mom was daddy’s little girl and her daddy was rich. She had six aunts. Three were Tom’s sisters; Minnie (Mary Ann), Nellie (Ellen Agnus) and Berdie (Cecilia). Three were Etta’s sisters; Polly (Pauline), Tody (Lydia) and Sis (Elizabeth). Sis married Art Nash. The rest never married and they all spoiled her rotten. They took Mom on trips to New York, Salt Lake City, San Francisco, all over the country by train. 

Mom lost part of her daddy when he married Ann Ursula Larkin in 1919 but that didn’t interfere with the good life. She continued to travel with her aunts through high school years and into her college years. Mom was a track and field star and graduated in 1930 from Webster University cum laude with a major in Mathematics in an age where few women even went to college. The good life ended that year. The depression was putting the Quirk Trunk Company out of business. She married Dad on June 1st, 1930 and gave birth to her spiritual clone 17 months later. She named her firstborn Edwin Anthony Barnicle Jr.. That’s me! 

For as long as I can remember Mom and I fought. We both have a habit of dealing with the big issues and getting stuck in the small ones. We both major in the minors. We fought dirty but if anyone tried to enter our arena we would join and tear them up. If anyone would dare to say anything negative about me to Mom, look out. That was Mom’s job, not theirs. I am the only one who can say these kinds of things about Mom. Don’t you dare when I’m around. 

In the spring of 1984 it was clear that Mom was dying of cancer. She could no longer stay in her apartment and we were looking for a place for her to live when Lorraine asked: “Why can’t Ellen stay with us?” I guess no one told Lorraine: “Because Tony would kill her before she died a natural death.” (Or the other way around.) We invited her and told her I would fly her there to avoid a long car trip. She agreed. “I might as well, I’m dying anyway.” We took her from the hospital, put her in a Cherokee 6, and I flew her from Weiss Field to Jefferson City. Lorraine sat in the back with Mom and distracted her with conversation so she wouldn’t get sick. It was the first and only time Mom ever flew with me as her pilot. It was a smooth flight. When we landed Mom was ready to take a tour of the city and Lorraine threw up on the parking ramp!       

Mom brought two Paulus Roetter paintings with her to Jefferson City. One was the painting of Arnold that I mentioned above. It was in pieces and pressed between two sheets of wax paper. The other was framed and we immediately hung it on our living room wall. It is a classic Roetter, a pastoral scene with the Alps in the background. Like so many others it is painted on a piece of tin. It still hangs today in our living room at Barnicle Farms. Every time I look at it I am reminded of Mom and the fight I had with her to keep it in the family. It was our last fight.

It began one night after dinner when Mom asked me to look up the telephone number for a woman who lived in the St. Louis. I did not know the woman but I found the number, dialed it and handed the phone to Mom. From Mom’s side of the conversation I gathered that this was a distant cousin. The conversation went for about fifteen minutes before the person on the other end seemed to remember Mom. The conversation continued for another fifteen minutes of family talk before Mom dropped her bombshell. “I want to give you a Paulus Roetter painting before I die.”

Mom gave me the phone and asked me to get her address so we could send the painting to her tomorrow. In shock got her address and then asked who she was and how she knew Mom. Quite frankly she said she still didn’t know who Mom was. I hung up the phone and turned on Mom. She was in no mood to argue. It wouldn’t go to Bob. It wouldn’t go to Dorrit. It was going to her cousin. I was going across the table for Mom’s throat when Lorraine called for Mary (a night nurse) to put Ellen to bed. As we walked the neighborhood I cooled down and even began to laugh as I listened to Lorraine’s solution. “When we get back take the painting downstairs and when Ellen asks about it say: ‘Don’t worry Mom, I took care of it.’”

The plan worked! My answer stopped Mom in her tracks. She suspected Lorraine was in on the plan. I wasn’t smart enough to come up with that answer. Mom was down but not out. A few days later she asked Lorraine to bring the Arnold Roetter painting. As we examined what was left of it, she asked Lorraine to call the St. Louis Art Museum and offer them the painting. “Ellen, why don’t you want one of your children to have this painting?”

“Because they won’t take care of it.”

Lorraine looked carefully at the painting. The edges looked like pieces of corn flakes. “I think they can take better care of it than you have.”

Mom’s bottom lip went out and quivered. “Ed wouldn’t let me spend money on it.”

“Ellen, Ed has been dead for twelve years.”

The painting stayed. After Mom died Lorraine took it to an art store. They did a great job restoring and framing. And Mom and I never fought again. Every time we would get close to one Mom would smile and say: ”Why don’t we ask the boss.”

Those last weeks were the most beautiful time of my life with her. Mom needed 24 hour care. Mary stayed with Mom all day while we were at work. She was willing to spend the nights but we gave her a break and rotated them. Mary took one, Lorraine took one and I took one. I will cherish these nights with Mom for the rest of my life. I would lay exhausted next to her and we both would fall in and out of sleep. When we both were awake and she wasn’t in need of something we would talk. Mom kept her mind and her dignity to the end. No one I’ve ever met faced death as frankly as she did. It was in these conversations that I learned so much about her and her family. When she died we were deeply in love    

I am closer in age to Mom’s second family than she was. Grandpa Tom and Grandma Ann had four children; James Thomas (Bud), Rosemary (Rore), Mary Jane (Mare) and Ann Constance (Nancy). Mom was a teenager when she stood as Bud’s Godmother in 1920. Twelve years later she gave birth to me. Rore and Mare were our baby sitters. I remember Rore’s excitement as she told me of her plans to marry Ted. I was a teenager with a broken foot when I ushered at Mare and Frank’s wedding. In Chapter I. Page 21 I talked about how close I was to Nancy.

As I grew they were as much my older brother and sisters as they were my uncle and aunts. They were my heroes and my balcony people always cheering me on. Bud was a radio operator on the SS African Star a sister ship to the African Moon, which I took to Cameroon in 1964. He visited me twice in England and we attempted to get together in Cameoon on one of his port calls there. Then tragedy struck. On June 16, 1968 Bud’s ship the SS African Star on its way to Vietnam collided with a barge on the Mississippi River about fifty miles south of New Orleans. The Star exploded and Bud died at his post sending SOS messages. Several months later I got some more sad news. Bud’s only son, Paul had been arrested and was going to prison.

Paul was the real reason why I welcomed the assignment to preach in New Orleans. Paul was the last male in the Quirk line and he was in trouble. I owed it to Bud and my aunts to try to do something for Paul. On the flight down I thought of how I had reached out and used my priest power to help John Musi. Maybe this is an opportunity use my priest power to help my cousin Paul. The trip would also give me a chance to visit with Bud’s wife, Aunt Terry and my southern cousins, Paul and his two younger sisters, Nancy and Kathy. I didn’t know them very well. The last time I saw her was at my ordination. Before Bud died their marriage was in trouble. The trip might be an opportunity to do some healing. And for a very selfish reason, the trip would be a welcome distraction. I needed something to get my mind off my assignment to Albany. 

My sermon that Sunday morning was on materialism and the danger a TV poses to a Christian home. I compared our materialism to life in Kikai Kelaki, which I described as the wealthiest neighborhood I had ever lived in! I don’t think I got a good return on the collection for our missions. Terry and her girls met me after my last Mass and took me to their home. I'm sure that by U.S. standards their home was about average but I couldn't get over the stuff that filled it. After looking around Terry's home, I decided that I would have to get used to the materialism in America if I wanted to get along and relate with the people in the pews.

On November 11, Terry took me up the Mississippi River to Angola, the Louisiana State Prison.  This would be the first of many trips that I would make into prisons in the US. But as often as I visited with prisoners over the years, I still get a terrible feeling each time the bars slam shut behind me. Even in the best prisons, prisoners live in cages. Trapped is written in their faces.  Angola, in the swamps on the east side of the river and ten miles south of the Mississippi border, would not qualify as a model prison. Because I was wearing my collar and black suit, we had no trouble getting through "the system". Within a few minutes we were in the visitors room where Paul was waiting. I can still see the question on his face as I reached out my hand. Paul looked like a scared and angry trapped animal. It was a very difficult conversation. Terry was nervous and kept interrupting before Paul could answer a question. The visit lasted for the prescribed hour and as we were leaving I asked for a meeting with the warden.

Having only heard his Mom's story and having just visited with Paul and witnessed the tears and the heart wrenching parting of mother and child, I was well prepared to make a case for poor Paul and an offer to take him into my custody in Albany. The warden listened to my plea without an interruption. Then said in a very deep southern drawl, "Father, I can assure you that the State of Louisiana would like nothing more than to release Paul Quirk to the State of New York. Before I do my conscience demands that I let you read this." As he said this he slid Paul's file across the desk. It was the other side of the story - and well documented.  WOW! Paul is quite a man and will be quite a handful for Albany. But he needed the father he lost and for Bud's sake I wanted to reach out and be that father before Paul's life was also lost. "I appreciate your concern but I still want to take Paul into my custody."    


discernment of spirits
When I returned to St. Louis I quickly settled back into my rollaway bed and even found a comfortable routine. Glen Ryan, Bob Shasserre and Bill Davis were still single. That was enough to make a weekly Gin Rummy game. Other than the gin game I stayed at home. Each day began with Mass. Dad, a daily communicant, would go with me. Even crippled by strokes, Dad insisted on serving. Afterward we would have breakfast together before Mom awoke. Some time Mom and Dad and I would go to a movie or a park but mostly it was a quiet time at home.

The home visit gave me an opportunity to meet and to get know my new in-laws. Both Bob and Dorrit married when I was in Africa. Dorrit and her husband, Neil were living in Ohio. I planned to visit them on my way to Albany. I met two beautiful and smart blondes who had become part of my family, Bob’s wife, Penny and my first niece, Kelly. Once Penny got to know me she realized that I was not the wonderful person Mom made me out to be. She found the real me was easier to love than the myth.

One morning after Mass Dad asked, "What is bothering you?" My "nothing" answer did not satisfy him. Except to tell jokes, Dad did not talk much. At family gatherings he either was serving or he was sitting and listening. When the talk got boring he napped. At his funeral in 1972 I learned that Dad had earned a reputation as one of the best diagnosticians in the St. Louis medical community. I know why. He cared and he took the time to listen. That is why he knew something very serious was bothering me and before breakfast was over I told him the whole story. He had no doubt that everything I had told him was true. After several minutes he said, "Why don't you call Frank".

The amazing Dr. Frank Ewers had a medical practice in Ottawa Illinois and had established worldwide reputation as an expert in self-hypnosis. Before I went to Africa in 1964, he taught me how to hypnotize myself. He convinced me that if I were in an accident and cut an artery, I could slow down my heart rate through self-hypnosis, which would slow the bleeding and could save my life.  On the phone that night, I told Frank the story and when I used a word from one of John's letters, "psychopath" he interrupted to ask, "What does psychopath mean?"  

"I don't know."  

"Then don't use the word. Tell me, when you are around him does the hair stand up on the back of your neck?"

"Yes."

"Instead of using words you don't understand, listen to the hair on the back of your neck. It stands up because you remembered what your mother taught you, not because of what you learned in a psychology class. Here is what you need to do. Call your General and tell him that you have shared the information with a professional. He advised you not to go to Albany unless you have an attorney that you select on one side of you and a psychiatrist that you select on the other side. Tell him that you have been professionally advised that if you follow his orders you will almost certainly be going to your death! Only if Mill Hill will agree with these conditions and pay for the lawyer and the shrink will you agree to meet with Heymans."

I protested that we were talking about priests who had dedicated their life to God. Wasn't Frank being a little extreme? Frank didn't budge. He told me that this case was not that rare. There are many examples of university presidents, powerful political officials, bishops and others in positions of power whose judgments over the years have gone unchallenged. Power corrupts and absolute power corrupts, absolutely. 

I recalled a lesson from Fr. Wade, a Jesuit priest who taught us Philosophy at St. Louis U. when John and I were there in the seminary. We were talking about conscience and Wade defined it "as reason sitting in judgment on a particular situation". Then he went on to describe how we can twist our consciences. "When you are young, your conscience will tell you what is right and what is wrong but as you grow older you can begin to ignore the voice of your conscience. Just like you can twist a delicate watch spring to make the watch tell you not what is the true time but instead what you want it to tell you, so you can twist your conscience to tell you what you want it to say." Wade explained how you can get away with this for a while but if you do not correct the moral problem there will come a day when your conscience will have become so abused that it will no longer be able to work for you. "That is how we set ourselves in sin."

Wade’s statements came back to me more than once, as I became a part of the Mill Hill House in Albany and the Catholic Church in America. Thirty-five years before the scandal broke in the Boston newspapers I discovered the cancer.  

It took me a few days to get up the nerve to call the General. He was in India. I refused to talk with anyone else. I left the message that I would not go to Albany until I had first talked with him. I am sure by now Mill Hill was beginning to wonder if they hadn't made a big mistake in appointing me. Within a day, the General returned my call. I gave him my demand and after he realized he could no longer get by with "Oh-Barney, you-can-do-it", there was a very long pause. I have often wondered what that pause must have cost Mill Hill. I had made my demand and refused to speak. Finally he broke the silence. "I will call you back."

When he called I wondered if the answer would be that I should not bother going to Albany they have given the job to someone else. No, the General was sticking with his first choice. He offered me a compromise. Would I agree to go if I had Joe McNicholl with me through the transition? I told him that I would talk with him before I decided. Joe was the Rector in St. Louis. I had never talked with him about the situation in Albany but I liked him. It was an interesting offer and it might work. As soon as I hung up the phone I called Joe and made an appointment. He had talked with the General more than once about Heymans. We agreed to go to Albany together.

Mom and Dad came part of the way with me. I drove their Ford Escort. Our first stop was in Ottowa at Mare and Frank's home. We visited with them and my five young cousins. John and Jim taught me how to “pop a wheelie”. Ann, Jane and Mary Ellen introduced me to my first Big Mac at one of the first McDonald’s in the US. I reviewed my plan with Frank. At the end of our conversation he warned me not to take even a cup of coffee from him if he offered it. "It could be poisoned!"

Our next stop was Chardon Ohio, a small town east of Cleveland where Neil worked. Dorrit married Frank O’Neil O’Hallaron in the summer of 1965. When I was home on leave in 1967 she and Neil were living in San Diego where he was flying for the Navy. This was the first time we had an opportunity to meet and get to know one another. 

On November 28 I flew to Albany. I had not told Mill Hill of my arrival and waited in the Albany Airport for Joe until he stepped off his 7:32 PM flight. We drove to the Mill Hill House. At 9:30 the following morning I opened the meeting with Fr. Heymans and his counselors. The minutes read: "Fr. Barnicle opened the meeting saying it was Fr. Heymans' meeting and we were present to drink in from his experience."  


U.S. Regional Representative, Organizing Secretary and Rector in Albany   
By 12:15 all the papers were signed. It was over. But was it? Heymans was out. But was he? I was in. But was I? Immediately after the meeting Heymans retreated across the road to the Merrifield farmhouse. I learned about it at the meeting. "Mr. Merrifield, a retired farmer, 74, is in Florida. He has no legal right to cause trouble." I spent the rest of the day walking the compound and talking with Joe. Behind the very large old house in which we all lived was an enclosed quadrangle with the dining area and sitting rooms for meeting with the public. The brand new and empty seminary entered the quadrangle at the opposite end from our house. As Joe and I walked through this thirty bedroom two-story white elephant we lamented the events that had taken place here and wondered about the future. Joe and I reflected that during the meeting, every time anyone came up with an idea about what could be done with the building Heymans would say: "That was my idea from the beginning."  

The following morning I was up early. The rest of the priests were out saying Sunday Masses in the Albany parishes. I said the Mass for "the house". I couldn't get Heymans off my mind. Mill Hill had treated him very badly. No one ever confronted him and offered him the spiritual and psychological help he so desperately needed. I took over but we hadn't even addressed the Heymans question. He is part of our family? Where will he go? Except for "out of here" the question remained. I was now in charge and he was under my care. Would he take my council?  Did I have the guts to be straight with him - brother to brother? After breakfast I decided to walk over to the Merrifield farmhouse.

Images of that morning are still very clear in my mind. The sun was reflecting on three feet of fresh white snow. I didn't have sunglasses and I squinted as I walked down our long drive to the road. The Merrifield farm was directly across the county road from our farm and I continued on another long road to the farmhouse. Across the road from the farmhouse, Brother Joe was feeding hay to our Angus cattle.      

God knows that I did not want to enter that house. If Heymans hadn't answer my first knock, I would have bolted. "Come in, Tony the door is open." It was awkward and I quickly came to the point. I told him that Mill Hill would pay for treatment at a home for priests run by an order of priests in New Mexico. My offer was met with denial. When I brought up the Kaiser affair and the gun accusation the response was a mumble about some unfortunate misunderstanding followed by the offer: "Can I get you a cup of coffee?" For a brief moment I remembered Frank's warning "It could be poisoned!".   -----  "Yes, thank you."  

I finished the coffee and waited. As we sat in silence I am sure that Pierre knew that death would come soon. Not mine, his. We said our good by and I left. He left that afternoon. The next time I saw Pierre Heymans he was quite dead.


here there and everywhere
I did everything to avoid staying at my post in Albany. When I should have been working to rebuild our fractured organization I was on the road again going here, there and everywhere in my escape from reality. In defense I could argue that everything I suggested was blocked or ignored. I should have insisted on the resignation of the five counselors as a condition of taking office. As the bible says - he could have but he didn't. I tried to add two counselors of my choice but the five and the General vetoed it. The house was divided into several little clicks. I suggested that we come together to pray regularly and that we have a social evening together every Monday. All agreed and no one came. As Yogi says: "If they won't come you can't stop them." 

While I was trying to get control of things in Albany, Heymans had moved to Providence RI and sent orders not to pack his things. He was busy on the telephone issuing orders and attempting to interfere. He tried to block my appointment with Cardinal Cooke. Files were missing from the office. Tansey told me, "A lot of business was conducted just before you came." Just before he left, Heymans had entered into a two-year contract to continue publishing a magazine, The Mill Hill World, which was very expensive and which no one seemed to want. I discovered that he contracted with the Albany Country Club to rent them 100 acres of our farmland for $1 a year.  Several years ago, when it was discovered that the Club was pumping their water from that land, he dropped what could have been a very lucrative settlement and a residual income for our missions for a payment of $1 and two lifetime memberships in the Albany Country Club.

Dec. 9th I took Joe to the airport. We agreed there was nothing more he could do. I think both of us realized that we had won the battle but lost the war. We did Mill Hill's dirty work and got rid of the man that was becoming an embarrassment but essentially, things in Albany remained as before - a mess. After his plane took off I felt very much alone. When I should have reached out for a strong man like Joe to be my confessor and confidant, I walked to a private flying company desk and made arrangements to check out in a Cessna 150. John was gone. Joe was gone. I was alone and behind the bars in the zoo. I wasn't looking for a rock to stand on; I was looking for a hole to crawl through to get out of there. 

Three days later I drove to New York to meet with Msgr. Wilson Kaiser and Fr. Bob Dugas at Catholic Relief Services (CRS). I toured the CRS offices on the 65th floor of the Empire State Building and later that afternoon the three of us met in Kaiser's room at St. Stephan's Rectory a few blocks away. Kaiser was in charge of CRS's activities in Africa. Dugas lived in Nairobi and was CRS's field man for Africa. Both were strong supporters of ACOSCA. We talked about the West Cameroon Credit Union Manual, the Credit for Kikai Kelaki film; Cameroon credit unions and CRS sponsored scholarships. As we talked over drinks that evening I became very jealous. I longed to have Bob's job. Little did I realize that in less than a year I would be living in St. Stephan's and working for CRS in an even more exciting job. 

That night I stayed with Jim and Sue Nash in Stanford, Conn. They brought me up to date on the latest view from the pew, the revolutions that were happening in Catholic Parishes in the US. I learned about the charismatic movement and alternative churches organized by priests who had left the organized church. Little did I know that two years later Jim and Sue would witness my wedding vows. If someone had foretold that to me that night, I would have had no idea with whom I would be making that vow. I invited them and their six kids to came to Albany for a ski trip. They came on Feb. 25. That was the only night the seminary building was used in the year I was there!

The following day I took a physical at St. Clare Hospital at 51st St. by Central Park. Dr. Cahill was an expert in tropical diseases and could tell me if I had brought anything back from Africa that I didn't want to bring back. I didn't. Except for a high uric acid count and an admonition not to drink beer or eat anchovies, I was given a clean bill of health. For the record I have kept half of the prescription. I have not eaten an anchovy since!   

That evening I was given a view of what it was like to be a New York clergyman. I dined in splendor and talked diocese politics at the table of a Monsignor at a parish on Long Island. Later we went to the airport where I stood in a line of Monsignori at Kennedy Airport greeting Cardinal Cooke as he arrived from somewhere. Cooke knew who I was and was friendly in our brief conversation. Heymans had promised to establish a Mill Hill House in New York City. The next day we visited an abandoned convent in the Bronx and I agreed that we would take possession in January.  

On the 16th I returned to Albany, changed clothes and on the morning of the 17th, I took off for Portland Maine! Of the few hours at my office, I spent the majority of them talking about the news from West Cameroon with Fr. Ivo, a Cameroonian Priest who was in the U.S. on a visit. 

I had promised to take Francis Sitar with me for the Christmas holidays. It would have been much less costly in time and money if I had just sent Francis a plane ticket but remember I was looking for a hole to get out of the zoo. That is why I was driving on I95 to Antigonish, Nova Scotia when I took the Portland Maine exit and drove into the parking lot in front of Sears. I told myself I needed a pair of winter pajamas.   

On December 17th, 1969 I walked into the Sears store in Portland Mane to buy two pairs of winter pajamas and wound up buying the "golden suit". Since entering the seminary eleven years earlier I hadn't bought many suits but the ones I bought were all black. This one was actually a light brown. I named it golden because it represented the light at the other side of the tunnel I was crawling through as I was breaking out of the world that was imprisoning me. Before I left the store I had also purchased two shirts, a brown and a green and three ties to make up the ensemble. Oh yes, I did buy the pajamas.       

I didn't leave the priesthood in a day. It happened in a series of days. Some of them stand our like the night in Joe and Carolita's home when John told his story. Another was when the General told me that I shouldn't worry about the accusations that had been made in Albany. "They were consenting adults." 

John Gauci 

I arrived at the Coady campus at noon in my black suit and joined Francis for lunch. Francis introduced me to John Gauci who he said was looking for a ride to New York. John and I became friends that day. We had similar backgrounds. He had been the Vicar-General of a diocese in India. As a parish priest, he worked with credit unions and cooperatives. He was the president of the Institute’s student body and if there is such a person as a born leader, it was John. He was confident. He was fun. Of course he could come along. I wanted to know John better and we could continue our conversation on the long ride. We arranged to leave at noon the next day.

The next morning I toured the Institute with Msgr. Smyth, Coady's Dean. We talked about the possibility of expanding their program into the U.S. and using our empty building in Albany.  The conversation showed I was still running on two tracks. In the black suit track on the right we have the Very Reverend E. A. Barnicle trying to serve his Lord and his Society by making something of value happen in Albany and in the golden suit on the left we have an escapee.

At noon I went to the car to meet John and Francis. I can't remember exactly how it happened but somehow the three of us became the six of us! I wasn't driving a big car. It was a mid-sized Plymouth that could fit four comfortably. I remembered that I had invited my old friend and classmate Harry Smithuis (who was 6'5" tall) to come along. John, thinking that we had room for a fourth, invited his girl friend, Pat. Now we had five in the car and how that big nun from Liberia got into the car before we departed is still a mystery to me! Somehow we managed to squeeze the six into that car. I, 6'4" 180 lbs. would drive with Francis, 6' 180 lbs. and Harry, 6'5" 200 lbs. in the front seat with me. We put John in the back seat between the fat nun and Pat who fortunately had a beautiful slim figure.

Two years later John and Pat married. Over the years they have become two of our best friends.  Since the day we met, John has been an inspiration and a mentor to me. He has a confidence in himself that I admire and would like to have. Over the years John and I talked often about writing a book on community development credit unions and cooperatives. We never got around to it but I am writing this book using the notes that I have collected for our book. John retired last year after a brilliant career with cooperatives. He founded and built the Cooperative Development Foundation. He was inducted into the Cooperative Hall of Fame in April 2001. After a long struggle with prostate cancer, John died on December 30, 2001. Just before John died his daughter, Michelle, asked me to contribute to a scrapbook that the family is preparing for Maxwell, his grandson. I decided to tell about the time we met and the trip we took from Antigonish to Albany. I ended with this thought: "I have no idea what happened in the back seat that night but I suspect that it might have been the night they fell in love. It is only a theory but I suspect the big nun was really an Angel from heaven that pushed John and Pat together!"       

It snowed all the way to the U.S. border. We arrived at the customs check in a blizzard. The two attendants hesitated before one finally came out and looked in my window. As soon as he did he ordered us to present our passports and remain in the car while he examined our papers. Can you imagine the stir we would have made in a post 9/11/2001 world? Five foreigners and a priest arrived at the New Brunswick - Maine border at midnight and presented a sleepy border post six passports. One was from the 37-year-old American driver with a passport that shows he had been in almost every country in Europe and half the countries in Africa. His passengers were two Africans, one a Cameroonian who had spent most of his life in Nigeria, a Liberian dressed as a nun, a Maltese who had spent his adult life in India, an Indian woman with Guyana passport and finally a 6'5" Dutchman who was living in the Philippines. I watched as he made a series of phone calls. After about an hour he returned our documents and told us to go on. Those were the days before the Department of Homeland Security. If there were a DHS, we would still be in jail!     

These were also the days before credit cards and I only had enough money for gas so we pushed on.  I followed closely behind snowplows through the State of Maine. We dropped Pat and the nun in Boston and the four of us arrived back in Albany in time for lunch.  


U.S. Tour
Three days later I was on the road again. Francis flew with me to St. Louis for Christmas holidays with the family. After a fun holiday with the family I put Francis on the plane back to New York. 

The first stop on my tour was with Fr. Joe and the priests and brothers at our St. Louis house. For them it was a visitation from the new Superior. For me it was an awakening. In our conversations they unveiled a very different Church and country than the one I left ten years ago. So it wasn’t just me. The Church in the US was also falling apart. Priests were leaving. Nuns were leaving even faster than the priests. Marriages were failing. There was a rebellion in the pews. Roman Catholics were roaming, especially the young. The new liturgy in the vernacular did not bring about the devotional and spiritual revival that Vatican II had promised. This was the New Year, 1970. Bishops and Priests were no longer the respected leaders they were when I left the US in 1960. People were no longer using the rhythm method but using the “artificial means” their priest condemned from the pulpit. Some just ignored the condemnation, stopped coming to confession and flocked to communion. Others left and joined alternative liturgical celebrations in school halls and living rooms. The Pentecostal movement was gathering those who were seeking a deeper spiritual experience. Some just left and never returned.     

My next stop was our house in Kenosha, Wisconsin. This was a small station with two Austrian priests who were there to make appeals for the missions and help out in the local dioceses. Their only problem was the young priests. I couldn’t get out of there soon enough. I cut my scheduled visit by a day with the excuse that I needed to visit Patty Bailey at the World Council of Credit Unions in Madison. 

On New Year's Day I arrived at the Alexian Brother's House of Studies to spend a few days with Carl Cooper. Carl was the only other American Mill Hill priest stationed in the US. Although he was two years ahead of me at Mill Hill, he was four years my junior. Carl was one of those vocations that entered the seminary right out of grade school; lock stepped through the system in record time and was ordained before his 25th birthday. We hadn't seen each other since his ordination in 1962. I remembered him as a very open and giving young man who was always smiling.  Because of our different backgrounds we never were close during the two years we were together at Mill Hill so the conversation was more about getting to know one another. Carl had served the Luo people in Kenya until 1967 when he was assigned to the U.S. to recruit vocations. He was on a "sabbatical" from his assignment as vocation director to complete a degree at Loyola University.  

Carl was uncomfortable with me and I decided to take him out to dinner. Afterwards we walked and then swam in the indoor pool at the Alexian Brother's House. About 11:00 PM he began to open up or should I say spill out. It is another moment in my life that I can never forget. He was sitting at the edge of the deep end of the pool with his feet dangling in the water. I was in the pool with my arms out of the water and my chin on my hands looking up at Carl. Carl was no longer the smiling, happy young man I remembered in Mill Hill. He was angry. He was angry about our Priest's wealthy life style and the structure of our society in the States. He was angry and frustrated because he had spoken out and been rejected by his brother priests in Kenosha. He was scared because for the first time in his life he was disconnected from his community and on his own.  He was hurt and didn't know where to turn. He was very defensive of Pierre and told me that Pierre had found him a place here in Chicago. From his defense of Pierre, I had the feeling that Pierre had turned Carl against me long before I had arrived. He told me of friends he had made at Loyola and that he was planning to spend the weekend at Techny, the Society of the Divine Word major seminary in Chicago. He was going there to participate in a "T Session".  

I was freezing in the pool. I had been stationary in the water for over an hour. I did not want to move because I did not want to break the conversation. I listened. My heart went out to Carl but I didn't know what to say. After all I wasn't the spiritual fortress he needed to shelter him. Neither was Pierre. I offered him a place at Albany with me but he turned the offer down. I had no comment about his decision to attend a "T Session" except to ask, "What is a "T Session?" Carl explained it as well as he could and my only comments were, "I guess it is OK because it is at the SVD seminary." and "Don't expect answers and miracles from a week-end of baring your soul to strangers." I offered to drive Carl to the seminary. Going out the door a brother who knew him warned him about "sensitivity sessions". Carl ignored the warning. He walked through the seminary doors and I returned to St. Louis House for a reception welcoming Fr. Barnicle, the new Regional Representative for the Mill Hill Missionaries in the US. 

I spent two enjoyable days away from it all with "Domine Walton". Fr. Walton was retired and served as a chaplain in a hospital in Pueblo, Colorado. He acquired the name "Domine" from his regal manor. Domine was the first Mill Hill priest to visit the US. He lit up as he told the story of the woman who gave him the first $5 contribution to Mill Hill. He had kept the $5 bill and pulled it out of a drawer. With great solemnity he presented it to me and asked that I frame it and hang it in a prominent place on a wall in Albany. When people would ask about it we could tell the story. 

Years later, Vin McCann who replaced me in Albany told the story of how Domine showed up unexpectedly one day and asked to see the famed framed $5! It took Vin a few minutes to figure out what he was talking about and when he did he recovered nicely. "Sure Father but you have been on the road. Why don't you rest and have another cup of tea.  Then I will give you a tour of the place and we can look at the $5 in its frame on the wall. Would you excuse me for just a minute." Vin returned shortly and conducted the tour. He wrote to tell me that Domine cried as he looked at the $5 in the frame on the wall. Through his tears he told the story of the first $5 that had been given to Mill Hill in the US. Little did Domine realize that he was crying over the $5 bill that Vin had just pulled out of his pocket and framed. As I can best recall, I believe I gave the first $5 donated to Mill Hill in the United States to a Mexican baggage handler at the Denver Air Port.                    

From Denver, I flew to Los Angeles. I had planned to stay a week in our house in Hollywood.  After the official visitation business was over I planned to visit old friends. The night of January 12 -13 is another time frame whose details are burned into the screen of my mind. It began as a fun night with Jack Rohan and his family. Jack was a boyhood friend and neighbor when we lived on Hanley road. He and his family moved to LA where it looked like Jack was making a lot of money. We sat by his outdoor pool and drank and talked of old times. I shouldn't have driven back because I had been drinking all evening up to the time I left, around 2:00 am. I sobered quickly when the car hydroplaned on the Interstate. I recovered without any damage except to my heart that was still beating rapidly as I climbed into bed. My room was in the guesthouse behind the main building. I figured that I made it in without being noticed and would be able to sleep off what already was becoming a big hangover.  


Carl, 1936 - 1/13/1970 

I had just closed my eyes when I became aware of someone shaking me. It was still dark and I had a hard time waking. Fr. Moran, the rector came into focus. He was kneeling at my bedside.  "Carl is dead. He hung himself this morning."

It took four days to bury Carl. I was the only Mill Hill priest to attend to the details and comfort the family. He left everything he owned to a crippled children's home. I interviewed the people who were around him before he died. I found that Heymans had recommended that Carl see a psychiatrist but other than that no one from our society had even attempted to contact or visit him in the six months he had been away from our house in Kenosha. He had been living in an "open community" of brothers and SVD seminarians during this time. A Jesuit priest who sat next to him in class told me more about Carl than anyone else. He told me that Carl would spill his problems to almost everyone he met. He had tried to help Carl and advised him to drop out of school and get help from a good counselor that he trusted. He warned Carl about the T Session. But Carl would not be dissuaded and talked of the college deans, major religious superiors and over 400 priests, brothers and nuns who had gone through the session and experienced wonderful results. 

Carl's Jesuit classmate told me of the conversations they had after Carl returned from that weekend. Carl had been stripped naked and beaten. The facilitator, (Dr. T) told Carl that he was dishonest and hurtful to himself and others. Carl had gone to the T session for help. Instead the good Dr. T and the group turned into a pack of wolves and tore Carl to pieces.  

I met Dr. T at the wake. When I told him who I was and that I wanted to see him his two bodyguards moved between us. I remember his eyes. They kept shifting back and forth as if looking for an escape.  He denied any responsibility. I reminded him that Carl paid Dr. T $200. He charged a fee. He was responsible and liable for what happened at the session. We agreed to meet but he did not return my phone calls. I toyed with taking him to court but our attorney reminded me of the college deans, major religious superiors and over 400 priests, brothers and nuns who had gone through the session and experienced wonderful results and who would testify in his defense. What did it matter. The reality was Carl was dead and I could not help him.


Barnicle or Barnacle
No one back at the ranch in Albany seemed to care. I think they were now convinced that all of their American brothers were nuts. First John then Carl. They knew it was only a matter of time before I would go over the edge. The evidence was mounting. I opened up a Mill Hill House in the Bronx. This would be our sixth house in the North America. I jumped on the idea of converting our seminary building into an International House of Studies. I got Jim Nash and Bob Payton involved. We met on Feb. 17 at our new house in the Bronx. I tried to move my office to the Bronx! That didn't work so I flew away from Albany almost every weekend to take a mission appeal in a parish out of town. I used the only sermon I ever wrote since the one I gave at the Midnight Mass at the Air Base. It was good. I just reread it and still like it. It was entitled "Our Mill Hill World - a village world". I took the parishioner's on an imaginary flight on the Apollo 14 rocket around the world. My collections were good but I discovered that most people in most U.S. parishes don't connect with the missions. This was especially true with the priests. Most of the older priests were lonely bachelors who only seemed interested in two things: their collection plate and retiring. The younger ones weren't around for dinner much less for the after dinner drinks and conversation. 

I would fly into the city in time to arrive at the church by early afternoon. I made it a habit of walking around the neighborhood and then walking around the church. Except for the priest sitting in the confessional, I was the only one in the church. One afternoon in a church in Pittsburgh, I picked up one of the flyers that had been placed up and down every pew.  It read:

"Can we learn from Nature?

Let us consider the life cycle of the Barnacle.

It's born.  Brought upon this earth as one of God's creatures.  It Attaches.

Unable to provide itself with sufficient locomotion, it attaches itself to a passing ship. 

It contributes nothing to its generous host except added weight."

It was a good introduction for my appeal at Mass that evening. It also hit home. I had to ask myself: Was Fr. Barnicle just a Barnacle that had attached himself to the Mill Hill Organization?  

I started flying again and tried to get Mill Hill to buy an Airplane. The General came out to see what was going on. I'm sure they told him. Bit by bit the evidence was also mounting that I wasn't a Barnacle. I had a purpose. I was their front man. The General and two of my English counselors were making the decisions. I named them Twiddle Dumb and Twiddle Dee. I did their dirty job of driving Heymans out of Albany. I wanted him out of the country. The General asked that I allow him to go to our house in LA. I agreed, "As long as he doesn't come on this side of the Rockies."   

The few seminarians we had in St. Louis were caught up in the confusion of the seventies. Ken, one of them, wrote me to share his views on community living and to complain about the way we were running our seminary. My response was interesting. It was so conservative! After a page explaining that the problem was "priests lack faith", I suggested that there wasn't enough discipline and isolation from the world in our seminary. "I'm sure that if I were in St. Louis. I would impose even stronger rules than the rules you have..." I concluded by telling Ken if he didn't like what I said, "..it is your choice to leave the seminary...". I offered to talk further with him when I next was in St. Louis but by the time I got there he had left. Little did Ken realize that I wasn't talking to Ken. What he read was a lecture from the "Black Suit" to the "Golden Suit". The letter explains the debate that was raging in my head - a debate that only ended eighteen months later in the Barcelona airport.   

I took off for a few days to work with Ed Hunter. We needed to finish CREDIT FOR KIKAI KELAKI. It was a fun diversion to see how a movie is produced. We worked in the World Wide Films studio in Washington DC. The part showing Father Barnicle working through the long nights writing the Cameroon Credit Union Manual was filmed in a red brick room in Georgetown. 

We took another day to do a second 12-minute film, "CIVITAS DEI - a Five Year Plan". In the credits, I am given the authorship. I wrote the very brief text for an actor’s voice reflecting Jappie’s thoughts on the day he leaves Augustine’s College and drives off to his new assignment. We used pieces of the CREDIT FOR KIKAI KELAKI film that had fallen on the cutting room floor. Ed and I made this arrangement when we were making the film. He told me to direct the film crew to make shots I wanted in my film. It turned out very well. It was my gift to Jappie.


Pierre, 1919 - 3/6/1970

Pierre moved to LA. Shortly thereafter he entered a hospital and died. On March 6th I got the news from a Jewish doctor who was the head physician at the hospital. He told me how blessed we were to have Pierre in our society. He told me how Pierre had spoken to a large assembly of his hospital's staff the day before he died. The doctor and staff came to the realization that Pierre was a saint and asked him to speak to them on the subject of death and dying. In the doctor's words there wasn't a dry eye in the auditorium. There were atheists, non-Christians and lapsed Christians. All, in one way or another, came to know Christ that day. The next day Pierre died!

Pierre's body and the General both arrived in Albany on the 9th. So did six crying women who wept over the bier for two days. As we listened to something that sounded like an African cry-die in the parlor, the General and I were upstairs in my room killing my bottle of Scotch. Pierre's funeral Mass was on the 10th. Twelve priests concelebrated. One of them was his brother who also flew in from Holland on the 9th. I was anxious about how he might feel about me but as we were vesting next to one another he turned to me and said: "No one in our family ever understood why you ordained Pierre. For as long as we can remember he always was crazy."  

Pierre wanted to be buried in his family's plot in Holland. I was happy to make all the arrangements. We would transport his remains the next day on a Mohawk flight to Kennedy and from there onto a KLM flight to Amsterdam where his family would meet him. I was relieved and exhausted by one more night of wailing and gnashing of teeth. The General departed right after Mass so I didn't have his company and another bottle of Scotch to get me through the night.  I was further relieved in the knowledge that all of the women insisted in accompanying his body on the flight. On March 11 we all were waiting for the final call to board the 10:20AM plane. That is when I felt the tap on my shoulder. It was a Mohawk ticket agent. There was a problem and he asked me to step into their office. "The casket is too large. It won't fit into the plane."  After a moment of heart sickness I recovered and went into action. "Here is the KLM flight scheduled to fly out of Kennedy in just over two hours. Do whatever you need to do to get that body to that airplane!"

I assured the ladies that everything was fine and they boarded the plane to be with Pierre. In the meantime Pierre was speeding out of town in a race against time. Later they might have passed over Pierre as he was flying down the Taconic State Parkway. Happily, they were all reunited on the KLM flight to Amsterdam. 


sweet Lorraine

On April 4th Sister Lorraine Arsenault called out of the blue and asked me if I had two letters for her. I remembered that Jappie had given them to me just before I left Cameroon. Why I ever agreed to take them, I will never know. But I found them and when she told me that she was studying in Hookset N. H., I told her that to make up for the ten month delay, I would bring them to her on the following Monday. By a remarkable coincidence I would be in Worcester that morning and I would enjoy visiting with her. I told her that I had just received copies of the film CREDIT FOR KIKAI KELAKI and CIVITAS DEI and I would love to show them to her.

Although I didn't know Sister Lorraine that well, I looked forward to spending a Cameroon afternoon with her and away from thinking about an amortization fund to liquidate Mill Hill's debt on its buildings in Albany. Lorraine answered the door. She wore a blue dress and her head was uncovered revealing a beautiful woman with a smile that said, "you are welcome". We spent the afternoon looking at the films and chattering about Cameroon. I didn't want it to end so I invited her out to dinner. We ate Chinese and all of a sudden the past six months of yuck jumped and shifted into an emotional melange: yuck, excitement, anxiety, confusion, yuck, fear, WOW. 

We started phoning and writing. In June she told me that she was leaving the convent. We met again in July. She invited me to Sunday dinner on July 7 at her home in Chelsea, a suburb of Boston. Of course I would come. When I found out that she was to have a job interview on Monday in Springfield, I offered to drive her there on my way back to Albany. We went out to dinner and danced on Sunday night.  This was getting serious and I didn't want to stop it. 

 
Paul

As if there weren't enough confusion in my life, Cousin Paul arrived. I had almost forgotten that I agreed to take him out of the Louisiana Prison System. Almost from the day he arrived, Paul managed to turn our quiet little place in the country upside down. I found him a job. He got fired. I enrolled him in a halfway house. He quit. We had long talks when I was in town. As soon as I left town he drove Tansey nuts. Fall was approaching and I was scheduled to attend our Renewal Chapter in Mill Hill. My noble gesture got Paul out of jail but not out of trouble. I would be gone for over a month and I suspected that I would be out of Albany shortly after the Chapter ended. It was clear he couldn't stay. Now my problem was what to do with Paul. Legally I was responsible to the State of Louisiana but no one from either Louisiana or New York ever called to inquire about Paul. So I didn’t call them to tell them I was throwing him out.

I will never forget my last morning with Paul. All of his things were packed in one suitcase. I kept looking for a way out. I wanted to get him back to the halfway house where Paul would be safe. Paul rejected all of my suggestions so I offered Paul a bus ticket to anywhere he wanted to go. He chose Chicago where he told me that he would connect with an old prison buddy and that they would rob banks together. I knew that I was being conned but I didn't flinch. As soon as we arrived at the Greyhound station I ordered one ticket to Chicago. The lady behind the ticket counter asked, "One way or round trip."  

"One way!" I almost shouted. Then we stood like two bulls separated by an electric fence glaring at each other. We both had failed. We both had taken flat-footed positions and neither could find a way out. I kept telling myself that this was the tough love that Paul needed. I kept thinking of Bud, his father and my uncle, who had been so generous to me when he was alive and now when I could help his son, I failed. Paul broke the tension with an apology. "I'm sorry." Every fiber in my body wanted to reach out and hug this desperate little boy that had just come out of the body of the tough guy that stood in front of me. But I kept to my tough love plan. "Paul, what are you sorry about?" 

"You offered me help and I kicked you in the face."

"You don't get it Paul. I'm going to leave here now and by tonight I will forget all about you.  Tomorrow I will find another Paul that I might be able to help and offer him my hand. That is what I do. I have chosen to go on with my life. You have chosen to go to Chicago to rob banks. I will go on living. Your choice is fatal." With that I shook his hand, turned, crossed the street, got into my car, drove off and never looked back. Now that was tough love. It lasted four blocks. I turned around and sped back to the station. All I wanted to do was hug him and tell him everything would be OK. We would find a way. I didn't have to go to England.

He wasn't there. The bus hadn't left and he wasn't there. I waited. The passengers boarded and the bus to Chicago left - without Paul. I drove around Albany for two hours looking for him. Where could he have gone? I called several people who had worked with Paul. They hadn't seen him. We searched for a week. Paul had disappeared. When I left for London we still had not located him.  

A month later I received a letter from the mother of one of our seminarians. Paul went to her home and she took him in. He asked her not to tell me until after he left Albany. Paul joined the Army. I lost touch. I was under the impression that he was angry with me then in 1999 his sister wrote and encouraged me to write to him. On January 17, 1999 he responded with an 18-page letter I will treasure for the rest of my life. The letter began with a thank you for uplifting him when he was down. "All I remember about our separation was your trying to help me get my shit together and me determined to do it my way". Paul went on for 17 pages telling me about his life with his wife of 18 years, Dorothy, his jobs and businesses that he had owned over the years.  We talked on the phone, wrote long letters and planned to get together at his home in Pennsylvania. Then one day I got a letter from Dorothy telling me of Paul's death.           


Renewal Chapter
As things got better with Lorraine, things got worse at Albany. It did not come as a surprise that I was not elected as a delegate to the Renewal Chapter at Mill Hill. Twiddle Dumb and Twiddle Dee had lobbied for months against me and for themselves. The General had just been elevated to the auxiliary Bishop of Westminster and the last thing he did before he left office as General was invite me come as an "expert" on our presence in America. He still wanted me on the team!  

Lorraine and I sat on the lawn at Tanglewood and listened to the Boston Symphony Orchestra on Sunday. July 12. Monday evening, at the International Departures Wing in Kennedy Airport, a bunch of chiggers and I boarded a 747 flight to London. 

It was a sleepless night on the plane. I spent the night trying to make sense of what was happening in my life. I was lost, way over my head and beginning to understand how Lawrence of Arabia must have felt after he had returned to England; a stranger in a foreign land who wasn't able to adapt and didn't want to adapt. I could see no purpose in continuing to promote Mill Hill. My purpose was liberating people, Yiran, Musi, Joseph Nkey, the students, credit union members, parishioners at Kikai Kelaki and Kitiwum. I failed to help Paul because I was distracted by the politics of Mill Hill. 

We were 30,000 feet over the Atlantic Ocean in the middle of the night. I would be away from Albany for at least a month and it was a good chance that it would be for the rest of my life. In the few short months there I had burnt many bridges and stepped on many toes. If I didn’t get kicked out did I want to go back? If they offered me a mission assignment would I go back? And what about Lorraine? My thoughts drifted back to another departure when I left my Industrial Engineering career with the Universal Atlas Cement Company to join the Mill Hill Missionaries. Here I am twelve years later thinking about leaving Mill Hill. For what? Would I leave the priesthood? And then what would I do? Although the circumstances differed, the issues were similar. I could see little difference between the Mill Hill Missionaries Inc. and the Universal Atlas Cement Company, Inc. Organization men ran both. My experiences as an Industrial Engineer and a Society Superior convinced me that as soon as we organized a corporation the devil was able to rest. That night I discovered that I was an anarchist. I have mellowed and reconciled with my church over the years but remain an anarchist. I keep an "11 ft. pole" to put myself at a safe distance from all large corporations.    

The movie had ended and the pillows and blankets were passed out. The plane was quiet. Even my chiggers had gone to sleep. It was a good time to open my personal renewal chapter. A quorum was present, my subconscious and I. We reviewed the minutes of our last renewal chapter meeting in my bed at the Shisong Mission Hospital when we had determined my purpose. I serve by liberating people. It was easy to be “on purpose” at St. Augustine’s and in Kikai Kelaki. How can I continue an “on purpose” life now? Around 2:00 am I dosed off thinking about Kikai Kelaki and how we were able to generate power from a "bottoms up" approach. Margaret Mead confirms that experience. The Bible talks of the power that is created when two or more are in agreement. But what happens when a credit union incorporates? Isn't that a day we need to approach with caution.  Somehow we need to find the secret to organizing at the neighborhood level in order to gain equity through corporate power without destroying the relationships that are the foundations of the neighborhood organization.  How to do this would be a vocation worth pursuing. Networks and teams are also valid organizational structures and they have been around long before the birth of the Industrial Age. I would be a champion of neighborhood organizations like the Kikai Kelaki Credit Union that would be built on neighboring networks with social, ecological and moral agendas.    

For one long maddening month I sat with the experts in a seat at the corner of the stage in the old smoking concert hall where I had spent many evenings as a student. I was happy then but not now. My mind was not on the renewal procedures. The talks droned on. It was one big political conference. Policy speeches and referendums took up agonizing hours during the day and caucuses went on and on into the night. Jappie and Bob O'Neil were there as delegates from Cameroon. I enjoyed visiting with them but it was apparent that they were taken up with the proceedings and interested in the future of Mill Hill. I was not. I only wanted to talk about the old days. They wanted to talk about the future. I attempted to meet with Twiddle Dumb and Twiddle Dee but they didn't want me around and I didn't want to be around them. One night I dumped on one of our bishops. I told him how first John then Carl and now I have hit walls trying to change the English country club we call Mill Hill in the U.S. back into a society dedicated to supporting the missions. He understood and asked me two very good questions. "Do you have a voice in shaping the future of our society in the U.S.?" Do you think you will be able to change things so that you will be able to have a voice?" I answered "no" to both. "Then all you have left is an exit. Maybe you should take it before what happened to John and to Carl will happen to you."


swan song
I sat through hours and days and weeks of the crap until I could stand it no longer. On August 10, Twiddle Dumb and Twiddle Dee gave their report on Mill Hill in America. The biggest problem in the U.S., as they reported it was the distance that you had to travel between cities! I was invited to comment. I did and I unloaded. I felt that some of the priests in the audience respected me and understood exactly what I was talking about but most welcomed my remarks as they might welcome a turd floating in a wedding party punch bowl. In retrospect, it was my swan song. The next day my "expert" chair had been removed. My response was to play a noisy game of tennis with another fed-up brother priest right outside the windows of the meeting room. The following day I put on civvies and slummed around London. The following day I met with the Superior General and resigned my post as Regional Representative. My resignation was accepted and almost immediately there was a universal sigh of relief heard throughout the entire Mill Hill organization.

When Fr. Hanrahan, the newly elected Superior General, asked me what I wanted to do, I told him I didn't know. I didn't want to go back to the States. I didn't want to go back to Cameroon.  But I did want to continue what I had been doing with the credit unions. Not much direction but I wanted to go to the ACOSCA meeting in Buea, Cameroon at the end of the month. If I told him I wanted to go to the moon, I am sure I would have had his blessing. On Thursday morning, August 14, 1970, while my Mill Hill brothers were celebrating the end of the chapter meeting with a Solemn High Mass, I walked out the front door and down the path to the Burnt Oak bus stop. I had broken ranks and it was a scary feeling.    

Buea Conference

Simon Shang had told me that he would be in London that day to visit Noel Charles, the Administrator of the Catholic Fund for Overseas Development (CAFOD). Before I walked out of Mill Hill I called Simon and made arrangements to have lunch and then join him at the CAFOD meeting after lunch. The meeting, I hoped, would give me a good opportunity to announce that I was now a free agent! I did but neither Simon or Charles responded to the news!

That night I flew to Frankfort to spend a few days decompressing and dumping on Connie O'Leary. On the 20th, I flew to Geneva where I met Paddy Bailey, the Executive Director of the World Council of Credit Unions. By an accident of fate we were both on the same plane to Buea. We sat together, shared a hotel room in Douala and by the time we got out of the taxi cab that took us from Douala to Buea we had spent 20 hours together. 

Paddy is a big man in many ways. For one he was a keen observer. In our short time together I told him that I was looking for work and even though I tried to describe the kind of job I would like to have, he accurately determined that I was very undecided about who I was and where I wanted to go. He didn't tell me that in so many words but he made great fun over two things that I did. The first was over the way I packed my brand new Samsonite suitcase as we were preparing to leave our Hotel in Douala. After packing all my clothes he watched me carefully cover them with my towel before closing the bag. With a belly laugh he stated. "You can take the missionary priest out of the country but you can't take the country out of the priest." It was true. I packed that bag just as if I were packing an old cardboard box and was preparing to drive over the dusty road from Kumbo to Bamenda.

Later on after a continental breakfast at the Hotel's sidewalk cafe I told Paddy that I would take care of getting us a cab. I got up from our table, walked to the curb, turned on my best Pidgin English and began bartering with a cab driver over the fare. I knew the price was 2,000 cfa and he demanded 4,000. After ten minutes, Paddy, who was sitting with his second cup of coffee called and asked me what the problem was. When I explained he asked: "How much is that in real money?" 

"Eight Dollars!"

"How much did it cost to fly you here? How much did we pay for our room last night? What did this breakfast cost? We know that and he knows that. You aren't Fr. Barnicle the missionary priest anymore. You are in the Jet set now." Pay the man what he asks and let's get going!"

The conference lasted from the 22nd until the 28th. West Cameroon was voted to be the ACOSCA Western Region Headquarters. I met with Simon Shang and Credit Union Leaders to decide on the details regarding a Western Region Credit Union Training Center in Bamenda. Several names were mentioned as possible directors for the center. I kept asking myself why I wasn't considered for the job. As a participant, I did not feel that it would be right to suggest that I was looking for a job but I kept waiting for someone to ask if I might be interested. I was a Mill Hill Father and I don't think it occurred to anyone that I was unemployed.

As a Mill Hill Father, I was invited and stayed at the "Father House" at Sasse College while I was in Buea. My brother priests were even kind enough to lend me a VW for the stay. It was clear however, that I was no longer one of the bunch. I was the guy who took a shot at the Bishop and walked off my job as the Regional Superior. Now I am back in Cameroon under an entirely different hat. I am sure that it was confusing to them. It was confusing to me. It would have been even more confusing if they were around for the closing ceremony. 

On the closing day, Aug. 28 1970, the USIA film, CREDIT FOR KIKAI KELAKI made its debut. It was a hit and I was the hero. The 28-minute film does an excellent job of showing the Kikai Kelaki Credit Union and some of the effects it has had on life in the community. With the "Our Father" that Jappie Nielen wrote sung in the background by the college students, the film shows and the narrator tells of the many kinds of loans that have resulted from the credit union dream. There were loans for cattle and feed for cattle; poultry and the wire and bricks for the poultry houses; fish ponds and the fish and the nets; horses and plows; scythes for the fields; hand tools for carpentry shops; a ram to make bricks; a petrol station in Kikai Kelaki; a Kerosene business; a corn mill for the women's corn mill society; many new houses with zinc roofs. At the end of the film the narrator says: "Life in Kikai Kelaki, in the Nso region is good and it is getting better. The people, through their Credit Union, are sharing in the growth of their region and the prosperity of their nation.". 

After the showing of the film, the Prime Minister invited all of the participants to a reception and dinner at the Buea Mountain Hotel. What could have been a very high point in my life quickly spiraled into a disaster. All I needed to do was to be there and accept the heart felt thanks from the delegates. Instead, I proceeded to get stinking drunk. I became loud and insulting and was pawing one of the whores when Paddy suggested that it was time to go. He risked being a passenger in my VW in order to get me out of the hotel. 

Michael drove me to Bamenda and then on to Kumbo and Kikai Kelaki. We showed the film everywhere we went. It was a whirlwind visit to the places I loved so dearly. On August 31, I departed the Douala Airport with Gabriel Fofung, one of my students at St. Augustine's College who had received a four-year scholarship to C.W. Post College in Long Island, where Bob Payton was now the president. Gabriel was the first of many who received scholarships from schools where Bob was the president. 

Angi Brooks, the President of the United Nations got on our Pan-Am plane in Monrovia and sat with us in tourist class. She called us "Fr. Barnicle and his angel Gabriel".


Rome Conference - Do It Yourself Development

My last month in Albany was strange. Vin McCann had already taken over and although I had no power, I was treated as gently as a time bomb that might have landed in the yard. I had no money but kept the American Express Card that took me to Cameroon and back. No one dared ask me for it. I used it to rent an airplane and flew Gabriel to Long Island where I spent a few days with Bob and Polly Payton before I left Gabriel with them and flew back to Albany. 

I was looking for a job and beginning to get desperate. Then, out of the blue, the New York Credit Union League asked me to speak at their annual meeting. The stipend from the talk gave me the money I needed to go to the "Do It Yourself Development" conference in Rome, September 27 - October 2, 1970. I had heard of the conference while in Buea. All of my friends were going. I was invited but no one thought to offer to pay my way. The conference was billed as, "An Ecumenical World Planning Session for Missionaries on Credit Unions."6
Looking back on this time in my life, I decided that "Do It Yourself Development" was not a good title for a conference but it is a good title for this last chapter in my "Do It Yourself" life. I listened to a talk in Louisville two months ago by Doug Wead entitled "Go with your Power". The talk was about September 11, 2001 and why God could allow evil in the world. The talk also helped me understand and explain the state I was in on September 11, 1970. I was alone.  

Power is defined as the ability to act and our ability to act is largely determined by our connections. Even the Lone Ranger had Tonto. I had no one. I had left Mill Hill and the powerful position I had as Society Superior. I had burned bridges; even with my friends within the organization I was a part of the past 12 years. It had been 15 years since I left St. Louis. Lorraine was there for me but I was too scared to accept her invitation. I had run away from God. I was a wandering generality, a rebel with a cause but no focus and no plan. Wead talked of going with your power but explained that when you were alone your power is zero. By the laws of multiplication, zero times anything = zero. 0 X 1,000,000 = 0. 0 X Tony = 0. 0 X God = 0. But Tony (1) X God = God. That is a powerful thought  

It took me a long time to realize that "Do It Yourself Development" does not work. As much as I proclaimed to be an anarchist, as much as I detested the large corporations that dominated the age I was living in, I would have to learn how to take power in this environment. I had a talent for building relationships and taking power. I had proven this as President of Theta Kappa Phi, as Dean of Students at Mill Hill, in my ability to organize credit unions and in my appointment to be the Society Superior in the US. It took me some years before I discovered a political home in which I was comfortable. It is not a party but a network of people who believe in communitarian anarchism.   
I traveled with Stretch Sartoris, a priest from Albany. 150 people from 33 countries took part in the sessions. The participants included people like myself who had organized credit unions, international organizations and religious organizations who operated in the third world. I was back with the people I wanted to be with: Benedict Mukong, Paddy Bailey, Van Den Dries, John Gauci and Bob Dugas. Benedict was in his finest Cameroonian robes and when we met Pope Paul VI, I pushed Ben up to the guard rope and sure enough when the Pope passed by he stopped and recognizing a Kodak moment he rushed over to shake Ben's hand. I have the photograph. I don't know who the little guy with the white beanie is but the guy in the third row behind Ben is Tony Barnicle! As part of the action plan, it was decided to hire three "Implementors", one for Asia, one for South America and one for all of Africa. I was asked to take Africa. I got a job!

I went to work with Catholic Relief Services (CRS) on January 4, 1971. I spent most of 1971 away from my apartment in St. Stephen's Rectory on 142 E. 28th St., on the road and in the air, traveling America, Europe and Africa raising money for our projects and talking about the Religious Leader's role in community development. By the end of the year I traveled to Canada twice, Europe three times and to Africa four times where I did extensive tours in eleven countries. On March 7, the St. Louis Post Dispatch did a story on my work. Rep. Leonor Sullivan read the story into the CONGRESSIONAL RECORD, March 12, 1971 - E1825.


a son of lent 

Had I not been on the run, physically, mentally and spiritually, I might have done some great things and made a wonderful career out of that job. But the time was not right. Throughout the entire 1971 year I struggled with myself. I was secure in my job with CRS and when I could focus on what I was doing I liked my work. I was good at it. I was respected and recognized as someone who had been successful in the field and people took notes when I talked. One part of me wanted to continue my work in Africa. But I was having a hard time concentrating because another part of me only wanted to be with Lorraine. I did everything I could to reconcile the conflict. I tried to get Lorraine a job with CRS in Africa! I wrote and telephoned her whenever I could. I was an emotional basket case.  

It didn't help that I spent so much time on airplanes that I began to feel like I was home when I was squeezed into a coach seat on a jet plane - or bouncing along bad roads in a taxi that is going too fast or in a "mammy wagon" that is too packed with humanity, unwashed humanity - or swaying from side to side in a third class rail car. I am probably only one of a dozen people in the US who took the train from Ouagadougou to Bobo Dioulasso, Burkina Faso. It didn't help when Bob Dugas, my CRS counterpart in Nairobi told me that he was leaving the priesthood in order to get married. It didn't help that women for sale graced every lobby of every hotel where I stayed in Africa. They seemed to sense that I was vulnerable. It was all I could do to avoid the eye contact. It didn't help that one day I received a letter from Msgr. Kaiser telling me that he had moved my few possessions from my room into a storage place in the basement at St. Stephen's Rectory in order to make room for several Moroccan students. The fox has his den, the birds have their nests but this son of lent no longer had a home.

By June I had finished most of the work I needed to do in the US and Canada and we decided that it would be easier for me and more economical if we would move my office to Africa. For many reasons, Bathurst in the Gambia was the best choice. Bob Dugas was headquartered in Nairobi so with me being in Bathurst, CRS would have a Credit Union presence in West Africa as well. It was good for me and for Lorraine also. I was running up to Springfield every chance I could. We were having great times together but they always ended on Sunday afternoon and the departures were wearing on both of us. She had made her decision. It was obvious that I needed to make mine. Obvious to everyone who knew about us - except to me.


move to Africa 

I emptied my desk and packed my things for Bathurst and left my CRS office on Friday, July 1. I spent the long Fourth of July weekend with Lorraine then flew to St. Louis. Dad wasn't well and I didn't know when or if I would ever see him again. We sat on the front porch of their apartment on Central Ave. in Clayton. Mom asked where I had been. I told her of my trips to Canada, to Europe, to Nigeria, to Dahome and I was just getting into the time when the land rover I was riding in turned over when she said: "Miss Clepels fell and broke her hip last week." I should have known better. Going back to St. Louis was impossible. It was a world I left in 1955 and one to which I could never return. It was a world in which ten miles was a long way. I had gone too far. I could never return.

I flew from St. Louis to Hartford, where Lorraine was waiting. We spent one last weekend together. Each of us was wondering if it would be the last. Hartford is a small airport and when the plane backed out of the bay on Sunday afternoon, I could see Lorraine waving good-by through my tears. On Monday I was in Amsterdam for a meeting with Fr. Van Den Dries. Then I did something very strange. I drove to the diamond market and bought a very nice stone, wrapped it in a piece of Kleenex and mailed it to Lorraine.    


Joe Payton

For the next three weeks I was in Paris, studying at l' Alliance Francaise on the left bank. I took an apartment on Rue De Bac and walked to class every day. Except for long phone calls to Lorraine, it was almost a total emersion experience. Lorraine asked what the diamond meant. I told her that I thought it would be a very good investment.  

Joe Payton, Bob and Polly's oldest boy was there at the time. He became my frequent companion and tutor. We took many side trips together. In the process he asked if I could get him a job with CRS in Africa. After several phone calls to his dad and mom and to CRS we got him a job in Rwanda and Burundi, working with the refugees in that war torn and sad part of the world. As a footnote, Joe spent many more years in Africa. He became a CRS country director before he went back to the US to get a college degree. Joe married and returned to Rwanda with his wife where he could serve the people he came to love in a refugee camp. He died on an operating table in a Hospital in Rwanda on November 2, 1982.  In 1984, Joe was posthumously awarded the W. Averell Harriman distinguished Service Award with the citation:

" Joseph Keith Payton sought neither fame or fortune. Fame came to him for his final acts of caring for others. Fortune came to those he served and to us who are richer by witness to his example."

Joe had a great smile and was fun to be with. The last time we had a fun time together was on the trip to Africa. We flew from Paris to London where we boarded a BOAC plane to Nairobi. We were squeezed into the inside two seats by a huge Irish nun that sat in the aisle seat and was almost as fun as Joe. We joined the order of Neptune as we crossed the equator into the southern hemisphere. The passing went unnoticed in the night and in our laughter.  


Addis Ababa
On Saturday morning, August 7, after a few days orientation in Nairobi, I sent Joe off on the plane to Bujumbura, the Capital of Burundi where he would begin his life in service to his brothers and sisters in need. The following Monday I flew back across the equator to the United Nations Economic and Social Council's Economic Commission for Africa Symposium on Rural Development in Addis Ababa, August 9 - 13, 1971. There is a lesson here on which I will not give a sermon but instead ask a question: Who was doing the most good? Was it Joe Payton, who on the ninth day of August 1971 rode out to the refugee camp to begin his life of service or was it Tony Barnicle who on the same day sat down in his seat at Africa Hall, put on the translator ear phones, dialed "English", arranged his papers and notepad and assumed a concerned look as the meeting began to address the socio-economic issues in Africa.  

Having been in the villages of Cameroon for years, I knew that Joe had chosen the better way. I was going to spend the rest of my life with a boring bunch of men and women who were attending symposiums, writing papers and making a good living off poverty.  I wrote on my note pad in bold letters: “DO SOMETHING” 

I did. The following week when I was staying at the Leprosarim in Attat, Ethiopia between conferences, I wrote a letter to Noel Hanrahan asking for laicization instructions. I wanted to know the steps that I needed to take to leave the priesthood. The letter was dated August 19, 1971.  

On Sunday, I returned to Addis Ababa for the African Cooperative Savings and Credit Association (ACOSCA) meeting in Africa Hall. If it wasn't for my internal stress, it could possibly have been one of the most exciting weeks of my life. It was one of the most important meetings on economic development that was ever held in Africa Hall. Most African countries are socialist and have rigidly planned economies. This conference might have been the first time that an association of non-government organizations that represented the excitement and the spirit of a free enterprise market ever assembled in Africa Hall. In fact, ACOSCA was and probably still is the largest non-government association in Africa. On the eve of the meeting I was at the top of my career as a recognized expert in the field of community and economic development. On the outside I looked good but inside I was desperate. As I tossed in my bed that night, I was as close to suicide as I had ever been in my life.       

Robert Gardner, the UN Executive Secretary for the Economic Commission on Africa (ECA) opened the meeting on August 22 and the meeting ended on August 26 with a reception given by Emperor Haile Selassie at the Jubilee Palace. The August 27 morning edition of the Ethiopian Herald has a photograph of his Imperial Majesty Haile Selassie posing with the ACOSCA delegates. If you look closely at the photograph you can see my white face three faces to the right of Haile Selassie. "I'd be just as sassy as Haile Selassie, if I were king, wouldn't mean a thing..." The song kept running through my head and just like the song all I wanted to do is to get back to her humble apartment on Elm St. in West Springfield.  

Benedict Mukong was elected to a four-year term as President of ACOSCA. Cameroon had 13 votes to 12 for Kenya and Ghana. I like to think that my lobbying helped secure the vote for Cameroon. I got to spend time with Benedict, Paddy Bailey, Jack Dublin, Fr. Van den Dries and many others of my heroes in the Credit Union Movement. When the meeting was over I crossed the equator again on an Ethiopian Airlines flight to Nairobi.  


Kenya, Uganda and Ghana
I spent two weeks doing office work with Van den Dries and John Mascarenhas, the newly appointed Executive director of ACOSCA. I took a vacation week touring Kenya with John Kaiser. It was a great break before I headed back on the road again. I wonder if somewhere on our tour we might have passed the spot on the lonely road north of Nairobi where he died his martyr's death the night of August 23, 2000.

I flew to Uganda and then on to Ghana where I participated in a World Council of Churches conference entitled “The Role of the Church in Rural Development”, Sept.19 - 22. The conference was held in Tamale, a city in the Northern Province near the Upper Volta border. I spoke to the conference from my experience as a priest in Kikai Kelaki. By this time, I had developed a lot of the material I still use. 


my message

As "Implementor of the Rome Conference" I had a platform and an opportunity to meet with and learn about other faith communities. My talk was on the role of the religious leader and the power we have to encourage neighborhood community development. The film, CREDIT FOR KIKAI KELAKI gave me credibility when I spoke about organizing around economic issues. I used Dr. Julius Nyerere’s analogy7 of how a poor neighborhood’s income is like water that falls on the driest parts of the land and rushes to the streams and on to the rivers and finally into the ocean where the water is most abundant. So too does the money that comes into the poorest villages and urban neighborhoods rush out to the bars and the branch banks and on to the capital centers of the world where the money is most abundant. The first task in recapturing the land is to dam up the streams and capture and divert the water into the fields so that they can produce the food a community needs to survive. The first task in building a neighborhood economy is to change the velocity of the money that flows into the neighborhood community by keeping and circulating it so that it can provide the capital needed to sustain a healthy community economy.

I found there was a general consensus on the important role of the religious leader in community development. The African village community respected and trusted the religious leader. For this reason alone there was general agreement that church leaders should encourage the community development process. The religious leader has a big advantage over a Peace Corps worker. A person of faith can take a long-term view that can sustain a person in dark times of doubt. The humanist idolizes the person. Faith allows us to view others and ourselves as God’s people, warts and all. The big questions were how and what is the role of the church leader? Within the leadership of each community there was a lot of ambivalence. Opinions ranged from "my job is to save souls" to "my job is to be a community developer". 
In many ways religious leaders can make the same mistakes that outside professional experts often make. The religious leader has a position of trust in the community. The community development question is how to use it. There is a rule that applies especially to professionals: people do not care how much you know until they know how much you care. Professionals do not build community by creating dependency. Dependency creates a sub-class of citizens which we label in a variety of ways; “uneducated”, "disadvantaged" or simply, “poor”. Shortly after arriving in Cameroon, a wise old priest gave me the secret to building a church. "Teach the people how to sin! Then tell them that you have the power to forgive their sins." In other words, build a dependency.  

My message was, “Don't be the expert”, was in the Taoist Tradition. 

Go to the people.

Live among them. Love them.

Start with what they know.

Build on what they have.

And when the task is done, the people will say,

“We have done it ourselves”

A professional has a hard time listening and learning from others. But that is a community developer’s calling. Instead of coming up with a wonderful idea as if it were your own, tell the group about something you had seen or someone you had met. 

But the biggest issue a priest, minister, caliph and any other religious leader faces is the answer each gives to the question, “What is my purpose?” Somewhere in the education process we professionals were taught that our professional development and our career paths depended on our loyalty to our profession and to the agency we represented. Almost from the first day on the job we were faced with the question: Do I serve to liberate people or do I serve to build my church and my career within that church? When a seminarian in Chicago asked Saul Alinsky what he needed to do to be a good priest, Alinsky answered, “Decide now if you want to be a good priest or a good bishop.

When I first met Lorraine at St. Augustine's she was in trouble with the other sisters. She wanted to visit her students and their parents on the weekends. The other sisters refused to let her use their car so she got her own motor bike. Jappie Nielen is in a lonely outpost in Cameroon today because he understands that he is ordained to serve others. John stood up to President Moi and the Kenyan government. John paid with his life. The rewards of such choices are fantastic but security is not one of them. The prophetic role is not for sissies. 


arrested in Sierra Leone 

On September 23 I flew from Accra, Ghana to Abidjan, Ivory Coast where Helga Kleinkoski, the Konrad Adenauer Foundation representative, joined me. We sat together on the plane to Monrovia, Liberia and finally on to Freetown Sierra Leone. Our conversation was about a proposed school for Credit Unions in Bo, Sierra Leone. KAF wanted to fund the project and wanted me to help KAF get the project started. They had the money and I had the expertise. I got excited. We had a series of meetings with officials to get the government's approval of the project, drove to Bo (in diamond field country) with my host Father Sierra and inspected the Catholic College Grounds where the Credit Union School would be located. I looked at a small house that I would rent and where I could locate my office and use Bo as my base in Africa. Of course I was thinking of Lorraine. She could run the school. We would get married and live in Sierra Leone ever after! 

When Fr. Sierra and I returned to his mission in Freetown on Monday night, Sept. 27, we were greeted by a headline in the Sierra Leone DAILY MAIL entitled: "CO-OPERATIVE AID PACT SIGNED IN BO". The sub title read: Konrad Adenaur Foundation of Bonn gives grant". It looked like everything had been settled and that Lorraine and I could be together in Bo. That was my dream as I went to bed after a great pasta dinner on Monday night.  

On Tuesday morning the headlines read: "GOVT. DEPLORES ACTION BY KONRAD ADENAUR FOUNDATION" and I was arrested! The police took my passport and told me to stay on the mission compound. Several ministers were fired; the West German Ambassador and Helga were called into the President's office. I read books and swam in the bay (under the watchful eyes of two men in a police car) for three days! 

It seemed that Helga, who liked good press clippings to send back to the KAF offices in Bonn, ran into a field of political land mines. Bo was the center of opposition and Bonn is a derogatory term used by the East Germans for the West German Government. The President wanted to keep favor with the East Germans. Monday's headlines were filled with code words. Decoded the headline reads: The President's enemy (Bo) signs an agreement with the West Germany (Bonn), the enemy of the President's ally, East Germany. Those were the cold war days. 

And then something remarkable happened. On Friday morning, Oct. 1, I asked Fr. Sierra to see if he could find out where my passport was being held. After a few phone calls, he informed me that it was at the State Department Office. I packed my things and asked Fr.. Sierra to drive me there. The police car that had been outside the mission followed us. While he waited in the car I went into the office and asked for my passport. To my amazement, the clerk found it and gave it to me without any argument. When I returned to the car, I asked Fr. Sierra to drive me to the airport. The police car followed us. The next plane was leaving at 5:10p. I bought a seat on the BOAC plane, thanked Fr. Sierra and lined up with the other passengers who were leaving the country. I showed the police my passport, passed through their security without any problems and then sat in the lounge for two very long hours while I waited to board the plane. After we were in the air I looked carefully at my passport to see if they had made any entries that might cause me a problem. There were none. In fact the only entry they made was to give me an unlimited reentry visa to Sierra Leone!  

When I arrived in Dakar, I wired Jean LeBer that I would be flying to Bathurst on the morning plane. That night I had a bottle of good French wine and a big French dinner on CRS to celebrate my freedom.  


Bathurst
The Gambia (the official name is "The Gambia") is the smallest country in Africa. Bathurst (now named Banjul) is the capital. Before I took my first trip, the seasoned travelers in CRS told me a travel trick that is worth passing on. I do not have to tell anyone who has traveled in Africa what a nightmare and drawn out process it is to get all of the necessary visas, shots, carte identities etc. etc.  It was then and probably still is a bureaucratic nightmare.  

The trick I learned is that all you need to do is write The Gambian embassy in Washington and get a visa to travel to The Gambia. Forget about all of the other countries that you want to go to! Get a ticket to Dakar. Not a long flight by African standards (Dakar is closer to New York than it is to Nairobi, Kenya). When you arrive, you show the security your passport and visa to enter The Gambia and say in your best French "Je suis en transit." You pass through customs, stay in Dakar for the night - very nice hotels with very nice meals and in the morning you are refreshed and ready to take the hour flight to Bathurst in a two-engine prop plane.  

I always had the impression that half of the town was out to greet the plane. There was no security. Jean LeBer, the CRS director in The Gambia was always there to greet me. The process is fast. Everyone crowds around and in a matter of minutes we have the bags in Jean's car and are on the road into the little town of Bathurst, on the isle of St. Mary on the Gambia river. An island named after the mother of God was the last view of Africa that many of the great grandparents of our African American brothers and sisters would have seen as they set sail for America on a slave ship.

In the morning, after a leisurely breakfast and catching up on the news with Jean, I would walk out the door and stroll down to embassy row. I am assured that I will be greeted warmly at each embassy since I probably will be the only one to visit each of them that week.  Within an hour I would have picked up all of the visas for my trip. I would finish the job by noon leaving me time for a long nap after lunch and a swim in the late afternoon on a beautiful beach. If the tour plane was in, I would look at the German women swimming topless.    

I set up an office in Bathurst that I shared with Jean and his Moroccan secretary. Jean was a very good host. He was single and he had a nice second floor apartment over the CRS office on Picton St. in the middle of Bathurst. I liked to sit on the small second floor porch and have coffee in the morning and listen to the traders from Nouakchott in Mauritania arguing over something. I was only a few feet above the din but no one ever seemed to notice me.

I used my office in Bathurst as a mail drop and a place where I could get the passports I needed at the beginning of the tour and a place to decompress at the end of the road. When I got off the plane on Saturday morning, October 2, I had been on the road for thirteen weeks! After lunch I fell asleep and slept for three days! Except for meals - I slept so sound that it was more like hibernation. Every system seemed to shut down and it took a great effort just to get up and eat or go to the john.  

By Tuesday afternoon I had to get up. I had clean underwear again and there was a stack of mail waiting for my reply. I was scheduled to be back on the road in the morning on a two-day car trip with Jean and Serg King, the CRS director in Dakar. We would be visiting the Credit Unions and CRS projects in Senegal. The following week I was to be with Msgr. Kaiser, my CRS boss, in Upper Volta. There was a stop in Bamako, Mali on the way. 


laicization

Fr. Hanrahan's answer, dated August 30, was one of the letters in the stack that was waiting for an answer. He enclosed the laicization instructions, which included the directive from Rome that said as soon as I submitted the application I must "cease to function as a priest". By that time I had forgotten all about my August 19 letter. Somehow I had put the problem to the back of my mind and was beginning to be comfortable with running on two tracks, living two lives. Somehow I thought I could stay a priest and keep my relationship with Lorraine. How, I don't know. Like Scarlet, I would think about that tomorrow. But now I had a problem. Hanrahan was asking for a decision.  

I shared my dilemma with Jean and confided in him about my future as we rode along between the credit unions and looked down the deep, deep wells the villagers were digging in order to get water in Senegal. He wasn't any help and I didn't have much to offer the villagers in Senegal. When I got to Ouagadougou I confided in Msgr. Kaiser. He wasn't any help either. I turned it over and over as I rode the train from Ouagadougou to Bobo Dioulasso (namedropper). I tried to share my dilemma with Lillian, a Belgian volunteer working with CRS in Bobo Dioulasso, but she was smart enough to recognize a disturbed priest and ran away from me!

I was back in Bathurst on Wednesday evening, October 13. This time I only needed a day in bed.  On Friday morning I was up early, said Mass at the Cathedral, had a good breakfast and went to work in my office just like the rest of the world. I worked on Saturday morning then took the weekend off and went boating with Jean, his Moroccan friend and her son.  On Monday I again rose early, walked to the cathedral where I said Mass, came home, ate a good breakfast and again was at my desk by 8:30.  

I was answering letters and preparing my report for meetings that I would be attending in Rome the following week, Oct. 25-27. The Rome Conference meetings would be discussions based on the Implementors’ progress reports. The Rome Conference committee had arranged our meetings to coincide with Vatican II synod meetings. Many Bishops would be in Rome that week and we were invited to tell them about our work. I wanted my notes to be organized.

It was a "Walter Mitty" week. By day I was the dedicated, organized priest/expert pounding away on my typewriter and dictating letters to the secretary. At night, after dinner and after my second beer with Jean, I was the confused and tortured soul asking for answers. Finally on Wednesday night, on the eve of my departure, Jean gave me his answer. Not the definitive one I wanted but some of the best advice that a friend could give. He led with a question.  


"Tony, do you want me to tell you to leave the priesthood?"
"Well yeah, I was kind of hoping you would." I thought. But the thought sounded so stupid that it never came out of my mouth. Before I formed an answer, Jean gave me the goose I needed.

"Look, I am your friend. If you leave the priesthood, I am your friend. If you stay in the priesthood, I am still your friend. But I am not going to tell you what to do. You have to decide and until you do I am not going to discuss this with you again. Now let's have one more beer and enjoy the rest of the evening. Translated: Tony, have the balls to make a decision!

In the morning I flew out to Dakar and after a few days working in Senegal I left for Rome.

I still hadn't understood the advice that Jean had given me so I went back to asking people what they thought about.... Sometimes I would keep it anonymous like 'what do you think about all of the priests that are leaving'; sometimes I risked putting the question in the first person - where I got burned. One holy priest suggested that I could come to work with him in Rome where he would help me with my sexual addiction and if I failed in my celibate life he would be there to hear my confession and give me absolution. But don't quit the priesthood! That would be the terrible sin. I began to understand how women in our church sometimes get the feeling that they are second-class.

On the last night of the Conference I made a good presentation. The meeting ended and there was a warm feeling in the room among the bishops and those of us who represented the Rome Conference. Somehow someone raised the question about all the priests who were leaving. One by one each person sitting around our table decried the fact and even added comments about how unfaithful these men were etc. etc. We took another sip of whiskey and all of a sudden it was quiet.  They were looking at me.  

As I told Jean LaBer when I got back to Bathurst: "You would have been proud of me." Right there in front of all those Bishops and Monsignori I told them not only what I thought but also that I was planning to leave the priesthood at the end of the year! The most amazing thing happened. As soon as I made my announcement, a majority of the men in the room agreed with me. It felt like the little boy who cried out 'Look, the king has no clothes!'."             

Confessing it was a big step but the battle within myself was not over. On my way back to Bathurst, the plane stopped in Barcelona and I called Lorraine from the airport. I proudly told her what I told the bishops. When she asked me if this was a proposal I hesitated and began talking again about my indecision. After a few minutes of silence she said, "Well, when you make up your mind, let me know. In the meantime I am going to live my life." Then she hung up!

When I re-dialed the phone just rang and rang. The next day I called from Lisbon. This time I didn't give her another chance to hang up. Right after she said hello and before she could hang up on me again I said: "Lorraine I want to marry you!"  

The relief was unbelievable. I had three days before my plane would depart for Dakar so I rented a car and drove up to Fatima. Fatima did not inspire me but two restful days in a villa overlooking the Atlantic did.  

 
exit

On November 1, I flew back to Bathurst where I stayed at my post busily doing office work, sending out grant money and enjoying Jean's company. I sent my resignation letter to Bishop Swanstrom on Dec. 1 and shipped my belongings back to New York. I booked on the PanAm flight out of Dakar on the night of December 3 and planned to sneak in a weekend with Lorraine before returning to St. Stephen's and my work at CRS in the Empire State Building.  

When I got to the Dakar airport I received a message that there was an emergency phone call and that I was to call Msgr. Kaiser before boarding my plane. I loved Msgr. Wilson Kaiser and never wanted to say no to anything he asked. But he asked me if I would cancel my flight to New York and fly to Nairobi. Dugas was getting married and he needed to hand some things over to me. I looked up at the departure board. My Pan Am flight was leaving in 45 minutes. There was a direct AirAfrique flight to Nairobi an hour later. I would be able to take it. I had switched flights like this a dozen times. Kaiser was on the line waiting for an answer.  

"Tony, did you hear me?  Are you there?" 

A black hairy paw crept over my conscience, "Wilson, Wilson, are you there? I can't hear you? I didn't catch what it was you wanted. I will be in the office on Monday morning. Can it wait till then."

"Tony, are you there?"

"Wilson, can you hear me."  - pause -  "Ill see you Monday morning" - click.

Kaiser suspected but he forgave me and I finished up projects and participated in the regional directors meeting from Dec.13 - 17. On Dec. 23, I sent Mill Hill my laicization papers. On New Year's Eve Lorraine drove down from Springfield. We packed all of my worldly possessions into the back seat and the trunk of her VW bug and drove away..   


what a life

I was in my 40th year and I was beginning all over again. I felt like I did 15 years before as I sat in the train on my way to Hannibal to begin my life as an engineer. The same thoughts were on my mind now as they were then. Would I make it? What can I do? I thought about all the careers and many things that had happened since I embarked on that first career as an Industrial Engineer with the Atlas Cement Company. I was a USAF Pilot, a Teacher, College Principal, Credit Union Organizer, Society Superior and finally the expert with a briefcase. I had already done much more and seen much more than most people would have experienced in a lifetime. After all I had been through, could I start all over again? 

I thought of the story of my life and all the relationships that have made up that life until this day. I thought about Dad and Mom, about Dorrit and Bob and my grandparents and uncles and aunts and cousins too numerous to mention. How will they take the news of my departure from the priesthood? I thought about Christ the King and Sister Mary Barbara, and St. Louis U High and St. Louis University and Fr. Victor Blume and Theta Kappa Phi and drinking parties and many boy friends and girl friends. Will my leaving bother any of them? We talked about our many friends in Cameroon. What will they think?  

What a life, growing up, almost 25 years in school, engineer, pilot, four winters in London and three summers touring Europe, Cameroon, traveling Africa. I have made so many friends. I don’t want to loose them. I thought about the enemies I made. Some I created by my bad behavior, others have been angered by my involvement in the many causes I have championed over the years. St. Catherine of Sienna once said: "No good deed ever goes unpunished." Whatever the reason I forgive them all. Now I was moving in with a woman who had a job so I would have shelter and meals but what else would I have? Will anyone hire me? If I get a job can I hold it? What a life! Whatever happens tomorrow it has been a wonderful life.

It was still 1971 when we arrived at her; I mean our apartment on Elm Ave. in West Springfield! It was the beginning of a New Year for many and a new life for me. I was tired but content and happy with my decision by the time we arrived. 27 years later, on my 66th birthday, Lorraine confirmed that decision once more with a card that read: 

"ONCE UPON A TIME, on a day that looked like any other day, SOMEONE like no one else came along and MADE MY LIFE into something that would NEVER BE THE SAME."

I was no longer alone. Lorraine had given me her life and in doing so she had given me back mine. 1 X 1 = 1.
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