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     The response to our call for submissions
for a Father’s Day Man Alive! was stupen-
dous!  In fact, our coffer is overflowing and,
sadly, we were not able to publish all of the
fine pieces that were submitted for this edi-
tion.   My feelings about these moving ac-
counts of fathers and fathering were indeed
confirmed when I asked a woman friend for
help in proofing them.  A number of them
moved her to tears.   I guess I should have
anticipated this painful position when I ac-
cepted this job.   How does one decide to
publish one well-crafted and heartfelt offer-
ing versus another?  In my case, the choice
was largely determined by the order in which
the submissions were received.  Preference
was also given to local writers.  In one or
two instances, pieces were over the 1500
word limit and had to be returned to the au-
thors for editing if they so chose.   We also
gave priority to the writings that seemed to
most closely reflect the theme of fatherhood.
Many wonderful photos, as you will see, also
accompanied the articles.  Those articles not
published will be considered for
the next edition of Man Alive!
     Over the many years that I have been
involved with Men’s Wellness, attending con-
ferences, support groups, sweats, etc., is-
sues around our fathers have surfaced
countless times.  I have even wondered if
we had  finally plumbed this issue to its ulti-
mate depth.  Silly me.   What may be closer
to the truth is that many men have processed
the anger, grief and loss about their fathers
to the point where they can now feel the deep
love, gratitude and compassion for the man
they called father.  Others may remain pain-
fully distant from their own father but under-
stand the crucial importance of their own fa-
thering.  I believe this is evident in the fol-
lowing articles.
     Of course, it is up to the readers to draw
their own conclusions from these stories, and
I will stop here to allow maximum room for
these extraordinary tributes to life-nurturing
and affirming manhood.
                              Love and Hugs  - Gary
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Readers Pick up the Pen
EDITOR’S NOTE: “Readers Pick up the Pen” is a periodic column in Man, Alive!  In it we ask our readers to express their opinion(s) on  a specific subject. We
are seeking their opinion(s) to include — their personal experiences, emotions and heart responses to a selected topic.  In a given issue will focus on a
specific topic and ask readers to write about it. Topics will be intentionally broad in order to give room for expression.  Writing style isn’t as important as
thoughtfulness and sincerity. Just two or three paragraphs will suffice.  We will edit the submissions for clarity.  Manuscript requirements and deadlines listed
in the Publication Box on page two apply. This publication’s topic is:

FATHERS
I Didn’t Ever Want to be a Father

Doug Banks

     Never around, drunk or asleep when he was. Mostly just
yelled at us and my mom. I remember he loaded us up and
drove all night to get to the Grand Canyon at sunrise. I thought
that was pretty cool. I remember seeing him all broken and
bloody after his lover’s husband beat him one night.
     I had to take a sabbatical from seeing him for a couple of
years because I couldn’t be around him without freaking out.
We reconciled for my brother’s wedding and I got written up
in the Albuquerque Journal for it. But now he just drinks.
Took him out for dinner on his 77th birthday and the most
important part of the dinner was the Martini when we sat
down.
     But I have children. Met my first 2 daughters when they
were 14 and 4 respectively. I wasn’t a dad. Told them to call
me Doug. I wanted to be important and powerful in their
lives, so I couldn’t be a dad to them. Both of their fathers
had abandoned them, didn’t want to be like that.
     When my youngest was 8, her mother and I were in the
throes of our first divorce (yea first!) and my therapist at the
time got tough with me. “Either you’re her father or you get
the fuck away from her and let her grieve,” he told me. I
decided that I would be in her life and have a relationship
with her even though I was ending my relationship with her
mother…but I still wasn’t a father.
     Her sister had an abortion when she was 16, and asked
my help. I knew I wasn’t a father then boy!! Can’t imagine
asking a father for that kind of help! When she was 22 and
getting out of the Navy, I went and saved her from her abu-
sive boyfriend by being there at just the right time to get her
in her car and start driving when she decided to leave just
before she changed her mind and decided to stay. Sure wasn’t
a father then. Didn’t yell, or insist on my way or force the
situation at all, just waited for the right time to whisk her
away.
     Then when their mother and I finally split for the last
time, my youngest wanted to live with me. Huh?! Oh that’s
right, she’s 16, and I’m not her father! Course for the next 2
years I think I felt like my father the most. I was righteous
and opinionated and totally terrified that I was going to look
bad. My dad told me at that time that I was a much better
father than he had ever been; I was pleased and proud and
terrified at that statement!
     By the time she was 18, I had pissed her off so bad, that
she left and didn’t speak to me for 4 years, but I had met my
life partner and my other 2 daughters—they were 18 and 20.
The 18 year old was on trial for murder, and the 20 year old
had 2 children, a drug habit, a brain damaged boyfriend and

2002. I had been in a relationship with these girls for a sum
total of 20 years, lots of good and bad times, helped my
oldest through graduate school, gave my daughter with the
three kids a job and supported her recovery, reconciled joy-
fully and lovingly with the youngest, and helped the third
child adjust to prison. But I still wasn’t a dad in my brain.
     My oldest got pregnant last January. Didn’t want to marry
the father, but wanted to have the baby. OH NO, HOW DO I
DEAL WITH THIS!!! I can’t support her, but I can’t be a dad
and condemn her either. So I’m honest with her and let her
know I love her, and trust her to do the right thing, and am
scared to death.
     The pregnancy was rough on my story. Why would she
WANT to have a child? Why would anyone choose to be a
parent? Sure you have them, but not because you want them!
     So on Friday the 18th we get the call, she’s in labor. She
wants me in the room. Whaaaaaat?! OK I’ll do it. I want to be
there for her, because I’m not a dad.
     Then in the middle of her pain and single mindedness,
she looks at me and I see the innocent child she must have
been at birth, and she asks me to stroke her belly while she
has contractions. ME! She trusts me. She loves me. I trust
her. I love her. I TRUST ME! I am her dad. I am their DAD. I
am a grampa. I am a powerful trusted honored and blessed
father. I have been all along, I just didn’t know it.
     Being a father means being there and being real.•

a third child on the way. I was powerful and beneficial in their
lives, so I knew I wasn’t being a father to them.
     I didn’t get what it meant to be a father until October 19,
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Dad Never Had Much to Say
Joseph Woods

     Dad never had much to say and I didn’t realize how de-
pressed he was until years after his death. Mom almost al-
ways spoke for him, which was
to say that she told me what
she wanted me to hear. My
dad’s father was a Baptist
preacher, as was his grandfa-
ther and great-grandfather be-
fore him. Dad was the first in a
long line of preachers not to
answer the call, and he pun-
ished himself all his life for at-
tempting to follow his own
path.
     For some crazy reason Dad
gave me his name. I was always
little Joe growing up. It back-
fired on Dad one day when I
was a teenager and I hit a
parked car in a grocery store
parking lot. I left a note of apol-
ogy, signed it Joe Woods and
went out on a date that Satur-
day night. Dad answered the
phone that night and was
blasted by some angry man
who blamed him for hitting his
car in the parking lot. Dad of
course didn’t know what I had
done and yelled back at the guy
until he realized that he had
given me his name.

I remember long river days
where I wandered and gazed
along a foggy and meandering path,
hoping that I could find you.

You were taken from me many times,
first by incessant hallucinations of war
which you re-lived during some brutal days,
then by obscure nights studying history
which only shed more darkness on your past.

You were taken from me many times,
by day and by night, then by a straight jacket,
new white suit brought by hospital orderlies,
whiteness which could not impose order
on the gathering darkness of mental illness.

Then you were taken by the kind reaper of death
who visited after you had already died a thousand deaths,
who closed your eyes to the endless brutality of war,
and finally returned a youthful smile to your face
as you looked for the first time into peaceful light.

     I returned from Viet Nam angry for being involved in an
immoral war without the support of my parents. Dad and I
had two opposite views of what was going on in the world
and we argued most of the time. He once told me he would
rather I had died in Nam than that I protest the war in the
streets. Our arguments ended one Sunday morning with a

finality that still haunts me to this
day. I was visiting a friend in a huge
apartment complex near my parents’
home. We could hear a car racing
around in the parking lot even with
the music blasting. My first thought
was a teenager just being stupid and
then I suddenly realized that it was
my mother bearing bad news. A few
long moments later there was a
knock on my friend’s door. My
mother was standing there in tears
unable to control herself. “I think
your father is dead, but I’m afraid
to go into the bedroom,” she
cried.
    I drove Mom back home and as I
entered the quiet house where I
grew up—an innocent life before
Viet Nam—I realized that Dad was
gone. I walked the long dark hall-
way to his room, opened the door,
and in the darkness I felt a peace. I
slowly walked to his bedside and sat
on the floor beside him. In that quiet
dark room we had the best conver-
sation of our lives. I was able to
speak to Dad from my heart for the
first time, and I felt that he heard
me. •

Papa and His Son, 1946 (detail) by © Joseph Woods 2003
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Where are you?  Can I find you in my memories
which echo in place of your heartbeats?
There, you are sweeter than the apples
you picked for me in your father’s orchard.

Can I find you in my dreams
which reveal your true image?
There, you are compassionate and bright,
unshackled from the irons of illness.
There, your deep sorrows and joys
are rendered by mysterious blessings
into illuminating letters buried with you,
waiting for me to come digging.

I remember long rivers of grace
where I walked inside my dreams and memories,
truth moving in my blood which is yours,
woven in my bones which are yours.

 Papa and His Son, 1946  
© Joseph Woods 2003 

Finding My Father
Ray Ortiz

Where is your father’s place in your life?



FIRING UP THE TWO FLAT
Ross LewAllen

My Dad took me down to the boiler room
I had no fear – I was only three or four years old
It was down there
Old heat from the day before
Clinker bucket, coal bucket, newspaper box, matches
Big silver octopus with wrapped arms
Fire door with isinglass to see in
Clinker door – my height
Coal bins – black dust but clean somehow
One bare light bulb
Everything well worn and working
The brass gauges – the speedometer of this octopus
My job – to crumple newspaper and spin them into
Tight rolls
Like little paper logs
I light a fire every day now in my fireplace
I roll the paper the same way
It all reminds me of firing the two flat
Until the point that “Pop” would put his hand
On my shoulder and light the match
That was his job – I was too young
This morning my heart shook and shuddered
Longing for that fire starter with his hand on my shoulder
He taught me how safe it was
With fire in the boiler room
We did this day after day after day………
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Fatherland
Bob McMain

World War II is raging
Nashville’s promise of jobs and good money
lures Daddy onto the assembly line
of craftsmen soldiers building bombers
in Tennessee’s industrial metropolis
I am 9 years old

Mama, Daddy, Nancy, Tommy,
Jimmy, Michael and me
living in a storied house
on Fatherland Street
Like Graceland, Fatherland
holds a house made of dreams

Daddy is going deaf
amid the factory staccato
of riveters’ toiling
Still, he hugs us, tells us stories
kisses us goodnight
We love the land of our father

Underneath our sleeping porch
lies a huge cistern
We drop stones into its shadowy waters
Like a cavern, it echoes the anguish
of Daddy’s bouts with liquor
and other unnameable spirits

Nancy, Jimmy and Michael croon
You Are My Sunshine in harmony with the day
and enchant the night with Amazing Grace
Tommy steers his own course
Apple of Mama and Daddy’s eye, he is
leader, explorer, collector of Confederate artifacts

Scaling trees, breaching rooftops,
breaking my arm
in misguided flight from the old garage
I search for my place in Fatherland
Smoking pilfered cigarettes from Daddy’s stash
Jimmy and I pretend to be just like him

Wind rushing through trees
moaning the birth of a thunderstorm
Numb to the hazard below,
heaven is sleeping on the back porch
Safe in the arms of Fatherland

BIKE RIDING WITH MY DAD
Ross LewAllen

My Dad bought a bike for himself
Just to ride with me
We would always ride out to the woods
The forest preserves
I would ride close to the curb
So when I got to a cross street
I would fly off the seat
Going over the crown of the street
His bike was white
Mine was red……
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            What do you want to give to your father?



Continued on Page  7

My Father,
An Admirable Man

With Flaws
René Dominguez

     My father, Ezequiel, (aka Zeke) was
a fine gentleman who was admired by
many because of his handsomeness,
intelligence, generosity and gentleness.
While the handsomeness didn’t get
passed on, the intelligence, generosity
and gentleness are traits that I am proud
to have.  Dad was an excellent role
model and I try to emulate many of
those traits. In his borderline brilliance,
I catch glimmers of myself especially
when creative solutions seem to emerge
out of the ethers.
     Dad was generous in so many ways.
If ever you went out to dinner with him
you can be sure he would pick up the
tab for everyone.  It wasn’t just finan-
cial generosity that I admired in him.
He was always willing to share knowl-
edge about various subjects.  Dad was
the one who taught us how to work with
electricity, helped us conduct various
experiments so that we would under-
stand how things worked, and enlarged
our worldview beyond the borders of the
small town in Pennsylvania where we
were raised. While not ever articulated,
I feel that dad followed the words “Give
and ye shall receive”. I try to lead my
life following this precept and his ex-
ample.  Dad managed to get his point(s)
across respectfully and effectively with-
out raising his voice. For the most part,
I think I too have learned this trait.

     Raised in an aristocratic Chilean fam-
ily, my dad was not a typical American
dad.  You would more likely find him
poring over the latest Time magazine
or some research papers, than you
would find him throwing a ball with us
in the back alley.  Baseball, football, fish-
ing, and hunting, were not activities that
we did together. For many years I fo-
cused on these issues as a lack in his
parenting skills, which caused me a lot
of angst and upset. Just as I am like
dad in positive ways, I am my dad’s son
in the negative traits as well. When my
kids were growing up, you would likely
find me sitting at a computer screen, and
not in the yard playing with my children.
Now that I have some distance and can
see the parallels between us, I am sad
that I took on some of his negative quali-
ties.  My children and I are
poorer for it.
     My dad didn’t talk much about his
life or about his feelings. Words like sad,
angry, happy, scared are words that I
do not recall passing his lips. Like so
many men of his generation, dad didn’t
share this aspect of himself, nor did he
encourage us to share this part of our-
selves. The stories and sharing of feel-
ings is something that I missed. Once
again, when my kids were growing up,
I was like my dad in the inability to share
my feelings with them.  The kids didn’t
know what I felt, nor did I check in with
them regarding their feelings.  We
Dominguez men just didn’t know how
to attend to this part of life. More re-
cently, I have been trying to do a better
job in the emotional arena with my chil-
dren. While I’m still somewhat awkward
in the sharing area, I try to give my chil-
dren that opportunity especially when
we get together as a family at Christ-
mas. This may be a baby step, but it is
an attempt to grow emotionally and
shed this trait.  I feel that my father’s
gentleness was a double-edged sword.
While an admirable quality, in general, I
feel that his passiveness in dealing with
my mother’s criticalness was not an ad-
mirable quality and one that has mani-
fested itself in my own passive-aggres-
sive tendencies.
     Overall, I am proud to be a
Dominguez, with all of its admirable and
not so admirable qualities. I now un-

That Stubborn Old
Man With The Goats

Manuel Tafoya

     In 1985 I had one of those heart to
heart talks with my dad.  Despite the
fact that he was 78 years old and had
had a double heart-valve by-pass, he had
refused to sell his goats and retire to a
life of doing nothing. This he did de-
spite doctor’s orders and the pleas of
his daughters. Finally, as a last resort, I,
his eldest son, was asked to try and per-
suade him to get rid of the goats.  So I
went to see my father.
     “Dad, your daughters are only think-
ing of you. They don’t want you to die.”
I said.
     “What do they know about dying?”
my father retorted. “To them dying is a
physical act. To me death is reality. It is
part of life. I have seen death.  I have
lived with death.  I have even slept with
death.”  Looking me straight in the eye,
he continued, “I could tell you hundreds
of incidents that have happened to me
to prove my point, but I will only tell
you of two.  Do you know how old I was
when the man who brought me up died?
I was thirteen years old.  We were herd-
ing sheep up in the mountains of
Antonito, Colorado.  We were miles and
miles from anywhere and anyone.  One
night as we were lying side by side on
our sleeping bags, my foster father got
real sick.  He called to me and told me
to help him sit up.  He then told me that
if anything was to happen to him not to
leave the sheep alone, but to stay with
them ‘til someone came to relieve me.
Then he died in my arms. I laid him back
down straightened his body, tied his
hands across his chest and put pennies
on his eyelids to keep them closed.  Then
I laid down beside him. For three days I

derstand that dad did the best he could
with what he had.  I hope and pray that
my children will understand that I try to
do the best I can with what I received
from my family of origin.  Thanks dad
for all that I have received from you.

Ezequiel and René Circa 1944
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That Stubborn Old Man With The
Goats      (continued from page 6)

was alone. At night I would sleep be-
side my own dead foster-father. Then
when his body began to decompose I
dragged it out and buried it.

     “When they finally came to relieve
me, it was with the news that my fos-
ter-mother was dying after having given
birth. The only thing keeping her alive
was a desire to see me and her hus-
band before she died. I went to see her.”
     “Where is your father?”  She asked.
“He hired out,”  I replied.  “Go find him!
She said. I cannot die until I see him
one last time.”
     “I got on my horse and for five days
roamed the mountains.  When I came
back she knew I had not found him, but
she wasn’t angry, only resigned.  She
said she knew I had tried, that it was all
right, that she would stay alive until he
came back. She’s now 94 years old.”
     “You were pretty young then,”  I said
gently to my father. He replied “When I
was middle aged I received word that
you, my eldest son, were badly hurt and
were not expected to survive a tank
wreck in Korea.  You were my first born,
just as I had been the first born of my
father.  I was heartbroken, but I did not
sell the goats and quit working.  No!
Can’t you see, son, that if I did not
change my lifestyle because of the death
of my father or the near death of my
son, why should I now that I’m an old
man start changing because of my own

Readers Pick up the Pen                                   (Continued from Page 6)

ROSS EARL LEWALLEN SR.
Circa 1963
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inevitable death?”  Then in a stronger,
tougher voice he continued, “No, I will
not change.  I will continue taking care
of my goats until the day I die.  You tell
the doctor that.”
     “I already told them, Dad.” I an-
swered. “Before I came to you, I told
them that you would not change your
mind.”
  “What did they say?” my
father demanded.
     I told him, “They just shook their
heads and said, ‘That stubborn old man
with the goats!’  But Dad, even as they
said it, I couldn’t help but detect a tone
of grudging admiration in their voices!”
     My father died at home, surrounded
by his family, in March of 1991. •

FAST WALK
Ross LewAllen

My father walked very fast
When I was young
I’d have to
Double step
Measure the sidewalk cracks
Jump
And double step

Holding my fathers hand

I walked him to the bus
He went to work
I went back home
To the night energy
I can’t remember walking back
A double step
Or any sidewalk cracks…..

Fourteen Years Ago
Mark Bennett

The day was swollen with promise,
like your belly.
I was destined to receive
another glimpse into the
mysteries of life.

Practicing the
prideful sharing of the good news.
Our second child.
I heard something old and
     masculine.
Ancestral echoes of
a father’s strong voice
ringing through the village.

I was counting the fine words,
sure to come my way.
The delectable moments
after the coming of
our first child
left a taste that made
my mouth water for
what was to come.

The last touch of wise midwife
hands sent us away
from the place of swollen promise
to the dark temple of machines,
white-coated high priests, and
     powerlessness.

The doctors’ work to move
our babe and point the head down
compressed the cord,
stopping the heart.

The anticipated cry of pride
was shoved aside
by urgent voices and
bustling blue and green figures.
who swept you away from me,
preparing you like a
sacrificial lamb for the ritual knife.

The gift of the day,
not what I imagined,
but a fierce lesson,
burned into memory by
terror and anticipatory grief.

Life is quicksilver.
What can be given,
can be taken
in a heartbeat.

 Manuel’s Father 

How do you honor your father?



Thirty-two years ago, she arrived at dawn on Easter Sunday.
Maia, Goddess of Spring mother of Hermes himself, master of two
     worlds.

Born with a caul, an extra membrane a second birth for second
     sight.
Like Cassandra and Julius Caesar. In Norway, a spirit cares for
     such children.

She reads our minds, completes sentences for us, believes in
     ghosts.
Sometimes pushes me for answers too new for words.

Not always a blessing, Maia yearns for truth to pierce the veil of
     Isis.
A touchstone for feelings swirling through the house.

*                     *                   *

I barely think of me as father - of course I am and she is daughter.
But father has little to do with birth. Sperm is easy,
but to carry a child within is beyond any male fantasy.

I try to imagine the first time baby moves on her own,
her tiny heart like a drum, feel her kick from inside with both feet
learning to swim beneath my skin.

The dark nights at the edge of the world negotiating a future for
     her.
And then that moment when the cave of the body opens
and everything of any value separates and slips into the burning
     air.

And you gaze in wonder at the perfection of your dreams.
Tiny, cherry-red lips sucking at your breast, the sweetness of
     nipples
and your body flows into your body.

From then on, whenever you see her, you see yourself not as
     mirror,
but as if you divided. Once you were one and now you are two.
A tether spun from the earth’s umbilicus in between.

*                    *                     *

All this men will never know. Even Zeus had to invent a story
about the baby Dionysus gestating in his thigh.

Birth blood is so powerful that Jews and Christians outlawed
     women
in the temple, twisted misogyny into monastic privilege.

Men with their empty loins must create a child out of thin air.
Bottle-feeding and diapers, water-everywhere-baths, endless
     books.

Fathers make good horseback rides, tumbling mats and swing
     sets,
postures like pretzels, witness to first words and steps.
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I can still feel a two-year-old hand cupped in mine as we walked
down the rocky riverbed to the Sea, searching for treasure --

bits of plastic hose, half a ballpoint, a sardine can, a soft rubber
     ring,
one green lemon from Africa, three pine cones, and five seashells.

Exhausted from scouring the beach, she climbed to my shoulders
for the journey home, a lunch of anchovies and cream cheese.

Maia learned to run in the Alhambra - we think it was a Moorish
    ghost
that startled her two-year-old legs into a precarious hands-in-the-
     air,

teeter-totter across a marble floor. A Moroccan silversmith smiled.

*                    *                    *

All the mornings we walked to school, Monte Vista Elementary,
Jefferson Middle School. Those wonderful Figge brothers, world-
     class
teachers of world culture at Highland High.

Countless miles down the road together - Mexico, the Grand
     Tetons,
Greece and Turkey. The three of us in Istanbul, on the roof of
     Berut’s Guest
House, breakfast of white cheese, peach jam on fresh-baked
     bread,

the light splashing off the sea of Maramara.
One evening we rode an elevator ten stories to a restaurant on
     top,
just to gaze down at our beloved, monumental Aya Sophia in the
     moonlight.

All the Holidays waiting at the airport for Maia’s return, new
     horizons.
The joyful times, but desperation as well, when the world cracked
     open,
and Humpty-Dumpty sat desolate on the floor.

What will happen next? What boy friend, what trip to Japan?
     Georgetown,
Pratt, and UCLA. Now there is Pete a man with a heart and a
     wedding,
friends and relatives—a celebration of life.

*                    *                     *

In my reveries, a radiant person walks by and I know we are
     related,
a silver thread runs from my heart to the heart of my daughter--

we are forever connected wherever we are.
I see it and she sees it and we never have to talk about it.

You could use the word “love” but it is so much closer.
I’m a clay pot filled with memories. The future shines like a golden
     ring.

LETTER TO MAIA ON HER BIRTHDAY: April 11, 2003
David Johnson
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Rain Dancer
Raymond W. Johnson © 2002

My father was a rain dancer.
He walked between drops,

Was dry in his daily exchanges,
In his lone dreams

Lured growth out of everything.

My father would wear a black hat
Just to evoke Zorro

From his allies.

And rain followed him
Up the desert arroyo.

My father would meet me
Among boulders

Were we would talk
About essence and meaning.

He didn’t lecture. He was
Too shy for that.

But he would bring the rain
Down to emphasize a point
Like death as not a barrier

But an Opening.

My father encouraged the timid
Out of their hiding

And spoke a hush word
With his presence,

A presence understood and lifted
From the smallest particulars of life.

He was a rain dancer
Without form.

Ethereal drops would cool the brow
And set us to wondering

Why we cry at times with pain

And laugh so buoyantly
At the drop of a hat

As when he tweaked reality
With a smirk, a pun.

There always are people
Tucked in the corners of the world

Who honor rain dancers
And set up altars in the mind

To remind them
Of blessed liquidness,

An opportunity to be aware.

The rain dancer chooses his time
To gesture toward the inexplicable

And precipitate over sand.
His is a draw toward unity

Without excess,
A Lilac leafing,

A subtle musical fragrance.

My Father the Rain Dancer.

 The Rain Dancer 

Like father, like son.  Is this true for you?
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BOXCARS
John Cook

He was fifty-four, I twenty-four.
Alone, together
We walked down 3rd Avenue.
Words were sparse, always had been.
Just enough to get by,
Just enough to get things done.

Then he started talking
In a way I’d never heard.
Apologized for being a lousy father,
Being abusive, when I was small.

He had been
But right then, it didn’t matter
At twenty-four, I was tough.
Real men didn’t doubt themselves
Or their past.

I tried to say, “It’s nothing”
But words wouldn’t form.
Couldn’t make a sound.
He would die a year later
On the deck of the Klahowya
Suddenly, like he lived,
Before I could reply.

Found out afterward, from Mom
The bits and pieces
He’d not told me.
Horse wrangler 1924
Chinese gangster’s bodyguard 1928
Rode the rails 1932
High line construction worker 1936
Fell and broke his back 1939.

He tried to settle down,
But never fit.
And was always watching
For the next empty boxcar
To roll by.

At fifty-four
I’m no longer tough.
Able to hear him now,
Amazed he apologized
And grateful
He didn’t climb aboard
One of those boxcars
Again.

     My father says he is old and he wants
to die.  I see him as youthful, with much
living to look forward to. And that about
sums it up.

My old father too
looked long on these

white mountains
through lonely winters (Issa)

     How can I even attempt to know
what his daily experience, his inner life
is really about? To understand in my
bones what it feels like to be 76 and a
half, living alone in Florida, watching
friends and relatives get ill and die, go-
ing to bed at night with no one to cuddle
with, hoping not to wake up?

Fathers…you have rich milk for your
children’s soul. Feed them that the earth

might become a more compassionate
place for all of us.  (Jane Evershed)

     I think I have tried my
entire life to please my dad,
feel close to him and also
understand him. It was
only after I had wallowed
in father wounds in my thir-
ties that I slowly emerged
from that deep darkness
with some appreciation for
some of the gifts that were
also transmitted along the
way. Broad strokes of the brush, like love
of travel and languages and music, and
the ability to cook and cry and create a
beautiful home environment. And subtle
details as well, like building our sepa-
rate houses at the end of a road sur-
rounded by nature, hating electric shav-
ers, and always wearing black socks. The
latter might hardly be included under
the category of “gifts” but one must be
allowed some poetic license when de-
scribing father-son relations. I finally
came to a place of forgiveness by mov-
ing through my anger at what he did,
and didn’t do, when I was young. Be-
coming a father myself was a great
teacher in terms of insights into what
my own father experienced in that role,
as I tasted both the joys and challenges
of being there for my own children.

For a long time it had seemed to me  that
life was about to begin-real life, but there

was always some obstacle in the way,
something to be got through first, some

unfinished business, time still to be
served, a debt to be paid. Then life would
begin. At last it dawned on me that these

obstacles were my life.
(Father DeSousa)

     Why do we think we have all the time
in the world to relate to our fathers in
the way we really want?  Many men
seem to have lost contact with their fa-
thers, not knowing through the mist of
their own grief any real taste of their
father’s suffering. Is that healthy bound-
aries? Just avoiding a persistent nega-
tive influence? Like many men, I went
through periods of little contact with my
dad, until the bridge between us could
be safely rebuilt. We now communicate
several times a week, and I feel blessed
to have this active relationship in my life.
I still watch myself with amusement turn

into an eleven year old boy at
times when I am with him,
particularly in his house, on
his turf, living in his reality, a
temporary presence in the
king’s domain. It took me a
long time to realize what I
wanted most from my father:
acceptance for who I am,
kindness, and an intimate
connection. I had to first give

to him. Stop trying to change him, let
go of any idealized fishing hunting el-
der teacher companion, and just allow
him to be who he is. Still a struggle at
times to just be that open, accepting,
listening container, when I see so clearly
his prison bars, and the open door that
might take him beyond them. But when
I can stay in a loving appreciative state,
despite his troubles and turmoil and
lashing out, then we do have those
sweet moments of connection and love.
And I hope to be holding his hand, and
caressing his forehead whenever his
time to pass on does arrive.

Nothing has a stronger influence on
children than the unlived life of the parent

(Carl Jung)

     If I live consciously, can I avoid re-
peating my father’s mistakes? •
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 Victor and Father 

My Father, My Father
Victor LaCerva
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Healing The Hate
Ralph J Larkin

     When I first saw the email asking
for articles about fathers I thought about
my dad and how he always had this in-
ner peace, while living for over 50 years
with my mother who was very control-
ling,  a care taker, and was always right.
She would nag him and he would say
yes dear, then go to the basement and
smoke his cigar.
     I could always go to my dad and ask
questions but he never told me what to
do. Oh, he would give me 3 or 4 sug-
gestions but I had to make my own de-
cisions. I hated that when I was younger,
so I went to my mom who always told
me what to do. When I got older she
kept telling me what to do, so I rebelled
and was angry with her for controlling
my life. I asked my dad how he stayed
so calm and he said, “I just let her go
on and on, then I do what I feel is right.”
I, on the other hand, fought her tooth
and nail and it wasn’t until I was 38 years
old and going through a divorce for the
third time that I needed some help and
started counseling. I had 3 kids
from this marriage and I tried to be a
good absent dad. My girls became com-
fortable but my son hated me. My old-
est daughter moved in with me when
she was 14 and I was a good dad to her
but my son, the oldest, still hated me. I
tried everything to have a relationship
with him, but he hated me.
     I was now living in Albuquerque and
my daughter suggested I get into a pro-
gram because I was so frustrated. I did
get into a program and also went back
to counseling, because of my anger and
unsettled issues with my mother. Dur-
ing this time my oldest girl went away
to college and my youngest daughter
moved in and started school here, but
my son still hated me no matter what I
did for him.
     My youngest daughter moved out
when her mother moved to town and I
was alone in the house, so I thought I
would move my son in and work on
having that relationship. For over a year
I lived in fear in my own house. My son’s
anger was so strong that I felt he hated
me enough to kill me and I didn’t know
what to do.

     I was still in counseling and it was
suggested I go to a men’s group and I
did. It opened a whole new world to me.
I found that other men had the same
problems as I did and I no longer felt
alone. Next, I went to the summer men’s
wellness gathering, then the fall men’s
wellness gathering, and I could feel my
growth. Seven of us started our own
group two years ago. With the support
of my counselor and my group I real-
ized that my son hated me the same
way I hated my mother because I had
become my mother. Everything I disliked
about her was in me. All the control and
caretaking was there.
     I told him he had to move, I stopped
taking care of him, I stopped telling him
what to do, I stopped trying to be his
friend, and started being his father.
     Things have changed not only with
him, but with my girls too. They both
told me they were a little afraid of me
and thought I was just like grandma but
now they like me for who I am, not what
they get out of me. As for my son - I
think things are going well. Hell, he even
calls and asks me to join him for a beer.
     I know I still have a long way to go,
but with my group and men’s wellness I
don’t have to do it alone.
     As for my dad I like to think that
he’s looking down, smiling, saying,
“That’s my boy. You’re getting it now.”•

RITE OF PASSAGE
David von Miller

     I was always afraid of my father.  In-
timidation and the threat of a belt was
his method of discipline.  He was career
army, twenty four years, retiring as a
lieutentant colonel.  Fear and anger were
my predominant feelings towards him
for most of my life.  I find it ironic that
he felt he had to intimidate me to get
me to behave.  I wanted nothing more
than to please him.  My role was the
dutiful son and I played my part well.
     When I was 17, I impregnated my
15 year old girlfriend.  Both of us were
scared as hell and unsure of what to
do.  So we decided we had better tell
our parents.  My father did not handle
the situation well.  He was very angry

at me for what happened.  It only took
him one day to alienate my girl friend’s
parents by a liberal dose of blaming, fin-
ger pointing, anger, and insults.  I felt a
deep shame and guilt for what hap-
pened.  I was torn between wanting to
please my father by obeying him and
being loyal and supportive of my girl-
friend.  I still regret not standing up to
my father at that time and choosing to
support my girlfriend by marrying her.
He told me whatever  I did that I should
not marry her.  My father decided that a
long summer vacation was in order.
     It was May of 1974 and I had just
graduated from high school, one month
after my girlfriend became pregnant.  My
parents, myself, and two of my sisters
spent three months in an R/V visiting
Canada, the west coast of the U.S., and
the desert soutwest.  Upon returning
from vacation in August, I began my
freshman year at the University of Ar-
kansas.  In October, my girlfriend went
into labor one month prematurely.  Our
baby was stillborn.  Grief and shame
overwhelmed me as well as relief, a feel-
ing of “being off the hook” and terrible
guilt.
     I began a heavy drug and alcohol
habit. At the end of my freshman year, I
returned home.  My father had set me
up with a job as night auditor at a Holi-
day Inn that he had previously managed.
While attending school, I had let my hair
grow past my shoulders and I knew that
in order to work I would need to cut my
hair.  However, my father wasn’t sure
that I would and he began shaming me
the minute I returned home.  The insult
I remember is “are you squatting to pee”.
     A friend of mine, Howard Stinnit, was
waiting for me to return home from the
University.  He and some buddies had
started a summer baseball league.
Teams were forming that afternoon and
we needed to get going.  Shock and
anger swept through my body when my
father forbid me to go.  He said I needed
to clean up my room.  I could not be-
lieve it!  At nineteen my father was scold-
ing me in front of my best friend and
treating me as if I was nine years old.
My body began to shake as I realized I
was not going to be able to allow my-
self to be treated this way.  I didn’t know
it but I was overloaded emotionally -

Continued on Page  12
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Rite of Passage
(continued from page 11)

this was too much!
     Somewhere inside me a decision was
made to stand up to my father.  I wasn’t
consciously aware of it.  It just happened
and it happened instantly.  As my father
began to make pointed remarks about
my girlfriend and the pregnancy, I lost
control.  Without even thinking, I ap-
proached my father and told him that
what he was saying was bullshit!  I told
him that it was she and her family that
was suffering!  My fists were clenched
and I knew I was going to have a fistfight
with my father.  To my astonishment,
he backed down.  He was dumbfounded
and I will never forget the look of shock
and surprise on his face.  I was just as
shocked and astonished myself!  I had
never stood up to him before and he
wasn’t expecting it.
     I left without cleaning up my room
(it wasn’t messy to begin with).   I played
ball that afternoon and on weekends for
the rest of the summer.  My father never
threatened me again.  Our relationship
changed significantly that day.  He and
I both knew from then on that I wasn’t
going to allow him to intimidate me.  As
I recall this memory, I realize that life
presented me with an initiation cer-
emony, a right of passage - spontane-
ous, explosive, and scary as hell.  Also
profound, deep, and life changing.  I am
most grateful that I was able to partici-
pate.  Perhaps my father was pushing
me, wanting me to become a man, wait-
ing for the day when I would stand up
to him.
     I am a father now.  My son is six
years old and does not fear me.  I love
him more than I thought possible to love
someone.  Often, I find myself acting
like my father using shame and criticism
to discipline my son.  Fortunately, I have
been able to participate in many men’s
gatherings, therapy, and self-examina-
tion to help me find a better way to re-
late to my son (and everyone else in my
life, including me).  At times, I fail mis-
erably and other times, I succeed.  When
I do succeed, it is sweet!  Overall, I feel
good about my relationship with my son
and I pray that when the time comes I
will be able to participate fully in the ini-
tiations and rituals that life will provide
for us. •
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The Spirit of
Ancestors; Fathers
Coming in Strange

Shapes
 Robert Francis Johnson

     My father story is a story of sadness
and the pain of absent fathering, but
it’s also the story of healing from the
wound of being forgotten, [more accu-
rate than being abandoned] by other
Men and the Spirits of ancestry and the
natural world around me. My biological
father left when my mother was still
pregnant. I have since learned that they
loved each other but couldn’t live to-
gether, breaking up and going back
many times. I don’t remember ever see-
ing him but do have a vague recollec-
tion of him at around 4 years old. My
mother remarried to a cold and angry
Germanic man who provided financial
support for us but little else.
     My real father wasn’t a part of my
chilhood, and I learned much later that
he didn’t feel like he would have been
much of a father, having lost his mother
at 8 years old and having an alcoholic
father. My step father lost his father at
8 years old. I wasn’t able to find other
reasons for his coldness and bitterness
towards the world and the people in it.
     I was in gangs as a child growing up
in New York and the gang leader (bless
you Doug) became a mentor to me. He
turned me on to reading science fiction
and we would talk philosophy (our se-
cret) when I would spend the night at
his house. I was also blessed with a fa-
ther figure when I first worked in busi-
ness (bless you Sam Buffone) who
steered me into my life’swork in
psychology.
     The Men’s movement provided me
with many mentors and friends who
helped me to heal some of my father
wound, but for me the greatest healing
has occurred through my connection to
the natural world and to the spirit of my
ancestors in one life-changing dream I
had 20 years ago. I was in therapy
around father issues and had realized
the grief of having two fathers and very
little fathering. The therapist I went to
was of the Jungian persuasion, and he

had me read fairy tales. One was about
a well. After a session I went home
pretty bummed and fell asleep and had
a miraculous dream: I was in a cave.
Men from different periods of history
would walk up to me, look me in the
eye and then put their hand over my
heart. Then they would move on and
another man (in the dress of different
periods in history) would repeat the
same actions.
     When I woke up I realized “feeling
alone is a trick we play on ourselves
when we are afraid”. I have been realiz-
ing that no one is left alone. When chil-
dren are ”forgotten”, or abused, the
natural and spiritual world comes to
them whether they realize it or not. In
my own life this has been true and now
as I add this perspective into my eco-
counseling work, clients validate this ex-
perience in a high percentage of cases.
Does this mean I am completely healed?
Yes and no. The absence of human fa-
thering is still something I miss, but the
wound has healed, as it is now a source
of strength and compassion.•

HIS DAD SHOWS UP:
A HALF CENTURY LATE

   Allan Shedlin, Jr.
   © 2002 Hearst Newspapers

     WASHINGTON, DC – My Dad took
an earlier shuttle flight than originally
planned so he could get to the dock in
time to see me shove off for my certify-
ing exam in sculling.
     At 87 years, he looked incredibly ro-
bust, carrying his camera to record this
mini-milestone in a sport that I had
taken up to commemorate my 60th
birthday, only a week earlier. I always
had wanted to learn to row but had
never had the time. I always had wanted
my father to show an interest in and be
supportive of my athletic endeavors, but
he never seemed to have the time.
     Once launched onto the Potomac
River, I had a 50-year flashback to my
childhood in the Bronx, where I played
shortstop for Pappy’s Devils, my elemen-
tary school softball team, affectionately

Continued on Page 17
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The Price of a Kiss
Jeff Hood

If it were just a question
of getting laid,
like going to the store for bread,
I’d be shuffling my pockets for
     change.

More than that
   “The price of a kiss
   is your life.” (Rumi)

And though the vacation to Morocco
is attractive,
It’s an emerald that I seek.

Keeper of the
NMMW Sweatlodge

Joseph “Seesfar” Woods

     Scott Dow has done an excellent job
as keeper of the men’s wellness
sweatlodge all these years. Quietly, and
with very little help, Scott always had
the sweatlodge up and ready to go for
the summer gatherings and the fall con-
ferences. Because of his move to Maui,
Scott has passed on the lodge to me
and although I am honored, I need some
help. A donation of any of the items on
the following list would be appreciated:

Old Blankets
(Scott just donated a large tarp for the lodge.)

Willow Branches
(Lawrence Cook has offered his willow at Cook’s

Cabin.)
Five Gallon Water Containers

Wooden Bucket
Firewood

(We also need someone to deliver the
wood to the site.)
Lava Rocks

I can always use help setting up the
lodge. The work goes quickly with many
hands.   Please contact Joseph Woods
at (505 281-2718) or by e-mail at
Seesfar2@aol.com. Thank you in ad-
vance for your help and I would feel
honored if you join us in a sweat at our
next gathering. •
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Mission Possible
Uncle Bob

     March 8, 2003, dawned sunny and
clear - good weather for a foray on the
roads of New Mexico.  At approximately
0915 MST, on the northwest corner of
I-25 and Tramway Blvd, unmarked cars
and trucks began arriving, parking in-
conspicuously in a deserted, unpaved
parking lot.  Slowly, NMMW Highway-
men emerged from their vehicles
dressed in nondescript work clothes,
hats, and dark sunglasses.  Then, ten-
tatively approaching one another, they
suddenly offered the not-so-secret
NMMW embrace.  Laughter broke out.
Strong voices competed with one an-
other as the jokes flew swiftly between
these men on a mission.  Talk of immi-
nent war with Iraq joined the verbal fray.
Good natured kidding about age, physi
cal condition, and confronting ugly high-
way garbage, abounded.  But trash talk
was the big topic of this mission.

 

René, Elmo, Todd, Leo, Juan, David T.,
Bob H, and I armed ourselves with tough
plastic bags, gloves, and dainty orange
vests for the difficult job ahead.  At ap-
proximately 0930 MST, after choosing
up teams, René, Juan, Leo and Bob H.
agreed to tackle the west side of I-25,
working north from mile marker 233 to
234.  David, Todd, Elmo and I agreed to
round up the trash on the east side of I-
25, working south from mile marker 234
to 233.
     Equipped, trained, motivated, and
inspired by the day, both teams set out
at a moderate pace in their quest to take
a hike, pick up trash as we went, and to
have a good time.  All of our objectives
were realized.  Plastic bottles/buckets/
sheets, red/green/blue/clear glass, pa-
per, rubber, metal, etc., were no match
for us.  This new, level stretch of high-
way was just right for a well-trained,
committed clan like NMMW Highway-

men.  We covered the whole mile, both
east and west sides of the highway, in
about 2+ hours.  What a great sense of
pride and accomplishment!  NMMW
Highwaymen well-prepared, highly
disiplined, intelligent bunch that they
are, had struck another blow for peace,
beauty and clean highways in New
Mexico.

     Litterbugs lurk in many of the cars
traveling on New Mexico highways.  So
please remember, only you can prevent
trash littered highways! (or help clean-
up after the litterbugs)  We missed those
who had wanted to take part but couldn’t
be there for this NMMW Adopt-A-High-
way mission on March 8th.  Hopefully,
you’ll be able to join us at the next gath-
ering on Saturday, September 13th.
     If you’re wondering how to join this
clan of NMMW Highwaymen, your as-
signment, should you choose to accept
it, is: 1) save Saturday morning, Sep-
tember 13th on your calendar; 2) arrive
by 0915 MST at the rendezvous point,
Exit 234, I-25, southeast corner; 3) wear
sturdy boots/shoes, long pants and shirt,
gloves; and 4) greet each other with the
not-so-secret NMMW embrace.  You’ll
be provided with trash pickin’ instruc-
tions, a cute orange vest, great cama-
raderie, and then assigned to an elite
clean-up team to beautify the littered
shoulder of the highway.  We’ll finish by
about noon.  Remember:  You too
can be a NMMW Highwayman!  Just
check-in @ 0915 MST, 09/13/03, Exit No.
234,I-25, SE corner.
     For more info, contact Uncle Bob @
505/248-1001 or rdrunr@zianet.com •

 Highwaymen in 
Action 



HOME to HOPE
(Origins, Journeys, Destinations)

NMMW Summer Gathering 2003
July 25th through 27th

Charles Fisher

     All aboard for The Ultimate Buddy ROAD TRIP.  Traveling all roads from the cradle to the grave, viewed from
wherever we are now.  At the heart of our weekend home in the beautiful Jemez Mountains, in the safety of the great Talking
Circle, in intimate groups, in the mystery of the sweat lodge, and, at all times, in the company of men who will make you feel
at home, come ride the river of life, from source to ocean.

     Origins: “Where are you from?”  This question confronts me whenever, on first meeting, I open my mouth to speak.
So let’s celebrate our diverse Homes of Origin.  What we miss, what we’ve cast off, what we carry within us.  If you don’t
know your heritage, do a bit of homework and find out.

     Journeys: “How did we get here?”  I dented my mother’s heart when I left my home of origin.  Why did we embark
on our journeys?  Were we seeking home?  Where do we feel at home?  What does Home mean to us?  Is it our country, right
or wrong?  Our family and friends?  Is Home a stimulant or a Lazy Boy for the soul?  Are we Home yet?
     Retread our odysseys in travelers’ tales around the fire pit.  Stroll together the long and winding road, and meet our
fellow travelers.  What did we learn?  Can we globalize for personal growth rather than profit?  Does man’s heart speak in a
common language?  How do we balance respect for local traditions with the need for global cooperation?

     Destinations:  “So where to next?”  I traveled to New Mexico in the Hope of something better for myself and my
family.  Some hopes have been realized, some not.

     Give voice to your Hopes for the future.  For yourself.  For Men’s Wellness.  Shed unnecessary baggage.  “He who would
travel happily must travel light.”  (Antoine St. Exupery).  Set your course.  For Your Destination.  Your Destiny.  With Hope in
your Heart.

True hope is swift and flies with swallow’s wings;
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings.

Shakespeare, Richard III, 5.2.33

Men of the World:  This is not a Seminar.
We’ll laugh, cry, dance and sing,

And speak of many heartfelt things.

     YOUR EARLY REGISTRATION IS REQUESTED.  Master Chef Scott Sharot will be preparing gastronomic delights for
a Communal Dinner on Saturday evening.  $5.00 of your Registration Fee has been assigned to buy the food.  The numbers
of those who will partake of this feast, and your money (!), will be needed as much in advance as practicable.
     Those interested in organizing this event, leading a workshop, or helping in any other way, should contact: CHARLES
FISHER 505 247 4872 (o) 505 292 6829 (h)
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“A heart needs a home.”
         - Richard Thompson

Make YOUR Reservation NOW
See Form on Back Cover



JOURNEYING WITH CONFLICT
NMMW Fall Conference 2003

October 2nd through 5th

Barry McIntosh

     When October 2nd 2003 arrives, New Mexico Men’s Wellness will begin its19th annual fall conference. For over 18 years,
men have come together to discover more about themselves and each other, while becoming more conscious about their
lives. This year, perhaps more than most, we have experienced great conflict in the world. However, conflict exists in our
personal lives, as well as in the world. Some of these conflicts have become so prevalent in my life that avoidance no longer
seems a viable option, even though it has been my preferred response. With that thought in the forefront of my mind, this
year’s conference theme will be  “Journeying with Conflict” Let us discover a pathway to journey through conflict together.

We will be exploring the many aspects of conflict and how it manifests in our lives. We will spend time defining and
examining it while attempting to learn how it might better serve us. We will be asking many questions to help discover the
meaning of conflict for each of us.

· What is our relationship to conflict and how do we feel about it?
· How do our ingrained perceptions affect the way we view conflict?
· How does conflict isolate us and contribute to our separation from
          ourselves, others and the universe?
· Is conflict just a symptom of a deeper underlying issue?
· Is conflict about the absence of connection and love?
· What do we miss out on when we choose not to confront conflict face to face?
· What does the manner in which we face conflict say about us as individuals
          and as a society?
· Can we see conflict as a vehicle for growth, better understanding and connection?
· How can we establish a healthy relationship with conflict?

Join in the journey, and as always “we will have do it
ourselves but we will not have to do it alone”.

In recent years we’ve had conflicting opinions about the desired
number of participants, as well as the diversity of the attendees at the
conference. This year we have the potential to include more men at
this conference than ever before.  Diversity as to age, race and culture
has always been important to Men’s Wellness. I invite anyone who
wants to participate in enhancing diversity to start now by inviting new
participants to this year’s conference.  One man shared with me how he
describes Men’s Wellness events to those who haven’t experienced one.
“It is a group of conscious men getting together to explore ways of
becoming more conscious” Feel free to share this concept when appro-
priate.

The first fall conference-planning meeting will be July 30th in Santa
Fe.  You are invited.  Details to follow.  In the meantime, please let us
know if you have any thoughts, ideas, or questions regarding this year’s
conference.  Join us in  “Journeying With Conflict.”  for more informa-
tion contact Barry McIntosh at kbmac@cybermesa.com / 505-474-5579
or Howard Kaplan at howard.kaplan@wilsonco.com / 505-856-7185.
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WELLNESS SOUTH
Todd Tibbals

     Lately I’m pondering what it means to be a male in the
21st century. I rewind my memory tape to l966, to a valley
smack-dab on the waistline of the world, where Spring is the
only season. As Peace Corps Staff Representative for north-
ern Ecuador I’m visiting Miguel Andrango in the village of
Agato. Miguel is 35-ish, 5’ 2” with ready smile, black hair
pulled back into the traditional “trenza” and the bronze Inca
skin. Inside Miguel and Josefina’s modest adobe is a time-
worn loom on the dirt floor with “cuys” (guinea pigs — for
meat) scurrying about. Later Miguel would winkingly tell me:
“If we paved the floor our cuys would develop shin splints.”
     Miguel and Josefina are subsistence farmers and weav-
ers, shearing their own sheep, carding, spinning, dying and
weaving clothing and other items for the Saturday Otavalo
market. Miguel addresses me in Spanish, his second language,
the first being Quichua. “Please, Toddeo, assign a ‘Voluntario
de Paz’ to Agato to help us start a weaving co-op”. I know
Miguel by reputation — hard working, progressive. I am able
to find a Peace Corps Volunteer for the village, and I develop
a solid connection with Miguel during my two years. Their
son, Francisco, is born in ‘67, the co-op totters into exist-
ence, and Miguel pushes for getting electricity and running
water in the area. The ride from Otavalo to Agato on the fat
little bus (right out of a children’s story) is, for us “gringuitos”,
knee-bruising and mind-bending.  Only Quichua is spoken as
the vehicle tackles corduroy dirt/mud roads with sounds and
smells of a seem-
ingly bygone era.
     Back stateside, I
manage to visit
Miguel twice in the
next 15 years. He
lands a strong
“abrazo” around my
midriff—about as
high as he can
reach. They insist I
pick my own cuy-
on-the-hoof to be
sacrificed in my
honor. So, I point
vaguely at the band
of rodents and say:
“aquel” (“that
one”). Talk turns to
the weaving co-op
(growing yearly), to
Miguel’s trying to learn English, and to his dream of coming
to the US.
     New Years day 1982 I’m in Ecuador again. I’m curious to
see how life has changed for Miguel, the family and Agato. I
find the same outer third-world trappings, like cuys jockey-
ing for scraps on the dirt floor. But signs of change too—
more looms, more animals, healthier crops. Francisco is a
teen. I ask him where his father is. He’s embarrassed, but
leads me to a clutch of men celebrating New Years since
early last night. Miguel is so drunk he seems a stranger to

me. As Francisco and I help him home, I realize one of my
heroes is wavering on the pedestal where I’d placed him.
Miguel, not much of a drinker, usually avoids such macho
bouts, saying alcohol is the scourge of his people. Stammer-
ing, he blurts out: “Tengo verguenza que me ves asi; soy no
mas que un indio cualquier”! (“I’m ashamed for you to see
me this way; I’m really just another ordinary indian!”) Fran-
cisco and I carry him to bed beside the slumbering Josefina.
     In the mid-’80’s I finagle a trip to NM for Miguel. He Grey-
hounds from Miami. Debussing, he informs me: “Nadie en el
bus habla con nadie!” (“People don’t talk to each other on
buses here.”)  In Ecuador a bus ride is a social occasion. It’s
December and trees are mostly bare. My visitor, from the
land of no seasons, remarks: “How sad that so many trees
have died!”  He’s never seen snow close up. I bundle him in
three layers and he waddles (E.T.-like) around the Sandia ski
area, mumbling: “Que locura!!” (“What madness!!”—refer-
ring to skiers). Next day I’m taking cash from an ATM (which
is new to him). He wryly comments: “En Ecuador tenemos
que TRABAJAR por el dinero!” (“In Ecuador we have to WORK
for our money!”)
     I have arranged a get-together with Darby McQuade, pro-
prietor of Jackalope, hoping he’ll help sponsor Miguel to come
weave/sell in Santa Fe annually. Darby is a sweetheart and
goes for it. Miguel is curious about my fortnightly men’s group.
I explain that we gather to discuss “men’s issues.”  He looks
puzzled. I continue: “We often have trouble connecting with
other men in meaningful ways, and aren’t sure what our roles
should be in today’s world.”  My visitor unassumingly replies
that he interacts with men all the time in many settings, that

they talk openly about concerns such
as how to get better corn yields, how
to tweak the council about leveling the
road or how they can afford to take
Chavela to the doctor. “I wouldn’t see
much need for we village men to sit
and discuss how to live our lives, etc.!”
“Seria un lujo para nosotros.”  (“That
would be a luxury for us.”).  My role is
to take charge of things, such as the
crops and animals, organize the weav-
ing, and promote the co-op. I don’t
worry about what my role SHOULD be,
but rather how I’ll find enough time and
money. Maybe men in the US spend
too much time analyzing things.”  “En
cambio, para nosotros es nadar o
undir!” (“In contrast, for us it’s sink  or
swim.”)
     Into the ‘90’s Miguel continues so-
journing in NM part time, learning ba-

sic commerce English, weaving, and selling his wares, while
turning more profit than back home. One day a North Ameri-
can Indian approaches us speaking Navajo. Miguel replies in
Quichua. The gentleman switches to English, with: “You sure
LOOK like us but you don’t speak or dress like us!” (Their
respective ancestors split off after crossing the Bering
Strait thousands of years ago).
     Miguel brings Francisco, now 20-something, to NM one
summer. The son is less traditional than the father, but is

Continued on Page 17
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HIS DAD SHOWS UP: A HALF CENTURY LATE
                                              (continued from Page 12)
named after my fifth grade teacher. Although the intervening
years dull the memory of those days on the baseball dia-
mond, the yearning for paternal interest and support remained
constant. In fact, the longing to have my Dad attend one of
my sports events increased throughout my high school and
college soccer career.

     For decades I rationalized that expectations for men in
the 1940s and 50s were different from today: Fathers then
were not expected to be much more than bread-winners and
disciplinarians. In those days nurturing was considered to be
a mother’s job, not something you expected of dads. But all
my rationalizing did little to lessen the sadness I felt: Al-
though father-as-nurturer is a relatively new role, the desire
and need for father nurturing is not new. Sometimes there is
a roughness to the world that only a daddy can smooth out.
     I could never have predicted that I would have to wait
until I was the grandfather of four, and he the great-grandfa-
ther of eight, for him to attend one of my sports events. Just
as surely, I could not imagine that his being at one would still
be important to me. It may never be too late for a father to
demonstrate his interest in and support of his child. It is cer-
tainly never too early. Learning what is important to your
kids shows them that you take them as seriously as they
take themselves.
     By demonstrating your support as early as possible, you
can build upon the good feelings established and minimize
the hurt and resentment that is predictable when parenting
is disappointing – for parent or child.
     Perhaps, after a half century of waiting, I should not have
been so surprised at how good I felt about his presence on
the dock. After all, one of the many things I’ve learned in
interviewing kids for a book I’m writing on Lifelong DADDYING,
is that kids are very reluctant to give up thinking and hoping
that their fathers will eventually come around (literally and
figuratively). The desire and need for paternal support and
approval is so strong that it trumps reasonable evidence that
such support may not be forthcoming. The longing for it re-
mains intense, even if submerged.
     From the fathers I’ve interviewed I’ve learned that they,
too, experienced intense feelings of sadness and loss, par-
ticularly when they reflected on squandered opportunities to
spend more time with their children. With sadness, they shared
feelings that echoed the yearnings they had felt for the at-
tention of their own fathers when they had been kids.
     Father’s Day – June 16 – is an appropriate time to inter-
rupt this cycle of yearning, to develop a new mind set, and to
act upon it. Several years ago, believing that the traditional
conception of “father” was too limiting, I coined the term
“daddying” to describe the commitment and involvement in
their kids’ lives that many men are choosing today. Daddying
occurs when fatherhood and nurturing converge.
     While the biological act of fathering requires no commit-
ment – just the contribution of sperm – the ongoing process
of daddying requires a lifelong commitment to one’s chil-
dren.
    Daddying means connection, nurturing, emotional involve-
ment, support, advocacy, protection, and informality.
     As my experience with my Dad illustrates, it’s never too
late to start. Father’s Day provides a perfect opportunity to
begin daddying exuberantly, to begin the process of becom-
ing the father you want to be, the one you always wished
you had. •

 Father’s Day, 2002

Allan Shedlin, Jr. can be contacted at aschedlin@daddying.com.

sporting the characteristic trenza, fedora, poncho, white pan-
taloons and woven sandals. Two weeks later I visit them at
Jackalope. Francisco is now wearing a sweatshirt reading;
“Santa Fe Is Where It’s At”, while Miguel is lecturing him that
he’ll never sell many weavings trying to pass as an American.
     As years proceed, Francisco takes over the NM connec-
tion from Miguel who is needed more in Ecuador. The son is
weaving more innovative wares (which he says are easier to
sell in today’s market), learning English, and becoming more
acculturated. Says his younger family members back home
aren’t speaking as much Quichua, are sometimes cutting off
their trenzas and even moving to Quito. Meanwhile, Fran-
cisco is becoming a shopper. In K-Mart he’s a kid on Christ-
mas morning — buying radios, walkman, even bicycles. At
airline counters, radiating innocence, he charms his way
out of excess baggage charges.
     There is now running water back home in Agato and Miguel
has purchased a hose, but the family bull walks on it. In the
Santa Fe K-Mart Francisco spots a “hose caddy” (for winding
up your hose) and he’s in love!! It’s no doubt the first hose
caddy in northern Ecuador. I begin wondering if, in Fran-
cisco, I’ve helped create a lost, hybrid Frankenstein without
a country. Francisco, now 36, asks about my men’s group.
Says he’s not sure what it means to be an Indian man any
more, that he doesn’t have a core of male associates, like his
father has, feels ‘twixed and between, doesn’t have as defi-
nite a masculine role, and isn’t struggling for money now. “I
like all the conveniences and technology in your country;
however there’s a certain lack of ‘humanidad’ (“soul”), here.”
I make a mental note to try figuring out if it’s possible to
have both at the same time. Francisco adds that he doesn’t
fit in around Agato as much any more, and may soon move
his wife and kids to Otavalo. “Then maybe I could get a Green
Card and bring them to the States.  Something like a men’s
group might give me a chance to discuss these things.”  So
the dance of cultures goes on. I look forward to Francisco’s
arrival every year and seeing the transformations
 in progress.
     Recently I received an e-mail from Phyllis and Rick, trav-
eling in Ecuador. “We took you up on your suggestion to
meet Miguel (now 70-ish). We found him laying-up a
cinderblock wall, like the Energizer Bunny you say he is. He
and Josefina welcomed us, couldn’t feed us enough cuy, and
we reveled in the pastoral life of Agato.”  I close my i-Mac
and flash back to 1967. There is Miguel showing me how to
spin wool on a wheel that dwarfs him. Smiling and giggling,
he says I need a shave. “Si fueras de pura raza como
nosotros,no tendras que afeitarte!”  (“If you were of the pure
race like us, you’d never need to shave.”) •



DIRECTORY OF CONTACTS FOR MEN’S GROUPS IN NEW MEXICO

(This directory is a work in progress.  Please send corrections, additions and subtractions to GaryMcFar@aol.com.
Let’s get every men’s group in New Mexico represented on this list.  It will provide a rapid means of disseminating
information pertinent to Men’s Wellness among groups. Also, if you are interested in joining a group, you can use
this list to find a group in your area and then contact the representative to find out if the group is open or not,

it’s exact meeting place and if it meets your needs. Gary McFarland.)

Northern Region
Max August — Santa Fe — 820-1248

maxaugust@earthlink.net Intergenerational group
and the “Wounded and Clueless” group

Rob Hawley — Taos — 758-8176
rob@taosherb.com — New Warriors group

Victor LaCerva — Santa Fe — 983-4233
victorl@doh.state.nm.us

Robert Spitz — Santa Fe — 988-3541
robtspitz@aol.com — Wednesday Lunch Group

Paul Zelizer -- Taos — 758-9066
mrc@laplaza.org — Men’s Resource Center of

Northern New Mexico

Central Region

Dave Breault — Albuquerque — 266-9233
dbreault@lobo.net

Michael Hamilton — Sandia Park
eagle_call@msn.com

Bob Hollingsworth — Albuquerque — 294-4908
hollingsbooks@thuntek.net

Writer’s group and a regular group

Gary McFarland — Sandia Park — 281-9477
garymcfar@aol.com

Tim Murphy — Mountainair — 847-1850

David Robertson — Albuquerque – 345-0457
secretgardensdkr@aol.com

Pat Sauer — Albuquerque — 299-6749
psauer@accessinn.com

René Dominguez — Albuquerque — 856-0199
renedom@aol.com

Sal Treppiedi — Albuquerque — 275-7258
salteaches@yahoo.com

Hartley Wess — Albuquerque — 243-6888
hartleywess@excite.com

Southern Region
Neal Apple — Silver City
apple-allen@gilanet.com

Tony Harris — Las Cruces — 524-1899
antix@zianet.com

Jim Rogers — Las Cruces — 524-921
newvisjr@direcpc.com

 
Websites of interest to Men:

www.menshealthnetwork.org
www.malemenopause.com

www.vix.com/menmag
www.menstuff.org

www.themenscenter.com
www.menalive.com

www.nmmenswellness.org
         communities.msn.com/nmmenswellness
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PLAN on Attending the NMMW Summer Gathering July 25,26,27
See page 14 for Details and Registration Form on Back Cover



NM Men’s Wellness                                               Calendar of Events

Brown Bag Lunch – Santa Fe: Wednesdays noon – 1:30 p.m. at the Men’s Center (54 1/2 E. San Francisco 2nd
floor (just off the plaza, enter the door to the right of the Hagen-Daz store).  The “BROWN BAG LUNCH” is a “come
one, come all” men’s lunch group that has been meeting in Santa Fe for the past twelve years. A place to share from
the heart and be listened to from the heart. Contact (505) 690-6619 for more information.
 
Men’s Lunch Group - Albuquerque: Fridays 11:45 -12:45 p.m., at the Father and Family Center, 3214 Purdue Pl.,
N.E. (one block north of Central, west off Wellesley).  A drop-in men’s support group for men to talk about concerns
and issues in their lives.  Contact Dave Breault  (505) 266-9233.

Men’s Wellness Adopt-A-Highway Project: Saturday, September 13, 2003. Meet at Exit 234, I-25 and Tramway,
at 9:15 a.m.. Park on the southeast corner of the intersection in the open area next to the freeway. Contact: Bob
McMain at 248-1001 OR David Johnson at 266-9960, or to be added to the project email list email
rdrunr@zianet.com

New Mexico Men’s Wellness 2003 Summer Gathering: Friday, July 25 to Sunday July 27, 2003; Theme: “HOME
to HOPE.” Contact: Charles Fisher (505) 247-4872 (office) or (505) 292-6829 (home) email:
cfisher@abqadvocates.com.

New Mexico Men’s Wellness 2003 Fall Conference:  Starting @ 7 PM Thursday, October 2 ending @ 12 noon to
1 PM Sunday, October 5, 2003.  -  Ghost Ranch; Abiquiu, NM; Theme: “JOURNEYING WITH CONFLICT”; Con-
tact: Barry McIntosh (505) 474-5579  email: kbmac@cybermesa.com OR Howard Kaplan  (505) 856-7185 email:
howard.kaplan@wilsonco.com.

New Mexico Men’s Wellness Winter Cross Country Ski Weekend:  February, 2004; Contact: Lawrence Cook
(505) 898-2206.

New Mexico Men’s Wellness 2004 Spring Retreat:  April, 2004; Contact: Max August (505) 690-6619 or Kenn
Holsten (505) 992-1237.

OTHER MEN’S ACTIVITIES .... in and out of New Mexico
     The M.A.L.E.s (Men As Learners and Elders) program of the Center for Action and Contemplation is excited to announce
a powerful intergenerational conference for men ages 16 and older entitled, Wild Men to Wise Men: Ordinary Men as
Spirtitual Leaders, occurring on July 3-6 at the Convention Center in Albuquerque, New Mexico.  The conference will be
led by Dr. Robert Moore, an internationally renowned psychotherapist specializing in the development and maturation of
the male psyche through the archetype of initiation, and Fr. Richard Rohr, the founder of the Center for Action and
Contemplation, who has been involved with men’s work and rites of initiation nationally and internationally for the past 20
years.  These two accomplished teachers will serve as guides through the exploration of the male self with collected insights
from the wisdom of contemporary psychology, theological tradition, cultural anthropology and mythology.  The conference
also includes workshops designed to encourage and sustain mentoring relationships for men engaged with a variety of
populations, including church-based ministry, adolescents, incarcerated men, corporations and others.
     For more information regarding this conference please contact Roger Beaumont, Conference Coordinator, at (505) 242-
9588 extension 104 or to register online, visit the website of the Center for Action and Contemplation at
www.cacradicalgrace.org •
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JOURNEYING WITH CONFLICT
October 2 - 5

New Mexico Men’s Wellness
FALL CONFERENCE

See Page 15 for More Information



HOME TO HOPE
New Mexico Men’s Wellness  2003 Summer Gathering

July 25  through July 27, 2003
Jemez  Mountains, Cuba, NM

REGISTER                  REGISTRATION FORM                                  NOW!
(Please Print Legibly)

Name______________________________________________  Day Phone (____)_____-________

Address_________________________________________  Evening Phone (____)_____-________

City/ST/Zip_____________________,________________  email____________________________

Registration Fee* $ 40
Scholarship Requested (Max $20 ) (      )

(Please include written Request)
Scholarship Donation (Please be Generous)   _____
Tee Shirt  (Size  [  ] XL   [  ] L  [  ]  M)                    15         (Optional)

                       TOTAL ENCLOSED        $_____

                                 Make Checks payable to NMMW Summer Gathering and mail to:
                                                                                         NMMW Summer Gathering

Note: *Registration Fee includes subscription to Man Alive!                                c/o Charles Fisher
         and a gourmet dinner prepared by Scott Sharot.                                     1400 Central SE, Suite 2200

             Albuquerque, NM 87106
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