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Dear Editor
I’ve learned over the years that when your
interest isn’t there you shouldn’t be there
either; it’s time to take a break and find
something that feeds you.  That time has
arrived for me, so this will be my last issue
doing layout/design for Man Alive!.
I’m sure there is someone out there that
would like to jump into doing this.
If you have an interest taking this on please
contact Dan Scanlan.
Man Alive has gone threw many hands,
each with their own look and direction. I
look forward to seeing where MA goes
from here.
I continue to be amazed at the depth and
passion that men put into what they write.
Writing from the heart takes courage as
does putting it out there for other’s to tap
into. I feel that’s really what Men’s
Wellness is all about, putting it out there.
When you hear about men saying that
Men’s Wellness saved their lives, believe it,
it’s no joke.
Take a moment to think of the conferences,
gatherings and men’s groups that are
available to us. Remember, all the work and
energy that goes into creating these events
are all done on a volunteer basis. When I
hear about people making statements that
we don’t do enough to make the events
more diverse with men of color, sexual
preferences, young men etc., they don’t, in
my opinion, have a clue what’s going on
now or what’s been done in the past. You
can’t judge New Mexico Men’s Wellness
by what you might see or hear at a confer-
ence or gathering, you’re only seeing the
tip of the iceberg.  There is a huge amount
of work going on out there by men helping
other men open up to themselves. Don’t sit
back and complain, get involved and help
make it happen. Men’s Wellness is not
static, it like us, is constantly changing so
don’t sit back thinking you don’t have
anything to bring to this, we all do and
that’s what makes it work.
Threw my work and connection with Men’s
Wellness, I have had the opportunity to
expand my awareness of myself and the
world, to plunge into the depths of my own
pain and step forward into leadership roles.
My life continues to be rich because of the
great men I’ve met threw Men’s Wellness. I
honor you, thank you and look forward to
continuing “the ride” with you.

See you at the fall conference.

With Love
Cliff Taber
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Katrina and George
by Dan Scanlan

Katrina and George
Two of  a kind
Hell bent for damage
Out of their mind

Cities of homes
Millions live in
Pummeled by rage
Of original spin
 
The warnings came early
Leave your home fast
Catastrophe’s coming
By blow and by blast
 
Katrina and George
Just follow the law
Of physics and capital
And serve shock and awe
 
Falluja and Orleans
Two of a kind
Caught in the rampage
Of  vertigo mind
 
Ravaged by forces
None can control
An ill wind with no end
And a smirk with no soul

Dan Scanlan is a songwriter,
editor and ukulele player in
Grass Valley, California.
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Men’s Wellness Saved the Day
By Todd Tibbals

Well, I live in a Texas holler
And I ain’t seen many a dollar
I’m not long on looks and I don’t read books
And my clothes is strickly blue collar.

I guess you’d call me R-rated
And my trailer park ain’t gated
And when it comes to learnin’ I ain’t got much yearnin’
And I’m sure not sophisticated.

Chorus
Men’s wellness saved the day
I learned to put my real self on display
I now hug other men and eat tofu now
and again
Men’s wellness saved the day
In a sensitive new age way
Where you don’t have to get it
And the feelings are legit
And rednecking don’t even pay.

Well my life was lowdown and dire
And then I seen this here flyer
Saying come take a chance and learn
to advance
By gettin’ with men who fly higher.

I was tired of bein’ a boozer
And a genuine first class loser
So I got into a shuffle, packed my duffle
And caught me a Greyhound cruiser.

Well, I liked the Ghost Ranch view
As I stepped off in Abiquiu
And I didn’t wander far to meet the confer-
ence registrar
Who pointed to bunkhouse #22.

(repeat chorus)

There was fellas here, there and everywhere
Old ‘n’ young and some with funny hair
‘Round my neck they put a sort of lariat
Sayin’ I’m in the sacred clan of the Bear.

Next come this big-ass circle that was out of
sight
With a funny-lookin’ stick that gave ya the right
To be a klutz or spill yer guts
Lastin’ well on into the night.

Next morn I still has the butterflies
As they broke into gangs of a smaller size
But I was ready to flee as we sat knee to knee
‘Cause I couldn’t hardly look nobody in the eye.

(repeat chorus)

Finally I spun some tales
‘Bout my life in and out of jails
And they were all ears, with even some tears
This strangest bunch of males.

As I looked ‘round at these mugs
I didn’t see no thugs
But real dudes with all of their moods
And ready for lots and lots of hugs.

Mealtimes were a nice break
But sometimes I felt like a fake
With lots of doubts ‘bout eatin’ sprouts

When what I wanted was chicken-fried steak.

(repeat chorus)

Later my belly was still churny
When this guy says, “Hey Ernie,
Let there be no doubt that you can trip out
On this here sweat lodge journey.”

So, with real anticipation
I joined the great Lakota nations

I got myself naked and didn’t have to fake it
As I poured it out “to all my relations.”

Well I was still feelin’ a little shifty
But what happened next was mighty nifty
I’d always been a welder but now I’m an elder
‘Cause I passed the magic age of fifty.

(repeat chorus)

Well, I was getting’ over being shy
So Saturday night was one big high
I found on the book table a sort of bible
And I did a reading from Robert Bly.

By now it seemed like I’d been here ‘bout 10 nights
But Sunday mornin’ ‘twas time for last rights.
We drummed up an ending and left nothing pending
As we hugged and hugged to great new heights.

Well, in the end it wasn’t such a battle
As I felt mostly at home in this new saddle
So I packed my sacred dirt and cool T-shirt
And then I did a skedaddle.

Well, back here in Texas there isn’t a day
That I don’t think about that Ghost Ranch soiree
And I tip my Stetson and shun my Smith & Wesson
In honor of the Men’s Wellness Way.

(repeat chorus)

Todd Tibbals is an artist, musician and writer who lives
in Albuquerque.
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The Hummingbird”s Gift
by Joseph Woods

The rains were reluctant to travel north from Mexico,
The sweat lodge could wait for another time and space,
For we knew that we needed to gather in this place.

My old pony limped into our village for the weekend,
Where I knew I would be greeted with support,
And rounds of laughter would be shared in our court.

The pipe was passed around a cold fire pit,
Where each man’s heart was lit.

A male broad tailed hummingbird flew into our closing circle,
And hovered just above the heart of our leader, a flyer,
Who had taken us on a journey where each flew higher.

I drove away followed by a friend,
Knowing that time for my old pony was at an end.

Today I reflect and smile,

As I think of those good men,

And I know there is a bond even better than kin.

Joseph Woods is a life long E.T. contact and recovering Texan
who spends too much time in other dimensions, but is generally
considered a “nice guy.”

Illustration by © Joseph Woods 2005

© Joseph Woods 2005
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Antidote for the Venom of the Appropriateness Police
By David Beckley
The Group

It’s okay to be the group of men that we are.
It’s okay to be a marginal cultural construct.
It’s okay to be a narrow closed circle.
It’s okay not to have women in the group.
It’s okay to continue this way for another twenty years.
It’s okay to welcome all men.
It’s okay not to recruit others.
It’s okay to be as diverse as we already are.
It’s okay not to have behavior guidelines.
It’s okay not to have independent observers.
It’s okay to put “sacred space” in its place.
It’s okay to borrow rituals from others.
It’s okay to make the group what we want it to be.

The Man

It’s okay for each man to improve at his own pace and in his own way.
It’s okay not to improve.
It’s okay to self-monitor and self-correct our own speech and behavior.
It’s okay to be weak, insecure, super-sensitive, envious and well-meaning.
It’s okay to be silly, magnanimous, forgiving, envious and stupid.
It’s okay to make jokes about people.
It’s okay for each person to take responsibility for himself and his own feelings.
It’s okay to struggle for human rights.
It’s okay not to fight for the rights of others.
It’s okay not to be truly distressed about privilege.
It’s okay to feel welcomed and normal in the usual walks of life.
It’s okay to ignore our problems and the problems of others.
It’s okay to define our own boundaries.
It’s okay for each man to be himself.
It’s okay to interpret these okays in your own way.
It’s okay to change the world one person at a time.

David Beckley is a former Man, Alive! editor who
lives with his wife in Albuquerque.
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The NMMW 1st FATHER & DAUGHTER CONFERENCE
Ghost Ranch, New Mexico
June 3 – 5, 2005

The enlightened troglodytes of NMMW are used to expressing
their primal nature in beating the skin of drums. This often reaches
its apex in a circle bash on Cliff Taber’s El Gordo drum. In contrast,
at their first ever NMMW event, our gentler daughters were
entitled to feel some initial inhibition in participating in such
aggressive activity.

The men of NMMW may have engaged in construction and even
artwork from time to time. But, confronted with a myriad of
colorful plastic buckets, filled with semi-precious stones, beads
and silver, they seemed less confident in the art of jewelry making,
perhaps concerned to expose their design limitations or ham-

fistedness. On the other hand, the women, whether or not they
had prior experience, took to jewelry making like fish to water,
joyfully stringing necklaces, bracelets and pendants.

But during the course of this very special weekend, both fathers
and daughters swam freely in the other’s stretch of water. As a
metaphor for the arc of this conference, by its end, women were
walloping the drumskins, while swaying round their necks were
the gifts of jewelry their fathers had lovingly made for them.

Saturday morning opened with drumming that was, at best,
tentative. Only one woman drummed with her father, later rein-
forced but only by other fathers. Perhaps this reflected the high
expectations for, and uncertain outcome of, the NMMW First
Father-Daughter Conference. Even after the warmth and intimacy
of Friday evening, which saw a charming opening ceremony that
quietly recognized the unique, ever-changing nature of the father-

daughter relationship, the casting of the circle by fathers and
daughters making introductions based on what they most admired
in the other, and a small group session to find the commonality of
our experiences.

By Saturday afternoon, El Gordo and his beautifully painted little
cousin — courtesy of Elwyn Nunn — entertained a few more
fathers and a few more daughters. By then, the men had had a
collective “Duh!” moment. Wherever did we get the idea we had
to model for our daughters how to share and talk about feelings?

By Sunday morning, the father/daughter combo that drummed
that first time were delighted to be summoned from the other side
of Ghost Ranch by the booming sounds of the drums rolling out
across the valley from the Convocation Hall. The initiating
drummers were women. And, that morning, both big drums were

     Continued on Page 13

Drums & JewelsDrums & JewelsDrums & JewelsDrums & JewelsDrums & Jewels
Charles FisherCharles FisherCharles FisherCharles FisherCharles Fisher
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Reflection
By Michael Miller

Needing some time
To clear my mind

I took a ride
Found a place to hide

A mountain stream
Flowing by serene

The perfect place
To slow my pace

Questions in my mind
Of where I could find

A lover fair
My life to share

I want someone
To have some fun

To laugh to cry
My tears to dry

Knows my hopes my fears
Will always be near

Accept my worst my best
All the rest

Will grow with me
And always see

The beauty inside
And smile with pride

To be my friend
Stay until the end

Suddenly just then
Around the bend

I came to a pool
So clear so cool

Found within this creek
The person I seek

The object of my affection
There in my own reflection

Michael Miller grew up in Las Cruces, moved around for fifteen years, and has returned
to pursue a Bachelors of Arts in English at New Mexico State University.
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This morning, a friend and I hiked The Falls Trail from Bandelier
down to the mouth of Frijoles Canyon, where it meets the calm
and soothing flow of the Rio Grande. Our rest there, by the river,
gave my tired and somewhat saddened spirit a gentle lift. The sky
against the volcanic escarpments was the deepest, darkest of
cobalt blues, bluer than any paint I have ever brushed onto paper.
The earthy brown water of
our sustainer sang little
splashing noises, breaking
the silence so subtly.
Gnarled and twisted
junipers reached their grey
arms into the stillness of
the air. The sounds of
Canyon Wrens echoed
joyously, spontaneously,
out of the igneous walls
downriver from us. We
talked some, and listened
some. Of course, it is
always the listening that
brings me right into the
Now.

Nature has that amazing
power to capture my
senses so completely, so
quickly, and I might even
say, somewhat uncon-
sciously. I don’t have to
think about what impact
each experience in nature
will have on me…in fact, I
usually don’t even have
time to think about it. I feel
as if my main contribution
to the process is to just
make sure I get out into
nature (an action I often
forget, or am just too lazy,
to take). Once I am out in
nature, and “nature” might
even be a city park right in
the middle of a huge and
noisy city, I don’t know
what is going to happen. It
may evoke uncontrollable tears, surprising joy, a sense of
freedom; it may inspire me in some way, or shed new light on an
issue I’ve been stuck in and unable to resolve. The one thing that
almost inevitably happens, for me, in nature is that I am quickly
swept into the Now. It is so big, there is so much going on, so
much to see and hear and feel, that I just stop “thinking”. I can’t
say I even think about lightning, or rattlesnakes…maybe those
things are taken care of by primordial, instinctive brain? Of

course, I’ve had some education about the perils of the wild, and
perhaps that information is filed away somewhere, and hopefully
ready to use when it is needed. But my “thinking” stops. My
usual mode — obsession — stops, without my even knowing it.
My normal life worries that seem so big all the time disappear into
some irrelevant background. And, ironically, a biggie for me, my

loneliness, disappears
almost always when I am
in nature, more so when I
am alone. Maybe I can
even conclude, as a result
of this, that my “loneli-
ness” is something I
create in order to not be
present in the Now.

Is it fear that keeps me
from being in the Now,
and if so, why would
being in the Now be so
scary? What will happen?
I don’t think I am unique
in having this fear. We
seem to collectively
create realities that keep
us so busy that it’s
almost impossible to be
present, with what is, in
the Now. Is it impossible?
Can we be busy, and live
in the Now? Maybe so?
Maybe not?  I have seen
the threat of death be a
huge motivator for people
to be in the Now. But how
could it possibly take that
to live fully with each
moment, to embrace this
amazing gift we have all
been given?

I have seen others
affected in powerful
ways, as I am, by being in
nature. My friend who I
hiked with yesterday has

in the past expressed to me a certain level of discomfort he feels
about the wilderness. And yet, I saw him taking it all in, I watched
him observe and point out a pine tree that seemed to be growing
from a huge rock, I felt his confidence in himself grow when he
seemed to cross Frijoles Creek the third time with almost no
effort…a stream that, on the way down, he had found irritating
because there was no bridge crossing it. Did our hike yesterday

My Experience of NowMy Experience of NowMy Experience of NowMy Experience of NowMy Experience of Now
Mike NelsonMike NelsonMike NelsonMike NelsonMike Nelson

     Continued on page 15
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     Continued on Page 11

           The summer sky was light blue and
white clouds floated lazily through the sky.
The sun was high overhead, telling me that
noon was not far away. The uniforms of
my troops, were a bright, unsoiled blue
with shiny gold embroidery, connoting
both their recent addition to the Army of
the Potomac as well as a bright hopeful-
ness that this Army now lacked in its
weariness. Their young faces drew an
arched eyebrow here and there from other
grizzled, veteran faces that only a few
scant months ago looked their same ages.
Tired, weary faces that kept to themselves,
afraid of forming bonds with the future
dead.

           “Why was I here?”, I asked myself,
searching for a reason I would place
myself willingly in the midst of what
seemed insane madness and painful death.
I believed in our Union, and in the men
who had founded us. Noble, diverse,
visionary men who could only agree on
one thing. That the unhappy, authoritative
rule by feudal, Hapsburg like families,
would be replaced by a land that while
flawed, professed its firm adherence to its
belief that a person had a divine right to
pursue his own life, his own liberty and his
own ability to be happy. It was a hopeful
thought for the world. A unique thought in
the history of mankind, I mused. Worth
dying for? Yes, I answered.
            And yet I admired these men of the
South for their strong desire to protect
their families, their homes and their way of
life with their lives. And equally I felt them

misguided and blinded by a way of life that
was inherently oppressive to some. Still,
didn’t they have a right to their own self-
government locally? But at whose ex-
pense? It was all so confusing. Still, I came
down on the side of preservation of the
sacred idea of equality and right to
happiness. Such divinity of vision was
worth my life and pain. Wasn’t it? Yes, it
was.
             I turned to the scene at hand. Mess
kits rattled as they emerged from back-
packs to the eagerness that followed all of
us envisioning them as filled. Food, even
hardtack, offered a welcome respite from
the constant anxiety that attended us.

There was no difference in that feel from
the officers to the men. And such egalitari-
anism bonded us together. Rank, at those
times, seemed unimportant and we blended
together as a brotherhood.  Even war, it
must be, had its constructive sides of
camaraderie and spirit.
             I looked at the ridgeline we held.
High open ground with more open grass
between us and the tree line a half mile
away. On our side, so many blue ants as
far as I could see on my left. Busy blue
ants. Not convulsed with thought like I,
but scurrying, each to his appointed task
with head down, focused. Non-thinking,
energetic ants. Devoted ants. Loyal ants.
These ants did not deserve to die. And yet
many, I knew, were destined to die this
day….many, many. I was sad.
              All day I had seen specks of grey
here and there in the opposing tree line

and the mottling colors of woolen and
cotton shirts that augmented the Southern
uniform. Here a bandana and there a
suspender. Their hiddenness gave me the
impression they were not ants, but I knew
they were. I could feel their hive’s energy
bustling with the same intensity as ours.
              On the other side of the field
before me, I suddenly became aware of
several flashing glints here and there.
They were increasing in number. Terror
reached deep into my heart, surrounding it
with a suffocating grip. Those were the
telltale symbols of death. Those were
bayonets.

               Instinctively, I yelled at my now
forming messline to return to me. Slowly at
first, and then more quickly as they too
now noticed the ever increasing threaten-
ing steel flashes, they started to return to
our breastworks. I wondered if their
throats were blocked as mine now was. But
no time. Action may soon be upon us.
Now I must not think. I must not be. I am
an officer. I must not fear. I must do. Action
by doing. That is my appointed and
accepted role.
                 So why was I thinking? Why
were thoughts engulfing my mind now?
                A young uniformed boy, probably
not more than 13, was making his way,
darting between blue ants. Approaching
me from down the line. I knew he was
meant for me. A drummer boy he must have
been redirected now as a courier I thought.
More fear. He must be the harbinger of
orders. And orders could only mean one

The LieutenantThe LieutenantThe LieutenantThe LieutenantThe Lieutenant
Wayne GodfreyWayne GodfreyWayne GodfreyWayne GodfreyWayne Godfrey
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thing……..battle. And battle meant death
and pain.
                 I was new to this. Not yet
numbed to its horror. I wished he would
turn, and go to some other unit, some
other officer. But steadily he sought me
out. For once I wished I wasn’t that
important.
                “The order is fix bayonets, sir”
he fairly shouted. “Prepare to Repel”.
There. It was done. With a few scant
words, men were going to die. Just a few
words. Now the nobility of my cause had
disappeared. Completely. Fear had an icy
grip on my heart. And I was a leader of
those about to face death. I was the
instrument of death and pain. How could
this be?
               I hesitated. The mental vision of
my troops immediately vanished, trans-
forming instantly to a vision of the
adversarial army charging across the field
before me. With my mind I saw multiple
thick lines of gray sweeping across ankle
high grass, and while aware of them I
could really only focus on one opponent,
one man. His face alternating between the
contortions of a confidence-galvanizing
rebel yell and then the fear that he so
shared with me. And further my gaze
drifted to his bayonet. All at once I
thought of the great pain that he was to
inflict on me if I did not inflict it on him
first. One of us was going to die a most
hideous and painful death. Our prior
choices made it so.
               While I was aware of the many
fearful questioning glances from my boys
looking at me, waiting for my instructions,
I remained entranced by my vision. For the
moment I could not address them. And yet
I was vaguely aware their safety, at least of
a few, would depend on their confidence
engendered by my decisiveness. What a
sickening feeling, this responsibility. Could
I give the order?. My men were waiting,
breathlessly. They were depending on me.
I faltered. I was paralyzed. I remained
speechless.
               My senses quickly refocused from
my mind’s thoughts  to my mind’s vision.
My opponent had closed to stand before
me with rifle and bayonet poised at my
chest. I felt an imaginary bayonet start to
penetrate my blue uniform thrust by my

imaginary foe.  As the bayonet reached
flesh, there was initially no feeling. The
delay of my body’s reporting the pain that
was about to invade, while probably micro-
infintesmal, seemed like years. I could see
the bayonet slowing entering my body yet
still no pain. Surreal.
               Then it struck. Words cannot
convey the massive overload of pain.
Unbearable waves of pain wracked every
nerve, every fiber. I cannot report to you
how fully I was consumed with this horror,
this feeling. I wished so dearly for comple-
tion to the pain but none was forthcoming.
“Sweet death, come to me
now…Now…..NOW”  I begged audibly.

My knees buckled. I was falling.
The face of my opponent now alternated
between the blood lust glee of his success
and his survival to the horror of what he
was doing. He adjusted his body’s angle
to fully thrust and finish his work. Un-
thinkingly, he performed his task with duty,
not zeal. I was glad, even in extreme pain,
that he did not love what he was doing.

I awoke. Covered with sweat, glad
to feel the softness of the pillow under my
head and the texture of cotton beneath my
body. I was safe. I was spared. I did not
have to answer the decision to give orders
to fix bayonets. “Oh sweet universe, thank
you, thank you, thank you”. I was over-
come with gratitude. Slowly I rolled over,
glad to feel my own skin. So, so glad.
Welcome back to serenity and life.

Over the days that followed my
questioning grew. And with it the confu-
sion that so precedes learning and
understanding for me. I welcomed my
confusion. I knew, from my past experi-
ences that confusion is my friend, for my
original values were being divinely
challenged by the universe. Not an

invasive challenge that was judgmentally
labeling me a killer but a heart challenge to
explore my own truths and come to my
own answers.

As a trained, professional combat
soldier in my earlier, youthful days, I was
now being challenged to seek deeper, more
conscious values. And I knew that despite
my dream, I was free to choose even my
original values if they still showed merit.
But now I was really seeing myself and
choosing my own truth. A liberating
feeling. A smile alit on my lips. I saw the
universe combining with me to help me
become wiser.

What did it mean? Was I a
cleverly disguised pacifist? Did I still wish
to protect home and hearth at risk of my
own life? Is our country currently moving
from protection to aggression? How far
was I willing to support such a great
country that seemed to be shifting to self-
concern only? What could I do to bend
the twig in a different direction? Should I?

     Continued on next page 17

The LieutenantThe LieutenantThe LieutenantThe LieutenantThe Lieutenant
continuedcontinuedcontinuedcontinuedcontinued
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I came to what I call a “quiet epiphany” in early August. I realized
that, after 36 years of adult life, I had “not been as successful as I
wanted to be” on both professional career and personal intimacy
issues (the Big Two that Freud talked about - work and love). I
haven’t been able to get a decent job in over 3 years and have
been incredibly frustrated by the job market; and in all of my adult
life, I’ve never had an
intimate relationship
with a female for more
than one year, never
manifested a live-in
relationship, and
didn’t feel that any of
my male/female
relationships had
“lived up to my
expectations” for
“stability.”

For a long time, I have
judged both of those
issues against “a
standard which was
given me by my
parents and the
society around me,”
and felt that I had
come up rather short
in the comparison,
considerably less than
my own expectations
would allow me to feel
comfortable. And the
result is that I have
been intensely bitter
about both of those
issues for a very long
time, a bitterness
which has chewed up my insides (literally - an enormous amount
of GI distress for many, many years) and made me “leak anger” for
far too long.

The “quiet epiphany” of this last month was: that it’s time to
mature, and part of that maturity is to construct a new set of
standards by which to judge my life. And a realization that I have
the ability to set my own expectations, rather than having them
set for me by others.

Hence, I decided that, with the backing of my inheritance (which,
while it doesn’t make me “wealthy,” does give me a “sufficient”
modest income), I want to devote a good portion of the rest of my
life to volunteer work, to being what I have dreamed about for
many years, what I call a “professional volunteer”. [I will continue
to pursue funding for Mariposa Men’s Wellness Institute, but

this will keep me busy “in the meantime” and when I’m not
working on MMWI issues.] In that regard, I have sent out a note
to many of my colleagues in St. Louis  requesting assistance with
“brainstorming” sessions on “how best to use the many wonder-
ful skills, talents, experiences, and education that I have in my
toolkit” in volunteer capacities, i.e., how to develop what the

Buddhists refer to as “right calling.” Many colleagues have
responded positively and I’ve had the first in a series of sessions.
My therapist suggested that I should also look into international
volunteer work (assuming I can find an agency which would pay
my travel, food and housing costs), which would give me the
opportunity to finally get the international travel that I’ve dearly
wanted all my life and a chance to interact with other cultures on
a more personal level. Great idea!

On the intimacy level, I realize I’ve been chasing “The Holy Grail
of Relationships” for too long and have not been finding what I
wanted. Therefore, my new standard will be to enjoy my single
life and deeply appreciate the many powerful and empowering
relationships I have with women, without spending inordinate
amounts of time “searching for THE ONE” relationship that will
“satisfy my heart and body.” If what I have wanted is manifested,

     Continued on page 14
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Drums & JewelsDrums & JewelsDrums & JewelsDrums & JewelsDrums & Jewels
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MEN’S CROSS-COUNTRY SKI WEEKEND
FEBRUARY 23-27, 2006

Natural beauty, camaraderie, sharing, solitude,
cross-country skiing, snow shoeing,

merry making, reflection, companionship
in a safe, supportive men’s environment

    Join us at COOKS’ CABIN in the Blanco Basin
in Southwest Colorado

for the 17th Annual Gathering

                                       Our 3500 sq. ft. log home with spa can accommodate twenty or so.

                                      The cost is $25 per person per night.  Please pay at the weekend.

The essence of the weekend is in the spirit of camaraderie. We continually enjoy proffering to others the opportu-
nities to be at peace in the blanketed Blanco Basin. Please bring what you wish to share via poetry, songs, stories,
queries, games, talking sticks, drums and other musical instruments. The time can be as laid back or structured
as you wish to make it.

For further information, contact Lawrence Cook at 1503 Lucyle Pl. N.W., Albuq. N.M. 87114-8819 or

continually pounded by tag teams of
fathers and daughters, while those not
able to reach the drums scooped up rattles,
tambourines, and hand drums and shook
and danced and hooted and hollered.

Meanwhile, the jewelry making table, that
started out like a sewing circle of daugh-
ters, was soon surrounded by both women
and men, sifting and selecting from the
generously donated stones and beads and
silver ornaments, determining which
combination was most energetically
auspicious and most aesthetically pleas-
ing, and then studiously stringing neck-
laces or bracelets for their father/daughter.
The women adeptly and naturally trans-
formed jewelry making into an additional
talking circle. The men seemed less
inclined to multi-tasking, more single
minded. Maybe a father in two minds

about anything would be stretching the
gray matter a little thin. But the men were
enabled to express their inner beauty and
to celebrate the beauty of their daughters.

Whatever the feelings of fear and uncer-
tainty with which it opened, the Confer-
ence saw men reaching out to daughters
from whom they felt estranged or in whose
lives they regretted not having played as
full a part as they would have liked, and
daughters confronting with confidence the
obstacles that they perceived as prevent-
ing them from entering into a complete,
appreciative and accepting adult relation-
ship with their fathers.

By the conclusion of Sunday’s closing
ceremony, thoughtfully designed by the
daughters, we stood together in a circle of

loving families, hearts beating like drums,
strung across the grass under the giant
cottonwood like a string of jewels.

What a gift — to ourselves, to each other,
and to the wider universe. Kristen
Kauffman is to be applauded for wonder-
ing why Men’s Wellness should so often
open its arms to the sons of its attendees,
while denying a similar opportunity to the
daughters. And kudos to Michael
Kauffman for listening and acting on that
proposition. Anyone privileged to be there
will hope that it is just the first of a lengthy
series of annual meetings.

Photos by Amiel Gervers
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Someday
By Brett Nelson

Tears lie sleeping
in the hollows behind my eyes.
They
Someday

Tears lie sleeping
in the hollows behind my eyes.
They’re all that’s left of my unlived lives,
fruit that withered on the vine,
unpicked by the hand that fear stopped.
Fear of being wrong, or being wronged,
of tearing someone’s heart, or mine,
of being shamed and shunned,
of being trapped and sinking
in the whirlpool of expectation and judgment -
the messy quicksand that is living.

I flew above it all, observing,
thinking of what I might do…
Someday.

6/17/05

so be it; if not, that’s fine also. Mainly, I’ve decided to not be
“solely focused” on “what I”ve so far been unable to achieve.”

In other words, enjoy my life as it is!

Wow, what a concept! Enjoy what I have and who I am!!

PS: Having made the decision to pursue being a “professional
volunteer,” in mid-August I began assisting a St. Louis anti-lead
poisoning activist organization with volunteer consulting
around issues of organizational and Board development and
visioning. Even though I made it clear that I was fully prepared
to offer my services for free, they insisted that they wanted to
pay me from a grant they had previously secured. Then, several
nights later, at another meeting of the group, I offered more
suggestions on getting bankers, judges, and law enforcement
more actively involved in the process. The following morning,
the director of the City of St. Louis anti-lead poisoning program
called me, requesting that I apply for an open position in her

offer—noting that she is doing the interviewing and I will be
working for her.

After three years of very little employment-search outcomes, and
a couple of weeks of “cleaning out the emotional filters and
unrealistic life expectations,” an offer appears! Clearly, this
represents an “immediate” distinct outcome to the dispensing of
all the bitterness and anger toward my situation and the unrealis-
tic belief systems that I”ve harbored for many years.

Ah, spiritual surrender is such a blessing!

Quiet Epiphany/Right CallingQuiet Epiphany/Right CallingQuiet Epiphany/Right CallingQuiet Epiphany/Right CallingQuiet Epiphany/Right Calling
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Donald B. Jeffries, MPA, MSW is  President/CEO of Mariposa
Men’s Wellness Institute in St. Louis MO (http://www.mmwi-stl.org).
He has been actively involved in the men’s movement since 1987
and lived in New Mexico for 29 years.
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They Said
By Jeff Rahn
 
They said I’d never amount to more than
an electrician or plumber.
 
I guess they were right.
I plumb the depths of soul.
 
roll over feelings and thoughts
get caught in obsessions
 
they were right I’m an electrician
that works with premonitions
primordial energies
 
I sit and watch for electrifying performances
a word or a sound that sets off a bomb
 
and starts my heart ticking
wicking off beads of sorrow,
ineligibility, inequality
 
“equality” they all shouted.
 
kick ball fill my mind
with love this time

Jeff Rahn explains: After some standardized
testing in fourth grade the Principal and his
assistant told my mother I’d “never amount to
anything more than a plumber or an electrician.”

Mike Nelson lives in Santa Fe, and is
writing a novel and finishing his first
book of poetry, which should be in print
within the next 4-5 months

carry him into the Now also? I don’t know.
I have also experienced situations where I,
and others I have been with, have not
entered fully into the Now just by being in
nature. Occasionally, but rarely, I am
simply too steeped in my obsessions that
even the bigness of nature isn’t enough to
take me out of them. I have been with a few
others in nature who were not at all used
to spending any time away from “civiliza-
tion,” and just the unfamiliar and mysteri-
ous aspects of nature were too much for
them. Their response to what, for me, is so
powerfully awesome, was one of fear and
intense discomfort…nature was not a Now
experience for them. On the other hand,

maybe there are certain other experiences
of nature that do bring them into the Now.
This leaves me with the sense that being in
the Now is not only a process unique to
each individual, but perhaps is something
we can control a lot more than we think we
can. I have a friend who I truly think enters
a Now experience for herself when she is
watching certain programs on TV and
drinking her cokes. Someone else might
find they are most in the Now when they
are at work, grouting tile. For me, nature is
the most predictable way to be fully in the
present experience of Now. But there are
other ways that I can at times enter that
sacred space: Drumming; Pulling weeds in

the garden; Kneading bread dough;
Reading a good book…. Perhaps I can
truly be in the Now any time I choose to
be. But what I think needs to happen is
that I need to be willing/able to surrender
to something that is larger than I am, larger
than my worries, larger than my mind,
larger than my illusion of being in control. I
think I’ll try and experiment with this
between Now and the time of the Fall
conference….uh oh, there I go again, with
my habit of not fully being in the Now.

My Experience of NowMy Experience of NowMy Experience of NowMy Experience of NowMy Experience of Now
continued from pg. 9continued from pg. 9continued from pg. 9continued from pg. 9continued from pg. 9
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21st Annual
New Mexico Men’s Wellness

Fall Conference
October 27 - 30,  2005

Ghost Ranch; Abiquiu, NM

“Living in the NOW”

“All negativity is caused by an accumulation of psychological time and denial
of the present. Unease, anxiety, tension, stress, worry - all forms of fear - are

caused by too much future, and not enough presence. Guilt, regret, resentment,
grievances, sadness, bitterness, and all forms of nonforgiveness are caused by

to much past, and not enough presence.”

Eckhart Tolle - “The Power of Now”

Questions about the conference?
Contact:

Tony Harris (505) 526-2398 abharris@zianet.com.
Charles Fisher (505) 247-4099, cfisher@abqadvocates.com

See back cover for registration form

There are no guarantees these questions and a whole lot more will be answered,
but we treasure coming together in a circle of men, celebrating who we are and

coming away with a renewed vitality.

How many of us can say we live life to the fullest in the present?
How many of us know what being in the NOW really is?
What prevents us from being in the NOW?
Do we really want to be in the NOW, especially if what we are
experiencing is pain and an absence of joy?
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Wayne Godfrey, West Point class of 1972 and NM Men’s Wellness,
class of 2003, lives in wonderful, contemplative retirement from
his own business on the Westside of Albuquerque.

Again my visionary mind spoke to me. I do not
know why my thoughts shifted but they did. To my
experience of women’s liberation groups. How strange.

My experience of women’s liberation groups
were mixed. Why was I suddenly thinking of women’s
groups?  In addition to assertively declaring their own
freedom from oppression and male domination for some
years which I perceived as having merit,  I equally was
uneasy with their sometimes aggressive depiction of
men as uncaring and unfeeling, which was untrue for
me. They seemed to scream at me that I was guilty for
being unable to feel and their words tortured me
with guilt.

I knew that wasn’t “the
me” inside and yet I felt
compelled to apologize
globally for male
behavior. It was
warping my own
image as a man….of
men. I was becom-
ing an apologist
for male behavior.
Was this dream
related?

Yes.
It all

came to me. I
was blessed
with clarity.

Tribes,
throughout
history, have
required the sexes to
perform roles that were tribe-supportive as well as being
suited to their gender-based, natural born capacities.
Women, naturally found the domain of domestication
and family as their venue, as in line with their gender’s
skill of nurture, child bearing and family support. Men
were called upon to protect the tribe, if necessary
through the force of arms and with their lives because of
their physically stronger gender attributes. That some
tribes chose to use males in aggression roles beyond
defense, did not negate their original role as tribal
defenders.
             And men, it seemed, could not face the prospect
of such a horribly painful death such as I had encoun-
tered in my dream if they remained the feeling creatures
as did females. Despite their promises of loyalty, honor,
dedication and tribal ritual to the tribe and their families,
it was still inadequate to face prospects of such
overwhelming pain and death. It would take immunity to
their feelings of horror at the pain they were to inflict or
that they themselves would bear. And thus required, we

men embarked on the path of hiding our feelings, of
burying them and of denying them for centuries. A
path we are only now daring to unearth and address
— a pathway that we male pioneers are finally daring
to follow even as we question.
                 I still do not know whether I favor support-
ing family and country to the death over my duty to
honor my fellow man by refusing to take his life. Both
philosophies have merit to me. Contextually, I know I
could support either. This quandary remains unre-
solved but I am ok with that.

               But the beauty of my dream is to see
that men are who they know themselves

to be, each different, each unique
and yet each filling their role

as individuals within a
brotherhood, tied together
by their gender. And
now that I see the tribe
has created me in its
image for its purposes
and solely for its
requirements, I am
now free to choose
to honor myself
more fully with the
truth of an authen-
tic me that I am

only now
seeking and
crafting.

The LieutenantThe LieutenantThe LieutenantThe LieutenantThe Lieutenant
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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, its exact meeting place and if it meets your needs. GaryMcFarland.

Northern Region
Max August — Santa Fe — 820-1248

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

Michael Hamilton — Santa Fe — 699-3936
eagle_call@msn.com

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

Bob Hollingsworth — Albuquerque — 294-4908
Writer’s group and a regular group

Gary McFarland — Tijeras — 286-4502
garymcfar@aol.com

David Robertson — Albuquerque – 344-5489
robertson_d@aps.edu

Pat Sauer — Albuquerque — 299-6749
pasacom1@yahoo.com

Steve Smith — Rio Rancho — 892-6142
steve-kendra@newmexico.com

Todd Tibbals — Albuquerque — 898-7351
tbtibbals@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

René Dominguez — Silver City -- 534-0580
renedom@aol.com

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

Jim Rogers — Las Cruces — 524-9216
newvisjr@direcpc.com

Websites of interest to Men:

www.nmmenswellness.org
www.menshealthnetwork.org

www.malemenopause.com
www.vix.com/menmag

www.menstuff.org
www.themenscenter.com

www.menalive.com
             communities.msn.com/nmmenswellness
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NM Men’s Wellness                                           Calendar of EventsNM Men’s Wellness                                           Calendar of EventsNM Men’s Wellness                                           Calendar of EventsNM Men’s Wellness                                           Calendar of EventsNM 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: Date to be anounced. 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 2005 Fall Conference:  Starting @ 7 PM  Thursday, Oct 27, 2005 to 1pm Oct 30, 2005
-  Ghost Ranch; Abiquiu, NM; Theme:  TBA;  Contact: Tony Harris (505) 526-2398 (day) (505) 647-9670 (eve), email:
abharris@zianet.com.

New Mexico Men’s Wellness Father/Daughter Conference: June 3,4,5, 2005 - Ghost Ranch, Abiquiu, NM.
Contact: Michael Kauffman 505-421-2421 e-mail: windhorse @ plateautel.net.
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06 Spring Retreat:  April 2006 at Hummingbird Camp in the Jemez Mountains:  Tentative Topic —”Communicating
with Heart and Intention.” Contact Charles Lamson at 505-466-6166 or clamsonsea@aol.com if you are interested
in serving on the organizing committee or have any recommendations.
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2005 Fall Conference Registration Form

Registration fee of  $225 includes room and board, T-shirt and a subscription to 

   Space for this conference is limited and it fills up quickly.

Man, Alive!

   

Please sign up early!

Make checks payable to:
NM  Men’s Wellness

PO Box 4732
Santa Fe, NM 87502

Please print legibly

*


