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Man Alive?
Editor

Dear Readers,
As I write this, I recall that gray sky
morning a month ago, not too far from the
headwaters of the Pecos River. That was the
morning, surrounded by summer-green cool
country aspens (and more than 30 men who,
like myself, were attending the New Mexico
Men’s Wellness Summer gathering), when I
decided to become editor of Man Alive!
I had wondered, for several months,
what would happen to this resource which I
had so treasured over the years—this
resource called Man Alive. Dan Scanlon had
reached a point where he was ready to
relinquish his responsibilities as editor, but no
one would step forward to take over. I was
saddened by the apathy in this community of
men. “How could they let Man Alive die?” I
asked. That morning, I woke up and realized I
was part of “them.” Within a few days, after
tossing the idea around in my heart and with
my friends, I had made the decision. I would
volunteer to be editor of Man Alive for a year.
Over the last five weeks, I have been
so pleased, amazed, and overwhelmed by what
you men, all of you, have sent me. The
uniqueness in each of your voices repeatedly
touches me deep in my core, as I read, edit,
ponder, choose. How do I choose to print one
amazing piece, but not another? It is a
dilemma I wrestle hard with, a dilemma I would
imagine is not foreign to many editors. Man
Alive can be so many pages, not enough to
accommodate everything that touches me. So,
that said, I will do my best to choose from my
heart for each issue I print. Your submission
may or may not be printed; regardless, I am
grateful for what you send in.
My original intention for this issue,
to follow in the footsteps of Gary McFarland,
had been to have a theme-based issue on
Aging. When much of what was being
submitted did not seem to relate directly to
“aging,” I decided to surrender my need to
control things, and just let the issue be what it
would be (it turns out there are some pieces
that do relate to aging, after all). Nevertheless,
I am going to carry forth with the theme
concept, and have a theme for each issue. If
the theme speaks to you, great! Write about it.
If not, write something else.
You may notice a change in the cover
of this issue. See if you can tell what it is. I
give full credit for the perversity of this to Cliff
Taber, though I hold myself responsible, as
editor, for approving of it. I liked it. I thought
it was a good idea, given the uncertainly of the
Continued on Page 13
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“OL BUDDIES”
Todd Tibbals
Summer 1948, I’m nine. Our family builds a house in an Ozzie n’
Harriet-type suburb of Columbus, Ohio—in a ravine, with a
creek, which we soon discover is the unofficial neighborhood
playground. I meet a boy, Artie, exactly my age, living six
houses down. He and his three siblings seem to forgive me and
my three sibs for invading their cowboys and indians landscape. Artie is pudgy; me a bit of a string bean. We zoom to
school on our Schwinns. I realize that our household is more
formal than his. Having Artie over for lunch requires planning
by my Mom. At his place, it’s just a head count at meal time,
with all comers welcome. I observe that his parents, Cecilia and
Arthur, seem to have lots of fun.
The next summer, and several thereafter, Artie and I journey to
West Virginia for an eight week boys’ camp, where we learn fast
about becoming adolescents. On our street we’re becoming
ring leaders, into all
manner of adventures,
such as charging other
kids 15 cents to come
gawk at my granddad,
the aptly named Ernest
Tibbals, who is missing
his left hand thumb.
We crawl through
sewers and dig underground forts. Our
newspaper route is so
down pat that one
Sunday morning, we
attempt delivering to
our customers blindfolded before dawn. A
certain Halloween saw
us going door to door
as a giant ghost, with
me on Artie’s shoulders under a long sheet. Said ghost soon
gets divided in half when we realize we’re only entitled to one
bag (for collecting treats) as a single being.
We build a Rube Goldberg soap box derby with an actual motor,
and a 12 foot row boat in his basement, which is seriously
damaged by a large bottle of root beer upon attempting to
christen it at the Scioto River. A year before we can legally
drive, we fork over $50 for a worse-for-wear 1937 Olds, and hot
rod it around a hilly field until it dies. Our summer jobs run from
sweeping floors at Elephant Lumber Store (me) to working in the
Connecticut tobacco fields (him). I play generic end (before
split ends, tight ends, etc.) on our high school gridiron team
while Artie sacrifices his considerable body as nose guard on
defense. Neither of us dates much. We pace for 20 minutes in
front of the telephone, mustering nerve to call a girl. We’re now
breezing to classes in his white ’51 Chevy convertible.
We decide on separate colleges 150 miles apart—Ohio U. for

him and Miami U. for moi. Artie and I see each other whenever
possible. He meets Nancy, and it waxes serious.
The two of us envision something special for the summer of ’61,
when we’ll clock 21 years. We commandeer his parents’ red and
white ’55 Mercury station wagon and outfit it with an old
portable typewriter protruding from the glove compartment—to
document our first trip west of Ohio. I remember trying to think
of something interesting to type about Indiana on our first day
out. We camp and hike the West, in search of our celluloid
matinee cowboy heroes. On the eve of my 21st we’re in Jackson
Hole, Wyo. in the Silver Dollar Saloon. At midnight I’m finally
legal so I buy drinks all ‘round. Two nights later we celebrate
Artie’s coming of age in Yellowstone by taking a fifth of Jim
Beam into our tent. Then it’s on to Las Vegas and California.
We sell the Mercury and
hop a ship for Hawaii,
where the sunning comes
easier than the surfing.
Next we wing it to Japan,
stay with a local family,
climb Mt. Fuji, and savor
the Japanese culture. From
a phone booth on a Tokyo
street Artie phones Nancy,
while I’m counting our
remaining yen. Big game
hunting in Alaska caps off
the summer—my first and
last such experience. We
try to convince our grizzled
guide that the rifle range at
summer camp (circa 1953)
was the perfect preparation
for stalking big horn,
moose and bear in the Alaskan boonies.
Well, a year later I’m standing tall as Best Man at Artie and
Nancy’s nuptials. 1962 means college graduation. We both lean
toward Lazarus Department Store in Columbus to become
management trainees, and we seem on track to savor the
American Dream. However, my Miami U. sweetheart and John
Kennedy conspire to alter that, by her saying adios, and he
creating the Peace Corps. I apply to the Corps not really
expecting to be accepted.
But, eureka, Artie goes to Lazarus and me to the slums of Peru
with the first wave of Volunteers to that country. He and Nancy
settle into the same neighborhood we grew up in and start
having the expected 2.3 kids. Later Artie becomes a successful
stock broker, even managing some of my earnings. After two
years of grass roots work in Peru, and a Masters Degree in Latin
American Studies, I spend 24 more months in Ecuador as a
regional Peace Corps director.
Continued on page 16
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Elegy for Jeff Harnar
Nicholas Ballas

The architecture of a lifetime is best
understood
by climbing into the spaces defined
by acts of Goodness
and acts of Love.
Whether you sit in a room full
of windows
or in a basement full of tools
you can’t help but feel
the influence
of a life well lived
and a generous mind.
We play in three dimensions
and pray in many directions
we make love in a thousand
different positions
and at the end of the day
we sleep
like we slept
when we were rocked in the
cradle.
Alone
with our blankets
our darkness
and our dreams.
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Redefining Aging: Caring, Sharing and Growing
The New Mexico Conference on Aging
Gary Carlson
The 28th New Mexico Conference on Aging was held August 1517 at Glorieta Conference Center. It was my fifth Conference, and
I have also been on the Conference Planning Committee for the
past four years. Each year, about 1,500 persons attend the two
and a half day Conference. Most of the participants are elders
(ages from 50 to 90), relatively evenly split between Anglos,
Hispanics and Native Americans. The Conference features over
100 mini-workshops on a full range of topics of interest to the
elder population, and to the professionals who work with them.
Because of my interest in Conscious Aging, I have presented a
number of workshops
and also worked to
develop a Conscious
Aging track (focus area)
for the Conference for the
past three years. We had
about 20 workshops this
year that dealt with
Conscious Aging topics.
One of the highlights of
the Conference for me
this year was the keynote
address on the first day
by geriatric physician Dr.
William Thomas, author
of What are Old People
For? How Elders Will
Save the World. Dr.
Thomas reminded us that
the old paradigm of aging as decline, despair and death (the
terrible D’s) was no longer true (if it ever was). Instead, he said
that our elder years are about growing and connecting and
leading fulfilling lives—essentially, the Conscious Aging/Sageing message. Hooray!
Dr. Thomas characterized himself as a “nursing home abolitionist.” He believes that elders should not be institutionalized or
warehoused, as too often happens in nursing homes, but rather
should stay home with family or friends as long as possible, and
then move into “Green Houses,” small elder co-housing communities with multiple residences for eight to ten elders and two
helpers. It’s more like home, and residents can live their lives
according to their own values and wishes, not by some regimented program that serves the institution, but not the resident.
Dr. Thomas has received a ten million dollar grant from the
Robert Wood Johnson Foundation to facilitate building at least
one Green House in every state over the next five years. This is
quite exciting!
Another highlight for me was attending the play “Time Enough,”
whose playwright is our own Robert Benjamin. It played one
evening for a very appreciative audience of several hundred

Conference attendees. Robert is a gifted writer, and I am already
looking forward to his next play.
I presented or co-led four workshops and discussions during this
Conference. Three were on Conscious Aging, which I have talked
about at various times in the Fall Men’s Wellness Conference. I
am passionate about this more positive view of the aging process,
and the joy and fulfillment that can come to us at this time of life.
These elder years are certainly the best years of my life—at least
so far!
I explored a somewhat
different focus on
Conscious Aging—that
what is important in a
fulfilling life is the
connections we make—
connections with friends,
family, and even the
persons we may serve as
volunteers (for example, as
a hospice volunteer, I
make many important
connections with patients
and families). But
connections aren’t always
with people. Some of the
connections that are
important to me are with
Photo: Uwe Schroeter
knowledge (through
books, classes and discussion groups); with the natural world (by
walking, camping and travel); with spirit (through meditation,
dreams and nature); and with causes (including peace, justice and
sustainable lifestyles).
Connections involve reaching out beyond oneself, inviting new
experiences, new learning and new understanding. The good
news is that, as elders, we generally have more time to explore and
to make connections. And we need to keep making new connections—to replace the connections we’ve lost through retirement,
children leaving home, and close friends and family moving away
or dying. It’s worth the investment. Connections will help keep
us engaged, vital and alive as we grow older.
The fourth workshop I did was called A Comparison of Cultures, a
talk based on my trip to Africa this spring. I talked about the time I
spent with a group of hunter-gatherers, the Hadza, in Tanzania.
The Hadza lead very successful lives, in a wonderful balance with
their environment. They live with few wants or needs in a very
egalitarian society. Their main concerns relate to the encroachment of other groups on the land where they live. In the workshop, I compared their way of life with our Western culture—in
many ways, we came out a poor second! I shared the presentation
Continued on Page 9
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New To NMMW
Uwe Schroeter
How does New Mexico Men’s Wellness look from the
perspective of a member who attended his first few events
(two winters, one summer and one fall)? Pretty good!
I was introduced to NMMW by Lawrence Cook, who
had hosted a group of yogis and yoginis, of which I was a
part of, at his fabulous cabin during the summer of 2004.
Awhile later, Lawrence invited me to attend a NMMW
Skiing Weekend to check out the group. When I did so
the following winter, he answered my question of what
NM Men’s Wellness was all about by saying: “Just watch
us here and if you still have any questions by the end of
this weekend, I can answer them.” Lawrence knew how
to make a long story short and showed me that the secret
lies in participation.

yet. One of my reasons is a logistical one, but there might
also be some fear of sharing. I will have to work my way
up to it. But I have thoroughly enjoyed the four gatherings
I’ve attended so far, which seem to all have their own
chemistry. Standing out, in my opinion, were: The talking
circles—I have never seen a group come together in such
intimacy. The level of musicianship—how can there
possibly be so much talent amongst skiers? The “Fear of
Dying” program at the 2005 Fall Conference—I learned
it’s not your own demise that you have to fear the most.
And last but not least, the all-compassing natural beauty of
the Blanco Basin, Ghost Ranch, and the northern New
Mexico mountains.

As a newcomer, I think about the secret to the quality and
longevity of NM Men’s
Wellness and believe that
This introduction by
NMMW has not only
Lawrence was imporsurvived, but has thrived,
tant because I was
due to the fact that its
certainly not in search
members treat the organiof a men-only environzation as professionals.
ment. My interest in
They bring to the gather“traditional” men-only
ings and men’s groups the
activities has always
same respect and profesbeen very limited, but
sionalism that they exhibit
as I found out quickly,
in their careers. These
NMMW is quite far
men understand that to be
removed from tradiable to “get something out
tional men-only
of” Men’s Wellness,
activities. And it might
Photo: Uwe Schroeter
somebody has to put it in
not have been a
first, especially with the policy of no outside speakers or
coincidence that I eventually found the group. Before
leaving my hometown to serve in the military, I was part of presentations. We all know, and maybe even belong to,
a group of eight school friends. We were very close; all of those non-profit groups who count hundreds of members,
but seem to have a hard time getting more than a dozen of
us went on two 14-day camping trips during the time of
our vocational training, and we still get together every time them together for an event. Men’s Wellness is clearly
different. When I saw how many men raised their hand
I return to Germany for an annual visit. In fact, next year
we are planning another trip after we all turn 40, something (after the question of who had once organized a Summer
Gathering), I knew that if I wanted to be serious about this
we had (jokingly) envisioned during our last camping trip
group I would have to be serious about participating. This
at age 18.
prospect is scary and exciting at the same time.
My wife can attest to the energy and admiration that I
bring home from a NMMW event. There is an incredible Thanks for your warm welcome. I’ll see you at the Fall
range of events and depth of participation: from hiking or Conference.
skiing alone in the woods to holding hands in a circle of
125 men. While I have been invited to join a men’s group
in my hometown of Albuquerque, I haven’t taken this step
Fall 2006 Man Alive! 6

Hweeldi
James A. Mischke
Tourists passing along N. M. State Highway 60/84 whiz by a sign
demarcating Billy The Kid’s grave. Little do they realize that a
recently erected sign announcing a newly declared New Mexico
state monument marks the location of the greatest holocaust ever
wrought on American soil and upon American conscience—a
prison camp which held thousands of Americans against their will
without trial by jury, never having been accused of a crime, and in
which thousands died of starvation, exposure to the elements,
contaminated drinking water, venereal disease, rotten food, as well
as having been worked to death.
These Americans—men, women and children—guilty of no more
than defending their right to their homeland, arrived at this “place
of suffering” via a
forced march, along
which route hundreds
more perished. Hardly a
Navajo family lives
today without the stark
memory of a grandmother having collapsed
on the trail, a child
stopping to rest, a
woman pausing to give
birth to a child, a
prisoner lingering to tie
a moccasin—all having
been summarily shot to
death by the cavalry
escorts. A higher
percentage of souls
were lost on the Long
Walk than on the Bataan
Death March. For the
Navajo people, The
Long Walk is a clear
“yesterday” in their
experience. Each new
generation suffers from
the story having been
passed on and the
inability to facilitate its release. Such is the legacy of those
suffering from a collective form of post traumatic stress disorder.
“Hweeldi”, meaning in the Navajo tongue “the place of suffering,” was a forced labor prison camp which was subsequently
studied by Nazis in order to perfect their death camps for Jews. It
served as a prototype for Auschwitz, Buchenwald, Bergen-Belsen
and other sites of mass murder of the Third Reich. When, finally,
the Navajo tribe had been rendered almost extinct, General
Tecumseh Sherman was summoned to the camp in the role of
inspector general; he was aghast. His statement to Congress was
one of rage and urgency. The Navajo people were finally released, but only based upon the rationale of economic expediency. It was costing the American taxpayer over one million

dollars per year to keep the tribe incarcerated. On June 18, 1868,
the Navajo leaders signed a treaty and their people returned
home. Somehow, the hundreds who survived managed not only
to thrive, but to multiply. Today, the Navajo Nation is America’s
largest tribe of American Natives, numbering perhaps 350,000!
The legacy of this act of American ethnic cleansing still weighs
heavily upon Navajo soul and society. As a result of continued
racist exclusion masked by surface invitation to join the dominant
society, corporate exploitation of Native land and life, and other
forms of poverty—recognized by Gandhi as the cruelest of all
forms of violence—a social phenomenon of lateral oppression has
created rates of homicide, suicide, mental illness, spousal abuse,
automobile accidents,
child abuse, and other
acts of despair that
are many times those
of the national
average.
The Navajo people
now seek a way to
attain closure to this
historical act of
violent racism, and to
carry on with their
lives. It has been
suggested by
Hataali, or the
traditional healers and
philosophers, that the
spirits of those lost in
this atrocity be, at
last, “sung home.” At
the site of this new
state monument, there
is a visitors’ center,
along with a few signs
that acknowledge
minor historical
events. It is now
proposed that in preparation for a campaign of closure and
healing, a major and highly creative monument be erected on this
spot to memorialize those thousands of souls lost here to the
rampant campaign of ethnic cleansing known to us as “manifest
destiny,” and that Bosque Redondo, in light of the souls who
suffered and fell there, be designated a Navajo National Cemetery.
It is further proposed that a suitable work of art, produced under
the direct supervision of the Navajo Nation, memorialize this site
of holocaust forever.
The Navajo Nation is now awakening to its need for a massive
endeavor of collective grieving and mourning. There is a call for
the help of all those willing to acknowledge this wrong, kindle the
conscience of American society, remove a major blemish from the
Continued on Page 9
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Painful Memories
Manuel Tafoya
The national news comes on. “Today in Iraq two
soldiers and one marine were killed in separate incidents when
roadside bombs went off beside their vehicles,” the reporter is
saying. In the background we see black billowing smoke rising
from a mangled army vehicle. As I look and listen, a cold anger
rises in my chest even as my heart aches for the families of the
dead servicemen, at the pain I know they’re suffering at the loss
of one of their loved ones.
And even though the
news did not mention the
wounded, my heart goes out to
them too, for some of them will
have wounds so terrible that it will
leave them scarred, inside and out,
for the rest of their lives. I know
the pain and suffering they will face
as they go through the physical
therapy designed to get them to
some sense of normalcy before
they are sent home. I know, for I
have been there. In my case, I had
all my front teeth knocked out, a
brain concussion, broken ribs,
collapsed lungs, cuts, bruises, the
whole nine yards. This all happened fifty two years ago (19531956) while I was serving in Korea
and Okinawa. These injuries were
caused when I was in an openturret tank roll-over. I still remember, as if it were yesterday, how
powerless we felt as we saw the
tank ride the shoulder of the road,
one track on the road, the other
track off, for almost 100 yards
before it slowly began turning over
and over.
I regained consciousness lying on my back about 20 feet
from the tank to shouts of, “Get them out of there, the tank is
going to explode.” I remember looking at the tank, which was
upside down, black smoke rising from its engine, its tracks still
turning, looking like a giant bug trying to right itself. Then I felt—
rather than saw—someone grab me by the back of my fatigue
shirt and begin dragging me, at a run, away from the tank.
I must have blacked out, for the next time I woke up, I
was in a screaming ambulance. I don’t remember hurting, but I do
remember feeling so very thirsty. “Water, give me some water,” I
pleaded with the medic, again and again, but he kept telling me he
could not do so, to just hold on, that we would soon be at the
hospital.
Then I must have blacked out again, for when I regained
consciousness I could see the whole tank crew lying like logs,
side by side, on the floor of the lobby of a small hospital. A
doctor, assisted by a nurse, was doing triage while medics were
feverishly cutting our dirty, blood-stained clothes off, leaving us
bloody and naked on the cold floor. As I waited my turn to be
8 Man Alive! Fall 2006

examined, I looked at my friend Nuñez, who was nearest me. His
scalp had been cut at the forehead and had slid back, leaving his
white skull exposed. One ear was grotesquely hanging on by
only the ear lobe.
But it was when the doctor came to me that the place
seemed to erupt into a frenzy of activity. The doctor was shouting all kinds of orders. It seemed as if everyone was running to
where I was. The doctor then called
for a scalpel, then without any
anesthesia or warning, he sank it into
my lower back. I felt as if I had been
stabbed with a red hot poker.
Drawing the scalpel out, the doctor
forced the end of clear plastic tubing
into my chest cavity. At once, I
could see a stream of bright red
blood and clear bubbly liquid
gurgling through the tube.
After stabilizing me, the
doctor stopped before me and,
wiping his sweating forehead with
the back of his arm, said, “Son, you
are a lucky young man. A couple of
minutes more and you would have
drowned in your own blood.” Later
on I thought, “Wow, if the accident
had happened a couple of miles
further away or the ambulance had
taken a couple of minutes more to get
to us, I probably wouldn’t be here
today.”
Of course, once they have
stabilized you, and you are somewhat
out of danger, the fun part begins—
physical therapy. This therapy is
often extremely painful. In my case,
my therapy was conducted by a nurse who would have made a
perfect headmistress for a medieval torture chamber. It consisted
of her wrapping her arms tightly around my diaphragm and
demanding that I cough. Trying to do so, since I had four broken
ribs, was pure agony. To me, her demands were as outrageous as
if I had had a broken leg and she was demanding that I get up and
jump up and down on it. However, when with cries of pain and
beads of sweat pouring from my forehead, I would protest that I
could not do it, she would coldly demand of me, “Do you want to
die? Let me assure you, and you better believe me, that if we
don’t re-inflate your lungs, you will die!”
But even after I had been stabilized, my troubles were
not over. A couple of days after the accident, as I flitted between
consciousness and unconsciousness, I woke up one of the times
not feeling well at all. I began writhing and moaning so loud that
the nurse came running over to see what was wrong. “I feel
terrible,” I said. “I feel as if I have a 500 pound weight on my
chest and it won’t allow me to breathe.” Alarmed, the nurse called
the doctor. Soon there were all kinds of people running around,
frantically trying to figure out what was wrong with me. To me
Continued on Page 9

Painful Memories
Continued from pg. 8
there was no mystery; I knew I was dying. While the doctor was
checking all the tubes I was connected to, he saw that the drainage tube was clamped shut. Probably someone had clamped it
shut while changing the collecting jar and had forgotten to
unclamp it when they had finished.
Upon unclamping it, the blood and liquid bubbles began
gushing through as they had done before, and as they did, the
pressure in my chest decreased and I began feeling so much
better. Once again, the doctor looked me in the eye and said, “For
the second time, I must tell you, you are a very lucky young man.

Once again you have averted drowning in your own blood.”
Then, his face getting hard, he turned to his staff, and in furious
anger, he snapped, “I want everybody in my office.” I knew that
there would probably be some serious ass-chewing going on in
there, but that did not concern me. To me, all that mattered at the
moment was the fact that I was alive.

Hweeldi
Continued from pg. 7
American historical record, and support a first step toward
collective healing by and for this remarkable and tenacious group
of unique and surviving American citizens.
After one hundred forty years, the Navajo people stand prepared
to lay to rest and memorialize their departed loved ones, and
embrace a strong and great tradition of their culture through
turning, once more, to look to their future. I stand to say that
these magnificent people deserve the help of all, to the end that
their suffering no longer continue and that a new national life be
established. I stand to say that this atrocity must be recognized
for what it was, and must not be forgotten.

Redefining Aging
Continued from pg. 5
with Karen Waconda-Lewis from Isleta Pueblo, who very sensitively brought out the Native American perspective. It was a real
pleasure, and a learning experience for me, to participate in this
workshop and the discussion that followed. I believe that “lifechanging” is not too strong a term for my experience and for the
sharing that has followed my trip.
In all, I believe this Conference, held yearly at Glorieta in August,
is an event that many of us, especially those who are “growing
older,” would benefit from attending. There were a number of
attendees who are also involved in Men’s Wellness. I hope that in
coming years, there will be even more.

HELP WANTED
New Mexico Men’s Wellness sure could use some help
with a few things: 1) The website needs someone to
revive and maintain it. 2) Someone is needed to coordinate registrations and rosters for conferences. 3) Man
Alive! has been blessed to have Cliff Taber’s volunteer
services with design and layout for quite awhile now. At
this point, Man Alive must go one of two directions with
respect to layout and design. We either need to raise
money through donations to pay for layout and design of
Man Alive, or we need someone who is skilled with
graphic design and is willing to offer their services once a
quarter to be layout artist for each issue. If you can
volunteer your time with layout, or any of the above,
please contact the editor by email: nelsarts@yahoo.com.
If you can make a financial contribution, please send it to:
Managing Editor, Man Alive!, P.O. Box 16631, Albuquerque, NM 87191.
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mmm...
Jeff Rahn

Summer my Mom would drive us
to her uncle Marion and Aunt Jewel’s.
what I remember most were Mountains.
I realized my Mom’s relatives
were not only Mormon
but surrounded
by Mountains
I knew then that Mother meant mountains
rugged canyon walls....
calls from the
other world
looking up at cool cloudy green aspen groves
spots of snow still lingering
in crags and crevasses
French Alps of the
Great Basin
my Great Uncle was a kind retired pharmacist in his mid eighties
I in my eighth year with my dear hair and boyish complexion
he lost some of his hearing
during the war to end all wars
he stared death down on the Somme or Siegfried Line
now it was his time to leave the planet
and I can’t change it but I feel lost like
I’m not connected to anything
but in that moment riding in his old green Oldsmobile
I had a sense of my Mormon heritage that never left me
that someday I’d be buried next to him and my Mom
next to my Mormon and Jack Mormon relatives
maybe it’s the mountains or Mom or Mormonism
but my Memories of Marion
and that moment
stick with me.
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YEAR 2000
Mike Nelson
Twenty years later
bigger belly
softer heart
hair on my head graying
dreams from the past that never came true
cycling through it all
more peace in my soul
a million tears
and a million smiles
warts on my feet
more love to give and accept
a couple kidney stones behind my belt
tender spots
and the scars of life
nibble away at my ego
and my changing body
Twenty years later

THE DAEDELUS BUG
Jim Mischke
Had not the Daedelus
Arrived ten thousand years too soon
We might still be having our babies freely,
Yet sorrowfully touched by death’s merciful embrace:
Diphtheria, pneumonia, life’s early dusk
Little ones swept away, swept away.
What have we sacrificed in return?
Someday, maybe, we shall awaken
Someday, maybe, we shall recognize the promise.
Someday, maybe, we shall recognize the problem.
Someday we shall understand those forces, and choose
Someday, maybe with wisdom
Someday, maybe!
Warrior stands by the campfire
Studying the screen in Pentagon’s war room
Attacking the enemy, extolling his praises
Extolling his boldness in the hour of tribe’s greatest glory.
Life preserved, life sacrificed. Culture steadies the flow.
Stakes grow higher. Tribes spread, power contends.
Voices shout: “I am entitled, them I resent!”
Winners pull in the chips
And reaper, yet deeper calls into question.
Game after game, holocaust after the next
And in silence the voice chides: “Inside, inside!”
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When I Have Just Made Something
Brett Nelson
Sometimes,
when I have just made something,
a new thing in the world,
an offering
for whoever wants it,
I could live or die in that moment.

Quietly Strangling My Soul
Robert Francis Johnson
How do I pretend?
Dear soul,
you who
go out into the world
ahead of me as
I walk.
How do we pretend
that an environmental
holocaust
isn’t happening?
Where can I go to
blind these silly eyes,
that just keep on
observing
the slaughter?
How can
I pretend dear
soul
when people who
appear to have
moral values and intelligence,
say things like
let’s destroy the species
for all time
the ultimate animal abuse
because we can either have
business
or bears and owls?
How can our hearts, not break open
and spill grief at
our feet
as we try to understand
hearts and souls
so long dead?
You can reach Robert Johnson at earthprayers@hotmail.com.
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From the Editor
Continued from pg. 2
soul (conference theme), the fact that Man
Alive is stumbling back to life (but with an
uncertain long term future), and the nature
of Men’s Wellness, as it continues on its
own unique path of evolution into the
great mystery.
Many people have helped me in
these beginning stages of being editor—
too many to name. But my big thank you
goes most of all to Bob McMain, who
tirelessly and endlessly has been there for
me, and who gives his big heart, time and
again, fully and completely, to Men’s
Wellness. Thanks also to David Beckley
(without whose encouraging input in the
very beginning, I may very well not have
taken on the position), Gary McFarland,
Leo Klinker, Tom Konerth, Cliff Taber, and
Dan Scanlon.
Enjoy!
Phil showing great form, but for what we don’t know. Photo: Uwe Schroeter

Mike

MEN’S CROSS-COUNTRY SKI
WEEKEND
FEBRUARY 22 -26, 2007
Lawrence Cook

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 Southwestern Colorado
for the 18th Annual Gathering. Our 3500 sq. ft. log home with spa can accommodate twenty or so.
The cost is $25 per person per night; payable at the weekend.
The essence of the weekend is in the spirit of camaraderie; come and be at
peace in the blanketed Blanco Basin. Bring food to share. Bring what you wish to
share via poetry, songs, stories, questions, games, talking sticks, drums, guitars 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 rlcook44@msn.com,
or (505) 898-2206, or 1503 Lucyle Pl. NW, Albuq., NM 87114-8819
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The Donkey and the Ditch
Ed Mckinney

It’s funny how on a cloudy day
My thoughts can so easily drift away
Back to some place in the distant past
To some image never meant to last
Or some word that with little thought was said
That we carry with us ‘til we’re dead
I remember back when I was a kid
We were visiting my Grandma like we often did
She was building a house near this desert lake
It was a hot, dry, windy place
I was hunting for a lizard or a stone to pitch
When I found this donkey standing in the ditch
And I thought it was strange that on such a hot day
He would choose to stand there in the Sun that way
His eyes were fixed and his tongue was dry
So I ask my Dad if he could tell me why
But he said go play and leave him be
That old jackass has been eating the loco weed
Next day I went out and he was still there
And it didn’t seem right that no one should care
And a little water seemed like all it would take
So I got me a rope and led him down to the lake
Picked a spot in the shade of a salt cedar tree
And left him standing in water there up to his knees
When I came back the next morning I was surprised
His eyes were still fixed and his tongue was still dry
When standing in water all night one would think
That even a jackass at some point would drink
But the fool wouldn’t drink and I wanted to cry
‘Cause soon the old Sun would be high in the sky
And I could tell by his eyes and the heat on his head
That it wouldn’t be long before this donkey was dead
So I lead him back to his ditch figuring at least I had tried
I gathered my rope and headed inside
Sat down in the shade and had a cold drink
And there at that moment I couldn’t help but think
That being hard headed is a matter of pride
And some things we eat leave us empty inside
Wisdom is like water that you get from the sink
It won’t quench your thirst if you’re not willing to drink
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The following poem was dedicated to Allen Hunter, a beautiful, retired minister who took care of Mount
Hollywood congregation for many years. He died before my son Nataniel, now 22, was born. I loved this 80 some year
old man. I met him at his retirement bungalow at Pilgrims Place in Claremont, CA. I was attending UCLA graduate
school at the time and teaching a course in Italian as a TA. We would sit under his lemon tree just outside the back
door and discuss all sorts of matters while drinking tea and snacking on crackers. His aging found rest in his wise,
probing teachings. And to meditate with him was absolutely cool. He told me once that he and Aldous Huxley started a
meditation center in southern CA. He said Huxley was like a tall Native American, his demeanor, his stature. And so it
goes....

Waterbird
Raymond W. Johnson
Bluer than desert sky
Miles on miles of barren shore
The choppy high crest manmade lake
Is home to the proud breasted heron.
From a craggy ledge
Where winds carve dolphin face cliffs
Swoops the heron in blue
Down to the bass and bluegill,
To the rolling of the manmade lake.
What place my friend had reached
Before delivered to moon’s fevered pitch!
How deep the arrow’s plunge!
Earth in whose shadow full moon turned
Was richer, having cradled him
In his long years.
Taunted by death to leave life aside
We sit the slanted cliffs, waiting with heron,
Making waves pounding our young hearts’
Sounding board.
Choppy blue-eyed lake lures the heron
From its wind blown home
As the young are left alone
With the flight of those before.
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NM Men’s Wellness
Calendar of Events
Brown Bag Lunch—Santa Fe: Wednesdays, noon-1:30, at the Men’s Center, 54 ½ E. San Francisco, 2nd floor (just off the plaza…enter
the door to the right of Haagen-Dazs). The lunch group is a “come one, come all” men’s group that has been meeting in Santa Fe for
the past 13 years. It is a place to share from the heart and be listened to from the heart. Contact Max August at (505) 690-6619.
Men’s Lunch Group—Albuquerque: Fridays, 11:45-12:45 PM, 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 there lives. Contact Dave
Breault at (505) 266-9233.
New Mexico Men’s Wellness Spring Adopt-A-Highway Project: Saturday, March 24th, 2007. Meet at exit 233, I-25 and Alameda, at 9:15
AM. Park on the northwest corner of the intersection, in the Ramada Inn parking lot. For more information, contact Bob McMain at
(505) 248-1001, or David Johnson at (505) 266-9960. To be added to the project email list, send an email to Bob at rdrunr@zianet.com.
New Mexico Men’s Wellness 2006 Fall Conference: Ghost Ranch, Abiquiu, NM. Begins at 7 PM, Thursday, October 26th, and ends at
1 PM on Sunday, the 29th. Theme: Soul Searching—Adventures Awakening Essence. Contact Charles Fisher at (505) 247-4019 (ofc) or
(505) 292-6829 (hm), or Lon Rankin at (505) 989-8409. Or, email: Charles at cfisher@abqadvocates.com; Lon at sawira@comcast.net.
New Mexico Men’s Wellness Winter Cross Country Ski Weekend: Cooks’ Cabin in Southern Colorado. Begins Thursday, February
22nd, 2007, and ends on Monday, the 26th. Contact Lawrence Cook at (505) 898-2206, or email rlcook44@msn.com.

“OL BUDDIES”
continued from pg. 3
My attempted return to suburban Columbus (Chamber of
Commerce motto: “America Discovers Columbus”!), brings a
realization that I’m now a different person, not destined for
middle America. Artie and I are still hanging out when possible.
He grimaces as I divulge to his three progeny what mischief he
and I generated back in the 1950’s. I admire his strong marriage,
and solid extended family, plus certain aspects of the “good
life.”
I attend the Corcoran School of Art in Washington D.C., while
working at the Peace Corps headquarters there, and get caught
up in the anti-war movement of the late ‘60’s.
Then New Mexico calls me—as a sort of halfway house
between my mid-western roots and my courtship of Latin
America. I’m intent on making it as a painter. My romantic
relationships seem to come and go. I’m drawn to the Unitarian
Church, develop a satellite of politically progressive friends,
and sidle up to the Men’s Wellness Movement.
I’m back in Ohio about once a year, as my parents still live in
the house where I grew up. I enjoy calling Artie’s mom, Cecilia
(whom I dub my surrogate mom), at the same phone number
I’ve used since ’48. She has taken to calling me her “fifth child”.
Artie and Nancy sojourn in NM every few years, excitedly
returning to Columbus with tales of hot air ballooning and also
rafting the Taos Box—way out of their comfort zone. He teases
me about my semi-counterculture life style, while admiring
certain aspects. After a Sunday morning at the Unitarian
Church here he asks: “Do you have any friends who aren’t
divorced?”

NM feels completely like home now, and my artistic endeavors
show signs of paying dividends. Artie, Nancy and I pull off
trips together to Morocco and later East Africa.
On subsequent visits back in Leave It to Beaver land, I’m now
telling Artie’s GRANDkids about our shenanigans when we
were their ages. I wander the streets of my childhood watching
sundry kids at play, feeling nostalgic and wondering if there
were any misty-eyed 60-somethings lurking about when Artie
and I were young there.
I tell friends in Albuquerque that I consider Artie my “control
group” (as in a psych. experiment). We were two peas in a pod
all those formative years, almost indistinguishable from each
other. He has played life by most of the expected rules. If that
acceptance telegram from Peace Corps director, Sarge Shriver,
hadn’t poured in, I would have gone to Lazarus with Artie, and
probably stayed in the “burbs.” I guess I’m Artie’s control
group too—as in: “If I wasn’t careful, I could have ended up
like Todd!”
We have so much history together. However, the years, the
distance, the diverse life styles and divergent mind-sets have
transposed our relationship. We jokingly agree that, if we were
to meet each other for the first time today, we’d both muse:
“Could I ever be friends with him??”
Now at 67 we’re both mellowing a bit. I got married (first time)
to Andrea three years ago and find myself drawn to some of
“Artie’s amenities” in life. And he isn’t above pondering some
Buddhist notions these days.
Well, it’s been a good ride ol’ buddy!!!

Fall 2006 Man Alive! 16

NEW MEXICO MENS’ WELLNESS
2006 FALL CONFERENCE
Ghost Ranch, Abiquiu, New Mexico
October 26 – 29, 2006

SOUL SEARCHING
An Adventure Exploring our Essence

Freud asked: “Man’s ‘soul’? Where is it located?” Is it where “our deepest gladness and the
world’s hunger meet”? The storehouse of our Unique Gifts, our Core Powers, our Destiny? Or
is “the soul” just “that unhappy word [that] has been the refuge of empty minds since the world
began”?
What feeds your soul? What in your life is soul-stirring, what soul-destroying? How does Soul
relate to Spirit? We do not presume to have definitive answers, but want to share pathways to
soul connection. Perhaps this can initiate or deepen into a better understanding of our mysterious individuality and our remarkable community, our particular place in the world and what
service we might offer for its betterment.
Join us in the natural beauty of Ghost Ranch for this safari into deeper Human Nature. Reunite with your soul in ways that are individual and collaborative, familiar and experimental.
Express your soul in physical activity, meditation, art, dance, storytelling, music, poetry,
drama, talking circle, sweat lodge, celebration and ceremony.
NMMW does not delegate presentation of its conference to outside gurus, nor passively accept
instruction in what to think or feel. This is your conference. Share your unique point of view
in its development at planning meetings or offer your ideas to the facilitators and planners.
Watch for further e-mail notice of meeting dates and locations or please contact:

Charles Fisher: phone (505) 247 4099 (w); (505) 292 6829 (h); e-mail:
cfisher@abqadvocates.com
And

Lon Rankin: phone (505) 989 8409; e-mail: sawira@comcast.net
Won’t somebody tell me
Answer if you can
Won’t somebody tell me
What is the Soul of a Man?
(Blind Willie Johnson, 1930)
From the Conference formerly known as “What is the Soul of a Man?”

Coming Next Issue
Winter is a time to go within and ask the questions. Nature slowing down gives us the chance to slow down too (hopefully).
And what better flow could there be than to have this chance after Soul Searching at the Fall Conference? The theme for the
winter issue this year will be “Men And Their Word.” In one of his songs, Love Is All I Need, Rodney Crowell quotes his
father: “He says to be a man, you’ve got to be true to your word.” What do you think of this statement? How does “keeping
our word” or “not keeping our word” impact our lives and relationships? Being clear with our feelings? How about on a
global scale? Politics, religion?
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DIRECTORY OF CONTACTS FOR MEN’S GROUPS IN NEW MEXICO
This directory is a work in progress. Please send corrections and updates to the editor at nelsarts@yahoo.com. If you are interested
in being part of a men’s group, feel free to use this list as a starting point for finding a group in your area. Also, see the Calendar of
Events for weekly groups in both Santa Fe and Albuquerque that are open-format.

Northern Region

Central Region

Max August—Santa Fe
(505) 690-6619

Dave Breault—Albuquerque
(505) 266-9233

j.maxaugust@gmail.com

dbreault@lobo.net
Men’s Lunch Group

Michael Hamilton—
Santa Fe
(505) 699-3936

eagle_call@msn.com
Victor LaCerva—Santa
Fe
(505) 983-4233

victorL@doh.state.nm.us
Robert Spitz—Santa Fe
(505) 988-3541

robtspitz@aol.com
Wednesday Lunch Group
Rob Hawley—Taos
(505) 758-8176

rob@taosherb.com
New Warriors Group
Paul Zelizer—Taos
(505) 758-9066

mrc@laplaza.org
Men’s Resource Center
of Northern New Mexico

Southern Region

Bob Hollingsworth—Albuquerque
(505) 294-4908
Writer’s group and a regular group
David Robertson—Albuquerque
(505) 344-5489

Robertson_d@aps.edu
Pat Sauer—Albuquerque
(505) 299-6749

pasacoml@yahoo.com
Todd Tibbals—Albuquerque
(505 898-7351

toddtibbals@comcast.net
Sal Treppiedi—Albuquerque
(505) 298-1132

salteaches@yahoo.com
Gary McFarland—Tijeras
(505) 286-4502

garymcfar@aol.com
Steve Smith—Rio Rancho
(505) 892-6142

steve-kendra@newmexico.com

Tony Harris—Las Cruces
(505) 524-1899

antix@zianet.com
Jim Rodgers—Las Cruces
(505) 524-9216

jimsesales@comcast.net
New Mexico Mankind Project
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Websites of Interest to Men:
www.menshealthnetwork.org
www.malemenopause.com
www.vix.com/menmag
www.menstuff.org
www.themenscenter.com
www.menalive.com

NEW MEXICO MENS’ WELLNESS 2006 FALL CONFERENCE
Ghost Ranch, Abiquiu, New Mexico

October 26 – 29, 2006

SOUL SEARCHING
Adventures Awakening Essence
Registration Form
(tear off and mail to address listed below)

Registration fee: $235

(includes room and board, T-Shirt and a 2 year subscription to Man Alive!)

Registration Deadline: October 9, 2006
Space is limited and it fills up quickly. Registration cannot be assured after this date.
Cancellation Policy: by September 20th - full refund; by October 9th - $120.00; after October 9th - no refund.
Name(s) _______________________________________
Address______________________________________
City _________________________________________
Phone: Day (

) ___________________; Evening (

State___________ Zip___________________
) ______________________

Email: _______________________________________
Check if you do not want your name used for other NM Men’s Wellness mailings ____________
Registration Fee(s) ( x $ 235.00) Total Fee(s): ________________________
Please consider a donation to the Scholarship Fund to enable all men who wish to attend to do so.
Scholarship Donation: $___________________
Check if You Are Requesting A Scholarship _____ (Please write a request)
Total Enclosed $ ________________________________
T-Shirt Size S ____ M ____ L____ XL ____ XXL ________
Age at Conference
Is this your first NMMW Fall Conference?

Mail Registration Form & Check made payable to:

NM Men’s Wellness
P.O. Box 16631
Albuquerque, NM 87191
Questions? Please contact:
Charles Fisher: phone: day (505) 247 4099; eves (505) 292 6829 e-mail: cfisher@abqadvocates.com
or
Lon Rankin: phone (505) 989 8409; e-mail: sawira@comcast.net

We look forward to seeing you at the Conference.
Please copy and pass this on to anyone you think might be interested.
Fall 2006 Man Alive!
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