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WELCOME!
Spring harkens…
It is in this season that the natural world sends
many harbingers of the awakenings from the winter
months. More light, warming days, budding trees,
bulbs pushing up from their winter slumber.
Unsettled weather marks this change as well, as
awakening can be volatile as well as reassuring.
We hope that the offerings in this edition will mirror
the diversity of the coming of this nex t equinox,
reminding us of the gift of presence, the challenge of
growth and change and the opportunity to awaken
ourselves to these seasonal offerings.
Congratulations and heartfelt thanks to those who
have contributed, either with writing, artwork,
reading or other wonderful means of support as we
begin our third year of publication in this digital
format.
This platform is a simple, yet powerful means for us
to communicate and share in kindness, generosity,
peace and honesty.
With gratitude, humility and imperfection, may we
always strive to become more emotionally and
spiritually awake.
Blessings and many thanks,
Hank
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Awakening
by Victor LaCerva

Awakening – those first few precious moments of entering into
consciousness – has always seemed to me to be a prime time to set
intentions, and hold close those who may be going through
challenging times. For many years, I have been sile ntly practicing
my “heartsongs,” beginning with the phrase, “I choose to live a
long and healthy life.” We live in an anti -aging culture
determined to disavow, deny and resisting aging. Rather than the
magic brew we enjoyed in childhood, getting older has become a
villain to be avoided at all costs. The notion that growing old
might offer its own gifts runs counter to a culture obsessed with
remaining young. Seventy is the new fifty! The fountain of youth
beckons with Botox, Viagra, robotic hair transplant s, rejuvenating
supplements and facial creams, and soon come grow your own
organ replacements! Whatever it takes to keep the forces of aging
at bay, sign us up! But the sand in the hourglass continues to run
out, and with it the realization that the journe y to healthy,
wealthy and wise is not paved with an inexhaustible fount of time
and energy. For many, aging has often been a journey from grief to
relief and back again, falling apart and coming together, over and
over. The initial inklings that aging is n ow literally in our face
marvelously focuses our attention on what we have always wanted
to experience. It has provided the spaciousness for afternoon naps
or lovemaking, for devoting relaxed time to exploring some
compelling interest, and incessantly invi tes us to clarify our
deepest unfulfilled desires. As the years accumulate, I can
maintain my sense of wonder and curiosity about the whole
process of aging—new and different forms of “awakening.”. In
Alice in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll, the Queen remarks,
“sometimes I’ve believed as many as six impossible things before
breakfast.” Each day, confronted by a world of woe, it is easy to
get trapped within a cage of our own making. We push away the
sadness, the fears, and sometimes even the joy, so that we mi ght
live in our own secret, protected cocoon. Yet, instead of bringing
us the safety we desire, or the security we crave, we are left with
a restricted sense of what is possible for our lives. And then we
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turn around, and in a timeless blink, we are old. O ur unlived life
of potential is reflected back to us in the mirror of death’s
approach. Somehow we must make peace with all that we have
buried because we were afraid to live it. To begin to do that takes
courage, determination, and the support of those cl osest to us.
Carpe diem! At any age, one can break free, embrace the
impossible and risk. No need to die an unlived life. The energy for
change is amplified by the belief that you can do it, whatever that
might be—making a healthy lifestyle shift, lessenin g a chronic
pain, or finding some joy in living another day without a loved one
who has recently died. Listen to that persistent voice that has
always wanted to… what? Can you still hear it? I do believe that
miracles happen everyday. Just for today, I ca n open myself to
what yesterday seemed impossible.
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Grace
by Mark Pugsley
What is grace
Ask yourself
Falling snow outside, a circle forms within
A new gathering that begins with eventual end
We are born into a rushing steam or is more a tide
Like a tidal bore
This inherence
These unspoken patterns never separated from
To one day find
My choice is gone and
Addiction
Is like a locked box
Without air all suffocate
To step outside
These known confinements
Into what words cannot explain
And give back the inherence that never was accepted in the first
place
Let the tide come and go
And turn into falling snowflakes
This gathering asks
What is grace
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How Light Two Birds On A Single Branch (For Alan)
by Raymond Johnson
White wind blueness arises,
come spring force on a squinting man,
a humble now-man in air born dust.
Calm descends and force fully fades.
Surely life’s gentle passion awakens
shakes the slumbering
house-born man
should he wish to be shaken.
Where do blue notes take us
come night
when now man whistles in
solemn fright
of the gentle passion?
We who fly for simple man’s flight
know rightly so
that now man’s fright
is the birth of spring’s gentle passion.

8
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What my Men’s Group Means to Me.
by Jim Connolly
It was about 20 years ago that I was thrown into a group of men in
a 12-session weekly therapy group put together by David Breault
and Gary McFarland in Albuquerque. The idea of the group was to
explore what it meant to be a man in the evolving social fabric of
21st Century America. It was a revelation to realize that men
could interact with other men in ways that went beyond
competition, dominance and childish “locker room talk.”
As a young person, I experienced several interactions with boys in
which I found myself bullied, embarrassed, and made to feel
shamed and foolish. This led me to a deep and profound distrust
of all men, such that I avoided sharing my true feeling with those
I didn’t know or trust. I grew up with one trusted male friend and
many acquaintances to be wary of. As a teenager, I found that
women friends were far more open and worthy of my trust than the
men. I came to see men as dangerous and to be avoided. This
first men’s therapy group opened my eyes to the fact that there
were men who could be open and supportive of other men.
At the conclusion of the 12 weeks, a group of four men announced
to the group that they were part of a Man’s Support Group that
was looking for new members. I agreed to start meeting every
other week with the group. As a peer-level support group, there is
no professional mediation of conflicts but there were rules. The
main ones related to confidentially (everything discussed in group
is not discussed outside of group), respect (listening to what is
said with kindness and attention) and support (being attentive to
what is being shared and acknowledging it). Over time, I came to
develop trust in the men in the group as they repeatedly showed
the kind of respect and support that I had not experienced from
the males of my youth. In our growth as a group, we had several
men come and go. For some there was difficulty in connecting
with the group (we were too serious, not serious enough, in need of
real professional assistance, or just didn’t fit) and for othe rs the
bi-weekly commitment didn’t work for them and they drifted away.
After a few years a man joined the group who had experience with
New Mexico Men’s Wellness and had attended the Spring and
Summer gatherings. He invited all the group members to the
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Spring Retreat, an annual gathering of about 30 men at
Hummingbird Music Camp in Jemez Springs.
The openness, sharing, connections and safety I felt with these
men was astonishing. I came to realize that my distrust of all
men, developed in my youth, was cutting me off from having
trusting, heart-felt interactions with other men.
Over that year (2008) I started participating in as many NMMW
events as possible. I continued with the Men’s group and
developed a commitment to become a healthier man and to, as
much as I could, help others to do the same. Over the years, I
have developed a deep trust in the men in my men’s group and
many who I have met through NMMW. In many ways, what my
men’s group has done for me is to have opened me up to having
real connections and relationships with men, something I had been
avoiding since my teen age years.
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To Get a Room with a View, You Need a Little Luck
by Ross Perkal
The life-support machines whirred, clicked, and beeped, their
lights blinking, incessantly. It was a small, sterile, adequate
room, the only one available. Lots of people would be visiting me
in this hospice, away from home. It was okay, but like me, now, it
had no view.
I expect to spend my final hours in this room. My death
rattle, if any, will sound within these walls, which I will never
leave again. My tale makes no sense, for which I take full (non)
response-ability. I am a male, baby-boomer, born and raised in
the 1950s, in a tiny town in Southeastern New Mexico.
After
being the first in my family to obtain a college degree, I graduated
from Harvard Law School with honors, a rare feat, in 1975. The
end of the story, however, is not a pretty one. There is no one to
blame but me: my hubris, and my permanent residency, in my
State of Denial, New Mexico.
A previously “charmed” life has now devolved to this. After
working 40+ years for the United States government prosecuting
white collar criminals, international/national drug dealers and
others, I retired two years ago. I had no specific expectations,
plan, nor any bucket list.
I found out immediately thereafter that a grave, medical
decision was required.
A look in the mirror disclosed the
perpetrator of this dastardly crime: “Guilty as charged!” declared
the Ultimate Force, from up above.
Mercifully, I was given only
a short time to ponder my fate. I stubbornly decided that no one
would know of my “situation.”
Then, I recalled a quote from my undergraduate General
Honors class: “LIFE HAS NO MEANING, THE MOMENT YOU LOSE THE
ILLUSION OF BEING ETERNAL,” FROM THE EXISTENTIALIST AUTHOR,
JEAN-PAUL SARTRE. FOR ME, NO TRUER WORDS WERE EVERY
SPOKEN.
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I married a registered nurse, Hanna, and that lasted 20
years. We are the parents of two adult sons, Danny and Tommy.
Neither attended college. Tommy suffers from bi -polar depression.
I blame myself for that illness, and the failure of our marriage.
Hanna was a good person and mother.
I have been divorced for 20 years now. I live with my
significant other, Christina, a tale nted, articulate, perfect
partner, for me.
Soon after I retired, I started feeling bad, and went to see my
doctor. Complaining of exhaustion/general malaise, she referred
me to a cardiologist she trusted, at Albuquerque’s only Heart
Hospital. A standard treadmill test disclosed a genetic heart defect. I had apparently had this defect since birth, but had never
been aware of it.
The prognosis did not scare the cardiologist, nor even my
doctor, but it devastated me.
I had been a “model” citizen and
“good” person for 66 years, not deserving of this apparent end.
The cardiologist was solemn, but reassuring. “Let’s get you on the
new-heart Wait List, immediately! We can hope that the damage
already noted will not progress too quickly.” That terrified me
even more! “How much time do I have,” I demanded!
“The
average wait time on that list is two or more years, Reggie,” he
said softly.
I spent two weeks pondering my options. I went online and
read the survival statistics and the quality of life issues that
await a heart transplant candidat e. I returned to the Heart
Hospital. “Dr. I have decided to take my chances and do not wish
to be placed on the transplant list.” He did not argue, nor
dissent, but quickly moved on to the next, failing heart patient.
Thus began my two-year slip-sliding away into deep
depression and my alcoholic “cure.” I would start drinking as soon
as Christina left for work. I would eat nothing, but drink, all day
long. I would shower and be in bed when she returned from work.
I would pass out before dinner an d repeat that cycle, every
workday. On weekends, I refused to go anywhere, nor do anything.
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Not then knowing of my prognosis, Christina consulted every
resource she could. Being unaware of the root diagnosis, however,
no one could treat, nor cure my rap id descent into oblivion.
Two years later, I could hardly breathe, or even leave the
house. I returned to the Heart Hospital and was told that my
oxygen level was dangerously low, and that my days were now
numbered, between two and six months, best case. This time
Christina accompanied me. I was too weak to drive. Christina
then heard the awful truth: I had rejected a potential cure, two
years earlier.
Now two years later, devastated by the sudden
news of my impending passing, she was furious that I had omitted
to include her in my decision, nor even to share with her my fate
that decision would portend. “Reggie, how could you do that to
yourself and to us?” There was only one answer: lifelong
narcissism.
By then, I had lost more than 50 pounds, due to the booze and
not eating. I looked like a ghost. Christina had had no clue that
it was my failing heart that was the cause, not the two -year long
battle with depression and alcohol. She insisted I tell my
family/friends and begin “making plans” for the certain, bleak
future that awaited us. That began a parade of friends and family
to our home, to say goodbye. My condition quickly worsened. I
was then admitted to this Hospice room.
Many visitors expressed sadness and shared my now,
desperate grief. Some noted, ironically, that most of these
Hospice rooms had lovely views of the landscaping and flowers
outside. Mine looked out onto a huge, refrigerated air
conditioner.
My immediate family quickly got over any sadness. They
began making specific requests for my cars, home, savings,
retirement benefits, life insurance and more. Their greed quickly
overcame any grieving, or perhaps they were saving that, for when
I was gone.

MAN ALIVE SPRING 2020

14

The Hospice sent a grief counselor to comfort me. The
counselor, a soft-spoken, lady, candidly discussed the range of
emotions I was likely to suffer in the next few weeks. “Weeks! I
had been told two to six months!” Alas, the ongoing deterioration
of my heart and its inability to provide oxygen to my body had
truncated the “grace” period. Detailing the spectrum of emotion I
would be feeling, she was candid. “Assisted Suicide is an option,
which our patients here in Hospice, frequently request” she said
softly, “but that is not legal in this state.”
This was not uncharted ground for me. My last mentor, JeanPaul Sartre wrote:
“I FELT MYSELF IN A SOLITUDE SO FRIGHTFUL THAT I
CONTEMPLATED SUICIDE. WHAT HELD ME BACK WAS THE
IDEA THAT NO ONE, ABSOLUTELY NO ONE, WOULD BE
MOVED BY MY DEATH, AND THAT I WOULD BE EVEN MORE
ALONE IN DEATH, THAN IN LIFE.”
Amen! I have now come completely undone. Unfinished,
unhappy, alone and fixated on the “mess” I am leaving. Each
breath gets harder. Each tear comes sooner. We get no “overs” in
this world, or else I would surely grab mine. This room has no
view, nor did my selfish decision, two years ago.
My best friend drafted a Will for me. I had little interest in
one, but knew I must focus now. I changed it every day, incapable
of making decisions. We hastily convened a wedding in the c hapel
of the Hospice. With my oxygen mask on, unable to say “I do!,” I
married Christina. My goal was to salvage for her some
government benefits/retirement. My ex -wife, showed up and
demanded monies to take care of our youngest son. My older
brother, Theodore, a retired minister, showed up and demanded a
large cash “gift.”
I deeded the home in my name to Christina. I gathered up
the rest of the assets and put them all in the name of my older
son, Tommy, and told him to “use his judgment,” in tak ing good
care of his younger, ill brother, his mother, if she needed it, and
himself.
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According to the “on call” Hospice MD, I was now down to a
matter of a few “days.” Even with medication, sleep was
impossible. I insisted that Christina go home and rest last night.
A loud knock on the door at 2:00 a.m. this morning startled me,
though my eyes were wide open. The bright hospice hallway lights
glared in through the now-open door. In ran the Hospice MD.
Behind him was the cardiologist, whom I had la st seen two years
earlier. Both rushed to my bedside.
“…a fatal accident one hour ago on the Interstate highway
near here,” gasped the cardiologist. “Body transported to Heart
Hospital! Removing heart now! Waiting for you! Sign this
Consent Form! No one on Wait List close enough to here to use
it!” he screamed, as they steered me out the door. “Your wife
called me two weeks ago, crying hysterically!”
My mind in shock, my mouth agape, I greedily hoped for a
new room, one with a view, next time.
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Anger Issues in the Adult Male in 2020
by Ross Perkal
Webster’s New World Dictionary suggests that the genesis of the
word “anger” emanates from several sources, including, but not limited
to: (1) a feeling of displeasure, resulting from injury, mistreatment,
opposition, and usually showing itself in a desire to fight back at the
supposed cause of this feeling; or (2) in dialect, it means the
inflammation of a sore or wound, i.e., to make (someone) angry or enrage
them; or to make painfully inflamed. Anger is broadly applicable to
feelings of resentful or revengeful displeasure.
I cannot recall when my brother and I were first the recipients of my
father’s anger, nor do I wish to dwell on it as an adult, but suffice it to
say that the lash of the rough leather belt upon our buttocks from time to
time, not only made an impression upon us as boys growing up in the
1950s, but it also left its scars, both psychic ones, and upon our flesh.
Lest my candor scare away any male with similar memor ies, let me
explain that my father’s mother had suddenly died of cancer when he was
12 years old, living on a chicken farm outside of Detroit, in dire poverty,
with an alcoholic father and two younger sisters, both of whom the
Michigan Department of Children, Youth and Families immediately came
and took his sisters away, for good. My father never shared his fear and
trepidation with us, as to how he felt when that tragedy befell him and he
was alone with his dysfunctional father.
I share this with you, not by way of excusing the anger my teenage father
had foisted upon him by his father, but rather to explain his background
and how it affected my upbringing and resulted in me being just as
dysfunctional as my dad was. I worked diligently to avoid infli cting fear
and terror onto my two daughters, whom I raised mostly by myself, in a
loving environment, until the rage and insecure feelings of my own,
erupted and spilled out everywhere, without intention, nor malice, but
scary and terrifying, nonetheless.
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I happened upon an insightful tome one recent evening at a meeting of the
New Mexico Men’s Wellness group in Albuquerque, New Mexico, when
my best friend was asked to “bring a buddy,” and so he did. The first
session was insightful and thought -provoking. At the second session, a
month later, I happened upon the small (5” x 7”) in size, but rich in
content, 180 page book titled: “Letters to a Young Man in Search of
Himself,” by Victor La Cerva, M.D. (“Letters.”)
Letters is a collection of 21 lette rs written to a young man, from an older
man. Its topics cover a wide range of essential inquiries, from becoming
emotionally fluent, to enhancing creativity, exploring sexuality and love,
learning to embrace the beauty of solitude and the sweetness of
friendship. I later learned that Dr. La Cerva was the founder of New
Mexico Men’s Wellness.
My fingers stopped immediately at Letter VI, on page 49, “Anger.”
Always an issue, but never resolved, it had been passed down from my
paternal grandfather (I never knew him, he died in a tragic accident when
I was three years old) to my father, who suffered from his own, special
impairment, to me, now a senior citizen, having been an awkward teen, a
precocious college student, and a career student accumulating two
engineering degrees and a law degree, yet much in need (then and now) of
the wisdom of the Letters.
I raised two precocious and wise children, into intelligent, sensitive,
intuitive young adults, after an unimaginable and unforeseen divorce,
after twenty years of contentious matrimony. My promise to each of them
is for me to keep searching and exploring , to find out who I really am and
what I really want and need as Father Time’s clock moves quickly and
surely toward what we all hope will be an enlightened ending.
I write now to honor Dr. La Cerva’s sound advice, but I rebuff the notion
that his ideas are only for millennials. At my age, it is never too late to
stay on the path of seeking “fulfillment, purpose, passion, and wealth.”
Letters, for me, surely is a “a helpful compass on the turbulent seas of
life” in 2020 and beyond.

MAN ALIVE SPRING 2020

18

From the publisher’s inside front cover: The intent (of Dr. La Cerva)
was to reach an audience of young men, ages 20 to 40. “His intent was to
stimulate reflection, increase awareness and pass on authenticity, and
perhaps some pearls of wisdom about creating a meaningf ul, marvelous
life…Life continually asks you to let go —grieving, forgiving, and being
comfortable with feeling stuck. And it also requests that you bring
forth—intending, creating and being a force for good in the world.
Believe in the person you want to become, the deep currents of your own
life that you are stalking.”
The publisher’s excerpt on the back-jacket cover grabbed me and
would not let me go:
“Everyone needs a center and an edge. Center is home, in every
sense of the
word. It is all your relations, everything you deeply
love, all that nourishes
you and supports you. Home is also that little
happy peaceful place inside
your inner sanctuary. Edge is the
territory of development, risk, change and
evolution, where the deep desires drive you to a path of growth infused
uncertainty.”
Chapter VI contained seven re-stimulating pages about anger, an issue
which I have never mastered, in all of its manifestations and with all of
its nuances.
Below is what I heard Dr. La Cerva say to me, and other adult males,
when he gifted to us some “pearls” that we should always keep in our
“consciousness pocket:”
1. All feelings are okay. All behaviors are not. Anger is not good or
bad, it just is.
2. I need to regularly flush away the trapped anger of resentments, by
journaling, or carefully working out the conflict with the person
involved.
3. Because anger lives in our bodies, it is very dependent upon how the
environment is adversely affecting our physiolog y.
4. I need to pay attention, does my anger meter consistently jump from
zero to one hundred, with the slightest provocation?
5. Whenever I find myself embroiled in anger over and over in similar
circumstances, I should look for the layer of fear or sadness that
underlies it.
6. Due to developmental training I have had, my default setting often
reverts to expressing anger, even when something else is being
played on my emotional keyboard.
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7. My initial response of anger when a friend does not show up for an
important meet, may actually be covering a fea r that they may or
could be hurt.
8. Many times it is not immediately clear what it is I am feeling, I only
know I am “just” upset, and anger may simply be my habitual
response.
9. Early family dynamics greatly influence habitual modes of
expressing and responding to anger.
10.
Some men, like me, are unable to access our own anger —a
reaction to my growing up around males who were always angry, so I
decided early on that I would try not to be like that.
11.
I need to take the contemplative time to uncover the roots of
my destructive patterns.
12.
I need to remember that resentments are trapped anger —
negative feelings I still carry with me, rather than to release them
and let go of them.
13.
My angry energy needs to be released in ways that are not
destructive to myself or others.
14.
I need to realize that when someone is pointing a finger at
me, they are just
trying to discharge their own pain and discomfort. I need to remain
present, open and centered in the face of someone yelling at me or
threatening me.
15.
When shaming, negative, blaming, angry energy is directed at
me, I need to protect myself, and try to understand what the
blamer’s need really is.
16.
When so confronted, I need to communicate that I recognize
that they are upset and that I wish to clearly understand what it is
that they would like to be different.
17.
If I do not reflect upon or contemplate how I wield my angry
energy in the world, I may remain stuck in my anger patterns.
18.
It is not healthy for me or for those around me to be
subjected to my emotional explosions. If/when this is an issue for
me, I need to stop pretending that I am okay, and learn some new
coping skills.
19.
I need to find new ways to ask for what I would like, and/or
to speak my truth without an angry edge to my voice, words and/or
actions.
20.
Finally, I must release the “angry beast” within me by
exercise, meditation, humor, journaling, clearer communications, or
creative outlets.

With gratitude, and sincere thanks, Doctor…
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Early Feminism
by Rich Weiner

In 1970 (50 years ago!), I had my first relationship with a woman
who called herself a feminist. Early on in the relationship, she
posed the following riddle: “A man and his son were in a horrible
accident, and the son was critically injured. The son was rushed
to the emergency room. Upon seeing the boy, the attending doctor
exclaimed, ‘Oh my God! It’s my son!’ How is that possible?”
This riddle should be an easy one for anybody to solve these days,
but not so in 1970. I didn’t get it and had to be given the answer.
Female doctors were a rarity back then, and typically the
automatic assumption was that the doctor in the riddle was a man.
(Forget the possibility that one might have thought the boy had
two fathers!)
At the time, I was teaching mathematics at a city college back
East. The almost all-black college had a student health center,
and the doctor was a black woman – even more of a rarity. She
gave me regular allergy injections, and still I could not prevent
myself from assuming that the doctor in the riddle was a man. I
was teaching a course called “Problem Solving”, and I posed the
riddle to my students. No one got it, even as I asked the students
to open up their minds about who the people in the riddle might
be. A number of students thought there might be a religious angle
to the riddle, given the words “God” and “son”. It was not until I
asked people to think about the college’s student health center
that one student laughed and said, “It’s a lady doctor!”
That riddle represented an awakening for me and th e beginning of
my self-identification as a supporter of feminism, and later on as
a feminist. Even though we have a long way to go in terms of
gender equality, the changes over the past 50 years have been
amazing. Sixty percent of my law school class (in the early ‘90s)
were women. I believe that medical schools now graduate many
more women than men.

MAN ALIVE SPRING 2020

21

I have been involved with New Mexico Men’s Wellness for almost
20 years. One of the many things I appreciate about NMMW is the
considerable support for transcending our traditional gender roles
and, more generally, our ways of being in the world. The changes
in gender roles over the past 50 years have, in my opinion, been
beneficial for both men and women.
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Dad
by David Robertson
Oh, Dad I didn’t know you
You started to leave
Soon after I was born
The cancer in your throat
A muffled cry
You married this beautiful crazy
Woman with a silver spoon
How mad I was with you for that
But then
I wouldn’t be me
If you hadn’t.
Did you go to leave her?
I used to think
You left me
Because I was bad.
That fear shows up
Only rarely now.
As I have grown
I have realized
I am not that powerful
And it was not about me.
Daddy, where did you go?
I want you.
I need you.
Will I find you in your record collection
In your love letters to her
In myself
In my mentors
In the support of my friends
Or even
In the love of my lover
In the care of my dear guide
Or
In a circle of elders
In the mountains.
I think all of those.
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But god I would love it
If you came to me
In a dream perhaps
And just told me
You love me.

(My father
37. He had
mechanical
months old

Alastair Douglas Robertson died on November 19, 1949 at age
melanoma in his neck which spread to his brain. He was a
engineer at General Ele ctric in Bridgeport CT. I was 16
and do not have memories of him.)
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Morning
by Hank Blackwell

Morning light raised up
by raucous prayers
illuminates the paddies.
Frogs staking claims,
ducks anxious to graze…
crickets announce availability.
This sacred percussion
punctuated by birdsong,
When all the ancestors walk,
blessing the fields.

.
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WEB INSIGHTS--DO NOT MISS!
Wellness, well-being and now, suggestions regarding
coping with Covid-19 from Victor LaCerva at:
myheartsongs.org
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VU9UGRBuPt8

BARNRAISING
This section is intended to hold a place for
announcements of relevant events and happenings, as
well as invitations for participation, support, in the
fashion of pulling your neighbors and loved ones
together for an old-fashioned barn-raising. Here are
a few such items to prime the pump for the next
edition:

De a r g ood men ,
Since CoVid 19 has finally been confirmed as being in NM, the
Department of Health has advised against holding "big
gatherings." Although the upcoming Bring a Buddy events in both
Albuquerque and Santa Fe are not especially large, they do attract
some elderly folks who may be at increased risk.
The NMMW Board has decided to cancel the Spring gathering at
Hummingbird. Anyone who has registered will receive a full
refund. If you want us to keep your scholarship donation,
please let Jim Connoly know, and your refund will be
adjusted accordingly.
The ABQ Bring a Buddy committee has unanimously decided that
we should cancel future Tuesday evening Bring A Buddy events,
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starting with the April 7 th event. Everyone’s physical safety is of
upmost importance and we feel that hosting meetings would not be
wise at this time. They will be in touch via email when it is safe
to resume our events. Please be careful and we look forward to
seeing you and your buddies in the near future.
The Santa Fe April 21 Bring a Buddy event is also cancelled.
The late May couples gathering is still a go, as is the summer
gathering, and we will monitor events to d ecide if that needs to
change.
Victor puts out short weekly free podcasts, and the last few have
been on coronavirus—with his public health medical hat on in
terms of what to expect and how to protect oneself and one's
family. If you wish to sign up, you can do so
at myheartsongs.org Proper hand washing is king! Social
distance, or better compassionate spaciousness (6 feet) whe n
prudent, particularly if you are over 55 with a chronic heart or
lung disease. This is a lung disease: if you have a runny nose or
nasal congestion with other symptoms, you most likely do NOT
have coronavirus infection.
The Health Department has a toll free number if you have
questions or concerns about getting tested. 855-600-3453
They also developed this questionnaire – designed to assist
facilities with a large number of elderly – that may also be useful
to help you "self assess" your current risk.
NEW MEXICO DEPARTMENT OF HEALTH
FACILITY VISITOR SCREENING QUESTIONAIRE
In response to concerns regarding COVID -19 (coronavirus disease
2019), and in accordance with guidance issued by the Centers for
Disease Control (CDC), this facility is screening al l visitors for
certain risk factors before entrance is allowed. Facilities may
restrict or limit visitation rights for reasonable clinical and safety
reasons, specifically to prevent community associated infection or
communicable disease transmission to th e residents. See 42 CFR
§483.10(f)(4).
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QUESTIONS
1.
Have you traveled internationally in the last 14 days to any
country currently designated by the CDC as a high-risk location
for COVID-19*?
2.
Have you had signs of a respiratory infection in the last 14
days, such as a fever, cough and/or sore throat?
3.
Have you had contact with anyone who ha s been diagnosed
with, or screened for COVID-19?
4.
Have you traveled to another state with widespread
community transmission of COVID-19 in the last 14 days?

Love and hugs and we will all get through this!
Your NMMW Board:
Mark Ayers
Barry Cooney
Jon Driscoll
Roger Harmon
Marc Kolman
Victor La Cerva
Mark Pugsley
Dave Robertson
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