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In an article in a bulletin sent out by the Rowe Camp & Conference Center, “What Sons 

Need From Their Dads,” Neil Chethik, who had recently finished his book Fatherloss, excerpted 

transcripts of his interviews with 70 men about how they dealt with the deaths of their fathers.  

During the interviews he had the opportunity to ask also about the fathers’ lives.  He wanted to 

know, “What makes a good father?”  The following is an excerpt from the article. 

In childhood, boys need from their fathers something that can 

broadly be called “affection.” 

The men I interviewed didn’t always use that term.  Affection has 

the connotation of holding, cuddling, hugging, kissing, and other 

forms of physical contact.  And indeed, when that occurred 

between a father and son, it seemed to have an unusually positive 

effect on the child. 

For many of the sons I spoke with, their fondest memories of 

childhood were wrestling with their dads, being tossed into the air 

or carried piggyback, or some other form of direct physical play. 

One son told me:  “On Saturday mornings, when my dad had been 

gone all week, I’d climb into my parents’ bed.  He had horrible 

breath in the morning.  We played a game where he tried to breathe 

on me, and I hid.”  This son actually remembered this game with 

fondness! It’s an indication of how much sons want to be close to 

their dads.  I wondered why wrestling, bad-breath games and other 

physical affection so warmly remembered by sons [sic].  I 

eventually came to see it this way: Physical contact between a 

father and son give the son a close-up view of the beast he will one 

day become: a man.  The boy experiences, in his body and bones, 

how a man moves, feels, smells.  Just as importantly, when the 

father’s touch is playful and loving, the son learn that men are 

strong, but that strength can be harnessed, restrained, and used in a 

safe way. 

Not only is it harder to be a man, it is also harder to become one. 

Arianna Stassinopoulos 

The journey toward my father started some years ago, when I began noticing a void in 

myself when it came to defining what it was to be a man.  It was not a quantum leap for me to see 

that the break in my relationship with my dad was when he died when I was 14 years old.  I was 

not equipped or willing to feel the pain of that loss.  Not until I was well into my adult years did I 

begin to let the enormous impact on me of losing him at that crucial juncture in my life sink in.  I 

view this project as an extension of the process I am presently focusing on in my personal work. 

As I began looking at my men friends and observing men, in general I saw a disconnect 

that seemed epidemic within the psyche and hearts of men.  The more I observed this in others, 

the more I was compelled to look into myself and feel feelings buried for so long. 

My project mainly takes the form of sculpture and drawing.  Through my work I attempt 

to express my feelings, longings and ideas about my relationship with my father as they pertain to 
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physical contact and the masculine principle of authentic power.  Beyond the expression of my 

personal experiences, there is also an element of societal and cultural imperatives that surfaces 

throughout the work.  To round out this project, I use an interview process as a component of the 

written portion of the project.  My intention is to gain an overview of the experiences of other 

men. 

If men do not keep on speaking terms with children, they cease to be men, 

and become merely machines for eating and for earning money. 

John Updike 

If there is anything I have inherited from my dad it is the power, sensitivity and joy of 

hands, their wordless expressions of powerful truths.  Remembering my father’s touch, I still feel 

his strength, power, masculinity, compassion and love. 

The transmission of masculine energy, the grounding force through physical touch, is 

intrinsic to a boy’s development.  When I talk about physical touch I am referring to hugs and 

cuddling but also to the more mundane experiences of touch:  Dad teaching me to swing a 

baseball bat, roughhousing/wrestling, guiding my hand with his as I learn to solder two wires 

together or learn how to repair my broken toy box. 

All the feeling which my father could not put into words was in his hand;  

any dog, child or horse would recognize the kindness of it. 

Freya Stark 

As an adult man, as much as I recognize the importance of touch, that importance is 

eclipsed by feelings of risk and vulnerability.  Simply put, will I risk touching another person to 

show support and love?  How much isolation can I tolerate? How much more isolation can I 

endure and at what cost? Will I take the risk to reach with my hands to ask, support and express 

myself? 

My dad’s hands were stilled in 1964, and my legacy has been to use my hands in ways 

that carry on what he taught me yet with my own colors and tones, my essence. 

The sculptures and drawings in this project speak of many aspects of my relationship with 

myself, my father, grandfathers, generational dynamics and relationships with men.  Multi-

layered and multi-dimensional, my intention is to convey personal feelings about my father and 

about how they have affected me in my relationships with both men and women.  The images and 

forms are archetypal and symbolic, representing masculine power, shadow, strength and solidity. 

As an artist, I know that part of me still likes to think that my work speaks for itself.  This 

comes from way back, when the art work I did was intellectually based, when I believed there 

was no room for soul in abstract art.  This belief nagged at me, always tugging at my sleeve, 

urging that something was missing.  In service to this false belief I avoided standing behind my 

work and taking responsibility for claiming myself through my art.  “Open ended” art was good, I 

maintained.  My intellectual mask offered a perception of safety.  The problem was that I was 

missing from my work, and on a deep level I felt I was a fraud. 
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As I now look back, I see that the fallow years following my departure from the art world 

have had much value.  I did not have the foundation or courage to let my soul’s expression infuse 

the work.  Age, perspective and experience inform me that the essence of Michael is all that is 

needed to make meaningful art and meaningful relationships.  The sculptures and drawings in this 

project derive their inspiration and seeding from my knowing and feeling my core, my life 

experience and the joy I feel working with my hands. 



The Gift
by Li-Young Lee

To pull the metal splinter from my palm
my father recited a story in a low voice.

I watched his lovely face and not the blade.
Before the story ended, he’d removed
the iron sliver I thought I’d die from.

I can’t remember the tale,
but hear his voice still, a well

of dark water, a prayer.
And I recall his hands,

two measures of tenderness
he laid against my face,
the flames of discipline

he raised above my head.

Had you entered that afternoon
you would have thought you saw a man

planting something in a boy’s palm,
a silver tear, a tiny flame.

Had you followed that boy
you would have arrived here,

where I bend over my wife’s right hand.

Look how I shave her thumbnail down
so carefully she feels no pain.
Watch as I lift the splinter out.
I was seven when my father

took my hand like this,
and I did not hold that shard

between my fingers and think,
Metal that will bury me,
christen it Little Assassin,

Ore Going Deep for My Heart.
And I did not lift up my wound and cry,

Death visited here!
I did what a child does

when he’s given something to keep.
I kissed my father.



Pain
91/2” x 91/2” x 26”

Wood, nails

Pleasure
83/4” x 83/4” x 26”

Wood, string, wax,  plumb bob

Energy of Within
12” x 12” x 271/2”

Wood, string, wax,  plumb bob



Universal Truth
48” x 38” x 6”

Wood, rope, steel rail



Connection Drawing 1
22” x 30”
Oil stick on paper

Connection Drawing 2
22” x 30”
Oil stick on paper



Generations
16” x 5” x 25”
Wood, brass rod



Shoulder to Shoulder
29” x 751/2”

Oil Stick on paper
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Sculptures and Drawings 

Pleasure represents grounded energy, connection with divinity and the state of being 

centered.  The wood structure (the body) supports and embodies the spirit and soul.  The plumb 

bob, by its nature, finds its precise place whether the structure is sitting perfectly or not.  One 

“feeling sense” I have about this sculpture is of the solidity and quiet strength I remember in my 

dad.  It is a state I dance with and resist daily. 

In Pain the implication is obvious:  nails are hammered from the inside so that the barbs 

point into the world.  Its message is: “Keep away.”  An alternative title for this piece could be 

Isolation.  This piece is also expressive of my shadow self, my negative pleasure in keeping 

people and uncomfortable feelings away.  The thoughts it expresses are:  “I can do it myself” and 

“I don’t need you or anyone else.”  This stance in turn feeds victim energy. 

Energy of Within tells the story of my journey in taking risks to open myself to the world, 

in letting glimpses of inner life out, of letting life-sustaining air in.  The plumb bob in this work 

represents the core or heart.  The openings/windows have a dual meaning.  They point to 

vulnerability and the fear of exposure, of being seen and of the longing to be seen.  In response to 

cultural directive, men are more closed than open.  The windows cutting into the shell/mask serve 

to show the truth abiding within.  The piece suggests the taking in of a full, deep, nurturing 

breath.  It feels good to feel the life force in my body, yet there is a sadness and unfamiliarity to 

being fully in life. 

Universal Truth is in direct dialogue with masculine energy and power.  It is evocative of 

aggressive, outward movement yet anchored in authenticity as represented by the rope lashed to 

the steel rail.  This work opens onto an avenue to the masculine power my father showed me, a 

power that I simultaneously feared and was drawn to.  Fear is a response to the distortion that 

masculine power is destructive.  My work shows me that the contrary is true.  Authentic 

masculine power can be nurturing and healing. 

Connection Drawing 1 & 2: These drawings are related to universal truth.  I was working 

out the rope pattern that I wanted to use to connect the wooden elements to themselves and 

ultimately to the rail.  Quite literally, the rope represents the connecting fiber between men and 

the generations of men.   

Generations speaks of societal, cultural and generational imperatives.  This piece is my 

vision of the future in that it represents tribal elders (living and dead) challenging, supporting and 

blessing young men on their quest to find their authentic selves and their place in society.  I 

believe that this piece prefigures what my work will be in the next stage of my life. 

Shoulder to Shoulder is archetypal, with the two forms representing history receding and 

moving forward, but it has a personal connotation as well.  It evokes a feeling I often enjoy when 

I am involved in decision making or immersed in a task:  that of standing shoulder to shoulder 

with my dad, feeling his energy and guidance.  The height of this drawing is very nearly that of 

my dad. 
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Front Page Photos 

The objects on the front page represent my relationship with my dad.  As a side job, he 

painted cabinets and apartments.  A cousin found brushes in the basement of her home, where 

they had been stored away, forgotten for more than 40 years.  These were my dad’s tools, which 

he kept and cared for.  They are treasures to me. 

The combination square is also a tool that my father kept in his closet, one of many I 

remember seeing and holding as a child.  It is also a tool I use daily in my work as a carpenter.  I 

see this not only as a tool but also as a living connection with him through which our energies 

merge. 

The rabbet plane is a present day tool, one I use often.  It is as beautiful as it is functional.  

It is full of my energy and represents my love of working with my hands. 
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I cannot think of any need in childhood as strong as the need for a father’s protection. 

Sigmund Freud 

I interviewed four men regarding their relationships with their fathers, not to study them 

scientifically, rather, to sketch a landscape of the experiences these men have had with their 

fathers. 

To construct a safe emotional and spiritual container, I guaranteed the men anonymity and 

gave them the liberty to pass on any question.  I gave them as much time as they needed to think 

about and answer each question.  For the most part I did not interact with the men after presenting 

the questions, and I gave them full range as to where their thoughts might go.   

I have edited the transcriptions of the interviews for the sake of brevity. 

Interview Questions 

1. Is your father still alive? 

2. How would you describe your relationship with him when you were a child? as an 

adolescent? as an adult? 

3. Did you and your father touch (hold hands, hug, cuddle, roughhouse)? 

4. What did it feel like when your dad made physical contact with you? 

5. Do you recall wanting more physical contact with your dad? 

6. What did you want/need from your dad that you didn’t get? 

7. How has your relationship with your father affected your relationships with men? 

within love relationships? 

8. How has your relationship with your father affected your relationship with your 

children/child? 

9. What is the source of your power and self-esteem? 

10. What sacrifices have you made in your life to gain approval from others? 

11. What is masculine power? 
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Interview 1 

1. Yes. 

2.   I don’t have a lot of clear memories growing up being in my family.  Many of the 

memories are of the house I grew up in, but it’s empty.  I don’t have a lot of 

memories of what my relationship was with my father.  I think it was pretty absent 

emotionally.  We did things like going to the dump with my father, but I don’t 

remember him playing ball with me or roughhousing or holding me.  Those are the 

kinds of memories I don’t have. 

 I’m not sure that they didn’t happen.  I just don’t remember. 

 As an adolescent I have more memories and they’re not pretty.  I became very 

aware of how needy my father was, like, looking for approval from me.  I avoided 

contact with him.  He was very narcissistic, very in his own world. 

 As an adult I’ve gotten more grounded in myself.  I grieve the relationship I never 

had.  I don’t feel the give and take that’s part of a relationship, I just don’t feel it. 

3. I think I’ve answered that. 

4.   It was pretty skeevy.  I know my father loves me and my mother loves me.  To 

give you an idea about expressing it.  I was the first one in my family to say “I 

love you.”  I was probably in my 20s. 

5.   Pass. 

6.   I wanted him to be a man.  I was looking for that energetic bequeathment, that 

transfer of male energy.  I’ve always felt, like, “What’s a man?”  “Am I enough of 

a man?”  I missed out on that rock-suredness that this is who I am and I’m ok.  

One thing I did get from my dad was that he’s a man of a lot of integrity.  He was 

fanatical about keeping his word and that’s really served me well. 

7. I didn’t get a sense of power from my dad, so I felt like the weakest of the litter 

when with other men.  I don’t trust that I could meet the male power of others, so I 

have a tendency to pull back.  Not getting that transmission of male power makes 

me distrust other men.  That said, I have a lot of good relationships with men, so it 

hasn’t poisoned me. 

8. The primary point that comes out of my relationship with my dad with women is 

I’m always trying to prove I’m a man with them.  I’m always having them validate 

my manhood in some way.  I’m looking for approval. 

9. Wow, that’s a really good question.  I think what I’ve discovered about myself is 

my power is really in my heart. 
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10.   Wow, that’s a pretty far-reaching question.  I chose to enter corporate life because 

I needed a place where I could get approval, where I could learn the rules and get 

rewarded.  You know, somewhere I didn’t have to strike out on my own, like 

being an artist.  I think I sacrificed a lot of my own individuality to conform to the 

expectation of the corporation or society.  If I felt like I had ground in my 

manhood, I think I would have made different choices. 

11.   The way I’m beginning to understand it in my life is, it’s a single purposeness of 

direction where you believe something and you follow that passion. 
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Interview 2 

1. No. 

2.   I can tell you how it was.  I don’t know if I can describe the relationship.  As a 

child I would ask him millions and millions of questions.  He would either answer 

my questions or he would be very clear he didn’t know the answer, but he would 

postulate that “it probably was like this or that.”  This was probably the most 

valuable thing he gave me:  a way of thinking and figuring things out.  I could 

watch how his brain worked.  I owe a lot of how my brain works to him. 

 Adolescence was tough because the relationship between he and my mother got 

increasingly more . . . .  It moved from just a bad relationship to violent.  They 

were both very strong personalities and could stick up for themselves.  Neither 

was dominant.  It started as soon as my father came home from work.  I checked 

out.  At one point someone got my father involved with Boy’s Club.  There was a 

storefront that was set up as a teen club and we’d go down there on Saturdays.  It 

wasn’t used very much, so we played bumper pool for hours and hours.  It was a 

sweet time.  As soon as I was 13-14, I was out of the house.  I’d barely come 

home to sleep.  It wasn’t until about 17 years old we had another crossroads. 

 The ultimatum was either, “Go to college” or “Get a job or you’re leaving.”  If I 

went to college, my father said he’d support me any way he could.  If I didn’t go 

to college, “You’re outta here, go do whatever you’re gonna do.”  And he was 

pretty tough about that.  After a couple of horrific jobs I decided to go to college.  

Our relationship changed when I was in college to a more adult relationship.  It 

was distant, physically distant but warm. 

 He eventually moved to California, and Mom stayed here.  He really blossomed 

and became his own person.  It was easier to relate to him. 

3.   He was sort of a grab-and-hug kind of guy.  We had this big scratchy lounge chair 

and he’d plunk down and become liquid, and my sister and I would curl up on 

each side of him and fall asleep. 

4.   He was always portly.  I just remember his big, round belly.  He was a strong guy 

at least until he got older.  He had huge hands, craggy, tough and rough.  Strength 

and . . . .  He wasn’t particularly macho, just a strong guy. 

5.   We didn’t, as a family, say “I love you” to each other until he had his heart attack.  

It was warm, but it didn’t have that demonstrative component to it.  Post heart 

attack, our relationship shifted. 

6.   I wouldn’t be the person that I am if I hadn’t had to put the pieces of my mother 

back together when he walked out the door.  Other than that, I don’t know . . . .  

It’s hard to parse out what’s not him and what’s not me. 
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7. That’s a tough one.  I think issues of extreme personal space were probably 

defined by the suffering they experienced.  I need a lot of space.  My partners 

figure out how to come up on me.  It became a survival mechanism.  It was 

reinforced by their relationship.  I like my solitude. 

 I do the same thing my father did:  I walk in the door and demand my space.  I 

haven’t figured out how to navigate that transition of coming home and . . . .   

8.   My relationships with other men, hmm . . . .  He was always taking some sort of 

leadership role.  Whether it was local politics or some other involvement there 

wasn’t anyone who didn’t like him.  He enjoyed people a lot and enjoyed social 

interaction.  He was very comfortable with men and women; he was very warm.  It 

didn’t stick with me; I’m not the big party person.  I’ve never been very 

comfortable with men or with warm family relationships. 

9.   The source? It’s always there, there’s never a lack of it.  It’s that wild team of 

horses that’s there.  It’s always available to screw yourself up by using it the 

wrong way, or it’s incredibly powerful and productive.  Where it comes from, it 

beats me.  It’s certainly not an intellectual place; it doesn’t come from my head.  

In the company of men it’s shared.  The thing that comes to mind is the collective 

male thing.  I mean, women have the collective woman thing, too.  The collective 

male spirit. 

10.   I’m sure it’s hundreds of things.  What sacrifices have I made to gain approval?  

 It’s hard to lose the -- there’s a certain amount of pride wrapped up in my ability 

to be a chameleon, so it’s hard to call it a sacrifice, but I guess the sacrifice is the 

loss of oneself. 

 It starts out in any relationship where I can gain or be seen or be that person they 

want me to be.  I know that point in a relationship where there’s a shift when I 

become who I am, which isn’t always easy. 

 I know plenty of times my pride got in the way.  My identity was completely 

guarded from being taken -- that I needed to somehow defend in a war that didn’t 

exist, that wasn’t really happening.  That’s the shadow side of being a chameleon.  

I know at every moment who I am, and people begin believing what you’ve put 

out there. 

11.   I think on a bio-chemical level the nature of our hormones allows us to have a 

single-minded tenacity combined with a physical . . . .  It is a very different energy 

than female energy.  There is a locomotive power that comes from masculine 

energy.  It’s the yin and yang kind of thing.  It is destructive -- tornadoes are 

masculine, lava flows, title waves -- but also floods of creativity and amassing 

forces to feed 100,000 people, a solidity that’s very different [from] that female 

energy.  I know that engine in myself.  Pulling something up from somewhere and 

being able to do it, that raw pure life force.  It just feels different than women. 
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Interview 3 

1.   No, he passed away in 1975. 

2.   Throughout my whole life I didn’t see my father much.  I never saw my father 

during the week.  I only had a relationship with him on the weekends due to the 

nature of his business.  He slept late in the mornings and came home late at night. 

 As a little kid Uncle Herb would take me on adventures because my father was 

working.  Every weekend we would go to the country, so my relationship with 

him took place around that environment. 

 Looking back, how was that relationship?  I know it was lacking because I didn’t 

have enough contact with him.  Pretty much all though my life it was like that. 

 As an adult, well, he passed away when I was 25 years old.  As he got older, well 

he drank too much he gambled a lot.  His drinking bothered me all the time.  

Either he was in a good mood, or he was in a bad mood.  So it could really suck, 

or it could be fine.  When he drank he wasn’t nice to be around, so I’d squirrel 

myself in my room and draw or do something to take myself out of that 

environment. 

 As I got older, I guess I was more objective about it.  After my parents died and I 

went to counseling, I realized I would have related better to my father because I 

thought more about his angst. 

 Most of our socialization took place in the country.  Since I was seven years old 

until I went to college we went to the country every weekend.  That’s where our 

relationship happened. 

 As an adolescent things were unfulfilled.  I wanted a presence.  It was odd to not 

see my father all week:  it was like having a part time relationship.  I had Uncle 

Herb, who was “the father figure”; he was the substitute.  But that wasn’t real 

parenting, it was companionship and guidance.  It was kinda like having a 

grandfather.  I didn’t have grandparents, well, except for my mother’s mother. 

3.   Yeah, when I saw him, yeah.  He could be sensitive.  He was demonstrative in his 

own way. 

4. It felt good.  It was reassuring.  It was kind of a nice place to be.  I do that with my 

kids now. 

5.   No, I don’t, quite honestly. 

6.   That’s a difficult thing.  I guess it would have been, maybe a better understanding 

of  . . . .  I don’t know how to describe that.  I think there was a real cultural break.  

I believe my father was an old world individual and a big part of his problem was 
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that he didn’t fit into this culture.  He was the first generation in this country.  He 

didn’t fit.  I realized early on that he and I weren’t of the same . . . .  I guess I felt 

like he really didn’t necessarily understand.  I was just this kid who flips his 

baseball cards on the stoop, and he had no concept of that whatsoever.  He had no 

experience at all about street life, street ball, stick ball, he had no idea about what 

that was about.  You know, the things you do as a kid; he had no way to relate to 

those kinds of things.  His life as a kid was so entirely different.  I don’t think it 

was in his grasp. 

 Did he know me?  As a kid, no.  Like I said, I didn’t see him that much to really 

establish a relationship like that.  I really didn’t.  It wasn’t a very good way to 

raise a kid.  I certainly wouldn’t want to do that to my kids. 

7.   I guess I’m not very intimate with men.  I think I’m honest, but I wouldn’t say that 

I’m intimate.  I’m sure that comes from the relationship I had with my father. 

 With women I don’t think it really has changed my relationship with my wife, not 

that aspect of it.  You know, I don’t want to blame all my shit on my father.  I 

think I learned enough from my own therapy looking at my family structure that I 

think I learned to put that into perspective and realized that was not a good way to 

be.  I’m still not terribly communicative, probably a hell of a lot better than before 

I went to therapy but still could do that better because I tend to withdraw, and I 

guess it’s a protection that probably came from when I was a kid and would be 

kind of protecting myself from my father when he was in a pissy mood.  The 

drinking is a bitch.  When people lose control, it stinks.  When you’re a little kid, 

it’s far worse.  As you get older, you can say “fuck you,” but when you’re little, 

you say “fuck you,” but you don’t say it like that.  You withdraw or get pissed off.  

As a kid I carried that around.  It definitely came around more as I got older; then I 

would get resentful and pissed off.  After he passed away, I realized that I wish he 

would have stuck around because I think we would have gotten along better 

maybe because I was more receptive to his demons.  But he didn’t stick around. 

8.   That has been . . . .  I try to be very careful to just be there as much as I can.  I try, 

but it’s not too easy to not get them involved in your bullshit.  You know, when 

you come home from work and I’m in a shitty mood.  I try like hell to be there for 

them.  My father was good at showing me things, but I just didn’t have that daily 

relationship with him.  If anything, I try hard to maintain that with my kids all the 

time.  It’s a constant sense of involvement.  I guess the best way to put it is to keep 

my battles my battles and their battles theirs.  Not carry over my junk into theirs. 

9. You could push that back to your family.  Probably, if we’re talking about family, 

it came from my mother.  But then again, it’s difficult to say when and how.  I 

don’t know if I’d say that my family structure bolstered my self-esteem.  Being an 

artist, I don’t know if that bolsters your self-esteem, but it certainly makes you 

more aware of yourself and thinking about yourself and what’s going on with 

things.  I don’t know.  I would say that’s difficult to pinpoint.  I can look back and 
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say there are certain things I got from my mother and things I got from my father 

that were character building.  I would say my self-esteem  . . . .  I don’t exactly 

know how to answer that.  I don’t know what that was.  I couldn’t give you the 

source of that. 

10.   I don’t know about that.  I don’t know if I’ve worried whether I have approval 

from someone else, quite frankly. 

11.   I have to think about that.  What is masculine power? I can only relate that to my 

kids, but I don’t think of it as masculine power.  I think of it more as a masculine 

presence.  I see that in the relationship I have with them, and it’s different than the 

relationship they have with their mother. 

 I don’t know how I would say, “What is masculine power?”  I guess it would be a 

male presence.  I don’t necessarily feel that it’s power, though.  Personally, I don’t 

know about a masculine power.  I don’t really think of things as being masculine 

or feminine.  I’d have to think about that one for a while. 
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Interview 4 

1. Yes. 

2.   I can’t really say that I remember a lot of moments with my dad when I was 

young.  I remember my dad doing things.  I was probably around six.  I think that 

one of my first real memories of my father was when his father passed away.  He 

was doing an addition to our house.  My first real recollection of him was how 

traumatized he was by that situation. 

 As an adolescent, I really didn’t like my dad too much.  If he talked to me, for the 

most part, it would be reprimanding me for something he didn’t like me doing.  

Anything from goofy stuff to making too much noise or whatever.  I wouldn’t say 

there was a real camaraderie, we didn’t do fishing or hunting or that kind of stuff 

together at all.  It was more, he did his work, kept the house and stuff like that. 

 As an adult, I began to appreciate my dad post-college, when I began working for 

myself, taking care of myself, and my parents would come up and just help, fixing 

things around my apartment.  They would bring me things, buy me tools.  I would 

say the best time with my father was as an adult.  As a real young kid I would say 

I was persona non grata.  My mother was much more the “go to” person.  As a 

young adult, it wasn’t a tight relationship.   

3.   I can never remember holding hands with my dad.  Even to this day to give my 

dad a hug, you’re not getting a lot back.  That’s just his personality.  It’s not that 

he doesn’t love you, he just doesn’t know how to express it.  Wrestling and things 

like that . . . .  I know he and my brother wrestled a lot.  I don’t ever remember 

wrestling with my dad.  If it happened, it was a rarity.  It wasn’t something 

common. 

4. I would say, even to this day, it’s probably more me reaching out and expressing 

my love more than my dad reaching out and expressing his love.  He’s more the 

receptor than the giver.  I never really thought about it or questioned it.  Um, just 

trying to think about my grandfather, who was also very close.  They lived next 

door.  In terms of physicalness, my grandfather was more gregarious, more giving 

of hugs and receiving.  But Dad, he’s pretty stiff.  How did it feel when your 

grandfather touched you? It was heartwarming, it definitely felt good.  It was 

definitely more receptive both ways. 

5.   I can’t say that I did. 

6. At the time, I think, as an adolescent I was frustrated with my dad because his 

interests were not that varied.  He was more about maintaining the house, keeping 

things going.  He didn’t play sports or anything like that.  If I had wanted more, it 

probably would have been some more guidance, more input, more involvement. 
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 I have this dualistic thing, like in a lot of ways my grandfather fulfilled a lot of 

those issues.  With Eugene I could go over to his shop, and he would be putzing 

around.  He retired when I was around 11 or 12, so there was a place to go, a place 

to hang out.  It was a very comfortable, warm place. 

 In terms of wanting more, desiring more, I can’t remember thinking, “I wish he 

would do this or that.”   

 My grandparents lived really close, and I was there almost every day for some 

reason or another.  They would do trips every other year or so, and when they 

were gone, it was such a void.  I remember feeling that, but I haven’t thought 

about it for quite a while. 

7. I would say with men is that I’ve tried to be more involved with my sons’ lives.  

The whole male thing is with sports.  I didn’t play sports until middle school.  I 

didn’t have my father there.  I didn’t have my father there.  I didn’t have that type 

of relationship to have someone guiding you.  I’ve never really felt 100% 

comfortable in situations like that with other guys. 

 I always just felt not quite in my shoes. 

 It’s not so much my relationship with my father.  It’s more the relationship with 

my mom. 

 Mom more or less treated us and raised us to be fair and loving.  That’s the side of 

me that’s more affected:  my strength and guidance with women. 

 My dad wasn’t very gregarious.  There wasn’t a lot of affection displayed between 

my mom and my dad; if it was, it was more from my mom to my dad than from 

my dad to my mom.  Things like birthdays, anniversaries, my dad never did much.  

He’d never get her flowers for Mother’s Day.  On the positive note, he was never 

mean, never physically mean to my mom.  It’s those quiet strengths of honor, he 

was a gentleman always.  Those lessons stick with me. 

8.   Well, I can’t say I gained a lot of confidence from my father.  I’m not real 

gregarious.  I don’t feel comfortable in my shoes with a lot of people.  Because of 

that, I think, I’ve passed that onto my kids; I don’t think they have a lot of 

confidence in themselves.  The strengths from my dad is “Do the right thing,” and 

the honorable.  I’ve really strived to, tried to teach my kids to be honorable and 

step up, and it’s very frustrating when they don’t. 

 I’m trying, as a dad, figure out how to be stronger with them and not be 

overbearing but also teach them they have social responsibilities. 

9.   In terms of where I got my self-esteem from? I would say mostly from my mom.  

From her guidance, from her words, from her deeds.  My dad is on the quieter 

side . . . .  Some from my grandfather as well.  Both my parents have been very 
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supportive.  My dad is just a man of very few words.  My mom is always 

complimenting, with notes and words that make you feel you’re doing the right 

thing.  I would say the source is my mom. 

10. I don’t know that I’m looking for approval from other people.  I’m not looking for 

affirmation.  I know it inside.  Doing a sacrifice for affirmation?  No. 

11. It’s an inner confidence, it’s an inner strength that you feel comfortable in your 

shoes.  It’s knowing what you’re doing is fair and just.  It’s knowing in your heart 

that you’re doing the right thing. 
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It’s clear that most American children suffer too much mother and too little father. 

Gloria Steinem 

An unexpected and welcome by-product of this project is that it has helped me get back in 

touch with my true nature as a creative man.  I had not made art in years until this project.  

Turning on my creative switch helped me to look within in a different way from what I had 

become used to doing.  The ability to approach, feel into, sit with and finally express my sadness, 

longing and joy through art enriches me and my relationship with my father.  I realize that one of 

the pains I have been avoiding is my ache that I will never be a father.  Yet although I will not 

experience the joy and pride of passing my gifts to my son, these pleasures ignite a desire in me 

to work with young men as a shepherd and initiator.  I see a clear need for men to mentor and to 

model strong, compassionate and authentic power for men.  There are numerous organizations 

that offer initiation rituals, in one of which, The Mankind Project, I am currently involved. 

I recently had the opportunity to work with a group of dedicated men in an initiation 

process, in which 32 men came from all walks of life to reclaim a piece of themselves.  During 

the course of the weekend I supported and received support from my fellow staff members.  

Decidedly the most rewarding aspect was knowing that the emotional and spiritual container that 

was created gave these brave men the space and safety to go where they needed to go to embody 

their greatness.  To many of them, this work was new and terrifying territory.  To others, it was a 

revelation that they had the right to claim their masculinity. 

I left the weekend with gratitude, hope and the knowledge that the world was a better 

place with these newly initiated men. 

The path to a manly heart runs through the valley of tears. 

Sam Keen 

Relating this project to Core Energetics has been a major challenge.  As the project took 

shape and elements fell into place, it eluded me until its conclusion.  Simply put, this project has 

been about pleasure. 

I have been called by fate and driven by will to move to embrace this area of my 

experience.  Labeling it as a dark area is inaccurate, for there is much light to be had.  Defining it 

as a terrifying place is a distraction, for there is much joy taking residence here. 

Fear is the gatekeeper.  As long as I allow fear the space it begs, I remain locked away, 

never to experience the sweet pain of my heartaches while the beautiful and valuable lessons my 

father gave me become diminished.  The window dressing of darkness, terror and discomfort are 

ruses to keep me from my joy and pleasure. 

In a sense Core Energetics has become a surrogate father.  Through my work, the 

grounding and breathing exercises help me feel the truth of who I am.  Going for the pleasure 

rather than avoiding the pain -- what a concept!  Thanks, Eric.  So much of my energy has been 

spent supporting the illusion that it was better (safer) to avoid pain than to immerse myself in the 
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ocean of life feelings within me.  Illusion maintains that only pain, nothing more, exists in the 

depths, and that if I go to those places I will die. 

My truth says, “This is where my life is:  not in the pain but through the door of pain is 

where I find joy and pleasure.  In its simplest form, when I allow myself to feel the pain, I am no 

longer numb; I am in life.” 

This connection takes form in many ways.  Using my hands building, making art, looking 

at the world and its beauty, being in relationship and letting life energy flow -- breathing, 

grounding and inhabiting my body-- and meditating are some of the ways in which I find 

pleasure. 

Lately I have been asking, “How can I be closer to God?”  Allowing myself to be with the 

luxury of feeling -- pain, sadness, anger, joy, pleasure -- unlocks my soul, and I get to feel the 

depth of my heart.  In this state I am connected with the divine. 

Sometimes the poorest man leaves his children the richest inheritance. 

Ruth E.  Renkel 

I have come to a new understanding and have uncovered heretofore unrealized energies.  

My relationship with my dad has evolved in the past months.  I never thought it would or could.  

Losing him when I was 14 years old and not enjoying his guidance and counsel as a man brings 

me sadness.  Yet compared to what my relationship with him was, I now have a truer feeling 

sense of him and how his essence lives and manifests itself in and through me.  One could say he 

held menial jobs in his life, but the job he did best, the one he loved most, was being with and 

loving me. 

I did  not receive a tangible inheritance from him, but I got the real stuff for which I am 

ever grateful.  My father never hesitated in telling me he loved me, and he showed it.  Most 

important, I felt his love and still feel it today. 
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