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Alex's Dear Friends,

Four months ago Alex passed on, and its been three since the dance
celebration at Pearl Street Studio and Avalon. You hold here a collection
of memories to which many have contributed. Enjoy browsing through
these times and places, whether it iswith Alex or link, to appreciate a
significant person in our midst. You have said:

"You taught me that it was all about opening yourself and your feeling
when you dance.”

"When we got married in 1985, we wondered what we should do to
celebrate at our wedding. There was only one choice: ask Alex to get
everybody dancing."

"If you think of dance as a language, there isthe medium, the steps,
and the message. When the message transcends the steps, it is magic,
link was this type of dancer, in spades. It gave me goose bumps. Itisa
quality that made him atruly great dancer and a unique and wonderful
person.”

It has been a privilege to get to know you and my brother through this
project. As Gary Diggs said about dance as language on page 65, when a
person's spirit transcends the dance it is a game changer.

Thankfully we carry this with us.

John Wil.son, Pcpjional Representative, 406 E. Broadway liny., Charlotte, Ml 488 16/5ir-«>46-562,v
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It is well and fitting that the accomplishments of my brother Alex be
remembered and that his goal
to create moments, events, environments that delight
people, that enlarge and deepen their view of life, that make
life glow, that make peoplefeel good about themselves and
others... grounded in the reality offolk life
flourish, and he be remembered as one who worked hard to create such

moments.
John Wilson






May 22, 2012

It iswith sadness mixed with joy that | share with you news of my brother Alex's
death on May 13, 2012. Sad over the loss of a person who touched so many lives in a
creative and considerate manner for the fifty-five years he lived in Boulder, mixed with
joy in that he found life among the wonderful group of like-minded folks there.

The last years have not been easy for Alex as he experienced the onset of
Parkinson's and more especially as he realized that sharp thinking and memory were
being taken from him. He was never a passive bystander, and this condition was taking
independent living from him. In a reasoned and honest way he decided to end his life
rather than become someone else.

It was a privilege to spend the week prior to this event with him looking through
picture albums and listening to "Alex's Favorite" tapes. The photos enclosed are some
of my favorite ones to help remember this remarkable man.

Alex shared a letter from an old friend, recently received. He was proud of what
it said, and rightly so. It isa poignant sharing in light of his passing:
Dear Alex,

Thank you ever so much for the birthday remembrance. |too value
your friendship highly. You have been one of the high influences in my life
with your great courtesy and gentleness and sincere caring about the well-
being of others. Learning to dance was one of the most expanding events
of my life, and your patience and care in analyzing what | needed to know
was a big part of my "getting it". You are a treasured part of my life as
well.

Alex, my dear, | hope you are well and happy also. You have
brought so much happiness to so many people throughout your life. |
certainly hope your days are full of peace and well-being now.

Love from all of us. Alma

With this we can all say: Amen.

A memorial celebration for Alex with food and song from 5 pm will be held at the
Pearl Street Studio on Friday, June 15'*and pl™nce at the Avalon 7:30 pm on Saturday,
June 16 | hope you can join us.

John Wilson



Dear Friends of Alex (Tink) Wilson, May 25, 2012

A two-evening event commemorating Alex’s life will be held in Boulder on Friday, June
15th and Saturday, June 16th. To accommodate his wishes, the Celebration of his
Life on Friday will be held at the Pearl Street Studio, 2126 Pearl St., which was a
special place for Alex. When the Village Arts Coalition leased it for the first time more
than 20 years ago, Alex employed his carpenter skills and transformed the inside of this
drab-looking, cinder-block building into an attractive home for folk dancing. Later, when
the building was purchased by members of the dance community, Alex was one of the
investors. Folk Dancers Investor Group, LLC, (owner of the Studio) and Alex’s family
are organizing the Friday event. A large tent will be erected in the parking lot next to the
Studio to accommodate the large number of people expected to attend.

Alex’s many singing friends (“CakeNjam” and others) will begin at 5 p.m. followed by a 6
p.m. dinner catered by Donald Vukovic. Thanks to many members of the dance
community who have volunteered to provide appetizers and desserts. Coolers with
water and lemonade will be provided. Friday evening will continue with a short
gathering of everyone to commemorate Alex’s life, including comments from the family.
A quote from the wishes he left behind will be a guide: “No long speeches. 5 min.
timer. Maybe a few memories. All-in-all it's been a good life.” The evening will be
dedicated to singing and dancing, and celebrating Alex’s passion for life.

In that spirit, and in order to keep the oral stories and tributes to a minimum, we are
inviting friends to print out the attached page and write on it your contribution. You may
include pictures and drawings if you wish. Send it to Melba’'s address below. These
pages will be printed and displayed at the memorial and then compiled into an album for
Alex’s family and for posterity in a collection at the Avalon Library. Collages of pictures
are also welcome for display at the event—to be taped onto the wall-length mirror.

Parking information: http://www.boulderdowntown.com/visit/parking

To allow more time and space for dancing, Alex’s family is also hosting a party on
Saturday, June 16~ at the Avalon, 6185 Arapahoe in Boulder, starting at 7:30 p.m.
We will have some live music by local musicians playing Balkan and Scandinavian

music (two of his favorite dance forms), as well as some recorded music. Pot-luck
snacks are welcome.

We would like to collect pictures for a slide show of Alex’s life. Please email your
contribution to Ingvar at the email address below.

Please send writing/creations to: Please send digital photos for slide show to:
Melba Shepard Ingvar Sodal

404 Hapgood St. 1550 Moss Rock Place

Boulder CO 80302 Boulder CO 80304

Email: melbashep@aol.com Email: sodaling@ norsk.us

Thank you, Judith Mohling, Melba Shepard, Sally and Ingvar Sodal, Julie Lancaster

8


http://www.boulderdowntown.com/visit/parking
mailto:melbashep@aol.com

International Folk Dance Party

Saturday, June 16 «7:30-10:30pm
The Avalon, 6185 Arapahoe, Boulder, CO
Celebratins the Memory of Alex (link) Wilson

Everyone's invited!

H

osted by Alexs Friende and Family

Coet: Freel

Many eaey dancee

Some live music by local musicians playing Scandinavian and Balkan dances {two of Alex’s
favorite types) - tip jar for the musicians

Some recorded music

Potiuck snacks and desserts

Slide show about Alex’s life available for viewing in the kitchen

Listening station will be set up for Alex’s “Walkabout” KONU program from the 'SOs, a lis-
tening tour of folk music from Scandinavia through the Balkans; CDs available for purchase
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NEW MEMORIES OF TINK
Oh, Tink, you should have been there!

It was a perfect summer evening in Boulder. Your Pearl Street Studio was brimming
with life and laughter, music and dancing. The huge tent in the driveway was full of
tables of delicious food. On the walls were all the pictures of you that could be found,
from youno Tink first in Boulder, all the way through to the very recent Alex still smiling
at your 80" birthday party. And your variety of friends.

Sally and Ingvar Sodal followed your instaictions to perfection, Melba Shepard and
daughter Jane were constantly involved, as well as Judith Mohling and Julie Lancaster.
Many many others showed their love and care by helping out. Donald Vukovick and his
brother presented a wondrous feast to the couple of hundred people.

Joe Miller came from California, Sunny Newman, too. Came dancers, hikers, skiers, co-
workers, musicians...... from every walk of your life, greeting one another with delighted
smiles and long hugs. The music by Dave Wood and Duffy Keith, the fiddler from Gold
Hill, the music and harmonies were all in the air bringing you back to us.

Judith Mohling gathered us together, and introduced people who wanted to talk.

Your sister Chris spoke beautifully about you as her big brother, poignant stories of your
early antics, and more recent memories of you.

Brother John told of his admiration for you, and shared heartfelt stories about you. He
then read a letter someone wrote. Did you hear the quiet when he told ot your choice to
end your life at this time? You know there was sadness. But, too, you could probably feel
the acceptance from so very many friends who have known you to be an idealistic and
independent person. We understood you.

Sunny spoke. Otto sang a song you loved. Melba, who has been your best friend for
countless years, spoke lovingly of you. Ulna had memorized a story'.

We danced in that small studio you made and loved. Sometimes, in a line dance, someone
would look over and think they saw you there in your bright royal blue T-shirt you wore
so much. For an instant, you were there, leading the line dance, teaching us the steps, the
style, the strange beat of the foreign music, | know you were there.

The next night, more. The Avalon Ballroom was grand, the low lights a background for
the huge, elegant chandelier sparkling above. Another night of dancing, greeting,
hugging. The music was full and lovely, letting us dance and dance. Did you feel the
happiness?

Your strong spirit was in the air. Yes, Tink, you were there! Thanks for coming.
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ALEXWILSON
July28,1929-May 13, 2012

Boulder lost a guiding light of the folk dance and singing community on May 13, 2012.
Alex Wilson (born Alexander Ross Wilson in Syracuse, New York) was known for years as Tink
among his many friends in this community where he resided for fifty-five years. Alex came to
Colorado to pursue rock climbing, skiing, folk dancing and singing, which he had been
introduced to during his undergraduate years at Syracuse University. Having lost several
companions in mountaineering accidents, Alex then limited his climbing to rescue work.
Throughout his life he worked in the building trades until his retirement at age 79 as a
carpenter with the Boulder County Government.

What he will be best remembered for is his contribution to the international folk dance
community, and to the many ways folk song thrives in Boulder. At any party he would always
have a harmonica ready. Alex provided inspiration for the founding of the Village Arts Coalition
in 1989 and leasing the Pearl Street (dance) Studio a year later. As a skilled carpenter he re-
built the interior of that drab, cinder-block building into a pleasant dance space for the folk
dance community in Boulder. He was passionate about including all who wanted to dance as
well as encouraging those who wavered on the sidelines.

Alex was an accomplished dancer specializing in Eastern European and Scandinavian
dance. He traveled to Hungary on several occasions to participate in festivals. His friends
remember stories of his travels to dictatorship-ruled Romania where having a foreigner in your
home overnight was against the law. Alex stayed the night in the hayloft of a barn to avoid
detection. Finding his Hungarian travel companions at the station on his way out the next day,
they insisted he return to the farm with them where he stayed another night in the barn. Upon
hearing music in the village square, he stole out to watch some of the last examples of local folk
dancing as it had been a part of village life for a thousand years.

Alex made a special contribution to the civic life of Boulder on his 75" birthday by
organizing and funding a three-day party which brought in musicians from around the country.
His friends will remember him as he looked that weekend in the photo above- -joyous.
energetic, and welcoming others to join in.

In recent years, declining health and memory due to Parkinson’s brought diminished
activity to the point where Alex decided to close out his life before losing independence. It is
with sadness that we learned of this, but it is also with understanding and appreciation. Alex
made such a difference in the community. It is with heartfelt gratitude that we wish him bon
voyage.

Alex has an older brother William Dexter Wilson (deceased), a younger sister Christina
Wilson Adams, and a younger brother John Mark Wilson together with ten nieces and nephews.
Atwo-evening celebration of Alex's life will be held in Boulder on Friday, June 15th at the Pearl
Street Studio, 2126 Pearl Street starting at 5 p.m. and on Saturday June 16th at the Avalon,
6185 Arapahoe, starting at 7:30 p.m. Both evenings will be filled with singing and dancing to
which all friends are invited.
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My Brother Alex “Tink” Wilson

It has been a privilege to be my brother’s personal representative. | have come to
know what kind of a man he was, and the impact he had on the Boulder folk life
community during his 55 years there. As a younger brother by ten years, and living
1,000 miles away, time and distance gave me only a shadow of his accomplishments.

All that changed as | read his journals and listened to stories of others. As
someone said “in the absence of family here, the whole folk life community is his
family.” The outpouring of affection for Alex (Tink) in the past two months has been a
testimony to the legacy of this dancer, teacher, program organizer, and friend. Alex
treasured the story of the Hungarian dancer Egres Kis Lajos who was a recruiter for the
army going from village to village inspiring the young men to enlist. Alex was just such a
dancer, and he was also just such an enlister, only his venue was the folk dance
community.

There was idealism in Alex that undergirded the direction and energy he brought
to this pursuit of the dance. His dream of a folk dance center was one such ideal. As with
dreams, they do not play out in reality in just their ideal way, and such was the fate of
this one. Alex saw it as an opportunity for community building, for bringing together
those whose labor would build the structure as well as foster the program that it would
house. He salvaged bricks and boards for this higher purpose.

In the end, all his planning and model building and proselytizing did not build
the center. Perhaps it was a case of a good idea with bad timing. Or maybe in Alex’s own
words his “lack of consideration about where the money would come from, or that
people had their own lives to deal with” would cause it to flounder. In any event, his
assessment of this dream was that “in short, | was a fool.” This last sentiment must give
us all a pain of sadness. Alex was no fool. He was a dreamer. And may we all honor such
men when in our midst, and if not then, then in memory.

One such avenue for continuing Alex’s dream is the folk life fund that will
encourage programs for Boulder folk dancers into the future. It is the hope of his family
who have dedicated the money from his estate for this purpose, that more than just
pa}dng air fare for a dance teacher from Hungary, or renting a hall and paying
musicians, that the Alex “Tink” Wilson Folk Life Fund will inspire others like the
Hungarian dance recruiter inspired youth in his time. We must have a renewal from the
younger generations if folk dancing will remain alive and well in Boulder. It is well and
fitting that the accomplishments of my brother Alex be remembered and that his goal to
“create moments, events, environments that delight people, that enlarge and deepen
their view of life, that make life glow, that make people feel good about themselves and
others...grounded in the reality of folk life,” flourish, and he be remembered as one who
worked hard to create such moments.

23 July 2012 John Wilson
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A Sister's Recollections

Tmk moved to Boulder in 1957 when | was 21, so many of my memories were from my
childhood, and the adult memories were mostly long distance. Recently people have asked me
if we were close. Obviously, we didn't live in each other's back pocket, but | felt we were close
in spite of distance.

He got his nickname very early. He had whooping cough at 3 months and supposedly
looked like a "tinker toy" when he coughed. He recovered, but the name stuck. Inthe last few

years he chose to use "Alex" as his name and it was hard for many folks to change.

Someone asked me why Ithought he was drawn to sea chanteys in his music groups,
and the only thing | could think of was that he's spent summers at Otisco Lake in Central New
York State and was an early and good swimmer and sailor. A story that had been handed down
was of a Labor Day sailing race when he was seven and had been asked to crew for Dad
because the weather was rough and they needed ballast. It was the only time that Dad
capsized a boat and he began to count heads to be sure he had everyone. He came up one
short and then noticed link swimming away from the boat - going after Dad's pipe that was
bobbing along on the water's surface.

He was a teacher at heart. | was probably 10 when he had John and me commit to

memory a definition of a spiral stair case - without using our hands - and | still remember it,
convoluting series of risers and treads."

An April Fool's Day in the same period, | made the mistake of telling him that | had
switched the salt for the sugar at the dinner table. I'm sure you know that he switched them
back and that the joke was on me.

He sent books and music on subjects about which he was passionate. "Reviving
Ophelia” to me and Woody Guthrie's LP "Songs to Grow On" for Susan. He loved the movie
"The Quiet Man." He listened, and listened, and listened again to the "hi-fi" to get the words to
the songs. He memorized all of the words to all of the verses of every song - frustrating to
those of us who couldn't and fun because he could. And he distributed a cassette of "link's
Favorites" each holiday season.

link had many summer jobs during his school years: Boy Scout camp counselor; Good
Humor scooter driver; construction; working with Bill, our oldest brother, at resorts in the
Adirondacks from which, one year, he hitch-hiked home arriving in the wee hours. He couldn't
rouse anyone in the house until he tossed pebbles at Mom and Dad's bedroom window and
sang "please come down and let me in...".

18



I was the lucky recipient of many of his prodigious letters - some running to 12 or 14
hand-written pages, covering events and people in his life, and also philosophical thoughts
written on topics of interest and concern to him. Some were typewritten. He never made it
into the computer age, but was more than competent on a Royal standard manual typewriter.
He would send the carbon copies because they were more readable than the original. | have
kept many of them dating back to 1960. One was written in red ink and surrounded with hand-

drawn artwork of hearts and cupids to celebrate Valentine's Day.

And postcards - did you ever get one? Very, very small print from beginning to end - a
whole letter on each - like the Lord's prayer on the head of a pin. Maybe that's why the post
office now charges 32 cents for postcards.

After one of his hitch-hiking jaunts that covered much of Middle America and included a
stretch as a roustabout with Wallace and Clark circus in Arkansas, he started a charm bracelet
for me to commemorate the trip. He made hand-carved wood pins and he sent me several
native-American silver pieces.

In the early 70's link visited us and, of course, wanted to dance. We went; link
introduced himself and everyone within earshot turned to see "the real link Wilson™. It was my
first realization of his standing in the folk dance world. The letters and information that brother
John sent to you talk about the community-wide influence Tink had in Boulder.

link was the best man for many weddings - both family and friends - the kind of guy
that folks thought of as their best friend.

| recently read a Danielle Steel book and this quote spoke to me: "Easy roads aren't
always the best ones. We think they are, but look at the people you respect in life; they're
usually the people who've made it when the going wasn't easy, people who survived and grew
from all the pain. The ones who have it easy don't have a hell of a lot going for them. It's the
others, the ones who climb the mountains with their heads banged up, and their faces

scratched, and their shins bleeding who're worth knowing."

In all, Tink was sensitive to others, humble about his many accomplishments, intelligent
and introspective. Tink was my big brother.

June 2012 Cris Adams
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Nov. 19,1988

There are thousands of ways for people to be
miserable. We have only to look about us and see the
circumstances of peoples everyday lives. | love to
conceive and create moments, events, environments
that delight people, that enlarge and deepen their view
of life, that make life glow, that make people feel good

about themselves and others.

That was the motivation behind An Evening of
Folklore. And, thankfully, it worked - on many levels.
(A purpose also was to validate my own long
involvement with folk dance, folk song and story.)
e Itwas grounded in the reality of folklife.
e The items in the program were jewels that would
delight.
It made the participants as well as the audience feel
good about themselves.
It gave people the sense ofbeing part of a larger

movement of folklife.
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Alex “Tink” W ilson Folldife Fmid
Boulder, Colorado

THE ALEX “TINK” WILSON FOLKLIFE FUND

GOAL; To continue the long involvement of Alex “Tink” Wilson with folk dance,
folk song and story in the Boulder, Colorado, area. In his words; “I love to conceive and
create moments, events, environments that delight people, that enlarge and deepen their

view of life, that make life glow, that make people feel good about themselves and
others...grounded in the reality of folklife.”

GRANTS; To fund projects that foster Alex’s goal through small grants of $500 to

$5,000 (with possible exceptional grants) in folk dance, song and story in the Boulder
area.

FUNDS; The return from investments held by the heirs of Alex’s estate (together
with use of the capital sum when appropriate) and with contributions by others to the
fund. These funds given annually shall be administered by the Boulder International Folk
Dancers (BIFD) or such other group as chosen by the heirs to Alex's estate to be
distributed to projects that foster the folklife community.

ADMINISTRATION; A committee of three persons chosen by the BIFD Board
shall decide on project recipients. Decisions shall be made promptly, hopefully within 30
days of receipt of the project request. Recipients shall notify BIFD on how funds were
used and provide a brief statement on the outcome of the project. Donors shall receive

receipt for funds given along with the most recent annual report on what was supported
by the fund.

John Wilson, Personal Representative, 406 E. Biwuhvay Htvy., Charlotte, Ml 48813 / 517-543-5335
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I want people to be good to each other. Not to use each other, not to
exploit or hang on people, just to be open and accepting and encouraging and
enthusiastic about who they are.

With this as abasis, | want to cooperate and work with others toward an
altruistic, idealistic goal. To make our life better and maybe to do some good in
the world at large - at least to tiy. Dance, song, good times, basic needs.

Alex
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What Do | Want?

| want people to be good to each other. Not to use each
other, not to exploit or hang on people, just to be open and

accepting and encouraging and enthusiastic about who they are.

With this as a basis, | want to cooperate and work with
others toward an altruistic, idealistic goal. To make our life
better and maybe to do some good in the world at large. At

least to try. Dance, song, good times, basic needs.

I want a little basic house on a secluded lot (with trees)

and a big barn.

I want a lady who cares about me as | am and as | could
be and for whom | can do the same. She also needs to have a
nice trim body and a wide ranging mind and a good sense of
humor. She needs to be a class person (not mean spirited, but
considerate because their mind sees the larger picture).

“Aware” is the key word.

When | listen to folk tales | get a sense of longing for
mystery and community and life lived in relation to eternal and
ultimate things that makes me weep. Example: reading from
Foxfire books about growing up in mountain culture; stories of
the Orkney Islands about Silkies.

from Alex’s Journal
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link, my dear -

I understand why you decided to leave, and | think you chose a good day to go - Mother®s day
being a day dedicated to peace, and the year 2012 supposedly being a turning point in Earth
affairs, a turning towards renewal and re-alignment with the Great Creative Force, willy-
nilly as it may be for us reluctant humans.

I wasn"t prepared though for the effect your going had on me; after all, I1"ve said fare-well
to several members of my family, without feeling anything more than relief that they were
free of the drag of bodies that no longer served them well, and gladness that they were once
again free to Be. And 1 was experienced in maintaining an attitude of detachment, delighted
in knowing that such fine people as yourself lived upon the Earth and that 1 had the
privilege of their acquaintance, while at the same time feeling free to simplify my time-
management by focusing on tasks of my present while leaving the maintenance of heart
connections to the trustworthy care of the ethers, outside time and space.

So when brother Dohn wrote that you had gone, 1 was surprised that | felt regret to the point
of fierce tears that 1 would see you no more in physical form, and regret also that 1 had
visited you - and communicated with you - so infrequently over the past many years since 1
had left Boulder. And when 1 read over the letters you had sent over the years, and viewed
again the photos, 1 felt that 1 had missed out on something valuable beyond telling by not
having stayed on the trail with you instead of branching off to explore other paths toward
self-knowledge -- even though those other paths have brought me invaluable experiences as
well; and even though 1 might not have been able to mature to the point of fully appreciating
your worth, had 1 not taken those other paths apart from you.

I know that time and space do not really exist, but are mental constructs for our convenience
in this three-dimensional plane; and I believe that death and birth are but two sides of the
gateway between three-dimensional and multi-dimensional consciousness. 1 believe that persons
of similar frequency or vibe" are always connected, regardless of time, space, birth, or
death. 1 feel privileged to share such a connection with you, along with all the other
marvelous folks in the spectrum.

I respect you for choosing to finish a life committed to pursuit of your path of heart, with
3 clear, conscious, and courageous descision to withdraw when no longer able to continue
following that path. 1 respect you for having held on for as long as you did, still finding
ways to contribute to the enrichment and in-joy-ment of others®™ lives through what you did
with your own, well after your body no longer supported your favorite methods of dancing and
dance teaching.

I honor your integrity, which is strong and true, and 1 honor your commitment to nurture
"high vibes™ and community of hearts in the lives of those around you. 1 honor your ability
to sense what would delight people, and your willingness to arrange occasions that would
bring that about. 1 honor your patience, your focus, your willingness to go to great lengths
and great expenditure of personal time and funds to create events that met your standards for
delight, beauty, and expansiveness for friends and general public-- all for the sake of
sharing these values with others.

That"s true for everything you did. Even in carpentry work, your focus was on meeting the
needs of the employers with integrity through the beauty of good craftsmanship, for the
delight of those using its lasting functionality. With friends, you instigated high-quality
things to do like hiking or skiing to some beautiful spot, going to sing-along Messiah or,to
watch the elephants raise the circus tents, or having an evening out at a delightful
entertainment such as a folksong-fest; and you also provided high-quality support for it like
delicious food, conversation on topics that matter, and on occasion dressing up in folk
costume to add a flavor of fairy-tale to the affair. You gathered groups of friends to dance

or sing together, and you created many a beautiful event to invite and include the public in
the fun

34 Love, Aina
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Alex Wilson Celebrates Life in Boulder

Tink Wilson discovered the Outing Club in college and decided that was a fine way to live a life —enjoyment of the outdoors, folk song,
folk dance and good times with friends. Carpentry was a way to make ends meet.

He was the second son in a family of three sons and one daughter. In 1957, after dropping out of Theological Seminary, Alex came out
west to climb mountains, living and ski bumming at Winter Park. But the climbing partners and folk dancing were in Boulder, so after
breaking a leg he moved here in 1959. After climbing for ten years and experiencing the deaths of several of his fiiends in avalanche or
climbing accidents and his own close calls he re-evaluated and he shifted his passion to folk dancing.

Alex was a leading folk dance teacher in Boulder from the early 60s into the late 80s. His goal was always to introduce new people to
thejoy of folk dancing and to bring them into Boulder International Folk dancers (BIFD), which met on Friday nights. During the 70s
he held a Wednesday night class, which involved sometimes 70 people, all excited about learning dances from around the world.

Alex loves planning and promoting parties and events. He likes to tell about the “snow picnic.” It had been planned for a lovely, spring
day in April, in Ebenfin Park. A barrel of fish was flown in to cook over an open fire. But Boulder got six inches of snow the night
before. So they beat out a track and played Fox and Geese while the fish baked and then tromped down the snow and cranked up the
record player for folk dancing. A great time!

Sunny Newman initiated the Greek Picnics, featuring a mountain setting, a Greek band and lamb roasted on a spit. Alex helped to carry
on the tradition for many years. And weekend trips for skiing in the day time and dancing at night, potluck suppers with an evening of
reading aloud and the New Years Day Parties which started as a Scandinavian New Years Party at the Gold Hill Inn. Alex started the
tradition of First of Fall dance parties, held each September. An Octoberfest with make shift floor, a polka band and dancers in dirndls
and laderhosen was held in Canyon Park one year. Halloween costume parties, previously held as an overnight at Camp Shoshone, are
currently held at the studio with live music.

Appropriate space for dance activities has always been a limiting factor, which Alex has made and effort to remedy over the years. After
several aborted efforts at buying land or a building, Alex, with Bonny Askew and others, founded a private nonprofit organization. The
Villap Arts Coalition, dedicated to participatory folk arts. This organization has worked diligently seeking adequate space for dance
activities and promoting international music and dance through the annual International Festival on the downtown Boulder Mall.

Alex remodeled the Pearl Street Studio space on a $600 shoestring, and he designed and produced a unique sign for over the door.
He built our first outdoor dance floor. Alex memorizes stories to be told extemporaneously at gatherings of fnends, to the delight
of everyone. He knows the words to hundreds of songs, many of them Irish, and creates arrangements for the monthly Cake ‘n Jam
sessions. He produced a show of folk song, dance and stories, which played at Eisenhower School in 1989.

Alex thinks the purpose of life is simple - “creativity, love and good times with friends.” He thinks the folk dance community has
generated it all during his 45 years in Boulder. To celebrate, he planned, organized and financed with some help from his friends
a three-day folk dancers’ reunion and bash the weekend of July 30/August 1. It was a wild success.

Article submitted by Melba Shepard

THEMLLACE ARTS GOAUTICN
9070 TAHCE LANE

BOULDER GO 80301
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A space ofone's own —

Talking with link

The Dream Dances On

"I'm part of the dream" read
brightly colored buttons on the
folkdancers at the New Year's Day
party at the Elks Club. The dream is a
great one, one shared by folkdancers
everywhere: a dance space of their
own.

Although a permanent dance space
is still a long way off, progress toward
making ita reality has occurred.
Thanks to endless hours of planning,
talking, and attending meetings,
Boulder dancers have joined forces to
achieve the dream step by step.

This newsletter heralds one of the
steps: a coalition which unites several
groups. Formation of the Village Arts
Coalition, a non-profit organization
established March 22,1989, required a
year of planning and cooperation by
several different folkdance groups. At
present 12 groups are represented in
the Coalition and others have ex-
pressed interest.

Instrumental in organizing the
Coalition were Bonny Askew, Gloria
Adamson, Valerie Brown, Donald
Vukovic, and Tink Wilson;

The Coalition owes particular
thanks to the Boulder International
Folk Dancers, a group whose news-
letter has long been an important
voice in the folkdancing community.

BIFD Board Members Sandra Biroc,
Valerie Brown, and Diana Neff lent
particular support to the new group.

Besides securing a permanent
dance space, the Coalition plans to
promote folk arts through classes,
workshops, and special events. They
have met with the Boulder Parks
Department to explore the possibility
of dance space at the new East Boul-
der Recreation Center. Ann Vickery
serves as liason with the Parks
Department.

Plans for participation in the
Boulder Creek Festival on Memorial
Day weekend are underway, and the
Coalition has begun holding dances
the second Friday of each month at
the Barn.

Officers for the Coalition include
Bonny Askew, president; Connie
Hirsch, treasurer; and Sheryl Homer,
vice-president/secretary. A repre-
sentative from each dance group has a
voice at the meetings, held the first
Friday of the month. Other interested
persons are welcome as well.

By uniting several different groups,
the Coalition hopes to expand com-
munication and coordinate informa-
tion. The newsletter will be mailed to
all group members. ldeas for stories
Can be mailed to PO 7444, Boulder.
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An interview with Tink Wilson
by Nancy Kovasic

I understand that you've

rs learning and teaching
folkdances. Just what's so special
about dancing?

A .,  WhenI'mdancingwell, |
have to be aligned, on a physical level,
Avith gravity, momentum, leverage—
all the laws of the universe. So it takes
on a spiritual dimension. Then you let
go and respond to the inspiration of
the music in a particular culture.
When awhole line of people respond
this way, it starts to get transcendent.
I sometimes think that through dance
one approaches the platonic ideal of
what it is to be human. It doesn't
happen all the time, but it keeps you
coming back.

That's pretty impressive.
lyou really think the average
person who shows up for a night of
folkdancing is looking for a transcen-
dent experience?

A, Probably not. He may just
see it as exercise in a social context or
a place to meet the opposite sex. But
that's all right. Folkdancing has
always been those things —and more.
The community provides the vehicle
for those energies and turns them to
its own uses. When a couple married,
there was always a dance. At work
parties and saints' days and birthdays
and sowing time and harvest there
was dancing. The social aspect has
deep roots.



O « What kinds of folkdances
arepopular in this area?

Mostly dances from eastern
or western Europe and the Near East
— Scottish, Scandinavian, Hungarian,
Romanian, Polish, Ukrainian, Yugo-
slav, Bulgaria, Greek, Turkish, Israeli,
and some Latin American. These
seem particulary suited to the Ameri-

can format.
(Continued back page.)

a . _ | This plan, draxvnby Tink Wilson, has three activity areas: terrace,garden, and work room. A
i \ / j | K *>fodelofit was displayed at the New Year's Day party. One part of the dream is acquisition of
v | Ir\ landupon which afolk arts center could be built.

What's your favorite folkdance?

A » « | love Hungarian dancing. It's
very demanding, especially the men's solo
boot-slapping dances. But the music is
incredible. The Transylvanian dances trace
clear back to the Renaissance. The women
do marvelous turns, the men virtuosic boot-
slapping, and both punctuate the dance by
shouting rhymed verses, either humorous or
tragic. The dance starts slowly, continuing
for 10,20, sometimes 40 minutes, always
increasing in tempo, with the Gypsy musi-
cians cranking up the dances to a final
whirlwind finish.

* What other stories do you have?

A 9 | recently learned that women of
Szek in Transylvania feature red and black
in their costumes to commemorate a mas-
sacre by the Mongols about 1790. Red for
blood, black for death: it's woven right into
the fabric of their lives. Their lives are not
like TV which can be turned off or switched
to another, equally unreal, world. They can't
escape their history, but through creativity
and renewal of life, they turn it into some-
thing beautiful.

O- Are you involved in anything

Tink Wison leadsagroup in the Iste Hendek at
a gathering of the Boulder Friends of Interma-
tional Studkents.

Pki I'm eager to get a large group
together to drive to Albuquerque for a
Balkan dance workshop, March 16-18.
They've lined up the two best Balkan danc-
ers in the country, if not the world — Jaap
Leegwater and Atanas Kolarovski.

* One last question: how did you get
involved in folkdancing?

A P> A pretty girl invited me to a weekly
folk-and-square dance sponsored by the
College Outing Club, Syracuse, where 1went

special right now? 38 toschool. I've been hooked ever since.



[I] want something to show for all my life of dedication

and love for folkdance.

Can | have both?

There is a tide of suDOort for buildine a center amone mv
folkdance committee. If | put my time and energy elsewhere

I’'m afraid I'll be throwing that away.

More and more people are living lives of quiet
desperation. | want to strike a blow for the way life could be.

Chance to open out folklore and folkdance to the
community at large which I believe thirsts for that connection

with tradition.

Also, folkdancing as I've known it is diminishing, the
participants are aging, new people not coming in. | feel only
something like this could save it. Otherwise | mieht as well eet
out of it.

from Alex’s Journal
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Admiring the Folk Dance Center
Model at Anne Vickery’s house

VAC - breakfast meeting - April 14,1991

Ingvar Sodal, Rick Speer, Stan Wilkes,

Sabine Schaffer, Sheryl Horner, Judith Mohling

Terri Rassmusson, Tink, Steward Hartman
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The Boulder International Folk Dancers (BIFD) has
been a gathering organization of the folklife community.
The photo shows the membership who have belonged

for more than forty years.

Back row (I to r) Caroline Stepanek, Melba
Shepherd, Cherry Sand, Mickie Magyar, Cynthia
Sandy Carpenter, Carol Johnson, Jofrid Sodal, Gloria
Adamson, Betty England, Ginni and Bob Powers, Nan

Hedl, Judith Mohling, and Alice Shaw.

Front row (I to r) Harold Ryan, Ray Bowman,
Michael George, Alex Wilson, Rhoda Smith, Otto
Verdoner, Judy Huston, Ingvar Sodal, and Steve

Carpenter.

'5?

ACli
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TiNK) WILSON:

For me Alex is still Tink or Tinkush as | called him. He was perhaps the most lively person | ever shared life with.
We were married for a short while, but Alex was not made for marriage and | moved on. Our time together was a
happy time in his life and mine.

Yes, we danced, sang, we performed together, we loved and we hiked, skied and laughed together. Perhaps one
of Tinkush’s most endearing qualities was his candid expression of joy. Our first kiss was a good example and
unlike any other. We both knew we were in a state of anticipation. But when he finally kissed me, something
unusual occurred: He stopped kissing me and burst out with a loud laughter of joy before he kissed me more. Like
a little child giggling in joy, Tinkush was openly rejoicing his pleasure.

There were ski trips and nature adventures that | will never forget, specially the one in which | almost died. One
spring we went to the red mountain area to cross country ski. We were skiing on an icy slope. 1 sled and found
myself face down sliding on my belly looking at the end of the slope after which there was a cliff toward a canyon. |
experienced terror and panic. Tink stayed calm and | believe his amazing ability to focus in that critical moment has
saved my life. All I saw was death coming toward me in the invisible approaching end of the slope where the
unseen cliff would end my life. 1 expected Tink to rush toward me to stop me and when he didnt | panicked even
more. However, he didnl move because he knew very well that one of us had to stay stable on the ground and see
where | go.

He told me to bring my poles forward and stick them in the ice to stop myself from sliding. It wasnt easy but | did
manage. The sliding stopped but 1was in no position to move at all. At that point he, slowly and carefully, came
over to help me get up and climb back to saftey. We then skied down to the canyon and photographed what would
have been my death path.

Dancing with Tink could only be described with one word: Joy. If there was a man committed to celebrating life, it
was Alex. He got up in the morning the way | later saw my children get up: “Wow, what can we do today to rejoice
in this magical life?”

We danced, sang, hiked and we read Winnie the Pooh and incorporated his delightful wisdom and humor in our
conversations.

Tink’s had an endless willingness to assist others, to see the gift that others have to give, and point in the direction
that makes them shine. At the time, | was still aspiring to be a singer. Yet, he always said that my best gift is my
understanding of children, education and parenting. Indeed he was right and | became and author and speaker on
parenting.

Alex was candidly assertive. Unlike most people, he did not patronize by protecting people from their own
emotional reactions. If he felt or needed something, he said it with no ceremony and it was up to me to feel
whatever | felt about it. “Nomush, (that's how he called me) | do not like when you... this or that..." One would not
have to guess and feel their way around him. His preferences were always known.

Living life can be a chore, a burden, or a celebration. With Tink it was a celebration.
| therefore am happy to see that we commemorate his life with a celebration he would have enjoyed. He wouldn't
want it any other way.

The following poem by Nancy Wood was Tink’s favorite. He specially loved the lines | copied in bold:



SPECIAL MEMORY

When | was young and feeling the earth,
my steps were quick and easy.

The beat of the earth was so loud

that my drum was silent beside it.

All of my life rolled out from my feet

Like my land which had no end as far as | could see.

The rhythm of my life was pure and free.
As | grew older my feet kept dancing so hard
That| wore a spotin the earth

At the same time | made a hole in the sky.

| danced to the sun and the rain

and the moon lifted me up

So that | could dance to the stars.

My head touched the clouds sometimes
And my feet danced deep in the earth

So that | became the music | danced to everywhere.

It was the music of life.

Now my steps are slow and hard

And my body fails my spirit,

Yet my dance is still within me and

My song is the air | breathe.

My song insists that | keep dancing forever.
My song insists that | keep rhythm

With all of the earth and the sky.

My song insists that | will never die.

From Many Winters

Prose and Poetry of the Pueblos
By Nancy Wood

Warmly,

Naomi Aldort

ALEX (TI NK) WI L5ON
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Tink, My Life in Folk Dancing
By Lynn R. Malkinson

“Hungarian dancing is my favorite.” Boulder folk dance teacher Tink Wilson told
me. “It suits my character. The strict, slightly militaristic boot-slapping and heel-clicking
combine with great expressiveness of feeling.

“In the early 1960s a Hungarian dance teacher named Andor Csompo drilled us
in moving our arm express ?he feeling of the dance. | found that if | imitated a
gesture the feeling followed, and | could become a Hungarian for three minutes. | like
folk dancing became | can step into the role of Europeans who use their bodies much
more easilyAan we do. Men can be more expressive of their feelings and more volatile.

Tink and | sat on folding chairs in front of a brown stucco building at 22Vv2
Spruce S reeft” foAnce. 22V2 Spruce is a dance studio with mirrors on
one long wall, abarre on the opposite wall, and a piano and tape deck against another.

Inside, two lines of men and women were learning a Ukrainian dance with the
folk dance performing group, Norodno. Three of the women wore fancy Ukrainian hats
with ribboL trailing down their backs. Tink had asked me to stop by that Sunday
afternoon because he couldn’t dance the Ukrainian suite. “Too many squat jumps for my
arthritic knees,” he said.

“Tink Wilson is part of Boulder's folk legacy,” Norodno director Marilyn Shartran
told me. He has taught dancing to hundreds of Boulderites smce the early W60s an
currently holds what people call “link’s Wednesday night class at Columbine School.

David Haussler, a CU graduate student and folk dancer, said that “Tink has true
charisma and it comes out in his dancing.

Gloria Kroeger agrees. “He’s having so much fun that other people are drawn
along. He has atalent for making people happy.”

These things don’t happen by chance but grow out of Tmk’s philosophy and

experience “I’'m aware that most people come (to folk dancing class) with feelings o
inadequacy about their ability to dance or socialize so | try to

atmosphere. | want people to express themselves as they are so they feel at h

“Folk dancing is a marvelous non-verbal way for people to interact bodily, he
told me “Americans are inhibited about touching, so that learning to stand m a line
holding hands or holding a partner within intimate distance is new. Most interaction is
in the form of smiles, gestures, and response to someone else s movement.

Tink is a handsome man of 5b tan with close cropped grey-white hair and

moustache. His deeply cut features shift and re-form as his mood changes from
thoughtfulness to delight.

47



“l picture Tink erect at the head of a Balkan line,” an old friend of his told me. His
lean figure cuts through space with precision and grace. His movement and the idea of
the dance are a single thing.

“Even if Tink misses a step, nobody notices because he dances with such joy and
enthusiasm,” Marilyn Shartran observed.

Tink was always intense. His education at a New England prep school was based
on the British boarding school model in which young gentlemen were raised to take care
of themselves. Expectation was high and Tink pushed himselfto achieve perfection.

“It was tied up with religion. I was trying to earn God’s love by torturing myself
with strenuous exercise. 1'd lie on my bed and hold my legs up for as long as | could. But
it could never be long enough. I also searched for moral tasks. Whatever | didn’t want to
do is what I felt I had to do.

“I finally started to lose weight and get sick, and realized | must be on the wrong
track. My first enlightenment came at age i6 when | decided to do what I could and let
the rest go.”

Boxing at Syracuse University taught him about movement. He learned to use
gravity and inertia to move effectively.

“Since there is a physics to perfect movement, there must be one best way to do
everything, and | wanted to find it out. | taught myself how to walk. Later | applied this
to construction. When | started pick and shovel work in my sophomore year, |
discovered the most efficient way to dig a hole in the ground.

“I find repetitious work is kinesthetically satislying - like a dance.”

Tink discovered folk dancing at Syracuse when he joined the Outing Club. “We
would canoe around the islands in Lake George and in the evenings go to Turtle Island,
and dance around the fire. The folk music, song and dance made life rich.

“l had always wondered what we could do to make life interesting after all the
problems were taken care of For many years | have had this picture in my head of a
dance-barn community building with houses scattered around it. It expresses the idea of
simple living community - for culture and good times. We (the Boulder International
Folk Dancers) made a couple of attempts to do this in the 70s, but the project fell apart
in disagreements.”

Wistfulness wove into the conversation. An almost childlike look of hurt came
over his face when he spoke about his unrealized idea of community living.

“In 1978 I bought an acre with a house and an orchard on the Clark Fork River on
the edge of Missoula, Montana. The idea was to have a self-sufficient homestead and
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community center built around dance and folklore. There were money problems and
lack of a dedicated knot of people with like ideas, so I’'m going to sell it this summer.

“Most people are on the track our culture sets for them, which is to succeed and
get ahead at an individual job or study. Men are competitive and role-trained to be in
charge, to be tough and mechanistic rather than feeling and accepting of touch. It is
important to get people to cooperate and not compete. If everybody puts in, the returns
are greater for everybody.”

“Sometimes people seem to come dancing and bounce off each other like
pinballs,” he said, “which is symbolic of our whole society. People live so far apart and
the jobs they do are so specialized that there is no casual way of interacting.”

Considering his non-worldly world view, it was not surprising to discover that
Wilson had spent two years in a New York theological seminary two years after he
finished college. He engaged then in a kind of passive resistance to parental expectations
and daydreamed to avoid doing what his parents wanted him to do. When he found that
he couldn’t study any more, he left.

“l was very discouraged, thinking something was wrong with me,” he recalled. “In
group therapy | decided to do what | wanted to do rather than what others wanted me to
do. So | came west and climbed mountains for lo years. | lived and skied in Winter Park.
In 1959 | broke my leg and moved to Boulder. That is where | really fell in love with
dancing. | learned a lot from Ted Brott who started folk dancing in Boulder and soaked
up all that was available through workshops and guest teachers. | spend eight months in
Los Angeles dancing seven nights a week, learning on an intense level. | danced with the
Amen Ensemble, but found it so competitive that I lost interest. | felt so bad that | came
back to Boulder where things are nicer.”

Tink is a rare man. Physical movement has provided the framework for his life.
He works as a laborer and carpenter, and teaches dance. Nevertheless, his language is as
articulate as his movement, and he treats words and ideas with the same respect he does
a dance or a piece of woodwork. While describing the mountaineering prowess of an old
fri(;nd_lhe hesitated and said, “I’'m searching for a careful superlative,” refusing to be glib
or facile.

His grace makes it difficult to notice that he has started to limp. The severity
varies, but | often see pain in his eyes when he moves. He speaks about it matter-of-
factly. The doctors say that the cartilage in his knee is wearing away. The bones will soon
rub together, and he will be a cripple within ten years, unable to dance or do carpentry.
But Tink won’'t have it, and is treating himself with a special diet and natural
medication.

He spoke about a future dream.

“l see myself doing a Hungarian solo I've been working on. It is very subtle and
never repeats a step from beginning to end. | have it on film by the lead dancer of the
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Hungarian National Ensemble. I've analyzed what he is doing and am wanting a dance
description. It is line archeology, difficult to piece together, but when 1 finish I'll go to a
studio in the North Boulder Recreation Center and learn it.”

One evening | heard Tink read the story of Egres Kis Lajos (phonetically, egresh
kishe lawyosh), an obscure Hungarian folk hero whose job was to recruit soldiers for the
Hungarian army. Kis Lajos went from town to town attracting young men with his
w'onderful dancing, by the whirl and flash of his white shirt and the manly click of his
boots. He became famous. After his recruiting days were over, he retired to his home
town. The people loved him and asked him to officiate at weddings and to participate in
all the town'’s affairs. Though an orphan, the town had become his family.

Like Kis Lajos, Tink Wilson is a gentle hero in our town. He has no family here,
but as Gloria Kroeger told me, “the whole folk dance community is his family.”
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February 1992

link Wilson

SOME THOUGHTS ON THE REUTIONSHIP OF MEN IN FOLKDANCING

I think that there is a general belief among American men™ that the pur-
pose of social discourse and action is to establish one"s status and, if
possible, one®"s domination of a group or situation. In other words, talk
and actions are often not so much about te(rtl content as about the end
pTirpose of attaining status and control. Corollary to this is the belief
that one man is the winner and gets the rewards - attention, respect, ad-
miration, control of the action, the most desireable women, etc. - and

the rest get what"s left over: they"re losers.

Consequently there is rivalry among man. They can"t really get together.
SofIM think this is the law of nature. | think it"s pathology, or at least
a lower level of dealing with thigs, and that we have a choice. Even if
the rivalry were a law of nature, the cost is very high. It"s a common-
place observation among sociologists that most American men say they have
no close male friend whom they can trust, - how can they if they"re busy
competing with and undereutting one another? Also,under such conditions
it's very difficult to have openness, creativity or mutual support, and
hence for individuals and the group to flourish as they truly could.
People wind up simply tolerating others for the sake of the activity.

It becomes a least common denominator situation. Finally, without that
closeness and a common sense of the best interest"of the group, it becomes

easy for soma individual to exploit the group, - for example, to use it

to get attention in a negative way; or to "Mscore” on the women.

1. The research of Deborah Tannen (see her current best-seller, YOU JUST
DON®"T UNDERSTAND - Women And Men In Conversation) seems to bear out my

own observations. 51



Throughout a long folkdance career all this has been a cause of frustration

and sadness to me, | believe we could have had our folkdance canter and
hundreds of more people folkdancing in Boulder long ago if men’s eyes had
not been focused on status Issues.

m

How does thj.s work out in practice? -

Be the one who tells

Don"t be the listener

Relate your own stories and successes; discount other"s

Say one-up things

Don"t listen to women and others who are one-down already

Put the joke on somebody else

Interrupt others

Maks categorical statements and defend them against all comers
Talk about in-groupy things that exclude others

Change the subject when a rival is talking

Change the subject when it"s not an area of your expertise
Don"t ask. Take. Or,give orders

Don" talk about your true feelings. It cuuld be used against you,

-or in action,-
Limit the activity to what you do well, or that others don"t know
Stake out the center of the floor or the head of the line
Combine with a few allies to dc'tinate the rest or squeeze out a rival
Make a lot of noise and commotion (shouting, loud talk, laughter or
singing) to draw attention away from others and focus it on yourself

Be outrageous in behaviour
In extreme cases use physical or verbal intimidation.

The purpose of these activities is tmspoken. let, others sense what"s
happening on some level and resent it, even if they can"t articulate it

or prove motivation. It cultivates a rip-off mentality in those who are
doing it, because they are taking something (control, attention, advantage)

without asking or openly negotiating for it.

Mostly it is the men. Not all men engage in it. Not all men that do it
use all of these behaviours. The tame men who engage in them often have

other very good qualities. Also, some women striving to gain or auintain
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leadership positions in folkdaneing have followed this model.

All this is behaviour that man have learned in a society that encourages

it and teaches it from the day we"re born - through parents, schoolyard,

workplace, advertising, etc. Individualism, competition and machismo

are glorified; but they only leave men isolated and out of to\ich with

the full range of their humanity.

I would like a new vision of working together for each other®s and the

common good. There"s so much that could be created together. Does any-

besides me have a problem with the way things are, and want to try to change

things? Perhaps we could gather and talk about it sometime. I"i be int-

erested to hear your thoughts on what I"ve written. Take your time and

communicate with me in whatever way feels best, either by writing it

down or in person. 1°d appreciate it.

Regards,

/M

CC:

Dave
Storm
Eric
Keith
Julie
Judith
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A Monday morning rose to: link Wilson

Folk dance
teacher
Inspires

By CHRIS ROBERTS

For the Camera

m\When Tink Wilson dances, it
looks like he’s transcending the
world, according to fellow danc-
er Mark Bradley.

And Wilson would like to see
the rest of America dancing,
too.

“I think we’re somewhat crip-
pled in this society. People are
sitting at home, sitting at a desk
or sitting in their car. People
grow up this way and it’s diffi-
cult for them to move,” Wilson
said. “But most people want to
move.”

Klutz or gazelle,
welcome at Wilson’s dance
classes. They wusually attract
about 100 people and will begin
again this year the first Friday
after Labor Day. Wilson said he
teaches mostly European —east
and west — and Near Eastern
dances.

He says “literally thousands’*
of people have gone through his
classes. “If you’re in a crowd
and you’re having a good time,
who cares (what you look like).
Ypu make (life) rich as you go
alon|”™6y having good times with
63ch other.”

Wilson gives hope to the ter-
minally clumsy when he tells of
how he was your “basic awk-

anyone is

. word teenager.”

Bradley said, “One of the
things 1 find outrageous about
Tink is that he says, ‘We are as
angels when we dance.” It
sounds a bit corny, but when
you watch him you knOw what
he’s talking about. | would guess
he’s in his early ’60s, but when
he dances he looks like he’s 25.”

Wilson', who “will be 58 at the
end of the month,” came to
Boulder in 1959 and has been
teaching dance for 25 years.

The classes are held from 7:30
to 8:30 p.m. at the Pegasee Barn
on Sumac Avenue and cost $3.
For those who learn the dances7
there is a.?2 session on Fridays
during the same time of the
year.

Camera staff photo by Vern Walker

DANCES FROM MANY COUNTRIES: Tink Wilson of Boulder
has taught folkdancing to thousands of people.

These dancing sessions have

“l am dancing stronger and

provided times for people to get better than I ever have in my
together and socialize without | life,” he said. His only regret is

The single-minded pressures of
“the singles bar. Wilson says
‘about two dozen couples who
have met at the dance groups
[have eventually married.

Wilson said he has been the
“center of Boulder folk dancing
‘for years.” He has traveled
twice to Europe to film folk
dances in Hungary and Roma-
‘nia. He studies the films and
Teams their moves which he

then passes on in his classes.

He describes the many varia-
tions of folk dance —even with-
in the Bulgarian sphere, his cur-
rent favorite, which he said has
seven or eight distinct regions —
as an “inexhaustible trove.”

that he has not been able to es-
tablish a folklore and dance cen-
ter in Boulder. He said of one at-
tempt he made, “It took us a
year to get city and county ap-
proval for zoning. Then people
began to be afraid of the overall
costs.”

He hasn’t given up hope
though, and still thinks that,
someday, the center will be a
reality.

Folk dance teache{%gets people moving
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W ilson

Architects Division

Born in 1929 in Syracuse, New York, Alex Wilson was
the second child of four. The summer of 2004, in festive
celebration of his 75" birthday, Alex was joined by his
brother John from Michigan, his sister Christine from
Florida, and many Colorado friends.

The determination and resiliency of Alex are evident as
he relates his prep school and college experiences. In a
society unaware of the existence of Attention Deficit
Hyperactive Disorder, now commonly called ADHD, he
knew that learning was difficult for him. Nonetheless,
he made it through South Kent Preparatory School,
where he “rode the bench” for two years in football
and was a member of the rowing crew. He also made it
through Syracuse University, gaining a Bachelor of Arts
degree in history in 1953. While there, he joined and
then abandoned fraternity life when he discovered the
Outing Club, which featured canoeing, hiking,
mountaineering, folk singing, and folk dancing. These
activities became his model for a lifetime.

After two years of study at General Theological
Seminary in New York City, Alex determined he had
made a wrong choice and headed west to Colorado to
“climb mountains.” For two years, he lived in one of
the shacks at Winter Park that had originally housed
Moffett Tunnel construction workers. Heat came from a
pot-bellied stove and light from a Coleman lantern.
While in Winter Park, Alex traveled to Boulder weekly
to engage in folk dancing and to arrange for climbing
partners. His favorite climb was the north face of the
Grand Teton. After breaking a leg skiing and spending
six months in Denver recovering, he moved to Boulder
permanently in August 1959.

Since then, he has supported his life-style activities
through construction work. He worked on numerous
buildings designed by Chuck Haertling, considered to
be one of Boulder’s best far-out architects. Having met
Jofrid Sodal, a Norwegian-born Boulder County
architect, through folk dancing, Alex learned of an
opening in construction work in the Architects
Division.

In late February 1988, he joined the construction crew
involved in remodeling the then Jail into the Justice
Center and the old Elks Building into the West
Courthouse Annex. In August 1992, Alex was
designated Carpenter 1and assigned to do “work
orders” throughout county buildings. A year later, he
was advanced to Ciarpcnter Il. As the county moved
towards modular office components, his work became
less stud walls and cabinctiy and more personalized
Herman .Miller work spaces.

Married from 19™8 to 1981 to Naomi Katzir, a music-
teacher, folk dancer, and folk singer trom a pioneering

Israeli family, Alex has
maintained their
friendship. He speaks
with her periodically
on the telephone,
knows her husband
and their three
children, and has
visited them at their
home on Lopez
Island near Seattle.

For the past decade,

Alex has been a part-

timer, working on

Tuesdays,

Wednesdays, and

Thursdays. With much discretionary time, he keeps fit

through aerobics and weight training, hosts a bi-weekly
couples dance at the Pearl Street Studio, and is part of

‘A.D.D.,” a three-man group that sings sea songs.

Alex has traveled to Europe four times. His trips to
Hungary during the Easter seasons of 1982 and 1983
provided him opportunity to pursue his fascination
with that country’s folk dancing. After the first trip, he
designed t-shirts from a magazine cover photo of four
men engaged in a dance. On the second trip, he took a
few of these t-shirts to give as gifts and, in the process,
found that the men of the photo were friends from the
first trip. The second trip also included an excursion to
Transylvania, then under communist dictator
Ceaucescu. Had the local police discovered Alex there,
his peasant host could have been jailed for three years.

During a trip to Scotland, Alex visited the Applecross
Peninsula, a wild and beautiful area in the Western
Highlands. Upon his return to Colorado, he discovered
that it was the seat of Ross, his own clan, and had been
presented to the first Earl of Ross by Alexander Ill of
Scotland in 1234. Alex understands now why his own
name is a popular family name.

At various times Alex has traveled across country to
participate in protest activities. In November 1999, he
was among those in Seattle protesting the World Irade
Organization.

In order to express his own strong oppositicrn to the
current war in lrag, Alex attended seven rallies,
including the half-million-person rally held in
Washington, D.C. in 2002.
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Alex Wilson
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TOrtgTwho holds hands TAhout 100 high school studentsjoined the protest.
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Houlbreque runswith.
At 57, she’s older than most of her fellow

Houlbreque runswith.

At 57, she’s older than most of her feUow
protesters’parents.

But when the city government worker
looked out her office window \Wednesday
morning and saw the youngsters protesting
in Civic Center Park, she knew how she’d be
spending her lunch hour.

“ljust came out to support them,””she said.
‘1 had to do something.

“They’re doing more than | am, more than
mn.st adult.s are doinff. VWe should all be doing

marked absent.

—q
“Thev were suooosed to be leAmincother Qy

Alex Wilson,
73, of Boulder,
makes his feelings
known duringa
protest
Wednesday at the
University of
Colorado. Wilson,
asemiretired
carpenter, said he
was there asa
concerned citizen.

MARCPISCOm/
ROCKY MOUNTAIN NEWS

marked absent.

“They were supposed to be learning other
things at this time,” Quist said.

lt\_line absences brings possible disciplinary
action.

Some support invasion of Iraq
. Not all protests Wednesday were in opposi-
tion towar.

More than a dozen students at Fairview
High School rallied in favor of President
Bush’s Iraq policy.
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of 45 yfars of

GOOD LIFE IN BOULDER
FRI-SUN
JULY 30-AUG 1, 2004

« MAIN EVENT --

SAT. JULY 31ST, LIBRARY MALL,7 -10 pm
UNDER THE BIG TENT

BANDS EVERY HOUR

(cajun, swing, contra, bluegrass,
Scandinavian, international)
SKITS, ENTERTAINMENT EVERY 20 MINUTES
Don't have to dance to have a good time
- OTHER EVENTS - c>
FOLK DANCE REUNION - FRI, JULY 30, 7-10pm
PEARL ST. STUDIO, 2126 Pearl St
Hungarian 'Tanchaz' - Sun. Aug 1, 6-10pm, (potiuck)
Julie Lancaster’s,1329 S.Vine, Denver, Jo Moka Band
Pickin' & Singing - Sun., Aug. 1, 9:30- 2pm, Chautauqua
Lawn, {Brunch Potiuck)
INF: AlexJ303)J4Z=8508;-Melba, melba@qgadas.com


mailto:melba@qadas.com
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MY Special memory of Alex (Tink) Wilson:

Alex (Tink) Wilson

lknew him as Tink, though he reverted to his given name, Alex, some years
back. But even if he'd had a dozen aliases there could've only been the one
very real and unique person; Tink was as genuine a person as I've ever
known. He was a true anomaly, a real person in a world that tends to be
ever so slightly phony. His purpose and take in and on life seemed to me to
be spot on. He was truly in the moment, one person; himself. | recall some
thirty years ago Jane and I traveling to Boulder for a Scandi workshop with
Ingvar and Sally. At the recommended local restaurant we were having a
great breakfast when Tink came in, sat a few tables over from us—1don't
think he knew us and | barely knew who he was at the time. Something
drew my attention to him. By that time he was eating what looked like
three or four eggs, ham, rolls, coffee—pretty substantial (if he became
vegetarian later, he wasn't then!). His back partially toward me, |
continued to discreetly watch him, being impressed by something, some
quality | cannot describe, then or now, but that left me a little awestruck
but also with a nice quiet feeling. And though I don't consider myself an
overly sensitive guy, it's something I've never forgotten. Later Tink and |
would become good friends; for atime we maintained a tradition of doing
Legenyes together at whatever foikdance event we both happened to be
at. Another dance Tink liked a lot was Jaap's version of Lamba Lamba,
which we also often danced together. In his prime he was one of the best
practitioners of improvisational Hungarian dances that I've ever seen,
particularly Mezosegi Csardas. | loved to watch him dance. Same for Scandi
dances like Telespringar. Tink loved the challenge of harder dances and had
a huge diverse repertoire. While he was passionate about doing each p |[*Qyyi\
dance as authentically and with as much style and pizazz as he could bring
to it, he could also be very self-effacing and never struck me as being
remotely a member of the folk dance gestapo.
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This last thought I'm not sure | can adequately express. I'll try; it sort of
sums up my feelings about link. While link danced masterfully, | also felt
that he danced as he lived, from the inside out and with an inner purpose.
We all dance for a variety of reasons, to impress members of the opposite
gender, to gain attention, to "be the best”, to be social, to relax, to
exercise. But beyond that, if you think of dance as a language, as a way of
54%/>""something to someone, then to "dance well" takes a different
perspective and possibly takes on two different meanings. There are those
who primarily try to perfect the medium, to do all the steps and figures
perfectly, like the couple practicing in front of mirrors all day every day for
six weeks prior to their debut on "Dancing with the Stars”. And then there
are those (very few in my estimation) dancers who focus not so much on
howX\\"'* say it, as on whotW is exactly that they want to say. They focus
primarily on the message. When the message thus transcends the words
(or steps, or notes, or images) that deliver that message, | think it is magic,
a game changer. |think Tink was of this latter type, in spades, especially
with his Hungarian and Scandinavian dances. | cannot put into words
exactly what it was he was trying to say, but it gave me goose bumps. It's
probably in some wise what made me pay attention that morning in the
restaurant. In any case, for me it is a quality that made Tink truly a great
dancer and a unique and wonderful person.

Gary Diggs
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FALL roLKDANCE CLASSES

9£GIMM& tolkoayicing-
srARrs scPt /z.j 7130- at riRsr

CARtSriMi CfjORCH (2 BICCKS H.OP 9ASEUr~£ OK 287n).

A NENiJ BE&INHtttt CUASS Nt*© DAXCC trvENVI™"G- \uu”™u STAUT tU tttC fAUE, VOO HAVENT
PAMCEX) BeroRC yao SHOUi,J> TEE/. AT HOME BECAUSE fye A«E EVPcCrWG- THE
USUAL LARG-Si CROWO OP PEOPLE M/NiMAiI EVPECfENCE £?Ur A B/& /NTEREST
m rtAV'ING TUN AND ENJOY/NG-EACN OTHER'S COMPANY- M/ ELL OO EASY PANCBS
fT?70M AVNIDE variety OP CoUAfTRIES. AND \ME KEEP it E/MPLE \JY»n+ TRe OOEHT
Rus-THRO's, SO TWAT/T'S passiSL”™ TO ffAyB TOh™ RtGHTTROM T#£ ETART. YOUWE tV~
V/TED Tp Come Ly/rH OR \MITHOUT A PARTNER J 75Y3 NAS WFFfNED our SURPRfS/NolLy
VIiEL/- tNTtiU PAST As TAR AS HAVING ~VSN NI/MSEffS TOR THS"COuPtK PAhIiCES - AND,
we Do ANEQUAL Number ot une dances as well, manv People t/nd tolkdanc-
IN& A great WAY CP getting A NULDIY AEROBIC WORtCOur /N A NICE SOCIAL SSTTING,
AHD You'Ll BE SURPRISED 70 T/ND Atowy QutCkty YouR DANCE SkILLS IMPROVE AND
WIFAT A WEALTH OT EXCiriNG- MUSIC /S AVAILABLE TPOA? ALL THC COUNTRIES WE COVER,
ft*"OLUD/NG GREECE, ENGLAND, SCANDINAY/A, RUSS/A , TZ"PKEY, fNE CARIBBEAN, fSRAEL,
THE BAIKANAMS, And our O\HN O.S.efA/ NO R EGISTRATION JVAT inN2~P/srss/uW AT WE DooR.

PLEASE- TEEL PREE TO CALL AfE -T/A/K VUILSON - AT NN3-78S"9 /T YOU NEED ANY
FORTHER INPCRMATioH.

n 0 w m

U fd N

%SD&XS-B G . -INTEm Z . roLKDANTC Im
LmvVvjior Jor \ - £ REPEONORE OP THIE WAO. NIGHTPSLHPANCZ aROVPr
, starts sept: 7:00-¢ells"

TON SCUOOII. (e"?0"DWAY S. CCDAtQ).

One Or booloer’s best-jcept secrets, /s idednesday nigtHt tolkdance //as
Seen established and attracting large numbers op people tor over ten years.
BEGINNING SEPTETABER [I'flS. TffE PiRST PART oP THE EYEN ING, T-'O0 S-'/T, WILL 3E
DEVOTED TO A BEGINNER CLASS OF A N\aRR PAST-PACED NATURE THAN MONDAYS, EMPH-
ASIZING THE repertoire op the B EONe SDAY NIGHT DANCE GRouP, TEACHING OP AN
/NTERMEDIATE DANCE FOLLOWS, 8 *I™- Si AND THEN WE PROGRAM OT fNTER-
fAEOIATE DANCES UNTIL 10'.So p.M. TUN Good TIMES IS STiLL THe NAME OP
THE Game and we Do Peview things TMEQUENTLY- No partners NECESSARV-

P / Se-SSION-
" SPoHSonteb BY THE eouLO€.a rot.KPMce soc/ery -
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-- INTERMEDIATE FOLK DANCE CLASS-

LEARN The BEST OF BIFD’S* Friday Repertoire

N DON'T Struggle Along Behind The Lines !
HIT THE GROUND DANCING ! 7

on THURSDAY NIGHTS

(January- 2 -April 24)
8-10 p.m.
At the SEPTEMBER SCHOOL church building
19th and Canyon, Boulder

with Ji 111 Y7 T

DsnCSS to includSI™ Ramot (ISR), Rio Tango, Viper Tango (USA), Kostadine Mili Sino (BUL), Floripica Olteneasca (RUM),

Kujawiak Weselny (POL), Sopsko Horo (BUL), Rjarospols (NORW), Shoofni (ISR), Cekuijankmo Horo (BUL), Bees of
iMaggieknockater (SCOT)

This is intermediate and better dancing, so it's best to have previous dance experience (beginning folk dance or other). A refund is
available until after the second ses.sion. FURTHER INFQ Tink 447-8508.

17 Classes — $50 Single Sessions — $4

* Boulder International Folk Dancers An Audio Tape is available. A Video is in the making.
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REGISTRATION FORM

Name:
Gender

Needs:
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(we need to receive this by March 8 in order to coordinate everything)

Questions: Tink Wilson (303) 447-8508 or Aina Laurel (303) 442-6865.

Phone:
. Enclosed for 3-day package $_
Housing _ (preferred roommates?)
Childcare (number and ages)
Airport pick-up. (flight #and ETA)
Bus pick-up (bus and ETA)

Transportation in town

. 2-day package $.
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Payment in full by March 8 will secure your place. Registration at the door is also acceptable. Make
checks payable to Boulder Himgarian Workshop and mail to:

Tink Wilson, 2635 Mapleton #58, Boulder, CO 80304

70



NO?- loith

vV}
z 0 U z A U M A S Y
= N
EovmBer 9+10>19Sil
Session 1 (BIFD Dunantuli workshop
FRIDAY 7:30 pm - fb:Sd)pm and open dancing
Dance Barn, 1360 Sumac
Boulder
: Szatmari workshop
ATURDAY Session 1l
SATU ; 10:00 am - 1:00 pm
Eldorado Springs )
Dance Hall (see map) Session 111 Szatmari workshop
2:30 pm - 5230 pm
Party: FESTIVAL ON Open international
THE DANUBE dancing, potluck

7:00 pm - ??? snacks
fees: Each workshop session - $5.00. Party  $5.00.

Zolt™n Nagy is a professional dancer and choreographer from Hungary.
A student™of Sandor Timar, Zoltan is currently dance instructor for the
Teka and Kamaras Dance Clubs i1n Budapest.

Information: 303/449-9769 or 442-6351
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----- Tarichdz- with ZzoLI and koti.
----- Hungarian Dance NIM"Kt —
ALL HAPPENINGr FRIDAY NI6-HTS THIS FALL-

MEZOSEGI CSARLYSS CLASS
This Pavorlte ad -noot spectacular of the
Tr<xnSjylvaniar\ COUple dajr\C€S will be t-au”~ht
TIMK Wi("on,_at BMLET ARTS CENTER, 816 Acoma,
Denver, op three tV(day evenings, 7;30- 10:30pm
Cost is per .session. Boots are Bne but so
are hard- soled street shoes: for women, shoes with
a tow hQKXW) will help mthe~rns.

* tXnCHAZ  Z0L ~ KATI *

FR».ocm9, 7:30-10:30p.-m.

ot "Space For petnee™ 3 Zo H"B Wianut (\M blod<s
E ot Grossroads Mall )i.n Boulder. This Hungarian

Dance fturtq is being held in connection with the,
Hungarian Dance Workshop witi’™ Zoitdn Nagg and
I*"tahn Juhdsz,two of Hungary's finest young
fblkdapcers and teachers, Oct 19-2-1 (See separate
filer for complete detolB). Workshop participants
each get a dance with Zbli or Kcctl! $6.00
(Also—Don't Miss the dojnee PerfbrTnancc undL

gala International dance por” the foUow'j;g

Vi might, Scet.Oct , 7 *tl p.m., f2rst Congr"edion-
oL CKurch, Bx"e and Broadwexy >Bouidjer.}

VEEKLY H.INGRVYH D\MCE NIGHT

A chance to retain what weVe learned with
FRIDAYS : : ; :
ocfezg review and practice andjust deendng with

like-Tnindea. friends. BALLET ARTs CATER,
I>ecl*t 516 Acoma,Denver- 7:30 -10;30

A donation will be asked to cover the rent, prob- \
ably about "3.CX) ’

For none »NFORHANoN CACC mnNKWU-".ON ~M7 S50S o
TUUE HOmm[> '777-5678
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AIEZOSrG/ CSAPDAS
S UNDAY

A F T E m 0 0 N

HUNGAWAN
DANCE
VCRSHCP

rAR.
/AAN- 12
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Basics Or that n™“n-paheil Or dancets
P f f rjf AC«eda

-mg: HON<ylkRiIAK tABZiiSB™i CPMAfZVAS /  ~k/m T

y*O N/EED kwow TO <SET STARTED*. CooPI£f

TIGOfvBS AS AS FASfC A”EAJ's SooT-SIAP-
PATTERKIS. Hot NECESSARY 10 SR iM<S- A

fARTMERM--60 T Do TAI-K. fT uP /0e/R WRiBNOS.

PE(Sascf£ Dance. Barn mo Jomac

3 :00 p M TO 6-.00 p.m. EANTAN[s« s,»n

tNotei ZotTAN NA&V (our ONN"Zou") wil, GEre/RN TO SooLOeR

MAR.50-APR.;, Fbj? h"io®"KmaP m JHB Tie?*
EVEMimg Ses'~?0H DEVCJITEts P E~

pacd/ And of Course the'Rf;‘S'dill 0e A>iirrfAR "reatoalke: partVO
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Part Il

We Remember

0O My Special Memoiy of Tink 79

O “When we wowed ‘em in 82
Albuquerque”

O Testimonies of: 83 - 173
Singing and A.D.D.
Climbing and Skiing
Dance Camp

Classes Wednesday Night
Friday Night

O Dancing Any Time

“We will miss his presence,
but he will always be in our hearts.”
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Tink

Remembering Tink is like Jiving again fifty years of my life, the discovery of
International Folk Dancing and the joy it would give me the rest of my life.

When he taught, he was precise but relaxed with us, patiently accepting of feet going the
wrong way, bodies bumping, and confused looks on faces. How delighted we all were as
we gained confidence, growing into moving gracefully through the dances together side
by side.

As Arden and | started our life together, we danced. We would dance away hot August
days at the Greek picnics, dance evenings in the park or on the UMC terrace under the
full moon. Or in the drizzle ofrain. Even one cold Christmas night we were all there
dancing. It was Tink's leadership and enthusiasm that made all this happen.

On our country” acre we would feast, dance by the fire. Tink played the records and tapes.
Yes, those colored lights were gently strung along the barn and through the weeping
willow tree.

For a year, Tink lived with us and our family. This gave him time and finances to work
on his dream of a folk arts center. Daughter, Dina, as a toddler, would lie at the top step
of the basement where he stayed and call him to play with her; "Teeennnkkk."

He would build snowmen with our older son, and teach him guitar. And gently hold the
baby.

He saw our kids grow up. He saw Arden and me grow up. We shared in much of that
life.

The dancers would rent a mountain lodge. With Tink we would ski all day, feast in the
evening, dance. And then sing and play guitar most of the night.

It was many times that we and our close friends would take to the mountains for skiing or
hiking, or to someone's house for parties. Our ftill moon ski tours, singing all the moon
songs we could think of The Strauss balls, decked out in our finest, Tink would always
be there. We enjoyed the tradition of breakfast on Flagstaff Mountain, just the gang of us
being a little crazy together. It wasn't unusual to gather for pot lucks at someone's home,
each bringing a short reading to share. Tink, now Alex, would speak a memorized piece
or take up his guitar and harmonica to play an old song, or new original one. Bringing
tears to my eyes was my favorite, "Christmas in the Trenches".

Although Tink didn't especially want to choose me, of all the beautiful attractive single
ladies, to dance with, we enjoyed dancing the line dances and mixers. Best were our long
talks on the phone about anything from kids to politics to life in general.

The last time we were with him, we left him off at Golden West. He struggled out of the
back seat as I held the door open for him. 1 didn't hug him good-bye. | could have, but

79



of course 1 would see him again, and there were always lots of hello and good-bye hugs.
Off he went. I didn't know that was the last time | would see him.

I miss his aura of goodness, intelligence, honesty, and telling-it-like-it-is. His seriousness
and care about the world was strong. His eagerness for everyone to be enjoying life was
infectious.

Arden and | will miss his friendship. His gift of dancing has remained, and will last as
long as we last. There will be no one like Tink.

iajiTH
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Betsy and | knew Alex for almost 50 years, as a hiker, skier,
folk dar\ce.r, balladeer, and friend. He has been part of our
lives for all this time. For ayear or two, he lived with us.

He was always a straight shooter, dependable, and honest. He
walked his talk. He was knowledgeable about world affairs and
engaged in progressive concerns such as human rights and
environmental issues. He was also an avid reader of history - 1
remember especially his delving into the life of Alexander the
great.

One of my favorite memories was an advanced dancing class he
taught - it was challenging and great fun to do.

Another memory; a backpacking trip in Canyonlands, with
another folk dancer (Ralph Rogers) our 5 year old son, and a
friend visiting from Korea.

Alex lived fully, throwing himself into things 100%. At one
point he moved to L.A. to learn about the West Coast dance
scene. He was a fearless skier: on a slope that the rest of us
would negotiate cautiously, Alex would point his skis and shoot
straight downi

Alex enriched our lives, and he leaves us with many good
memories.
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:

A major goal in Alex's life was to create good times for his friends. One story that he wanted to be told
here was;

link had planned a dance party at Eben Fine Park. Someone had a lot of fish, and they were to cook the
fish and dance on the grass. But a big snow fell that day. Never mind, the party went on with a fish fry
and a rousing game of Fox and Geese in the snow. A memorable good time for all!!

A favorite winter evening, for Alex, was a potluck and read aloud in front of the fire. Friends read
everything from Winnie the Pooh to Brutus's speech about Caesar. link always brought something
special, often a piece he had memorized, either funny or thought provoking. Whatever he did, he did
with elan!

We must mention his delight in giving. Most unique were the T-shirts he designed, sent to dance
teachers and friends in the Balkan countries and gave generously to us at home.

Alex was in his glory when he was entertaining. Early on it was taking a novice folk dance teacher
climbing up the B* Flatiron or teaching a dance to and someone who thought they had "two left feet."
When dancing became difficult because of Parkinson's, Alex engaged more in singing and created A DD,
Alex and the two Daves, Merrit and Shaw. They sang the Sea Songs he loved. He liked to bellow out
and smile big when he had a solo.

As his voice began to fail, Alex returned to his harmonicas and played "the old songs" on the Special
Transit bus to the grocery store. He told me, proudly, that he had performed in three events in the
Golden West talent show about a month before he left us. He recited words to the song, "Let the Band
Play Dixie", he sang with the Golden West trio, and backed-up John's guitar solo on the harmonica.

His passing leaves a hole in the lives of the Gang of Twelve of us who have celebrated birthdays and
holidays together for the past forty years. Some of us are wearing his T-shirts today.

From: M elba Shepard.Boulder. Colorado
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MY Special memory of Alex (Tink) Wilson:

1"ve known Alex as long as 1°ve been in Boulder. I arrived in 1972,
and put up with my girl friend in a third floor apartment on Pine
Street between Broadway and Ninth for $140 per month. We didn"t know
anybody in town. 1 was an avid beginning guitar player. Somewhere, |1
picked up a flyer announcing a bluegrass jamboree in some town named
Dillon. We had nothing to do that weekend, and were looking for
somefun. We looked up Dillon on the map, loaded up my guitar and a few
six packs and drove my old Volvo up there. The jamboree was about
five pickers and their girl friends at a picnic table, orchestrated by
Alex, laced with a few more six packs, and featuring Roger Hudiberg, a
great Boulder picker. We met Alex there, which started our forty year
friendship.

Over the years, we kept up with Alex. He made bluegrass tape
compilations, and gave them away at cost. 1 still have a lot of them;
they"ve gotten me all the way across 180 and back many times.

When my wife and 1 got married in 1985, we wondered what we should

do to celebrate at our wedding. There was only one choice: ask Alex
to get everybody dancing. Typically, he agreed enthusiastically. After
the ceremony, out on the big concrete patio, he got everybody dancing
to a semi-complicated Greek folk dance step. People old enough to
remember the theme music to the movie Never on Sunday will remember the
tune. Everybody had a great time.

We then left on our honeymoon in Greece. We visited several islands,
including Rhodes. A major feature of the old walled city of Rhodes is
the castle Suleman the Magnificent built to commemorate his victory
over Rhodes after a twenty-three year siege. The castle is up on the
highest hill overlooking the seaport out the back. In front of the
castle, there"s a wide esplanade down the gentle slope with shops on
both sides leading to the downtown area.

One nice afternoon, my wife and 1 were walking down the esplanade
enjoying the sunshine after your basic Greek lunch and a few glasses of
wine. Out of one of the side food shops came the tune Alex had just
taught us to dance to. Dizzy with love and sunshine and wine and blue
skies, we grabbed each other and did our best to do the dance for a few
moments down the esplanade. The food shop proprietor and his wife
started clapping, and beckoned us over. When they heard we were
newlyweds and had learned that dance at our wedding ceremony a few days
ago, they insisted that we accept their gift of a free meal.

_ _ _ _ N JROM
1 didn"t tell Alex about this until a few weeks ago, just before he
died. 1"m glad 1 got to tell Alex this story; |It"s Alex all the way.
RIP Alex. You made everyone®s life more joyous.
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:
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Kor was undeterred. He attempted to persuade a local
rock climber named Tink Wilson into going back with
him. Tink recalls that “some hunch told me not to go.”
Next, Kor approached Huntley Ingalls. Huntley,
lacking Tink Wilson’s instinct for self preservation,
agreed. He recalls, “I’ll never forget it. While we were
walking up to the cliff there was a stone fall and rocks
came cascading down the face. Kor turned round and
said very provokingly, ‘Don’t pay any attention to that.
That don’t mean anything.’ It was just crazy to climb
the thing.”
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:

Climbing the Crestones, September 1960
John Jones, May, 2012

On the Sunday of Labor Day weekend, September, 1960, Alex (link) Wilson, Huntley
Ingalls, and | set out to climb Crestone Needle, Crestone Peak, and the Black
Gendarme on the ridge between the two peaks. Itwas a warm sunny day, and all
went well as we climbed the west side of Crestone Needle. We traversed the ridge
toward Crestone Peak, and Alex led a technical climb up the Black Gendarme. Then
we went on to the Summit of Crestone Peak, arriving late in the day.

We sat on the summit admiring the view of the sand dunes to the south as the sun
went down , and then decided that maybe it was time to start thinking about our
descent. Alex had a copy of Orme's Guide and, following what we thought it said, we
started down the "red couloir" that it described. Apparently there was more than one
red couloir, and we chose the wrong one.

As darkness fell we continued down the increasingly steep couloir, eventually doing
free rappels over ledges in the dark. During the final rappel our ropes got caught in a
rock crevice and we couldn't pull them free. Not wanting to try climbing back up the
rope, and not wanting to continue down the steep snow-filled couloir in the dark, we
spent the night on a ledge just big enough for us to sit like three people on a
toboggan.

Fortunately for us the weather remained good, and the next morning we started down
from the ledge. Tying our sling ropes together we made a long enough line to belay
Alex, who had Improvised an ice axe by tying a large piton to a piton hammer. He led
the descent and crossing of the snowfield , his improvised ice axe holding together
just long enough to get him to solid rock.

As we walked down the talus slope to our campsite, we couldn't help thinking about
what would have happened If the weather had turned bad during the night. Later we
learned that we weren't the first climbers to misinterpret Orme's Guide and go down
that wrong "'red couloir”, and that others before us had suffered more than we did.

We all agreed that if there was one lesson to take home with us, itwas: Don'tsit on
the top of a mountain and watch the sun go down.

The pictures included with this narrative were all taken by Huntley Ingalls.
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Cris Adams

From: cecelialindberg@gmavt.net
Sent: Thursday, May 31,2012 4:19 PM
To: Cris Adams

Subiject: Re: Alex (Tink) Wilson

Dear Cris:

Oh, 1 remember it well. July 28, 1958, Tink and my mutual birthday, but that year my 21st!
He called a day or two earlier and suggested we celebrate by attending a Broadway show and at
that time the top billed one was "My Fair Lady.”™ We knew that tickets were not available and
agreed to meet at the theater early on the morning of the 28th. There was quite an
assemblage of people waiting for “standing room®™ only passes. We finally got two passes and
each went our separate way (mostly to catch up on lost sleep). That evening 1 met Tink at
the theater and we moved right in and stood up at the back along the brass rail. We expected
the curtain to go up on the show, but instead the orchestra did not begin to play the
overture and a gentleman came out from behind the main curtain to make an announcement.

Alas, he announced that Rex Harrison would not be in that evening"s production because on
that day he has married Kay Kendall.

Well, the play went on, it was absolutely wonderful and 1 left feeling as if I “could have
danced all night.® Thank you Tink!

With great affection and thanks for the memories,Ce-ce L.

Thought you might like to know that Tink died on May 13th. There is a
memorial service in Boulder on Dune 14th, and I will be flying out for
that.

His ashes will be interred at Oakwood Cemetery in Syracuse right after
Duly 4th - not sure the exact date.

When we were together this spring, you reminded me of the birthday
that you shared with Tink and of the year that you were both in NYC
and met to go to the theater on your birthday. 1°d love to have you
tell me the details again. | may use it when | speak at the memorial.

Hope you are doing well and I1°11 look forward to hearing from you.

Fondly,

Cris
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MY Special M emory of Alex CTink) Wilson:
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MY Special memory of Alex (Tink) W ilson:
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Re; Tink's memorial - ‘att.net Mail' Page lof 1

'YaHooLI’nélﬁC

Re: link’s memorial Tuesday, June 12, 2012 8:09 PM
From; "joe miller" <drjoel947@sbcglobal.net>
To: "Jim & Carole Allen-Morley" <jim .carole.allenmortey@ gmail.com>

Dear Jim, |It,s Tues night,ljust gotbackfrom 2 days Of
working in 95 degree heat, and I.M rushing to get everything done
for my 10 am flight tomorrow. I1Just read and printed up your
letter to Tinks brother. He should be very proud to read it. I,m very
proud to read it! 1 couldn't have said it any better myself. | owe
alot to Tinkfor the direction in dance thatl took. | am indeed

fortunate to have called him myfriend and mentor. Along with
Morowski, He taught me what it was all about opening yourselfand
your feelings when you dance, weather it was on stage performing
to thousands or in the Allen house on Pleasant st. at an afterparty

with a bunch ofinebriated folkdancers. | owe Tink a debtof
gratitude that can never be repaid. Your greiving friend , Joe
Miller

\Joe,

( 1hear through the grapevine you are going to Tink's memoria!. Fantastic,! wish | could be there.

j 1'am attaching a file with my comments and since you are going to be there early on could you please
i print this and pass it on to Alex's Brother.

| Also, iwould like to contribute something to the party - and the only thing 1could think of first Senzo
% wine - we can't get that any more

i So a bottle of Ouzo - Metaxa.

I I'will give you a call to get your details so | can transfer some money for my contribution,
Llwill call you in abit.

;Jim
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:
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EMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:
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MY Special memory of Alex CTink) W ilson: N
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MY Special mem ory of Alex CTink) W ilson;
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MY SPECIAL MEMORYOF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:

To: Otto, Ingvar, Sally, Melba
From: Jane

Hey rail,

I just wanted to say thank you to ‘the committee’ for deciding that I should have Alex's
mandolin. | am very touched.

He was so much part of the basic landscape that | grew up with, | didn't even stop to
contemplate what that landscape is until he got sick. Throughout my life in the shallow
land of 'show biz', in L.A. & New York City, | feel 1like I've had these wonderfiol values
that I learned from the folk dance community. Valuing and creating community,
making time for people, for helping, & for joy and, as Alex would say, making good times.
These were values that grounded me in hard times and gave me something to aim for in
terms of the person | wanted to be. And it taught me how to share those skills with
others, to bring people together, how to make good times even out of hard work. And to
stand together in transition, whether it is the happy work of building a dance space, or
this ritual now of sa)dng goodbye to one who was so much a part this community.

So thank you for giving me something to remember Alex by. In him I lose a Life Uncle, if
not a family uncle. And I am honored to get to cariy on alittle bit of Alex in the
occasions | have to bring people together around music. Many years from now when
that mandolin is old & scratched & seasoned, | hope it will have home witness to years &
years of good times. 1f so, then I'll have done right by him.

I am grateful for Alex, and for all of you, not just for the mandolin, but for a fundamental
sense of what matters in life. Not by lessons taught in words, but demonstrated in the
way lives are lived. 1 know that Silje would agree with me that we were the lucky
children of such an extended family. 1 mourn Alex's loss, but the real legacy I inherit is
those life values. And thank God I have a few more Uncles & Aunts to keep instilling
them, should I lose my way!

From
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Irs TMETO CELEBMTE

ALEX'S

BIRTHDAY!

Sunday, August znd

1Oam ' Ipm

Potluck Brunch! atthe Flagstaff Half-Way House

EATIN' (The stone shelter across the road from
the Flagstaff House Restaurant.}

sangin

Parking is limited, carpool ifyou can! R S V P

Contributions welcome for the charge of the facility. Melshep(8aol.com
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I met many of his girlfriends, and every one of them loved him and none of
them held it against him when it was time to part. They all knew that he was a

late bloomer and needed to catch up on all that he had missed.

I went to his I’Y* birthday celebration a few years ago. The town turned
out in great numbers. They even donated the use of the park to him for the grand
picnic. The music played continuously and someone was always dancing. His
friends came from far and wide to celebrate his coming of age. He married once
to help a friend keep from being deported. She and her new husband were at the
party as well as many old girlfriends who all enjoyed each other and had many
stories to tell of their time with him. Perhaps there were others who did not love
him but no one missed them and everyone who was there, male and female,

were there out of friendship for this man who had spent much of his adult life

growing up in their midst.



AAY Special anemory of Alex (Tink) W ilson.

Tink and | drove together one year to August Folkdance
camp in New Mexico. We took a scenic route through
central Colorado on the way back. We spotted a tiny old
cemetery far away from any development, and stopped to
take a look. To me the place seemed a little forlorn— a beat-
up fence surrounding mostly untended graves, a few with a
hand full of artificial flowers. Some of the markers were
hand made from cement. But Tink wasn’t looking down. He
was looking up and around, at the hills and countryside and
off at the continental divide. He said it looked like a nice
place to be.
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:

Crystal and | wonder how we first met Alex, and when. Was it 1960 or '61?
Maybe Wendell and Harriett Harris brought him to a music party at our house.
They were interested in music and dancing and we knew them fi-omdays back
in Oklahoma. Paul and Alex often came to our place together. From these
long ago days they often sang “he’s going back” and “tramp on the street”, if
my memory is correct Inmore recent times I liked his “I’ve been everywhere
man,” “railroading on the great divide,” and “my name is Morgan but it’s not
JP.”

Once, Alex showed up unexpectedly in Gold Hill. We were up on our roof,
putting on new shingles, and of course he came up and pitched in with his
skills.

It was fun playing with him. | remember Melba’s retirement party in Estes
Park, the Arvada Performance Center, a sea chantey show, playing at his
mobile home, at Roger and Peggy’s house, and at the Octoto Fests near
Steamboat, Frazier, and Allenspark. We often rode together to Steamboat.

I would have valued his analysis of the recent occupy movement and | guess if
health permitted he might Imvejoined. Several times | offered to bring him to
Gold Hill, a place he enjoyed when his health was better, but he didn’'t seem
interested any more. | knew we could not have lasted through all night singing
parties like we did when we were young.

At our house he met Ulna(sp?) with whom he became a close fiiend. She
recited a long story of a magical stone, maybe the philosopher’s stone. He
added this to his repertoire. | really enjoyed his recitations of Silver Jack and
the religious debate, of the horse riding and roping bear, and of one whaler’s
desire for Christian civility from a captain who swore creatively on the “right
hind leg of ftie Lamb of God.” For success as a harpooner the captain offered
the narrator a Havana cigar and a fine bottle of Jamaican rum. The harpooner
declined and hoped instead for Christian civility from the swearing captain,
saying “a danm little Christian civility” would satisfy him. Well, Alex had a
damn lot of civility and Crystal and I will miss him.

From
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TI NK) WI LSON:

Alex Wilson, along with Sonny Newman of Seattle, Washington, was a special friend of mine.

We did two Floating Kolo parties in Boulder when 1 lived here during 1972 and 1973. We also
got apartments in the same building so we could communicate more readily.

wlK... -a' = .U

One of our favorite outings was to go to Furr’s Cafeteria every week or so and get our favorite
dish ... hmmm. Chicken Pot Pie?

When | was in Los Angeles, Alex sent me one of his T-shirts. | still have it!

SiSaulsa@l; U Srbniin

rit.ttis”.uiti- ..iM Ri
cr ¢ a s idifru BT
’|n ...
im M . )Li- s
P VA,
Vi ft

From:

Those were the good ol’ days. I'll miss them, as
I'll miss Alex (whom 1shall always remember as
“Tink.”)
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:

Tin£ was one oftfiejirstjpecy*Ce 1 met in tfie dance community wfien Q
jirst arrivedin (Boufder. 'YJe Have enjoyedmany goodtimes in dancing,
singing, skiing and dicing over tfiepastjijty years. 3}de introducedme to
internationaffofd dancing and de was eager to [earn adout Norwegian dancing
andsinging, e Became an active memder oftde (BouCder Scandinavian Todd
(Dancers wdere de not onfy (earnedtde dances, dut de sang (in Tforwegian)
traditionad daddads, wdicdprovided musicfor some oftde dances, e dougdtan
expensive, compdete traditionadcostume (dunad)from T édemard in Tfoirway.
ode wore it often and it das nowfound a new dome in tde (Boudder
Spedmannsdag wdere OCyodei Ozawa is wearing it.

Ttnd dada very cdear vision ofaf odd dance center in Toudder. Ode
createdtde “Ttnd’s (Moded”wdicd Became an inspirationfor us addin our e®ort
infinding apermanent “dome’for tde (Boudderfodd dancers. 0 dave a cdear
memory oftde time wden de drougdt dis modedover to our douse and we
discussedtde various aspects ofdis ideas. OJLnfortunatedy, tdatvery attractive
modedwas notfnanciaddy viadde witd tde (andcost Being so digd in Toudder.
(But dis vision stidd dives on, now in tdeform oftde TeardStreet Studio and tde

'Avadon.

From:
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:
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MY Special memory of Alex (Tink) W ilson:

My favorite photo of Alex (Tink) says it all. What pizzazz!

Meeting Tink in the early 1970's resulted in a lifetime of great friends for
me. His charisma, never ending smile, leadership, and enthusiasm created
an incredible international folk dance community of people young & old.
His knowledge and interest in other cultures brought an intellectual
atmosphere to many spectators & fellow dancers during performances as
well as recreational dancing. More than 40 years later, those same people
and a new generation of dancers still gather to share the dance that Tink
loved so much. He was atrue treasure to so many. We will miss his

presence, but he will always be in our hearts.

From
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MY Special memory of Alex (Tink) W ilson:
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:

Dear Tink/Alex, | miss
Your precise, patient dance teaching
Your joyful performances of dance and song
Your amazing collection of world music
and tales of your travels to the villages that produced them
Your unique sense of style and your beautiful, efficient homes
Your love of mountain adventures and your courage in the face of adversity
The insatiable curiosity that kept you reading and thinking all your life
and made you such a good conversationalist
Your bottomless well of construction know-how and your willingness to share it
Your unfailing, loyal support of your friends
Your integrity and authenticity with everyone
and your concern and support of your community
Your determination to stay fully alive, alert and independent
But most of all 1 miss your smiling face and great hugs.

Farewell.
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MY $PECIAI MEMOIiY OF ALEX CTINK) WJiSON:
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“on MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:

LAutUr U, af™muginy S b>™ /o
I hope there is a Heaven and you are in it, dancing, singing and playing the harmonica day
and night! 1 am so grateful you were part of my life, and I want to tell you why.

First there were your Wednesday night folk dance classes, which you taught for about
20 years. These classes had a reputation all across the country for being the most friendly
and welcoming of any in the country! And these classes are the reason | was able to learn
how to folk dance! You taught thorougly and well, you had a repertoire that did not
change much from year to year so we could get the dances ‘vsdred in', you structured the
class so at 8 0'oclock those who already knew how to dance came for two hours, and we
got to practice what we had learned with people who knew what they were doing.

Then there was your relationship with Gary Diggs and the Albuquerque group that
created a bond between the two groups, with the making of new friends and with
exchanges of teaching and performing, plus traveling to NM for August Camp. There
we learned from professional dancers and teachers in a doable and affordable 4 day
workshop. So much fun, so good to learn from these dancers.

I remember well your trip to Hungary that you were so excited about it! You brought
back Mesosegi that you loved so well. Once while teaching this you asked me, "How do |
lead this step?” | was a graduate student in modem dance at CU at the time, and | had no
idea how one would lead any moves. But that started a life time quest for me in how to
lead and follow that has led me to become quite good at both and in teaching both.

Then there is Pearl Street Studio! Your skills and desire to create a welcoming and
useable dance space truly made and makes a very special place for us to dance. It is still
my favoite place to dance and to teach.

Singing and Songs of the Sea! 1 amglad I could play a small part in your enjoyment of

singing, when I brought Tom Lewis to Boulder for a house concert where he sang ‘Songs

of the Sea’, many of which were his own compositions and one that you particularly liked

and sang with your group. You were so enthusiastic to meet Tom, to hear him sing, and

to ask him questions about sea life which he could answer. You gave me so much by

teaching me to folk dance, | am grateful | could do a little bit to bring you somejoy. P[P QM-

Ua Hu J
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MY Special memory of Aifx (Tink) W ilson:
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That’s Tink on the left, Dick Pittman (died in Jackson in March 1964), and me on the right, on
Lions Head, Mount Washington, in September of 1955.

Climbing with Tink was great! He had a pickup with a cap, so we could sleep on the way to and

from the mountains. He was always up first in the morning; we awoke to the purr of the little Svea
stove and the aroma of coffee.

He used to sing these words that have stayed with me for almost sixty years now:.

The closer to the bone, the sweeter the meat;

The very last slice of a country ham is the best that you can eat.
So don’t make fun of my old gal; she’s skinny, but she’s sweet.
The closer to the bone, the sweeter the meat!
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK)WILSON:
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (Tl NK) WI LSON:
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON;
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MY Special memory of Alex (Tink) Wilson:

There are so many fond memories of Alex;

9 His generosity of spirit and time.

8 One of Margie's first friends in Boulder. He could out hike and cross country ski her any
day! They had some wonderful picnic dinners together. Atrue friend ...sharing openly
and honestly about his life and always offering a listening ear as well.

» Helped us with various carpentry projects around our house

o0 Alex could single handedly dig post holes using his awl faster than 2 younger
men could do using a motorized post hole digger!

0 Alex fixed our hall handrail and made the stairwell safe before Maya arrived!

0 Helped Marshall finish the roof of our outdoor shed

® Always so thoughtful in remembering all the little and big things that make other s

happy

o Like sending photographs of our shared adventures

o Giving us yearly music cassettes of all his favorite songs

o Purchasing entire rows of seats to his favorite music concerts at Chautauqua and
giving the seats to his friends

0 Spending Thanksgiving dinners at our house and bringing lots of great energy

o Sharing his musical talents

0 Singing sea chanteys (with his harmonica accompaniment) and telling fun stories
(How did he manage to memorize so many?)

o Inviting his friends to musical performances

0 Leading songs during our yearly music/singing parties

Strong, honest and vocal, while being caring and compassionate.. That's Alex

Cou.rse> ~ 0-v FROM

aaes
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MY Special memory of Alex (Tink) Wilson;

Tink was a dancer - not a folk dancer, or a contra dancer, or a
Scandinavian dancer. But just a dancer. A pretty darn good one, too. | still
have memories of Tink doing the Frug, and the Pony, and the Camel Walk
at some late-night party long ago after the Friday night folk dance. That
was back when we were all younger ~ there was always a party after the
Friday night dance. And there was always more dancing - and Tink in the
middle of it.

When |[first started folk dancing in Boulder on Friday nights, Tink was the
guy you watched if you didn't quite know the dance, or you weren't sure of
the styling. He wasn't always the most flamboyant guy, but he was the
one who really knew the dance. And he could be surprisingly flamboyant at
times, as well. And energetic, and helpful.

And visionary, too. It was his vision that the dancers should have a
permanent home that was theirs. It was his inspiration and persistence
that drug everyone else along, and finally resulted in the Pearl St. Studio,
and later, the Avalon Ballroom.

| had a hard time calling him Alex ~ | know that's what he wanted ~ but |
had called him Tink for so many years. This was a very hard adjustment. |
often flubbed it, and had to correct myself. He was usually tolerant of me.
He knew | had an old "reset" button.

In his later years, | was always happy to see him at any dance event. It
helped make it seem that all was right with the world. I'l miss him lots. My
"reset"” button is having a real hard time with this.

FROM

- Chris Kermiet
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MY SPLCiAL MtMOBY Of ALtX ITINK>WILSON'

We first met Alex when he was known as link, in 1979. We'd just moved back to Colorado, and were
avid folk dancers. We found our way to his spirited Wednesday night dances at the church on 28'th Not
long after that, we gotto know him better when he joined the Narodno Ethnic Dance and Music
Ensemble. | remember him especially in the Polish suite, throwing me over his shoulders in what we'd
dubbed the "potato sack" throw.

When we added a Mesoszeg suite in 1982, link became an unabashed Hungarian dance fanatic. He
spent many an hour outside of rehearsal working on moves, especially for the Lads' Dance that he
performed with Sandy Wilson. | remember a Denver Post critic noting that the lads were a bit "long of
tooth." What they lacked in youth, they made up for with enthusiasm and fine moves.

Kurt and | were once invited to link's apartment for an intimate dinner party, where guests were
requested to bring something meaningful to them to read aloud to the group. It was a special evening
that we fondly recall.

The 75*" birthday party stands as one of the great parties in our community, and what a gift it was to us
all. It brought friends together from all over the country to eat, be entertained, to dance and to sing
together. We former Narodniks laughed ourselves silly over our geriatric Polish suite performance.

The last time | saw Alex was in the fall. He'd heard that our sons, Wesley and Colin, were starting a folk
performance troupe in Washington, DC, and he offered Hungarian costume pieces for their use. We
went to lunch, and he enjoyed some Mexican food and a beer. After that, we went back to his place at
Golden West. 1saw his modest, sunny apartment, decorated in some special pieces of folk art. It was a
very sweet day.

We will miss him, and we are thankful for all the many contributions he's made for all of our community.
He was a real gift. 1will see him dressed in his beautiful Hungarian pants and jacket that he had made on
atrip to Hungary, the round hat perched on his head, and a big toothy grin on his face, dancing a waltz
and calling me "Suze."

Susan and Kurt Reisser
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Alex was a generous Soul with his talents and time.

He painted his life's canvas liPeraily wiin miany colors and facets from which
one could select and share with his willing and adventurous heatrt.

Alex shared his life with me on many levels, International folk dancing being foremost.
I have many fond memories of musical times - of climbing, hiking and sharing life's
moment and perspectives.

He added to my life's canvas, and what followed was a long list of dear companions and
long term friends.

Thank You, Everyones eriend - And Mine. FROM
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX CTINK) WILSON:

began my journey into international folk dancing in 1972 by signing up for link's Top 40 class of
nternational dances. Those 40 dances were the core that got me started so that | could feel
‘omfortable attending BIFD with the dances he had taught in his class. | don't think | could name all 40
)fthose dances today, but there were many Balkan, Scandinavian, and Israeli, and I'm sure other
lationalities too. For some reason, the hambo sticks strongly in my memory. That class with Tink
prmed the roots of what was to become a lifelong passion for me.

~couple of years after that, when I'was on the BIFD board, | have a distinct memory of sitting in my
iving room in 1973 or 1974 with Tink and a couple of other folks involved in the leadership of the
Joulder folk dance community to discuss Tink's dream of a community-based dance space. | believe that
Iream was with him from the 60's when he began dancing in Boulder, and years later, the Pearl Street
itudio became a reality. He clearly invested himself in many ways to bring his dream to reality.

When ljoined Narodno in 1976,1had 6 months to learn 6 suites of dancing and make the accompanying
:ostumes for a big show at Boulder High. | made it through all the costume constructions except for
Vlacedonian. Tink owned a woman's Macdeonian costume, and graciously loaned it to me for that first
lerformance. Ithen made my own chemise, copying the embroidery exactly as I saw it on Tink's
uthentic original. Sometime after leaving Narodno, | sold my replica costume to a dancer in Texas, so
rink's loan of that fine costume had tentacles outside of Boulder much longer than he would have ever

magined.

, 5 inkjoined Narodno sometime in the '80's...| really don't remember exactly. | have particular memories
)f him performing in our Polish, standing tall and proud in his Polish costume with a grin a mile wide, as
ie enthusiastically executed the steps in our choreographies. | also have distinct memories of his
aerforming various Balkan dances. Oh, he loved them so!

[ \fter I moved away from Colorado, Tink changed his name preference to "Alex", but he will always be
Tink" to me. Alex Tink Wilson has left a legacy in Boulder that has touched the lives of hundreds of
people, including mine. He will be remembered with gratefulness, humor, and dignity.

Marily
June 11, 2012
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MY Special memory of Alex (Tink) W ilson:
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MY SPECIAL ME MO RY OF A LEX (TI NI WI LSON:

I met Tink Wilson in 1974 as | began my recreational dance career with folk dancing at
the Columbine Grade School gymnasium in Boulder. | have fond memories of those days,
learning all the foot puzzles, with Tink as the ever patient teacher and coach. Everything about
the experience was strange at the time, the music, the movement, the dances. But | was in
graduate school at CU and looking for a new social activity to take the edges off my ‘technical’
personality. | thought dancing would be good for me, expand my social horizons a bit, and
eventually thanks much to Tink it was!

I don’t remember how many dances | learned from Tink, but he was always there with a
new one each week and a well prepared lesson. Tink displayed a tremendous dedication and
commitment over decades in sustaining international folk dancing in Boulder. We are all the
richer for having had him in our community for so long. Tink Wilson is a significant contributor

to our shared history, and will be missed.

Keep dancing Tink!

Richard (Dick) Kiefer - May 28, 2012

£3Cs
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TiNK) WILSON

was a wonderfuCdancer who taughtandinsjjiredmany. It was he
who got me started teaching in 'BouCder in 1979 when he went to
Montana andentrustedhis IVednesday evening group to me (&
Maomi). 3Cewas an accompCishedsinger and musician and Covedlrish
folk BaCCads. 3ewas a conscientious & meticuCous carpenter. dCewas a
peace activist and anti-warprotester, working with the Teace & Social

Justice group andfriends meeting. | stiCChavefond menwries ofgoing

to IVashington togetherfor an anti-warprotest. JCewas a cCimBer and

mountaineer. Tven after he movedfrom his trader to his QoCden JVest

apartment, we wouldoften taCk on the street when he was out
walking. JCewas not one to tolerate idleness or infirmity. | suspect

there were many impressive attributes | knew CittCe about. '‘But above

aC he was afriend, andl miss him May he somehow now begoing

forwardwith newjoy andenthusiasm

f 7m Masterson

From:
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TINK) WILSON:
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My Special Memories of Alex (Tink] Wilson

*I remember ...

fnenb. "V/arh. taking me to first foLk lance eVer at
CoLumbine 'Eiementar” in "bouLler in the 70s..

.. bein™ enthraUel With so man” lances anl the WonlerfuL
music ... I hal ne”Mer seen or hearl before.

.. arrwing early to the lances on 'Thurslay nights to Learn
from Tink. my first ever folk lance teacher, talentel anl

f>atient..

.. bringing my youn” laughter. Sheri, along to sleef> in the
nurses office at Columbine until the lance Was oVer.

.. sharing many interesting after parties .

.. polka lancing With 'Tink at the "V.A"V in .ArVala on Sunlay

nights With se\7eral tables full offolk lancers.

.. he Will be missel by so many. 4ie brought culture .joy anl
~lance~ to so many, incluling me.

Jan Cole, Broomfield, CO
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%Y SPECIAL EM O kY OF ALEX (T1INK) WILSON

Ifirst met link in 1986 at August Camp. The camp was held on the campus of the Armand
Hammer World College and we got to dance inthe ballroom of the beautiful castle. Our
teachers that year were Nico Hilferink and Eva Kiss; | remember clearly how beautifully link
and Eva danced the Mesoszegi during an evening performance for all of us.

Since then, it was always a pleasure to see link once a year at a Folk Dance camp. | was very
happy to see link when | came to Boulder in 1994 to attend Greg & Donna's wedding and to

learn that link was a folk dance legend here.

Since moving to Colorado in 1995,1had the pleasure of dancing and learning from link
many dances; most of them remain my favorite dances.

It was ajoy to attend Alex's 75" birthday celebration. Since then, I've missed seeing and
dancing with him at BIFD but it was always a treat when he showed up at one of the parties.

Alex, you are a special person and you will be missed by all of us.

From:
John Chu
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viLCIAL AAL**.ORY of ALtX (TINK) WILSON:

I've not known Alex for long—first saw him at his birthday party in 2004. But right away
| appreciated his genuineness and the light in his eyes, as well as his ability to dance.

Over these relatively few years I've had the privilege to share a waltz with Alex now and
then or dance next to him in a line, and to talk about music, especially singing, which we
both had a fondness for. He told me of the group he was in—A-D-D, which stood for the
first names of the group members, but of course we laughed at the intended pun. Not long
after, Alex presented me with atape of sea shanties, saying that it represented some of the
music that A-D-D performed. | never got to hear Alex and his buddies sing, but | can imagine
it was a delight.

It certainly was a delight to be acquainted with Alex. May there always be good journeys for
him, whatever form they take when we leave this realm.

From:

Maureen Peck

lAirftv ¢~ Ap
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TI NK) WILSON:
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Alex Wilson
2635 Mapleton # 58
Boulder, CO 80304
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MY SPECIAL MEMORY OF ALEX (TI NK) WI LSON:
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SOMOS EL BARCO (Lorre Wyatt)

Chorus:

Somos el barco, somos el mar,
Yo navego en ti, tu navegas en mi
W e are the boat, we are the sea,

| sail in you, you sail in me

The stream sings it to the river.
The river sings itto the sea
The sea sings itto the boat

That carries you and me

Chorus

The boat we are sailing in
Was built by many hands
And the sea we are sailing on.
It touches every land

Chorus

So with our hopes we set the sails
And face the winds once more
And with our hearts we chart the waters
Never sailed before

Chorus

We are the boat. We are the sea
| sail in you.... You sail in...meeeeee.
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Part IV

Gallery
of

Photographs

In the end, all his planning and model
building and proselytizing did not build the center.
Perhaps it was a case of a good idea with bad timing.
Or maybe in Alex’s own words his “lack of
consideration about where the money would come
from, or that people had their own lives to deal
with” would cause it to flounder. In any event, his
assessment of this dream was that “in short, | was a
fool.” This last sentiment must give us all a pain of
sadness. Alex was no fool. He was a dreamer. And
may we all honor such men when in our midst, and
If not then, then in memory.

175






Alex was born in Syracuse, New York, in 1929, and
christened Alexander Ross Wilson after his maternal
grandfather. He was called affectionately Tinker, and more
formally Ross. Tinker was shortened to Tink as a young man
and he continued to be known as such to everyone in
Boulder where he moved in 1957. However, following one of
his trips abroad, this time to Ireland and Scotland in 2000, he
decided to adopt his birth name shortened to Alex, so that

readers will find both used in this account interchangeably.

The following page of Alex's family was an
advertisement for Nucoa margarine in LIFE Magazine,
December 1941. William Dexter Wilson was our father and
the name of Alex's older brother Bill. The cute little girl of
five is his sister, Christina, nicknamed appropriately Cutie.
The baby boy on his mother's lap is John Mark, known as a
kid as Butch.

Our father had a friend in the advertizing business which
explains why all this went on, and the publicity lines at the
top of the ad. It even got on a billboard, which the family
only found out while on a drive one day. The two boys. Bill
and Ross, were staged having an outing by the big elm tree
on our front lawn. Christina was asked to pose before a
pretend birthday cake, made with Nucoa margarine of
course. Her lasting memory is being incensed at the sham of
all this: not only was it not her birthday, but the cake was a
fake. Her expression shows that life (LIFE) sometimes

demands a smile whether we feel like it or not.
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The exuberant expression on the face of Alex "Tink"
Wilson tells it all. He was at the 75th birthday
celebration he programmed and funded for friends,
visitors, and fellow folk dancers in Boulder, Colorado,
August 2004.

It was typical of Tink that he programmed an event
for people to have a good time around folk dance and
song and story. He embodied the idea of folklife, and
through his energy and imagination made it happen. He

was a modern day folklife presence.

"Dance Celebration” presents a glimpse into the path
that this extraordinary man took as dancer, teacher,
organizer, peace activist, and advocate for the folk
community. Folklife is not so much to be documented
as it isto be lived. We can draw encouragement and

inspiration from Tink. He will live on in what we do.

Mex Tink” WUsoii Folklife Fimd
Boulder, Colorsido



