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Z A H N  M C C L A R N O N  A C T O R

YOU CAN TRACE THE CHANGING ATTITUDES  toward Native Americans in 
the career of Zahn McClarnon. First they ignored him. Then they gave him the 
Brown stereotypes. Then they �nally began to see him. In the last few years Zahn 
has reached a high peak, taking on roles that are deeper and more powerful. He’s 
become an avatar for a nation that might, �nally, just a little, be reckoning with its 
past. To triumph in your 50s after his struggles is an act of walking in beauty. 

After 20 �lms and countless hours of television, Zahn has emerged, to his 
astonishment, as a star. He is a natural scene stealer — you can’t manufacture his 
gift, that stillness, and maybe you can’t even explain or communicate it except 
by the doing.

At the end of the interview, Zahn asked me to turn o� the recorder and said this 
is not for the interview. I agreed, and he talked about the depths of his substance 
abuse. The conversation became harder and more serious. He said some of his life 
was not recoverable. I think he was telling me that he learned from a darkness and 
hopelessness and scariness, which may explain what he can do now. 

Then he added, We do this for our daddies. My father never saw my success.
I asked if I could include this in the interview. 
He thought about it, and agreed.  

Where do you come from?
My father was Irish, Polish, Scottish. My mother is from the Standing Rock 
Reservation. She was raised in North Dakota and she’s a Hunkpapa Lakota, 
and also German. My great-great-grandfather, who married into the tribe, was a 
German man named William Zahn, who I was named after. Well actually, I was 
named after his son, Francis Zahn. He married my great-great-grandmother, 
Kizawin, which means �ghting woman  in Lakota.

My father grew up in Denver, he was a beatnik. He was a jazz enthusiast, – 
enjoyed poetry readings, co�ee shops.  Loved Joan Baez, William Burroughs, 
Ginsberg. My mother moved from the Standing Rock Reservation to Browning, 
Montana, which is the Blackfeet Reservation, when she was a teenager. My 
father and my mother met in Denver when she moved there to live with her 
grandmother. They married and started a family. In 1966-67, we moved to Em-
budo, which is outside of Santa Fe. We lived down there for a year, so this area 
was in my DNA and I certainly feel a connection to it.

PHOTOS GABRIELLA MARKS

Zahn at Home
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R O S E  B .  S I M P S O N   A R T I S T

THAT’S HOW ROSE DESCRIBES  the legendary black-on-black pottery of  
the Santa Clara Reservation. A duotone version of that same black she applied 
to Maria, her 1985 El Camino—a piece of junk she found by the side of the road 
and transformed into art, literally. Maria now travels the U.S., making appear-
ances in museums and galleries, and Rose noted that her next El Camino trans -
formation will be hydrogen-powered She and her daughter live on the Santa 
Clara Reservation, and spend their time on clay sculpture, classic cars, and 
farm work. 

At Rhode Island School of Design,  I studied relational aesthetics, which is 
the aesthetics of the everyday. I went to RISD get away from the native world,  
but eventually realized that it was a huge part of my story, my identity, my 
context. And it was all related to something I’ve been interested in for a while—
indigenous aesthetics, a spiritual aesthetic that’s applied to everything that  
you do. So, while something like pottery is functional, it also represents your 
belief system. The nourishment it contains is not just food and drink, it is also 
aesthetic and spiritual.

Driving  is  the  same  way,  which is why I went to school at Northern New  
Mexico College’s Automotive Science Program, to begin to explore relational 
aesthetics—how do we turn an everyday experience like driving through town 
into an aesthetic experience?

As  a teenager  in  Española,  we’d drive through town and see all of these  
beautiful, amazing cars. Española is the lowrider capital of the world. It has 
more lowriders per capita than Orange County. 

Talk  about  relational  aesthetics!  These lowriders…going from one Sonic  
to the next; it’s performance art. If your house is a wreck, if it’s got broken  
windows or is falling down, it’s OK if you have a nice car in the yard. The car 

PHOTOS: MINESH BACRANIA, UNLESS NOTED

“Badass”
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A L I  M A C G R A W  A C T I V I S T  A N D  A M B A S S A D O R  A T  L A R G E

SO, IN FRONT OF ME SITS ALI MACGRAW, telling me that she has just spent 
an hour and a half trying to get service for her phone, wrestling with a forest of 
automated responses and indecipherable agents that ultimately explain to her 
that she doesn’t live in Tesuque (she does) and all of a sudden you see that she is 
just like the rest of us. 

Incidentally, she still has that thing, that presence of a movie star. (Although,  
I think she would still have it even if she hadn’t been one.) She somehow under -
stands this, and is still surprised and amused by it. She can be wickedly funny 
about things and people she doesn’t care for, and �ercely honest and protective 
of the one’s she loves.

She has a distinctive brand of wisdom, authenticity, and self-deprecation. You 
see her everywhere around town, big events and small — as an ambassador for 
the arts, raising money for the Humane Society, and in line next to you at Whole 
Foods.

Some people have told me they like that the magazine doesn’t run pieces on 
celebrities. But Ali is di�erent: in her complicated and funny and unique way, she 
is dedicated to doing everything she can do to make our town better. And after 
nearly 40 years here, she is a bona�de local.

You seem like a straight shooter.
Many of us are doing the best that we can, but we don’t have the courage to be 
authentic. And so we do a self-corrected version of ourselves, hoping we’ll be 
liked. And then fatigue wears us down. And we think, How come you can’t read 
my mind?  And of course, the answer is,  Just speak English to me! 

But now it’s crystal clear to me that our best version is the realest one. And 
probably the whole world won’t think we’re wonderful. So what? But God, may -
be that’s because I was a teenager in the 50s and that was a very repressed time, 

PHOTOS SFM

The
Local
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N I C H O L A S  H E R R E R A  A R T I S T

YOU CAN’T GET TO NICHOLAS HERRERA’S HOME  in El Rito with a GPS. 
Try Siri and you’ll end up in an in�nite loop.

The �nal directions to his ancestral home came from his girlfriend, a National 
Geographic  photographer, who travels the world. The old-fashioned directions 
read something like Call from the village, go left at the grocery store, up the lane, 
look for blue sign, etc.  It was a wintry day and with the drive though the desert, 
the day held out the promise to be very robust.

I was glad I visited his home. Everything he cares about is right there. Behind 
his modest house is his cherished junkyard of art supplies and relics, all soon to 
be re-purposed. In his adjacent barn garage is an impeccable 1948 Chevrolet. He 
restored it, despite being, as he says, an  incapable mechanic.  Around the yard are 
several large works all going on at the same time. And his mother is buried in a 
chapel he made for her near the living room.

Nicholas is a brilliant, untrained outsider artist. The heart of why he does what 
he does is both a mystery and an entirely logical way to make sense of the world.

To his surprise, a lot of fancy people have taken note of his unique take on the 
world. Go �gure.
 

When did you figure out you were an artist? 
I’m dyslexic. When I was a little kid they threw me in special ed in third grade. 
I couldn’t do �guring, couldn’t add, couldn’t subtract. When you’re dyslexic, 
you don’t work the same. By my teens, I was kind of out of control already, 

‘I Made Me’

PHOTOS BETH WALD
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N .  S C O T T  M O M A D A Y  N O V E L I S T ,  E S S A Y I S T ,  P O E T  � 1 9 3 4 � 2 0 2 4 �

IF THERE WAS A WISER,  more enlightened person, than N. Scott Momaday, 
show me. And if there was a more eloquent, important book than his last, The 
Earth Keeper,  then send me the book. Please.

When we interviewed him, Scott acknowledged he was an elder, though, he 
said, that took a while for him to get used to.  Time had always been important 
to him, and he had been famous – a legend, really – since winning the Pulitzer 
Prize at age 34. That novel, House Made of Dawn, catapulted Native American 
literature into the mainstream.

And, as the �rst Native American Pulitzer winner, he was subject to any num -
ber of random people who tried to quickly extract his wisdom, celebrity, or just 
that special something that he obviously has. I say this because I felt singularly  
humbled to be talking him, to be in his presence. He had that, presence.

You were given a horse when you were twelve. You have noted that
Alexander the Great received one at the same age. What did it mean  
to you?
A great deal. We had moved to Jemez Pueblo and my parents bought me a 
horse from a man in the village. It was a very nice strawberry roan quarter 
horse, very fast. And I spent a lot of time on the back of that horse over �ve or 
six years. The thing that mattered most to me was that it gave me a chance to 
understand more about my heritage. I learned what it was like to ride a horse.
I discovered the country that way.

What about dogs? You say that dogs could talk.
There is a story about a man who was saved by a talking dog. And the man 
would retell it as a way of preserving oral tradition: This happened a long time 
ago when dogs could talk.  I asked my father about it and he said, You know how 
they stopped talking? The wise man and trickster �gure in Kiowa got mad at dogs 
because they were abusing their privilege of speaking. They were talking about the 
Kiowa behind their backs. So he told them: You have gone too far with this privilege.
So I’m going to give you a signal and when I give it to you, I want you all to say 
the word hop  and that’ll be the last word you speak.  

PHOTO SFM

The Earth Keeper
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A N N E  L A M O T T  W R I T E R
L Y N N  A T K I S O N  E D I T O R  A N D  T E A C H E R

WHEN BELOVED AUTHOR Anne Lamott was in town for the Santa Fe Inter -
national Literary Festival, she �lled the main hall at the Convention Center with 
more than a thousand fans, myself included. During her discussion, she repeat -
edly mentioned her good friend Lynn, and it dawned on me that she meant my 
co-worker Lynn Atkison, a long-time teacher in Santa Fe schools and an editor 
at  Santa Fe Magazine  since its founding. She’s pulling back this summer – this is 
her last issue. 

When I found out that Lynn has a 50-year friendship with Anne Lamott, or as 
she calls her, Annie, I had a lot of questions, not the least of which was how do 
you stay connected for a half century? What makes a friendship last? We met up 
to talk about the two of them, Santa Fe in the 1970’s, and sleeping with the same 
man. 

OK, how did you two meet?
Anne:  I met Lynn’s partner in 1974 on the tennis courts of this little coast-
al town we lived in called Bolinas. We were both good players and we would 
end up meeting and playing a few sets. He invited me over to their house for 
a drink one evening, and there was Lynn. The man disappeared into the six 
o’clock news, which he had never missed in the course of his lifetime. Lynn and 
I had this drink together, and we just grogged each other, to use the old ‘60s 
term. We couldn’t wait to talk again. I’d often come by for drinks after tennis. 
Not too long after that, she moved to Santa Fe, and she sent me a ticket to 
come visit and we were o� and running.
Lynn: I was thinking about mostly the very next day. I felt like Annie and I  
connected on such a deep level because we had so many similarities. We both 
had fathers whom we adored, bigger than life. My parents had just died, so I 
was reeling from that. We talked about what it was like to grow up in a house 
like that, and a father who really took over us and who we connected with. We 

PHOTOS SFM AND COURTESY LYNN AND ANNIE

Annie &  Lynn
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V I R G I L  O R T I Z  F U T U R I S T  A R T I S T

WHEN YOU THINK OF THE PUEBLO REVOLT , you probably don’t think 
of Star Trek or Star Wars.  That’s because you’re not Virgil Ortiz. His Revolt 
1680/2180  project has been his passion for 20 years. It’s a �uid, continuing story 
set during the original revolt and in the next century, displayed in museums 
around the country and �lled with sci-� sculptures, murals, and videos. It even 
has traditional Cochiti pottery, which turns out to be his true love.  

Your grandmother and mother were renowned Pueblo potters and part of 
an ongoing matrilineal heritage.
And my father was a drum maker. Yeah, we lived in a creative environment in 
which storytelling, collecting clay, gathering wild plants, and pottery were a 
normal part of everyday life. When I got home from school, instead of going 
out to play I would gravitate more to drawing or working with the clay. I 
thought every kid did that. 

It was all guided by our powerful grandmother and mom.

You do a dizzying amount of projects: pottery, film, fashion, accessories, 
barware. How do you decide what you’re going to work on?
Well, I have ADD. Really. And I’ve learned how to do all these things; this is my 
natural way to work. I just combine all the di�erent mediums that I can get my 
hands on. I also do all the advertising, marketing, and social media.

PHOTO AND ALL DIGITAL ART VIRGIL ORTIZ

Revolt 
1680/2180
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RUNNER2180 REVEALS ENCODED INTELLIGENCE. TRANSLATOR, COMMANDER OF THE SPIRIT WORLD ARMY, MOVES THROUGH TIME AND 

SPACE UNITING THE ANCESTORS OF THE PAST WITH THE WARRIORS OF THE FUTURE.
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J O A N  H A L I F A X  F O U N D E R ,  A B B O T ,  A N D  H E A D  T E A C H E R ,  
U P A Y A  I N S T I T U T E  A N D  Z E N  C E N T E R

IS THERE ANYTHING JOAN HALIFAX HASN’T DONE? Is there any  
social movement in the last 50 years that she hasn’t touched in some way?  
LSD research projects with Stanislav Grof. Social experiments with Joseph 
Campbell. Civil rights and anti-war movements. Climate activist. Volunteer at  
the New Mexico penitentiary. Runs the Project on Being with Dying. And, �nally,  
Abbot and Head Teacher at Upaya Institute and Zen Center on Cerro Gordo. 
Lucky for us.

Why did you start Upaya in Santa Fe?
I �rst came to Santa Fe in 1972. I felt at home in the altitude and the moun-
tains, forests, and deserts, and I also was inspired by the cultural diversity.  
I valued being around indigenous cultures, people close to the earth. I have a 
lot of respect for our diverse community, for the traditional cultures that are 
thriving along the Rio Grande, for the ancient ways that have persisted, for the 
healers and agricultural traditions that continue to teach us, for the stories and 
songs of the old ways that remind us of a deeper history and deeper way of 
knowing this land and each other. 

I was raised in the South, but I never felt that was my home. Then I lived in 
New York City, but still that wasn’t home –  I don’t think I got a good night’s 
sleep in the eight years I lived there. I worked on the West Coast, but it wasn’t 
the right bioregion for me. So I ended up in the Southwest, and here, my sense 
of home became a�rmed by the landscape, her peoples, and the great sky. 

You say “Our world is vulnerable; there’s a great deficit of people who want 
to help. Most are suffering themselves.” Seems like we’re all  
suffering. How do we cope?
Yes, so many people are asking that question these days. I have a few thoughts 
about enhancing our resilience and strength in these di�cult times. The �rst is 
community. This means being in relationships that are authentic, where there 

PHOTO NOAH ROEN

Why Joan might 
just be a Saint
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M A R I A  A N D  W E S T O N  M A R K U S   W I F E  A N D  S O N  

I WAS  BORN  A DAYDREAMER,  Kurt Markus once wrote, and I know of no slot 
for one of those on any ranch.

Kurt Markus was raised among just such ranches in rural Montana, and went 
on to have a storied career as an award-winning photographer. Whether it was 
shooting fashion models on the streets of New York or charming kidnappers 
into releasing him in Yemen, wherever Kurt went, he carried the West with him, 
and he frequently returned to document the people, landscapes and light of his 
homeland. He published three classic books about cowboys, living and working 
with them on the range. He was a master in the darkroom, forgoing the “gim -
micks and overlays” of digital photography to train himself as a master printer.

I come from an earlier era, predigital, and have seen no reason to quit the kind of 
photography that has challenged and nourished me since I began making pictures, in 
earnest, four decades ago,  he once wrote for an exhibition of his Monument Valley 
photographs at Obscura Gallery in his adopted hometown of Santa Fe. In that time,  
I have grown comfortable with �lm’s limitations, even to the point of embracing them.

In the two years since he passed away, his wife Maria and sons Weston  
Montana and Ian Nevada Markus have worked to preserve his work and his  
legacy. It was an honor to speak with them about Kurt and share some of his 
work on these pages.

Weston, what’s the burden, if any, of being named after Edward Weston, 
one of the greatest photographers? 
Weston:  It’s been kind of a curse because I have two �rst or two last names, 
Weston Markus. My high school diploma says Markus Weston on it. When I 
got older, it made complete sense. I kind of wondered why he was... if he loved 

PHOTO MARIA MARKUS. 

FOLLOWING IMAGES KURT MARKUS, 

COURTESY KURT MARKUS ESTATE

The Westerner
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