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  From the Director: Denise Klein 
 We Are Not Alone 

For the nearly half of us who live alone, who do we consult when things are 
not going well? Even when we live with someone else, we may need to look 
outside our home for our consultants. I’m not just talking about expertise 
here, but also about the need to think through something while someone 
listens. 

The need for someone to talk over important, even urgent, issues has come 
up for me even more recently. For one thing, there is more than one way the 
pandemic is making people ill. Some health conditions may temporarily 
interrupt our ability to reason: urinary tract infections, stroke, low blood 
sugar, drug interactions, etc. Even just prolonged isolation affects our frontal 
lobe executive functions and can lead to depression and further isolation. 

Where can we turn to for a second opinion or to help us sort through options? 
Who could we “bother”?  For example, it’s a scary time to enter the health 
care system. But when we decide not to, or are caught up in fear and 
indecision, just staying away and by ourselves can make us sicker. 

On the way to making up your minds about your best course of action, 
remember that since you live in a village, you are not alone. Who could you 
consult? Who might have something to offer that helps you make a decision? 
This is not an exhaustive list: 

• Me, preferably before 7 pm at night, even on weekends―I may not 
know what you should do, but I probably have ideas or 
suggestions…but not medical advice. 

• Wider Horizons Board members (do you have that list?) and don’t 
forget that Paul Beck is a retired physician who welcomes calls. 

• A member of your pod whose experience or judgment you respect or 
who is on your wavelength.  

• Another Wider Horizons member (ditto). 
• Family, neighbors. 

Learning to ask for help was always important and something we needed to 
learn. Now it could even save our lives.   
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From the Board 
by Ann Lawrence 

 
Ann Lawrence and Eleanor Dills – fast friends – doing 

together what they love (in addition to Wider Horizons) … 
see the links at the end of this article) 

Since our May Newsletter, Wider Horizons has 
continued to respond to the challenges of COVID-19 
and its impact on our lives. This impact has been 
both personal and collective, as members have 
voiced their individual needs, and as our community 
has redesigned itself around new and emerging 
concerns.  

An example of this response is the formation of new 
groups around issues of economic inequity and 
racism within our culture. Many of these ideas and 
concerns have been voiced through the weekly all-
member Zoom meetings as well as through our 
regular phone tree conversations. I appreciate how 
nimble and resilient Wider Horizons has been 
during these times of change and challenge.  

Another example of Wider Horizons’ nimbleness is 
the founding of the play reading group. Since we can 
no longer attend theater productions, interested 
members have joined forces and begun performing 
play-readings themselves. Thanks to the guidance of 
Victoria Bestock and her daughter Shana, this has 

evolved into a very lively effort. Additionally, our 
Village has continued to grow and add new 
members, and also deepen our relationships among 
the members themselves. I for one have been 
surprised and delighted by the depth with which I 
have gotten to know members through our Zoom 
encounters.               

Our Board had it retreat in early July, our first ever 
attempt to do this via Zoom. The results were a 
reaffirmation of our goals and the expanded 
strategic plan we have for our financial and 
leadership sustainability. We are sharing this with 
all our members, just as we now share the 
information from our regular Board meetings.  

Another item worth sharing is the progress on our 
new website, which is soon to be launched. As you 
can imagine, there is an endless amount of fine-
tuning that is necessary before the website is ready 
for the public usage, but the time is near. Work is 
also continuing on updating the Handbook 
Preparing for a Serious Health Event and also 
designing a training for health advocates. All of this 
is important and excellent work.               

My wholehearted thanks to all the individuals who 
have jumped in to give energy and momentum to the 
life we share within Wider Horizons. I know my own 
days are fuller and more fun because of the ideas and 
activities that Wider Horizons offers, and I hope the 
same is true for each of you. 

https://tinyurl.com/y54hydw8 & 
https://tinyurl.com/y5h8yyrl  

Lonnie Lusardo on  
Hate and Hope in America 

by Michael Kischner 

“I imagine one of the reasons people cling to their hates 
so stubbornly is because they sense once hate is gone, 
they will be forced to deal with pain.”  
James Baldwin, quoted in Lonnie Lusardo, The Anatomy 
of Organized Hate 

You can learn a lot about hate in America from 
scientifically compiled data and perhaps even more 
from stories. Lonnie Lusardo studied both at length 
to write his book, The Anatomy of Organized Hate: 
Stories of Former White Supremacists and 
America’s Struggle to Understand the Hate 
Movement. Last June, in a compelling Zoom 
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presentation to 29 Wider Horizons members, he 
talked about what he had learned. 

Much of the data is expectedly depressing. The vast 
majority of hate crimes are prosecuted according to 
state, not federal, law. Fifteen states do not include 
sexual orientation or gender identity in their hate 
crime protections. Four states have no hate crime 
laws at all. “Currently, the ONLY place victims can 
report a hate crime is to local police.” Predictably, 
54% of victims stay silent. 

The stories are less depressing. Although there is 
much pain in them―abuse, bullying, exclusion, 
loneliness―that leads many people to find a home 
among white supremacists, they focus on how 
certain experiences and human connections can lead 
people back to their core values and moral sanity. 
They make hopeful reading, and they illustrate a 
Martin Luther King, Jr. observation that is clearly 
dear to Lusardo’s heart: “Love is the only force 
capable of transforming an enemy into a friend.” 

To call Lusardo’s pre-        
sentation thought-provoking 
would be an under-statement. 
Nancy Robb wrote, “Lonnie 
outlined the many diverse 
types of organizations under 
the umbrella of ‘hate group’ . . .  
I was surprised to learn that 
less than 10 % of these crimes 
are committed by members of 

hate groups. Increasingly the actors are solo and 
unaffiliated.”   

Paul Beck wrote, “Lusardo’s ‘7 Ways to Resist Hate’ 
are relevant for WH members and their 
offspring….It is not enough to teach young children 
about their differences from other children. I 
recommend they be encouraged to embrace and 
celebrate those differences―NOT fear them.”  

Katarina Kleinmann agreed it is most important 
“to teach children from a very early age to be kind 
and not to hate…and what supports my theory was 
to hear that even the members of hate groups do not 
want their children to grow up racists.”  Denise 
Klein wrote, “The piece of information that struck 
me the most was that one’s core values are set by age 
10 unless there is a significant emotional event that 
changes this.”  

Kathleen O’Connor believes her friend Lonnie’s 
book belongs in every household and has 
volunteered to publicize it. As Denise Klein said, 

every author should have a friend like Kathleen. In 
bringing Lusardo to our screens, Kathleen did Wider 
Horizons a favor, too. 

Choosing Co-housing 
by Maggie Pheasant 

In May 2021, I will be moving to Spokane to live at 
Haystack Heights Co-housing. This is the story of 
how I came to that decision. I imagined myself 
walking into a beautiful garden like the one you see 
in the photo. It seems an apt metaphor for my life 
since my 30’s―being led to intentional communities 
where the land delights my being and I become part 
of the community. And then I return home to 
experience living alone again…until now.  

Haystack Heights is an intentional, inter-
generational community sited on 2.5 acres in 
Spokane. Joining it represents one of the most 
courageous decisions of my life.  

 
In November 1972, an invitation to Kairos House of 
Prayer began annual experiences of living in 
companionable silence and conversations, learning 
to listen to my still small voice and hearing, “you are 
at home here.” At a 30-day silent retreat at Kairos in 
July 1982, I experienced the dance of energy as 15 of 
us worked, prayed and walked the lands―deepening 
the voice that said, “I belong in community but not 
here.” 

August 1982 brought me a fulfilling and intense 
experience of living with 35 cohorts in a master’s 
program followed by the loss when I returned to 
living alone again. In 1995, I found myself in the high 
desert of Arizona at Santa Rita Abbey which became 
my spiritual home. Again, a beautiful environment, 
living alongside others in an intentional community.  

For the next ten years, I continued my search, and in 
2014, I became a founding member of Wider 
Horizons, delighted by the community and longing 
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to live in closer proximity: “walking next door for 
coffee.”  

In June 2019, I came across Haystack Heights. It 
met 3 of my 4 criteria: beautiful gardens, inter-
generational, and probably affordable. Location was 
the fourth. While on a road trip in Ohio that October, 
I came face to face with the reality that I could have 
what I wanted but was talking myself out of it, so I 
sought out trusted advisors and was buoyed by their 
responses. Later that month, I plunked down a 
deposit. 

In December, I met with my co-housing host, spoke 
with a mortgage lender, and experienced the skill, 
commitment, and effectiveness of 50 members 
during a monthly business meeting. January 4-5, 
2020 was my “go-no go” weekend.  

During the meeting, I hear Jim, (a founder) address 
aging in place: “We hope residents will feel 
comfortable living here through end of life.” I dine 
with Sara and Doug who came from Idaho for dinner 
to talk candidly about the spiritual and cultural life 
in Spokane. And my still small voice says de-
terminedly (finally), “you can do this.” 

Zooming Around― 
It Can Surprise You 

by Charles Heaney 

As we are all very well aware, Zoom calling will likely 
be the primary vehicle for communicating with the 
outside world for the foreseeable future. That being 
the case, your Editorial Board believes that an 
occasional report on a particularly interesting or 
inspiring electronic gathering would be a 
meaningful addition to the Newsletter, much as was 
done for notable physical gatherings in the days B.C. 

As the leader of this esteemed group, I volunteered 
for this first outing and, after attending a number of 
Zoom sessions, I settled on one that the Wider 
Horizon’s Board did recently while preparing for its 
annual retreat. As usual, there were several 
questions to start off the conversation, but there was 
one everyone instantly zeroed in on and never left: 
“What was your first job and how did you get it?” 
What followed was wonderfully revealing, 
humanizing, and thought-provoking. 

One member started his working career as an 
inventory clerk at Macy’s in New York City. His job 
was bringing various items of underwear and 
lingerie to the women’s department in response to 

requests from sales staff. Early on, he moved so 
quickly down the halls and between floors to make 
his deliveries that a more senior clerk had to tell him 
to curb his enthusiasm and slow down as he was “on 
company time.” 

Then there was the story of an eight-year-old girl 
who almost made it to Broadway with a small 
speaking part as an angel in the opera, the Saint of 
Bleecker Street. On the road to the Great White Way, 
she appeared with her father in Boston and 
Washington D.C. Her part involved saying, “Let me 
go, Let me go, Let me go,” for which she was paid 
$50 a week. Not bad pay for an angel in those days, 
but alas, dad went on to Broadway without her. He 
contended, as most parents would, that school held 
more promise for her future. 

Then there was the boy who, at two years of age, was 
conscripted to work at his dad’s drugstore where he 
remained for more than a decade. In the beginning, 
the job requirements were simple: cleaning the 
floors, wiping down counters, and the like. With age, 
however, came increasing responsibility and after a 
while, he was bicycling around the neighborhood 
delivering prescriptions. He never complained, 
though, since this job had one employee benefit that 
no other job could match: free ice cream on demand. 

These and the other stories we heard that night were 
heartwarming and added great depth to the value 
and appreciation I felt toward these people alongside 
whom I have played and worked these past few 
years. It also drew my thoughts to the era in which 
we grew up, the post WWII economic boom years 
when jobs were plentiful, college was affordable, 
rents were cheap, and expectations were modest. As 
our children and grandchildren can now attest, 
those days are gone. 

It has also become painfully clear that those boom 
years’ tide did not lift all boats and many were left 
behind for reasons other than their innate talent, 
skills, and aspirations. I’m proud to belong to an 
organization that is attempting to reckon with these 
past failings in a thoughtful and compassionate way. 
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Dave Darragh 

by Michael Kischner 

Sam Cook was his seatmate. Fats Domino was on the 
bus. So were the Everly Brothers, Buddy Holly, and 
Stevie Wonder. That was just one tour in Dave 
Darragh’s 54-year career as a professional per-
former. The well-known musicians Dave has played 
with populate a whole village of remembered stories 
that make him terrific fun to interview.  

The career was born on the day that a nine-year-old 
neighbor showed his guitar to nine-year-old Dave. 
Fascination took hold immediately and never let go. 
Dave’s parents got him his own instrument and, not 
long after, he was performing solo on the stage of the 
Russellville Elementary School in Portland, Oregon. 
Some years later, the Dave Darragh Trio was playing 
for dances at his own Seattle high school. 

The first engagement listed on his professional 
performing resumé was a tour with Bobby Darin in 
1961. Over the next thirty years, he played or 
traveled with his own bands and with luminaries of 
country, pop, rock, and gospel music.  

Staying alive in that world required versatility and 
confidence. When Dave became a staff musician 
with Jack Roberts and the Evergreen Drifters on 
KIRO-TV’s weekly show, “The Evergreen Jubilee,” 
stars like the great Ray Price came to appear with 
them. For these guys, you had to keep up with 
anything they asked. That’s when Dave began to gain 
confidence as a professional. Later, when Roberts 
had become the biggest promoter of country music 
and needed a drummer, Dave bought a drum set and 
signed on, eventually moving to guitar.  

Dave’s first love, inherited from his parents, was 
classic country music, which was always on the radio 
in their house. It is still high on his list, but over 
thirty years both his tastes and his repertoire 
widened. Chet Atkins is his hero, but he also admires 
such musicians as Johnny Mathis, whose recording 
of “Chances Are” became Dave and Janet’s “song” 
when, after having been high school sweethearts, 
they connected again twenty-five years later and 
became husband and wife. 

Dave’s professional touring career came to a happy 
close in 2015 after a two-year stint with “A Family of 
Friends,” a sixteen-piece group of musicians with 
whom he had worked over the years. The music, 
however, continues. Right now, during the corona 
confinement, he is serenading neighbors from his 

balcony. Stay tuned for post-pandemic perform-
ances, including, if we’re lucky, one for Wider 
Horizons! 

 

 

Her First Love was Music: A Profile of 
Liz Ohlson 

by Chris Morris 

Elizabeth Ohlson, “Liz” to all who’ve met her, is on 
the Board of Wider Horizons and provides 
leadership to the Member Growth Group, among 
other responsibilities. She began playing violin in 
the 4th grade. Wilmette Schools, north of Chicago, 
offered a weekly music program that was soon 
followed by weekly private lessons. As a 5th grader 
she surprised her parents with a solo performance at 
a school concert. She was on her way! 

She credits her early love of classical music to her 
father who enjoyed listening on the latest recording 
devices. She regularly attended Fourth Presbyterian 
Church in Chicago, known for its professional 
musicians, and was swept away with their dramatic 
repertoire and extraordinary organ presentations.  
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Liz played in both her middle school and New Trier 
High School (student body 4,000) orchestras. New 
Trier was recognized for its excellent Music and Arts 
programs. Liz’s high school orchestra position was 
2nd to the concert mistress. She also gained an 
appreciation for 50’s and 60’s pop music when she 
participated in the excellent yearly musical and 
student-written and performed musical review. 
Singer/actress Ann-Margret (who reportedly dated 
Elvis Presley) was a year ahead of her. 

Other opportunities to perform came her way, 
including being accepted as a member of the Chicago 
Youth Orchestra. Her participation in Northwestern 
University’s Youth Music Theory Program led to her 
acceptance as a music major. There she not only 
played violin in the NWU Symphony, but also played 
in the community orchestra at Hull-House. After a 
visit to London, Jane Addams, the founder, 
emulated the Toynbee Hall program where folk 
music and dancing from many immigrant countries 
was alive and well. 

Liz’s professional career moved in a different 
direction. In the 1st quarter of her undergrad studies, 
feeling she needed more depth in her education, she 
changed her major to history. Following graduation, 
she taught social studies and English.  

Liz’s interest in folk music, especially that of her 
Swedish heritage, contributed to her desire to learn 
more about the culture. “My grandparents spoke 
Swedish, and my grandmother spoke English with a 
heavy accent.”  

 
In 1968, Liz settled in Seattle, where she took 
folk/fiddle group lessons. In 1977, she attended the 
first Centrum Fiddle Tunes Festival at Fort Worden 
in Port Townsend which continues to this day. The 

festival organizers chose her along with 3 other 
performers to play in a string band competition. 
“Whiskey Before Breakfast” was their tune. They 
won – first prize! 

Our Visits to CHOP 

by Gay Hoerler 

We went often, as it was our practice to use the 
soccer field for walking because of the cushy 
astroturf. Seeing Black Lives Matter as a worthy 
cause, we decided to go daily and make some small 
contribution. We stopped at the original comfort 
station to see if they needed snacks. They had plenty 
of food but needed hand sanitizer, so we went to the 
store. 

One day we happened on to the afternoon 
organizational meeting which we decided to attend 
on a regular basis. They were working to maintain 
committees for specific tasks such as first aid, 
security, de-escalation, cleanup, etc. Though many 
of the folks were intent on becoming more organized 
and putting their skills to volunteer use, these 
meetings were often interrupted by hecklers from 
the outside and booing from the inside. It became 
clear that the task of keeping the encampment 
organized, clean and safe was daunting. 

Yes, there were uncomfortable moments when we 
felt somewhat out of place but there were beautiful 
experiences also. Along with the graffiti, we saw 
amazing art; along with difficult language, there was 
great music and inspiring speeches. As well as 
coming home some days discouraged by the state of 
the camp, we were greatly inspired by the strengths 
f the younger generation. As time went on, gardens 

in raised beds 
started to appear 
containing a mul-
titude of vege-
tables. There were 
two green houses, 
and an intricate 
watering system 
supplied by two 
55-gallon drums 
which I imagine 

were filled daily. A memorial garden appeared with 
flowering plants, each dedicated to a person of color 
who had lost their life due to police brutality, and 
this became a  great place for meditation and 
reflection. The gardens are still there now and are 
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dedicated to use by Indigenous people. There was 
even a little chicken coop though no chickens ever 
appeared. 

 
Occasionally we met someone who wanted to visit. 
The most memorable was probably the retired nurse 
from Tacoma. Her son, a young man of color, had 
been killed by the Burien Police when he was 17. She 
came every day to support the movement that came 
too late to save her son. She opened her stand daily 
to offer bottled water, electrolyte powder, bandaids 
and a word of encouragement for anyone who 
needed it.  

When she told us her sons would not allow her to 
stay overnight, we assured her we would be checking 
on her daily and helping her with the cost of 
supplies. The next day, she said, would be the first 
day she was taking off and I was planning to spend 
the day with my grandsons. The day after that, we 
woke up to the news that the camp had been 
dispersed in the early morning hours. Perhaps we 
will meet her again someday, further on down the 
road, in the movement. 

 

Memoir: John Lewis Died 

By Kathleen O’Connor 

I don’t know where it came from. That, oh my God, 
gut sob. It pulled from the bottom of my gut, through 
my hard rock stomach and ripped through my heart 
which dammed up the tears. NO, it finally screamed. 
NO. John Lewis died.  

It pulled from the jailed part of my heart. I had shut 
the door on my itinerant childhood in the backseat 
of a car driven through the deep South. I thought I 
had wiped out those memories or ignored the 
memory of that trip. I was only a child. Until John 
Lewis died. Memories now flooded my brain, my 
heart, and gripped my stomach.  

My father had been transferred to Florida. We drove 
there from Norfolk, Virginia around 1950. I was in, 

or just about to be in, kindergarten. I remember now 
a town we drove through or perhaps there was more 
than one. This was before freeways so there were 
only two-lane roads with traffic signals where we 
had to stop. Where we saw the glares. Those glares 
and the houses struck me then but became buried 
and had remained so until John Lewis died.  

These houses were not really houses. They were 
clusters of wooden shacks on each side of the road. 
“Houses” families lived in. They must have been clap 
board because the houses did not look sturdy. There 
were dark stares at us when we had to stop at an 
intersection. My father said lock the doors even 
though no one was doing anything. They just stared. 
Maybe it was the car, I don’t know. Maybe because 
we were White driving through. I don’t know or 
didn’t know then. I suspect I know now.  

All I know now is that John Lewis died. He organized 
the march over the Edmund Pettis Bridge to petition 
for voting rights. The bridge was named for a white 
slave owner. People were beaten and killed on that 
bridge. He was beaten and his skull was cracked. 
Dogs were unleashed on unarmed, peaceful 
marchers.  

Some 60 years after the March across the Edmund 
Pettis Bridge, I was in a community leadership 
program in Central Alabama. We were both Black 
and white. This was the 1990’s. We were going 
through parts of Alabama that were like the South I 
had driven with my family nearly 40 years before. 
We were nervous.  

When we started, we laughed and told stories on our 
bus. Then we saw the fields and stared out the 
windows speechless―astonished at what we saw and 
didn’t see. The drive was through miles and miles 
and miles of cotton: No people. No stores. No rest 
stops. Land was flat with row upon row; acre upon 
acre of cotton. There were gates with hard packed 
roads to somewhere. No people in the fields. No 
stores. No houses. No people on the road. We 
became nervous. Once we saw the cotton fields we 
drove in utter silence. We tried to tell jokes or funny 
stories to quell our fear. It 
didn’t work.  

The town where we were to 
go had changed since the 
1970’s when the schools 
were required to be inte-
grated. All the whites had 
moved away.  
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John Lewis died. I don’t want to go back to that hate-
filled segregated world. I still stare at that time in 
shame. John Lewis died. I sob as I write this. That 
was in the 1990’s. This year is 2020. 

I fear now we are being dragged back to that time 
when wealthy white people could dictate the rules. 
That world where white people tried to declare they 
were more equal than others. When those people set 
the rules. I don’t want to go back. When 
Congressman John Lewis died. I wailed. 

 

Kathleen O'Connor is a writer and journalist who lived 
in the south during desegregation. The trip she describes 
here took place long before the mid-60's when she also 
participated in Virginia schools' desegregation and 
began her career as an activist. Her memory of the first 
trip had been deeply buried till it was unearthed when 
John Lewis died. 

 

 

 

 

More Member Art 

The photos (lower left and below) are of paintings 
done by member A. J. Lowe who shared these and 
others at an all-member Zoom gathering some 
weeks ago. She talked about her technique and her 
trip to the Caribbean where she found much to 
admire and capture. 

 

 

A. J. and her son Nathan cooking together 


