
Bridging	the	Great	Divide	
	
	
When	I	was	young,	we	were	all	middle	class,	it	seemed.		I	knew	there	were	a	
few	poor	people.		There	were	also	a	few	rich	people	living	on	the	hill.		But	
most	of	us	were	basically	the	same.		
		
We	lived	in	houses	with	two	or	three	bedrooms	and	shared	a	bathroom.		If	we	
were	lucky,	we	had	a	living	room	AND	a	family	room	where	toys	and	textiles	
could	turn	into	tall	towers	or	something	to	wear.		Families	had	one	car	and	
children	walked	or	rode	their	bikes	to	school.		There	was	a	bus	for	kids	who	
lived	more	than	a	mile	away	from	school,	but	that	was	rare.		Public	schools	
were	small	and	local	and	were	mini	community	hubs.		Everyone	went	to	the	
public	schools	except	for	the	few	that	went	to	church	schools	and	wore	
uniforms.		The	elementary	schools	were	well	run;	all	had	orchestras,	art	
programs,	libraries,	science	rooms	and	about	three	classrooms	per	grade.		We	
went	on	frequent	field	trips	and	everyone	went	to	sixth	grade	camp.		We	learn	
about	our	community	and	our	world.		
		
Like	everyone	else,	I	walked	or	rode	my	bike	to	school	everyday	rain	or	
shine.		I	spent	most	afternoons	and	all	summer	at	the	school	too.		Everyday	
there	was	an	afternoon	playground	supervisor	and	we	could	check	out	balls	
so	we	could	play	foursquare,	capture	the	flag,	tetherball,	or	just	hang	out	with	
school	friends.		Every	summer	each	school	had	a	program	that	went	from	9	to	
5.		There	were	two	classrooms	open,	manned	by	two	recreation	
directors.		The	quiet	room	held	every	board	game	we	knew,	a	comic	book	
library,	a	few	real	books	and	the	arts	and	crafts	area.		The	other	room	was	the	
activity	hub.		Each	week	there	was	a	theme;	Pirate	Week,	Carnival	Week,	
Outdoor	Week,	etc.		There	were	activities	scheduled	every	hour,	related,	if	
possible,	to	the	theme.		During	outdoor	week,	for	example,	there	would	be	a	
nature	scavenger	hunt	and	we	would	cook	hamburgers	on	the	bottoms	of	
coffee	cans	we	had	transformed	into	grills	placed	over	small	charcoal	fires	on	
the	edge	of	the	playground.		I	particularly	loved	the	summer	recreation	
program	and	became	the	youngest	ever	recreation	director	at	age	13.		At	13	
and	14	I	was	not	paid	but	was	responsible	for	teaching	arts	and	crafts,	
gymnastics,	and	helping	with	the	general	program.		At	15	and	16,	I	was	paid	
by	the	Santa	Clara	County	School	Department.		I	still	remember	how	proud	I	
felt,	when	I	got	my	first	paycheck.			
		



As kids, when we wanted to make money, we could pick in late summer 
for 50 cents a lug.  When we got taller, we could cut apricots (we called 
them “cots”) for 25 cents a tray.  This was a better job because you got 
to stand in the shade instead of stoop to pick fallen prunes of the 
ground. All year there were glass bottles here and there by the side of 
the road that we would return to the grocery store for 2 cents each.  As 
we got older, the girls babysat and the boys mowed neighbor’s lawns.  
  
Life worked. I grew up learning how to make things, fix things and take 
responsibility. We all did. And everybody seemed to live in the same 
way.  There was a doctor and a dentist who lived on the next street 
over.  Families had mother’s helpers when the children were small and 
numerous, but no one I knew had a regular nanny, housekeeper or 
gardener.  We all basically lived in the same way….well except for the 
Italian family who lived behind the back fence and had a huge garden 
and chickens who woke me up early in the morning including 
Saturdays.  I had only one friend whose parents belonged to a country 
club.  I thought it very strange when we went there for lunch one day 
and she signed her name instead of us paying.  
  
I am very lucky that my dad saved enough money for me to go to the 
state university.  I loved it there and there, again, life was very much 
the same for all of us.  We shared dorm rooms and worked at a local 
shop or in a laboratory for spending money.  
  
Later, the way Justin and I ran Silver Oak and all our business 
dealings were colored by our histories and values. We paid our winery 
staff and vineyard workers more than others did. Everyone deserves a 
living wage, we figured. We always charged less for our wines than the 
market would bear. This way of running things made everyone’s life 
better, including ours. We won the loyalty of employees, purveyors and 
customers. Our wines were viewed as a good value and were affordable, 
at least for special occasions, by almost everyone.  This meant we did 
not have to go out and actively promote our wines.  We got to spend 
more time at home with our children and our friends. Customers simply 
found their way to our door. This past Saturday marked the 50th Silver 
Oak Release Day. I think there were a couple thousand people in 
attendance. The good will we sowed lives on.   



  
When we sold Silver Oak to our partner, and I had a chance to really 
look around, I was shocked and surprised to see that most people didn’t 
run their businesses this way.  
  
As the years have gone by, I have noticed radical changes in our 
communities. The public schools are no longer neighborhood hubs the 
way they were when I was a kid. There are no orchestras, few fieldtrips, 
and no afternoon or summer programs open to all. What is offered, 
families have to pay for now.  Pay for soccer, pay for Little League, 
basketball league, swim team, and lacrosse.  Pay for week-long summer 
craft, sports or play camps. Just this simple shift has created a growing 
divide between the well-off families and the ones who can’t afford to 
send their kids to these camps. Transportation to and from these 
activities has become a sometimes, insurmountable problem for families 
where both parents work fulltime. The little ways that kids used to 
make money have mostly dried up. The divide between the well off and 
the poor is widening everyday. And because the public schools are not 
as robust as they once were, private schools are proliferating.  All this 
has created an ever-widening rift between well off and poor so now we 
have two societies with just about no one in the middle.  
  
A couple weeks ago, I was notified that the small, nimble firm that has 
been creatively managing our family assets to work to bring our society 
and environment back into balance is being sold to a huge firm 
notorious for creating economic havoc at the expense of folks at the 
bottom of the pyramid.  This announcement deeply hurt my heart.   My 
heart has been aching and I have been railing against this turn of 
events.  But I don’t know where to run to for safety.  All the financial 
firms seem to be equally bad in so many unconscious and greedy 
ways.  Within our financial and corporate systems, the supreme goal of 
making money without regard for social and environmental cost seems 
to be everywhere.  
  
Our society is sick and I don’t know how to heal it.  I feel depressed and 
despondent.  And now as I am being pulled into this mega firm without 
a heart, and I feel like I will become a contributor to the great divide.  
  



In the 1950s the black underclass of Kenya rose against the white 
wealthy landowners and slaughtered whole families with pangas.  The 
same thing happened in our own South a hundred years earlier.  You 
might think that this only happens in “uncivilized” societies.  I have 
been in Croatia.  The citizens of Croatia are very highly educated and 
classical music can be heard everywhere you turn.  There, bullet holes 
in buildings and bomb craters around the edge of town are grisly 
reminders that education and culture will not save us from violence.  
  
Societies blow with the suddenness and intensity of an earthquake 
when the tension has built to the breaking point.  I fear for our 
society.  I fear we will one day suddenly lose the sense of uneasy peace 
and order we have. 
  
The fundamental truth is that all people want and deserve the same 
thing – a decent life; meaningful work, an opportunity to raise a healthy 
family, and a peaceful, safe home and community within which to do 
these things.  The simple fact that I recently had to explain to my 
grandchildren that bikes always need to be locked, made me sad.  It 
didn’t use to be this way.  Now the poor feel entitled to prey on the rich 
and the rich feel entitled to prey on the poor.  We are a severely divided 
society.  
  
If we don’t find a better way, the divide and tension will continue to 
build until it blows.  I would much rather be part of the solution instead 
serving on the cleanup crew.  
  
Conscious, compassionate business is a potent part of the answer.  
Positive impact companies and business solutions for economic inequity, 
social problems and environmental degradation are more effective and 
far reaching than government programs or philanthropic 
efforts.  Government regulation and non-profit projects play very 
important critical roles, but we know from history, they clearly will not, 
or can not solve larger systemic problems.  I believe the future of our 
society and our world depends on companies that not only cause no 
harm, but actually contribute to the rebuilding of the soil, nutrition, 
social equity, energy systems, and better educational systems.  These 
companies pay their suppliers and employees a living wage, not a 



minimum wage, allowing all to thrive as the business thrives.   
 
More and more social entrepreneurs, who live these values, are needed 
to create and run companies with their determination, intelligence, 
wisdom, and heart.  And those of us who can, need to invest in these 
companies and help them grow.    
 
When Justin and I married, he had a dog and I had a car.  This was the 
sum total of our assets.  In addition to our meager assets, we both had 
excellent educations and valuable experience.  Ray Duncan from 
Colorado needed his newly purchased Napa Valley land turned into 
vineyard.  He believed that Justin was the best man to do it and trusted 
Justin when he told him he wanted to create a cabernet-only winery.  
Silver Oak Cellars would not have grown as fast or as well without 
Ray’s financial and collateral contributions.   His trust paid off and now 
his family is proud to own and run one of the world’s premier wineries.   
 
Now is the time for me to be the believer and supporter of other young, 
energetic entrepreneurs.  In the future, my family and I can be proud of 
all the companies we have invested in and how they have contributed to 
the world and the rebalancing of our society.  May I be a bridge across 
the great divide and inspire others to join me.  Together we will provide 
fuel to intelligence and ingenuity and together we will heal our society 
and the earth.   


