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[California wine historian and longtime Tendril, Charles Sullivan, is well-known to our membership. His award-winning book, Zinfandel: A
History of a Grape and Its Wine (U.C. Press, 2003), was first serialized in our Quarterly. Among his other major contributions to the literature
of wine is the encyclopedic Companion to California Wine (1998), a must for any wine lover’s library, and Napa Wine: A History from Mission

Days to Present (1994). — Ed.] :

n April, when Tendrils pick
' up their next copy of the
7% WTQ, they will surely have
4 been made aware by a dazz-
=4 ling bombardment from the
news media that this month
G they must focus their atten-
B tion and interest on the
— = 100" anniversary of the
—=H ==17==% Great Earthquake and Fire

£ =3 of 1906 (E&F).

Recently in the pages of California Monthly Kevin
Starr brought us an interesting review of recent
revisionist historiography on the E&F. These new
books stand on its head much of the heroie, cuddly,
positive picture of the disaster and particularly of the
three days following the quake (Fault Lines of 1906,
November 2005).

Starr concentrates on three recent histories of the
E&F which together provide a clear understanding
that, until the publication of these studies, the story
of the three days after the temblor had been “highly
mythologized.” Together these works make clear that
“San Francisco was literally burnt to the ground
through ineptitude.” The Army, the National Guard,
and the San Francisco sworn deputies “turned the city
into an unconstitutional nightmare for ordinary
citizens.” And to add to this disturbing story the
authors give a picture of a city “in the state of political
civil war.” They also show that in the months after
the disaster there was a well coordinated campaign by
San Francisco’s political/business community “to
suppress the history and meaning of April 1906.” This
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campaign is best symbolized by the casualty figures
officially released, 300-400 victims, when the actual
number was almost ten times as high.

One aspect of the post-quake story proves to be no
myth. The rebuilding of the city was swift and well
coordinated, almost miraculous in light of the ample
evidence of the destruction available to us in
photographs.

As an historian specializing in the story of the
Golden State I could not resist the challenge of getting
the E&F story straight in my mind. I quickly bought
Starr’s three recommended books and went to work.
But I was looking for more than just their revisionist
insights. As a California wine historian I had been
collecting material on the E&F and the state’s wine
industry for almost forty years. I rejoiced at the
chance to see how this exciting vinous story was made
part of the new view.

\=2= INSIDE THIS ISSUE
B NOTES FROM A DEPLETED LIBRARY
E GENE FORD: IN MEMORIAM by H. Cattell
B BOOKS & BOTTLES / NEWS & NOTES
E ROMAN NUMERALS DECIPHERED
E MAKING MANY WINE BOOKS by V. Hankel
B MARTIN RAY & MAYNARD AMERINE, cont,..,

Each of Starr’s three authors has a special
approach. San Francisco is Burning: the Untold Story




of the 1906 Earthquake and Fires (Penguin) is the
work of Dennis Smith, a former New York City fire-
fighter and an expert of fire fighting techniques.
Simon Winchester is an Oxford-trained geologist
whose A Crack in the Edge of the World (Harper
Collins) emphasizes the E far more than the F. The
Great Earthquake and Fires Storms of 1906 (UC
Press) is Philip Fradkin’s third book in his trilogy on
earthquakes.

If asked to name the one of these three to read—if
one were the limit—I think that Winchester’s is the
best book of the three, but not the one to read. He
takes 200 pages to get to San Francisco and the quake.
What comes before is an excellent technical explana-
tion of how the earth’s crust moves about, with
colorful stories on many of these historic movements,
particularly in the U.S.

Dennis Smith’s books held my attention through-
out. I read every word; I admit to quickly turning
some pages in the others. But Fradkin’s is the one if
there is to be but one. In 2000 he received a three-year
grant to assemble all the source material relating to
the E&F and to create an online archive for public use
(bancroft.berkeley.edu/collections). Starr calls it “a
triumph of archival entrepreneurialism.” Theresultis
an excellent book. But I suggest that you skip the
chapter titled “The Politics of Disaster,” unless, that
is, you can stomach revisionism run so wild as to
make Boss Abe Ruef a misunderstood and persecuted
victim in the graft trials that followed the E&F but
were not part of the story. The chapter is a sort of
historical obiter dictum that adds nothing to our
understanding of the E&F.

How did these authors handle the exciting wine
story? Dennis Smith devotes one long paragraph to
the millions of gallons lost in the city’s many huge
cellars. Winchester doesn’t seem to be aware of all this
wine but does mention that people were drinking
“Asti Tipo Chianti” with their “terrapin Maryland”
the night before the temblor. He does claim that “the
vineyard country of the Napa and Sonoma Valleys was
particularly hard hit.” (It was not.) He also describes
vineyards taking on the appearance of the ocean as the
“great waves of the shocks tumbled down the hill-
sides.” How could a geologist write that, and what’s
its source? Neither Smith nor Winchester document
their studies.

Fradkin’s scholarly work is fully documented with
forty-three pages of notes. He even quotes Charles
Bundschu’s letter, produced below, but only the first
paragraph, as an example of “post-traumatic stress
disorder.” But wine and the wine industry received
but two sentences in the book’s 418 pages.

Readers may wonder where best to turn for
secondary works dealing with the Great Wine Quake.
Years ago the San Francisco Chronicle (15 April 1979)

had a short article on the subject, as did Wines &
Vines the following year (April 1980). They contain
interesting information but focus on the inane idea
that San Francisco history might have been changed
radically if the wine in the city’s great cellars had been
used to fight the fires.

Under “Earthquake” in my Companion to Cali-
fornia Wine I devote only about 300 words to quakes
and California wine; in Like Modern Edens, 1 give
E&F two pages, but with an emphasis on the eventsin .
the Santa Clara Valley. I had a bit more in Napa Wine,
but again the emphasis was on the local scene.

By far the best secondary source on the Great Wine
Quake can be found in The California Wine Associ-
ation and Its Member Wineries, by Ernest P. Peninou
and Gail G. Unzelman (Nomis Press, 2000). The
section contains numerous photos of the vinous
devastation in the city, none of which I could find in
the previous works discussed.

Thebest in-print photographic treatment of E&F is
Denial of Disaster (Cameron) by Gladys Hansen and
Emmet Condon. This book should also be included in
any list of E&F historical revisionism. It is most
effective in setting the record straight on the E&F
casualty numbers. (No person did more to help in my
early years of wine history research that Ms. Hansen,
when she was in charge of Special Collections at the
San Francisco Public Library.)

By now the reader may have guessed that your
editor and I have decided to get the vinous story of
E&F out to that portion of the readers in the wine
world most interested in such topics. We begin with
the remarkable letter written by a noted California
wine leader on the day after the fires went out. In the
April issue we’ll have an historical monograph on the
Great Wine Quake. And in July we’ll look at the
seismic history of wine in California from 1868 to
1989.

EDITOR NOTE: The writer of the following poignant
letter signed, “Your brother Carl,” is Charles
Bundschu (1842-1910), president and founder of the
Gundlach-Bundschu Wine Company, Sonoma / San
Francisco, and the oldest surviving member of the
inter-twined Gundlach, Dresel, and Bundschu pioneer
wine families. From clues in the letter, we surmise
that it is addressed to Charles (Carl) Gundlach (1860-
1912), Bundschu’s brother-in-law, vice-president of
G-B Wine Co. and longtime manager of their New
York office. Charles Bundschu, born in Germany,
came to California in 1862, at age twenty. In 1874 he
married Francisca (Fannie) Gundlach, one of five
daughters of Jacob Gundlach (1818-1894), who had
founded the original Gundlach Wine Co. that evolved
into the Gundlach-Bundschu firm. (From this union



of Charles and Fannie, the present-day Bundschu
family has descended to continue the Gundlach-
Bundschu Vineyards & Winery in Sonoma.) He was
a revered citizen of the state of California, “who was
always ready with pen or purse to aid in the good
work of advertising to the world the merits of
California wine” [P.W.&SR., 10/31/1910]. At the time of
the great quake, Gundlach-Bundschu’s San Francisco
winehouse was located on Bryant Street, in the area
where many of the major San Francisco wine depots
were located. Following its destruction, the Pacific
Wine & Spirit Review reported “about a million
gallons of the best vintages of California...some of
them the oldest and rarest in the State” were lost.
For clarification of the people and places in Mr.
Bundschu’s letter, endnotes have been added to the
text.

Rhinefarm, Sonoma
April 22d, 1906

My dear Carl,
This is Sunday-the Lord’s day of rest! His week’s
work is ended and He did it well. The doom of San
Francisco has been branded with unrelenting,
uncompromising ferocity on the face of the darkest
history of all mankind. Iam so utterly, physically and
mentally unstrung that my mind and body refuse to
act. The use of the pen is a hardship to me. Given the
last four days and experiencing and seeing what we
had to encounter before our hastened flight from the
city of hell and devastation, has left its indelible
imprints of despair on everybody’s vision, haunting
him to the rest of his days. The earthquake on
Wednesday morning at 5:13 itself shrivels up as a
casual incident of comparatively little importance; it
would have soon have been over-bridged—but for its

consequences!

Half an hour after the shock a mountain of heavy
dense smoke loomed up behind Telegraph Hill from
the heart of the City. On Sansome, Third Street in the
Mission and many other locations (also in the Sulphur
Works below us) fires broke out simultaneously.
Walter and Carl® started downtown and went to the
Warehouse? finding no speakable damage by the shock
and foreman and crew redeeming the damage. The fire
of the Mission and 3d Street location had grasped the
Opera House and devoured the beautiful Aronson
building, working its way towards the Palace [Hotell],
but not Southward. They started out again to the
Warehouse—it was then known that the city was
without water—found the foreman and his nephew on
hand; the crew ran out of the building when another
severe shock at about 9 o’clock made the building
shriek and apparently unsafe, and Carl started to pack

up the books and papers of the office. Unfortunately a
puncheon of Red Wine was shaken from its saddle of
the third row right above my desk and the Claret had
flooded everything. Schild® and my son Rudolph
though assisted nobly and they managed to load two
teams—the first one was unloaded at Schild’s home
([1908]Broadway, 3 blocks west of Van Ness), which
still stands. The other load went somewhere to the
Potrero, where it still remains—under what condi-
tions I am unable to say. In the meantime the fire had
run out Mission Street, consumed the Palace Hotel,
Spreckel’s building, working its way from Sansome
Street through the Wholesale Districts. From out
Mission it crossed over to Brannan, then the
afternoon Western wind drove it down again to Third
Street like a furious wall of fire. Carl had closed the
Building and sat with Chris, the foreman, on the
opposite house-steps; the western fire wall stood nobly
for a time, but the flames from Silver Street soon
engulfed the building. The heat became unbearable
and Carl found his way home, passing C. Schilling
[Brannan Street] and the Mail Dock, which perhaps
an hour later together with St. Mary’s Hospital,
Sailors’ Home, and that entire corner were turned
into an impenetrable furnace of flames and heat. In
the meantime, Walter assisted at Aug. Schilling to
check the attacks of the falling cinders with wet sacks
and other precautions. He thought the old Kohler &
Frohling building* would protect them. Our building
fell at 5 o’clock on the first day. When Carl carried
the news to our home® my tears flowed incessantly,
and I shall never forget the thunderbolt of wrath
smashing the last hope of my life forever. I need not
explain to you, dear Carl, why such a business cannot
be redeemed by bright hopes for the future. It meant
the labor and struggle of two generations and we had
just emerged from its many critical confusions and
trials apparently victorious and confident of success.
Our future was bright for everyone interested. We
never held a better assortment of wines—never a
larger stock—good orders— efficient salesmen—every
nerve strained in offices and cellar to promote the
good work—and now—and now? It means despair.
We went through a night of anxiety on the hill
[Telegraph Hill]. The heavens stood ablaze behind the
hill and the fire slowly crept on northward. It had
reached upper California Street, where the Hess®
residence stood, attached and gulped up Nob Hill and
cleared away the entire side of the hill. They were
blowing up buildings continuously, especially the East
side of Van Ness, but it climbed over here and there
and Claus Spreckel’s residence [Van Ness & Clay] was
burnt to a crisp. That evening of the second day we
realized the danger of our own situation. The flames
swept nearer Montgomery Avenue and still we
thought our isolated corner might be spared. We




began to pack things in a slipshod way, packed and
buried our silverware in the garden, bundled up our
wardrobe, carried out books and things, covered them,
shoveled soil and grass over it; rushed and frenzied,
we heard the fire was checked at Broadway and they
were making a fight at the Plaza with Bay-water, but
it looked as if it were already desperately near. Heini’
and Otto Hinz had come and assisted us and packed a
few valises to Mill Valley.

We concluded towards Friday evening to leave the
house, except Walter and Maury Sims® should stay
and watch. Carl and Gertrude had come from their
home (Union and Van Ness) and presumed from
remarks made by the officer of the military squad,
that their house had been blown up. (It is doubtful to
us whether it stands, because the Paper reports that
the fire had been stopped at that corner.) So at 10
o’clock in the evening we said our farewell to our old

from Hyde Street and then had joined us to urge
withdrawal. We thought from our lumber-pile
observatory, we could easily reach the ferry, in front
of which was all burnt territory. Boats were taking
refugees away at several wharves during the night and
we were not apprehensive of being cut off. A
continuous stream of all sorts of people, propelling
their belongings in all sorts and manner of rigs and
vehicles. Order and seriousness prevailed everywhere
in the city during the fearful trial, and also on this
scramble for safety as it passed our vista in a
continuous stream to the Ferry; in spite of the some-
times humorous combinations of human groups, the
significance of the hour prevailed. Relief-Committee
men with badges offered assistance and direction and
prevailed upon people to take the steamers to the
suburbs. In the meantime the Tiburon steamer,
“Ukiah,” had swung in alongside of us and we ascer-

home, thousand
reminiscences
flashed up once
more before our
spiritual vision, I-
saw the gay
throng around
our Sylvester
table. I once
more felt the
pleasure and joy
emanating with-
in these simple
walls and parted
with a feeling
that I had left a
dear and cheerful
friend behind.
Between families
fringing the houses with their bundles of household
effects, some camping and lying in the open, the night,
warm and balmy, lit up almost to daylight effect, we
filed down Dupont [Grant] Street to the wharf and
there we settled down on a lumber-pile near the
seawall, watching the fall of our “house of mirth” on
the hill above. The familiar lines of the trees and
projecting house-fronts stood forth in somber
melancholy contrast against the fire-bound horizon
forming the background. Once in a while the flames
engulfing another residence sent up a volume of dense
smoke. But the North Beachers fought nobly; they had
a supply of Bay water and the politician, Abe Ruef®
(owning the old Muecke house on Lombard Street),
and his friends made a desperate effort to save his
house. The fight was still down on Broadway.
Chinatown had succumbed during the afternoon.
While we waited on the lumber-pile Carl and Gertrude
told us how they watched the fate of the two houses

Waiching the progress of the Fire from Lafayette Square, '.
April 18, 1906. San Francisco, Cal. it

tained that she
was going over at
3 o’clock AM.
- | After making

1" known our iden-
tity the Captain
allowed us to go
aboard between
12 and 1 ahead of
the other passen-
gers. We heard
and felt the
desperate strug-
gle behind the
hill. Explosions
and Dynamite
blasts must have
taken away many
buildings; they
followed with tremendous effects in short intervals,
but the glare on the horizon stood and the fire raged.
When the steamer pulled out the hill stood and our old
home gave us its last greeting as if it meant to say:
“Don’t be afraid, I will not desert you!” We stayed on
board the steamer until she went back to the city at 6
o’clock, camping on the floor of the cabin. Fannie,
myself, Rudie [son Rudolph], and Nancy, our Italian
girl, went on to Sonoma. Carl and Gertrude went back
to find out what had happened during the night. They
went up to the house, found Walter and Maury and a
friend of Walter’s rummaging around the house,
carrying furniture and things to the edge of the
nearby precipice. Carl and Gertrude even ventured up
Hyde Street hill and saw their little Eden of bliss still
standing. At about one o’clock the Chestnut Street
forces withdrew; the fire had worked along Stockton
and had cleared the south side of Lombard Street up
to the old “Gray” house, the only residence left on the




hill. It then appeared Ruef had won the fight; but
when the flames had reached the Raubinger barns and
tenement house, the latter turned to what it was
formerly called, a real “House of Blazes,” caught the
Schweizer Malt House and a westerly breeze drove it
up the hill with furious rapidity, taking the block
Lombard — Chestnut by storm. At about 2 o’clock
Walter and Maury and the others went through
Maury’s (the old Eggleton) house [134 Chestnut]
down to Francisco Street to make for the Ferry. Also
Carl and Gertrude saw the approach of the fulfillment
from Hyde Street and rushed wildly with the blinding
windstorm through dust and smoke onward to the
ferry. The flames soon followed in their wake—they
had swept the hill by this time and now hugged the
base to the water-front. Soon the lumber-piles, the
wharves, the foundries, the flour mill and everything
else was wrapped up to Broadway to the very point
where the fire had left off before. Thus, at about 3
o’clock the home of your parents and birthplace of
your brothers and sisters went out of existence,
leaving an enviable record and to everyone of us a
dearly beloved sweet remembrance of happy days and
glorious hours. *°

Also Carl Dresel™ was in great anxiety about his
brother, the Doctor [Gustav Dresel]; he went down on
Friday and had his thrilling experiences in trying to
recover the wharf. He (the Doctor) lost all his valuable
paraphernalia in the Crocker Building [Market St].
Maury Sims lost his office outfit on Montgomery
Street and we lost—our business! I presume that not
avaluable vestige remains of it. I understand that the
cellar was filled with wine. The intense heat must
have burst every cask.

CHARLES BUNDSCHU (1842-1910)

April 23, 1906 (Papa’s Birthday)
How happy and joyful these days passed in far away
days in Sonoma and now the children and grand-
children are gathered around the old vineyard home to
seek shelter and rest from the turmoil of heartrending
afflictions.

Maury went to the City yesterday, which can only
be entered with Military Passes. He returned in the
evening and brought a few trunks. One of them had
been rifled of anything apparently valuable. He
describes the hill as a barren waste. A pile of valuable
books and papers and other things well covered were
destroyed. Some things further away, chairs and
tables were undamaged. But he couldn’t tell how the
matter stood and whether any of my wardrobe and
shoes which I stuck in pillow slips are preserved or
unlooted. Evidently ghouls gave the place an over-
hauling and it wouldn’t surprise me if the buried
silver and other valuables had been ransacked and
carried off. So far I have only saved what I carried on
my body. It rained heavy last night, which must have
spoiled many things in case they had been saved.
Maury says a desperate spirit of energy prevails. He
predicts the younger people will build up the City
again, if possible better and in some ways superior.
They have cleared Market Street from debris and a
few old horse-cars are running. The Banks can not let
their interests drop, they must back them up, else the
loss in Real Estate will wipe them out completely.

I must close this letter. I telegraphed to our agents:
“Business total loss, suspend operations.” There was
about $200 in the safe and Schild gave me one-half
and he kept the other half. But Maury and Carl didn’t
have anything ... so things are running rather close.

The family keeps up strongly and bears up well
under the heavy strain. Fannie and my children try to
arouse my vanishing energy and do everything to
restore the confidence in my own ability to assist in
the restoration of anything like a semblance of order
in our affairs. Still, my thoughts will not cement
sufficiently to brace my broken heart. All I can do—I
will try for my children’s and for my faithful wife’s
end, for my family’s sake. I may and you may find
friends to help us. For pity sake let them be generous
and do it. The family sends their love to you—all they
are able to give at the present time. Let the tie of
mutual responsibility hold us together. May the spirit
of our progenitors sustain us and strengthen our
character to perform our duties towards each other
with indulgence and kindness, with love and pity for
the sufferings we now see plainly before us.

Your brother,

CARL




NOTES

1. Sons of Charles Bundschu, the letter writer. Charles (Carl) E. Bundschu (1878-1947) was listed in the
1905 Crocker-Langley Directory of San Francisco as “Clerk, Gundlach-Bundschu Wine Co.” Walter was
listed as a “Clerk, A. Schilling & Co.” (wholesale dealer in coffee, tea, and spices). Charles E. would become
active in the re-organized California Board of State Viticultural Commissioners (1916).

2. After some 30 years at their 2°¢ and Market Street location, the firm moved to their new quarters at 434-
444 Bryant Street, between 3™ and 4" streets, only a few years before the earthquake,

3. Edward T. Schild (married to one of Jacob Gundlach’s daughters) was the Cashier of Gundlach-
Bundschu Wine Co.

4. The majestic Kohler & Frohling building (offices, wine cellars and depot), built in 1890, was located on
the NW corner of 2" and Folsom streets. Upon the formation of the California Wine Association in 1894,
this building served as the Association’s first headquarters. It was almost totally destroyed in the
earthquake’s fiery aftermath. The August Schilling & Co. building was catercorner to the K & F building.

5. 245 Chestnut Street. See also Note #10.

6. This would be Frederick Hess, publisher of the San Francisco Demokrat, who lived at 821 California
Street. In 1898 Hess had built a small winery on Howell Mountain above St. Helena.

7. Heini (Henry) Gundlach, son of Jacob Gundlach, was Secretary, Gundlach-Bundschu Wine Co.
8. Maury Sims was a brother-in-law of Charles Bundschu.
9. Abe Ruef (1864-1936) was a powerful and corrupt political leader in San Francisco.

10. Since 1875 (the earliest San Francisco Directory available) the Jacob Gundlach family residence was
at 125 Chestnut Street. Here Charles Bundschu and his bride also resided. In 1897, following the death
of Jacob Gundlach, the residence of Charles Bundschu, his children, and Henry Gundlach, was 245
Chestnut Street. Carl Gundlach was living in New York, the Manager of the Gundlach-Bundschu Wine
Co. office there.

11. Carl Dresel was the son of Julius Dresel (1816-1891) and the nephew of Emil Dresel (d.1869), founder
of Rhinefarm Vineyards in Sonoma City in 1858. In 1906 Carl Dresel was manager of the Sonoma family

wine estate.
. [Post-Earthquake ad in the
. : Pacific Wine & Spirit Review,

We have largely increased our facilities for stoiing, handling, maturing
and shipping our products. We have added considerable space, and our -
accommodations in our new “Bacchus Cellars” are simply perfect. and
out California Wines and Brandies. ate as choice and well selected as

“evet. Give us a calll : ol
GUNDLACH-BUNDSCHU WINE: CO.

New York Office and Cellars: T e
" Cot, Witts and Washington Sts,

RHINEFARM, SONOMA COUNTY, CALIFORNIA




Welcome, new Tendrils! = Jerrold Mitchell (jiwm
@comcast.net), a former Tendril subscriber who, with
some 25 years of experience, has found a renewed
interest in wine book collecting. We also welcome back
Heidi Congalton (heidi@betweenthecovers.com),
whose collecting passion was recently re-energized
when some noble wine books came her way (see notice
below). We thank Tendrils Nina Wemyss and
Warren Johnson for introducing three budding,
enthusiastic collectors, Larry Durham (Ikdurham@
austin.rr.com), James Pierog (lipierog@aol.com),
and Margaux Pierog (margauxpierog@hotmail.com)

FIVE-YEAR WT-Q INDEX

A cumulative index for the years 2001 — 2005 (Vol.11
—Vol.15) is enclosed. You will find an Author Index,
Subject Index, and an alphabetical index of Books
Noted/Reviewed. Your editor sends her sincerest and
Tendril-est appreciation to all members who have
contributed to make our Quarterly a notable addition
to the literature of wine. A toast to all!

FINE WINE BOOK LIBRARY ONLINE
Tom Congalton, knowledgeable proprietor of Between
the Covers Rare Books in New Jersey, has informed
us of the recent acquisition of the wine book collection
of Tendril Jim Gabler. Check out their website—
betweenthecovers.com—there are many desirable
titles listed, most with cover illustrations provided.

“UNCORKED!”
Wine: A Life Uncorked by Hugh Johnson is a
splendid read—our resident critic puts this book at
the top of the list for 2005! The first non-encyclo-
paedic book in a long time from this celebrated wine
author is “peppered with personal anecdotes and
infused with his sheer delight in his subject. Through
his experiences he imparts knowledge, and without
realising it, the reader becomes drawn into an arcane
and fascinating world of wine.” (London: Weidenfeld
& Nicolson, 2005. 383 pp., delightfully illustrated;
hardbound. $35. Available in the U.S. Spring 2006.)

A CASK OF AMONTILLADO
A very lovely printing of Edgar Allen Poe’s delicious
horror tale, A Cask of Amontillado, has been done in
miniature (2%”x2”) by J. & J. Sobota, Czech Republic.
It was designed, published, and bound in an extra-
ordinary leather binding, hand-numbered and signed
by Jarmila Sobota in an edition of only 20 copies. The
book, housed in a velvet-lined box, won the 2005
Distinguished Book Award at the Miniature Book
Exhibition of the Miniature Book Society. $280 + $10
Air Mail shipping to the U.S. Their website has full

details and images of the book: www.jsobota.cz. As far
as your editor is aware, this is only the third separate
printing of Poe’s classic tale, and two have been in
miniature. In 1981 Bromer Booksellers (Boston)
published a 2%”x2” version printed by the Amaranth
Press in an edition of 150 copies. In 1904 Blue Sky
Press (Chicago) printed 300 copies on hand-made Van
Gelder paper (5%4”x4%”) as one of their Pageant
Series I. Let us know if anyone knows of others!

MANUAL FOR BOOK LOVERS

The Care and Feeding of Books Old and New: A
Simple Repair Manual for Book Lovers by
Margot Rosenberg and Bern Marcowitz (New York:
Thomas Dunne Books, 2002. 190 pp., p.b., $14). This
is a most entertaining, down-to-earth, useful manual
on book care. The authors, proprietors of Dog Lovers
Bookshop in New York, credit their years of caring for
all kinds of dogs to their approach to book care: simple
and loving. The Contents include: Friends of Books,
Enemies of Books, Cleaning, Repairing, How to Han-
dle & House Books, Reflecting on Books, Glossary,
Suppliers, Internet Miscellany, Index. Their advice on
“Home-made Book Weights” — “We don’t recommend
that dogs moonlight as book weights, but when they
do, check that the dog’s weight is evenly distributed
over the book. But only if in so doing, you do not
disturb the dog.”

NEW RESEARCH STUDY
Gustav Eisen, Wilderness Steward: An Appraisal
by Allan Shields. Unpublished documentary, 2005.
This is a newly researched study of the life of Gustav
Eisen (1847-1940). He was a man of many achieve-
ments, one for whom a full biographical study remains
to be written. Eisen is best known in the Fresno,
California, area for his extensive experimental work
with over 400 varieties of grapes: table, wine, and
raisin. He has been called a horticulturist, biologist,
zoologist, artist and illustrator, archaeologist, viti-
culturist, enologist, arborist, microbiologist, cartog-
rapher, explorer, professional photographer, and an
ardent preservationist—environmentalist.

Eisen is credited with fostering the development
of the avocado, with writing the definitive book on the
raisin industry, a parallel work on the fig, and was
instrumental in fostering the industry in California.
He was a co-discoverer of the cause of malaria. By any
accurate study of the historical facts in the case, he
was a signal advocate for establishing the Sequoia and
Kings Canyon National Parks, as well as the Sequoia
National Forest and the General Grant National Park.
From 1874 to 1940, he was an active member of the
California Academy of Sciences. After his retirement
about 1915, he produced more solid work in a variety
of fields than most men produce over a lifetime.

— continued on p.8
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[In our previous issue we had a short notice of the death of Gene
Ford. The following fitting tribute is from the September/October
2005 issue of Wine East. — Ed.]

moderate and responsible drinking, died on
June 10 [2005] in Seattle, Washington, as the
result of complications from heart surgery. He was 77.

In his journal, The Moderation Reader, which he
published from 1987 to 1994, and in his many books,
he dealt with the medical and therapeutic aspects of
moderate drinking, the tactics and agendas of today’s
Neo-Prohibitionist activities, the anti-alcohol govern-
ment influence on funding research and its outcomes,
and many other alcohol-related political and social
topics. His last book, The Science of Healthy Drinking,
published in 2003, evaluated the benefits of healthy
drinking for thirty different diseases or social
conditions, and his insistence on accuracy led him to
include 700 citations in these thirty chapters. In all,
the last 87 pages of the book contained approximately
1,400 references from contemporary professional
journals, medical journals and other media for the
benefit of interested physicians, researchers and
journalists. -

Gene began his career as a fund raiser at Columbia
University and later spent seventeen years as
marketing and sales executive for The Christian
Brothers Winery. He lectured for 14 years in the
School of Hotel-Restaurant Administration at Wash-
ington State University. For many years he was a
member of the National Speakers Association provid-
ing lectures and seminars on all aspects of licensed
beverages and the Neo-Prohibitionist mo