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 Christmas Holidays 2004                                                                                                         approaching
December 31st

“So, what sort of a year was it for you?” I ask rhetorically. By the time I complete and publish my annual
retrospective effort, my mailbox yields numerous Christmas cards containing the letters and reports from many
who have also put pen to paper, metaphorically speaking. Nowadays nobody, except my mother and sister Alice
(both beautiful penwomen) actually write anything: everyone else “word-processes”or “keyboards,” the other high
tech expressions du jour for simply typing. However, a more accurate term might be “thought-processing,” as
finding words is impossible until I coalesce my jumbled thoughts, sort out the modestly meaningful from the truly
trivial, seek a modicum of logical organization, try not to embarrass others, protect confidential sources, and hope
most readers will find the end result mildly interesting, perhaps even provocative. 

Nonetheless, it would be a bit arrogant to think that my year was any more interesting than yours, and it likely was
not. However, when you cut away the deadwood of weeks simply slipped by, and burnish up the highpoints,
suddenly any annual report looks a lot better in retrospect. So that is what I have done; while it may make a better
story in fact it changes little. Frankly, many aspects of this past year were more frustrating than most, as I’ll
discuss later. 

Enough qualifications: on to the meat of the matter. The outline for my journalistic essay goes like this: family,
coworkers and friends, bridge building, winegrapes and Africa, and lastly, sex, religion and politics. (Hard news
morphing into editorial rant.) I try to put my infuriating opinions to the end, so if my most liberal friends want to bail
out early, they may. (After the elections, most are in deep denial anyway.)

Family

Along with remarkable personal
health, at least so far, I have always
considered my family my greatest
blessing. This past May, Ken and Jean
Jefferson celebrated their 87th and
90th birthdays one day apart. Like us
all, they are aging, but both parents
are still of sound mind, body, and
spirit, living together in the same
house for the past 39 years in St. Paul,
Minnesota, and have remained best of
friends through 64 years of married
life. Their four adult offspring, and all
others who have known them, hold
them in awe, admiration, and love.
Mom and Dad are truly among the
kindest and most generous people to
have walked this world. So “we kids”
decided to hold a 177th surprise
Birthday Party. Sister Helen, her
husband Robert, Catherine Moylan
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and I flew back to St. Paul for about a
week of normal activities, and a quiet
little family dinner at home, as the final
plotting went on. On Sunday, however,
after the usual Congregational church
service, we headed off to a very
traditional restaurant for luncheon.
Little did they know that some 30
extended family members, friends, and
Mary Dushane’s female folk band (The
Buffalo Gals) were poised in a
luxurious, dark paneled backroom,
ready to pounce on the unsuspecting
elders. The surprise was perfect, as
was the album of personal memory
sheets previously submitted by
attendees and assembled by sister
Alice.) While Dad was nearly
speechless from emotion, Mom
worked the room like a poised
politician. Catherine had made
beautiful rose bouquets for each table
and led the band in a memorable
rendition of Don’t Fence Me In.
Lubricated with White Oak wines, it
was a memorable luncheon.

Our Dad was trained as a school teacher before WWII and has always chosen his words and penned his poems
carefully, so many of his thoughts are truly touching. Later that day he summed up things so well: “We had so
much fun bringing you kids up. All the things we did together as a family!” Nothing could have captured life in our
1950s household better, and it brings tears to my eyes to recount it. A happy homelife yields a richness that can
never be lost. 

In years gone by I observed that the Rochester Congregational Church was our family’s country club. That is, it
provided many of our friendships and a social network outside the extended Jefferson clan. I understand little has
changed in this respect in rural/small town America over the years. (But in large urban/suburban areas things
have really changed, as our bicoastal national politics so vividly reflect.)



file:///D/Websites/dave/christmas2004.htm[10/24/2021 1:40:18 PM]

Catherine Moylan with brother Will Jefferson
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Our highly-photogenic and equally nice niece Carla Baier, with dog-fancier, sister Helen Jefferson.

Coworkers and many other friends: my extended village 

My little company, which I joined nearly 31 years ago, has been sort of a microcosm of a relatively stable but
modern small town. My three partners, Joanne Clark, John Rauck, and Don Groth have been working with me for
now 25, 21, and 17 years, respectively. In striking contrast to our parents’ generation, all three each had a prior
marriage, but then each has been happily married to their current spouse for decades. Among the three families,
they produced a modest four offspring, now just or soon entering their child-bearing years. So really Burdell is fast
becoming an organization of graying, prospective grandparents. (Of course, I am just graying, having contributed
naught to a subsequent generation except gratuitous advice, the prerogative of the elders.)

Politically we range from very liberal to highly conservative; we don’t socialize together outside the office much,
and have widely different interests, from show dog competitions to Shakespearean plays, home improvement
projects, rooting for an athletic daughter, snow skiing and world travel. Personal offices range from neat as a pin
to sloven pigsty and personal styles run the gamut, too. So how does this all continue to work together, since my
management style most charitably might be called benign neglect?

Certainly we have some common goals, like corporate solvency and the continuing success of our vineyards in
California and South Africa, White Oak Winery, and our Texas retail centers, which must work if we are to pay
salaries and ever hope to retire.  But on the personal level, each of us has his own little world for which we each
must take responsibility. To a limited extent we can back each other up for a few days, but anybody’s personal
failure would shortly become team failure. We have become sufficiently close friends over the years that nobody
is going to let the rest down. So we are a reasonably functional family that can usually stay sober even over the
annual dinners held at our own winery, no less!

I guess where I am going with this is that employees of a small business can find satisfaction for many years
despite daily associations with people of widely different backgrounds, personal styles, and political persuasions.
We do talk about our differences, and shortcomings, however, and there are few secrets. So at least something
has been working here.

On the other hand, my extended family of friends and professional colleagues is spread over the globe, over
multiple races, ages, occupations, and interests. It was not intended to be an exercise in multi-culturalism, to use
a term of the day, but it certainly worked out as so. Kind, friendly, intelligent, fun, accomplished, and self confident
would describe most. I am very proud to have merited their loyalty, respect and love over the years, and I do my
best to return the same.

This past year there also have been unexpected losses in my extended family of good friends. Linn Pouncey, an
Air Force roommate, lost his wife Abbey in less than a year to cancer, and Norma Ratcliffe, a delightful and
renowned winemaker down in South Africa, lost her best friend/partner/husband Stan to a returned illness.
Another very close pal, John Anderson, is fighting a cancer similar to what claimed his dad many years ago and
Dottie Wade’s life companion, Nancy, is also combating cancer that seemingly runs in her family. My love and
hopes are with them all; my own problems diminish to near nothing in comparison. Most of my life has been
relatively free of tragedies; but as we age that run of luck will run out. 

Most people should count themselves as lucky if they have a good Dad, and I have a great one. But the two
partners who founded my company, Tom Fish and Tom Brown, were like second fathers to me and their
wonderful and understanding wives treated me equally kindly. While retired for almost 20 years now, the Two
Toms have stayed close friends. Sadly, both lost their wonderful wives, Mary to Alzheimer’s complications a
couple of years ago, and Edie, this past year after 16 years scrapping with Parkinson’s disease. Seldom do the
women depart first, and my heart goes out to two very good mentors and grand friends.
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One Mound Avenue
Bridge

When Catherine and I
purchased an idyllic two
acres of land in February
2002, little did we know
what was in store for us. 
The property is in a
hollow, bordered on three
sides by a horse ranch,
with vineyard vistas
beyond and then, on the
fourth, by a 10’ drop into
Sonoma Creek.  The
creek is a placid little
rivulet most of the year
and a raging torrent a few
weeks each winter after
winter rains.  (This major
waterway drains a very
large watershed into the
Village of Kenwood and
then down to the San
Francisco Bay.)  Ninety
five foot valley oaks line
the creek on both sides,
and the sole access to the
property is our bridge
across the creek.  One
Mound is very charming,
and this is where I want to
start building my
“retirement home” in
another 12-18 months.
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 Sonoma Creek, downstream of the rickety bridge

Problems started, however, less than a month after Catherine and daughter Jessie moved into the 1200 sq. ft.
cottage (that ultimately will be removed).  A local chap who does tree work for us, was gazing up at the tall oaks
as he drove onto the bridge; his big pickup truck struck and took out the guardrail on one side. Fortunately, he did
not topple over and his insurance later paid for the repairs; but more significantly, the accident motivated us to
employ a structural engineer to design a sturdier guard rail.  Only marginally competent, the engineer spent most
of the year designing an ugly steel system that would keep an 18 wheeler, fully loaded, from going into the creek.
After we fired him, he issued a report indicating the bridge had only 25% of the weight capacity it was rated for
five years earlier, and really needed to be replaced. His design fees had been wasted but his belated parting
insight was unfortunately correct. We needed a new bridge.

So the last two years I have employed another structural engineer, a soils engineer, a civil engineer, a bridge
design company, a surveyor, and an architect to direct traffic with four government agencies! The first bridge
design we submitted to the County got thrown back as they thought we should build something that looked more
like a freeway overpass than a simple one lane vehicle bridge. We had to do a winter flood water study of the
creek for a mile or so and more razzmatazz than imaginable. Finally, we have a plan together that looks like the
County should approve and we may hopefully afford.

Our Irish born architect, Gwen Stanley, has miraculously gotten the Army Corps of Engineers, the State Fish and
Game, and the Regional Water Quality Board people to bless our little “repair job” and we thought we were ready
to resubmit to Sonoma County two months ago. But No, the structural engineer and the bridge design guys
played with the new footings concept and the center ties, to address seismic loads or whatever... until almost
Christmas Eve. If we get this bloody thing submitted, approved, built, trucked to the site, and installed by the
middle of 2005, it will be a minor miracle. 

At this rate, I may be 75 before I can get into some sort of “working retirement” mode and the whole project
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completed. But the photos should give you some idea of where I contemplate spending my final decades. Until we
have a new bridge and a much larger house, however, bringing a tent and sleeping bags are good ideas for
guests staying over.

The existing house, well after Halloween
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Our Western vista (including the neighbors horses and grapes)

The seasonal creek on the neighbor's land that does a left turn and becomes our western border.
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A neighbor's winter tranquility that is unlikely to be disturbed anytime soon in our lifetimes.

Sister Helen Jefferson visiting from Alameda with her husband, Robert Todd, and "the girls.”

Winegrapes: here and in South Africa
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We experienced good harvests this past year in both hemispheres. After having suffered through the scourge of
the aphid phylloxera in Napa and Sonoma, we are close to being fully replanted. We brought in 2,351 tons this fall
to 22 different wineries, after having harvested about 550 metric tons (10% larger) six months earlier in the
Western Cape, where we are now 94% planted. The price of grapes and wine is lower than we would like or need
for the long-term, so I exhort my friends to do their part and drink up! Never has so much really good wine been
available for such modest prices.

We have websites with lots of nifty photos that you may find interesting: www.burdell.net (California) and
www.silkbush.net (South Africa). White Oak Winery  also has a website (www.whiteoakwinery.com ) but it
presently is "graphics-challenged." We hope to cure that in 2005.

Editorial and Commentary

This is where any semblance of my organization, sequence, and (some might say) logic starts breaking down.
What is most important to discuss, and how does one organize disparate and conflicting ideas regarding personal
values, economics, religion, politics, life experiences, and war? It is easy to criticize the efforts of others,
especially when it comes to Big Picture subjects, and I do not pretend to know any of these subject areas in such
depth as to make unassailable assertions. So while I admit to all glaring shortcomings of my commentary in
advance, I do need to get a few things off my mind.

Perhaps as many of you have as well, I have been very concerned about these matters all this past year, and still
find it difficult and very frustrating to pull together what one hopes are reasonable positions and sound
conclusions. We have so many filters working for and against us: the books and papers we read, the TV and films
we watch, the friends we keep, the discussions and the jobs we hold, a lifetime of family and personal
experiences, the church we may attend, and the list goes on. It is so easy to not think for yourself, to fall into the
trap Simon and Garfunkel sung about in The Boxer: “Man hears what he wants to hear and disregards the rest …”

Dominating America, if not most of the Western world, since September 11, 2001 is a war that few of us
understand, fewer still anticipated, and nobody in their right mind wanted. War is usually the most polarizing issue
people confront and good, intelligent folk within the same family can have widely divergent ideas. According to the
reputable History Channel, Joe Kennedy, then Ambassador to Britain, was pro-Germany until Pearl Harbor;
however, his sons, Joe, Jr. and JFK, barely out of college themselves, saw it differently years earlier, a
generational paradox compared to where younger people usually align themselves today.

So whose war is this: Osama bin Ladin’s, George Bush’s, the Muslims World's, the Western Establishment’s, or
have we entered the New Crusades? Do your politics or your religion determine your viewpoint on the “Great
Satan” v. Islamic terrorists’ war?  If you are a Democrat, did you support Clinton in Bosnia but oppose Bush in
Iraq? If a Republican, is it the other way around? If you are a pacifist and opposed to capital punishment, are you
against any sort of military response at any time, no matter what the provocation? Or are you a fervent patriot, no
matter the facts or circumstances? (Always my country, be it right or wrong.) Should we gut it out or cut and run,
like Clinton in Somalia or Reagan in Lebanon? (Even John Kerry, noted antiwar activist, did not suggest getting
out of Iraq, just that he could fight a war better. Oh, sure; just report for duty somewhere else.)

Forty years ago next June I was commissioned a 2nd Lieutenant in the Air Force, and then spent the next two
years in grad school, becoming convinced that Vietnam was some sort of unwinnable quagmire, a land war in
Asia, which General McArthur had always counseled against. Even after unenthusiastically reporting for active
duty in 1967, I was always amazed at how little about the war even we officers really knew despite being in the
military! In California the military and civilians alike relied on Time magazine and the San Francisco Chronicle to
provide the facts; clearly, Americans were not well informed citizens. The Democrats started the mess in 1964
and the Republicans continued it in 1969; it was a 10 year nightmare, 58,000 young people on our side died in
vain, and massive numbers of Vietnamese. A great many people are determined not to have such a fiasco occur
again.

While I believe the Iraq war is inherently different, certain aspects are still akin to Vietnam. Our country is trying to

http://www.burdell.net/
http://www.silkbush.net/
http://www.whiteoakwinery.com/
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have “guns and butter” at the same time, always a sign of not coming to grips with reality, of indifference, and a
“glad it’s not me over there” attitude. I am amused at the humor but not very sympathetic toward the National
Guard troops who wrote on the buildings of Baghdad, “just a weekend a month!” Just what did you think you were
signing up for, joker, the Boy Scouts, $250 paycheck for a fun monthly weekend away from the spouse and kids,
and being able to goof around with macho toys supplied for by somebody else? It can’t be any fun being a
volunteer soldier these days in that miserable country.

Two other ageless insights are that “the Generals always refight the last war,” at least until they (and the
causalities) prove them wrong, and the Truth is always the First Casualty of war.  Perhaps the Peaceniks of the
Sixties, who had it right about Vietnam from the start, are the Generals of this generation; wouldn’t it be ironic and
so very sad if this proved true about Iraq? While it may not be a land war in Asian jungles,  we are nonetheless in
a guerilla war again, and there are a lot more crazy Muslim terrorists willing to die than US troops we'll ever be
able to muster.

Do you think George Bush and his buddies engineered this whole awful mess years ago to steal their oil, or was
he just the unlucky stiff  reading children’s stories when the planes hit the Twin Towers?  Had draft-dodging Bill
Clinton been able to run for a third term, and won, what do you think his response to 9/11 would have been? Or Al
Gore, a Vietnam vet, who spent his tour “with the gear in the rear.” More honestly, the US Presidency is an
impossible job for anyone, irrespective of background, brains, or philosophy. History judges Presidents in
retrospect, not by how well they did but by how much they screwed up. Who in their right mind really wants such a
job and dubious legacy?

Incidentally, the Presidential debates between The Great Pretender (the latest JFK from Mass.) and Dubya should
have sealed victory for the Democrats. Kerry far out shone Bush as a speaker; fortunately, enough of the
electorate understood full well that the socialist/pacifist/gigolo/wind surfing/flip-flopper did not reflect their values
and concerns as much as the inarticulate/recovered alcoholic/cheerleading/National Guard fighter pilot/draft
dodger/capitalist tool. (I swear this past year I have relived the 1964-68 era again: after the trumped up Gulf of
Tonkin attack, LBJ clobbered saber-rattling Barry Goldwater in the election, then lead us more deeply into
Vietnam, then abdicated to Nixon, who after promising he would get us out promptly, continued an unwinnable
and immoral war for six more years. Irrespective of political persuasion, never trust a politician or a government
when it comes to war talk.

Sex, religion, & politics

“SR&P” constitute the three great no-no’s for polite conversation in most public forums and family reunions. So
whenever I am reminded of conversational restraints I recall the punch line of a mildly ribald joke from the early
1960’s: an inebriated chap staggers into a bar new to him and blurts out he wants to talk. The bartender says,
“Fine, but bar rules prohibit discussion of SR&P.” OK, mutters the drunk. So the bartender says, “What do you
want to talk about?” The drunk then slurs: “What do you think about that f**king Roman Catholic in the White
House!”

With Monica and Bill’s recent antics in the Oval Office, prosecution of pederast priests, and the current demand of
homosexuals to be afforded the dubious status of marriage, sex clearly is no longer a verboten topic in virtually
any circle. Politics are what fills the media and what most of us discuss on a virtual daily basis, and certainly have
been a major subject of several of my prior annual letters. (Admittedly, politics can still be too volatile for large
family gatherings, especially when several generations and beverage alcohol are present.) But for most of us,
religion has been regarded as Off Limits, and by and large, perhaps it must be. Most people learn their religious
beliefs at an early age within their family and communities; few stray very far later in life. Those that do seemingly
often reject all organized religion, as opposed to adopting another, or electing to leave the Catholic priesthood to
marry a cute former nun. (Clearly it is a big deal when a politician changes his party affiliation, as a few have done
over the years, but when did you last hear about any celebrity changing the church they may attend?)

Throwing caution to the wind, perhaps much like Don Quixote, I will take a run at the windmill of religion, or rather
Islam, the dominant if not sole religion of terrorists. As bad a religion as Islam may be, and I think it is pretty bad,
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we wouldn’t be fighting them now were it not for attacks by suicidal terrorists on our homeland and control over
the majority of the world’s oil reserves and the resulting cash flows. Free market democracies battled communism
for some 70 years before winning but unfortunately Islam has been around for a thousand years! These Middle
East religious fanatics and their societal problems are going to be around for a long time to come. The way it
looks to me,  most their problems are a result of reactionary fundamentalist Islamic policies, not Hollywood
movies, the Internet, Boeing 747s, bikinis, and Big Macs.

Perhaps the US did contribute to some of the problems in Iraq/Afghanistan during the Cold War, or triggered
something with the Kuwait liberation/invasion in 1991. Certainly many good Liberals believe so: “We will have to
convince him (George Bush) there is no long-term military solution to terrorism, and that the conditions of
deprivation and injustice which breed terrorism must be recognized and alleviated.” Frankly, I don't buy it; the
Middle East has been a festering sore ever since I was a teenager. The Palestinian refugees were a big problem
in 1958 and still are today. Not that it was part of their job description,  but both US political parties and the United
Nations have had over 40 years to do something about the social inequities of the region, and both have largely
steered clear. More importantly,  Arab oil sheiks and Muslim mullahs had the local knowledge and financial
resources to help the unfortunate and they did nothing; the petrol dollars are evidently all spent on decadent living
and military arms. Are there any meaningful Islamic charity efforts?

Family values and world economics

Most Americans were supposedly raised to be good and kind people, to study and work hard, to make meaningful
contributions to our communities, sometimes sacrifices for our country,  to fight against injustices, and help the
less fortunate, wherever they may be. I am proud to be an American, but I know these same values, efforts,
duties, and feelings are also shared by many people around the world. While the world becomes more
competitive every year, culture, idealism and charity often trumps self-interest here and abroad, as clear evidence
that human compassion is strong everywhere. Or until one cannot replace a lost job, or the price of oil or housing
becomes confiscatory.

A few days ago, opening Christmas presents, we all acknowledged the overwhelming preponderance of the gifts
were from one country of origin: China. The whole concept of Social Economic Justice, usually championed by
strident liberals, is being advanced much faster by the silent, much maligned multinational companies than could
be imagined by well meaning charities, governments, and organized religions. Per Business Week, underlying it
all is a Chinese factory wage rate (including social insurance & contributions) of $.64/hour, compared to
$14.22/hour in 30 Western countries, and $21.11 in the US. That and given motivation, those Asian people really
work hard.

It used to be that strong tribal leaders, who could defend the best lands for their peoples, and later their fortunate
royal descendants, were the most richly rewarded. Today the greatly talented, skilled, and celebrated (such as
leading entertainers, star athletes, and large company capitalists) receive outlandish rewards, while everyone else
competes with the Chinese factory workers and Indian software programmers.  Economic inequities continue to
drive class and cultural warfare, exacerbated by political rhetoric (Sen. Kerry’s recent “Benedict Arnold CEOs”
comes to mind.). Neither Liberals nor Conservatives have solutions for human envy and the frustration resulting
from brutal international competition but every country’s special interests lobby for protection of their own jobs.

Politics, always bloody politics

In my 2003 letter, I raked Liberals, using the most inflammatory terms I could; it was somewhat cathartic for me,
as I have suffered patiently for forty years through all the emotional pitches from my quasi-Socialist friends. 
Westcoast conservatives are so meek they seldom bother to return serve, and when they do, they are labeled
uncaring, mean-spirited, fat cat racists, or some other polarizing generality that pushes people farther apart. The
result is the vocal Liberal majority on both coasts reinforces each other and collectively believe they have found
the One True (new) Religion.

It seems many of the highly educated cohort of our more liberal party has largely replaced religion with politics
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and “shopping” (my short-hand for consumer materialism). This is sad, for so many different reasons, but most of
all because this quasi religious fervor precludes honest debate of truly important issues. And without serious
debate, mistakes of public policy are not exposed or changed, which really compounds felonies inadvertently
committed by members of all political parties.

Like many others, I detest politics for the lies, sloganeering, appeals to emotion, and the list goes on. I wish I did
not have to listen to or think about politics, and the profound impact they have on us every day of our lives. Yet,
the cold hard facts are politics cannot be ignored, whether you own a business or are just a concerned human
being. The multiple layers of government in the US spend roughly 30% of the national income, and are insatiable
in their demands for more of our total income. And when people start attacking us just because we are
Americans, our natural responses are emotional, military, and political.

For quite some time I though my politics were about 65% conservative and 35% liberal. But inspired by the
election year, I made a checklist of significant differences between the two major parties. Surprisingly, I concluded
that only on medical philosophy (abortion/right of choice and stem cell research) am I squarely in the camp of the
Leftists. If, as I believe, once you cut through campaign rhetoric, most Americans are largely of a consensus on
most foreign policies, survival of Israel, and true conservation/environmental issues, I am 75% conservative. (I am
not sure that is a passing score for my age group, even if we are graded on a curve.) However your personal
politics come down, unfortunately both major political parties want to use the federal government, including the
courts, to force through their pet ideas on everyone.

As the annual editorialist, I try to express a nuanced viewpoint, as that’s how I see things. I have no easy
solutions and am not championing a particular political philosophy. Perhaps many of my more conservative ideas
are old and shopworn, and they may not square with your reality or feelings about social justice. Yet if we all take
the easy intellectual way out and stay with unquestioned ideas that ultimately may be proven wrong, immoral, and
unworkable, we have failed as human beings. I know I question my beliefs constantly and hope others do as well;
perhaps we can make this a better world for the effort. We must do nothing less.

Happy New Year, all, and may God and fortune be kind to us all for another vintage.

My love to you all ~

Dave Jefferson

The Jefferson's eldest son (at 61 in
Minnesota)         
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Acknowledging that not everyone wants to print black and white photos or take the time
to read these pages at one sitting, click here for a printable version without photos.  The
eight pages are then available for bathroom reading or handy as crumpled paper to start
a winter fire :-) 
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