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Dad knew a little Ger-
man from childhood and 

developed contacts in 
Germany that were influ-
ential for years to come.

The cuckoo 
bird sang on  
the hour and 
many times 
there were 

dancers or ani-
mals to dance 

with the music. Todays electronic 
cuckoo clock plays 
music and nevers 
needs winding.

It runs on 
batteries.

Dad’s German contact, Herman,  was anxious to display his many beautiful 
steins in the United Nations building in New York city. Herman brought from 
Germany for his New York display this “largest beer stein in the world”, many 
heavy stoneware steins, and some very artistic stein creations. BUT very few 
customers went to the upper floors to visit the many delegations from around 

the world. Herman became frustrated as he watched his rent in the U.N. build-
ing increase with few sales to help pay. A quick call to Dad: “Carl, I just hate to 
ship all these beautiful steins back to Germany.  Could you take them?”  “Sure, 
send them out” was Dad’s reply.  And we received some of the most beautiful 
stein creations I’ve ever seen. The only one left from this original collection is 

this “largest stein in the world”.  The others were and are enjoyed by 
our customers somewhere in the U.S.

There were also mechanical hand 
carved Cuckoo Clocks from the 

black forest of Germany.

It was about this same time that a porcelain 
artist from Italy came upon the scene.  He 
was Antonio Borsato. He used porcelain 

clay by hand molding and shaping many of 
the parts of the figure so the ending result 

was exquisitely detailed fine porcelain.    

Antonio Borsato was tragically killed in a car accident 
in 1982 suddenly ending a mushrooming career. He 
is sometimes called the “Michelangelo of the 20th 

century”.

“Golden Years”

Borsato figures have 
an empathy, touching 
and real.  You wanted 
to sit beside them and 

hear their story. You can 
imagine yourself in a 

similar situation.

After Borsato’s death, some of his 
students carried on the craft. Some, 
such as Venere, became quite good 
but none reached the fame of their 

master craftsman.

Many of these finds of years ago are 
museum pieces today. Choose careful-
ly and you’ll be able to surround your-

self with lovely things all your life. 



page 6

There were lots of fun moments like when I caught 
Dad and Mom on their “bicycle for two”.   

Mom and I began collecting bells. Holland 

Mexico 

antique 
hotel call 

bell
Indonesia

We discovered people who collect something, anything,  have 
a directed interest and become more interesting themselves as 
their knowledge and collection expands.  Our bell collection 

took us around the world in design and history.

Mexico

It was a customer sometime in the early 1950’s who pointed 
out to us how beautiful it was in Guttenberg in the fall of the 
year.  She was from Chicago and she loved to come to Gut-

tenberg. She asked us at Kann Imports to drop her a card when 
the leaves started to turn color. We didn’t think much about it at 
the time. We often tuned into customer requests, so along about 
October 5th we pulled out her name and address and dropped 

her a card.  Mom wondered if some other customers might also 
like to know about the lovely colors of our fall so we dug out a 
few more names and addresses, about 100 cards that first year, 
all hand written, hand addressed and stamped. We got back to 

work in the store and nearly forgot about the cards until WOW, 
one Sunday afternoon there was fanfare at the front door.  We 
looked up from the counter in the back to see this wonderful 
lady maneuvering through the customers in the aisle holding 

this gorgeous strawberry whipped cream cake aloft! It was the 
first whipped cream cake I had ever seen and I’ll never forget 
it.  This wonderful customer was saying “thank you” for drop-
ping her the card.  The practice of the cards grew each year and 

before long we were hand addressing over 6,000 cards. 

We used this 
photo of Mom 
and Dad on 

the donkey in 
our 

Kannogram 
and suggested 
you come see 
us “anyway 
you can”.  

We tried all 
different ways 

of advertis-
ing. The most 
fun were the 

pictures.

My first son, Steve (Dec 
23, 1961), was born 

before my husband and 
I left for Brazil. While 

I worked in the store he 
was often caught sleeping 
in a basket beneath a dis-
play table.  Once in Brazil 

he took the Portuguese 
language right in stride 
and loved the carnivals.

Go on, “Live your passion!”

www.kannimports.com
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There was crystal.......
brilliant, elegant, for 

every occasion.

First from Germany, and 
then more from Poland 

then more from the 
Czech Republic.  

It was all 
beautiful!

Even if it’s as simple as a drink of 
wine or a snatch of butter from an 

elegant container of crystal, it can give 
quality to your life and make it 

“just a little bit nicer”. 

for butter or cheese.

We try to keep a nice 
assortment of crystal on 
our internet site, how-

ever the best assortment 
is in the store.

Mom and I were horrified back in the 1950’s when our contact from 
Germany proceeded to show us those terribly expensive crystal cordials 
for the outrageous price of $6.95 each. “How can anyone afford those?” 
asked my thrifty mother. She had just weathered the great Depression, 

you know. Herman took a deep breath and very patiently explained, “Juanita, how many oc-
casions do you have each year? a birthday, Valentine’s Day, an anniversary, another birthday, 

Christmas. You Americans have to have everything instantaneously.  Take your time and enjoy 
your collection!”.  T’was some of the best advice we ever had!
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By 1960 the Tibetans were 
being displaced to northern 
India from their home in the 
Himalayas.  They brought 

with them their bells, prayer 
wheels, bowls and stories. 

While the world ignored their 
plight, the Dalai Lama came 

forward to teach us to tolerate 
each other.   

I brought many of their 
artifacts home for display.  
The Tibetans understand 

the music of the bell.

When you listen to the “singing 
bowl” you must imagine yourself 
high in the Himalaya’s with bells 
calling to the wind and the soft 

chant of the monks in the distance.

Prayer 
Wheel

They sold their wares on the streets of 
India. This is where I met them for the 

first time.  

Decorative cloisonne 
was used by the 

Chinese on metal long 
before the development 
of porcelain in Europe. 

cloisonne bell 
from China

Developed to its perfection, this bowl has 
no metal backing and shows only the glaz-
ing of the cloisonne with open portions to 

emphasize the design.

I took Mom to China with 
me in the late ‘80’s.  We 

re-discovered what Dad had 
found in the late ‘20’s.

We didn’t realize at the time but many 
of our selections would eventually be 

museum quality.

“Om Mani Padme Hum”

I learned that just because 
it’s broken does not rela-
gate it to trash. Museums 

all over the world are filled 
with fragments and broken 

treasures, all the more 
valuable because they’re 

broken.

And in New Delhi, India......awaiting the birth of my 
2nd son, Thomas, May 12, 1968 


