I have been talking to some of you about a new book, The Great Chardonnays of California. My friends  in Oregon(both of them) say the title is an oxymoron. Others of you are outraged about your placement (or lack thereof) in the author's clever classification of California wines into First Growths, Seconds Growths, etc.Some of you say well I had Winery A's Chardonnay the other day and it would do well in a Macon Villages tasting, or 'I had Winery B's wine and it's okay if you like overblown, oxidised oak juice. (Remember, there is no such thing as an overoaked wine, just under-wined oaks.)PRIVATE 

I was quite upset because the author had  failed to clear his book with me. Wineries should be rated according to the volume of business they do with me. Everyone should know this.Instead, the author left out some of my key accounts, rated some of them in the middle of the pack, and, in the cruellest blow of all, he gave great growth status to people who use poison oak, ie barrels from my competitors.I asked myself if this fellow Laube was completely demented or just temporarily insane.

Then I was struck by a bolt of lightning from the Zen master, or was it the Zin Master? Anyway,one day as I was finishing another letter to the editor a voice shouted at me, Stop rocking the boat, Knox. Get with the program. You're either on the bus or out hitchhiking. Stop fighting City Hall.  Follow the precepts of the Wine Spectator  and you'll be fine.And stop calling it The Expectorator.

Then a strange personage appeared to me.He had a giant centrifuge for a head and valves sticking out of his body. He spoke:

I am the ghost of vintages past. You remember all the cutting edge trends of the days gone by... skin contact, soda-ashing barrels, raising SO2 levels to block malo-lactic, food wines, centrifuging must, sterile filtration into barrel, 16% late harvest chardonnay?? All my ideas!! But I never got any credit for them. Why?? I forgot to rate them on a scale from 58 to 100.

He disappeared into a giant roto-dejuicing  tank. Then another character appeared. She had staves for a body, silicone bungs for eyes and nose, and a forklift truck for legs.

"I am the ghost of vintages present. I make barrel-fermented chardonnays. My subjects stir the lees for me. They are not allowed to add SO2 until after malo is completed.We make elegant Chardonnays from cool climate vineyards. Our wines get high scores from Parker and the Wine Spectre. We sell our wines for lots of money and pay our barrel bills on time. Here is our secret." 

She handed me the most amazing document I have ever seen. It was the autobiography of The Great Spectator himself, the man on whose life all successful wine publications are based, the man who gave a numerical rating to everything in his life.Here is what he wrote:

"I was born in Toldeo, Ohio (then an 86, now, alas, only a 72). After attending Notre Dame (then a 96 but now only 88) I met and married my first wife (originally a 99, but subsequently downgraded on second tasting to a 57). We travelled around Europe on our honeymoon and visited the great museums. I really enjoyed Amsterdam (then a 97)  because I love Rembrandt (a 99, with three stars for collectability) and Van Gogh (97, with four stars for collectability), not to mention Vermeer (a 96, with five stars for collectability), and many others... Later we went to Paris (95) and Milan, where we enjoyed the Opera(98 for the building, 95 for the performers) , especially works by Verdi (93).We finished up in Bayreuth(86) where we really loved the Ring Cycle (97). Wagner (100)is my favorite composer...."

The document went on to describe his second wife (she left him when she judged that he had moved from a 95 to a 74), his third wife (he thought she was really into numbers but was really just obsessive-compulsive) and his tastes in wine. He liked wines from the Staatsweingut as eagles (99) were his favorite bird, although Bernkasteler Doktor (98) from Dr. Thanisch was his favorite wine. I guess he was born too early for Eyrie, Duckhorn, Swan, Ravenswood and other 'bird' wineries. His favorite conductor was a guy named Furtwangler (97).

Just as I was getting into his theories about winemaking and the philosophy of life (is there a difference??) when a third figure grabbed the document from my hands. He was tugging an acre of vineyard with him. He had put it on rollers so he could move it wherever the weather was right, he told me later.He took it up to Oregon for water and then back to California for ripening.

"I am the spectre of vintages to come," he said." You don't need that any more.I can tell you everything. Do you want to know how they genetically engineered a new clone of French oak that grows 100 feet per year and dries in a matter of hours? How Parker rated the '99s?? No problem."

Well, to make a long story short, he told  me everything and now I can't find my notes. It was that '97 Cote de Mt. Ranier Chardonnay that did it, I think.Bummer (99).

So, I'll tell you what I can next time. I'll even have the price of new barrels! By then I should even have something to sell. Bottles I have in stock, but that's it.

In the meantime have a Merry Christmas and/or a Happy Chanukah and Happy New Year.

