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	  Sherry

      After leaving Cambridge, where he read Natural Sciences, Julian Jeffs got a job (by accident) in the sherry trade in Jerez
         de la Frontera, where he worked in a bodega and saw every stage in the production of wine. He was then called to the Bar but
         took two years off to write the first edition of this book, and to pay other visits to Jerez before practising. As a barrister
         he became a QC, a Recorder of the Crown Court, Chairman of the Patent Bar Association, and a bencher of Gray’s Inn; he also
         wrote two more books on wine and others on law. He was also President of the Circle of Wine Writers and was General Editor
         of Faber Wine Books.
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	  This book
is humbly and affectionately dedicated
to the memory of

      ‘DON GUIDO’

      CAPTAIN GUY DINGWALL WILLIAMS, OBE, MC

      British vice-consul at Jerez de la Frontera for forty years

      Vintner

   



      
      
	   

	   

	   

	   

	  Charles: It’s the cocktail-drinking does the harm:
      

      There’s nothing on earth so bad for the young.

      All that a civilised person needs

      Is a glass of dry sherry or two before dinner.

      The modern young people don’t know what they’re drinking,

      Modern young people don’t care what they’re eating;

      They’ve lost their sense of taste and smell

      Because of their cocktails and cigarettes.

      (Enter Denman with sherry and whisky. Charles takes sherry and Gerald whisky.)

      That’s what it comes to.

      (Lights a cigarette.)

      From The Family Reunion by T.S. Eliot
      

   



      Preface to the Fifth Edition

      I first visited Jerez in 1956 when I was twenty-five. By chance I got a job there, and although I was only able to stay for
         eight months, it became part of my life. Spain was struggling to recover from its dreadful Civil War but the sherry country
         was stuck in a time warp. Henry Vizetelly’s Facts about Sherry was published in 1876, and when the first edition of this book was published in 1961 very little had changed. Since then
         almost everything has changed, as it has throughout the world of wine. Three things brought this about: science, labour costs,
         and changes in taste. While one looks back on the old days with nostalgia there can be no doubt that sherry, like practically
         all wines, is better now than it was then. Half a century ago the wine trade was stuck in the mud; tradition and superstition
         reigned. But a new post-World War generation wanted change and brought it about.
      

      From the pioneering works of Pasteur and Chaptal in the nineteenth century, scientists brought new understanding of what was
         going on when grape juice (“must”) became wine. As in medicine, diseases and deficiencies were studied and beaten. Wine is
         made in conditions that are clinically clean, and its production is so carefully and knowledgeably regulated that things do
         not go wrong, as they so often did in the past. Modern labour costs have made old techniques – such as treading the grapes
         and moving wine around the bodega by hand – impossible. The new techniques are, beyond doubt, better in every way, if less
         picturesque. The pattern of life throughout the world has changed, too. Wine is marketed in a modern way and has reached a
         far wider spectrum of drinkers, who have brought new tastes for lighter wines and ones that are easier to drink; but, at the
         same time, there are more people who are seriously interested in wine and the connoisseur market for sherries flourishes as never before.
      

      Over such a long period of time, many of one’s friends, alas, die; and they are sadly missed. In the first edition I thanked
         lots of them for their help and of these I think only three remain. I shall not repeat all the names again with “the late”
         against so many of them. Others who helped me with the second, third and fourth editions I thanked in the relevant Introductions
         and I hope they will forgive me for not listing them again. I must mention one old friend, though: Manuel Gonzalez-Gordon,
         Marqués de Bonanza, known to everyone in the trade as Uncle Manolo, who knew more about sherry and its history than anyone
         else who has ever lived, was unstinting in imparting his wisdom to others, including myself, and who wrote the classic book
         on sherry. He was born a sickly child in 1886. When he was only four months old he was so ill that the local doctors only
         gave him a week to live. His father called in a specialist from Seville who only gave him two days. At the end of the sad
         consultation his father sent for sherry and some copitas. As the butler passed by with the wine in a cut crystal decanter,
         the light shone through it and the baby waved at it with his little hand. His mother took this as a sign and, as he was going
         to die anyhow, gave him some sherry from a spoon. It suited him so well she gave him some more, and continued the treatment
         morning, afternoon and night for several weeks. The baby did die, but not for another ninety-three years, and sherry remained
         his favourite medicine. He advised me always to have a copita of oloroso mid-morning to prepare myself for the copitas of fino before lunch.
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      I

      The Sherry Country

      Jerez de la Frontera is a town in Andalusia about fourteen kilometres (nine miles) inland from the sea. It is on the old main
         road from Cádiz to Seville and it used to be cursed by travellers as it was a major obstacle. Few of them stopped there, which
         was a blessing. They drove along busy streets with clean modern shops and saw none of the Moorish remains or romantic ruins
         that people like to think are typically Spanish. There was nothing to make them suspect that wine was grown there except a
         surfeit of sherry and brandy advertisements. They could see no vineyards from the main road – only the salt flats near the
         sea and the fields of wheat and pasture further inland, vivid green after the spring rains and slowly baking to a golden ochre
         in the heat of the summer. The lack of vineyards surprised them and some asked suspiciously where sherry was grown.
      

      Things are different now. The route of the old road to Cádiz has been changed; there is a bypass round the town and a new
         motorway to Seville. Unlike the old roads, the new ones pass in full sight of the vineyards, though to see the finest the
         traveller must turn off into the side roads that lead to Rota, or Trebujena, or Sanlúcar de Barrameda, and travel to the north
         or west across the chalk downs on which the best sherry is grown.
      

      Beyond Trebujena, the road stops and the country grows wild. Rare birds and animals, that are extinct in every other part
         of Europe, thrive there, and there are no towns or villages. It is the land of the Marismas and the Coto Doñana. Travel used
         to be difficult but now it has been opened up and there are ferries from Sanlúcar. Those who go there are well rewarded: game
         birds abound and they may see an Indian sand lark, masked shrike, golden oriole or Spanish imperial eagle. A hundred and ninety-three species of birds have been counted on the Coto Doñana, and it is equally rich in animals and plants. At the
         beginning of February the storks fly in from South Africa and settle in high places in the towns such as church towers and
         the tops of disused chimneys. Here they breed and rear their young until they fly away at the end of June. To have a storks’
         nest on the premises is considered to be a sign of luck.
      

      Tourists, apart from wine lovers, seldom seek out the sherry country. The rolling downlands where the vines grow are delightful
         but not dramatically beautiful. If the towns have no world class architecture, they are full of good things: old churches,
         Moorish castles, some palatial houses of real beauty, the more modest, mellowed houses of ancient families, and above all
         the fine bodega buildings. When a traveller stops in Jerez he can fall hopelessly in love with it and cannot draw himself
         away. It is a city of light and joy. I speak from experience; I first went there in 1956 for five days and stayed eight months.
         It became more enchanting every day. I used to wander for hours through streets of whitewashed houses and through the narrow
         alleyways of the old town, catching short, tantalizing glimpses of patios, and looking at the huge geraniums weaving in and
         out of the tracery of wrought-iron balconies. From the Alcázar I saw the sun setting radiantly on the tiled summit of the
         tower of San Miguel. Then at night, away from the bright lights of the Calle Larga, Jerez grew mysterious in the darkness,
         and isolated lamps threw irrelevant pools of light, making long shadows as the noise of the town became hushed.
      

      Jerez (pronounced “Hereth”) is the principal of three sherry towns. The others are both on the coast: El Puerto de Santa María,
         fourteen kilometres (nine miles) to the southwest, and Sanlúcar de Barrameda, twenty-one kilometres (thirteen miles) to the
         northwest at the mouth of the River Guadalquivir. Between them, they make all the sherry that is sold throughout the world.
         Although they are only a few miles apart, even such a small distance is enough to cause some change in the climate and atmosphere,
         and any change, however slight, will be reflected in the wine: for wine is a living thing; it is never static but always changing;
         it will take its own course. Sherry is often capricious and develops quite unexpectedly, though modern oenology has brought
         its caprices under control. For those who love sunshine but can put up with an occasional torrential rainstorm, Jerez is an
         admirable place to live in. In summer the temperature occasionally rises for a few days to the uncomfortable height of 38°C/100°F in the shade and the maximum day temperature in winter is never much below 15°C/59°F; the average maximum is
         23°C/73°F. It occasionally freezes at night in winter, but in the height of summer the minimum temperature may be as high
         as 19°C/66°F; the mean is 11°C/52°F. On the whole, the days are hot and sunny, while the nights are cool. It rains during
         seventy-five days each year, and when it is not raining, there is generally sunshine; overcast days are mercifully rare. The
         total rainfall is about 650 millimetres/25.6 inches and the mean humidity is surprisingly high: sixty-six per cent. The coastal
         towns, thanks to the influence of the sea, are more equable and even better to live in, especially in summer, when the Jerezanos
         flock down to the coast.
      

      There is not very much difference between the wines of Jerez and El Puerto, though the latter is particularly noted for sherries
         of the fino and amontillado styles. The wines of Sanlúcar, however, are entirely different: all the manzanilla is made there.
         It has a distinctive, very fresh flavour that cannot be reproduced anywhere else.
      

   



      2

      Origins

      Jerez is a very ancient town whose origin is veiled in mystery. Probably it was founded as a colony of the Phoenicians. They
         lived by commerce, manufacture and trade, and were attracted to Andalusia by rumours of fertility and by the mineral riches
         of Tartessus. At one time or another this fabulous city has been identified with all the major towns of southern Andalusia,
         though some think its site has sunk beneath the sea and others that it was on the coast, west of Sanlúcar and south of the
         Coto Doñana while there is a modern theory that it never existed at all, but was the name given to a whole area stretching
         round the coast from the Algarve and up the river Guadalquivir as far as Seville. All one can say with certainty is that it
         was somewhere near the sherry area. The Phoenicians are said to have founded Cádiz in 1100 BC (although archaeological remains
         only go back to the ninth century BC) and then moved inland to the town of Xera. There is a legend that they deserted Cádiz
         because of the Levante – the harsh hot east wind that blows for days on end and sends people mad. Those who know the Levante
         find the story easy to believe. No one knows exactly where Xera was, but many historians identify it with Jerez. Theopompos,
         the pupil of Isocrates, writing in the fourth century BC, refers to “the town of Xera near the Columns of Hercules”, and that
         could certainly apply to Jerez, but the identity is very doubtful. The prefix Xeror Cer- is probably derived from the ancient
         Iberian word meaning a camp or fort on a river, and Xera could as easily be Vejer, or the deserted town of Cera, some fourteen
         kilometres (nine miles) from Jerez. Others have suggested that Jerez was founded by Greeks or Carthaginians.
      

      If the origin of Jerez is doubtful, that of wine is even more obscure: no one knows who invented it. The Bible gives the honour
         to Noah: “And God blessed Noah … And Noah began to be a husband-man, and he planted a vineyard: And he drank of the wine, and was drunken’
         (Genesis 9:1, 20–21). Charles Tovey had another theory. Jam-Sheed, the founder of Persepolis, was immoderately fond of grapes
         and preserved them in great jars for eating out of season. Some of them got crushed, and the fermented juice tasted so unlike
         grape juice that he wrote “poison” on the jar and set it aside to be thrown away. One of his favourite handmaidens was tired
         of life and drank the poison to do away with herself. The effect was not quite what she expected, and when she came round
         she drank some more, and so on, until there was none left. Then she confessed her crime. Thus was wine discovered, and it
         became known in Persia as Teher-e-Kooshon – “the delightful poison”.
      

      Grape wine is by no means the most senior potation: mead probably came first and then beer. The earliest fermented fruit juice
         recorded in history was date wine, and it was very popular. Xenophon described it as “a pleasant drink causing headache”.
         The vine, however, was cultivated and grape wine was prepared as early as the prehistoric Djemdet-Nast period in Mesopotamia,
         and it was brought into Egypt before 3000BC. These North African wines found little favour: Martial preferred vinegar, and
         Strabo claimed that Libyan wine tasted well when mixed with sea water. The Greeks, on the other hand, practised viticulture
         as an art, and the earliest detailed essays on the subject are by Theophrastus of Eresos (c.372–286 BC), the pupil of Aristotle.
         An earlier treatise by Democritus of Abdera is unfortunately lost. Accounts of wine growing were also given by a number of
         Latin authors, notably Cato (234–149 BC), Varro (116– 27 BC) and Columella (fl. 60 BC), who was born in Cádiz, though his
         treatise is based on grape growing in Italy.
      

      The wild vine, in its various species, was widely distributed throughout the temperate regions of the world, and fossil remains
         have been found as far north as Iceland. It was first methodically cultivated in eastern Europe, in the regions of the Caucasus
         and the Caspian Sea. There is no reason to believe it was indigenous to Spain; nor do we know who brought it there. Tradition
         has it that it was brought by the Phoenicians or by Greek settlers in the sixth or fifth century BC but recent research on
         pollens has indicated that vines were cultivated by the indigenous people before they came. The Phoenicians and Greeks, however,
         could well have brought their own wine grapes with them. There has even been a theory that the name of Jerez is also Greek in origin. One of the greatest wines of history was malmsey,
         the Byzantine dessert wine produced in the Peloponnesus and exported from Monemvasia – the same wine in which the unfortunate
         Duke of Clarence was drowned. One of the centres of viticulture in those days was the Persian city of Shiraz, which was a
         possible source of any vines imported by the Greeks. What could be more reasonable than to name their new town after that
         city? And so, perhaps, Jerez was named by the same process as New York and New Orleans, not to mention Toledo, Ohio. Such
         a suggestion would have been scorned by Richard Ford. He condemned authors who “to show their learning” derived the word sherry
         from the Greek; and added “to have done so from the Persian Shiraz would scarcely have been more far-fetched” One can only
         speculate, but modern scholars are sure there is no connection.
      

      The Phoenician rule was so disturbed by the hostility both of the natives and of the Greek settlers that they had to call
         to their allies the Carthaginians for help. Hamilcar came to the rescue, followed by Hasdrubal and Hannibal, but the plan
         miscarried: not content merely to give aid, the Carthaginians expelled the Phoenicians and took the colony as conquerors,
         only to lose it again to the power of Rome during the second Punic War. But even for Rome the conquest was not easy. Although
         the civilized Phoenicians and Carthaginians gave way easily, the native tribes offered terrible resistance and guerrilla warfare
         continued for 200 years. Livy recorded, in his twenty-eighth book, that the population of Rome was alarmed by a series of
         most terrifying omens:
      

      
         In a state where the greatest anxiety prevailed … accounts of many prodigies were received; that Mater Matuta at Satricum
               had been struck by lightning. The people of Satricum were no less terrified by two snakes gliding into the temple of Jupiter
               by the very doors. A report was brought from Antium, that bloody ears of corn had been seen by the reapers. At Caere a pig
               with two heads had been littered, and a lamb weaned which was both male and female. Intelligence was brought that two suns
               had been seen at Alba, and that light had suddenly appeared during the night at Fregellae. An ox was reported to have spoken
               in the Roman territory. A copious perspiration was said to have exuded from the altar of Neptune, in the Flaminian circus;
               and the temples of Ceres, Safety, and Quirinius were said to have been struck by lightning … the extinction of the fire in the temple of Vesta struck more terror
               upon the minds of men than all the prodigies which were reported from abroad, or seen at home; and the vestal, who had the
               guarding of it for that night, was scourged by the command of Publicius Licinius the pontiff.

      

      When eventually the Romans captured Spain they found many vineyards, but the favourite drink of the Iberians was a kind of
         mead.
      

      Jerez has been identified with the Roman city of Ceritium, itself perhaps a Romanization of Xera, and there are many Roman
         remains in the district, especially at Sanlúcar. During the Roman domination, viticulture advanced very rapidly, and the area
         soon became renowned for its wine: in the archaeological museum at Jerez there is a fragment of Roman mosaic with a vine-leaf
         motif on the border, and Andalusian coins of the period were decorated with bunches of grapes. The wine was cheap, and it
         is not surprising that it became a favourite with the invader; it was exported from Puerto Real to Rome in great earthenware
         amphorae, of which there are many still intact. Some archaeologists believe the Arabic walls of Jerez were built on Roman
         foundations. Sections of these walls still exist and one of them passes straight through a row of private houses. Parts of
         them are incorporated into the bodegas of Domecq.
      

      Wine from the Roman provinces eventually became so good that the Italian growers could not face the competition, and in AD92
         the emperor Domitian ordered vineyards in Gaul and Spain to be cut down; but the order could not be enforced, and it was officially
         withdrawn by Probus in AD282. By that time, the policy of panem et circenses (“bread and circuses”) had become so much a part of Roman life that large quantities of wine had to be imported from abroad
         to prevent a rebellion of the plebs.
      

      Martial, like many other great Romans, was born in Spain during the first century AD. One of his more respectable epigrams
         is said to be about sherry, and has often been quoted:
      

      
         Caeretana Nepos ponat, Setina putabis

         Non ponit turbae, cum tribas illa bibit

      

      
         (“Let Nepos serve you with sherry; you will think it wine of Satia But he does not serve it to everyone – he drinks it only
               with a trio of friends”. Book XIII, 124)

      


	  Whether this is in fact about sherry is doubtful: it could equally refer to the wine of Caere in Etruria.

      The Roman supremacy ended with the invasion of the Vandals, a Teutonic tribe which was probably innocent of all the sacrilege
         suggested by its name. The Silingian Vandals occupied southern Spain in AD409 and were soon virtually exterminated, but their
         fellow tribesmen, the Asdingian Vandals, marched down from the north and took possession of their country. They only stayed
         a few years – the whole nation set sail for Africa in AD428 – but there has long been a popular belief that they called their
         new territory Vandalusia, a name that was later converted into Andalusia. But this is unlikely. R.P. Flores has suggested
         that it came from the Arabic andalus, meaning “end of light” – a word used when referring to the Occident. The name al-Andalus appeared for the first time on
         a coin some five centuries after the Moorish conquest, and recent scholarship suggests it was an Arabization of the Visigothic
         landa-hlauts (“land-lot”), the conquered land being allocated by lot. Their descendants, the Berbers, were to return with a vengeance
         some hundred years later.
      

      It was a period of perpetual wars and great turbulence. In AD414 the Visigoths arrived. This tribe was the ally of Imperial
         Rome, and the Gothic power long survived the Roman in Iberia. The Goths embraced the Christian faith at the end of the sixth
         century, and a hundred years later, during the reign of Recceswinth, the law prohibiting a Goth from marrying a native was
         repealed. The rule of the Gothic aristocracy then ended and the two nations to some extent intermingled, creating the Romance
         Spanish language. Andalusia continued as a Gothic kingdom rather than a Roman province or part of a Spanish nation as we know
         it today, and documents of the period refer to Jerez as Scheres or Seritium.
      

      In AD711 the Visigoths were overthrown by the infidel Mussulmans, with their allies the Berbers, at the famous battle of Guadalete,
         fought not far from Jerez; current thinking is that it was fought by the Guadalete near Arcos de la Frontera. The battle was
         on a fantastic scale and raged for a week between Roderick, the last king of the Goths, and Tarik Ben Zeyad, leading the Saracens.
         It must have been a scene of the most abominable destruction and havoc. That the latter army was superior in quality is undoubted;
         that it was also superior in numbers, as sometimes suggested, is open to question, as the Gothic civilization had become so
         decadent that it was no longer a formidable enemy.

With their comparatively small force the Moors swept over the Peninsula. Within the space of two or three years they had reached
         the Pyrenees, conquering every Christian army they encountered. At Cordova there was some fighting, but the other great cities
         of the Goths yielded without a blow. Even their capital, Toledo, fell without resistance, betrayed, it is said, by the persecuted
         Jews, who could be sure of more generous treatment from the infidels. The Christians only had time to gather up a box of relics:
         a tooth of Santiago, an arm of Eugenius, a sandal of Peter. Their worldly treasures were all left behind, and the invaders
         were vastly more satisfied with the gold than they would have been with the relics. The Moors indeed were enlightened conquerors,
         initially allowing the Christians to follow their own ways and even to celebrate Mass in their churches – a liberalism of
         thought which was most emphatically lacking in the Christians when their turn came.
      

      With the victory of the Moors, a period began in Andalusia that gave rise to one of the most astonishing civilizations in
         the whole history of Europe. From that time onwards, there is no need for conjecture: everything is well known and well documented.
         Moorish blood still flows through the veins of the people, and shadows of the past linger in their customs, music, art, and
         the habits of their minds. To trace the influence would be an enormous task; it is everywhere and it is indelible. Artistically,
         the era was unique; one has only to visit the mosque at Cordoba or the Alhambra at Granada to see its beauty and artistry.
         There has never been anything like it before or since, and the preservation of such perfect remains is a wonderful tribute
         to Spain; had they been in England, they would have perished long ago. It is fascinating to try and reconstruct from old maps
         and records a view of Jerez as it was in those days, but such attempts must always end in sorrow. Granada remains more or
         less intact and we must be content with that. Nor can we complain too bitterly; the Moorish craftsmen applied themselves to
         Christian architecture and we have the great Giralda tower and the Alcazar at Seville to remember them by.
      

      During the Moorish domination, Jerez grew and became wealthy. It was called Seris, a name that was later corrupted to Jerez
         by the Spanish and to Sherry by the English. In fact no other city in Spain has been given so many names: the only people
         who did not try to rename it were the Jews.1 The ancient name of El Puerto de Santa María (the second of the sherry towns) was Puerto de Menestheo, and it was the site
         of an old temple dedicated to the goddess Juno. When Alfonso the Sage wrested the town from the Moors in 1264, he dedicated
         it to the Virgin Mary.
      

      The prosperity of Jerez followed naturally from its position, dominating fertile lands. In the twelfth century, El Idrisi
         or, to give him his full name, Abu Abdallah Ibn Mohammed Ibn Mohammed Ibn Abdallah Ibn Idrisi, the Geographer Royal to King
         Roger II of Sicily, published his Mappa Mundi, of which there is a copy in the Bodleian Library, and which clearly shows the
         position of Seris between kadis (Cádiz) and isbilia (Seville). Another ancient geographer, Ibn Abd al-Mun’im al Himyari, wrote
         in his Ar-rawd al-Mitar: “Xerez is a strong town of moderate size encircled by walls; the country around it is pleasant to the eye, consisting of
         vineyards, olive orchards and fig trees.”
      

      The interesting thing is the mention of vineyards, as wine was strictly prohibited to the Muslims. But what nation can remain
         teetotal in the midst of the most productive vineyards in the world? The Moors certainly could not; and although the sale
         of wine was contrary to the law, it was subject to an excise tax. From time to time, though there were ordinances prohibiting
         Muslims from buying it, they did use it medicinally. Al-Motamid, the poet king, and last Moorish king of Seville, liked it
         so much that he publicly mocked at those who only drank water. And who can blame him? He was by no means alone; no one has
         written eulogies of wine greater than those of the Moorish poets:
      

      
         How often the cup has clothed the wings of darkness with a mantle of shining light! From the wine came forth the sun. The
               orient was the hand of the gracious cupbearer, and my loved one’s lips were the occident. Between her white fingers the chalice of golden wine was a yellow narcissus asleep in a silver cup.2

      

      Even the most pious Muslims had no qualms about preparing wine for the Christian and Jewish infidels. Grapes were also grown
         for fruit, and viticulture was by no means neglected – a fact amply demonstrated by the excellent article in Ebn-el-Awam’s
         massive work on agriculture. One of the wines well known at that time was the sweet nabibi made from raisins.
      

      It was not a peaceful time; the Moors were under frequent pressure from the Catholic princes (when they were not too busy
         fighting one another to bother about the heathen) and Jerez was laid waste during the expedition of Alfonso VII against Cádiz
         in 1133. However it rose again and continued under Moorish rule until it was finally reconquered by the Christians in 1264,
         or thereabouts; the precise date is uncertain. There was a ding-dong battle between the Christians and the Moors that lasted
         from Covadonga in 718 to the final reconquest of Granada by the Catholic kings on January 6, 1492, with honours claimed repeatedly
         by both sides, often with very little reason. One of the major battles was fought outside Jerez in 1231, an occasion on which
         a miracle was said to have taken place: the Muslims saw St James on a gigantic white horse, with a white banner, waving a
         sword and leading a legion of knights.
      

      It is difficult to say exactly when Jerez became Christian. It is recorded that at various times (the years 1242, 1251 and
         1255 being mentioned in old chronicles) the rulers of Jerez paid tribute to the King of Castile and became his vassals without
         fighting, but that the Christians rose against the Moors and were expelled from the town in 1261. The first of these dates
         at any rate does not appear to be right: when Seville fell in 1248, many of the Muslim refugees fled to Jerez. In Jerez it
         is generally accepted that the Christians under Alfonso X took the town by surprise on October 9, 1264, the feast of St Dionysius
         the Areopagite (of unfortunate literary memory). They forced an entry, decked the walls with the sign of the Cross, and made
         Jerez the principal Christian stronghold of the frontier between the two warring kingdoms. It was never to fall again.
      

      Five years later, King Alfonso granted arms to Jerez: “Waves of the sea in blue and white because they never rest from making
         blows on the firm rocks, as you have waged continuous war on the enemy; these surrounded by the lions and castles of our Royal Arms as the
         symbols of fortitude.”
      

      The king was known as Alfonso the Sage because he was celebrated throughout the land for his learning. One of the wisest things
         he ever did was to encourage the cultivation of the vine and wine-making in his newly conquered territories. To some extent,
         at least, we owe the modern supremacy of sherry to his enthusiasm – the first of many royal patrons. He divided the lands
         between his supporters, and the story is told of how one of them, a confidential adviser called Diego Pérez de Vargas, was
         working in his vineyard, pruning the vines, when he noticed a figure walking behind him, picking up the branches. It was the
         king, content to be a labourer. He said “Porque a tal podador, tal sarmentador”: “For such a pruner, such a gatherer.”
      

      The continuous wars did not cease with the reconquest. For many years Jerez remained at the frontier of the Muslim kingdom,
         at the limit of the dominions of the Crown of Castile, and in 1285, very soon after the reconquest, it had to withstand a
         lengthy siege by the army of Jusuf, with his twenty thousand cavalrymen. It was one of the most glorious episodes in the history
         of Jerez. Unfortunately, Jusuf, like most soldiers, had no eye for the exquisite and saw fit to pitch his camp in the middle
         of the vineyards. All the battles and encounters were fought over the vines, and they were utterly laid waste. Well might
         Old Kaspar have mumbled, “‘twas a famous Victory”; but what a price to pay!
      

      It would appear that the vineyards in those days were principally to the east of the town, rather than in the directions most
         highly favoured today.
      

      In Chaucer’s “Pardoner’s Tale” there is an interesting reference to the wine of Lepe (lines 562–71):

      
         Now keep you from the white and from the red,

         And namely from the white wine of Lepe,

         That is for sale in Fish Street or in Chepe.

         This wine of Spain it mixes craftily

         With other wines, that chance to be near by,

         From which there rise such fumes,

         That when a man has drunk two draughts or three,

         And thinks himself to be at home in Chepe,

		 He finds that he is in Spain, right at the town of Lepe,

         Not at Rochelle, nor yet at Bordeaux town.

      

      “Fumositee” (fumes) is a beautiful word. Chaucer (1340?–1400) was the son of a vintner and was notoriously accurate in everything
         he mentioned, so it appears that wines from southern Spain were already fortified when he wrote his Tales, and this is borne out by the knowledge that the Moors distilled alcohol and used it for medicinal purposes. Elizabethan
         “sack” was certainly fortified.
      

      Lepe is a village between Ayamonte and Huelva, a few miles from the coast, and white wines from that district have been imported
         into Jerez for blending with sherry just within living memory. Now dignified by their own Denominación de Origén they are rather light but of a similar style. When Ford wrote his Handbook for Travellers in Spain during the nineteenth century, he visited Lepe and found that “much bad wine is made, which is sent to San Lúcar, and converted
         for the English market into fine sherry’. In fact the wine is not at all bad, was probably sent to Jerez and El Puerto de
         Santa María in greater quantities than to Sanlúcar, and could be used only for blending with mediocre sherry, but at least
         he was right in principle. Now alas no wine is grown in Lepe itself, the land having been passed over to the more profitable
         trade of growing strawberries. Chaucer was writing of a wine very similar to sherry, if not of sherry itself.
      

      In 1380 King Juan I granted the privilege of adding to the town’s name ‘de la Frontera’ (which it shares with the other nearby
         frontier towns of Arcos, Castellar, Chiclana, Cortes, Jimena, Moron and Vejer) in honour of the part played by its people
         in the continuous struggle for power, and Enrique IV (1451–74) gave it the well-earned title, Muy Noble y Muy Leal Ciudad (“Most noble and most loyal city”). But during the fourteenth century there was little mention of the vine; one can read
         only of typhus, plague and war. Even after the reconquest of Granada and the complete supremacy of Castile, the threat and
         terror of the raiders continued. As late as 1580, a dispatch from Roger Bodenham in Sanlúcar reads: “The Moriscos have risen
         again and done great harm … Sheris is in some doubt of them because they are many.” (The Moriscos were Muslims, mostly
         labourers, who found it convenient to be baptized but who never became loyal; they were finally expelled between 1609 and
         1614.) But throughout its history Spain has been a land of political upheaval and unrest, living always at the edge of some terror:
         the Vandals; the Moors; the Holy Inquisition; English pirates; the Dutch; the Peninsular War; and, latterly, the ruin and
         devastation of the Civil War, in which the sherry country mercifully escaped very lightly. At the beginning of the fifteenth
         century, times were bad: the population had been reduced by plagues, and the lands had been devastated by serious floods in
         1402. On April 5, 1402 Enrique III issued a proclamation forbidding any man to destroy vines or olive trees. The penalty was
         a heavy fine, the money to be spent on repairing the city walls. But as the century progressed, there came a great resurgence
         of the vine, which soon spread from the inferior soil near the town to the present vineyard area. The books of Actas Capitulares of Jerez began to be kept in the first decade of the fifteenth century, and from then onwards there are repeated references
         to the export trade. In 1435 exports were forbidden owing to bad harvests and the high price of wine, but only in two years
         did the vintage fail completely: in 1479, when there was heavy rain in May followed by continuous Levantes and excessive heat,
         and in 1483, when the vines were damaged by hail. That trade with England and France was being conducted is further supported
         by a document of 1483 which states that Breton and English ships had ceased from calling owing to a war with Vizcaya.
      

      These local events were taking place in the context of great changes which affected the whole of the Mediterranean region
         and which ultimately benefited Spain. The most important was the fall of Constantinople, taken by the Turks under Mahomet
         II in 1453. This ended the eastern Roman empire. From 1461 to 1477 there was war between the Turks and the all-powerful Venice;
         the Venetians lost many of their eastern possessions and their trade was further hurt by the discovery of America in 1492.
         Before its decline Venice had been the pivot of Mediterranean trade, which included the sweet wines exported to England. Spain
         was more than willing to fill the vacuum, and set to work at once.
      

      In 1491 the local council declared that wines and other produce shipped abroad should be exempted from tax. The proclamation
         is important for two reasons: firstly, because it applied both to local and to foreign merchants, proving that these were
         living and trading in Jerez at the time, and secondly because it referred to the wines as vinos de romania, or rumney. Rumney, like malmsey, is a name that conjures up a glorious past. Originally it came from southern Greece, and the merchants of Jerez had no more right to ship a rumney than
         have the growers of South Africa to ship a sherry. Their intention was to take over the old Venetian trade. Rumney was not
         drunk locally, which suggests that it was too rich for the hot Andalusian climate and confirms that it was intended to replace
         the sweet wines of the eastern Mediterranean. Nine years earlier, the governor of the new town of Regia de Santa María (now
         called Chipiona) had issued a proclamation that these export wines were to be made carefully, using good vines like those
         used for sherry, so that they would maintain their reputation. The wine was evidently held in high esteem and fetched a very
         high price according to the standards of those days. Red wines were made as well as white, and continued to be made to a limited
         extent until well into the nineteenth century, but they were not very good, and disappeared, though they are beginning to
         be revived in the twenty-first.
      

      In 1492 the Jews were expelled from Spain. It was one of the most controversial and far-reaching episodes in the whole history
         of Europe, and one which historians are still wrangling over. But it did not greatly affect Jerez. Thirty aranzadas of sherry vineyards were confiscated from Jews and given to the Royal Convent of Santo Domingo. In Spain, as elsewhere, the
         religious houses were amongst the pioneers of viticulture. The great monastery of the Cartuja, or Charterhouse, was founded
         outside Jerez in 1475, and in 1658 it was reported as having flourishing vineyards that gave excellent wine. The street called
         Bodegas formerly led to the wine stores of the old monastery of Veracruz.
      

      Before long, droves of foreigners came to fill the vacuum left by the expulsion of the Jews. They were, for the most part,
         Genoese, Bretons and English. Some acted as money-changers, while the Genoese took over the tanneries and formed their own
         trade guild. The English were mostly merchants, and many of them were interested in wine. From the earliest days, the merchants
         trading in Jerez exported their goods from the quays of El Portal, on the River Guadalete, a mile or two from the town. This
         river port continued in use until the coming of the railway four hundred years later, and the goods were taken down to the
         sea on barges. There is still a street called Barqueros, where some of the barge masters had their offices, but the arrangement
         was never completely satisfactory: the quays were always falling into disrepair, and the river silted up. The archives at
         Jerez contain many early references to wine being shipped abroad. In 1485 there is a record of wine shipped from El Puerto de Santa María
         to “Plemma, which is in the kingdom of England” – presumably Plymouth. By that date the vintage was already subject to strict
         control, and the greatest crime of all was to water down the wine. The size of a butt, for instance, following complaints
         from Flanders, was fixed at thirty arrobas (an old Spanish measure either of grapes by weight or wine by volume) – precisely as it is today; and the butts had to be
         branded by the cooper and by the council. The coopers were amongst the earliest of the recognized guilds, and in 1482 it was
         stipulated that wine casks must be made of good wood that was not tainted with any kind of fish, nor with oil. Any cask made
         of wood that could damage the wine was to be burnt and a fine imposed.
      

      At the end of the fifteenth century there came to Andalusia the greatest excitement of all: nine months after the conquest
         of Granada, Columbus discovered America. All his efforts, his intrigues with the Church and the monarchy, his triumphs and
         disappointments, the elaborate preparations for his voyages, the voyages themselves, all were centred on Andalusia. From Andalusia
         he gathered his forces, and many of his men came from the sherry towns. He set forth from Sanlúcar de Barrameda on his third
         journey, to discover the island of Trinidad in 1498, and Sanlúcar was soon established as a major port for the new American
         trade; it was the port from which Pizarro set sail twenty-five years later on his way to conquer Peru. Alvar Nuñez Cabeza
         de Vaca, who discovered Florida, was the son of a Jerez wine-grower.
      

      The ships were well provisioned, and good supplies of wine were essential. One of the captains from Jerez, Fernando de Trejo,
         in 1498 was moved to write “Toast the wine of the most noble and loyal Jerez, for it is a joy to the spirits, light to the
         eyes – a gift of God.” Large quantities were bought from Jerez, and when Magellan set out to circumnavigate the world in 1519
         he spent more on sherry than on armaments. It is safe to say that sherry was the first wine to enter what is now the USA.
         It has been drunk there ever since.
      

      From the earliest days the Spanish American colonies were very good customers for wine. Between 1580 and 1593 Jerez exported
         271,248 arrobas, some fifty-two per cent of all wine imports, with wines from around Seville coming next, while Sanlúcar, El Puerto de Santa
         María were well down the table, with only 6,607 arrobas.
      

The sherry trade with England was well established by the sixteenth century, but it originated much earlier, in the time of
         the Moorish domination. It may have begun during the reign of King Edward III, whose maritime policy encouraged such trade,
         and there is a record of Spanish wine being imported in 1340. Wine in those days was very properly regarded as a necessity,
         and the search for it provided one of the greatest incentives towards the development of the mercantile marine, which, in
         turn, ultimately led to Britain’s once immense sea power. One of the earliest trades with southern Spain, however, was in
         salt, prepared from the sea marshes near Cádiz, and it has been suggested that the local wines were first imported as a make-weight
         by merchants dealing in the salt and fruit trades.
      

   



      3

      Sherry Sack

      The British are insatiable travellers and born shopkeepers; wherever good trade is to be found, there is sure to be a British
         colony, and there have certainly been English merchants in Andalusia since the Middle Ages. Their leading colony was established
         in Sanlúcar, which was then an important port, thanks to its geographical position at the mouth of the estuary of the River
         Guadalquivir and to its political status as a fief of the powerful Dukes of Medina Sidonia. It had been awarded to Don Alonso
         Perez de Guzman, known as The Good, by the King of Castile in 1297 in gratitude for his services in the wars against the Moors.
         The sixth member of the family to enjoy it was created Duke of Medina Sidonia in 1446. The principal commercial advantage
         lay in the fact that the Dukes exacted their own customs duties, which were lower than those of the Crown. The seat of the
         family is there to this day but the port was incorporated into Spain and the privileges ceased in 1645.
      

      The Dukes did everything in their power to encourage foreign trade. It is not known when the English merchants first settled
         there but the earliest records that do exist clearly point to a long-established colony. In September 1491 the then Duke had
         issued a proclamation that Spanish and foreign merchants could export wine by sea without paying customs duty. Peace and steady
         trade do not make news and the sheer lack of records suggests that these admirable conditions obtained from the earliest days.
         Documents appear when things began to go wrong. In 1517 the regnant Duke became concerned that there were fewer English merchants
         in his port than formerly and issued a new charter of privileges which recited in its preamble that English merchants had
         been trading there since the grant to the first member of the family. The privileges they were given included: a piece of land on which to build a church dedicated to St George,1 which was placed under the patronage of the Bishops of London, Winchester and Exeter, to be used not only for worship but
         also as a meeting place; new rates of customs duty; speedier justice and the elimination of futile appeals that delayed the
         payment of debts due to them; the collection of debts owed by local merchants to the Duke to be delayed so that the debts
         due to foreign merchants could be paid promptly; improved lighterage and loading facilities; the right to carry weapons by
         day and by night; the provision of eight houses in the town to give them greater privacy and storage space; and the right
         of their consul to hear and settle disputes between them if they should so wish. Above all, the Duke put them under his own
         special protection. One matter deserves particular mention. There had been trouble with officials when wine had been taken
         through the customs for shipment and then for some reason, such as lack of room on board ship, had had to be brought back
         for reloading later. This was a continuing complaint and in 1552 he ruled that the cheaper wines such as “bastardes”and “cuytes”
         (vino de color, see page 229, 252) could be landed without any formalities but that the landing of wines such as sacks and rumneys had to
         be reported; no more than ten butts could be brought back from any one ship and they had to be stored in premises having two
         locks, the key of one to be kept by an official and the other by the merchant, a system still used in bonds today.
      

      Some of the merchants trading in Andalusia at that time had places of business both in England and in Spain. One of these
         was to play a particularly important part in the colony at this time: William Ostrych, who is recorded as living and trading
         at Sanlúcar as early as 1523, when he described himself as a citizen of Bristol. His name had appeared for the first time
         in the Bristol customs records for the years 1517–8. In 1523 wine growing had become so predominant that there was a shortage
         of wheat and, for a time, the planting of new vineyards was forbidden.
      

      All the evidence is that the English merchants were rugged individualists and rivals. Trading together in one small town,
         they must have known one another, but during the days of prosperity there is no hint of any combination or organization. Only in adversity did
         they combine together and then not very effectively. They did so once in order to petition the Duke. To give coherence to
         their organization and standing in the eyes of the English government they petitioned King Henry VIII and in September 1530
         he granted them a constitution. It was then that the Andalusia Company – commonly known as the Brotherhood of St George –
         came into being. In the thirteen years since the Duke’s charter, conditions between Spain, with its intense Catholicism, and
         England had deteriorated greatly. For a short period in 1528 the two countries had been at war. In 1529 the English merchants
         complained that they were the least favoured nation and that their privileges were not being observed.
      

      At the beginning of his reign, Henry had been Defender of the Faith, most outspoken of all the European monarchs against the
         Lutheran heresy. By 1530, however, rumours were rife of his impending divorce from Catherine of Aragon and relations with
         Spain were extremely strained. With his eventual break from Rome, and above all with his divorce and his marriage to Anne
         Boleyn in 1533, he became abominable to the Spaniards, and those English merchants who loyally tried to defend him stood in
         danger of the Inquisition if they condoned his attitude to the Church. Their own position must have been very difficult, for
         some were undoubtedly good Catholics whilst others found it prudent to acknowledge one church when in Spain and another when
         in England. These difficulties and the apprehension of worse to follow brought the merchants together.
      

      By the time of King Henry VIII’s charter, the church of St George had been built – the first of three churches to be built
         on its site, and the last is still standing. Under the charter, the merchants were to assemble for the purpose of electing
         a consul, or governor, and twelve “ancient and expert persons” to be assistants, with “full power to levy such imposts as
         shall be thought necessary, and to make ordinances for their Welfare”. Besides the London merchants, there were to be two
         each from Bristol and Southampton, though the evidence is that far more were trading from the former port. The imposts were
         inevitably to prove unpopular, yet without them it was impossible for the company to exist. Indeed, its life was short. Nothing
         is known of it immediately after its formation but on April 24, 1539, a meeting was held in St. George’s Church which was attended by eighteen merchants who elected William Ostrych to be their governor.
      

      Some years earlier, in 1530, an English merchant, who was described in the Spanish records as “Juan Esvique”, petitioned against
         an order that no one should buy sherry as agent for another. He stated that many other Englishmen living in the town were
         buying wine on behalf of “rich English merchants who could not be everywhere at the same time and therefore have their agents
         in various Parts”, and that such an order would ruin their trade. He had apparently lived in Jerez for many years and thought
         of it as his home, but his identity remains a mystery: Warner Allen suggests his name was Weeks, but Rupert Croft-Cooke thinks
         it was possibly a corruption of Esquire, though the title of Esquire was not commonly used at that time and had a definite
         social significance. The only name of a known resident that is at all like it is that of James Wake, a merchant in Cádiz,
         and the mysterious Esvique could well have been another member of his family.
      

      Apart from merchants, there were apparently English gentlemen of leisure living in Andalusia. When, in 1519, the mayor of
         Chipiona, Gonzalo Bernal de la Becerra, required a noble sponsor who would take him before the son of the Duke of Arcos to
         pay homage, he approached John Oste, of the same town – “the English cavalier … known to be a nobleman”. It was common
         during the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries for the younger sons of noble and landed English families to go abroad and
         make a career for themselves in trade. They often grew rich and used their money to increase their families’ estates – land
         being the most practical form of investment at that time. In 1664, for instance, George Sitwell, who had settled in the service
         of an Alderman King, of London, as a merchant in Málaga, sent his father two barrels of tent to Renishaw. He was a very generous
         man, for he was always sending presents home, including an emerald ring. Tent is a rather unusual wine made at Rota, a small
         seaside town between Sanlúcar and El Puerto de Santa María, well inside the sherry area.
      

      In the early years trade may have been tranquil and profitable, but during the reigns of Henry VIII and Elizabeth it was full
         of perils and the English settlers were continually molested by the Inquisition. Thomas Pery, a wealthy cloth merchant who
         divided his time between London and Ayamonte, was tormented and imprisoned in the castle of Tryana in 1539.2

      A document in the Public Records Office reads:

      
         All English trading here are in fear of the fathers of the Inquisition. The people have little communication but to demand
               if the King has returned to the opinion of the Holy Church or is still a heretic and Lutheran; and if they reply that he is
               a Christian they are accused to the Inquisition, cruelly imprisoned, and their goods forfeited. Four or five Englishmen remain
               in prison. The Inquisition have made search in Cyville, Peres, Saint Lucar and elsewhere for divers English merchants. Some
               of them who are in England are afraid to return. Trade suffers in consequence. The inquisition make those accuse others; and
               ask them whether they think the King a good Christian, and that he does well to pull down monasteries and put the religious
               to death.

      

      
         Signatures: Wm. Ostrych, governor.

      

      
         Thos. Harryson, John Swetyng, Wm. Folwode, John Fylde, John Bedyll, Geo. Maister, Edw. Lewys, Wm. Wylfort, Thos. Kingman,
               Thos. Wylson, Robt. Hunte, Thom. Rydley, John Lonnor, Water Fraunceis, Nicholas Saterley, Blase Saunders, Wm. Redstone, Ric.
               Hore, Nic. Skyres, W. Meryche, Nic. Lawforde, Chr. Southearke.

      

      
         Dated 1540

      

      The technique sounds only too familiar today. King Henry was so unpopular that a dispatch sent to him in 1545 relates how
         “William Estridge … having suspecte acquayntaunce with dyverse naughtie freers in Seville, intendeth shortly to presente
         Your Majestie with dyverse costelye boxes of marmelado, given to him by the said freers, and suspected to have within theim
         thinges of danger and great perill”. Who was this Estridge? Could it have been William Ostrych, the governor, grown desperate?
         If so, one must have some sympathy with him. Another dispatch reported that “all such Inglysshemen as wer in pryson …
         for the Bysshope of Romes mattars … have done open penance, and lost all their goodis to their utter undoing.” In the
         same year English merchants had their goods confiscated to compensate those whose treasure had been plundered by John Reneger, who had originally been a legitimate merchant
         in Southampton, where he imported large quantities of wine and exported wheat – sometimes illegally. But when trade got more
         difficult he became a pioneer freebooter, plundering the Spanish Main.
      

      Despite these troubles and persecutions, trade continued to flourish. In 1548 Medina y Mesa put the total wine production
         at sixty thousand butts, of which forty thousand were exported to England and Flanders. Other exports included flour and olive
         oil.
      

      The Andalusia Company continued in existence until 1585, by which time it owned a vineyard and some property in the nearby
         village of Chipiona. In this year ships on the Guadalquivir laden with the possessions of the English merchants who were taking
         them out of Andalusia were seized, while some of the merchants and sailors were handed over to the Inquisition. All that remained
         were a few Catholics, who met together on St. George’s Day, 1591, and, led by the sinister Jesuit Robert Persons (or Parsons)
         with twelve newly ordained priests from Valladolid on their way to England, resolved that their lands and imposts should be
         devoted to the seminary, used as a posting station to send missionaries to England. By this time the church, which had been
         “much in decay” had been repaired by English seminary priests with aid from the King and the Duke of Medina Sidonia. From
         then on it was in the hands of the Catholic Church and, not unnaturally, the exiled Protestants were furious.
      

      There was an attempt to revive the Company on a much larger scale and it existed in a new form from 1604 to 1606, but neither
         in its latter years nor in its revival was it a very significant force in the wine trade.3 The revived company may well have succeeded had not the disastrous choice been made to appoint Roger Bodenham as consul at
         Sanlúcar. No one knew Spain better: he was a Catholic with a Spanish wife who had lived for many years in Seville, where he
         had long acted as an English intelligence agent. He was, however, heartily disliked and was to prove useless as consul. One
         of his kinsmen, Sir James Crofts, had been Controller of the Royal Household since 1570, but monarchs at this time were haphazard
         in their payments, to say the least, and the satisfaction of royal commands had long been a source of worry in the city. In
         1586, for instance, there was a royal debt of £400 for sherry sack and the merchants offered to sell the best quality sack to Crofts
         at £3 per tun below the market price if the debt were paid promptly, but this offer was not taken up.
      

      By Elizabeth’s reign, sherry sack was established as a firm favourite, and more verses were written about it than about any
         other wine. Shakespeare, Ben Jonson, Marlowe, Raleigh and Spenser acclaimed it at much the same time; Middleton soon afterwards;
         Herrick, a century later; and Pasquil’s Palinodia (attributed to Nicholas Breton) praised it at great length. It was enjoyed by lawyers as well as by poets, and the court
         of Star Chamber bought it by the hogshead, paying about 3s 4d a gallon.
      

      The word sack (there are several spellings) probably originated at the end of the fifteenth century, and is almost certainly
         derived from the Spanish verb sacar (“to draw out”). In the minutes of the Jerez town council for 1435 exports of wine were referred to as sacas. The term is still used for the withdrawal of wine from a solera. The word thus signifies any wine for export, and there
         are many references to Málaga sack and Canary sack, quite apart from sherry sack. Other derivations have been proposed, and
         many of them are most alarming: Dr Johnson informs us that Skinner, after Mandesto, derived the word from Xeque, a city of
         Morocco with which it had no connection whatsoever; and many other ingenious minds have been applied to the problem. The alternative
         spellings sack and seck appear at random in early documents, but it seems reasonable to say it has nothing to do with seco, meaning “dry”, despite the contrary view taken by the Oxford English Dictionary and the fact that some mixed sugar with their sherries-sack; nevertheless, sack was always classified as a sweet wine. The
         idea, though, that sack meant “dry” was firmly fixed in the minds of lexicographers; they stuck to their beliefs as a matter
         of faith, and apparently imagined sack to be somewhat similar to the popular amontillados of today, which were not prepared,
         let alone imported, until the nineteenth century. It was even suggested that all Elizabethan “sweet” wines were dry, but that
         is to enter the realms of fantasy and one can only assume they were drunk by a Jubjub under the Tumtum tree.
      

      It is difficult to say exactly what Elizabethan sack wines were like; they were certainly fortified, and the methods of making
         arrope (concentrated grape syrup) had long been known, but they were seldom matured in the wood for more than a year or two. Even the cheapest wines sold today are expected to show at least three years’ maturation,
         but perhaps the very cheapest sweet olorosos are not so very far removed from sack.
      

      With the rising popularity of sack in England, and the Catholic orthodoxy of the reign of Bloody Mary, the English colony
         in Sanlúcar might well have prospered, had not further conflict broken out between England and Spain in the reign of the heretic
         Elizabeth (1558–1603). The Spaniards can hardly be blamed for the animosity they felt against England for her naval activities
         and for supporting the rebels in the Spanish Netherlands; it must have been somewhat exasperating to have one’s Main perpetually
         harried by knighted corsairs, one’s chief seaport sacked, and one’s beard singed. Trade between the two countries was, from
         time to time, banned, but the English government acted generously towards the merchants:
      

      
         Some English merchants sent from a town of Andalusia called Xeres de la Frontera at least 40,000 butts of wine annually besides
               eight or ten tons of fruit, which wine and fruit they are not able to consume themselves, whereby they are furnished of above
               200,000 ducats annually to provide them for other necessaries, without which they could not live.

      

      
         (Sir T. Chamberlain to the Queen concerning The “common traffic lately forbidden”, September 27, 1561.)

      

      The situation worsened. The continuous loss of men and treasure, captured on the filibustering expeditions of Hawkins and
         Drake, infuriated the Spaniards. By 1585 feelings had run so high that English merchants trading in Sanlúcar were arrested
         and their goods sold. One of them, William Melson, took refuge in the church of St George for six or seven months. A dispatch
         of that date tells us that an officer was appointed to make inquiry throughout the country for Englishmen and their goods.
         But the people were less hostile than their government: when the officer approached, they hid their English friends, and as
         soon as he had gone away, the merchants went about their business just as before. They continued shipping wine to England
         in spite of all adversities, but they could not do it directly: it had to be sent in foreign ships or in English ships officially
         sailing for foreign ports, and it often entailed great risk.
      

      The name of Drake became a byword of horror throughout the province of Cádiz, and it still is to this day. He is the local bogeyman: when a mother wants to frighten her child into
         acquiescence, she says, “El Draque will get you if you’re not good.” His most daring raid of all was in 1587. It was the time he “singed the King of Spain’s
         beard” by setting fire to the Spanish fleet as it lay at anchor in the bay. He remained in Cádiz for three days at considerable
         risk, and made off with 2,900 pipes4 of wine, much of which was on board ships intended for the Armada. The figure comes from Spanish sources and may have been
         hysterically exaggerated, but Drake’s spoils must have been appreciated in England, as wine imports from Spain had been greatly
         cut down in consequence of the war and he was as unpopular with the local English merchants as he was with the Spanish.
      

      This superb malpractice helped to introduce sherry drinking on a large scale in England, and the publicity was cheap at the
         price; it has been repaid a millionfold. Drake’s enthusiasm for sherry has given rise to another story. In a book called Hombres Ilustres de Jerez de la Frontera by Diego Ignacio Parada Barreto, published in 1875, there is a detailed account of how Francis Drake, known as Don Francisco
         Drake, worked as a sherry shipper in Jerez, but had a terrible quarrel with a man called Melgarejo; he took such strong offence
         that he left immediately for England and swore he would have his revenge. Earlier references occur in the histories of Bartolomé
         Gutierrez (written in the middle of the eighteenth century), and of Portillo, written in 1839. The story is said to be based
         on evidence found in the Municipal Archives; it may be a legend or it may be true, but if the latter, it is very doubtful
         whether Francisco Drake was the English admiral. The name is quite common. The story could perhaps be a corruption of something
         that really did happen: one Juan Melgarejo was high sheriff of Santo Domingo and was blackmailed by Drake on one of his South
         American voyages in 1586 into giving a substantial sum to prevent his town from being destroyed.
      

      Apart from the immediate material losses to Spain in wine, stores and ships, chaos was created in the Spanish naval and mercantile
         administration. While Drake was off the coast, not a single ship could be moved without risk of capture. In 1570, moreover,
         Pope Pius V outlawed Elizabeth by declaring her excommunicate and her subjects to be released from their allegiance. On the execution of Mary
         Queen of Scots in 1587, Sixtus V proclaimed a crusade, and Spain was ready to answer the call. All was ripe for the Armada.
      

      Jerez had a new industry: the king built fifteen ovens in the town and they were kept working day and night making ship’s
         biscuit. He also requisitioned five thousand butts of wine. The Spanish navy at that time was a perpetual burden to the people
         of Jerez. Some years earlier, in 1580, four thousand butts of wine were taken from Jerez as provisions for a fleet sailing
         against Portugal, and in 1582 the empty casks waiting for the harvest were requisitioned to provide water vessels for a fleet
         anchored at El Puerto de Santa María. This resulted in the almost total loss of a vintage and the ruin of several growers.
         The combined efforts of the monarch and the pirates must have left Andalusia very short of wine – probably for the only time
         in history.
      

      The Armada was commanded by the Duke of Medina Sidonia, a local man with his seat at Sanlúcar de Barrameda; many of his mariners
         and soldiers came from the sherry towns. Of the subsequent misfortunes of this ill-fated fleet, the less said the better.
         Alas, there was little wine left in the galleons that were washed up on the shores of Scotland and Ireland.
      

      Amongst the many English recorded as being resident in Spain in 1591 was John Fletcher, who had a wine business in Jerez.
         He and his compatriots led precarious lives.
      

      In 1595 the English sacked Cádiz again. Not unnaturally, in view of what their government was doing, the English merchants
         were put to some inconvenience at the hands of the Spaniards. They sent a list of their grievances to the Privy Council, to
         be used as the basis of an agreement with Spain, and some of their complaints show what conditions they were trading under.
         For instance, they demanded: that all English prisoners in the galleys, save those detained for debt, should be released;
         that sequestered property at Sanlúcar should be returned; that they should not be compelled to write their accounts in Spanish;
         that they should be exempt from the Inquisition; and that if any “vnkyndnes to fall out between her Majesty and the King of
         Spaine” they should be given six months’ notice to remove their goods and themselves without fear of molestation.
      

      In 1586 Spain put an embargo on trade with England, but although this remained in force until 1603 trade continued through English Catholic merchants who were allowed to stay in Spain, though
         converts were regarded (perhaps often rightly) with great suspicion. In 1588 over forty English and Scottish prisoners were
         awaiting trial in Seville alone. Some were executed and others condemned to the galleys. Relief eventually came with a Peace
         Treaty in 1604.
      

      When any Englishman died, his fellow-countrymen had little control over his affairs. Jefferye Harryson of Huelva and Peeter
         Edwards of Cádiz died without confessing or receiving the sacrament; their goods were seized and their bodies were refused
         Christian burial, the first being interred in a field and the second buried at sea. One of the merchants’ demands, however,
         was hardly reasonable: they wanted exemption from all customs duties.
      

      Amongst the spoils from Cádiz was a beautiful picture, The Calling of St. Matthew by the Master of Diligem, stolen from a church and now in Hampton Court.
      

      Nevertheless sherry continued to be exported to England on a large scale, and in 1598 received its most famous tribute. In
         Henry IV, Part 2 (IV: iii) Shakespeare wrote:
      

      
         John of Lancaster: Fare you well, Falstaff:

         I in my condition,

         Shall better speak of you than you deserve.

      

      
         Sir John Falstaff: I would you had but the wit: ‘twere better than your dukedom. Good faith, this same young sober-blooded boy doth not love
               me; nor a man cannot make him laugh; but that’s no marvel, he drinks no wine. There’s never none of these demure boys come
               to any proof; for thin drink doth so over-cool their blood, and making many fish-meals, that they fall into a kind of male
               green-sickness; and then, when they marry, they get wenches. They are generally fools and cowards, which some of us should
               be too but for inflammation. A good sherris-sack hath a two-fold operation in it. It ascends me into the brain; dries me there
               all the foolish and dull and crudy vapours which environ it; makes it apprehensive, quick, forgetive, full of nimble fiery
               and delectable shapes; which deliver’d o’er to the voice, the tongue, which is the birth, becomes excellent wit. The second
               property of your excellent sherris is, the warming of the blood; which, before cold and settled, left the liver white and pale, which is the badge of pusillanimity and cowardice:
               but the sherris warms it and makes it course from the inwards to the parts extreme. It illumineth the face, which, as a beacon,
               gives warning to all the rest of this little kingdom, man, to arm; and then the vital commoners and inland petty spirits muster
               me all to their captain, the heart, who, great and puffed up with this retinue, doth any deed of courage; and this valour
               comes of sherris. So that skill in the weapon is nothing without sack, for that sets it a-work; and learning, a mere hoard
               of gold kept by a devil till sack commences it and sets it in act and use. Hereof comes it that Prince Harry is valiant; for
               the cold blood he did naturally inherit of his father, he hath, like lean, sterile, and bare land, manured, husbanded, and
               tilled, with excellent endeavour of drinking good and good store of fertile sherris, that he is become very hot and valiant.
               If I had a thousand sons, the first human principle I would teach them should be, to forswear thin potations and to addict
               themselves to sack.5

      

      The real Sir John lived long before the days of sack. Be that as it may, sack was certainly a favourite of Shakespeare’s,
         and what character could praise it more appropriately than Falstaff? When Marlowe was killed in a tavern brawl, he was probably
         drinking it, and I can think of many worse deaths.
      

      After the reign of Elizabeth, trade was somewhat easier. England and Spain were soon at peace again, and sack became so popular
         in royal circles that on July 17, 1604 James I was obliged to issue an ordinance:
      

      
         Whereas in times past Spanish wines, called Sacke, were little or no whit used in our Court … within these late years
               it is used as a common drinke and served at meales, as an ordinary … using it rather for wantonnesse and surfeitting,
               than for necessity, to a great wasteful expense; We, considering that … our nobility … may for their better health
               desire to have Sacke, our pleasure is, that there be allowed to the sergeant of our seller twelve gallons of Sacke a day,
               and no more.

      

      Unfortunately the inevitable happened, and some of the less scrupulous merchants abused their prosperity by shipping very
         inferior wines. When Roos visited Jerez in 1610 he wrote that much of the sack sent to England was “sophisticated”, and “of so Churlishe, and
         vnholsome a nature, that no man of honour … will drinke of it.” The Spaniards marvelled at the poor quality of the wines
         shipped to England, and described them as vinos por borrachos – wines for drunks. Roos had often heard Londoners boast of how their city was better served with wine than any other in
         Christendom. They certainly had variety, but in his travels through Spain, France and Italy, he continually heard the growers
         “blesse themselves in wondering what Kinde of Creatures those be, which shall drincke those wynes”.
      

      The English colony, meantime, was flourishing, and when a political exile died in Seville, a hundred of his countrymen attended
         his funeral. While some of these were undoubtedly in the wine trade, others traded in fish, olive oil, fruit, corn and minerals.
         There were also craftsmen in the sherry towns who were in no way connected with wine: when Peter Mundy visited Sanlúcar in
         1611 he stayed with an English weaver. British seafarers often went to southern Spain and lived there for some time. Some
         Englishmen were detained as galley slaves, including a number of genuine pirates, and others who had been accused of piracy
         on rather slender grounds. Once taken prisoner, they were beyond the reach of the law, and there was no sure way of saving
         them: they were released or retained capriciously, as an act of the King’s grace.
      

      Merchantmen plied continuously between England and Andalusia. In 1620 one of them was diverted to America with a very different
         cargo; it is perhaps ironical that the Mayflower was a wine ship before she took her solemn load of Puritans across the Atlantic.
      

      Even when they were not being pursued by the Inquisition, exciting things happened to British merchants. In 1613 an Englishman
         who had married a Spanish lady, and who was living in Sanlúcar, found his wife in bed with one of the King’s commissaries,
         and murdered them both. After “some trouble”, he was acquitted and freed.
      

      On only one occasion did the English attempt to emulate the successes of the Elizabethan sea-dogs, and that proved disastrous.
         In 1625, infuriated by the Catholic court’s rejection of his suit for the hand of the Infanta of Spain, Charles I sent Sir
         Edward Cecil, with ninety ships and ten thousand men, on an expedition against Spain. It was planned, disastrously, by George
         Villiers, first Duke of Buckingham, who was Lord High Admiral of England. Sir Edward’s previous job, which was perhaps better suited to his talents, had been Warden of the Royal
         Preserve of the River Wandle. In every aspect of its planning, the expedition was ill-inspired, and Cecil, who had distinguished
         himself as a soldier in the Low Countries, proved a worthless commander in Spain.
      

      It was not all his fault. Surgeon-Major Leigh carried out a survey of 2,500 of the men. He found 200 defective, with twenty-four
         sick and twenty-six too old, being over sixty years of age. Four were blind, one a minister of the church, one raving mad,
         several simpletons and others deformed. His ships were leaky and not fit to go to sea; there was no provision for the horses;
         the men had no food, and some had nothing to drink save “a beverage of cider that stinks worse than carrion”. After landing
         in the Bay of Cádiz, they attacked the fortress of El Puntal, just outside the city, and besieged it with cannon. After two
         days it had to surrender. This rather futile victory gave the Spaniards time to assemble an army and to prepare the city’s
         defences, but all this proved unnecessary: the English army was defeated by a bodega of sherry.
      

      When the soldiers marched against the city, they had neither food nor drink. An ill-disciplined mob at the best of times,
         they were hungry, thirsty, and rebellious when they reached a house with a bodega of wine owned by Don Luis de Soto, the hereditary
         commander of Cádiz, whose descendants are today amongst the prominent citizens of Jerez. The British commander, thinking his
         troops would be appeased by a little refreshment, gave them permission to take some wine:
      

      
         Wee came … to a Gentlemans house; in which was 100 Tonnes of wine. Our Army quartered close by the house – Behind it on
               the side of a hill, on the Top whereof was another house with as much more wyne all in Iron bound caskes soe that I think
               it was appoynted for the Indies. The Generall gave to every Regiment a Tonne of Wyne, which with the liberty to Drinke that
               carryed them to the house, where they forced a way into the Cellers, made them so Drunke that there was noe place for obedience
               to the officers, and the Generall Commaunded his guards to shoote at one vnruly company through the gate, whoe would have
               broken it open. I did never thinke myself to bee in soe much Daunger, for certainely the enemy with 300 men might have rowted
               vs and cutt our throates … since Sunday morning … the most part of the souldiers had not eaten any thing … Wee marched away and left soe many of our men vpon the place soe Drunke as they were not able to stirre. The wine
               in the house vpon the hill I thinke was not touched. The other wine was lett out, and wee left some souldiers tumbling in
               it. Many of our men with Drunkenes fell downe by the way, all which the enemy Killed. They followed vs with 2000 foote, but
               never came neere to skirmishe with vs …

      

      There was no need for the Spaniards to fight: the British were utterly defeated. That expedition cost the Crown thirty ships
         and a thousand men, and it would have cost many more had there not been a muddle in the command of the Spanish army. One soldier,
         Richard Peecke, of Tavistock, was captured by the Spaniards, tried by battle and released. When he got back to England he
         wrote a book about his experiences, of which the frontispiece reads:
      

      Three to One

      Being, An Englifh Spanifh Combat,

      Performed by a Wefterne Gentleman, of Tauiftoke in

      Deuonfshire,

      with an Englifh Quarter Staffe, againft Three Spanifh

      Rapiers and Poniards, at Sherries in Spaine,

      The fifteene day of Nouember, 1625

      In the prefence of Dukes, Condes, Marquifses, and other Great

      Dons of Spaine, being the Counfell of Warre.

      The author of this Booke, and Actor in this Encounter, R. Peecke.

      It is perhaps the earliest English document in which the town of Jerez is spelt ‘Sherries’, though the wine had been referred
         to as sherry many years earlier. In the text he refers to “Sherrys, otherwise called Xerez”. Peecke was a remarkable character,
         and the whole of his narrative is well worth reading; it is reproduced by Edward Hutton in his Cities of Spain, but the reader will be puzzled to decide how much is truth and how much fiction. A contemporary letter-writer, Dr Meddus,
         described him in a somewhat offhand way as: “one Pyke, a common soldier, left behind the fleet at Cadiz”.
      

      By the seventeenth century, sack was quite at home in England and was popular with everyone. Moreover, of the many types of
         sack, Sherris-sack was thought the best. Thomas Randolph was jovial in his praise, even if he showed little regard to historic truth; but perhaps a hedonist was entitled to disregard it:
      

      
         Sacke is the life, soul and spirit of a man, the fire which Prometheus stole, not from love’s kitchen, but his wine-cellar,
               to encrease the native heat and radicall moisture, without which we are but drousie dust or dead clay. This is nectar, the
               very Nepenthe the Gods were drunk with: ‘tis this that gave Gannymede beauty, Hebe youth, to love his heaven and eternity.
               Doe you thinke Aristotle drank perry? or Plato Cyder? Doe you think Alexander had ever conquered the world if he had bin sober?
               He knew the force and value of Sacke; that it was the best armour, the best encouragement, and that none could be a Commander
               that was not double drunk with wine and ambition.

      

      
         (Thomas Randolph: Aristippus, the Jovial Philosopher, 1630).

      

      During the regicide disgrace of the Protectorate, sherry suffered a short-lived eclipse but this arose more as a result of
         matters in Spain than from the change of government in England. During the civil war and afterwards the nobility, who had
         been the greatest buyers of wine, could no longer buy it on their accustomed scale. Some were exiled and others impoverished.
         Although the Puritans detested drunkenness and gluttony, they had no objection to drinking in moderation. The awful heresy
         of teetotalism was not to emerge for another 300 years. The wine duties were increased considerably, but Cromwell himself
         bought wine on a substantial scale, and on his state visit to Bristol he accepted the gift of a pipe of sherry. In the later,
         more stable days of the Commonwealth the wine trade flourished. But the beginning of the Commonwealth coincided with the beginning
         of years of a terrible plague in Jerez which resulted in the disruption of the wine trade for over two decades.
      

      After the Restoration sherry was soon popular again. Sack is mentioned frequently in Pepys’s Diary. On January 20, 1662 he and three friends bought two butts of sherry; his was “put into a hogshead, and the vessel filled
         up with four gallons of Malaga wine, but what it will stand us in I know not: but it is the first great quantity of wine that
         I ever bought”. The mixture of Málaga with sherry is not as odd as it may seem; the two districts are in the same province
         and the wines are not dissimilar. A hogshead is a large amount for a private person to buy, though, being equivalent to over three hundred bottles. But Pepys was a canny man, and in August he sold his hogshead to Sir W. Batten
         – “and am glad of my money instead of wine”. Whether that were a reasonable attitude would depend largely on the wine. Pepys
         also drank “raspberry Sack”, which was probably a kind of mead.
      

      Six years later he was called to the bar of the House to defend the Navy Office against parliamentary critics of the ticket
         system, in which sailors were paid by means of negotiable bills instead of money. Now Pepys was a clever man and full of wit,
         but on that occasion a little Dutch courage was certainly necessary. His diary tells the rest:
      

      
         … to comfort myself did go to the Dog and drink half-a-pint of mulled sack, and in the Hall [Westminster] did drink a
               dram of brandy at Mrs. Howlett’s; and with the warmth of this did find myself in better order as to courage, truly … I
               began our defence most acceptably and smoothly, and continued at it without any hesitation or loss, but with full scope, and
               all my reason free about me, as if it had been at my own table, from that time [between 11 and 12 o’clock] till past three
               in the afternoon… .

      

      Needless to say, the Navy Office was exonerated.

      It is surprising that Pepys could buy his sack so easily; as usual, there was trouble between England and Spain. Somewhat
         earlier, in 1655, the English had sailed in and captured Jamaica without any declaration of war; a year later Spain retaliated
         by declaring war against England and seizing all ships and goods belonging to English merchants in Spanish ports. After the
         war, trouble continued and the import of Spanish wines was hindered and bedevilled by excessive duties. Nevertheless it found
         royal favour and there is a note that Henry Rumbold, the Consul-General in Cádiz shipped “2 butts of Xeres sackes for His
         Majesty’s account” on the Falcon, to be delivered to Sir Henry Bennet (later Lord Arlington). In 1668 the vintners of Málaga
         were so furious that they dried all their grapes for sale as fruit and no sherry whatsoever was landed at Bristol during the
         autumn of that year. Nevertheless in the same year Thomas Thompson wrote in his play The English Rogue:
      

      
         Come let us frolic, and call for our tipple,

         Our pocket we`ll empty and our veins we will fill,

         For sack we`ll not lack, nor will we be gripple,

		 But carouse in despite of the two toppéd hill.

         Chorus:

         Parnassus shall pass us,

         Nor will we inquire

         For the font of the Muses:

         ‘Tis sack we desire.

      

      “Gripple” meant mean or stingy and the two-topped hill was Parnassus. He wanted to banish Rhenish and English Metheglin (mead)
         and have “brave Spanish liquor”.
      

      In 1683 Pepys went on an expedition commanded by Lord Dartmouth with orders to evacuate Tangier, which was then a troublesome
         British possession, and to blow up the mole with a primitive mine. In December, their work completed, they called at Cádiz
         and Pepys visited the sherry country. He suffered various misfortunes including “a mighty plague” of fleas and at one stage
         of his journey he found difficulty in getting a drink, which seems incredible. On the whole, however, the holiday was a success,
         and when he came to Sanlúcar he found a flourishing colony of British merchants one of whom, a Mr Canham, supplied him with
         a cask of old sherry. But the church of St George was beginning to fall into decay, and was rebuilt by one Francis Malbrank.
      

      By the end of the seventeenth century the name sack was gradually being replaced by the modern sherry:

      
         The next that stood up

         With a countenance merry

         Was a pert sort of wine

         Which the moderns call sherry.

         (A rime from Bacchanalian Sessions, 1693).

      

      The word had been used earlier, and an entry in the Repertory to Decrees in Dublin Castle, dated February 14, 1561, reads:
         “That Francis Tyrling shall pay to Thomas Fitzsymons … £28. 18. 8 for 3 butts of Sherry and for his costs, etc., 20/-.”
      

      In 1695 there was a visitor to Spain who remained anonymous, but his Account of Spain was published by John Chantrey at the Pestle and Mortar without Temple Bar in 1703. The author held a high opinion of the
         fertility of Andalusian soil: “At this day the Pasture is so rich, that the cattle will die of Fatness within 30 days, unless they be let Blood …’ – an alarming phenomenon of which nothing is known today.
         He went to Jerez to visit an English nun, Phillipa Ward, who had been put into a convent during infancy and was famous for
         her beauty. All we know of her father is that he was a merchant in El Puerto de Santa María and kept English servants.
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