
[image: Image]


CHICKEN SOUP
FOR THE
WINE LOVER’S
SOUL®

Jack Canfield
Mark Victor Hansen
Theresa Peluso

[image: ]

Backlist, LLC, a unit of
Chicken Soup for the Soul Publishing, LLC
Cos Cob, CT
www.chickensoup.com




Table of Contents

 



Title Page

Dedication

Introduction

 



Chapter 1 - DELECTABLE DELIGHTS

Food of the Vine

Muscat Got Your Tongue?

What Comes to Those Who Wait?

A Thanksgiving Toast

No Good Thing

Opposites Attract

The Makings of a Sommelier

From Jug to Cork

A Box of Wine

Share This Wine with Me!

To Wine . . . or Not to Wine

The Greatest Vintage

Champagne and Fortune Cookies

The Secret Ingredient

Apricots and Vermentino

 



Chapter 2 - TICKLING THE TASTEBUDS

Chanson du Vin

A Taste of New Wine

Nonno’s Wine

The Soup

How (Not) to Open a Bottle of Champagne

Doña Felica’s Vineyard

Blame It on the Wine

A Glass of Bliss

Muscat Cannelli

Passing the Cork

An Ounce of Prevention

The Beginning of a Beautiful Relationship

1863 Madeira

Peachy Keen

The Evolution of an Amateur Vintner

All the Comforts of Home

 



Chapter 3 - RELAXING RENDEZVOUS

Zia Suzy’s Fine Wine

The Connoisseur

Night Bloomers Like Cinderella

Anniversary Wine

No Wrath in These Grapes

A Turn of the Corkscrew

Sharing the Cup of Life

Thanks for the Memories

Communion Wine

Monkey River Wine

Is That All I Get?

Of Wine, Women, and Song

Fruit of the Vine

A Toast to Friendship

Wine and Dine with Confidence

Wine and Women

A Final Drive

 



Glossary

Who Is Jack Canfield?

Who Is Mark Victor Hansen?

Who Is Theresa Peluso?

Contributors

Copyright Page





We dedicate this book
to those who cultivate the soil,
tend the vines, and coax the essence
from a humble fruit to create
an enigma that has charmed
man for centuries.






Introduction

The grape—elegant in its simplicity—through a combination of science and art is turned into wine, which is sensual and complex, mysterious, romantic, and even intellectually stimulating.

Like snowflakes, no two wines are alike. The same variety of grape grown in the same soil can smell, taste, and look different each year—even day to day—yet, fine vintners learn to use what nature gives them; a small yield of grapes one year simply means fewer barrels of high-quality wine.

Winemaking is an art form that began centuries ago. A jar once filled with resinated wine was excavated from the “kitchen” of a Neolithic (8500-4000 BC) home in what is now Iran. Winemaking scenes appear on Egyptian tomb walls dating back to 2700 BC, evidence of a thriving, royal winemaking industry where wines produced in vineyards in the Nile Delta constituted a set of provisions for the afterlife.

Herodotus, the 5th century BC Greek historian, describes shipping wine down the Tigris and Euphrates rivers from Armenia in round, skin-covered boats loaded with date-palm casks to be delivered to Babylon (Iraq). And winemaking in Crete, the largest of the Greek islands, flourished during the roman ages (150 BC-AD 529),  when no less than fifteen pottery workshops on the island made clay jars for transporting wine. Remnants of those jars have been unearthed in towns all along the Mediterranean shore. When the Venetians occupied Crete in the early thirteenth century, the local authorities took the first measures to limit vine cultivation to protect a prosperous commodity.

The Catholic Spanish colonists brought winemaking to Mexico in the 1500s, practicing their faith and honoring Christ’s sacred act of turning water into wine, but the climate of Mexico proved too harsh. When the Franciscan fathers transported cuttings from Mexico to a more suitable climate in California, winemaking in America began. During the 1800s, Chinese laborers lured to California by the great Gold Rush stayed to work the vineyards that would establish California as one of the premiere vinticultural regions of the world.

In the early twentieth century, immigrants came to the United States dreaming of prosperity. Worldly possessions and treasured momentos, including carefully wrapped grapevines from Italy, Greece, Spain, and France that would be planted in the soil of their adopted home, were packed into satchels and trunks. Vines were tended in small gardens until their roots took hold and the fruit ripened. When the grapes were ready, they would be pressed, and the juice fermented in oak barrels stored in dark, cool cellars dug below homes built with their own hands. When the wine was ready, jugs were filled and carried up to the kitchen where a daily glass, served in a simple tumbler, would accompany each meal. Some of  these new Americans ventured West, and began vineyards in California, Oregon, and Washington that still exist today.

From those humble beginnings, viticulture has evolved into a billion-dollar industry of the twenty-first century. There is a wine for every taste—from the simple to the sophisticated—and for every pocket—from a few dollars to several thousand for a bottle.

This beverage has mesmerized poets, artists, philosophers, and leaders of the world; turning some into conneusieurs, while others fell into a life of debauchery.

From harvesting the grapes to uncorking a fine bottle, wine holds a special place in our customs, diet, social life, and religion. It is as embedded in our culture today as it was in ancient Egypt.

Wine challenges and engages all of our senses, but smell most profoundly. We taste only the basics of wine. Without the aroma, flavors become one-dimensional. Of all the senses, smell is the one hardest to describe, yet the one most capable of processing the complexity of wine.

Perhaps that is why describing wine requires a vocabulary dictated by nature. A limitless number of adjectives are invoked to describe subtle nuances and overpowering aromas, or to simplify hundreds of variables so that one can communicate the common structure of a wine.

Our eyes feast on dazzling colors of gold, garnet, or the shyest pink in a glass. We feel the oily sheen or the silky sheer of wine, it’s lightness or full-body, with our mouth. And the sound of a cork slipping from a bottle accompanied by the laughter of friends is music to our ears.

Whether it’s a jug wine to complement a midday meal, or a fine wine crafted by gifted hands and obsessed over by connoisseurs, enjoying wine is an experience. Wine can turn a mediocre meal into a memorable moment, and the pairings to compliment and enhance one another are endless. The only rule: eat and drink what you enjoy. If that’s a full-bodied red with fish, so be it.

Come . . . pour yourself a glass of your favorite red or white, and join our writers in a toast. To the celebration of life, to family traditions, to love and happiness, all made more memorable by the essence of a simple grape.

Salute!

Theresa Peluso
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DELECTABLE DELIGHTS
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Food of the Vine 

Good family life is never an accident but always an achievement by those who share it.

James H. S. Bossard

 




“Wine is not drink,” my Baba says. “Wine is food.”  Baba is the Croatian word for Grandmother, and my Baba is the epitome of an Old-World grandmother: a meaty woman with a sturdy, slightly-hunched frame, face creased with deep wrinkles from years of hard work, dressed completely in black (as all good widows are), feet in black sandals revealing worn and dirt-stained toes, and the customary babushka (a headscarf folded and tied under the chin) adorning her head.

Baba, now eighty-two-years old, lived most of her life in what is now called Croatia. When she was growing up, the country was called Yugoslavia. Baba still has a house in Croatia on the island of Pasman (located in the northern most part of the former Yugoslavia), and she goes there yearly to reunite with her only remaining sister and her sister’s large family.

Every year she returns from her visit to her homeland with various smuggled items: homemade olive oil, bulbs  and bulbs of garlic, fresh bay leaves, prosciutto (a dry-cured ham), and wine . . . lots and lots of homemade red wine.

“Two fingers of wine each day keeps you healthy,” Baba always says. As she does so, she holds a juice glass in her right hand and uses the first two fingers of her left hand to illustrate how much wine to put in the glass. Wine glasses are a needless luxury in her eyes, so she always drinks her wine from a juice glass or tumbler.

In the fall of 2005, I accompanied my Baba on her yearly trek to Croatia. After nearly twenty-four hours of traveling, we arrived in Nevidjane, the town on Pasman where my Baba grew up and has her house today. It’s a farming island, where cattle and crops are as commonplace as are coffee shops and convenience stores in the States. But unlike farming communities in the States, where a farmer has one large tract of land that also contains his or her dwelling, farmers in Croatia have several small tracts of land situated at various locations on the island.

On several of my Baba’s plots she grows red grapes. At each of her grape crops we visited, she picked off one of the plump purple jewels and handed it to me. “Ovdje. Jesti neki,” (Here. Eat one.) she would say. Each grape I tasted burst in my mouth with an intensely sweet grape flavor. The grapes were also loaded with tiny crunchy seeds. I spent the majority of the walk between crops picking broken seeds from my teeth.

After our tour of her grapes and a good night’s sleep, it was time for the harvest. Baba explained the ways of harvesting very simply: “Locate a mature cluster of grapes.  Hold the cluster away from the vine. Cut it with part of the stem still attached. Place the grape cluster in the basket.”

And so I did as instructed, from morning till night. By nightfall, my fingers were worn, blistered, and tired from all the picking and cutting. Just as I was about to drift into a much-needed deep sleep, Baba announced, “Sutra, mi izraditi vino.” (Tomorrow, we make wine). I couldn’t wait.

The next day, fingers still weary from a full day’s picking, we headed to the wine press facility. I was expecting to see a large building filled with huge presses and baskets of grapes from all the locals. So when we walked the first of our baskets of grapes to an old and partially caved-in stone house, I was perplexed.

“Baba, what are we doing here?” I asked.


“Stvaranje vino!” (Making wine!) Baba replied.

I followed her through the front door and into the dimly lit space. The entire building was about the size of my living room at home. The opening from the partially caved-in room provided our only light. Baba told me that this used to be her house when she was a girl. It was the house where she and her four siblings were born.

The room smelled of old, fermented wine. The walls were lined with big five-gallon barrels, and in the center was a huge wooden vat. Standing inside the room were six other old women from the town, one of whom was Baba’s older sister, Lucia. The other five women were various distant cousins and great-great aunts of mine. With all of them donned in black garb and babushkas, I almost couldn’t tell them apart. They stood amongst baskets of grapes and chatted in their native tongue.


“Dobar jutro,” (Good morning) I said as I entered the room. The women stopped talking and greeted Baba and me. Lucia broke the pleasantries.


“Brzo. Moramo hitnja,” (Quickly. We have to hurry.) Lucia said. Even though Lucia was ninety-five-years old, she had the spunk of a teenager. She pointed to the large vat in the center of the room and said to me, “Pljusak tvoj grožde ima.” (Pour your grapes in there.) I did as instructed.

I watched as Lucia removed her sandals, slightly lifted her black skirt, and stepped into a shallow pan of water. Satisfied that her feet were clean, she pulled the bottom of her skirt up to her waist and tucked the hem into her waistband, forming a sort of poofy mini-skirt. She then stepped into the vat of grapes.


Oh my! I thought to myself. THIS is how they make the wine?!


Stomp, Stomp, Stomp, Stomp, Stomp, Stomp . . . I couldn’t believe my eyes.

I watched Lucia bounce up and down, one foot at a time, as she squished the grapes with her bare feet. Even though her gray hair and wrinkled face confirmed her age, while she was stomping on those grapes, a radiant glow came over her face and she looked twenty years younger. Based on her heavy breathing, I knew it was hard work, but she obviously loved doing it.

After Lucia did her grape stomping time, the next woman in line repeated the process and so the rotation continued. When the sixth woman was completing her grape stomping time, Baba was still making trips back and forth with her baskets of grapes, refilling the vat as the  grape level diminished. According to my count, Lucia was next in line for another round of grape stomping, but instead of walking to the vat to do her appointed time, Lucia looked at me, smiled, and said, “Ti si sljedeći.” (You’re next.)

“What? . . . Me? . . . You’re kidding, right?”

Lucia laughed as she replied, “Nijedan. Ja sam ne šaleći se. Ti si sljedeći. Ući.” (No. I’m not kidding. You’re next. Get in.)

The other women agreed with Lucia and encouraged me to start stomping. I remained where I stood and just gave an awkward smile. I am NOT getting in there, I thought.

Just then one of the women bent down, grabbed my right foot, and started taking off my shoe and sock. The other women joined in and then escorted me to the water pan and up and into the vat of grapes.


Squish. My feet sunk in as if the grapes were quicksand. I had no choice. I started stomping. Oh yuck! I thought as I forced a grin on my face. To me, the grapes felt like slime squishing between my toes. Stomp. Ouch! Stomp. Gross!  Stomp. Ouch! Stomp. Gross!


By the end of my stomping time, my feet were red, scratched, cut, and juice-stained. I had grape seeds, grape pulp, and grape skin packed under my toenails and between my toes. Tiny splinters of grape stems were embedded everywhere in my feet. Even after rinsing my feet in clean water, they still looked stained and dirty, just like Baba’s. So that’s why her feet are permanently this color, I realized.

Even though everyone else present did many more rounds of stomping, I was excused from further duty.


“Njegovateljica stopalo,” (Tender feet.) Lucia said as she chuckled.

I agreed: “Njegovateljica stopalo.”


That evening, back at Baba’s house, we opened a bottle of the family’s wine from last year’s harvest. This one was bottled in an old Coca-Cola bottle. Little bits of grape flesh floated in the red liquid.

After such a hard day’s work, everyone drank more than the customary two fingers’ worth. And as I tasted this batch of wine, now with the knowledge of all the blood, sweat, and tears that go into making it (literally), I had a new appreciation for the wine itself, as well as the winemaking tradition I was now a part of.
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A Simple Fruit

All grapes start out green. Those used for white wines turn various shades of gold or pink, and red varieties turn red, purple, or black. There are over 8,000 varieties of grapes in the world but most are unsuitable for wine making.



In this Old-World culture, so far removed from the complexities of the modern life I was accustomed to, wine is not only a beverage to be enjoyed; it is also what nourishes the family unit, keeping people and generations together to share an age-old tradition.

Baba was right—wine is food: not for the body, but for the soul.

Dawn Josephson



So many wines. So little time.

So many wines. So little time.

Wine can be made from an array of grapes or just a single type. The climate of the region affects the taste of the grape, and the ripeness at harvest helps determine the dryness or sweetness of the wine. During vinification (winemaking), the winemaker oversees the picking and crushing of the grapes, as well as the temperature of the fermentation process. Different styles of wine require different fermentation and aging processes. For instance, red wine acquires its color through the grape skins left in with the juice, and storing wine in oak barrels imparts a vanilla and toast aroma.


Red wine is made from black grapes that are fermented with the skin and seeds (the “pips”). The skins stay in contact with the fermenting juice (the “must”) which results in the pigment, flavor, and other components that make the wine distinctive. Styles range from light and refreshing, to sweet and fortified, to silky and mellow.


White wine can be made from either white or black grapes, as all but a few grapes yield juice that is colorless. In the making of white wine, the unfermented must does not interact with the skins for any length of time. White wine styles vary from bone dry to golden sweet.


Champagne is produced through a unique process of adding a yeast and sugar solution to dry table wine after which the wine is sealed for secondary fermentation.


Rosé wine is produced from black grapes. The juice is separated from the skins when the desired degree of color is reached and allowed to continue fermenting.


Blush wine originated in California. The skins of the black grapes are left to briefly macerate (soak) with the must and produce a pinkish-blue, coppery-colored wine.


Semi-dry or sweet wines are always either white or rosé, rarely reds. The fermentation is stopped before all the sugar is metabolized by the yeast by warming the wine to room temperature and then super-chilling the must to 40˚F for several weeks.
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Muscat Got Your Tongue? 

Three grand essentials to happiness in this life are something to do, something to love, and something to hope for.

Jose Addison

 




Swirl, sniff, sip, and savor. Fine golden threads, known as “legs of the wine,” coated the sides of our crystal Riedel goblets. A bouquet of peach, citrus rind, flower blossoms, and papaya filled the air.

On this glorious spring day, my husband and I, still in the courting stage of our relationship, were out enjoying the romantic escape of winery touring along the beautiful wine regions of Oregon. Soft Celtic harp music drifted out of the car as we drove through the pillared gates and made our way up a long, steep hill toward the Willamette Valley Vineyards. A brilliant blue sky devoid of clouds hung overhead while warm rays of sunshine lit the plentiful rows of grapevines, making us feel we’d entered a mini-version of paradise.

Hand in hand we made our way inside the spacious winery, where hosts of people were on hand to talk wine and to pour mouthwatering samples of full-bodied Pinot Noir, oak-barreled Chardonnays, and a delightful tasting  Muscat. There is an art to wine tasting—one my husband and I have learned to appreciate—along with the hard work of the vintners, who for centuries, have created a variety of flavors that speak to the heart, mind, soul, and spirit of faithful wine drinkers.

After tasting a palate-friendly flight of white wines, we each ordered a glass of Frizzanté Semi-Sparkling Muscat and followed the winding staircase up to the tower room. The small rounded room was especially cozy and romantic. Gentle breezes wafted in through the open windows and ruffled my now-husband’s dark hair. I imagined the lopsided grin plastered on his face was the same one reflected from mine. We were in love and everything about the moment magnified our feelings.

With a clink of our glasses, we toasted to another day of being together. For almost two years we’d endured the pang of distance, traveling over four thousand miles to be with one another whenever we could. Every precious second that we shared counted. Wine touring had quickly become something we mutually enjoyed, whether along Niagara-on-the-Lake in Ontario, or deep within the Rogue Valley of Oregon.

I tilted the bowl-shaped glass to my lips and let the sweet, golden liquid slide down my throat. The crisp, light-bodied taste tingled in my mouth and quenched my thirst. Half a glass later the wine had loosened both our tongues, and we talked of trips to France, Italy, Spain, and Ireland, and how we longed to reside on property big enough to plant enough vines to make our own wine. Out the windows we gazed at the magnificent view of the  valley and all its rolling hills, trees, and rich farmland. Magic was in the air, and the romantic atmosphere intensified our emotions.

I rested my head on his shoulder and listened to his baritone voice as he spoke of dreams, wishes, and goals. Moments later we shared a kiss, and I tasted the musky, fresh grape flavor on his lips. As we parted briefly to catch our breath, tender waves of love washed over me. More than the wine was making me giddy, but it felt right. While I basked in the glow of our kiss, he tripped over words that I knew he’d meant to sound charming, but instead it came out in a garbled mess.
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Tradition

Mesopotamians were the first people to cultivate grapes and make wine as far back as 8000 BC. Grapes are the fruit of choice for making wine because of their high levels of sugar and their balance of acid and nutrients, which allows for natural fermentation with stable results.



Giggling, I asked, “Muscat got your tongue?” We laughed together, sinking into each other’s warmth, and finished our glass of wine. I don’t know how long we stayed up in the tower room, but it wasn’t nearly long enough.

My husband and I have accumulated many memories of our trips to the Willamette Valley Vineyards, but this day remains closest to my heart. It was the day all lingering doubts of my feelings were erased and I knew I’d found my match. Like a fine vintage wine, our love continues to blossom with age.

Nancy Jackson
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What Comes to Those Who Wait? 

What is the definition of a good wine?
It should start and end with a smile.



William Sokolin

 



 




How long does a divorce last? A few hours squirming in a quiet courtroom? A year of hammering out financial agreements and custody issues? Eleven years of wondering? Eleven years is not what I’d have guessed or chosen to stretch it out to, but that’s the way it happened. Try as I might to make the whole process faster, more painless, or a manifestation of great wisdom and discernment, eleven years is just the way it happened.

Nothing helps a decade pass better than a glass of wine in the evening. It gets dark, the neighborhood lights go off one by one, and I grow introspective. To uncork a bottle of something that has traveled a long way between a small green grape hanging on a spindly vine in the sun, to a dark, ruby-red elixir is nothing short of inspiring; amazing. That’s precisely what I needed every night of eleven years not knowing where my own journey would take me.

If you love wine, sooner or later you wonder what a really good, expensive bottle of wine tastes like. You know,  the kind of wine that has been waiting under a veil of dust in a cool, dark subterranean cellar for years, and is gently slid from the rack at just the right moment in time. The kind of wine that is uncorked and allowed to breathe before a trickle of the dark, red wine is poured into a glass. The kind of wine that smells of warm blackberries, cherries, and fresh-tilled soil.

I couldn’t afford a good bottle of wine, but I bought one anyway. I drove to the local wine store and parted with fifty dollars, listening to the assurance of the salesperson that the bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon would age beautifully and come to a rich fullness in time. He promised, “It will not disappoint.” It was a gift to myself and an incentive to be patient. There would come a day when I would either celebrate a coming back together with my wife, or mark the painful moving forward of a divorce. On that day, in the quiet of the evening, whenever it would come, I would pull the bottle from the dark shelf in my closet, and mark the time and occasion thoughtfully.

Eleven years passed very slowly. There was a new job, moving to a new state, two young children wondering what was going on, false starts at getting back together, tears, depression, hope, and divorce papers drafted and redrafted. A couple times a year, I would reach into the dark closet and give the bottle a gentle turn wondering when I would open it, and what it would taste like after such patient tending. The bottle probably didn’t need turning, but there was something reassuring to me about holding it in my hand and feeling its substance and the coolness of the glass.

Then the day finally came—the one to mark. It was not the joyous occasion of a healing marriage and reunion of the family that I’d hoped for, but it was a final divorce that brought closure and the freedom to live in ways I’d dared not before. I pulled down the long-held bottle of wine to mark the moment in life with friends, Glenn and Chris, who had cared for me without expectation over the years. We gathered for dinner around a meal prepared in a manner that I had come to admire Glenn and Chris for; a meal prepared with conversation and laughter, full of flavor and spice, offering something familiar and something new. And then there was the bottle of wine. They loved wine, too, and it was a fitting pleasure to share this moment with them, the three of us, around a meal.
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What’s in a Name?

A beverage can only be called “champagne” if it is made in the Champagne region of France from Champagne grapes. As early as the 17th century, the English and Spanish learned the fermentation process and added different sugars to white wine to create their own versions of sparkling white wines. Sparkling white wine, similar in texture to champagne, is made in different regions worldwide.



Glenn pulled the cork, slowly poured three glasses of the very deep red Cabernet, and passed us each a glass. We looked at each other and nodded, toasted by touching glasses across the table, and sipped knowing that life for me was different from this point on. There was a long, deep sip, and then—oh, my god—could it be any more awful? We puckered and winced and spit the bitter, vinegary wine back into our glasses. Eleven years had not been so kind to the wine I’d coddled and waited for.

We laughed so hard we cried and the humor of the moment perhaps gave my real tears cover. Another bottle of wine was brought out and uncorked. And later, another. There was so much to celebrate even though little was certain, and not much can be promised about life and wine. None of it was what I expected, but I can’t say I’d skip the waiting and wondering if I had the choice. When I sit in the dark now, and think about it, I know for certain that the life in between, and after, was well worth the fifty dollars and eleven years.

Rod G. Boriack


Where to Begin?
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Each week try a wine from a different country. Start with the varietals from Down Under, next do a little California dreaming, then head over to Europe to enjoy the fruits of Germany, France, and Italy.
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Try whites, reds, rosés; Zinfandels, Bordeaux, Syrahs, Champagnes, and Beaujolais. When you do find something you like, try offerings from many different wineries.

[image: 010]

Record your impressions of each wine. How did it smell when you uncorked it? Was it thick or thin when you swirled it around your glass? How did it smell once poured? What did you taste? Don’t worry about using sophisticated, flowery vocabulary—just make notes to yourself so you can remember what you liked or didn’t enjoy.
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Ask questions of everyone you come in contact with: retailers, bartenders and waiters. If they’re trained properly, they’ll be able to help you make a good selection.
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See if your local wine store or restaurant offers wine flights. This gives you the opportunity to sample a half-dozen or so wines without having to purchase a glass or a bottle.
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Attend wine tastings designed for people just beginning to learn about wine.
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