
A long time ago, when I was still a Californian, I met a girl who liked to fall asleep
with her head in my lap. There was nothing romantic or sexual about her head being
in my lap. In those days, people sat on the floor more than we sat in chairs, so it was
easier for a beautiful, tired girl to lay her head in a man’s lap than it is today. 

This girl was in the habit of going to bed early. The summer before we met,
she’d hiked the Muir Trail through the Sierras with her younger brother, four of their
friends, and a pack mule named Poncho. Her group liked to start hiking at five each
morning, so they were exhausted by the end of each day and fell asleep right after
sunset. The girl barely knew me, but she knew I liked her too much to disturb her
while she slept. Right or wrong, she thought my lap was a safe place to fall asleep.
And, right or wrong, I was honored to have the lap where this girl’s consciousness
ended and her dreams began.

She had smooth, deeply tanned, Mediterranean skin, green eyes with pale
copper flecks, long, sun-streaked brown hair that looked like it had never been
cut, and a sweet, disarming face made that much more sweet by the fact that
her eyes were almost crossed. She didn’t look like a disturbed person with
crossed eyes as much as a girl who had either just stopped crying or might
be about to burst into tears. Friends of mine thought she looked Indian. I
never saw that, but the combination of the deep tan, the untamed hair,
and the fragile eyes made her exotic, especially in contrast to all of the
blonde, blue-eyed, pink-cheeked, relentlessly perky cheerleader types
known in those days as California girls.

Thirty seconds after laying her head in my lap, the girl’s eyelids
would flutter, a crooked smile would cross her lips, and she’d start
dreaming. At that point, I’d always wait another few minutes, espe-
cially if there were other people in the room, which there always
seemed to be. I never started our conversations until I was sure she
was fast asleep.

Usually I’d start by saying the girl’s name. Sometimes I’d say
her name as a question. Other times I’d say it as a statement. Her
initial response to hearing her name was a grimace. Then the
crooked smile would return, she’d sigh, and I’d know she was ready.
I’d ask her where she was. Her eyelids would twitch. She’d touch
one of her cheeks with the side of her hand. Then she’d run her
long, delicate fingers through her hair, separating its body into 
thinner and thinner strands and fanning them out over my legs and
knees. “A field,” she’d say. “The field with all the lupine.”

“Where’s Poncho?” I’d say, just above a whisper.
“At the edge,” she’d reply. “He was eating grass but he 

wandered off. I was supposed to hobble him. Poncho could fall. 
I have to go now. I have to get him. It’s my fault.”

“Is Poncho at the edge of the cliff?”
“White granite,” she’d say. “So bright. There’re too many people

waiting below the cliff. They’re mean. So noisy and so mean. They’re
waiting for him to fall. They want to watch. I have to help him.”

“How will you help him?” 
“Poncho needs my help,” she’d say. “It doesn’t matter how I

help him. He carries everything for us. He has a straw hat with holes
cut out for his ears. His ears are always really warm. I have to go and
help him.”

Sometimes we’d stop there. Other times, the girl would
become agitated and cry. Or she’d wake up shaking. Each time that
happened I’d remind her that Poncho was back in Carmel, alive and
well in the stable where he lived when he wasn’t on pack trips in the

Sierras. At that point, the girl would say she had to call her friends in Carmel
to make sure Poncho was alive. Then she’d turn over onto her stomach,
reposition her head in my lap, sigh, and fall back to sleep. 

It was a parlor trick. I did it to impress people, which is always a bad 
reason to do anything. I also did it to get my mind close to hers, and the 
time came, as it always does, when our minds got too close. But I also had the 
conversations with her because she was a natural performer, and I knew it
pleased her that people paid attention to her as she slept. We spend our lives 
trying to make impressions on each other with our consciousness. This girl was
smart, and she said amazing things while she was awake, but it was the things she
said while she was dreaming that made her impossible to forget.

Which brings us to the 1989 Domaine Maume Mazis-Chambertin.
Domaine Maume is one of the quiet stars of Burgundy. The domaine is

in the village of Gevrey-Chambertin. There is no village in Burgundy as 
quintessentially Burgundian as Gevrey-Chambertin. However, quintessential
is one thing and typical is another. It’s the nature of Burgundy that there’s
no such thing as a typical red Burgundy. The Pinot Noir grape is too 
fickle, too impressionable, too susceptible to human influences to 
produce wine that can be characterized as typical. People who love red
Burgundies love them because red Burgundies defy definition. If you
drink a red Burgundy and can put your finger on what you like about
the wine, chances are it’s not a great Burgundy. Bordeauxs make
statements. Burgundies suggest. That’s why the best red
Burgundies tend to leave you at a loss for words.

In the glass, the color is ruby infused with purple. The 
bouquet is impossibly rich. You can spend an hour inhaling
Maume’s 1989 Mazis. As lovely as this wine is to drink, you
take each sip with a measure of regret because each sip takes
you closer to the bottom of the bottle and, once the wine is
gone, there’s nothing left to inhale. The only thing equal to the
intangible, lingering impact of this wine’s bouquet is the smell
of the back of a woman’s neck.

I read on Maume’s web site that mazis are “small houses
devoted to rest.” Our idiomatic translation might be “cabins.”
That’s appropriate, because the best place to drink Maume’s
1989 Mazis-Chambertin would be on the porch of a small
cabin, maybe with a bowl of stew and some toast dipped in
olive oil. This is an erogenous, intimate wine, ideal for two
people, less so for three or more. If you find a bottle, set it
aside for someone whose heart trusts your heart. And, if that
person happens to fall asleep with her head in your lap, protect
her from her anxieties, real or imagined. If her dreams speak
to you, by all means, talk back, but don’t play games with what
she says to you or with what you say to her. Lead the conver-
sation to a place where her dreams become hopeful, and
where her fears are laid to rest. v

One Bottle is dedicated to the appreciation of good wine and good times, one bot-
tle at a time. The name One Bottle, and the contents of this column, are © 2003 by
onebottle.com. If you need help finding a wine or building a cellar, write to Joshua
Baer at jb@onebottle.com.
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