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What | learned about the mountain is that the mountain has always been
here. There are people who will tell you that God, the Big Bang, form and
emptiness, or the Mona Lisa’s smile were here first. They may be right.
They certainly believe that they are right. If they want to pass a law saying
that God, the Big Bang, form and emptiness, or the Mona Lisa’s smile were
here first, and that the mountain came along later, like some kind of splendid
afterthought, then | will recognize that law but | will not follow it. In my
world, the mountain is the place where existence came into existence.
When | am on the mountain, | am a free man.

The ancient Chinese believed that the mountain was a dragon, and that
all of life’s twists and turns could be explained by the dragon’s tendency
to roll over in his sleep, scratch the back of his head with the tip of his
tail, and return to his dreams. The ancient Greeks believed that priests,
seers, and virgins could enter the mountain through caves, and that the
waters and vapors that flowed through those caves were messages
spoken by the mountain itself. In Ireland, Japan, Nepal, and Tibet,
monks, scholars, priests, and holy men buried their wisdom
on the slopes of the mountain. The idea was to keep their
wisdom alive for future generations by protecting it from
the vulgarity of the present. To us, the whole idea of burying
wisdom in order to preserve it seems like a contradiction.

On the mountain, it makes perfect sense.

| came to the mountain late in life. As a child and

as a young man, | made the mistake of thinking that the

mountain was an allegory, a way of talking about the

Chateau Saint Martin de la Garrigue is located in the Languedoc region
of southern France, two hours southwest of Nimes, an hour southwest of
Montpellier, and a half hour northwest of the Mediterranean Sea. Romans
and Frenchmen have been planting vines, harvesting grapes, and making
wine in and around the current location of the chateau since 200 A.D.

Since his death in 397 A.p., Saint Martin (also known as Saint Martin of
Tours) has been one of the most popular saints in France. He is venerated
as the patron saint of equestrians, geese, innkeepers, winemakers,
reformed alcoholics, and drunks. The garrigue is described by Wikipedia
as “a type of low, soft-leaved scrubland found on limestone soils around
the Mediterranean Basin, generally near the seacoast....” People who spend
time in the Languedoc talk about the savage beauty of the garrigue and about
the way that beauty expresses itself through wine. Bronzinelle is a specific
vineyard at Chateau Saint Martin de la Garrigue. It is planted in Carignan
and Syrah grapes. The traditional cépage (or blend of grapes) at Chateau

Saint Martin de la Garrigue is 25% Carignan, 25% Grenache, 25%

Mourvedre, and 25% Syrah. In Bronzinelle (the wine), the

Carignan and the Syrah come exclusively from Bronzinelle
(the vineyard).

In the glass, the 2007 Chateau Saint Martin de la
Garrigue “Bronzinelle” is a moody, opaque crimson with
traces of scarlet at its edges. The bouquet is direct at first
but becomes complex and enchanting after you take your
first sip. On the palate, the 2007 Bronzinelle is a serious

accomplishment. It does not resort to cleverness or

aspects of life that defy description. When | heard elderly

people refer to the mountain as a holy place, | thought
they were being cryptic. It never occurred to me that the
mountain might be real.

It was only after | started making big mistakes—not

the ones that taught me lessons as much as the ones from 7 1%

which | never recovered—that the ridges and canyons e =
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and peaks of the mountain came into view. As | learned
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gimmicks in order to make its statement. The finish takes

you to a place of pleasure but that pleasure is outlined with

sorrow. You do not stop drinking this wine as much as you

take a step back and admire what it has done to you.

If you knew, somehow, that tonight was the night
" C RS when you would visit the mountain, and you wanted to

have a night picnic in one of the high meadows on the south

— side near the summit, the 2007 Chateau Saint Martin de la

to believe in what | was seeing, the desire to visit the
mountain and explore its terrain overwhelmed me, but

| was simultaneously overwhelmed by the fear of what
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being on the mountain might do to my day-to-day life.

What if the mountain was too beautiful? What if being
onthe mountain made me hate the rest of what | had come
to know as “my world”? What if my so-called world was the
allegory and the mountain was reality?

After years of hesitation, | came to the conclusion that
it was now or never. If | knew the mountain was real but
allowed my apprehensions to keep me from going to the
mountain, what did that say about my will to live? | decided
to stop wasting time. The mountain was real. My love of
beauty was real. It was time to go to the mountain.

Which brings us to The 2007 Chéteau Saint Martin de la

Garrigue “Bronzinelle.”
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Garrigue “Bronzinelle” would be a good wine to bring to

that picnic. Like the mountain itself, the 2007 Bronzinelle

manages to be a big deal without becoming a spectacle. On
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the mountain, things are neither as obvious nor as rational
as you might like them to be. Paths cross. Views converge
and diverge. Visibility is limited by fog, mist, and clouds.
Darkness falls. You can still see the terrain, but you see it from
a perspective that does not always make sense. Under these
circumstances, a wine with a developed sense of balance can

take you a long way. 9
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