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Peace and quiet are one thing. Silence is another. Everybody needs  
a little peace and quiet, but silence scares people. Being alone with 
the sound your brain makes when your ears have nothing else to hear 
is unsettling. It reminds you that the world inside of you is trying to 
tell you something, the same way the world outside of you is trying 
to tell you something. What are those worlds trying to tell you? Are 
there two different messages involved, or are they the same? And what 
about those two worlds? The world inside of you is definitely a part 
of you. It goes where you go. It lives where you live. But what about 
the world outside of you? Is it a part of you or are you a part of it?

These are the kinds of questions that priests, philosophers, 
and poets have been asking since the art of asking questions 
was invented. They are good questions because they lead 
the mind to a confluence of answers. As those answers 
emerge and evolve and contradict each other, a picture of 
life comes into view. That picture is not like a photograph 
or a realistic painting, where you can look at the image 
and recognize a face, a landscape, or the eyes of God. No. 
The picture of life is unclear. Any attempt to make sense 
of the picture—to impose the mind’s religion of logic on 
the ambiguity of chaos—is doomed to failure. 

The only way to look at a picture of life and 
understand it is to accept the fact that life is not your 
mother. Life does not want you to do well in school or 
marry the right guy. Life wants to confound you. Life 
wants you to struggle. Life wants to give you a run for 
your money, then it wants to pick your pocket and say, 
“You came into this world with nothing and you will leave 
the same way.” 

Human beings have come up with a number of 
innovative ways to deal with the nature of life. Among 
disciplined, religious people, meditation and prayer 
are popular. Among avaricious, competitive people, 
corporate life offers a lucrative alternative to a world that 
does not, as a rule, pay dividends. For men and women 
who believe in love, family life can become a sanctuary, 
a holy zone where they can console themselves with the 
memories of their ancestors and the aspirations of their 
descendants. For individuals with talent, the arts offer the 
mystery of interpretation and a chance for immortality. 
Unfortunately, all of these remedies are temporary. They 
can distract you from the symptoms but they cannot 
defeat the disease. Life has always been, and will always 
be, a parasite that outlives its hosts.

One of the things I like about food and wine is the 
way that food and wine do not pretend to be permanent. 
When you buy a red tomato, you do not take that tomato 
home and hang it on the wall. No. You slice it up and eat 
it. And when you go into your cellar and pick out a bottle 
of wine, you do not take that bottle of wine and put it 

on the altar in your meditation room and venerate it. No. You open 
the bottle, pour the wine, and drink until the bottle is empty. In other 
words, when it comes to food and wine, you surrender. You consume, in 
the same way that you will one day be consumed. I think this is why the 
practice of eating and drinking with friends and family is more satisfying 
than meditating, making money, making history, praying, or making art. 
At some basic, incorruptible level, when you eat and drink, you are doing 
to life what life does to you.

Which brings us to the 2007 Castello Banfi Centine Rosé.
The cepage of the 2007 Centine Rosé is 60% Sangiovese, 20%    

Cabernet Sauvignon, and 20% Merlot. The grapes are grown in 
the Mariani family vineyards at Castello Banfi in Montalcino, an 

hour south of Siena. If you go to castellobanfi.com, you will 
find pictures of the castello waiting for you. If you look at 
those pictures long enough, the urge to drive to the airport, 
catch a flight to Milan, rent a car, and drive to Tuscany will 
overwhelm you. 

In the glass, the 2007 Centine Rosé plays its cards 
close to the vest. At first the wine looks pink, but then that 
pink mutates into a transparent blend of ruby, garnet, and 
carnelian. By refusing to make a definitive statement, the 
color prepares you for what you are about to taste.

The bouquet is simultaneously careful and aggressive, 
the way a cat is careful and aggressive with a mouse. On the 
palate, the wine resolves itself into a simple pleasure. The 
flavor is as direct as the color and bouquet are indirect. The 
finish is long and honest and softly emphatic. It reminds you 
of why you drink wine.

You can buy the 2007 Castello Banfi Centine Rosé at 
Liquor Barn for $11 a bottle or $120 a case—proving, now 
and forever, that price has nothing to do with value. 

I recommend this wine for the same reason I 
recommend sitting around the dinner table with family and 
friends. Drinking the Centine Rosé is an antidote to all the 
tricks life plays on you.

As you drink this wine, and as you watch the other pairs 
of eyes in the room, take a moment and slip from the world 
outside of you into the world inside of you. The sound you 
hear inside that world is a gift. If you want to thank someone 
for that gift, thank yourself. The gesture will be appreciated. 
After you thank yourself for the gift, keep listening. Pay close 
attention. If you are lucky, you will hear the sound the earth 
makes as it turns, the sound blood makes as it flows through 
the heart of silence. D
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