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ONE BOTTLE: 

THE 2012 COMTE ABBATUCCI ROSÉ “CUVÉE FAUSTINE”
BY JOSHUA BAER.

ONE BOTTLE

“Attempt what is not certain. Certainty may or may not come later.

It may then be a valuable delusion.” Richard Diebenkorn, from Notes 

to Myself on Beginning a Painting. 

Richard Diebenkorn was born on April 22, 1922 in Portland, 

Oregon. He was an only child. When he was two, he and his parents 

moved to San Francisco. At the age of four, he was drawing all the time, 

usually on scrap paper.

In 1940, Diebenkorn entered Stanford University, where he met 

Victor Arnautoff, a professor and muralist who introduced Diebenkorn 

to the formal discipline of oil painting; Daniel Mendelowitz, who 

introduced him to the works of Edward Hopper; and Phyllis Gilman, 

his wife-to-be. In 1943, Phyllis and Richard were married, in Santa 

Barbara. Between 1943 and 1945, Diebenkorn served in the 

Marine Corps. The Diebenkorns’ daughter, Gretchen, was 

born in 1945. Their son, Christopher, was born in 1947. 

“I can never accomplish what I want—only what

I would have wanted had I thought of it beforehand.” 

Richard Diebenkorn.

Between 1945 and 1993, Diebenkorn’s oil 

paintings, drawings, cigar boxes, watercolors, etchings, 

and monotypes earned him the reputation as the 

most important California artist of his generation. His 

abstractions (including his Albuquerque, Berkeley, and 

Ocean Park paintings), along with his interiors, landscapes, 

portraits, and still lifes can be found in most of the 

world’s best museums and private collections. In 2012, 

at Christie’s in New York City, his Ocean Park #48 sold 

for $13,250,000, the auction record for a Diebenkorn. 

While critics, collectors, curators, and dealers often argue 

about what makes a Diebenkorn a Diebenkorn, no one 

disputes his status as a legendary artist. 

“Somehow don’t be bored—but if you must, use it 

in action. Use its destructive potential.” From Notes to 

Myself on Beginning a Painting.

One of the qualities associated with a Diebenkorn is 

the way it changes the way you see things. If you spend 

time with one of his works on paper, stand in front of an 

Ocean Park in a museum, or even spend an hour looking 

at reproductions of his etchings, your eyes will start to 

see the world through the prism of Diebenkorn’s eye.

His colors are contagious. His perspective is viral. His 

lines, the interruption of his lines, and the non-repeating, 

non-terminating geometry formed by the continuation 

of his lines colonize your eyesight. When you go outside, 

you see clouds, sidewalks, and trees the way Diebenkorn 

might have painted them. When you go back inside,

you see chairs, friends, walls, and windows as they might have appeared in his 

paintings. Seeing your world through someone else’s eyes changes everything.

It reminds you that the ambiguity of nature and the nature of ambiguity are 

never far apart. 

Which brings us to the 2012 Comte Abbatucci Rosé “Cuvée Faustine.”

In the glass, Abbatucci’s rosé is the color of the skin of a ripe peach. 

The bouquet wastes no time. It grabs your attention and refuses to give 

it back. On the palate, the wine is simultaneously aristocratic and crude.

Its flavors dodge identification the way genius defies categories. 

The finish is a slow surprise. It adds and keeps adding layers to itself, 

right up to the moment when it disappears.  

      Richard Diebenkorn died in Berkeley, California, on March 30, 1993.

In the May 23, 1993, issue of The New Yorker, Adam Gopnik wrote an 

article entitled “Diebenkorn Redux.” The article closes with a quote 

from Wayne Thiebaud, Diebenkorn’s close friend and colleague. 

“There’s a systematic skepticism inherent in his paintings—

they always seem complete but never finished… He loved the 

beautiful—that’s there, this earthiness—but it always involved 

a juxtaposition of opposites. He talked a lot about crudeness. 

Visiting his studio in Venice, where he made the Ocean Park 

series, was always lovely, but strange. It was a cinder-block house 

that he had built, with little pieces of landscape all around—

right angles of freeways and abutments, not at all pastoral. He 

took a long time looking before he started to work anywhere. 

He moved north again toward the end of his life, and his wife, 

Phyllis, wanted to plant flowers out front after they had been 

there for a month or two. Dick wouldn’t let her. He had just 

begun to grasp what was there, and he didn’t want to have to 

distill a new element, even a lovely one. Especially a lovely one. 

       “My visits to Dick’s studio were always pleasing. He’d keep 

the pictures around for a long while, and then, finally, after a long 

silence, he’d ask me about them. I was hesitant to say anything. 

He created a kind of envelope of hesitancy around him. Finally, 

I’d work up the nerve to criticize one section of a picture. He’d 

sigh, and say, ‘Yes, that’s just the part that bothers me.’ He 

always thought that painting was revision. There was a beautiful 

Indian miniature he kept in his studio, which I always admired. 

Once, when I was visiting him, I noticed that one tiny area in 

the miniature had suddenly changed, had been made green. 

I looked at Dick. ‘Yeah,’ he said—he was a little 

embarrassed. ‘I corrected it.’”

One Bottle is dedicated to the appreciation 

of good wines and good times, one bottle 

at a time. You can write to Joshua Baer at

jb@onebottle.com.


