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Ploutos, the Greek god of wealth, was the son of Demeter, the goddess of the 

harvest. In Attic Greek, Πλοῦτος, pronounced “PLOO-tuss,” means “wealth.” 

While the Greeks worshipped Demeter as the goddess of fertility and grain, 

she was also venerated as Thesmophoros, the lawgiver, and as the guardian 

of the cycle of life and death. In The Odyssey, Homer described Demeter as “the 

blonde-haired goddess who separates the wheat from the chaff.” 

Ploutos’ father was the demigod Iasion, the hero of the Samothracian 

mysteries. Iasion’s mother, Electra, was mortal but his father was Zeus, 

the king of the gods. After the wedding of Cadmus and Harmonia, which 

took place on the island of Samothrace, with all the gods from Mount 

Olympus in attendance, Demeter and Iasion wandered away from the 

celebrations. In a field that had been plowed three times, they enjoyed 

a private celebration. Some time later, Demeter gave birth to Ploutos.

On Greek vases and in marble statues, Ploutos appears as an infant 

in Demeter’s arms, gazing up at his mother’s face. In the Eleusinian 

Mysteries, Ploutos is the Divine Child. Aristophanes wrote that Ploutos 

was blinded by Zeus so that Ploutos would dispense gifts of wealth 

without prejudice. In Lucian’s satirical dialogue Timon, Ploutos 

described himself and his ancestry: “It is not Zeus who sends me, 

but Pluto, who has his own ways of conferring wealth and making 

presents. Pluto and Ploutos are not unconnected, you see.”

These days, we think of death and wealth as being 

mutually exclusive, but in the ancient world the conflation 

of Ploutos and Pluto made sense. From Pharaonic Egypt to 

Periclean Athens to the Roman Empire, wealthy people 

were buried with some if not all of their earthly possessions. 

A grave, or tomb, was like a trust fund established for future 

generations. If you ran out of your money, you exhumed 

your ancestors and spent their money.

When Jesus was born, the people of Bethlehem 

assumed that his parents were Mary and Joseph. After his 

death and resurrection, a new story was told. Mary was 

Jesus’ birth mother but Joseph was not his father. His father 

was Yahweh, worshipped by the Hebrews as the Lord of 

the Universe, which meant that Jesus was both mortal and 

divine. He could die and live forever.

Before he died, Jesus told his disciple Simon Peter 

that Peter was the rock on which Jesus would build his 

church. “And I will give unto thee the keys of the kingdom 

of heaven, and whatsoever thou shalt bind on earth shall 

be bound in heaven, and whatsoever thou shalt loose 

on earth shall be loosed in heaven.” (Matthew 16:19)

After the crucifixion, on Easter Sunday, Jesus rose from the 

dead as Jesus Christ, the Son of God. Peter traveled to Rome, 

where he became the first Pope of the Roman Catholic Church. 

Over the next thirteen centuries, the Church transformed 

itself from a persecuted minority into the wealthiest religion on  

earth. By 1300 A.D., the Church owned more art, gold, jewels,  

and property than the kings and queens of England, France, Italy, and Spain 

combined. All of the Church’s wealth—and the influence that came with it—

was at the disposal of the Pope, known to the clergy as the Bishop of Rome.

Pope Boniface VIII, the one-hundred-and-ninety-first Pope, died in 1303. 

Boniface’s successor, Benedict XI, died eight months later. In 1306, after

a year of deadlocked negotiations, the conclave of cardinals elected Raymond 

Bertrand de Goth, the Archbishop of Bordeaux, as Benedict XI’s successor. 

Following de Goth’s coronation—in Lyon, France—as Pope Clement V, the 

new Pope announced that he would not be relocating to Rome. Instead, 

he would remain in France, in the Rhone Valley, at a palace in Avignon.

Which brings us to the 2005 Vieux Télégraphe Châteauneuf-du-Pape 

“La Crau.”

In the glass, the 2005 Vieux Télégraphe is a deep scarlet. You can see  

into it but not through it. The bouquet is simultaneously raw and refined. It 

offers the promise of a journey that emerges from prehistory and disappears 

into the future. On the palate, the wine satisfies all kinds of aspirations, 

cravings, and impulses. If you like depth in your relationships, you 

and the person you love will feel right at home with this wine. The 

finish is what I imagine dying and going to heaven must be like. 

On one level, it’s all over. On another, the best is yet to come.

Between 1309 and 1378, seven Popes lived in the 

papal palace at Avignon. All seven were natives of France. 

Clement V’s successor, John XXII, referred to the vineyards 

in and around Avignon as Vin du Pape—“the Pope’s wine.” 

Over time, the same vineyards came to be known as 

Châteauneuf-du-Pape—“the Pope’s new castle.” To this 

day, each bottle of wine made from grapes grown in the 

Châteauneuf-du-Pape appellation is embossed with the 

Papal Seal: A pair of keys crossed below a bishop’s mitre. 

After the Council of Constance, in 1417, the office of the 

Pope returned to Rome. Last year, following the resignation 

of Benedict XVI, the conclave of cardinals elected Jorge 

Mario Bergoglio, the former Archbishop of Buenos Aires, 

as Pope. Cardinal Bergoglio took the name Francis I, in 

honor of Saint Francis of Assisi, the patron saint of animals, 

merchants, stowaways, and the city of San Francisco. 

This year, at the World Economic Forum, in Davos, 

Switzerland, when Pope Francis told the world’s wealthiest 

audience that “humanity is served by wealth but not ruled 

by it,” some of the billionaires in the audience took offense. 

Where did the Pope get the right to question the global 

sovereignty of wealth? In a world where more people 

worship money than God, does anyone have that right? 

I hope and pray that we do.
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