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Taking ROOT

The grandson of one of Italy's most lauded winemakers
strikes out on his own—and winds up halfway around the
world. DANIELLE PERGAMENT reports from Argentina.
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I The Patagonia region of southern Angentina, home

o ten or o vindyands, 15 a new wine frontier.

“THERE WERE SAINTS, POPES, BISHOPS,
AND QUITE A FEW MAYORS,” PIERO SAYS,
SO CASUAL ABOUT HIS LINEAGE, WHICH
GOES BACK A THOUSAND YEARS.

my teet on the small white thowers that grow
between the vines so | don't sink. Agam,
whiz. . pop, pop. 1 glance around. confused
Mario points to a kid, maybe 14 years old,
situng on a rickety wooden stand 20 feet
above the ground—a slingshot in his hand
and a wide grin on Ius tace. “That's Man-
ano,” he tells me, “There 15 a big problem
with birds here. They have eaten half cthe
grapes 1 some parts.” | watch as the boy
LIS Ol his ~!m;.,-~hnt like it's beet _Il'rk‘_-'-
“We have tried ners,” Plero savs, “but this
method works the best” In the high desert
region of southern Argentina, its not pes
ricides, hatlstorms, or swarms of locuses
that threaten the vines; it's the pigeons.
For now at least, the first line of defense is
a bowv named Marano armed with a home-

made slingshot and a bucket of :_1r.u-.'|

IERQ INCISA DELLA ROCCHETTA
s comme o the Southern Henn-
sphere 1o make not routine red
table wine but as he describes e,
one of the best Pount Noirs on carth, Pieros
goul sounds a lor less lofry when you con
sider that he hails from one of lalvs leg
ciidary winemakmg tamalies, His paternal

¥ grandiather, in Bolgheri, taly, 1930

popes, bashops, and quite a few may-

ors,” Piero savs, so casual about his
lmeage, which goes back a thousand

vears, His great-great-grandtather,

Moses Tayvlor, was the president of
Ciry Bank in New York and a rl
road magnate who helped the
Lincoln adomimistration finance
the Cial War, Further back, his
ancestors descended from one
of the Roman Empires larg
est landowners: Mario Incisa
grandfather, Mario, created Sas della Rocchetta’s first home
sicma wine i luscany i the later became Boome’s house
carly torties and s regarded as ot parliament. “lts hard to
both the torefather of lelan keep rack of how we all fig
wine and one of the top mak- together 1 my famaly)” says

ers i the world. In addinon o Piero, who out of habie re-

being ranked Ao the en FITEL s B o R ters to anvone mhis fanly

best wines of the 20th century, 15 cousin. Massimo Ferra

Sassicata has been ewarded che Lranna, presdent of Salvarore

CHACRA

2004 PIROT HOIR Ferragamo UbA, 1» one of

highest honor by the Taaban
Sommelier Associaton these cousins (by marrage),
[he Incisa della Roccherra

fanuly tree s '-l1|:|L'|.||'||:I.:_' Wbkl
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o the Antnon vinevards, Piero

F Y =lecnimny g Fi . P
would expect o find i a dusey himselt bears the title of

leather-bound book with marchese, thougeh he'd rather

gilded pages. " There wene sunts, not dwell on tha

"Bodega Chacra 2004 is what | would call a well-kmt wine, which 15 a wine-geek way

of saying that it has all its elements in nice proportions—-not too much wood or tan-
nin, great color, backbone, and proper structure, It is also very velvety and has a
lang linish. The overarching word is luscious. It heads toward the darker edge of the
Pinot Mair flavor spectrum—darker berries as opposed to a bright cherry kind of fruit.
The perfumy quality of Finot Nair isn't there because of its youth and the fact that
it's exceptionally concentrated, It's obviously a powerful wine from very old vines.”
DAVID LYNCH, WINE DIRECTOR OF HNEW YORK'S BABBD AND COAUTHOR OF VIND ITALIAND
e e ———— e S T T T




Bodega Chacra's oddest Pinol Molr vines, planted in the

*30s, and Mario Inclisa with ks nephew Micobd in 1982
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Froar e meratons, :||;'1r|11|.'r\ 0l r|Lr; |1||.|'~.|. One of the world s fmest olive olls Laiso 1Y COLMNs WINe ab thne f1nner ’.IHL‘ and

della Rocchetta family have been good  bearing the Sassicaia name). The strongest ask us whar we thoughe”

stewands of the land=—and m the busines of eeTie, of course. 15 the one for winemak Odn farst LITPression Piero doesn't fit
beaury and refinement. They have raised  ing. 1 have been around wine my whole  the mmage ot Itaban winemaking rovaley
Despite his slight trame, he’s more like a

[Ihl.'t.l.ll MU LI N e e rl'll...l\‘ 1|.:rL I!"“'l..'.ll"l.‘l.

wiroughbreds in Bolghers, lTealy, tounde e, Piero explans. “When | was six vears
[l libyred Hole [ealy, fed  hte. P Wl | oA

a bard sanctuary in Tuscany, and created old, my grandtather would give me and



tattered cargo pants dusty from davs of wear,
a oo of a bumblehee needled mto the
top of his night toot, A stning of Buddha
beads hangs loosely around his neck. "My
mother was so happy when she thoughe |
WIS Wearing a rosary, he savs

Today Piero is in charge of markenng for
the Sassicaia wines. In the United States he
is the face of the company and the family
ambassador, Bur betore now he never had
his own wine. Three vears ago Piero fol-
lowed another cowsin, Noemi Cinzano—as
in the Vermouth and umbrella company
to the o Negro, in Angentina, not sure what
he would find. A few other Europeans are
making wine in South Amenica, among them
Antonio Termt in Argentina and Michel Rool-
land in Chule. Yer there are only about ten
working wineries on the Argenonean side
of Patagonia, the best known being Canale,
which has produced the wine of record here
fiog generations (some other vinevards sup-
phy just enough wine for the fanuly that makes
it and their neighbor) “Hans Vinding-Thers
[Noemi's boviriend| had given me the Ca

nale Pmot Noir and for weeks 1 couldn't get

S e T W

Piero crushing a4 batch of Pinat Moir, and some of the

grapes used in Bodega Chacra's first vintage

it out of my head.” says Piero, pinching his
firggers together as only an Itaban can with
out lookmg slly, “1 wanted to know if su-
perb Pinot could come from Patagoni, not
only from Burgundy or Oregon, 1 had o

come here and see what was going on.”

What was going on, it urned out, was
winemaking condinons as ideal as any Piero
had ever known "“When 1 saw the vineyard,
[ couildn® believe it he savs, "The vines
were planted seventy vears ago, so they were

thick and pure, not gratted with other vines.”
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Piero's hometown of Bolgheri, italy, £
above left: a Bodega Chacra vine.

vinevand 1 the next vear. "1l be spending
maore and more e doswn lere, e savs
I can’t hive wath Moen Flans for I
Alsor 101 the pnext vear, Bodeea Lohacra we

prochuce a second Pimor MNoer, Prero thps
i I !
through a notebook—part jourmal, part bus
; ’
ness plan—and shows me the tastndiows,
dinest mamacal notanons mckme the e,
oroawvel. and flavor of the erapes, s the
Swiss boarding school inome, | suppose,
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e leads me throwusth Mowerm s cellar,

— # [ where s Pimor INoar will e bottled tor the
‘2" ~ L ; _ first time later wodav. “A cellar 15 very zen,”
e £ . 7 : y e he savs, It 15 completely quiet, like walk
Marlo Incisa in the 1940s in front of his Wth-century Ly I : AR L S A |
casale; behind him, his children Orietta and Enrico, right. = " il ing into a church. Fhs hair has hghtene:

fromm the sun and tant white creases bBave
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Refore sellinge the land to Piero, the previous  of Bodera Noemia, the Malbee they started  formed around his eves trom squinting.
WHNCT Wilks Preparinge L rase ir o banld an i WM '-.'.|".'|| Prero arrived, sibcase 1 bow, He could have been arlitied from a desert
{ a5 prepanng - |
aorchard. “He asked me “Why would vou Flans knows evervehing about wine n islanid ImOIne s aeo wCepD for s crisg
L -5 I 1 H I " ! " P B " W i 51 ¥ - - ¥
want to make wine? because he'd onlv sold  Patagonia, and Noemi was in the process  white shire with a red monogram at the
erapes o wineries, Prero recalls. =l think of buldhing a winery, Prero explang It was wast, the only visible vestige of ltalian
- - - ™ Y - i .1 - i - - I- - I
he was a bat |‘u.*.=|:-.1 And he thoughe [ was  the perfect seting to iy my Panoe INstOCEICY. As my our begins, Hero han
i,:l|l, |;',|I_-” |"||.'|-_- F-I'.Iq_l'|_|x-:-.,| HY acres _1_' |||. "'..'ll'l.'ll'tl:': |'!'."|'-_ SLALL |'I'-_'|.! Deliewe fhat CHIE WILIEEWET |" Is felern ThEE IO As K TOLEEN
which are vines) and named lis vineyvard  joie de vivre and a resounding passion tor - he were blind and could sense only through
Bodega Chacra, using the Spamishh word  outstanding wing ar all thar is needed o touch; he squats to feel th damp gravel,
= . -
! [ ; i | loes of wake grear Panot M But savey s tvelved  runming his ingers over the barrels o show
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land surrounded by wll, dghdy packed poplar — as well, even if he is shy about deplaving  that they're not dirty, they only look tha

treess that protect whatever grows within from it Has plans are not as spontancous as the waw, CNInefv-mne percent WITIETIES L5g
the whipping desert wind. (From the air, Pat bohemian demeanor would suggeest. Prero,  a destermming machine to pull off the prapes,
aronia charas resemble hundreds of tenmis who lives “on a plane berween New York he explans. “We destem by hand—not one
courts covered in green fuze.) Noemi and  Tualy, Los Angeles, and Patagoma,” intends to - stem, not one leat, not one bad grape gets

Hans were working on their thurd vintage  bwld a houwse and winery adjacent to s through [ts me and thirty Argentinean
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women gomg through, grape by grape, Its
like caviar. You have 1o be verv carcful, Peo-
ple have said to me, Don’t worry, you will
make money: then vou can buy a destenumer,
and | think, Well, vou just don't get "
Like a pamter who has been given a box
of cravons, Piero just shakes his head ar all
the fools out there.

We stop at the six Bodega Chacra bar-
rels and Pollo, the cellar maseer, climbs a
ladder to the top barrel, inserts a small rub-
ber hose, fills a glass, and hands n w Prero,
who then hands it 1o me. Only tour people

bounce berween English, ltalian, French, and
Spanish—to them 15 as simple as fhpping
thr-mlgh A Maganne. [Appurcm]y lealian is
safest when theres an American reporter
in the room.) “This 15 what we do here,”
savs Hans, by which he means cating steak
and talking wine. He smules nuschievously
at his good tortune. Prero, chopping herbs
tor the salad, has shpped into another com-
tortable role: the philosopher. *The more
vou keep 1t simple, the easier i is o live,”
he tells me. " That s what my grandfacher
taught me about wine, Ies hiberanng when

"WE DESTEM BY HAND-NOT ONE STEM, NOT ONE
LEAF, NOT ONE BAD GRAPE GETS THROUGH,"”
SAYS PIERO. “IT'S ME AND THIRTY ARGENTINEAN

WOMEN GOING THROUGH,

have tried the wine so far: Piero, Hans,
Pollo, and Pieros uncle at Sassicana. [ am
about to become the fifth. Piero and Pollo
try to look relaxed as | take a sip. Then
another. It tastes rich and velvery, almost
creamy—not hke the hght wine U've al-
wave associated with Pinot Nowr.

*It's extremely elegant and luscions,” says
avid I.1.'|1r]1., wine director ar Babbo res-
taurant i New York and coauthor of o
fealiarre (Feandom House), As the axth per-
won ever 1o drink Chacra (see " The Verdict
Is ln...." ). he 15 now one of Pieros cham-
pions. “When vou're making wine on
such a small, handerafted scale as Prero 1s,
there 15 no question its gomg to be a fine
one. His 15 the kind of pursuit that has noth-
mg to do with monev—it is about domg
somethmg beavtitul and right”

That evening there i cause for celebranon:
Piero and Hans bave finalized the blend thar
will be known globally as Bodega Chacra.
Owver the next few months, 1,650 boees
will be shipped to Argentina, Brazil, and
the Umted States and wall sell for around
1200 cach. (The States are slated o ger
fM1 bowles, available through wwwbodeg
chacracom.) In the open ranch-svle liv-
ing room of Noemis house, the air smells
the way it does every might, of marinating
steak, sizzling garlic, and the lingering
scent of Deet. Prero s standing ar the
stove and Hans has lined up three boreles
of Argentinean wine tor us to try, When
Piero, Hans, and Noenn ger wogether, they
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GRAPE BY GRAPE."
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that things are in nature’s hands.”

I ask him if creanng Bodega Chacra has
roused more memories of s grandfather
than wsual. *l ger goose bumps when |
talk about him,” Piero savs, rubbang has fore-
arms. “Ies like he's around here. He was
the most curious person 've ever known,
totally seli-educated. He was a genius and
a bon vivant, and Sassicaia came out of his
viston. Would he have been proud of me?
I don't know. Buc | will say this: If he were
around o see mv wine, | think he would
hl.' t'xt]'ll.'l'l'lli.'l}'. . | l['l."ﬂ"'l“.'d.“

Winemakers, more than most people, tend
o draw metaphors trom their work—FPinot
is the holy gral of wine, Cabernet 15 an
SUV—ind Piero s no excepnon. “Wine is
psually like the winemaker. If vou meet a
big guy who drives 1 Hummer and chews
on his cigar, chances are he'’s 1I1.1H[:|g a |.'I-i.|5*|
wine,” he savs. "T'm a httle guy. 1 like 1o
think that my wine 15 more elegant.”’ Piero
considers his pertect parcel of lind and, for
l'h:,' FTREREILCTHE, SIS '\II!'I.I.III..'I.HE,"[}'I.IH[":' h'l.ll'l.ll"‘!ﬂ.'d
and clated by the Tl-vear-old vines. His 1
the view from a vinevard in the nuddle
of the desert at the bottom of the world.
“I've been around vinevards my whole
life, but in 2 way. this one 15 my first.” He
hands me two fragile, tssue-thin leaves
he keeps presed between the pages of his
journal. “They’re from my first harvest.”
Fle looks at me apologencally. “T'm lealan.
We're dramatic. Don't vou know?” »



