
ORDINAIRE 
Domaine Bobinet Piak! Blanc 
Not so long ago, I thought I 
understood Cabernet Franc: a 
green and vegetal Loire valley red 
grape. Fast forward to a visit to the 
Loire Valley last January. What 
remains etched into my memory is 
the tuffeau buildings along the river—white grey limestone contrasting against 
abundant greenery. As it turns out, tuffeau serves not only as material for 
buildings and troglodyte caves, but also as a mythical terroir for Cabernet 
Franc, presumably a red wine, unless you are visiting Sebastien Bobinet and 
Emeline Calvez, the husband and wife team behind Domaine Bobinet. The 
domaine is situated in a small hamlet along the Loire just outside Saumur. Our 
small group arrived late in the evening to what felt like a family party. We were 
greeted with a mystery glass of something light, bright and potent. Everyone 
had their chance to guess what it could be but no one could reveal—a direct-
press Cab Franc, Piak! Blanc. It’s lively and fun and it shows Emeline’s interest 
in technique and stylistic choice. This wine is subtle as much as it is spectacle. 
- Ari (who works at our sister shop Diversey Wine) 

EXTRAORDINAIRE 
Cantina Giardino Gaia 
The new single vineyard wines from Giardino 
are in stock, and after getting over the shock 
of new labels (some love them, some hate 
them), I got down to drinking the wines and I 
must say they are my favorite release since 
2016. The core family of macerated whites—
Sophia, Paski, T’ara ra’ and Gaia—are lodged 
in my head as the benchmark for old-
fashioned orange wine. These days, most 
orange wines contain a hefty dollop of 
aromatic grapes (usually muscat), which 
produces dazzling in-your-face floral 
qualities; but the Giardino folks produce 
wines more at home in the world vegetables, 
conjuring up flavors of artichoke, cardoon, cucumber skin and oolong. These 
wines can be intellectually demanding, but when they are on, their cerebral 
qualities are softened by golden fruit and exotic spice. Gaia, made from 
ancient Fiano vines, is waxy and honeyed, with 
orchard fruit seasoned by a dusting of 
sandalwood. Take your time with it.  
- Bradford

Sonshine Hasta La Vista 
L isanne van Son was born in the 
Netherlands, then worked in the restaurant 
industry in Belgium, then jumped ship, 
studied winemaking in the Loire, and in 
2016 started making a tiny amount of 
négoce wine from both the Loire and 
Alsace. We are just getting to know the 
wines here at the shop, but so far they are 
lovely, well-priced and energetic table 
wines that quench our thirst and delight our 
senses. Hasta La Vista is a blend of Riesling, 
Pinot Gris and Pinot Blanc from Domaine Luc Faller in Alsace, where they have 
farmed biodynamically for almost 2 decades. It’s bottled with a bit of sugar 
and then allowed to ferment completely dry, and is released without 
disgorgement—in other words, this is a true pet nat! A rarity these days. 
Splendid aperitif or picnic wine. - Bradford

Julien Peyras Séraphin 
I’ve never tried this wine but Quentin says: 
“Très bon. Like a meeting of Duchêne and 
Prüfer on the edge of something steep.” I 
take this to mean that this wine is 100% 
Grenache, harvested quite ripe, such that the 
grape is able to express its deep plum and 
spice characters (Dûchene) but deftly 
fermented whole cluster in large tanks, 
which gives it a a soft, quaffable juicy 
disposition (Prüfer). The poetic reference to a cliff is anyone’s guess—there is 
probably something slightly inscrutable about the wine itself, which I 
encourage you to think about poetically as well. We are happy to have Julien’s 
wines back in stock after a long hiatus. They are sun kissed and energetic, 
perfect for your summer table. - Bradford
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Misc.
No one who has never eaten a food to excess has ever really experienced it, 
or fully exposed himself to it. Unless you do this, you at best enjoy it, but 
never come to lust after it, or make the acquaintance of that diversion from 
the straight and narrow road of the appetite which leads to the primeval forest 
of greed. For in gluttony two things coincide: the boundlessness of desire and 
the uniformity of the food that sates it. Gourmandizing means above all else to 
devour one thing to the last crumb. There is no doubt that it enters 
more deeply into what you eat than mere enjoyment. For example, when you 
bite into mortadella as if it were bread, or bury your face in a melon as if it 
were a pillow, or gorge yourself on caviar out of crackling paper, or, when 
confronted with the sight of a round Edam cheese, find that the existence of 
every other food simply vanishes from your mind. How did I first learn 
all this? It happened just before I had to make a very difficult 
decision. A letter had to be posted or torn up. I had carried it around in my 
pocket for two days, but had not given it a thought for some hours. I then took 
the noisy narrow-gauge railway up to Secondigliano through the sun-parched 
landscape. The village lay in still solemnity in the weekday peace and quiet. 
The only traces of the excitement of the previous Sunday were the poles on 
which Catherine wheels and rockets had been ignited. Now they stood there 
bare. Some of them still displayed a sign halfway up with the figure of a saint 
from Naples or an animal. Women sat in the open barns husking corn. I was 
walking along in a daze, when I noticed a cart with figs standing in the shade. 
It was sheer idleness that made me go up to them, sheer extravagance that I 
bought half a pound for a few soldi. The woman gave me a generous 
measure. But when the black, blue, bright green, violet, and brown fruit lay in 
the bowl of the scales, it turned out that she had no paper to wrap them in. 
The housewives of Secondigliano bring their baskets with them, and she was 
unprepared for globetrotters. For my part, I was ashamed to abandon the fruit.

So I left her with figs stuffed in my trouser pockets and in my jacket, figs 
in both of my outstretched hands, and figs in my mouth. I couldn’t stop eating 
them and was forced to get rid of the mass of plump fruits as quickly as 
possible. But that could not be described as eating; it was more like a bath, so 
powerful was the smell of resin that penetrated all my belongings, clung to my 
hands and impregnated the air through which I carried my burden. And then, 
after satiety and revulsion – the final bends in the path – had been 
surmounted, came the ultimate mountain peak of taste. A vista over an 
unsuspected landscape fo the palate spread out before my eyes – an insipid, 
undifferentiated, greenish flood of greed that could distinguish nothing but the 
stringy, fibrous waves of the flesh of the open fruit, the utter transformation of 
enjoyment into habit, of habit into vice. A hatred of those figs welled up 
inside me; I was desperate to finish them, to liberate myself, to rid myself of 
all this overripe, bursting fruit. I ate to destroy it. Biting had rediscovered its 
most ancient purpose. When I pulled the last fig from the depths of my pocket, 
the letter was stuck to it. Its fate was sealed; it, too, had to succumb to the 
great purification. I took it and tore it into a thousand pieces. 

Walter Benjamin, Fresh Figs


