
Wine Club June 2021

A little memory of Olivier Lemasson

My daughter was born on March 18th in 2016. It was an exhilarating day. Nicole went into 
labor late at night on the 17th. We chilled around the apartment. She spent some time in 
the bath. I cleaned out a cabinet. Things went slowly. Nicole started to have doubts about 
the contractions. The sun came out and the earth was bursting to life. Jasmine was 
ostentatiously crowding out the air. Succulents were visibly growing. We took a walk and 
talked about our favorite Neil Young albums (Harvest is mine and she prefers Everybody 
Knows…). Then a huge storm came and the barometric pressure dropped. The 
contractions got intense and Nicole gave brith to Guadalupe Jo Taylor a few hours later. 
Now 5 years old, she is healthy, strong and really really smart. An incredible girl. 

But in that moment, I also experienced something else. An hour after Lupe’s birth we 
received news that Nicole had matched at UIC. We were moving to Chicago. Leaving the 
Bay. Leaving Ordinaire. Leaving all the people I loved. I really didn’t know how to cope with 
the emotions. I laid down on the bed and cried with joy and sorrow. 

So happened that Thierry Puzelat and Oliver Lemasson were pouring their wines at the 
shop that night. I walked down there, in a contemplative daze, and got behind the bar. 
There were like 500 people, all slamming and happy. I stepped out back to have a smoke 
and Olivier was there. He lit a cig for me. I told him how happy and sad I was. And I 
remember so clearly his response. “C’est compliqué.” It’s complicated. We smoked a 
cigarette together. We didn’t talk. But we were there together, and I felt a warmth and 
understanding deeper than words.

Olivier died on Tuesday. I’m having a hard time figuring out how to mourn him. His wines 
were some of the first that I sought out. Always playful, quenching and alive. While he could 
have charged more, he always stayed true to his principles and only asked for the bare 
minimum, hoping that it would translate to more people drinking real wine together. That 
democratic impulse is so hard to come by these days. It’s painful to think that his quirky 
bottles will not be on the shelf. The world of natural wine is a little dimmer today. 

Who knows what the outcome will be when a few friends gather around a bottle? What 
emotions will erupt? What ideas will sprout? What love will be born? These are things that 
cannot be commodified. These are things that cannot be reified. When we lose a human 
that has dedicated their life to bringing joy to others we must pause, remember and give 
thanks. 

I sat down yesterday to write about this month’s club wines. But when I heard that Olivier 
had passed, I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. 

The wines this month are good wines—exceptional wines. Wines made possible by people 
like Olivier, who labored in isolation when no one cared. Who farmed with a horse, and 
didn’t use chemicals, and let natural fermentation take his Gamay way off the radar just 
because that was the right thing to do. 

Rest in peace, Olivier. We will miss you. xo
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