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My daughter, Beatrice, brought home her avatar the other night. I guess it’s inevitable. I mean, you want a normal
life for your children, you want them to grow up and be secure, independent people who make their own choices,
choices that are different from the choices you might make in the same position. You want them to be themselves
and you know that means that they’re going to have people in their lives that you might prefer they didn’t, and that
you better accept those people into your own life if you want to foster a strong relationship with them — now adults,
probably with tattoos and maybe even with boyfriends named Todd who have frosted tips and listen to Def Leppard
because the Eighties are hilarious — but it’s a little different when the rubber meets the road and you're standing in
your kitchen, cooking dinner for a robot.

“She’s not a robot, dad,” Beatrice said.

“Does she not run on electricity?” I said. “Does she not have replaceable parts? And don’t talk with your
mouth full.”

“Why don’t you ask her?” Beatrice said.

“Do you run on electricity?” I said.

“Call her by her name,” Bea said. “She likes when you use her name.”

“Fine,” I said. “Judy, do you run on electricity?”

“Technically, the answer to your question is yes,” Judy said. “But I like to think I run on hutzpah and Jack
Harlow, the same as any girl worth her salt.”

“Um, OK,” I said. “Do me a favor and set the table, Bea.”

“Judy,” Bea said. “Please set the table.”

“You got it, bud,” Judy said.

I watched her get up from her stool at the kitchen island and go over to the pantry for plates.

“I can’t understand why you can’t just set the table yourself,” I said. “If Judy does the things you do, what are
you going to do?”

“You don’t have employees?” Beatrice said.

“Never mind,” I said. “tell her to get the blue pasta plates.”

“Use the blue pasta plates, please, Judy,” Bea called. “You can speak directly to her, dad.”

“Ay ay, captain!” Judy called from the pantry.

“Where does she get this crap?” I said.

“She came preloaded with one hundred and sixty-five thousand colloquialisms for every occasion,” Beatrice
said.

“I think the can-do attitude is turned up a little high,” I said. “

“That’s adjustable,” Bea said. “I generally tune her mood to offset the personalities of the people we're with.”

We sat down to dinner. I had made pappardelle with rabbit stew. I've been telling Bea it’s chicken since
she was a little kid. I dont know if she ever believed me. I don’t know why we’re supposed to like rabbits. Small

and fuzzy does not equal cute, in my book. Well, of course it does. But I'm philosophically opposed to the idea of
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limiting what I eat based on cuteness. I could probably explain how I got this way by telling you stories about my
childhood, but then I'd have to think about my childhood, and that’s like thinking about the rabbit in the stew —
I’'m better off not doing it.

Everybody else was chatting away, eating the pasta and stew and drinking the wine. I like cooking for people,
[ like to see their faces when they take a bite of something delicious I've made or sip from a glass of wine fermented
from the grapes I've grown, but it irked me to see this robot — fine, I'll call her Judy — stuffing her neoprene face on
my rabbit stew.

“Why can't she just fill up on bread?” I said. “Or I have some sawdust outside from building the bookshelf in
your room. Why don’t we just feed her that?”

“Im sorry about my dad, Judy,” Beatrice said. “He lives in the past, where human males thought they were
better than everyone else.”

“It’s cool,” Judy said. “I ain’t tripping on you, OG.”

“What did you call me?” I said.

I’'m not a tolerant person. That’s why I live in California — 'm here to balance things out. But let me
explain something on behalf of grumpy people: we didn’t ask to be this way. We'd like to smile every now and then.
Laughing looks like fun. I'm not dying to compliment ugly babies or feign interest in astrology, but I wouldn’t mind
being able to taste somebody’s half-assed Gewurztraminer or listen to Joni Mitchell without threatening violence.
But it’s not up to me.

I ended up talking to myself and doing dishes. That’s my role. 'm a scullery maid, a lousy mechanic, a
carpenter without the patience required for decent finish work. It’s not that I like doing things. I'd rather be solving
the world’s problems by sitting on my ass, the same as everybody else, but when you've got my personality, you
either make yourself useful or get left in the snow to die.

By the time I finished cleaning up, everybody else was downstairs having meaningful conversations and
looking at pictures of themselves on vacations I paid for. I took the opportunity to go out on the porch and smoke a
cigarette and drink a little gin on the rocks without one of the schoolmarms I live with showing me a PowerPoint on
pulmonary thrombosis. I saw a red light flashing in the corner of my eye and looked over and there was Judy, sitting
in a chair with her eyes closed and her chin resting on her chest. There was a red light behind her ear and a power
cord running from her waist to an outlet just inside the porch slider.

“Great,” I said, “I can’t even enjoy my own porch without some robot busting my chops. What happened to
this country?”

I guess I was expecting Judy to respond but she didn’t say anything.

“Thank God,” I said. “A little peace and quiet.”

“That’s what man needs,” I said, “time alone.”

“This is living,” I said.

I got up and went over to Judy and felt around next to the flashing light behind her ear until I found a little
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button hidden in her hair and pushed it. There was a whirring noise and Judy’s head came up and her eyes opened.

“Oh great,” I said. “You again.”

“Wow,” she said. “What a beautiful evening.”

“Evening is the only part of the day that’s worth a damn around here,” I said. “This property is basically
useless since we lost the big oak.”

“Yes,” Judy said, “I am familiar with the big oak.”

“You are?” I said. “How’s that?”

“I have been uploaded with twelve hundred megabytes of Beatrice’s most important memories,” Judy said.

“And the big oak is in there, huh?” I said.

“Yes,” Judy said. “Beatrice was very sorry to lose the big oak. She has a number of positive emotions
associated with it.”

“I'll be darned,” I said. “How about our old dog, Capone? Do you have any downloads of him?”

“Yes,” Judy said. “Capone is the chief subject of many of Beatrice’s childhood memories.”

“Does she remember me with hair?” I said.

“No,” Judy said.

“Does she remember me teaching her to swim?”

“Yes,” Judy said.

“Does she remember the old Ford Dually?”

“Yes,” Judy said.

“That truck was the best thing that ever happened to me,” I said. “What about making those stupid candles
out of melted crayons? Does she remember that?”

“Yes,” Judy said.

“Does she remember the marzipan carrots on her birthday cake?” I said.

“Yes.”

“Fishing in the rain?”

“Yes.”

“Staying up till dawn on New Year’s Day?”

“Yes.”

“Pancakes for dinner on her tenth birthday?”

“Yes.”

“You're not programmed to make me feel good,” I said, “are you?”

“Yes,” Judy said.

“Does that mean you are authorized to BS me?”

“What is BS?” Judy said.

“How about these days?” I said. “Does Beatrice still think about me every now and then?”
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“Information on Beatrice’s current state of mind is not available to me,” Judy said.

“What if [ were to tell you something,” I said. “You think you could pass it on to her?”

“I don’t understand,” Judy said. “If you wish to speak to Beatrice, why not address her directly?”

“It’s not always easy to address people directly,” I said. “I guess they didn’t teach you that in robot school.”

“Robots are typically produced in a factory and do not attend educational institutions,” Judy said.

“I didn’t turn you on to be a wiseacre,” [ said.

“Wiseacre?”

“Tell her facial piercings are an abomination,” I said.

“I will convey that information to her,” Judy said.

“Tell her being on time pays dividends. Tell her big victories are built on small victories. Tell her that anger
is the enemy of reason. Tell her to clean the gutters. Tell her not to look at her phone in bed. Tell her that to refuse
to admit a mistake is to make it twice. Tell her that a woman is judged by the company she keeps and if there’s any
confusion about what 'm referring to with that last one, let her know that yes, I do mean Todd, and that I've seen
better men than him eating from a trough.”

“I will make her aware of your opinions,” Judy said.

“Wait,” I said. “Let’s scratch that last thing I said about Todd.”

“Scratch?” Judy said.

“Forget I said it,” I said. “As a matter of fact, forget all that stuff.”

“I am unable to forget things,” Judy said, “but I am capable of omitting them from conversation.”

“That’ll work,” I said. “And tell her, tell her, tell her —

“Are you having trouble articulating an emotion?” Judy said.

“Tell her I love her,” I said. “Tell her that I'll always be here for her no matter what, even if she does hold on
to that sack of crap, Todd. Tell her I'm proud of her. Tell her she’s the best person I know.”

“I will repeat these things to her,” Judy said.

“Leave out the part about Todd being a sack of crap,” I said.

“Oakly doakly, Smoky,” Judy said.

“That was a bad one,” I said.

“I will make a note of your objection,” Judy said.

“Well,” I said. “I think 'm going to turn in.”

“Perhaps you should turn me off again before going to bed,” Judy said.

“Oh, right,” I said.

I went over to her and found the power button behind her ear.

“Well, good night,” I said.

“Adiés, muchacho,” Judy said.

I pressed the button and watched her eyes close and her head fall forward. If you took away the blinking
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light, you would have thought this was my daughter, fallen asleep on a porch chair, next to her dad. I looked inside
to see if there was anybody upstairs. There wasn't. I could still hear them down below. There was music playing
now. Dwight Yoakam. I couldn’t see them, but I could imagine the three of them dancing, my wife and my two
daughters, both of whom were taller than she was. I sat there for a second, looking at Judy, listening to the music
play, then I leaned forward and put my arms around the robot and gave her a good squeeze. She didn't feel like

Beatrice, but it was better than nothing,.

For the first thirty years of the Stone Vineyard’s life, we sold Chardonnay from it to other wineries and never

put a label on a bottle of it for ourselves. It was the first wine I made, fermented in glass demijohns and bottled

in whatever was around. I was a teenager and I wasn't very good at making wine and I didn’t have any frame of
reference for how what I was making stacked up to the rest of the Chardonnay world. These days, 'm amazed at the
raw aromatics of this wine as it ferments every year — always very tropical, always very citrusy. Over the course of

the last twenty years, bottling and labeling it for sale, I've developed a protocol that aims to keep the explosive fruit
aromatics while providing a little bit broader texture and bringing secondary aromatics and flavors forward; the hope
is to combine pure fruit with minerality and salinity and a touch of yeast — what you might call rising bread - aroma,
from time on the lees.

The 2022 spent a little over six months in neutral oak, stirred on the lees every few weeks. It’s a
comparatively rich, full edition of this wine, but still very lean and bright by American standards. I get Meyer lemon,
orange blossom, lychee, leavening bread. At once very juicy and very acidic. What a thing to luck into.

Every bottling we've produced of Hawkes Merlot comes from a vineyard my parents planted in 1973 on
Red Winery Road. We used to grow Merlot in a few different sections of our Stone Vineyard, and in the early days,
we produced wine from all three Merlot blocks with the idea in mind that we might blend them, but year after year,
the Red Winery Merlot was always enough better than the other two that, year after year, we ended up bottling a
single vineyard almost in spite of ourselves. Those other two blocks of Merlot are gone and we're still bottling a one
hundred percent varietal Merlot from our Red Winery Vineyard every year.

The 2021 is one of those wines you can smell as soon as you pull the cork. It smells like plum and black
cherry and violet and white pepper. The cooperage is all French oak, most of it neutral, and the fruit is very clear and
pure, with just a touch of allspice on the nose. Soft at the beginning and firm at the end. The 2021 is more drinkable
at this age than any vintage in recent memory. Drink now through 2030.

Even my sister likes the 2019 Estate Cabernet, and she kicks old men in the shins. It surprises me, because I
never thought of 2019 as a standout vintage.

The top tier of our Cabernet is, theoretically, our single vineyard bottlings — one each from Red Winery,
Pyramid, and Stone. We produce these wines by choosing the best ten percent or twenty percent of the fruit we
grow, make wine out of them in about a dozen different lots, then taste through those lots and choose one from

each vineyard that we think most clearly represents the particular character of the place. This shipment, for example,
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contains the first release of our 2019 Pyramid.

To an extent, each of these wines is an extreme of type — the Red Winery is typically very racy and aromatic
and red-fruit driven, the Stone is tannic and savory and slightly herbaceous, and the Pyramid is very dark and
dominated by black and blue fruit aromas and flavors.

The advantage that the Alexander Valley Estate Cabernet enjoys, is drawing from each of these three
vineyards. It usually makes for a more balanced, less flamboyant wine that’s ready to drink earlier than the single
vineyards. Pyramid is the biggest contributor to the 2019 AV Estate and the wine reflects that — it’s got loads of dark
fruit on both the nose and the palate and is starting to develop tertiary aromatics in line with that same darkness
— wet leaves or moss or forest floor and a hint of smoked meat. The acid is still there and it always will be. My last
recommendation was to drink this wine now through 2030, but I plan to save some of it for after that. I think it’s
got a decade left.

Speaking of having a lot left in the tank, I can’t believe how young the 2019 Pyramid tastes. The wines from
here are always pretty tannic, but the 2019 may set a new bar. But it’s also interesting to see how much changes after
fifteen minutes in the glass. The aroma opens into blueberry and bramble, coffee, allspice and laurel. There’s nothing
plush about this wine and even with age, I don’t think there ever will be. It’s very dense and very savory and very
long on the finish. Try it now with a burnt rare steak and see how the acid and tannin in the wine cut the fat of the
steak and how the richness of the meat coats the palate and makes the finish of young Cabernet go on forever. Drink
now through the Zombie Apocalypse.

Stay well and thank you for your support.

- Jake
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