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“When would you say a person is grown up?” [ said.

“Caveman was frequently married at the age of nine,” Jeremy said.

“How do you know that?” I said.

“Look it up,” Jeremy said.

“I'm not talking about marriage,” I said. “I'm talking about self-knowledge.”

“Is that like carnal knowledge?” Jeremy said, “Only, like, with yourself?”

“I feel like I've been walking around a dark room,” I said, “just hoping to bump into myself.”

“Those mountains are named after boobs,” Jeremy said.

“Thanks for listening,” I said.

“It’s French,” Jeremy said. “Les Tetons. Look it up.”

“Pm driving,” I said.

“I drive and scroll all the time,” Jeremy said. “Here, give me the wheel.”

He reached over to grab the steering wheel and I hit him.

“That hurt,” he said.

“Good,” T said.

The car was quiet for a second, maybe a second and a half.

“I've been watching a show about this guy in New Jersey who turns out to be a fish,” Jeremy said.

“Relevance?”

“I thought it might pertain to the whole carnal knowledge thing,” Jeremy said.

“How do you turn out to be a fish?” I said.

“I've always wondered if | was actually human,” Jeremy said.

“Me too,” I said. “About you, I mean.”

“It seems possible I could be a tiger,” Jeremy said. “Or like a bird of prey. One of those high school mascot
animals.”

“My high school was the greyhounds,” I said.

“What’s cool about a greyhound?” Jeremy said. “What, you like, go to the football game and run away really
fast?”

“It’s depressing,” I said.

“Can you imagine?” Jeremy said. “A fish in New Jersey? What a fate.”

“Cry me a river,” I said. “Then swim back to Newark in it.”

“Apparently he lives out here, now, actually,” Jeremy said. “There’s a lot of stuff in the show about how tough
the fish’s childhood was — trying to fit in at school, etc.”

“I thought he turned into a fish,” I said.

“You could say that’s what the show’s about,” Jeremy said. “There’s a lot of footage of his parents. His mom’s

sort of like hot and distracted. She’s got this early Spacek vibe.”
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“Sissy Spacek?” I said.

“Yeah,” Jeremy said.

“Sissy Spacek drives me nuts,” I said. “Every time I see her, | want to stage an intervention to deal with her
bangs.”

“This lady,” Jeremy said, “the fish’s mom, her escape is painting barns.”

“You mean —

“Watercolors,” Jeremy said. “One barn after another. I think the idea is that she discovered she was a painter
the way the fish discovered he was a fish.”

“What was she before?” I said.

“Dental hygienist, I believe,” Jeremy said. “Maybe she worked in a tire shop, actually. The father comes off
as a real hard-ass. He’s a fireman. Big old handlebar mustache. He and the fish, they’re estranged at this point. He
doesn’t approve of the fish’s lifestyle. The mother tries not to take sides when they fight.”

“Typical watercolorist,” I said.

“There was an interview with one of his high school buddies,” Jeremy said. “He’s this Biff-type character.
Real golf jock vibe. Ten to one on an ankle tattoo.”

“Frickin’ Biff,” I said.

“The Biff guy,” Jeremy said, “he claims the fish had gills behind his ears. Right here —*

He reached over and touched me behind the ear and I grabbed at him and a deer walked in the road. I spun
the wheel and sent us up over a berm and down the other side and hit a good-sized rock. The truck flipped over and
landed on the passenger side.

“You never swerve,” Jeremy said. “You keep the wheel straight and evenly apply the brake.”

“You hurt?” I said.

Jeremy was resting against the inside of the passenger door and I was suspended above him by my seatbelt.

“No,” Jeremy said. “But [ still feel entitled to a certain degree of umbrage.”

“I'm the one with the umbrage,” I said.

“What's your umbrage about?”

“You touched behind my ear,” I said. “You never touch behind a man’s ear.”

“That was strictly for the sake of illustration,” Jeremy said. “When was the last time you saw a biology lesson
without illustrations?”

It took us quite a while to climb out of the truck but it involved stepping on Jeremy, which was a plus.
Jeremy’s fishing rod was broken.

“Nonetheless,” he said, “In cases of natural disaster or force majeure, the remaining fishing rods shall be
divided evenly among the surviving fishermen.”

“That doesn’t make any sense,” [ said.

“It’s called vehicular proxy,” Jeremy said. “Welcome to Montana. Look it up.”
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“The next time you tell me to look something up,” I said, “I'm going to hit you with a rock.”

We were surrounded by a great expanse of gray-green grass with the boob mountains way off behind it. A
river came out of the mountains with a line of birch trees following it. The river and trees cut across the field of grass
about a half mile off to our right. Just above the line of trees, in the blue sky, hung the perforated white disk of the
moon. It had the feeling of an ancient place, a place born before time that had succeeded in living outside of it since.

We collected our things and walked off through the grass and through a break in the trees and came out on a
bar with the river in front of us.

“I get the first cast,” Jeremy said.

We went down to the river and Jeremy cast toward the far shore.

“That was terrible,” I said.

He drew the line in and handed the rod to me and I cast.

“You trying to scare them to death?” Jeremy said.

We went on like that for a while. Jeremy really is a terrible fisherman. I¢’s like the fish hear he’s coming to
town and just leave for the weekend. Fish can’t stand him.

Eventually we put away the rod and built a fire and sat down on a couple of logs.

“I brought marshmallows,” I said.

“If a troop of Girl Scouts comes by, we'll be all set,” Jeremy said.

“Everyone loves marshmallows,” I said.

“I brought Ball Park Franks marinated in San Pedro and Gochujang,” Jeremy said.

“San Pedro the cactus?” I said.

“Yeah, sir,” Jeremy said. “It adds a nice sort of sourgrass flavor, plus I enjoy the hallucinogenic aspect.”

“You're a druggy,” I said.

“You're a druggy,” Jeremy said.

“Give me a hotdog,” I said.

He gave me one of the hotdogs and I put it on a willow branch and held it over the fire. I like to get a little
blister but no char.

“Not bad,” I said, taking a bite of the hotdog.

“Which do you think is the more significant invention,” Jeremy said. “The sausage or the wheel?”

“That’s a tight one,” I said.

“If you weren't a farmer,” Jeremy said. “What do you think you'd be?”

“Would I still be human?” I said.

“Not necessarily,” Jeremy said.

I thought for a minute, or maybe an hour. It was getting hard to tell.

“I never realized trees breathe,” I said. “Pass me another one of those hotdogs, please.”

Jeremy reached across with the dog and I stuck it on the end of my stick and put it over the coals.
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“You see something jump?” Jeremy said.

“In the water?” I said.

“Yeah,” Jeremy said. “Something big.”

“I see a naked guy getting out of the river,” I said. “Maybe it was him.”

Jeremy looked over.

“Hey,” Jeremy said. “I think that’s the Jersey fish man.”

“Hello, gents,” the fish guy said, “you mind if I take a seat?”

“Not at all,” Jeremy said. “Can I get you a beverage?”

“I never say no to beer,” the guy said, “Lager if you've got one.”

Jeremy started toward the truck and came back.

“So, would like, a pilsner be considered a lager?” he said.

“Of course,” I hissed, “Anything bottom-fermented is a lager, you ape.”

“My name’s Carl,” the fish guy said.

He held out his hand and I shook it. It was wet and kind of greasy feeling. Carl himself was green with black
spots and a faint yellow stripe down each side.

“Nice to meet you, Carl,” I said.

Jeremy came back with the beer and handed it to him and we cheersed.

“So, Carl,” Jeremy said. “Am I correct in assuming you're a brook trout?”

“Oh,” Carl said, “I like to think of myself as hard to categorize.”

“That must be nice,” I said. “I think of myself as very easy to categorize.”

“What's it like to be famous?” Jeremy said. “Do you get a lot of chicks?”

“It gets a little lonely, to be honest,” Carl said.

“When did you figure out you were a fish?” [ said.

“In the back of my mind” Carl said “I think I always knew.”

“Where is the back of the mind?” Jeremy said.

“Is there something in the back of my mind?” I said. “Can you take a look back there for me, Carl?”

“I think a certain amount of confusion is a blessing,” Carl said.

“You're not going to get deep, are you, Carl?” Jeremy said.

“Life is a journey into the self.” Carl said.

“Good one,” Jeremy said.

“Once you know who you are,” Carl said “you’ve run out of road or river, I guess.”

“But what about the self journey of fish?” I said. “Are they going to like, find out that they’re firemen’s sons
from New Jersey?’

“Youd be surprised,” Carl said. “Self-discovery doesn’t even occur to most fish. They just go about their lives,

swimming and eating insects, never stopping to wonder what it all means.”
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“I wouldn’t have offered you a beer if I'd known you were going to depress me,” Jeremy said.

We watched Carl lean back and finish off his beer.

“Well,” he said. “Thank you for the beverage. I think I'll be on my way.”

“Can I get you another one?” [ said.

“That’s alright,” Carl said. “I get light-headed if I spend too much time out of water.”

Carl stood up and we stood up and shook hands.

“Alright then, Carl,” Jeremy said. “Enjoy yourself in the river.”

We watched him walk out of the firelight and down toward the edge of the water. There was a slight splash
and he was gone.

“Why is it called drinking like a fish?” Jeremy said. “That guy could barely get through a can.”

“You think it’s true?” I said.

“No,” Jeremy said. “Wait. Is what true?”

“That you're better off looking for yourself than you are finding it?”

“Is that what he said?” Jeremy said.

We sat there looking at the trees and the stars and the guttering fire. We eventually fell off our logs and slept
on the ground. I woke up with gravel stuck to my face. Jeremy was down at the edge of the river, fishing.

So much for catching anything today, I thought.

I walked down and watched him cast a few times.

“You see Carl around this morning?” I said.

“Who's Carl?” Jeremy said.

This is the first shipment of our 2020 Alexander Valley Estate Cabernet. As with every vintage that precedes it, the
2020 Estate is composed entirely of Cabernet Sauvignon blended from the three ranches we farm here in Alexander
Valley. It’s an elegant edition of our flagship, defined more by balance than by power — the texture is at once delicate
and remarkably sustained. It reminds me of a Bordeaux I love at twice this age — Cos d’Estournel, for example -
wines that manage to be both very dry and very smooth. Like the good examples of its Left Bank brothers, the 2020
Estate is more savory than sweet, which makes it nice to drink in larger doses than is the case with heavier, more
ponderous wines that are exciting at first-taste but can leave you exhausted halfway through the glass. I get dried
herbs and cocoa on the nose, bittersweet chocolate, dried cherries, cassis on the palate and a very long, very easy
finish. Man, I don’t usually like to hang out with my own wine, but give me a grilled rack of lamb and I could drink
this stuff for days. Now through 2040.

I just harvested the first bit of Home Chardonnay earlier this week and was reminded of just how much
I love the wines from this small, old block of Chardonnay my dad planted decades ago. The aromatics during
fermentation are crazy and delicious and varied — mango, banana, lemongrass, citrus blossom. My approach to

shepherding the wine through aging and into the bottle is largely designed to preserve those aromatics. The 2022
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is as fine an example of Chardonnay as we've ever produced. It spent six months in neutral, French oak barrels,
resting on the lees, and was bottled without going through malolactic fermentation — a fresh, clean, pure version of
Chardonnay.

Our 2021 Merlot comes from a block in our Red Winery Vineyard planted by my dad in 1973. In making
this wine, it’s my aim to produce something that differentiates itself from the Cabernet Sauvignon we produce, by
being as clear and direct an embodiment of the varietal characteristics of Merlot as possible. Where Cabernet is
heavy and tannic, Merlot is perfumed and spicy. Where Cabernet is dense, Merlot is high-toned and delicate. So:
The most immediately remarkable thing about the 2021 vintage is the aromatics — this is a wine you can smell from
across the room as soon as the cork is pulled. It’s also a surprisingly dark wine. I had it open next to our 2020 Estate
Cabernet last night and I think the 2021 Merlot may have edged out the Cabernet in the color department (not
something I can remember ever having seen before). It smells like black cherry and violets and plums and white
pepper and the palate is soft at the beginning and firm at the end. The 2021 is a pleasure right now, but I think
you're missing something if you don’t put a few bottles away and wait five years. Too much to ask?

Man, I cannot believe how young the 2019 Pyramid drinks. This ranch always produces very tightly
wound, tannic wines that take time to open and I thought the 2019 might set a new bar until I let it open in the
glass for fifteen minutes. What a difference. The aroma opens into blueberry and bramble, coffee, allspice and laurel.
There’s also a saline character that I love in Cabernet Sauvignon and rarely find. This isn’t a plush, sweet wine, but
it’s as dense as can be. Drink the 2019 with burnt rare steak and notice how the acid and tannin of the wine cut the
richness of the steak and how the fat in the steak coats the palate and makes the finish of this young Cabernet last
forever. Drink Now through the Zombie Apocalypse.

Wish me well — I'm off to harvest.

Thank you for your support.

— Jake
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