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For as long as I can remember, love has been the answer. The question 

doesn’t matter. One way or another, sooner or later, inside or outside, 

love will play its hand. And when love shows its cards, there will be 

no doubt about the winner, because love conquers all. 

Philosophers can argue about its manifestations and meanings.

Poets can rhapsodize about its mercurial nature. Singers can swoon 

over its power, gurus can proclaim its rightful place on the path to 

enlightenment, Hamlet can personify its doubts. Jesus can abandon 

the tomb and assure us that love survives death. John Lennon can 

remind us that love is all we need. We can change the story as often 

as we like. We can change it into other places and other times, into 

other voices in other rooms. We can relocate its magic to a parallel 

universe. No matter how much or how little we try to challenge 

love with cleverness, love is, was, and will always be the only

game in town.

If you want to know how great love is, use “love” in

a sentence in place of “money.” People manage money. Have 

you ever met anyone who knew how to manage love? Money 

is a store of value, a currency you earn, save, and spend. 

Try earning love some time. Try saving it, spending it,

or exchanging it for some foreign love. Many of us waste 

money, occasionally on love. Try to waste love. The 

moment you think you’ve wasted it, love invades your 

heart. People own money, or believe that they do. 

Love is not for sale.

My relationship with love began years ago, on

a beach in Andalucia, about an hour south of

Malaga. I was looking out to sea, imagining that I was 

a passenger, maybe even a sailor, on one of the ships 

on the horizon, when it hit me. Life was a gift, but

I had no choice about when that gift would be taken 

from me, no more than I had chosen when to receive 

it. The only thing I could keep was the love—for the 

sunlight, for the wet sand, for the sound the waves 

made before they broke, for my parents, for being 

their child. Life, I told myself, will betray you. Love 

will keep its promise. 

These days, my relationship with love is more 

complicated, which is to say that it has become more 

of a guess than a conclusion, which is to say that 

my conclusions are more fragile than they were on 

that beach. As much as I love people—and I love the 

people in my life the way a priest loves the divine—

life has taught me that love is not enough. It may be 

the only game in town, but playing that game does 

not pay my bills. I love my work, and there are times

when I tell myself that my work is a labor of love, but love costs me more 

than it makes me, so it’s up to my working self to cover my loving self ’s 

action. These are crass, commercial thoughts, to be sure, but in the absence 

of calculation, money disappears into thin air. 

Which brings us to the 2010 Etienne Sauzet Pulingy-Montrachet

“La Garenne.”

Puligny-Montrachet is a village in Burgundy, and is the most celebrated 

of the villages associated with white Burgundy. “Garenne” translates as

“An underground system of interconnected tunnels occupied by rabbits”—

what we call a rabbit warren. In France, one thing is always a version of 

something else. The nose is the heart of the face. The eye is the window 

to the soul. Milan is the Lyons of Italy. In Burgundy, they call La Garenne 

the Chablis of Puligny-Montrachet. The reference alludes to the dry, 

flinty, marginally salty flat spot that characterizes a classic Chablis, 

and makes a cameo appearance in Puligny’s La Garennes. Of those 

La Garennes, Sauzet’s is regarded as the one where that cameo 

approaches the sublime.

In the glass, Sauzet’s La Garenne displays more gold than 

silver, and the depth of its gold gives you some idea of how 

the wine will look after a decade of aging, not that any

lover of wine has the discipline to cellar it for that long. The 

bouquet is the reason why you can never have enough 

good white Burgundy in your cellar. If there are clouds 

in heaven, they smell like this wine. On the palate, the 

attack is simultaneously playful and somber. The wine 

ignores your bloodstream. It moves into your heart as 

you taste it. The finish extends the bouquet’s message. 

You do your best to stay with it. You tell yourself that 

staying with it is your soul’s right, your predestined 

obligation, but the finish is gone before those desires 

become thoughts. Gone but not forgotten, except that 

memory cannot do justice to the experience that just 

escaped from your glass.

People—men and women—have accused me of 

being in love with love. Guilty as charged. Bring me 

something better to love than love itself. Show me the 

mature alternative. Deliver it to my house. I will trade

it for all the wine in my cellar. Being in love with love 

has its solipsistic pitfalls, to be sure. Any lover worth 

his salt will admit to that. But life is short—too short to 

look love in the eye and blink.
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wines and good times, one bottle at a time. All content is 
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