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One of the things about mental illness—the thing that ends up destroying your 
relationships with your family, your friends, and yourself—is the way that being 
mentally ill manages to convince you that there is no such thing as mental illness. 
The process is a variation of Baudelaire’s adage about evil: “The devil’s greatest 
trick is to persuade you that he does not exist.”

Nine years ago, my wife gave me the name and telephone number of a 
Jungian therapist. 

“I just talked to her,” she said. “She only works with couples. She can see us 
for an hour next week.”

“What are you saying?” I said.
“I think it could help us,” said my wife. “I know it would help me.”
“I don’t know,” I said.
“We could go once and see what it’s like.”
“I don’t like the idea of sitting in a room and having a stranger tell me what’s 

wrong with me.”
Four years went by. During those four years, the destructive nature 

of my particular brand of mental illness got worse. Life began to feel like 
the edge of a cliff. In August of 2004, I asked my wife if she still had the 
therapist’s telephone number.

We started going twice a month. The therapist was a disciplined, 
intelligent, patient lady. She understood the addictive aspects of 
self-sabotage better than anyone I had ever met, but her gift was 
her ability to interpret dreams. After listening to my account of 
a dream, she would ask two or three questions and listen to 
my answers, then she would lead me back into the dream’s 
architecture, open a few doors, pull back the curtains, clear 
away the cobwebs, and show me what the dream was like 
without all the shadows around it. 

My wife had a difficult time opening up to the therapist. 
For the first four years, she went back and forth between 
bursting into tears and talking about how much she loved 
our children. Her breakthrough came last spring when the 
therapist asked her how she was doing and my wife said, “I’m 
feeling kind of overwhelmed.” When the therapist asked her 
why she was feeling overwhelmed, my wife talked about how 
difficult it had become for her to get things done.

“Why do you want to get things done?” said the 
therapist.

“I like to be useful,” said my wife. She explained how 
cooking, doing laundry, and cleaning our house made her  
feel useful.

“Why is it important to you to be useful?” said the 
therapist.

“All my life,” said my wife, “I’ve felt like, if I’m useful, 
maybe the people I care about will love me.”

At the beginning of the next session, I asked the therapist a 
question. “With couples,” I said, “is it common for a husband to 
become sexually aroused when his wife tells the truth?”

“No,” said the therapist, “it’s not. In fact, it never happens.” 
She burst out laughing. “It happens all the time,” she said.

“Really?” I said.
“Truth is an aphrodisiac,” she said. “But you knew that, didn’t you?”
Which brings us to the 2006 Château D’Esclans Whispering Angel Rosé.

When a beautiful women walks down the street, she does the street a favor. 
Each step she takes reminds the street that beauty is alive and well in the world.

Do yourself that kind of favor and go to chateaudesclans.com. Look at the 
pictures. Visualize an afternoon in Provence. Read about Sacha Lichine. Read his 
father’s quote. Close your eyes, take a few deep breaths, and imagine what it must 
be like to be a cluster of grapes on a vine at Château D’Esclans. 

In the glass, the 2006 Whispering Angel combines the elements of a crystal, 
a ray of sunlight, and the skin of an overripe peach. The bouquet is a shameless 
delight. When you drink this wine for the first time, it will become difficult for 
you to keep the glass away from your nose. On the palate, the Whispering Angel 
is simultaneously kind and cruel—kind because the attack is so gentle; cruel 
because it ruins you for other rosés. That acidic, marginally bitter, turpentine-
like edge that appears in certain rosés? That edge is gone. There is no trace 

of it. In its place, the 2006 Whispering Angel offers you an impeccable 
balance that lasts from the front of the attack through the back of the 

finish. If I were going to teach a class about what a finish means to a 
wine, and vice versa, I would pour this wine at the beginning and at 

the end of that class.
You can buy the 2006 Château D’Esclans Whispering 

Angel Rosé at Whole Foods Market for $24 a bottle, plus tax.  
On line, you can buy cases from sokolin.com (physically located 
in Bridgehampton, New York) for $256 a case, shipping 
included. That works out to $21.33 a bottle. If the 2006 is 
unavailable, buy the 2007 or the 2008. They are every bit 
as good as the 2006. Yes, the name is cringe-worthy and 
the label looks like it belongs on a white Zinfandel bottled 
in Modesto, but looks are deceiving. Right now, every 
winemaker in Provence—and not just the ones who make 
rosés—is trying to figure out how to reverse-engineer the 
effortless style of this wine.

When I tell married people the story about how 
I found out that the truth was an aphrodisiac, they nod 
their heads and say, “Yeah, well, what took you so long?” 
When I tell the story to single people, especially to single 
women, they say, “Duh. You’re supposed to be attracted to 
your wife.” This leads me to believe that single people hold 
romantic views about marriage, much in 
the same way that married people have 
nostalgic memories of what it means to 
be single. As a recovering self-saboteur,  
I count myself lucky. My lover and my wife 
are the same person. 
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