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There	
  is	
  a	
  wine	
  in	
  Italy	
  that	
  costs	
  €240	
  a	
  bottle	
  but	
  which	
  is	
  sold	
  every	
  year	
  “en	
  
primeur”	
  as	
  its	
  enthusiasts	
  and	
  collectors	
  compete	
  for	
  a	
  taste.	
  There’s	
  a	
  wine	
  in	
  
Tuscany	
  that	
  is	
  the	
  stuff	
  of	
  legends,	
  even	
  though	
  it	
  lacks	
  the	
  celebrity	
  of	
  Ornellaia	
  
(indeed,	
  no	
  one	
  offers	
  it	
  on	
  TV	
  to	
  Madonna).	
  There’s	
  a	
  wine	
  in	
  the	
  Val	
  d’Orcia	
  made	
  
of	
  the	
  liquid	
  dreams	
  of	
  one	
  man,	
  Andrea	
  Franchetti,	
  one	
  whose	
  name	
  wine	
  lovers	
  
merely	
  whisper,	
  almost	
  never	
  in	
  vain.	
  

This	
  wine	
  is	
  called	
  Tenuta	
  di	
  Trinoro	
  and	
  was	
  born	
  in	
  the	
  nineties,	
  once	
  Franchetti,	
  
then	
  an	
  importer	
  of	
  Italian	
  wines	
  in	
  America,	
  fell	
  in	
  love	
  with	
  the	
  wines	
  of	
  Bordeaux.	
  
He	
  returned	
  to	
  Italy,	
  spent	
  two	
  years	
  studying	
  in	
  Bordeaux,	
  then	
  decided	
  to	
  
reproduce	
  that	
  style	
  of	
  wine,	
  but	
  without	
  simply	
  copying	
  and	
  pasting,	
  instead	
  letting	
  
his	
  chosen	
  terroir	
  speak	
  for	
  itself,	
  that	
  sweet	
  valley	
  which	
  is	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  most	
  
breathtaking	
  in	
  all	
  of	
  Italy.	
  According	
  to	
  him,	
  that	
  magic	
  place,	
  though	
  not	
  exactly	
  
within	
  the	
  confines	
  of	
  proper	
  Tuscany	
  enology,	
  with	
  its	
  wild	
  and	
  unpredictable	
  
climate,	
  is	
  perfect.	
  He	
  has	
  an	
  obsession,	
  and	
  he	
  follows	
  it	
  without	
  concessions.	
  He	
  
plants	
  vineyards	
  in	
  dense,	
  tight	
  rows:	
  a	
  meter	
  apart,	
  requiring	
  patience	
  as	
  the	
  
harvest	
  is	
  rendered	
  a	
  struggle.	
  He	
  chose	
  clones	
  of	
  Cabernet	
  Sauvignon,	
  Cabernet	
  
Franc,	
  Merlot	
  from	
  the	
  best	
  nurseries	
  on	
  the	
  other	
  side	
  of	
  the	
  Alps,	
  then	
  he	
  
produced	
  his	
  first	
  blend	
  which	
  he	
  called	
  Cupole.	
  A	
  great	
  wine	
  itself,	
  but	
  for	
  
Franchetti	
  it	
  became	
  a	
  second	
  wine.	
  The	
  first,	
  Tenuta	
  di	
  Trinoro,	
  was	
  released	
  in	
  
1997,	
  with	
  an	
  effect	
  like	
  those	
  soccer	
  stars	
  who	
  make	
  their	
  debut,	
  guns	
  blazing.	
  
Boom,	
  boom.	
  	
  

Today,	
  almost	
  twenty	
  years	
  later,	
  Tenuta	
  di	
  Trinoro	
  is	
  a	
  cult	
  wine:	
  8,000	
  bottles	
  
produced,	
  although	
  in	
  some	
  years	
  less.	
  When	
  the	
  harvest	
  is	
  not	
  up	
  to	
  his	
  standards,	
  
the	
  wine	
  ends	
  up	
  in	
  the	
  blends	
  of	
  his	
  other	
  labels,	
  and	
  goodbye	
  Tenuta	
  di	
  Trinoro	
  
(ok,	
  so	
  far	
  it	
  only	
  happened	
  in	
  2002,	
  but	
  it	
  happened).	
  Huge	
  efforts	
  in	
  the	
  vineyards,	
  
led	
  by	
  workers	
  who	
  could	
  have	
  masters	
  [in	
  viticulture]	
  conducting	
  many	
  
microharvests	
  and	
  crating	
  forty	
  or	
  so	
  individual	
  wines	
  from	
  which	
  Franchetti	
  draws	
  
for	
  his	
  cuvee	
  with	
  an	
  expertise	
  not	
  even	
  known	
  in	
  Champagne	
  (and	
  sometimes	
  even	
  
the	
  base	
  wine	
  for	
  Le	
  Cupole	
  is	
  of	
  optimal	
  quality).	
  All	
  for	
  a	
  wine	
  in	
  turn	
  explosive,	
  
concentrated,	
  assertive,	
  with	
  supremely	
  approachable	
  fruit,	
  almost	
  whole;	
  yet	
  still	
  
nervy,	
  charged,	
  twitching,	
  almost	
  impatient.	
  Certainly	
  persistent.	
  Made	
  of	
  Cabernet	
  
Sauvignon,	
  Cabernet	
  Franc,	
  Petit	
  Verdot	
  [and	
  Merlot].	
  And	
  above	
  all	
  the	
  alchemical	
  
and	
  visionary	
  wisdom	
  of	
  Franchetti.	
  He	
  chooses	
  to	
  release	
  the	
  wine	
  after	
  only	
  a	
  
short	
  time	
  of	
  refinement	
  (a	
  few	
  years	
  from	
  the	
  vintage,	
  then	
  out_,	
  because	
  then	
  it’s	
  
the	
  buyer	
  who	
  keeps	
  it	
  and	
  pampers	
  the	
  wine,	
  maybe	
  for	
  years,	
  its	
  own	
  version	
  of	
  
foreplay.	
  	
  

For	
  those	
  who	
  lack	
  the	
  wallets	
  or	
  the	
  self-­‐assuredness	
  to	
  take	
  on	
  such	
  a	
  mythic	
  wine	
  
(in	
  its	
  own	
  way,	
  delirious,	
  let’s	
  admit	
  it),	
  there	
  are	
  other	
  lesser	
  labels,	
  but	
  still	
  great	
  
bottles:	
  Le	
  Cupole,	
  balsamic	
  and	
  spicy;	
  Palazzi,	
  pure	
  Merlot,	
  extremely	
  persuasive	
  –	
  
and	
  in	
  reality,	
  this	
  wine	
  too	
  is	
  of	
  an	
  almost	
  unreachable	
  price,	
  and	
  Magnacosta,	
  a	
  
pure	
  Cabernet	
  Franc,	
  chosen	
  mostly	
  for	
  its	
  extraordinarily	
  polished	
  tannins.	
  




