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Behold, the husbandman waiteth for the precious
fruit of the earth, and hath long patience for it,
until he receive the early and latter rain.

—James 5.7






Chapter One

hristian Zorn could just see the monument from the prison
C superintendent’s window. He found it ironic that a juvenile
detention facility had been built on the site of a former Japanese
internment camp. Perceive a danger, lock it up.

Next to the monument, a patch of sunflowers arrayed itself
in rows of expressionless faces, all staring transfixed at the sun.
The marker itself was an abstract hunk of concrete, unoriginal,
and irrelevant in material or design to what happened there in
the 1940s. As far as that went, the sunflowers made a more fitting
memorial.

“Your counselor tells me you don’t talk much,” the superin-
tendent said.

Christian looked at the man’s tie. At the pencil holder on his
desk, the pencils all sharpened to a fine point. At a cheap paper-
weight resting on nothing, preventing nothing from floating
away in the window breeze fanning the man’s desk. He looked
everywhere but into the superintendent’s eyes. The staff couldn’t
read minds, but they had an uncanny ability to read eyes.

“I have little to say,” Christian said.

“To us, or to anyone?”

Christian looked out the window again. The boys’ barracks
rose above the foundations of the old internment compound, the
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Harvey Bishop Assembly Center. It was now called The Corners,
because they had to erase its history, and its name, and no one
could come up with a better replacement.

First came the Native Americans, then the Mexicans, then
Harvey Bishop. Then the Japanese, and finally the juvenile de-
linquents. Sometimes when Christian sifted through the dirt in
the parade field he found remnants of the Japanese camp: eroded
chunks of red clay brick or glazed shards of tile.

“To you,” he said to the superintendent.

Michael Ramirez, whom the boys nicknamed Mickey, was no
different from the rest of them. Maybe thinner around the waist.
Better teeth. Bigger ears, obviously. He was a compact man with
dark eyes, close-cropped hair, and a military bearing. Ramrod
straight, even while sitting.

He regarded the boys as a zookeeper regarded the animals in
his care. Impatient with the ones that didn’t budge when prod-
ded, wary around those that slung feces.

Christian never understood why such people became correc-
tional officers. At least zookeepers enjoyed knowing their cap-
tives never went free. On the other hand, now that he thought
about it, juvenile detention wardens could dangle freedom be-
fore the boys, could taunt them with it.

“One of these days you'll be leaving us,” Ramirez said. “I
asked you here so we might talk about when that day should
come.”

Don’t worry, Christian thought, there are more boys where I
came from. Why breed monkeys in captivity when they’re so
easy to capture in the wild?

“My sentence is finite,” he said. “I leave in six months. The
judge said so.”



“You leave when we say you leave. Your release is pending a
psychological evaluation. If we decide it’s in your best interest to
stay, or in society’s best interest, you'll stay. The judge will rub-
ber-stamp it, trust me.”

“Mr. Ramirez, your psych exams only show that I don’t like
it here. Which doesn’t set me apart, because no one likes it here,
not even you. Keeping me here longer will only cause me to per-
form yet more poorly on psych exams, which in turn will keep
me here even longer. Tell me, are your interests in me perverse?”

Christian finally looked up and made eye contact. The super-
intendent held his gaze for a few seconds, then turned away.

“You think I'm disturbed,” Christian said.

Ramirez rose, went to the window, and stood with his back
to Christian. “No, I just think you’re an asshole.”

Christian wondered what the man thought as he scanned the
barracks outside. In 1942, before the present structures were
built, the camp consisted of barbed wire, wide open space, and
Japanese Americans huddled in makeshift tents. What did Mick-
ey see? A rehabilitation facility? A former internment camp? A
200¢

A file was open on Ramirez’s desk. Christian could read the
entries upside down.

Age: 15...

Medium build, blue eyes, sandy hair...

Family: None known...

Hobbies: None exhibited...

Diagnosis: Classic conduct disorder, bordering on antisocial
personality disorder...

Counselor’s notes: Christian Zorn is a tormented young
man. In the continued absence of a passion for anything, peace
of mind will elude him...



“Why do you steal?” Ramirez asked.

“Why not?”

“Well, doing so landed you here, for one thing. And you're
right, the examinations show you don’t like it here.”

The paperweight caught Christian’s eye again. It was the
pointless and absurd kind, a plastic Alpine village with “snow.”
Christian guessed one of his children had given it to him.

“You steal, Mr. Ramirez. You steal all the time.”

“Do I?”

“When you eat honey,” Christian said, “you steal from bees.”

Ramirez returned to his desk and sat down. “So you only
steal for sustenance?”

“Your subtlety dazzles me. Haven’t I gone over this enough
times with my counselor?”

“I'm just curious. Indulge me, please. Let’s say hungry people
steal food. Shoeless people steal shoes, or so I would imagine.
You rob jewelry stores. I suppose liquidated jewelry can buy a lot
of honey and fix you up with some fancy footwear. Nevertheless,
I wonder what the real reason is you do it.”

The real reason? It gave him cause to climb out of bed in the
morning. But of course he wasn’t going to tell Ramirez. He
wasn’t going to share anything insightful with the man. He’d
spent six months at The Corners and had six months left on his
sentence. He would have been sentenced to more time had he
been sixteen, or had he carried a weapon during his last job. Or
had they known just how many jobs he’d done.

It was the last one that landed him here. The police were do-
ing routine drive-by checks of the neighborhood jewelry stores
when Christian and two partners happened to be racing out of
one of them, following a smash-and-grab. The partners got
away. Christian, hauling bags of loot he was unwilling to shed,



first ran one direction, then foolishly changed his mind and
headed in the other, right into the snare of the cops.

Which was poetic in its own way, because Christian had al-
ways run from challenges, yet had never managed to escape
them. He’d been told all his life he was bad. What else did bad
guys do? They ran. They did bad things, and they ran.

The first few weeks at The Corners had been unbearable.
Ramirez was right: he’d rather have spent the time anywhere
else. Anywhere at all. The guards kept the bigger boys in line, and
the bigger boys took care of the others. It was a study in effi-
ciency. For the last six months Christian had been bullied by de-
viant and psychotic subhumans who had serious climbing to do
to reach the bottom rung of the social ladder.

The one claim in his file that was incorrect was that he didn’t
have a hobby. He did: planning prison breaks.

Peace of mind will elude him...

“I steal because I'm a juvenile offender, Mr. Ramirez. 'm a
juvenile offender because I steal. It’s a vicious cycle.”

“According to this,” Ramirez tapped the file, “you have no
goals, no ambitions, nothing. You're a cynical young man with-
out passion or purpose. Life is an arbitrary sequence of events,
you once told your counselor. ‘Shit happens. Or not. Whoop-
dee-fucking-doo.” That’s a quote.”

“I'm surprised you think otherwise. Do you still believe, at
your age, that you're in control of anything? The only meaning-
ful purpose in life is to suffer events as comfortably as possible.”

Ramirez leaned over his desk and paused. “Okay, wouldn’t
you be more comfortable on the outside?”

“No, Mr. Ramirez, I'd like to stay at The Corners for the rest
of my life. I've acquired a taste for buggery.”



“Because,” Ramirez continued, “if you happened to be inter-
ested in completing your sentence on the outside, working a job,
an opportunity has come up.”

As soon as Christian caught his breath and froze in his chair,
he knew he’d revealed his interest. He relaxed, crossed his legs,
and shrugged. But it was too late; Ramirez was studying him
closely.

The superintendent’s demeanor bore the quiet resignation of
a man who had launched his career energetically but now was
merely going through the motions. Like all of them, he had orig-
inally wanted to make a difference, and like all of them, he sus-
pected he hadn’t even made a dent.

“All right,” Christian said, “I'm interested.”

“It's on the honor system. If you flee, or commit another
crime, you'll never get another such opportunity.”

“What’s the job?”

Ramirez swiveled in his chair and opened a cabinet drawer.
As his back was turned, Christian swiped the paperweight and
slid it into his pocket.

“A vineyard in Napa Valley,” Ramirez said, his back still
turned to Christian. The name of the town is Delheim. It’s full of
Germans.”

“Germans? Actual Germans?”

Ramirez turned back around and dropped a file on his desk.
“Well, descendants of German immigrants. The owner, Imman-
uel Dessoir, needs help with labor. He has three daughters. His
wife is dead. And when I say labor, I mean labor. It won’t be a
picnic. The harvest has already begun, and they need someone
right away.”

“Why don’t they just hire someone? Why take a chance on a
juvie?”



“They have a tradition of offering opportunities to, shall we
say, wayward souls.”

“How much of the wine am I allowed to drink?”

“Christian, if you fuck this up, you’ll come straight back to
The Corners. And I'll make sure buggery will be the least of your
discomforts. This, young man, is a shot at redemption.”

Christian smiled. He’d been buggered, he’d been beaten, he’d
been abandoned. The orphanage that raised him had employed
a grizzled old bird named Henry. A handyman, janitor, and
creep. Henry had been fond of little boys. The staff and admin-
istration knew about him, yet did nothing. They also knew that
Ethan, who was one year younger than Christian, didn’t own a
toothbrush. Nearly half the boys wet their beds. The rest were
too scared to.

“Why me?”

Ramirez consulted Christian’s file. “In a word, intelligence.
Your aptitude scores are the highest I've ever seen. The help you
gave Feldman last month in the boiler room? He thinks you're a
genius.”

Feldman hadn’t been able to figure out what was causing a
loss of pressure in one of the boilers. Christian had conjectured
a cause and subsequently found the leak.

“Do you think I'm a genius?”

“I already told you what I think—you’re an asshole. How-
ever, I agree with your counselor that if you find something you
care about you might straighten out your life. You have the
brains. You just need direction.”

“And you think helping an old man squeeze juice out of
grapes is the direction I should be going.”

Ramirez leaned back in his chair. “It’s that or back to the
boiler room. Or permanent latrine duty, if you prefer.”



Christian was silent. He had experience breaking and enter-
ing, but precious little toiling in the fields. Still, the thought of
freeing himself from The Corners was so appealing, he kept his
sarcastic mouth shut.

There was no privacy at The Corners. The barracks each
housed forty boys, all in one large room. The toilets lined up in
a row, with no partitions separating them, no stalls. Every boy
got to see every other boy wipe himself.

“In six months you'll turn sixteen, Christian. Commit a
crime after that, and it’s not to The Corners you’ll go. It might
even be San Quentin, where you'll spend your days ironing
shirts.”

“Let me guess. That’s no picnic either, right?”

Ramirez flipped Christian’s file shut. “No, it isn’t.”

“I'll be sure to keep it in mind on my birthday. Are you going
to probe my memories of Mommy and Daddy now?”

“Haven’t you had your fill?”

“You have no idea. I've lost count of how many times I've
been told to forgive them.”

“Christian, to forgive others you must first learn to forgive
yourself.”

“How profound. Can I go now?”

“Yes.” Ramirez rose from his chair. “As soon as I get my pa-
perweight back.”



Chapter Two

he village of Delheim had its charms. It would need them,
Christian decided, to make up for alack of any practical rea-
son to be there.

The Corners minivan wound down a road not quite wide
enough for two vehicles. Christian wondered what the driver, a
Corners administrator, would do if he met an oncoming bus. A
low stone wall bordered one side of the road. It served to prevent
a steep hillside vineyard from spilling over. On the other side,
grapevines stretched to the horizon, row after row of gnarled
trunks and probing canes grasping leaves in regimented obsti-
nacy. Grapes dangled low in pregnant clusters.

The road snaked down to the Rotenbach, a tributary of the
Napa. All great vineyards were near water. That much Christian
knew about winemaking. A vineyard’s artery was its river; the
grape’s lifeblood was the water filling its channels.

The vineyards faced south, to take advantage of the northern
hemisphere sun. And the river helped by reflecting sunrays dur-
ing late afternoon. The river was also the source of moisture, of
spectral fog that crept up the slate-carpeted embankments, and
thus of the magical Noble Rot, the Botrytis cinerea fungus that
made Riesling the king of white grapes. That much Christian
knew. All residents of wine country knew.
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“Best to keep your mouth shut around these people,” the
driver said. “For the first few weeks, anyway. Give them time to
know you before they judge you.”

“Do you know these people?” Christian asked.

The driver slowed as they reached the bottom of the hill and
approached a wooden bridge.

“Nobody knows them.”

Ramirez had prepared Christian as well. “They’re more part
of the earth than the space above it. More a subspecies than fully
human. You’'ll look into their weathered faces and crinkled eyes
and see all the way back to the birth of viniculture.”

Germans were among the earliest winemakers in Napa coun-
try, he explained. In the 1850s the Dessoir family immigrated
from Delheim, Germany in the Nahe Valley, founded a hamlet
on a small tributary of the Napa River, and named it after their
former home.

First they planted the Mission grape, like most other wineries
in the county. Later, in part to battle the Phylloxera infestation,
they imported native Riesling stock. Neighbors planted Silvaner,
Gewlirztraminer, and a host of French varieties. The single-fam-
ily homestead of Delheim grew into a village, and wine produc-
tion soared. It survived prohibition by selling grape must to
home winemakers.

The van crossed the bridge, timbers rattling in protest, and
emerged onto a narrow floodplain between the river and the
town. Mountains rose timidly in the distance, dense with oaks
and firs, their colors losing saturation as they receded. A low fog
cloaked the tranquil waters of the Rotenbach and crept tenta-
tively up the steep northern bank.

Christian could see the entire built-up environment at a
glance: houses aspiring to be German, specifically Bavarian, with
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orange tile roofs and brick walls, criss-crossed with exposed
wooden beams. Trellises and window boxes gushed with gerani-
ums and petunias. And a medieval-style stone wall, mostly
crumbled, garnished with moss, postured itself more in surren-
der than defense.

The tallest structure in the village was the church. Its attempt
to imitate a cathedral was indulged by diminutive neighboring
buildings, whose unassuming postures allowed it to succeed.

The van rumbled down cobblestone streets, passing through
the shadows of pines older than any resident. The pines towered
high enough that houses were a nuisance to them, like a child’s
toys strewn underfoot.

“How many people live here?” Christian asked the driver.

“Two hundred seven, last count. It gets as high as two hun-
dred eight when the doctor’s in town. He stays with August’s
family. You're going to Immanuel’s place. They don’t get along.”

“Why not?”

“You'll learn in good time. Just work hard and keep your
mouth shut. You don’t want to return to The Corners, believe
me. The older boys will treat you like a pin cushion if you come
crawling back. And Ramirez won't lift a finger to protect you, if
you let him down. Now is not the time to fail.”

They slowed before a French eclectic mansion with tall chim-
neys, shuttered windows, and balustraded balconies. The steep
hipped roof, surfaced with slabs of gray slate, resembled bare
patches of vineyard Christian could just make out across the
river.

Despite the opulence, the house had a quiet restfulness about
it, an unpretentious air, as though its residents had more humble
roots. There was a shabby, unkempt quality about the brick
walls, a sense of exhaustion, a loss of ambition to live up to its
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architectural aspirations. The residents were not only modest,
they were poor.

“Your new home,” the driver said.

They waited on the sidewalk after ringing the bell. Birds
made the only sounds, and even they seemed to share in the bu-
colic mood.

Christian noticed grapevines growing in the yard. Each vine
had its own personality, the gnarled branches expressing indi-
vidual character, spreading wide as well as high, to the deliberate
beat of their unique and visionary drums.

A breeze rolled in from downstream. Christian’s eyes fol-
lowed the river to the horizon. On the near side was a narrow
fertile floodplain, a strip of low-growth wildness separating vine-
encroached homes from the danger of flood waters. On the far
side was the steep south-facing bank of the Rotenbach, camou-
flaged by densely planted vines reveling in an over-abundance of
chlorophyll. He saw teams of people, in threes, fives, twenties,
marching up the slopes, hauling buckets.

The breeze gained strength. The vines in the yard swayed,
and Christian couldn’t tell which of them pushed the other. Then
a different sound. An echo, a voice. Someone was singing. And
it sounded both far away and inside his own head.

He looked up. No one was in sight other than the Corners
driver.

“Did you hear that?” he asked.

“Hear what?”

The door to the house opened. The man in the doorframe
was fiftyish, stout, with dark brown eyes and short chestnut hair
flecked with gray. His face was weathered and tired, yet proud.
He viewed Christian and the driver with fleeting curiosity, then
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unceremoniously picked up Christian’s small duffel bag and
threw it over his shoulder.

Christian would have guessed he was a butler if he hadn’t
been wearing workman’s clothes and mismatched suspenders.
Probably a field hand.

The man shook the driver’s hand. “Thank you, Carl,” he said.

“And you, Immanuel.”

“Immanuel?” Christian asked. “You’re Immanuel Dessoir?”

The man’s eyes took Christian in, stripped him of every ve-
neer, of every corporeal nook in which to hide. He extended a
calloused hand.

“Yes,” he said. “And most of the time, I'm content with it.”
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Chapter Three

mmanuel showed Christian to his room, which was next door

to the fermenting vats and reeked of yeast and CO, gas. The
room housed a low, wooden frame bed and a student-grade desk
and chair. A Schrank covered one wall.

“You'll put your belongings in there,” Immanuel said, point-
ing at the closet. “It’s the only storage place you have. The room
is warm on cold nights. On warm nights you won’t concern
yourself with temperature because you’ll be busy working. The
food here is plentiful; you won’t go hungry. Any questions?”

Christian approached the single window. He had a view to
the south-facing slopes across the river. Although it was difficult
to distinguish individual vines, they nevertheless made an undu-
lating pattern, like comrades locked arm in arm.

“No,” he said.

“Ever picked before?”

“Excuse me?”

“Grapes. Have you ever taken part in a harvest?”

“Only one berry at a time, in front of the TV.”

“Welcome to the hardest day of your life.”

The people Christian had seen climbing the vineyards were
the early birds. The main body of labor now gathered in pockets
at the bottom of the hill. Some were already swigging from wine
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bottles, “fortifying” themselves for the work ahead. An unofticial
uniform consisted of baseball cap, work gloves, and a small,
straight-sided wine glass holstered in leather. The latter hung
about the neck on a thin cord.

Tractors pulled carts furnished with benches, decorated with
vines and flowers, overcrowded with drinking revelers. Christian
wondered how any picking was going to take place. He followed
Immanuel into a cart and sat on the bench next to him. The trac-
tor pulling the cart chug-chugged up the long hill.

Some of the low-hanging grape bunches were already turn-
ing brown. By contrast the leaves were still vibrant. Fall had ar-
rived; the coolness was a relief, and the air felt moist. Christian
spotted a pair of deer napping between two rows.

The dull green hills seemed restless. If only they knew their
produce would live for years, maybe decades, would outlive the
people picking them. That they’d be replanted with young vines
when the old ones died.

One cart carried musicians. A song struck up in German.
The singing spread down the train of carts.

Wie bin ich, ach, so tief gesunken
In allen Schenken kehr’ ich ein

They passed Pinot Noir grapes, purple jewels amid apple
green leaves; the plump fruit of Miiller-Thurgau; and the spher-
ical berries that characterized Riesling.

Older vines expended all the energy they had to produce
grapes, reminding Christian of bent and withered laborers. They
lived a precarious existence, their branches no stronger than
twigs, their grapes shamefully more visible in the relative ab-
sence of leaves.
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As the cart climbed higher, Christian looked down at the Ro-
tenbach, at its water sparkling in the sun.

Was braucht man mehr, um froh zu sein
Als Jugend, Liebe, Lied, und Wein

Up the steep banks went sixteen carts, ringing with song and
laughter. Jugs made the rounds, glasses were filled and emptied.
To Christian, the dry Riesling tasted like kerosene. He could see
the flash of green glass in other carts as bottles passed from hand
to hand, glints of merriment all down the line.

They stopped. Immanuel handed Christian a pair of gloves.

“I won’t need those,” Christian said.

“Come see me when you change your mind.”

Christian followed the cue of the others and picked up a
bucket. He headed down one of the rows. The ground was lit-
tered with weathered rocks, slate and its metamorphic brethren.

The vines were leafy, trellised on taut wires, and well trained.
Their leaves were broad and just beginning to turn yellow, some
to rust. Their trunks and branches were painfully gnarled. And
they were sagging with fruit. Small green berries.

Christian put one in his mouth. Still a little sour. Inside were
crunchy seeds.

Some grapes already rotted on their vines. Such vines were
ashen gray, had thicker trunks, peeling bark. A few had died.
These were scraggly, pathetic placeholders in their rows, most of
their branches long truncated from previous pruning, and were
now useless stumps.

Above Christian was a great expanse of blue sky. The vines
waited patiently, rows stretching up the hill, with military disci-
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pline, then disappearing over the top. Tractors on hilltops were
the size of toys.

He surveyed his fellow pickers. Children and old people were
in the crowd fanning out with him. If they can do it, he thought,
surely I can too. And without any damn mittens. He dropped his
bucket at the end of the row, squatted low to the ground, and
reached into a vine.

The first problem revealed itself immediately: finding the
grapes. Granted, they were in bunches, but the bunches hid
themselves in clusters of leaves. Picking them required wrestling
with the vine. And then, as if to laugh at Christian when he fi-
nally did reach them, they fell to the ground of their own accord.

Do I put those in my bucket too? he asked himself. The
grapes were now dirty.

His silent question was answered when someone in the next
row deftly snatched the fallen grapes from Christian’s row and
put them in his own bucket.

He looked down the long line of vines. Pickers in adjacent
rows were harvesting fallen bunches in his row. His grapes. From
his row.

Presently someone yelled “Eimer!” and Immanuel trudged
over to the picker, a large cone-shaped hod strapped to his back.
The picker emptied his bucket into the vessel. Immanuel turned
and headed toward Christian.

He looked down into his bucket. It contained a single bunch
of grapes. The other pickers had been filling their buckets with
his grapes. Immanuel would think him lazy.

He dove into the next vine and fumbled around for fruit.
Two bunches fell to the ground and rolled downhill. Downhill—
to end up in someone else’s bucket.
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Immanuel approached. Christian lifted his bucket to empty
it into the hod, but Immanuel grabbed his arm first and looked
inside.

“Impressive,” he said. “And without gloves!”

“I must have been issued a deeper bucket.”

“Of course. The next excuse you'll come up with is that oth-
ers are filling their buckets with rocks and topping off with
grapes.”

“There’s an idea.”

“Finally you’ll complain that children and old people are
stealing your grapes.”

“They are!”

“Next time I come around, show me a full bucket.”

A hoarse voice from down the line called “Eimer!” and Im-
manuel turned away.

Christian had always figured grape picking, like any field
work, would be hard. But no one had ever told him why. He’d
assumed it was hard because you had to bend over and lift things,
maybe carry stuff around. However, he wasn’t carrying any-
thing; that leisurely task was reserved for Immanuel. And pick-
ing grapes wasn’t the hard part. Finding the damn things was.

He stood, he sat, he squatted. He bent this way, crawled that
way. He dropped his grapes. They rolled downbhill.

Soon he learned to pick up the fallen fruit first as he worked
his way down the line—before someone else got to it. He
snatched them from the nettles flourishing among the shards of
slate. It wasn’t long before his hands turned red and itchy.

He moved his bucket strategically to catch the grape bunches
as they fell. But still the joke was on him. Moving the bucket each
time he attacked the jungle of leaves turned out to be even more
awkward than fishing for grapes in a sea of nettles. It was possible
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to go half a minute without hooking a single berry. And all the
while he observed the success others were enjoying, an observa-
tion that itself consumed valuable time in the unofficial compe-
tition.

The vine nearest him rustled, even though he wasn’t even
touching it. Someone from the other side was harvesting it.
Someone was grabbing his accessible grapes—the easy grapes!

He glanced around the shrubbery and made eye contact with
a frail man who presented a deeply lined face and moist, sorrow-
ful eyes.

The man raised his bucket, which was overflowing. “I guess
now you’ll accuse me of filling the bottom with rocks.”

That did it. Christian hobbled farther up the row. He gath-
ered bunches of grapes that had fallen to the ground. He pulled
the quick pickings off the vines, the bunches that were exposed
and easy to reach. His bucket now half full, he waged war on the
leaves, groping for the stubborn grapes clinging to the vine.

They evaded his grasp. They squirmed to avoid his hungry
tists. Grapes—with survival instincts! The ones he got his hands
around resisted his pull, clinging to the branches like children to
their mothers’ skirts.

Immanuel was approaching again. Christian would have a
tull bucket this time. He dropped another bunch into it—and ac-
cidentally tipped it over on the steep incline. He watched, expres-
sionless, as the bucket, its contents, and fifteen minutes of exas-
perating effort rolled down the hill.

As he retrieved the empty bucket, Immanuel appeared and
looked inside. “Armless men can do better,” he said.

“Thank you for coming by so often,” Christian said. “My ego
appreciates your thoughtful consideration.”
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Immanuel pulled a bottle of Schnapps out of a satchel and
filled a tall shot glass. “Here, fortify yourself.”

Christian downed the Schnapps.

“Feel better?” Immanuel asked.

“Rapturous.”

“Good. Next time I come around, show me a full bucket.” He
looked pointedly into Christian’s empty bucket. “Or anything.”

As Christian worked his way up the slope it got steeper, and
his problems reduced to one: keeping his balance. The choice be-
tween bending and squatting had been difficult enough; his so-
lution was to alternate between the two, to distribute the pain.
Picking on a steep slope engaged muscles he hadn’t used since
grade school gymnastics class. Now he gave up, sat on the
ground, and pushed himself upslope backwards like a legless
man. He knew his backside would be muddy, and people would
see it, but he was past caring what anyone thought of his appear-
ance. Only the damn bucket mattered.

His reputation must already have passed down the rows from
picker to picker: the young man whose production rate was zero.
The boy who went bowling with grapes. The kid who scolded
nettles. But you gotta give him credit for discovering it was easier
to fill a bucket with air than with fruit!

The bucket tipped again. This time he dove after the grapes
and was able to prevent half of them from rolling downbhill. He
laughed at it all: if you think they’re hard to pick while secured
to a woody plant, try harvesting them as they flee.

He placed a handful of berries in his mouth and chewed.
They were tart but delicious.

The rheumatic old man from the next row stuck his head be-
tween the vines and said, “Don’t drink up the harvest before it
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goes to press.” He reached around, snatched a free-hanging
bunch of grapes from Christian’s vine, and was gone.

Immanuel increased the frequency of his rounds, and Chris-
tian soon understood why. Knowing all the pickers were com-
peting to fill their buckets faster, emptying those buckets more
often into his hod accelerated production. When the girl in the
next row, on the opposite side of the old man, a girl with arms
like drinking straws, presented Immanuel with an overflowing
bucket, and his was still empty, he worked all the harder to have
a full bucket next time. Or af least a grape or two.

But next time Immanuel cut his round even shorter. And
although Christian had worked frantically to fill his bucket, it
was still half empty, and the girl’s in the next row was somehow
full again.

Which wasn’t the end of the world. Until she glanced at him
scornfully, even casting her all-seeing eyes up and down his fig-
ure, as though assessing the extent of human flesh wasted on his
trame. And then she stuck out her tongue. That was the end of
the world.

“Check his bucket for rocks!” someone yelled down the way,
and there was scattered laughter.

“Don’t drink the harvest before it goes to press!”

“Eimer!”

Christian sat in the slate and stretched his aching limbs. His
hands were red and swollen from the nettles. He was covered in
sweat, and felt filthier than ever before in his life. He missed The
Corners. Let them bugger me, he thought. Let them turn me into
a pin cushion. How the hell did I get talked into this?

Immanuel came by again, and this time Christian just shook
his head. “I don’t think I can do this anymore.”

“We’re not even half finished.”
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“I'm completely finished.”

“Looks to me you haven’t even started. Looks to me, that’s
been the problem your whole life.” He turned to leave.

“Leave the bottle,” Christian said.

Immanuel reached into his satchel, removed the Schnapps
bottle, which was three-fourths empty, and tossed it to him.

Christian pulled the cork with his teeth and gulped the fiery
liquid. It burned all the way down to his toes. He sat up, grabbed
his bucket, and crawled on his knees to the next vine.

A bunch of grapes sat on the ground in the old man’s row,
overlooked or spilled or forgotten. He snatched it up and threw
it disgustedly into his bucket.

He crawled down the row until he was ahead of both the old
man and the stick-figure girl, and picked the low-hanging fruit
on their sides, beckoning to be stolen.

“How’s this for a start, Mr. Dessoir?” he called out. “Haven’t
you heard? Peace of mind eludes me!”
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Chapter Four

hristian didn’t remember the trip back down the hill at

day’s end. He must have dozed. Immanuel nudged him
once, to offer him a glass of “fortification.” When they arrived at
the winery Christian spilled from the truck and said, “I'm going
to lay down for a while. Wake me at dinnertime. Preferably din-
nertime tomorrow.”

“I'm afraid the work’s not yet finished,” Immanuel said. “The
grapes must now be crushed.”

Christian followed Immanuel listlessly into the winery. Carts
of grapes, hauled by tractors, lined up before the barn-like door.
One by one they chugged into the spacious room and positioned
themselves before the crushers.

Immanuel placed a trough between a cart and a crusher, and
handed Christian a shovel.

“Jump in,” he said, “and have at it.”

“It’s full of grapes.”

“I can see that. Jump in.”

Christian did, inadvertently squishing grapes beneath his
boots. Other workers were already “having at it” in neighboring
carts. The trough connected to Christian’s cart extended down-
wards at a gentle angle to a mechanical grinding machine that
pumped the crushed skins and juice into a press.
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Christian scooped up grapes with his shovel and tossed them
onto the trough. They slid down the aluminum surface into the
jaws of the crusher. He reloaded his shovel.

“The grapes must be crushed before they can be pressed,”
Immanuel explained. “A grape all by itself may seem weak, but
put thousands of them together, and their combined integrity
makes it impossible to break the skins.”

Thanks for the science lesson, Christian thought. He loaded
his shovel again, and noticed that other workers were shoveling
faster, making him look slow—again. All winemaking was ap-
parently a petty competition. He wanted to ask whether contests
were held after wine fests to see who could pee the farthest. He
picked up speed.

Everything ended up in the press: juice, skins, seeds, twigs,
leaves, mold, dirt, even bugs. Some of the most repugnant citi-
zens of the insect kingdom had a hankering for grapes. They too
would become part of the wine.

Christian’s muscles protested with aches. They were already
stiff from a long day of cliffside contortions. Now they were
asked to do the work of a strong and rested man. One who gave
a damn about what he was doing.

Immanuel was watching, and Christian didn’t want another
“Next time, show me a full bucket” rebuke. So he bent to the task.

The must flowed into a cylindrical hydraulic press. Once the
press was full, Immanuel turned it on, and grape juice, cloudy
and green, flowed from an outlet in the bottom through a hose
that disappeared into the wall and snaked its way to casks next
door.

With each toss of the shovel, Christian was sure it would be
his last. Just one more, and he would topple over with exhaus-
tion. Just one more, and he could go back to The Corners, where
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life was uncomplicated and buggery wasn’t so distasteful after all.
Just one more, just one more.

Can’tdo it, must do it, can’t do it, must do it. The other work-
ers didn’t appear to feel any pain at all. Some were smiling!
Maybe they were just good at concealing agony. Immanuel was
still watching. Don’t let him see it. Don’t let on you're about to
die. Don’t give the bastard the satisfaction.

The last cart was empty, the last press was full and pressing,
and thousands of liters of juice were filling the fiberglass con-
tainers.

Immanuel took the shovel from Christian’s hand. “The work
is done,” he said.

“I can go to bed?”

“Time to eat.”

%

Picnic tables were arrayed in the lawn behind the winery. A
temporary shelter had been erected, in case of rain, but the skies
were clear. A pair of swinging grills, suspended from tripods,
smoked enthusiastically under the stewardship of sweating field
hands who fueled the fires from heaping stacks of canes and dead
vines.

As evening settled, a low mist crept up the river, a whispery
fog bearing the Noble Rot. It had waited all day for the work to
get done. Now it brushed the steep slopes with a soft white glow
and brought a soothing calm to the hillsides.

Immanuel sat next to Christian and pointed at the mist.
“That’s how the real winemaking takes place,” he said.

“It looks alive.”

Immanuel glanced at him curiously, then reached for a slice
of bread.
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“Dear Lord,” he said, and all present bowed their heads in
silence. “Thank you for this bounty, for the accommodating
weather, and for not interfering when all is well. Amen!”

“Amen!” the others repeated.

He turned to Christian. “Eat.”

They feasted on Schaukelbraten and Bratwurst, potato
dumplings, cabbage salad, dinner rolls, Black Forest Cake, and
of course wine. The main purpose of the food was to absorb the
wine. The picnic tables soon became noisy with gossip, laughter,
and fists banging on wood. It got so noisy, Christian had to wait
for breaks to make himself heard by his neighbors.

He smiled at the banter about ailments, each worker claim-
ing to have one worse than anyone else’s. Afflictions of the skin,
the respiratory system, the eyes and ears. Undiagnosed blood
diseases that accounted for all manner of symptoms. Deadly
warts. One man declared, “I have a disease that hasn’t even been
invented yet.”

Immanuel waved down three young women serving food,
and beckoned them toward him.

“My daughters,” he announced to Christian. It seemed to
Christian the pride in Immanuel’s voice was laced with a hint of
warning,

Claire Dessoir was tall, with dark brown eyes and hair—both
like her father. Her hair was tied in a bun, which Christian found
both anachronistic and amusing. Her features were attractively
sturdy, reminding Christian of photographs he’d seen of pioneer
women. She dressed the part as well, in an ankle-length dress
with closed collar and sleeves that stopped halfway between the
elbow and the wrist.

“Claire is eighteen,” Immanuel said. “She knows everything.”

“She,” Claire shot back, “doesn’t need her father telling
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people how old she is.”

“She intends to marry great wealth,” Immanuel continued.

“There are other qualities I admire in a man,” she said.

“Not to exclude great wealth.”

“No, not to exclude that.”

Gabriella Dessoir was of medium height, with green eyes and
streaked blonde hair. She was clearly more rebellious than Claire.
Her shorts were a little too short and her midriff was bare. To
Christian she seemed comfortable in her own skin and in fact
wasn’t trying to provoke with her provocative clothing. Her fa-
ther had a different take on the matter.

“My middle daughter,” Immanuel said. “The fifteen-year-old
exhibitionist.”

“With a pagan tattoo,” Gabriella said. “On my butt.”

“You'll have other marks on your butt if you don’t behave
yourself.”

“Sticks and stones.”

Violet Dessoir was petite with soft brown eyes and auburn
hair. She peeked at Christian from behind her two sisters, her
head tilted slightly, her eyes wide, her hair tousled and disor-
derly. She smiled a crooked, closed-mouth smile, no doubt to
hide the gap in her front teeth.

“My youngest daughter,” Immanuel said. “My nine-year-old.
Innocent as a falling leaf. And exasperatingly optimistic. Watch.”
He turned to Violet and asked, “What day is it today?”

“Saturday,” Violet said. “My favorite.”

“You see?” Immanuel said. “She says that about every day.”

“Are you really a criminal?” Violet asked Christian.

“Schatz...”

“No, it’s okay,” Christian said. “Yes, [ was a criminal.”

“A dangerous criminal?”
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“It’s best not to get too close.”

“Indeed,” Immanuel said, rising. The introductions were
over. He faced Christian and spoke in a low voice. “You're in a
foster home now. A temporary arrangement. Don’t forget ei-
ther.” He walked off toward the river.

“Where’s he going?” Christian asked.

“To visit Mother,” Claire answered.

“Out there?”

Claire took Violet’s hand to lead her away. “You’ll learn
about it as you go along.”
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Chapter Five

arvesting the grapes took three more days. When the work

was finally done, Christian climbed out of bed early and
went outside to stretch in the front yard. It felt strange being able
to do so, to just step out the front door of a building into the open
sunshine, and if he wished, to choose an arbitrary direction and
start walking.

The air was fresh and he was sure he could smell the river,
musty and organic. Brownish green mountains commanded the
near horizon. Volcanic deposits resting on sandstone. Haphaz-
ardly laid foundations bearing grapevines in orderly rows.

Fog blanketed the river like a ground-level cloud. It crept
tentatively along the river until the rising sun gradually burned
it off. The fog may have owned the night, but the sun owned the
day.

When Christian reentered the house he ran into Immanuel,
who put him to work cleaning equipment. The crushers and
presses had to be rinsed out and the floors hosed down, the water
streaming into grated drains. The migrant workers were gone;
they’d been employed only to pick.

“It’s just you and me now,” Immanuel said.
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Already the airlocks on the fermentation casks gurgled softly
and sporadically. Immanuel told Christian to press his hand
against the fiberglass side of a cask. It was warm.

“The noise will get louder,” Immanuel said. “The fermenta-
tion has just begun. This room will sound like a waterfall before
long.”

Christian peered through the translucent wall of the cask he
had just touched. The juice was yellowish green and cloudy, and
already sediment collected at the bottom. Almost imperceptibly
slow currents churned in the cask, microscopic yeast cells feast-
ing on sugar, multiplying by the millions.

“The waste product of yeast is ethanol,” Immanuel ex-
plained. “Drinking alcohol. When the sugar is gone, the yeast
will die off and settle to the bottom. All that’s left to do is rack
and clarify the wine.”

He climbed a ladder to the top of the cask, removed its air-
lock, and inserted a small syphon into the must. After filling a
shot glass he handed it to Christian.

“It’s sweet,” Christian said.

“Won’t be for long.” Immanuel climbed back down the lad-
der. “Other wineries use stainless steel tanks. We do it the Ger-
man way. Let the wine ferment. Don’t interfere. Add nothing
pretentious, not even decorative caps on the bottles.”

The room was filling with an invisible cloud of CO, gas. It
was heavy, sweetish, and slightly suffocating. Christian figured
he’d get used to it.

Immanuel pointed down the line of casks, just beginning to
gurgle and sputter. “This will support us for another year,” he
said.

“So now we just stand and watch?”
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Immanuel went into the corner and retrieved a mop and
bucket. He handed them to Christian.

“Now we mop the floor.”

“We meaning me.”

“You catch on fast.”

“When do I learn all the tricks of the trade?”

“When you're ready.”

The fermentation room was dauntingly long. Immanuel in-
sisted its floor be spotless. Before he left he inspected the space
closely, sniffing around for dust and dirt.

“In the most micro of environments,” he said on his way out,
“there are three enemies of wine. The first is oxygen; exposure
ages the wine. The second is bacteria; keep all tools and surfaces
clean.”

“And the third?” Christian asked.

“I’ll let you figure that one out yourself.”

Deep into the job Christian’s arms ached yet again. The
pleasure of wine, it seemed, was the sole province of the wine
drinker.

At mid-morning Claire passed through as if to inspect the
new boy’s work. Dressed like a schoolmarm, she stepped disre-
spectfully onto a patch of wet floor and cleared her throat.

“Lunch is at noon. Father says you'll be eating at table with
us.”

“Thank you.”

“You may wish to wash up first. Whether or not you're in the
habit.”

She turned stiffly and left. Christian continued mopping.

A few minutes later Gabi entered the room, taking care not
to step anywhere Christian had mopped. She wore a short skirt
and a low-cut blouse.
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“Guess what?” she said. “You get to eat at the family table
with the nobility. Father must like you. He normally makes the
hired hands eat in the barn.”

“You have a barn?”

“I was speaking metaphorically. Better wash up now.”

“What if it’s not my habit?”

“Excuse me?”

“Forget it. Stupid joke.”

“Dinner will be ready in a few minutes.”

“Did you cook it?”

She tilted her head. “What if I did?”

“Then I'd certainly want to eat it.”

She smiled. “Actually, Claire cooked it. She prepares all the
meals. She took over for Mother after her death eight years ago.”

Christian did some quick arithmetic. “She began cooking for
the family at the age of ten?”

“Yes,” Gabi said softly, “she did.”

*

To say more was piled onto Christian’s plate than he could
eat was an understatement. More was piled on than he could lift.

Okay, he thought, that’s an exaggeration. He had grown used
to meager portions at The Corners, to being hungry all the time.

Sauerbraten. Red cabbage, potato dumplings. The vinegar
sauce was tangy and left a long, pleasant aftertaste, nothing like
the “gravy” served at The Corners. The beef was so tender, Chris-
tian imagined cows bathing in the marinade. A Pinot from the
valley. For dessert, cheesecake with strawberries.

The family priest attended the meal. He did most of the talk-
ing. His words blended into a dull hum that buzzed past Chris-
tian’s ears.
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Violet sat across from Christian and watched him eat. She
appeared amused by his slow deliberation, by his cherishing each
bite before taking another, his eyes closed, his head tilted back.
She imitated him, closing her eyes, staring at the ceiling, chewing
slowly, frequently glancing at him for further guidance.

In the adjoining living room was an upright piano, pushed
up against the wall. It looked beaten, like it had served a previous
generation. Maybe two. And it gave Christian a start; he had
learned on a similar instrument. It was the only instance in
which his mother had done him right. “Wash behind your ears,”
she had insisted. “And practice your scales.”

The Pinot tasted good. Christian had never had one before.
He’d snuck sips of his father’s jug wine, when it was available,
when his father was occupied beating his mother. Which wasn’t
often enough for Christian to develop a taste for wine, because
his mother only sometimes got caught sleeping with other men.

The family priest jabbered. “Mrs. Becker’s tomatoes are af-
flicted with aphids. She’s trying to lure ladybugs to eat the
aphids, but judging by the condition of the leaves, it’s too late.
The Waldorf girl has been especially friendly with certain boys,
and soon there will be an addition to the family. Mr. Edelmann’s
wine is already turning brown in the vat, same as last year. Oxi-
dation, same as last year. Mr. Eckes recently visited a urologist in
the city. It’s anyone’s guess as to why. Perhaps he’ll reveal the
reason during confession. But of course if he does, I won’t be able
to repeat it, at least not using his real name. Mrs. Grunewald has
a new weathervane...”

Claire leaned over to Christian and whispered, “You notice
no one’s saying anything.”

“For lack of opportunity, no doubt.”
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“Actually because anything said outside the confessional is
fair game in this community.”

“I don’t go to Confession.”

She looked at him reproachfully. “You should.”

The priest was still running off at the mouth. “August expects
another record harvest.”

“And thus poorer quality wine than ever before,” Immanuel
said.

“You still insist on lowering yields.”

“If I could lower yields to zero and still make wine, I would.”

The priest sipped his coffee. “T'here is talk about your precar-
ious finances.”

“There always has been.”

“Talk, or precarious finances?”

“Both.”

“You’d make more money if you made more wine.”

“You’d save more souls if you minded the pulpit.”

“Father!” Claire said.

The priest threw his hands in the air. “Very well. It has been
a delightful lunch. Thank you, ladies.” He nodded to the three
girls.

After he left, Immanuel turned to Claire. “Why do we keep
inviting him?”

“Consider the alternative. Besides, how else would we hear
about Mrs. Grunewald’s new weathervane?”

Christian noticed Violet was still watching him. When he
met her gaze she turned away blushing. Gabi, on the other hand,
made a show of ignoring him. Excusing himself, he left the table
and went for a walk in the village. He hoped Gabi would sneak
out and join him. But he waited a few minutes in front of the
house, and no one came.
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He couldn’t feel any movement in the air. Yet the trees could.
Their leaves fluttered and quaked to an inconspicuous or imagi-
nary stirring of wind. The birds were noisy, and Christian won-
dered whether they were talking among themselves, whether
they were happy.

Tree crowns rustled aloft. Above the rooftops the wind made
no effort to disguise itself. Sunlight emerged from behind clouds
drifting overhead like hot air balloons. The sun warmed the
streets and sidewalks.

Distant vineyards, stripped of fruit, radiated luxuriantly, as
though free to photosynthesize for themselves without threat of
human poaching.

There was only one stop sign in town. The church occupied
a corner of the intersection, a pub the corner diagonally from it.
Delheim was divided by the road between the two, as the vine-
yards on either side of the Rotenbach were divided by the bridge,
their only link.

Christian knew he had to return to work. There were more
tloors to mop, windows waiting to be washed, looks of curious
pessimism from Immanuel to endure, and invasive questions
from family members to sidestep.

Did he make the right choice in coming here? Of course he
did. Anything was better than The Corners. But was anything
better than this?

He didn’t know anymore. Following his incarceration, which
followed his childhood, he had no scale with which to compare
experiences. Was this as good as it got? A choice between mop-
ping one kind of floor or another? Surely winemaking wasn’t his
mission in life, but what was? And how does one discover it?
How do you know when you’re happy, or even content?
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He found himself standing before the front entrance of the
church, staring at the great wooden doors. He paused before en-
tering. He sensed an emptiness inside the building. Stained glass,
rows of pews, maybe an odd visitor or two. But no answers.

He looked across the river at the vineyards again, and saw
Immanuel wandering among the vines. He seemed to be talking
to himself. Though the church may have been empty, the vine-
yard contained an unidentified presence. The individual vines all
swayed to the same mysterious tune, and somehow Immanuel
knew the words to the song.

A movement beyond the church cemetery’s stone wall
caught Christian’s eye. It was Violet, spying on him. Her dark
eyes peered over the wall. When she realized she’d been discov-
ered, her eyes widened and she ran away.
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Chapter Six

ver the next several days Christian learned his true mission
Oat the winery, why Immanuel needed him. Although wine
flowed freely and easily through hoses, once bottled it had to be
carried from the bottling station to the warehouse. From the
warehouse to the front porch. From the front porch to waiting
automobiles. As the current vintage fermented, the previous
year’s vintage was distributed to thirsty customers.

They called at all hours, and many came from other towns.
Each milliliter of wine produced and sold had to be stacked and
carried. Christian hauled bottles here, he hauled them there.
Sometimes he hauled them to the same place he’d picked them
up. He incrementally decreased the entropy of wine in the uni-
verse, until the wine’s maker, Immanuel Dessoir, was satisfied
with its geographic distribution.

Violet took to Christian. She followed him about the prop-
erty, sat next to him at meals, and smiled shyly whenever he
bothered to notice her presence—which apparently wasn’t often
enough. Sometimes she sat on the heater in the vat room, read-
ing from a book, peeking up every few minutes. When Christian
happened to look in her direction, she smiled her patented,
crooked smile.

Sometimes she acted the hellion, running through the vat
room, disdainful of rules and obstacles. Sometimes she put on
makeup and dressed beyond her years.
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She wanted to be older. She couldn’t wait to become older.
She hovered around adults, mimicking their behavior, gazing in
admiration at the clothes the women wore, the cigarettes held
casually between their fingers.

She seldom interrupted Christian during his work, but once
she said, “I know a German sentence.”

“Do you,” Christian replied.

He was mopping the floor. He was always mopping the floor.

“Wie geht es dir,” Violet said.

“Do you know what it means?”

“No, but it’s German.”

“Why do you follow me around?”

The abruptness of the question startled Violet. She stam-
mered, “You ... make me happy.”

“How?”

She fidgeted. “Just by entering the room.”

A month into Christian’s stay, after he had loaded a cus-
tomer’s trunk, the customer, Mrs. Stein, asked Immanuel, “May
I have your boy for some chores? I need some heavy lifting.”

“Of course.” Then to Christian: “Ride home with her and do
whatever she asks.”

“I'm not a boy,” Christian said. “And I work for you, not for
every Henry and Hannah in town.”

“I am every Henry and Hannah in town,” Immanuel said.

Upon arriving at her home, Mrs. Stein handed Christian a
garden fork and said, “Weed the flowers.” The sweet demeanor
she had displayed in Immanuel’s presence had gone on holiday.

“I thought you needed heavy lifting.”

“No, but I can find you some, if you're hankering to do it.
When you’re done weeding, of course.”
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Back at the winery Christian said to Immanuel, “You knew
what she wanted me for, didn’t you?”

“She’s a good customer. I've weeded her flowers myself a few
times.”

“I spent the afternoon bent over. That’s becoming a pattern
around here. Tell me, are you trying to teach me humility? Be-
cause you can’t shake a stick at my former masters.”

“No. Well, yes. Maybe.”

“I learned humility at The Corners,” Christian said. “Humil-
ity is pretty much all they taught.”

“I'm sure you're right.”

“There isn’t going to be a whole lot of dignity in this job, is
there?”

“The dignity is always in the man, never in the job.”

After pressing, they had bags filled with leftover grape skins,
or pomace, and now they trucked them back to the vineyard and
spread them like fertilizer. Christian’s muscles ached once more.
He told Immanuel he was happy the hard labor was over for the
season.

“The field work never ends,” Immanuel replied. “Pruning
comes next.”

%

Immanuel regularly checked the wine’s alcohol content with
a vinometer. He also sampled the wine by syphoning it from the
vat into a shot glass. Sometimes he invited Christian to climb the
ladder and taste it too. It was milky, greenish, gaseous, and sweet.

“The cloudiness is the yeast feeding on sugar,” Immanuel ex-
plained. “The yeast was already on the skins of the grapes when
we harvested them. Sometimes we have to add yeast, to bolster a
slow fermentation. But not this time. This time the wine is going
to be great all on its own.”
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Christian tried to taste the future greatness, but all he could
think of was the millions of microscopic creatures swimming in
the mire.

Within a day or two of crushing, the vats had started to bub-
ble, and now they were churning vigorously. The fermentation
showed no signs of tapering off. Airlocks gurgled. The fiberglass
sides were warm and the room reeked of ethanol.

“Time to bottle,” Immanuel said.

“But it’s still fermenting!”

“Tell that to the Federweifler customers. We'll just bottle a
few cases. They'll sell out within a couple of days.”

Immanuel bottled the FederweifSer himself, with a tabletop
machine that filled four bottles at a time. He showed Christian
how to operate the machine, and while Christian bottled, he
placed a sleeve of aluminum foil over the top.

“You don’t use corks?”

“Not for this stuft. They’d just blow off as the wine inside the
bottle continued to ferment.”

“How long will the other wine remain in the vats?”

“Until the secondary fermentation is done, when the wine is
perfectly still.”

After carrying cases of FederweifSer to the warehouse, Chris-
tian went to work again cleaning. Immanuel had strange notions
about how clean even the inside of a garbage can should be.

“A winery must be spotless,” he said, too often for Christian’s
tastes. “The chief cause of failed wine is contamination.”

Funny, Christian thought. An analogy could be made for
people too.
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Chapter Seven

ovember. The few grapes still on the vines were cocooned
in fungus and harvested for their Noble Rot. Leaves turned
pale with fleeting hints of green. Some were already shriveled,
turning from yellow to brown, curling at their edges and growing
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