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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. 

 
τJames 5:7 
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Chapter One 
 

hristian Zorn could just see the monument from the prison 

ǎǳǇŜǊƛƴǘŜƴŘŜƴǘΩǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ IŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǊƻƴƛŎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƧǳǾŜƴƛƭŜ 

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. 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭƻǊ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ƳǳŎƘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƴπ

tendent said. 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǘƛŜΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ ƘƻƭŘŜǊ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ 

desk, the pencils all sharpened to a fine point. At a cheap paper-

weight resting on nothing, preventing nothing from floating 

ŀǿŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ōǊŜŜȊŜ ŦŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŘŜǎƪΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 

everywheǊŜ ōǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƴǘŜƴŘŜƴǘΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘŀŦŦ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

read minds, but they had an uncanny ability to read eyes. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά¢ƻ ǳǎΣ ƻǊ ǘƻ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΚέ 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅǎΩ ōŀǊǊŀŎƪǎ 

rose above the foundations of the old internment compound, the 

C 



2 

 

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. 

ά¢ƻ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƴǘŜƴŘŜƴǘΦ 

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 

Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǊŜΦ LƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōǳŘƎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǇǊƻŘπ

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. 

άhƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ Řŀȅǎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǳǎΣέ wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL 

asked you here so we might talk about when that day should 

ŎƻƳŜΦέ 

5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ōƻȅǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ L 

ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΦ ²Ƙȅ ōǊŜŜŘ ƳƻƴƪŜȅǎ ƛƴ ŎŀǇǘƛǾƛǘȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǎƻ 

easy to capture in the wild? 

άaȅ ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ŦƛƴƛǘŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƭŜŀǾŜ ƛƴ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 

ƧǳŘƎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻΦέ 
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ά¸ƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜ ƛǎ ǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ 

ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ŜǾŀƭǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ LŦ ǿŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜǎǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ǘƻ 

ǎǘŀȅΣ ƻǊ ƛƴ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǘŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ƧǳŘƎŜ ǿƛƭƭ Ǌǳōπ

ber-ǎǘŀƳǇ ƛǘΣ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƳŜΦέ 

άaǊΦ wŀƳƛǊŜȊΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǎȅŎƘ ŜȄŀƳǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ 

ƛǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎŜǘ ƳŜ ŀǇŀǊǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ƛǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ 

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 ŜǾŜƴ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦ ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎ ƛƴ ƳŜ ǇŜǊǾŜǊǎŜΚέ 

Christian finally looked up and made eye contact. The super-

intendent held his gaze for a few seconds, then turned away. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōŜŘΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ramirez rose, went to the window, and stood with his back 

ǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΦ άbƻΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŀǎǎƘƻƭŜΦέ 

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 

zoo? 

! ŦƛƭŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǇŜƴ ƻƴ wŀƳƛǊŜȊΩǎ ŘŜǎƪΦ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ 

entries upside down. 

!ƎŜΥ мрΧ 

aŜŘƛǳƳ ōǳƛƭŘΣ ōƭǳŜ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǎŀƴŘȅ ƘŀƛǊΧ 

CŀƳƛƭȅΥ bƻƴŜ ƪƴƻǿƴΧ 

IƻōōƛŜǎΥ bƻƴŜ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘŜŘΧ 

Diagnosis: Classic conduct disorder, bordering on antisocial 

ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛǘȅ ŘƛǎƻǊŘŜǊΧ 

/ƻǳƴǎŜƭƻǊΩǎ ƴƻǘŜǎΥ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ½ƻǊƴ ƛǎ ŀ ǘƻǊƳŜƴǘŜŘ ȅƻǳƴƎ 

man. In the continued absence of a passion for anything, peace 

ƻŦ ƳƛƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ ŜƭǳŘŜ ƘƛƳΧ 
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ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŜŀƭΚέ wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜΣ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 

ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŀƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

¢ƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǿŜƛƎƘǘ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

ǇƻƛƴǘƭŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŀōǎǳǊŘ ƪƛƴŘΣ ŀ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎ !ƭǇƛƴŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǿƛǘƘ άǎƴƻǿΦέ 

Christian guessed one of his children had given it to him. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎǘŜŀƭΣ aǊΦ wŀƳƛǊŜȊΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎǘŜŀƭ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

ά5ƻ LΚέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ŝŀǘ ƘƻƴŜȅΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άȅƻǳ ǎǘŜŀƭ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜŜǎΦέ 

wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ƻƴƭȅ 

ǎǘŜŀƭ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǎǘŜƴŀƴŎŜΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎǳōǘƭŜǘȅ ŘŀȊȊƭŜǎ ƳŜΦ IŀǾŜƴΩǘ L ƎƻƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ 

ǘƛƳŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭƻǊΚέ 

άLΩƳ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΦ LƴŘǳƭƎŜ ƳŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŀȅ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

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, 

L ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ƛǎ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΦέ 

The real reason? It gave him cause to climb out of bed in the 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ wŀƳƛǊŜȊΦ IŜ 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǎƛƎƘǘŦǳƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ IŜΩŘ 

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 

ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿƴ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ Ƨƻōǎ ƘŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜΦ 

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, 
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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 

ǘƘŜƳΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŀŘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŜƭǎŜ ŘƛŘ ōŀŘ 

guys do? They ran. They did bad things, and they ran. 

The first few weeks at The Corners had been unbearable. 

wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΥ ƘŜΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ 

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. 

¢ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ŎƭŀƛƳ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

have a hobby. He did: planning prison breaks. 

tŜŀŎŜ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ ŜƭǳŘŜ ƘƛƳΧ 

άL ǎǘŜŀƭ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩƳ ŀ ƧǳǾŜƴƛƭŜ ƻŦŦŜƴŘŜǊΣ aǊΦ wŀƳƛǊŜȊΦ LΩƳ ŀ 

ƧǳǾŜƴƛƭŜ ƻŦŦŜƴŘŜǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǎǘŜŀƭΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǾƛŎƛƻǳǎ ŎȅŎƭŜΦέ 

ά!ŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎΣέ wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ǘŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƭŜΣ άȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ 

ƎƻŀƭǎΣ ƴƻ ŀƳōƛǘƛƻƴǎΣ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ŎȅƴƛŎŀƭ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘπ

out passion or purpose. Life is an arbitrary sequence of events, 

ȅƻǳ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǎŜƭƻǊΦ Ψ{Ƙƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΦ hǊ ƴƻǘΦ ²ƘƻƻǇ-

dee-fucking-ŘƻƻΦΩ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǉǳƻǘŜΦέ 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΣ ŀǘ 

ȅƻǳǊ ŀƎŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎπ

Ŧǳƭ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ǘƻ ǎǳŦŦŜǊ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ŀǎ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭȅ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦέ 

wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜǎƪ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΦ άhƪŀȅΣ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

ȅƻǳ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΚέ 

άbƻΣ aǊΦ wŀƳƛǊŜȊΣ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŀǘ ¢ƘŜ /ƻǊƴŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ 

ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦ LΩǾŜ ŀŎǉǳƛǊŜŘ ŀ ǘŀǎǘŜ ŦƻǊ ōǳƎƎŜǊȅΦέ 
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ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣέ wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊπ

ested in completing your sentence on the outside, working a job, 

ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇΦέ 

As soon as Christian caught his breath and froze in his chair, 

ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜΩŘ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΦ IŜ ǊŜƭŀȄŜŘΣ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎΣ 

and shrugged. But it was too late; Ramirez was studying him 

closely. 

¢ƘŜ ǎǳǇŜǊƛƴǘŜƴŘŜƴǘΩǎ ŘŜƳŜŀƴƻǊ ōƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǊŜǎƛƎƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 

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 ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŘŜƴǘΦ 

ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLΩƳ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴƻǊ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΦ LŦ ȅƻǳ ŦƭŜŜΣ ƻǊ ŎƻƳƳƛǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

ŎǊƛƳŜΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǳŎƘ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƧƻōΚέ 

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. 

ά! ǾƛƴŜȅŀǊŘ ƛƴ bŀǇŀ ±ŀƭƭŜȅΣέ wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ƛǎ 5ŜƭƘŜƛƳΦ LǘΩǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ 

DŜǊƳŀƴǎΦέ 

άDŜǊƳŀƴǎΚ !Ŏǘǳŀƭ DŜǊƳŀƴǎΚέ 

Ramirez turned back around and dropped a file on his desk. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘŀƴǘǎ ƻŦ DŜǊƳŀƴ ƛƳƳƛƎǊŀƴǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǿƴŜǊΣ LƳƳŀƴπ

uel Dessoir, needs help with labor. He has three daughters. His 

ǿƛŦŜ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǎŀȅ ƭŀōƻǊΣ L ƳŜŀƴ ƭŀōƻǊΦ Lǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ 

picnic. The harvest has already begun, and they need someone 

ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘƛǊŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΚ ²Ƙȅ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƻƴ ŀ 

ƧǳǾƛŜΚέ 
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ά¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘƛŜǎ ǘƻΣ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜ 

ǎŀȅΣ ǿŀȅǿŀǊŘ ǎƻǳƭǎΦέ 

άIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ ŀƳ L ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛƴƪΚέ 

ά/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŦǳŎƪ ǘƘƛǎ ǳǇΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ 

¢ƘŜ /ƻǊƴŜǊǎΦ !ƴŘ LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ōǳƎƎŜǊȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ 

ŘƛǎŎƻƳŦƻǊǘǎΦ ¢ƘƛǎΣ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΣ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘ ǊŜŘŜƳǇǘƛƻƴΦέ 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ōǳƎƎŜǊŜŘΣ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ōŜŀǘŜƴΣ ƘŜΩŘ 

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 

9ǘƘŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ȅŜŀǊ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻǿƴ ŀ 

toothbrush. Nearly half the boys wet their beds. The rest were 

too scared to. 

ά²Ƙȅ ƳŜΚέ 

wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘŜŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ŦƛƭŜΦ άLƴ ŀ ǿƻǊŘΣ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴŎŜΦ 

¸ƻǳǊ ŀǇǘƛǘǳŘŜ ǎŎƻǊŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǎǘ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳ 

ƎŀǾŜ CŜƭŘƳŀƴ ƭŀǎǘ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻƛƭŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΚ IŜ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ 

ƎŜƴƛǳǎΦέ 

CŜƭŘƳŀƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŎŀǳǎƛƴƎ ŀ 

loss of pressure in one of the boilers. Christian had conjectured 

a cause and subsequently found the leak. 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ŀ ƎŜƴƛǳǎΚέ 

άL ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪτȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ŀǎǎƘƻƭŜΦ Iƻǿπ

ever, I agree with your counselor that if you find something you 

care about you might straighten out your life. You have the 

ōǊŀƛƴǎΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜ ƧǳƛŎŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 

ƎǊŀǇŜǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΦέ 

wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǊ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ōƻƛƭŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΦ hǊ ǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘ ƭŀǘǊƛƴŜ ŘǳǘȅΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŜŦŜǊΦέ 
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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. 

άLƴ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǘǳǊƴ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴΣ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΦ /ƻƳƳƛǘ ŀ 

ŎǊƛƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ¢ƘŜ /ƻǊƴŜǊǎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎƻΦ Lǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ 

ŜǾŜƴ ōŜ {ŀƴ vǳŜƴǘƛƴΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎǇŜƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ Řŀȅǎ ƛǊƻƴƛƴƎ 

ǎƘƛǊǘǎΦέ 

ά[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƎǳŜǎǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻ ǇƛŎƴƛŎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ŦƭƛǇǇŜŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ŦƛƭŜ ǎƘǳǘΦ άbƻΣ ƛǘ ƛǎƴΩǘΦέ 

άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ 

ǘƻ ǇǊƻōŜ Ƴȅ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ aƻƳƳȅ ŀƴŘ 5ŀŘŘȅ ƴƻǿΚέ 

άIŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛƭƭΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΦ LΩǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ Ŏƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ LΩǾŜ 

ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

ά/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΣ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ 

ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

άIƻǿ ǇǊƻŦƻǳƴŘΦ /ŀƴ L Ǝƻ ƴƻǿΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ǊƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ ά!ǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ L ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ Ǉŀπ

ǇŜǊǿŜƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪΦέ 
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Chapter Two 
 

he village of Delheim had its charms. It would need them, 

Christian decided, to make up for a lack 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 

ƪƴŜǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƛƴŜƳŀƪƛƴƎΦ ! ǾƛƴŜȅŀǊŘΩǎ ŀǊǘŜǊȅ ǿŀǎ ƛǘǎ ǊƛǾŜǊΤ ǘƘŜ 

ƎǊŀǇŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜōƭƻƻŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŦƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƛǘǎ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭǎΦ 

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. 

T 
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ά.Ŝǎǘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƘǳǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ 

ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άCƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦŜǿ ǿŜŜƪǎΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ DƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ 

ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƧǳŘƎŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

The driver slowed as they reached the bottom of the hill and 

approached a wooden bridge. 

άbƻōƻŘȅ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ƘŀŘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇŀǊǘ 

of the earth than the space above it. More a subspecies than fully 

ƘǳƳŀƴΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ŦŀŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƛƴƪƭŜŘ ŜȅŜǎ 

ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǾƛƴƛŎǳƭǘǳǊŜΦέ 

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, 

Gewürztraminer, 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 

ƘƛƎƘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ƴǳƛǎŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΩǎ 

toys strewn underfoot. 

άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛǾŜ ƘŜǊŜΚέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΦ 

ά¢ǿƻ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǎŜǾŜƴΣ ƭŀǎǘ ŎƻǳƴǘΦ Lǘ ƎŜǘǎ ŀǎ ƘƛƎƘ ŀǎ ǘǿƻ Ƙǳƴπ

ŘǊŜŘ ŜƛƎƘǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴΦ IŜ ǎǘŀȅǎ ǿƛǘƘ !ǳƎǳǎǘΩǎ 

ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭΩǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀƭƻƴƎΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǊƴ ƛƴ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ 

ƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƘǳǘΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ¢ƘŜ /ƻǊƴŜǊǎΣ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ 

me. The older boys will treat you like a pin cushion if you come 

ŎǊŀǿƭƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪΦ !ƴŘ wŀƳƛǊŜȊ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƭƛŦǘ ŀ ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳΣ ƛŦ 

you let ƘƛƳ ŘƻǿƴΦ bƻǿ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŦŀƛƭΦέ 

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. 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ƴŜǿ ƘƻƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

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. 

! ōǊŜŜȊŜ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŘƻǿƴǎǘǊŜŀƳΦ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ Ŧƻƭπ

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, 

ŀƴŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜƴ 

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. 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άIŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 

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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ǳƴŎŜǊŜƳƻƴƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŘǳŦŦŜƭ ōŀƎ ŀƴŘ 

threw it over his shoulder. 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōǳǘƭŜǊ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

ōŜŜƴ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƛǎƳŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǎǳǎǇŜƴŘŜǊǎΦ 

Probably a field hand. 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ /ŀǊƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΣ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭΦέ 

άLƳƳŀƴǳŜƭΚέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ 5ŜǎǎƻƛǊΚέ 

¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘƻƻƪ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ƛƴΣ ǎǘǊƛǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǾŜπ

neer, of every corporeal nook in which to hide. He extended a 

calloused hand. 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜΣ LΩƳ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦέ 
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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 CO2 gas. The 

room housed a low, wooden frame bed and a student-grade desk 

and chair. A Schrank covered one wall. 

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜƭƻƴƎƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ǉƻƛƴǘπ

ƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǘΦ άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎǘƻǊŀƎŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ 

ƛǎ ǿŀǊƳ ƻƴ ŎƻƭŘ ƴƛƎƘǘǎΦ hƴ ǿŀǊƳ ƴƛƎƘǘǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ 

ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ōǳǎȅ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ 

food here iǎ ǇƭŜƴǘƛŦǳƭΤ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΦ !ƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΚέ 

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. 

άbƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά9ǾŜǊ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΚέ 

ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΚέ 

άDǊŀǇŜǎΦ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǇŀǊǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŀǊǾŜǎǘΚέ 

άhƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ōŜǊǊȅ ŀǘ ŀ ǘƛƳŜΣ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢±Φέ 

ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘŜǎǘ Řŀȅ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΦέ 

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 

I 
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ōƻǘǘƭŜǎΣ άŦƻǊǘƛŦȅƛƴƎέ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƘŜŀŘΦ !ƴ ǳƴƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ 

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 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ ǊŜǇƭŀƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǾƛƴŜǎ 

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 

Lƴ ŀƭƭŜƴ {ŎƘŜƴƪŜƴ ƪŜƘǊΩ ƛŎƘ Ŝƛƴ 

 

They passed Pinot Noir grapes, purple jewels amid apple 

green leaves; the plump fruit of Müller-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. 

άL ǿƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘƻǎŜΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά/ƻƳŜ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

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 

Ǌƻǿ ŘŜŦǘƭȅ ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ƎǊŀǇŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ Ǌƻǿ ŀƴŘ 

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. 

tǊŜǎŜƴǘƭȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ά9ƛƳŜǊΗέ ŀƴŘ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǘǊǳŘƎŜŘ 

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. Downhillτ

ǘƻ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎ ōǳŎƪŜǘΦ 
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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. 

άLƳǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƎƭƻǾŜǎΗέ 

άL Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛǎǎǳŜŘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇŜǊ ōǳŎƪŜǘΦέ 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǘƘπ

ers are filling their buckets with rocks and topping off with 

ƎǊŀǇŜǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ ƛŘŜŀΦέ 

άCƛƴŀƭƭȅ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƻƭŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ 

ǎǘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊŀǇŜǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΗέ 

άbŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ŎƻƳŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ōǳŎƪŜǘΦέ 

! ƘƻŀǊǎŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ά9ƛƳŜǊΗέ ŀƴŘ LƳπ

manuel turned away. 

Christian had always figured grape picking, like any field 

ǿƻǊƪΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘŀǊŘΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǿƘȅΦ IŜΩŘ 

assumed it was hard because you had to bend over and lift things, 

ƳŀȅōŜ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǎǘǳŦŦ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀƴȅπ

thing; that leisurely task was reserved for Immanuel. And pick-

ƛƴƎ ƎǊŀǇŜǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊŘ ǇŀǊǘΦ CƛƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳƴ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŀǎΦ 

He stood, he sat, he squatted. He bent this way, crawled that 

way. He dropped his grapes. They rolled downhill. 

Soon he learned to pick up the fallen fruit first as he worked 

his way down the line τbefore someone else got to it. He 

snatched them from the nettles flourishing among the shards of 

ǎƭŀǘŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘŎƘȅΦ 

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. 

¢ƘŜ ǾƛƴŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ƘƛƳ ǊǳǎǘƭŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 

touching it. Someone from the other side was harvesting it. 

Someone was grabbing his accessible grapesτthe 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. 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǳŎƪŜǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊŦƭƻǿƛƴƎΦ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ 

ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŀŎŎǳǎŜ ƳŜ ƻŦ ŦƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǊƻŎƪǎΦέ 

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 

fists. Grapesτwith survival instincts! The ones he got his hands 

around resisted his pull, clinging to the branches like children to 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊǎΩ ǎƪƛǊǘǎΦ 

Immanuel was approaching again. Christian would have a 

full bucket this time. He dropped another bunch into itτand 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 

ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ ά!ǊƳƭŜǎǎ ƳŜƴ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ōȅ ǎƻ ƻŦǘŜƴΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaȅ ŜƎƻ 

ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘŦǳƭ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 
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Immanuel pulled a bottle of Schnapps out of a satchel and 

ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ŀ ǘŀƭƭ ǎƘƻǘ ƎƭŀǎǎΦ άIŜǊŜΣ ŦƻǊǘƛŦȅ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

Christian downed the Schnapps. 

άCŜŜƭ ōŜǘǘŜǊΚέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άwŀǇǘǳǊƻǳǎΦέ 

άDƻƻŘΦ bŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ŎƻƳŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ōǳŎƪŜǘΦέ IŜ 

ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ŜƳǇǘȅ ōǳŎƪŜǘΦ άhǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

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. 

PickinƎ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǘŜŜǇ ǎƭƻǇŜ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘ ƳǳǎŎƭŜǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ 

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 downhill. He 

ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭΥ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎŜŎǳǊŜŘ 

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-

ǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊǾŜǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘ 
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ƎƻŜǎ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎǎΦέ IŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǎƴŀǘŎƘŜŘ ŀ ŦǊŜŜ-hanging 

ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ƎǊŀǇŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ǾƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ 

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 at 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 

ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀƭŦ ŜƳǇǘȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ Ǌƻǿ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ 

full again. 

²ƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ ¦ƴǘƛƭ ǎƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ 

scornfully, even casting her all-seeing eyes up and down his fig-

ure, as though assessing the extent of human flesh wasted on his 

frame. And then she stuck out her tongue. That was the end of 

the world. 

ά/ƘŜŎƪ Ƙƛǎ ōǳŎƪŜǘ ŦƻǊ ǊƻŎƪǎΗέ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ 

and there was scattered laughter. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ƘŀǊǾŜǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘ ƎƻŜǎ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǎǎΗέ 

ά9ƛƳŜǊΗέ 

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 

Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦέ 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀƭŦ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦέ 
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άLΩƳ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦέ 

ά[ƻƻƪǎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ [ƻƻƪǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜΦέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ 

ά[ŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

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. 

! ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ƎǊŀǇŜǎ ǎŀǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǊƻǿΣ 

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. 

άIƻǿΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǘŀǊǘΣ aǊΦ 5ŜǎǎƻƛǊΚέ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ άIŀǾŜƴΩǘ 

ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘΚ tŜŀŎŜ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŘ ŜƭǳŘŜǎ ƳŜΗέ 
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Chapter Four 
 

ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙƛƭƭ ŀǘ 

ŘŀȅΩǎ ŜƴŘΦ IŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻȊŜŘΦ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ƴǳŘƎŜŘ ƘƛƳ 

ƻƴŎŜΣ ǘƻ ƻŦŦŜǊ ƘƛƳ ŀ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻŦ άŦƻǊǘƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴΦέ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ 

ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜǊȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎǇƛƭƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ 

to lay down for a while. Wake me at dinnertime. Preferably din-

ƴŜǊǘƛƳŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 

άLΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪΩǎ ƴƻǘ ȅŜǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ 

ƎǊŀǇŜǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴƻǿ ōŜ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘΦέ 

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. 

άWǳƳǇ ƛƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǘ ƛǘΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƎǊŀǇŜǎΦέ 

άL Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ WǳƳǇ ƛƴΦέ 

Christian did, inadvertently squishing grapes beneath his 

ōƻƻǘǎΦ hǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ άƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƛǘέ ƛƴ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƛƴƎ 

ŎŀǊǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘǊƻǳƎƘ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ŎŀǊǘ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ Řƻǿƴπ

wards at a gentle angle to a mechanical grinding machine that 

pumped the crushed skins and juice into a press. 

C 
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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. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƎǊŀǇŜǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΣέ 

LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά! ƎǊŀǇŜ ŀƭƭ ōȅ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ Ƴŀȅ ǎŜŜƳ ǿŜŀƪΣ ōǳǘ 

put thousands of them together, and their combined integrity 

ƳŀƪŜǎ ƛǘ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴǎΦέ 

Thanks for the science lesson, Christian thought. He loaded 

his shovel again, and noticed that other workers were shoveling 

faster, making him look slowτagain. 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. 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ƳǳǎŎƭŜǎ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀŎƘŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ 

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. 

LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǿŀǎ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

άbŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ōǳŎƪŜǘέ ǊŜōǳƪŜΦ {ƻ ƘŜ ōŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎƪΦ 

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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ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōǳƎƎŜǊȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ŘƛǎǘŀǎǘŜŦǳƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ 

Just one more, just one more. 

/ŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΣ Ƴǳǎǘ Řƻ ƛǘΣ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΣ Ƴǳǎǘ Řƻ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪπ

ŜǊǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅ Ǉŀƛƴ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ {ƻƳŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΗ 

Maybe they were just good at concealing agony. Immanuel was 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ 

dieΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎǘŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ 

The last cart was empty, the last press was full and pressing, 

and thousands of liters of juice were filling the fiberglass con-

tainers. 

LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǾŜƭ ŦǊƻƳ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ 

ƛǎ ŘƻƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άL Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ōŜŘΚέ 

ά¢ƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŜŀǘΦέ 

* 

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. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǿƛƴŜƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǇƭŀŎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άLǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀƭƛǾŜΦέ 

Immanuel glanced at him curiously, then reached for a slice 

of bread. 
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ά5ŜŀǊ [ƻǊŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ōƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀŘǎ ƛƴ 

ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ōƻǳƴǘȅΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘƛƴƎ 

ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ŀƭƭ ƛǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ !ƳŜƴΗέ 

ά!ƳŜƴΗέ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ 

IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΦ ά9ŀǘΦέ 

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-

ƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎΦ !ŦŦƭƛŎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴΣ 

the respiratory system, the eyes and ears. Undiagnosed blood 

diseases that accounted for all manner of symptoms. Deadly 

warts. One mŀƴ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΣ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘƛǎŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŜƴ 

ƛƴǾŜƴǘŜŘ ȅŜǘΦέ 

Immanuel waved down three young women serving food, 

and beckoned them toward him. 

άaȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΦ Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŘŜ ƛƴ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƭŀŎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ƙƛƴǘ ƻŦ 

warning. 

Claire Dessoir was tall, with dark brown eyes and hairτboth 

like her father. Her hair was tied in a bun, which Christian found 

both anachronistic and amusing. Her features were attractively 

ǎǘǳǊŘȅΣ ǊŜƳƛƴŘƛƴƎ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ƻŦ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘǎ ƘŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƻŦ ǇƛƻƴŜŜǊ 

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. 

ά/ƭŀƛǊŜ ƛǎ ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

ά{ƘŜΣέ /ƭŀƛǊŜ ǎƘƻǘ ōŀŎƪΣ άŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ 
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ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ƙƻǿ ƻƭŘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎΦέ 

ά{ƘŜ ƛƴǘŜƴŘǎ ǘƻ ƳŀǊǊȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǿŜŀƭǘƘΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǉǳŀƭƛǘƛŜǎ L ŀŘƳƛǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƳŀƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άbƻǘ ǘƻ ŜȄŎƭǳŘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǿŜŀƭǘƘΦέ 

άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŜȄŎƭǳŘŜ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

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 

wasnΩǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾƻƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ǇǊƻǾƻŎŀǘƛǾŜ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ IŜǊ Ŧŀπ

ther had a different take on the matter. 

άaȅ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ-year-old 

ŜȄƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴƛǎǘΦέ 

ά²ƛǘƘ ŀ ǇŀƎŀƴ ǘŀǘǘƻƻΣέ DŀōǊƛŜƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhƴ Ƴȅ ōǳǘǘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀǊƪǎ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōǳǘǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜƘŀǾŜ 

ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

ά{ǘƛŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻƴŜǎΦέ 

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. 

άaȅ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǎǘ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaȅ ƴƛƴŜ-year-old. 

LƴƴƻŎŜƴǘ ŀǎ ŀ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƭŜŀŦΦ !ƴŘ ŜȄŀǎǇŜǊŀǘƛƴƎƭȅ ƻǇǘƛƳƛǎǘƛŎΦ ²ŀǘŎƘΦέ 

IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řŀȅ ƛǎ ƛǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ 

ά{ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅΣέ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΚέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƘŜ ǎŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΦέ 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭΚέ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΦ 

ά{ŎƘŀǘȊΧέ 

άbƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƪŀȅΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ŜǎΣ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭΦέ 

ά! ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ŎǊƛƳƛƴŀƭΚέ 



28 

 

άLǘΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻƻ ŎƭƻǎŜΦέ 

άLƴŘŜŜŘΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊƛǎƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ 

ƻǾŜǊΦ IŜ ŦŀŎŜŘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǿ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ 

ŦƻǎǘŜǊ ƘƻƳŜ ƴƻǿΦ ! ǘŜƳǇƻǊŀǊȅ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜƳŜƴǘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ Ŝƛπ

ǘƘŜǊΦέ IŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƘŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƻ Ǿƛǎƛǘ aƻǘƘŜǊΣέ /ƭŀƛǊŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

άhǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 

/ƭŀƛǊŜ ǘƻƻƪ ±ƛƻƭŜǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǿŀȅΦ ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǊƴ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƭƻƴƎΦέ 
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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; 

ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŜƳǇloyed only to pick. 

άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ƴƻǿΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

H 
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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. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƴƻƛǎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƭƻǳŘŜǊΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦŜǊƳŜƴǘŀπ

tion has just begun. This room will sound like a waterfall before 

ƭƻƴƎΦέ 

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. 

ά¢ƘŜ ǿŀǎǘŜ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǎǘ ƛǎ ŜǘƘŀƴƻƭΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ŜȄπ

ǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά5ǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƎŀǊ ƛǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǎǘ 

ǿƛƭƭ ŘƛŜ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǊŀŎƪ 

ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǊƛŦȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜΦέ 

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. 

άLǘΩǎ ǎǿŜŜǘΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά²ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎΦέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ōŀŎƪ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘπ

ŘŜǊΦ άhǘƘŜǊ ǿƛƴŜǊƛŜǎ ǳǎŜ ǎǘŀƛƴƭŜǎǎ ǎǘŜŜƭ ǘŀƴƪǎΦ ²Ŝ Řƻ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ DŜǊπ

Ƴŀƴ ǿŀȅΦ [Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ ŦŜǊƳŜƴǘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŦŜǊŜΦ !ŘŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ 

ǇǊŜǘŜƴǘƛƻǳǎΣ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘƛǾŜ ŎŀǇǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƭŜǎΦέ 

The room was filling with an invisible cloud of CO2 gas. It 

was heavy, sweetish, and slightly suffocating. Christian figured 

ƘŜΩŘ ƎŜǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ 

Immanuel pointed down the line of casks, just beginning to 

ƎǳǊƎƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇǳǘǘŜǊΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ǳǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ȅŜŀǊΣέ ƘŜ 

said. 

ά{ƻ ƴƻǿ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘΚέ 
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Immanuel went into the corner and retrieved a mop and 

bucket. He handed them to Christian. 

άbƻǿ ǿŜ ƳƻǇ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦέ 

ά²Ŝ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƳŜΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀǘŎƘ ƻƴ ŦŀǎǘΦέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ Řƻ L ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŎƪǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŘŜΚέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

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. 

άLƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƳƛŎǊƻ ƻŦ ŜƴǾƛǊƻƴƳŜƴǘǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘΣ 

άǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǿƛƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƛǎ ƻȄȅƎŜƴΤ ŜȄǇƻǎǳǊŜ 

ages the wine. The second is bacteria; keep all tools and surfaces 

ŎƭŜŀƴΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘΚέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άLΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

5ŜŜǇ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƨƻō /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ŀǊƳǎ ŀŎƘŜŘ ȅŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜ 

pleasure of wine, it seemed, was the sole province of the wine 

drinker. 

At mid-morning Claire passed through as if to inspect the 

ƴŜǿ ōƻȅΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ 5ǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƻƭƳŀǊƳΣ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŘƛǎǊŜπ

spectfully onto a patch of wet floor and cleared her throat. 

ά[ǳƴŎƘ ƛǎ ŀǘ ƴƻƻƴΦ CŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŀȅǎ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘŀōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǳǎΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǿŀǎƘ ǳǇ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ ²ƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƴƻǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƘŀōƛǘΦέ 

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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άDǳŜǎǎ ǿƘŀǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘŀōƭŜ 

with the nobility. Father must like you. He normally makes the 

ƘƛǊŜŘ ƘŀƴŘǎ Ŝŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƴΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōŀǊƴΚέ 

άL ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜǘŀǇƘƻǊƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ .ŜǘǘŜǊ ǿŀǎƘ ǳǇ ƴƻǿΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀōƛǘΚέ 

ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΚέ 

άCƻǊƎŜǘ ƛǘΦ {ǘǳǇƛŘ ƧƻƪŜΦέ 

ά5ƛƴƴŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦέ 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏƻƻƪ ƛǘΚέ 

{ƘŜ ǘƛƭǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ L ŘƛŘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ LΩŘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ƛǘΦέ 

{ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ά!ŎǘǳŀƭƭȅΣ /ƭŀƛǊŜ ŎƻƻƪŜŘ ƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ 

ƳŜŀƭǎΦ {ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ aƻǘƘŜǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŜƛƎƘǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦέ 

/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŘƛŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŀǊƛǘƘƳŜǘƛŎΦ ά{ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ŎƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘŜƴΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ Dŀōƛ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΣ άǎƘŜ ŘƛŘΦέ 

* 

¢ƻ ǎŀȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǇƛƭŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ǇƭŀǘŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

eat was an understatement. More was piled on than he could lift. 

hƪŀȅΣ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƴ ŜȄŀƎƎŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǳǎŜŘ 

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 

ǘƘŜ άƎǊŀǾȅέ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀǘ ¢ƘŜ /ƻǊƴŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŜŜŦ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǘŜƴŘŜǊΣ /ƘǊƛǎπ

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-

ǘƛŀƴΩǎ ŜŀǊǎΦ 
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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 hƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ƘƛƳ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ά²ŀǎƘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜŀǊǎΣέ 

ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŎŀƭŜǎΦέ 

The Pinot tasted good. Christian had never had one before. 

IŜΩŘ ǎƴǳŎƪ ǎƛǇǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƧǳƎ ǿƛƴŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜΣ 

ǿƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

often enough for Christian to develop a taste for wine, because 

his mother only sometimes got caught sleeping with other men. 

¢ƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ƧŀōōŜǊŜŘΦ άaǊǎΦ .ŜŎƪŜǊΩǎ ǘƻƳŀǘƻŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŀŦπ

ŦƭƛŎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǇƘƛŘǎΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭǳǊŜ ƭŀŘȅōǳƎǎ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŀǇƘƛŘǎΣ ōǳǘ ƧǳŘƎƛƴƎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦ 

The Waldorf girl has been especially friendly with certain boys, 

and ǎƻƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀƴ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ aǊΦ 9ŘŜƭƳŀƴƴΩǎ 

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 

ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƎǳŜǎǎ ŀǎ ǘƻ ǿƘȅΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǊŜǾŜŀƭ the 

ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ .ǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΣ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ 

to repeat it, at least not using his real name. Mrs. Grunewald has 

ŀ ƴŜǿ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊǾŀƴŜΧέ 

/ƭŀƛǊŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ 

ƴƻ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

άCƻǊ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅΣ ƴƻ ŘƻǳōǘΦέ 
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ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭ ƛǎ 

ŦŀƛǊ ƎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ /ƻƴŦŜǎǎƛƻƴΦέ 

{ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳ ǊŜǇǊƻŀŎƘŦǳƭƭȅΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΦέ 

¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳǘƘΦ ά!ǳƎǳǎǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘǎ 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ƘŀǊǾŜǎǘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘǳǎ ǇƻƻǊŜǊ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ǿƛƴŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ 

said. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴǎƛǎǘ ƻƴ ƭƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ ȅƛŜƭŘǎΦέ 

άLŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭƻǿŜǊ ȅƛŜƭŘǎ ǘƻ ȊŜǊƻ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ǿƛƴŜΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘΦέ 

¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ǎƛǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜŎŀǊπ

ƛƻǳǎ ŦƛƴŀƴŎŜǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴΦέ 

ά¢ŀƭƪΣ ƻǊ ǇǊŜŎŀǊƛƻǳǎ ŦƛƴŀƴŎŜǎΚέ 

ά.ƻǘƘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƳŀŘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƛƴŜΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩŘ ǎŀǾŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƻǳƭǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƴŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƭǇƛǘΦέ 

άCŀǘƘŜǊΗέ /ƭŀƛǊŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛŜǎǘ ǘƘǊŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ ά±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΦ Lǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ 

ŀ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘŦǳƭ ƭǳƴŎƘΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ƭŀŘƛŜǎΦέ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ 

girls. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΣ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ /ƭŀƛǊŜΦ ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ǿŜ ƪŜŜǇ 

ƛƴǾƛǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΚέ 

ά/ƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŀƭǘŜǊƴŀǘƛǾŜΦ .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ŜƭǎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊ 

ŀōƻǳǘ aǊǎΦ DǊǳƴŜǿŀƭŘΩǎ ƴŜǿ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊǾŀƴŜΚέ 

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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IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ ¸Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ 

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 

floors 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? 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ CƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴŎŀǊŎŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ 

followed his childhood, he had no scale with which to compare 

experiences. Was this as good as it got? A choice between mop-

ǇƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŦƭƻƻǊ ƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΚ {ǳǊŜƭȅ ǿƛƴŜƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ 

mission in life, but what was? And how does one discover it? 

Iƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŀǇǇȅΣ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘΚ 
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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. 

! ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ŎŜƳŜǘŜǊȅΩǎ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǿŀƭƭ 

ŎŀǳƎƘǘ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ±ƛƻƭŜǘΣ ǎǇȅƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦ IŜǊ ŘŀǊƪ 

ŜȅŜǎ ǇŜŜǊŜŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŘƛǎŎƻǾπ

ered, her eyes widened and she ran away. 
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Chapter Six 
 

ver the next several days Christian learned his true mission 

at 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 

ȅŜŀǊΩǎ 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. 

{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜ ƘŀǳƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ 

up. He incrementally decreased the entropy of wine in the uni-

ǾŜǊǎŜΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜΩǎ ƳŀƪŜǊΣ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ 5ŜǎǎƻƛǊΣ ǿŀǎ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘ 

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 presenceτǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻŦǘŜƴ 

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. 

O 
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{ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƭŘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƻƭŘŜǊΦ 

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 

ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ƪƴƻǿ ŀ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜΦέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

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

άWie geht es dirΣέ ±ƛƻƭŜǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΚέ 

άbƻΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ DŜǊƳŀƴΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ ȅƻǳ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΚέ 

The abruptness of the question startled Violet. She stam-

ƳŜǊŜŘΣ ά¸ƻǳ Χ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ƘŀǇǇȅΦέ 

άIƻǿΚέ 

{ƘŜ ŦƛŘƎŜǘŜŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ōȅ ŜƴǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦέ 

! ƳƻƴǘƘ ƛƴǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ǎǘŀȅΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƻŀŘŜŘ ŀ Ŏǳǎπ

ǘƻƳŜǊΩǎ ǘǊǳƴƪΣ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊΣ aǊǎΦ {ǘŜƛƴΣ ŀǎƪŜŘ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭΣ άaŀȅ 

L ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻȅ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƘƻǊŜǎΚ L ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎΦέ 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƻ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΥ άwƛŘŜ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ Řƻ 

ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪǎΦέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōƻȅΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƴŘ L ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ 

ŜǾŜǊȅ IŜƴǊȅ ŀƴŘ IŀƴƴŀƘ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴΦέ 

άL am ŜǾŜǊȅ IŜƴǊȅ ŀƴŘ IŀƴƴŀƘ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Upon arriving at her home, Mrs. Stein handed Christian a 

ƎŀǊŘŜƴ ŦƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŘŜƳŜŀƴƻǊ 

ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƛǎǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƻƴ ƘƻƭƛŘŀȅΦ 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƘŜŀǾȅ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎΦέ 

άbƻΣ ōǳǘ L Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƘŀƴƪŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǘΦ 

²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƴŜ ǿŜŜŘƛƴƎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ 
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.ŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜǊȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭΣ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ 

ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

ά{ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊΦ LΩǾŜ ǿŜŜŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀ ŦŜǿ 

ǘƛƳŜǎΦέ 

άL ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ ōŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴ 

around here. Tell me, are you trying to teach me humility? Be-

ŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎƘŀƪŜ ŀ ǎǘƛŎƪ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊǎΦέ 

άbƻΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ȅŜǎΦ aŀȅōŜΦέ 

άL ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƘǳƳƛƭƛǘȅ ŀǘ ¢ƘŜ /ƻǊƴŜǊǎΣέ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIǳƳƛƭπ

ƛǘȅ ƛǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀǳƎƘǘΦέ 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŘƛƎƴƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƧƻōΣ ƛǎ 

ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ŘƛƎƴƛǘȅ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƧƻōΦέ 

After pressing, they had bags filled with leftover grape skins, 

or pomace, and now they trucked them back to the vineyard and 

ǎǇǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŦŜǊǘƛƭƛȊŜǊΦ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ƳǳǎŎƭŜǎ ŀŎƘŜŘ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜΦ 

He told Immanuel he was happy the hard labor was over for the 

season. 

ά¢ƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘ ǿƻǊƪ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜƴŘǎΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άtǊǳƴƛƴƎ 

ŎƻƳŜǎ ƴŜȄǘΦέ 

* 

LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜΩǎ ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

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. 

ά¢ƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘƛƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǎǘ ŦŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǎǳƎŀǊΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ŜȄπ

ǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ȅŜŀǎǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǇŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ 

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 ōŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƻƴ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴΦέ 
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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. 

ά¢ƛƳŜ ǘƻ ōƻǘǘƭŜΣέ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά.ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦŜǊƳŜƴǘƛƴƎΗέ 

ά¢Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ CŜŘŜǊǿŜƛǖŜǊ ŎǳǎǘƻƳŜǊǎΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ŀ 

ŦŜǿ ŎŀǎŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǎŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ŘŀȅǎΦέ 

Immanuel bottled the Federweißer 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. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ ŎƻǊƪǎΚέ 

άbƻǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘǳŦŦΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōƭƻǿ ƻŦŦ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ 

ōƻǘǘƭŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŜǊƳŜƴǘΦέ 

άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƛƴŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŀǘǎΚέ 

ά¦ƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘŀǊȅ ŦŜǊƳŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŘƻƴŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ ƛǎ 

ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ǎǘƛƭƭΦέ 

After carrying cases of Federweißer 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. 

ά! ǿƛƴŜǊȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǎǇƻǘƭŜǎǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƻƻ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŦƻǊ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ 

ǘŀǎǘŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǿƛƴŜ ƛǎ ŎƻƴǘŀƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

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 

brittle. Half were already on the ground, leaving vines stripped 

of their pride. 

¢ƘŜ ŎŀƴŜǎ ŘǊƻƻǇŜŘΤ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƛǊŜŘΦ 

The distant hills were mottled with a patchwork of earthy rec-

tangles. Now that most of the foliage was gone, the rows were 

more discernable, the colors muted. 

The temperature dropped and a stillness settled over the 

ǾƛƴŜȅŀǊŘΦ LƳƳŀƴǳŜƭ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊƴπ

ing and signaled for him to follow. 

άDǊŀǇŜǎ ƻƴƭȅ ƎǊƻǿ ƻƴ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ-ȅŜŀǊ ǿƻƻŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊǳŘƎƛƴƎ 

ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘǿƻ Ǌƻǿǎ ƻŦ ǾƛƴŜǎΦ ά{ƻ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŎŀƴŜǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ Ŏǳǘ 

ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

He stopped before a vine and handed Christian a pair of clip-

pers. 

ά[ŜŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ŎŀƴŜǎΣ ŀǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳƴƪ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ 

Prune them back to ten buds and stretch them out along the trel-

ƭƛǎ ǿƛǊŜΦέ 

He turned to leave. 

N 


