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Old World or New?
Often I am asked which style do I prefer: the
wines from the Old World or the New? This is
increasingly difficult to answer because those
terms have become so overused and ambiguous that they can refer to anything from the
style of wine, spacing of vines, production
methods, barrel maturation, or even packaging. Many winemakers have said to me about a
wine, “It’s from young vines but one can really
taste the ‘Old World’ coming through once it’s
bottled.” In many a plush and luxurious Napa
Valley tasting room, we heard phrases such as,
“We practice the same traditional methods as
in the Old World.” Even the actual Old World
winemakers have been reduced to spouting
such rebukes as, “We wanted to make a really
modern style with this wine.”
Yet nowadays what is considered a “New
World” style anyway? America has been making wine for over a hundred years; surely they
are no longer the “New World.” China, on the
other hand, has only recently entered the world
of serious wine production. Does this make
them the New New World?
Tasting our way through the very modern

200

201

Podere Castor ani

Race car driver and wine producer, Jarno Trulli.

and technologically savvy regions of California,
we reveled in the opulence of spotless tasting
rooms, sparkling new vinous equipment, and
outlandishly warm hospitality. Most California
winemakers welcome tourists; they have tasting rooms and merchandise for sale that cater

to the trade. Some sell most of their wine to
visitors of the winery. Tasting rooms in California are upbeat and cheerful; we soon got
used to the tireless smiles and enthusiastic but
vague responses to our questions.
No matter what one thinks of the quality of wines produced by these professional
and highly motivated individuals, the energy,
zest, and exuberance relayed by these “New
World” Estates no doubt have to be admired.
This was entirely different from my wine tasting experiences through the ragged cellars of
Châteauneuf du Pape, Burgundy, or Rioja. In
those truly “Old World” establishments, I had
to tiptoe from barrel to barrel over rickety
planks with purposely unresponsive, insistent,
and demanding winemakers, who would tramp
back to the comfort of their vines, often never
to return, if I was a minute late.
We saw nothing like that in the U.S. or
Canada, but I promised Linda that once we
crossed the Atlantic, we would see an amazing change. In Europe, we would experience
an entirely different kind of winemaking and
meet a very different kind of winemaker. It
had been six or seven years since I’d visited
the wineries in Europe, but I was confident
that things could not have changed since
then. After all, Italy has always been—and
surely remains—the bastion of vinous “Old
World” winemaking. Doesn’t it?

Charming, handsome and surprisingly laid-back, Jarno
Trulli is committed to making wine in the tradition of
his beloved grandfather.
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Scheduling Hell
We spent several days in Paris working on our
itinerary. Travelling through Europe is a joyous
adventure, but there are aspects of travelling
itself that are not so much fun. We had to map
out our journey to some very remote places,
schedule appointments with celebrities and
winemakers, figure out our means of transportation, and then find hotel accommodations within our limited budget. (Our general
directive was to stay in cheap hotels but drink
expensive wines.) Of course the Internet is a
blessing for this kind of research and while it
was a snap when we were scheduling California
or Canada, in Europe we encountered far more
complications—inaccessible or unknown villages (some not even on our maps or too small
to offer hotel accommodations), indecipherable train schedules, and of course there was
always the language barrier. Several times we
were stymied trying to book reservations or
transportation on an Italian or Spanish language website. Neither Linda nor I can really
speak anything other than English and trying
to work around the schedules of busy celebrities and winemakers is a headache in any language.
Some wineries were more receptive to us
than others, but in booking any interview, we
always tried to start with a contact person. For
famed Italian Formula One driver Jarno Trulli,
we began by contacting his business manager
(and partner in the winery), Lucio Cavuto, who
was not only receptive to us but absolutely insisted that when we get to Abruzzo, we would

be taken to lunch by their winemaker. “This
is the only way you will understand what we
are trying to achieve,” he insisted. We were, of
course, delighted at Cavuto’s enthusiastic response and made plans to spend the afternoon
at the winery. All was well and good until we
started calling other wineries and planning our
travel schedule. Four hours later, after many
phone calls, it turned out there was no way we
could make it across Italy to the Jarno Trulli
winery on the day we had scheduled. What
with our appointments in Siena, there simply
was no train or plane that would get us to the
Adriatic coast in time. We would have to call
and ask to change our appointment for another day.
Changing appointments is about the worst
thing one can ask of a winemaker or producer.
It was ridiculously rude of us, especially after Cavuto had been so kind, but we had no
choice. As expected, Lucio was none too happy to hear about our predicament. “But our
Angelo has made time to accommodate you
and this is the only day that is convenient for
him,” was the piqued answer from the business manager. Ultimately, with much apologizing from us, he kindly agreed to arrange a
new day and time and another series of phone
calls ensued.
We should note here that Jarno Trulli’s
manager was under a lot of pressure himself
that day. This happened to be the weekend of
a Formula One race in Asia so he had a million details to handle. Formula One is one
of the most watched sports in the world and
it’s absurdly expensive, millions of dollars are
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spent in seconds. And here’s me, a stranger
from Paris, asking for yet another favor over
these terrible phone lines where there’s a
loud crackling, a humming noise, and easily a
couple of seconds of annoying and frustrating
voice delay. We’re talking over each other and
he repeatedly has to call Pescara, Italy, to rearrange meetings. We made it work but it was
definitely not pleasant for either of us.

Heading Towards the Sea
After our visit to La Fiorita in Castlenuovo
dell’Abate, we drove south from Siena, passing
the outskirts of Rome and then headed east,
winding our way out of the colorful and steep
Tuscan region with its 90-degree bends in
the road and descending towards the Adriatic
coast. We arrived in the Marche region after a
beautiful drive through vast, sloping granite
hills and large industrial agriculture regions
into a wide, valley-style countryside reminiscent of Switzerland in autumn. Snow-topped
mountains were visible in the distance despite
the obvious warmth. Our destination was the
city of Pescara and the wine region known as
the Abruzzo.
The Abruzzo is Italy’s third most important
wine growing region and winemaking here
dates back to medieval times, “Old World” in
the most literal sense. Recently, it’s seen a revival in wine production, with many competing on
a very high level. (Interestingly, more grapes are
grown in this region than in the whole of Australia.) The district, is and has been, famous for
producing nutty whites made from the usually
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ubiquitous Trebbiano grape and powerful reds
from the spicy, chocolaty Montepulciano grape,
which is inherently high in pigmentation, contains a famed tannic structure, and completes
with bracing acidity; these are dark and fleshy
wines that often express themselves best with
the accompaniment of food. “The Montepulciano grape produces one of the world’s strongest
wines,” Jarno insists. (For international palates,
however, these wines can be too rustic and high
in acidity to be enjoyed on their own without
food.) Overall, though, the wines of Abruzzo,
are concentrated and serious.
Even with all of our research, we had not
done a very good job selecting a hotel in Pescara, finding ourselves only steps from the
train station in an odd downtown area of the
city. It quickly became obvious that though this
was a bustling city of shops, restaurants, and
lots of working people, this was also a somewhat detached place, seemingly isolated from
the modern world. No iPhone had ever rung
here, and an afternoon siesta prevailed for
what seemed like an eternity. Happily for us,
many of the inhabitants spoke English, though
the city strongly expressed a homegrown, independent style. Slow moving and convivial,
everyone seemed to know each other, flashing
smiles and shouting insults in equal measure
across the cobbled streets. It seemed at times
as if fashion hadn’t changed here since the ’80s.
Or maybe it had . . . soon I started to feel the
odd one out.
While Linda shopped, I sat in an outdoor
café and watched the crowds drift by. The girls
seemed to favor a studded type of suede knee-

high soft boot, while the men were generally
outfitted with luridly florescent apparel that
wouldn’t look out of place at Cirque du Soleil.
Weird, yes, but the city was not without its
own inherent charm. An obviously close-knit,
friendly community, with narrow streets and
ancient palazzos, it definitely was unadulterated by modern culture and reveled in its own
unique secular quirkiness.
We had dinner that night in a restaurant
with an ocean view and a leaky ceiling. A sudden rainstorm blew in and took out the lights
for a few minutes. Everyone in the restaurant
continued eating in the dark so we, too, acted
as if nothing had happened. After the electricity
returned, we finished our lovely dinner of extremely fresh fish (something Pescara is known
for) and made it back to the hotel during a break
in the rain. Then I settled into my singularly
hard bed to catch up on some reading about the
man behind the helmet and how he’d come to
create a winery in such a remote area.

The Driver from Pescara
The answer to that question was easy: I soon
discovered that Jarno Trulli was born in Pescara, on July 13, 1974. His grandfather was
a winemaker just outside the city. “Even as a
child, we were a winemaking family,” says Jarno, “but a small one.” In his youth, Jarno spent
a lot of time among the vines with his grandfather.
Jarno Trulli is most at home in cars
and at his vineyard.
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His parents had always been keen motorsport fans and had named their son after Jarno
Saarinen, the Finnish Grand Prix motorcycle
racing champion who had been killed at Monza
in 1973. (In fact, his Finnish forename caused
a certain amount of confusion when Jarno first
entered Formula One, with many not initially
realizing that he was Italian.) Being named after a famous motorcycle racer just may have
preordained the boy. Even from an early age,
Jarno was involved in Karting, with the enthusiastic support of his father. After winning
the Italian and then European Kart championships, Jarno won the German Formula Three
championship in 1996. A year later, he joined
the Formula One circuit and has been a regular
driver ever since. After his first seven races he
replaced the injured Olivier Panis on the Prost
team. He stayed with them for the next two
seasons and eventually scored his first podium
win in wet conditions at the 1999 European
Grand Prix.
Flamboyant, often with long blond hair,
Jarno Trulli is an impressive presence, but not
a patient one. The overall poor performance of
the famous Prost team convinced him that a
switch to Jordan GP would bring better results.
In 2000 he moved to the Irish squad, but yet
again he was disappointed, as the team proved
to be far less of the force it had been in the
late 1990s. In his two years with Jordan, Trulli
failed to score a podium.
Trulli secured a positive contract with the
Renault Team in 2002. In the 2004 season,
he took his first pole position and made it his
first race win. However, Renault was quickly

becoming a troubled team and their results
just weren’t good enough for Jarno. The new
Toyota team, on the other hand, was the one
everyone wanted to join. In 2005 they offered
Trulli a contract, and he jumped at the opportunity. Various successes at Toyota continued
until 2009, when Toyota bowed out of Formula
One and Trulli once again was left searching
for a contract. On December 14, 2009, Jarno
was confirmed as one of the newly formed
Lotus Team drivers, joining former McLaren
driver Heikki Kovalainen. He is still driving
with them.
In person, Trulli is charming and surprisingly laid-back. There is an adage that maintains that speed drivers, like Jarno, appear to
be lackadaisical in their real life because the
world goes by in slow motion when they are
outside their cars.
But when did winemaking enter this picture? Well, of course Trulli’s family heritage
played a big role. “My father asked me casually one day whether I had any interest in restarting my grandfather’s business,” explains
Jarno. “I thought about it for a while and then
I agreed, not for business reasons but because
of the tradition, the passion of my family. I
only ever started the winery for reasons of passion—passion for what my grandfather used
to do in promoting this unique region of Italy.”
This is a passion Trulli shares with his business manager, the previously mentioned Lucio Cavuto, who kindly arranged (and then rearranged) our meeting in Pescara. Also from
a winemaking family, Lucio had kept watch
on a beautiful but very ancient Estate with
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promising vineyards just outside Pescara in
nearby Alanno, an area that speaks directly to
the passion of Trulli. “The Abruzzo region has
a long tradition and an independent cultural
identity when it comes to winemaking,” Jarno
explains. “It’s always been a little far from international markets, but without a doubt has
always been a very well regarded area for the
production of good wine.”
One day over lunch, the two men agreed to
buy the property. How hard could it be to make
some vino? The blueprint for the operation was
to have four partners: Trulli and Cavuto (who
agreed to invest around £5 ($8/€6) million
initially and considerably more in the future),
Cavuto’s brother Bruno and oenologist Luca
Petricelli. Lucio oversees the marketing of the
wine and Jarno is an important figurehead for
the Estate who, in 2009, was named the “testimonial” for the Abruzzo region. He was also
designated to represent the Abruzzese wines at
the Vinitaly exhibition, held in Verona. Their
ultimate goal, of course, is to build the winery
into a thriving, independent business. “Passion
sometimes needs great support,” says Trulli,
“and our next step as a group is to develop it
into a very serious venture or business in its
own right. I have to run it diligently until it can
stand on its own two feet.”

Truly Old World
The property that Trulli and Cavuto bought
was the medieval Podere Castorani Estate located in the hills of Alanno. The first recorded
mention of the estate dates back to 1793 and
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it appears on old cadastral maps from 1800,
recently discovered in nearby Teramo. Originally, it probably was called a casino di caccia
(hunter’s shelter). The current name was taken
from its previous owner, Raffaele Castorani,
who inherited the estate from his wife, Adelina Ruggeri. Her family, the Capobianchis, had
owned it for more than a century. We were told
that Raffaele Castorani was a famous eye surgeon at the turn of the 1800s and the inventor
of a modern surgery for cataracts.
In any case, after World War I, the property went to another famous Italian, Antonio
Casulli, of Sardinian origins and a professor of
international law. During this time the Estate
flourished, boasting 200 hectares (500 acres)
of newly acquired vineyards and playing host
to many famous people, including Benito Mussolini, to whom the professor was an adviser.
After Casulli’s death in the 1960s, the property
was divided up by the family and began a slow
decline. Finally abandoned altogether, the villa
deteriorated for more than 50 years until our
two budding race car drivers/winemakers entered the picture.

Say Hello to Angelo
The day after our Pescara dinner, we were due
to meet Angelo Molisani, the young winemaker in charge of Castorani. He sent an email
instructing us not to head out to Castorani
ourselves but rather to wait until noon, when
Angelo would come to our hotel, take us to
lunch, and then to the winery. We packed up
our car, planning to drive about 300 kilometers

Nick Wise and Angelo Molisani at the exceptional local lunch before our wine tasting and tour.

(200 miles) to the seaside town of Pesaro after
our meeting with Angelo. We were hoping to be
on the road by 3:00 P.M. at the latest, so that
we wouldn’t have to make the long drive in the
dark. We decided that when we met Angelo,
we’d politely decline lunch so that we could go
straight to the winery and then get on the road
as soon as possible.
Prepared with our voice recorder, backup
iPhones (for voice recording), cameras, pens,
notebooks, catalogs, and a reasonable amount
of money for lunch and gas, we stood in the
lobby promptly at noon, watching for a car to
stop by with the driver offering us a knowing
smile or the wink of an eye to alert us to his
arrival. Five minutes passed, then ten, and the

only vehicle coming down the street was a bike
bumping slowly over the cobblestone street.
The biker wobbles up to us and asks if we’re
Nick and Linda.
We nod. “Angelo?”
“Si, si!” After we introduce ourselves more
formally, he tells us to follow him in our car,
hops back on his bike, and takes off. He is
zooming through traffic, twisting, dodging,
and squeezing between cars. Twenty minutes
later, he stops in front of a contemporary
apartment building. Jumping off his bike he
motions for us to park. He carries his bike inside the building, races back, and then motions
us into his brand new car. As soon as the seatbelts are on, we are off, speeding through the
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streets of Pescara. We drive about ten minutes
and then park in front of an office building so
that Angelo can make a quick stop. He apologizes profusely, but there’s a small business
matter he must attend to. We wait for him in
the car. Linda is checking her watch every five
minutes, reminding me that it is now almost
1:00. Our hopes of being back on the road by
3:00 are rapidly dwindling.
Angelo comes racing out of the building,
jumps into the car, and we’re off again. He
drives fast, about as fast as he talks. He’s tall,
dark, handsome, and slim, with short black
hair. He looks much younger than his 34 years
and is a very recent (and very proud) new father. He’s wearing dark sunglasses and a Bluetooth in his ear that never stops ringing. It’s obvious that he’s juggling many balls at one time.
He goes from one call to another without ever
losing his train of thought in the conversation
with us that keeps pace with his (typical) Italian
driving. We drive for more than a half hour and
learn a lot about our nimble chauffeur.
Molisani, a native of d’Abruzzo, was a graduate of viticulture at the University of Bologna
before taking a job in Portugal, working within
the Alentejo region. There he crafted powerful,
meaty wines that in many ways are similar to
the wines of Montepulciano, where restraint
in every way—especially the balance between
fruit, tannin, and acidity—is crucial in such a
hot winemaking climate. From there Angelo
went to work at the small, little known but innovative Fritz winery in Sonoma, California,
helping to produce fresh, juicy aromatic wines.
(Hence his fluency in English!) Promised a job
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in the beautiful and entrancing region, he was
very disappointed when U.S. immigration denied him a work permit, even though Angelo
had successfully proven his worth to the winemaking community. It was a heart-wrenching
return to Europe—until an offer to take over
as head winemaker of the Trulli Winery landed
on his desk. Here was a great opportunity in
his very own region and if this wasn’t destiny,
what was? For Angelo, here was proof that
things work out exactly as they are meant to.

The Best Lunch We Ever Ate
Angelo stops our conversation to make another phone call and though he is speaking Italian, we make out that he is ordering food and
wine. He’s very insistent on certain dishes. He
hangs up and switches topics. “It’s a very important day for us,” he proudly exclaims. “It’s
the deadline for a very special project: the desiccation room must be certified today!” I ask
how is this different from the production of
wines dried on traditional straw mats, a very
stupid question judging from his incredulous
expression. “This way I have totally control
over the whole process,” he exclaims. “We save
all the best elements of the skins’ components
because it’s drying out the grapes at such a low
temperature.” Suddenly he stops short, pulls
into a driveway, takes off his glasses, and gives
us a broad, warm smile. “Okay, let’s eat!” he exclaims, with a clap of his hands.
Wary of a long and perhaps expensive meal,
Linda and I simultaneously proffer various excuses not to stop for lunch: we’ve had such a

large breakfast, we’re not hungry, we have to
drive to Pesaro, and so forth. Really, there is no
need for lunch. Can’t we just head straight to
the winery? Angelo looks at us as if we are talking about drowning puppies.
“Here in Pescara we always have lunch at
lunchtime; you must eat before you taste. And
you must eat to appreciate the wine!” he says
as if we are idiots. Of course, we must, we both
exclaim, apologizing for such a lapse in manners. “We thought you might be too busy, all
those phone calls, we didn’t want to impose,”
we both ramble, red-faced and embarrassed.
He dismisses our excuses and leads us into
what looks like someone’s private house. It’s a
two-story structure, slightly falling apart, and
built right onto the side of the road. There’s
a tiny sign so faded and worn it’s hard to tell
if the word ristorante is painted on it. I know
for sure that it is not a place we would’ve patronized by ourselves. Inside, there are a dozen
tables covered in oilcloth—and not another
customer in sight.
“I really wanted to take you to Jarno’s restaurant in Pescara, which is run by his mother
and father,” Angelo says as he leads us to a large
round table in the middle of the room. He holds
out a chair for Linda. “Yet they are so busy entertaining friends for the Malaysian Grand Prix
that not even I could get a reservation today.
However, this place has excellent food and I
have arranged that all my wines be served to
you—with the appropriate dish, of course.” On
the table are six bottles of wine. I look at Linda
and shrug. I can see that she is checking her
watch again. It’s past 2:00 by now so she is just

going to have to forget about the schedule.
We started with appetizers—the traditional Italian cheese, meat, and fruit platter—and
then are served the most exquisite homemade
pasta with roasted red peppers and eggplant. It
was so good we were licking our plates. Okay,
great, we thought, that was lunch, now on to
the winery. How could we know that we were
barely out of the starter courses? It is almost
impossible to describe the food that proceeded
to come out from the kitchen. There were five
more courses, served to us by the chef, each
paired perfectly with wine. This was possibly
one of the best gustatory experiences I’ve ever
had the chance to experience.
Appetizers, pasta, and veal dishes were of
course served with Angelo’s whites. Angelo
was determined to rid me of the long-held belief that the Trebbiano grape could not produce
a unique or serious tasting wine. Trebbiano
is the world’s most planted grape and usually
produces quite neutral and thin tasting wines
that contain light nutty and citrus flavors. Angelo’s whites, however, were anything but thin
and drab. His Le Paranze Passerina was exceptional: tangy, fresh, and herbal with powerful
grapefruit flavors and high acidity that severed
its way through the oily meats and creambased dishes with precision.
The Coste Delle Plaie, a 100% white Trebbiano cuvée, was also excellent; the purposely
lower yields adding nuances of earth, almonds,
and citrus to the medium-bodied but concentrated citrus base, thus increasing its intensity.
It paired sublimely well with the stronger, more
obviously garlic-based white meat dishes such
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as veal. Both the white cuvées were rustic, high
in acidity (which worked exceptionally well
with the food) yet also unique in density, and
typical of the region. The meat dishes were expertly paired with the Estate’s Montepulciano
d’Abruzzo wines, especially the Coste delle
Plaie cuvée, which melded perfectly, cutting
its way through the fat of the skewered lamb.
I adored this wine, powerful in all ways, almost
black in color, fermented and aged totally in
concrete vats. Terroir based, this opaque wine
pushed the flavors of pure black crushed fruits
and minerality to the maximum. Black cherries
and black stone fruits coated the palate, backed
by dark chocolate and alcohol-soaked plum nuances. This medium bodied, high acid, but extremely concentrated wine was simply sublime
with the rich meat concoctions prepared by the
chef.
By the time the dessert course was served
I had completely given up even pretending I
could eat anything further and had to quietly
but firmly refuse the tiramisu. We could barely
move and would gladly have settled down for
a long nap but I could tell Angelo was eager to
get back to the winery. He had eaten the same
as us, maybe even more, seeming to finish each
course with gusto while we had been reduced
to a few meager bites, but even so the food
had not slowed him down as it had us. “Shall
we go?” he inquired after I tell him enthusiastically that the meal was as brilliant as anything
served in New York, Paris, or London. I take
out my credit card. “I’d like to pay for the meal,”
I say. He laughs, waving aside my offer. “Never
going to happen,” he says in perfect colloquial

213

Podere Castor ani

Above: The castle of Raffaele Castorani from the
early 1950s. Overleaf: The abandoned castle, now in
disrepair, will be renovated and brought back to life as
a hotel for future guests of the vineyard.

English slang (a reminder of his time spent in
California). By now we’ve had quite a bit of
wine so we giddily head off to the winery.

Why the Three-Legged Dogs?
We are back in the car, speeding through the
rugged, rural countryside. We left the world of
paved roads, road signs, and traffic lights far
behind. We are on a one-lane bump of a road,
plowing over mud banks and streams from a
recent storm. Several barking dogs come barreling towards us, running perilously close to
the car. Angelo barely seems to notice them.
When Linda exclaims that there’s a dog near
the front tire, Angelo brushes aside her warning with a wave of his hand. “They learn to get
out of the way,” he insists without slowing.

Maybe not, I think, judging by the number of
three-legged hounds we pass. Finally, we turn
off onto an even narrower dirt road and we’ve
arrived.
In the distance is the abandoned castle of
Raffaele Castorani and if you squint hard and
use your imagination, you can almost picture
the beauty and elegance this building had in
the early 1800s. Even with its missing doors
and windows, the structure of the building is
breathtaking and seems to be eerily embraced
by the surrounding tall trees. (Think of The

Godfather, Part 2 when the movie is in flashback of Corleone’s childhood in Italy—particularly that house in the scene where young
Don Corleone watches his mother get shot).
The castle is deserted now, but its glory days
hover over and shroud the building in mystery
and the allure of bygone eras. There are plans to
renovate the building by the end of 2012 and
perhaps turn it into a guesthouse sometime in
the future. Obviously this would entail a great
deal of work but this amazing building is just
screaming to be brought back to life.

The drying room that emulates the old-fashioned
Italian way of drying grapes, which is usually done on
the high slats in hot attics.

Stepping into the 21st Century

One of the unique features of Podere Castorani wines is that they are fermented in
concrete tanks as opposed to stainless steel or oak.
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To the right of this ancient masterpiece is a
modern glass and stone structure that could
not be in greater contrast. This new building is
strictly twenty-first century in its shape, construction, and space-age feeling. It is so new, in
fact, that it is still under construction. Angelo
shows us the architectural renderings taped to
the wall and is proud to point out where his office will one day be. A team of stonemasons is
hard at work on one of the exterior walls. Construction is slow because, unfortunately, the
winery was significantly damaged in the wake
of the last earthquake in this region. We have
to step over planks of wood and other materials strewn about the concrete floor to get to the
lower level of the building. Completely encased
in rock, the cellar ventures deep down through
meters of granite and rock and is located at
heart of the winery. This space, 50 meters (165
feet) down and carved out from the hillside, is
a piece of art in itself.
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Inside the building, everything was immaculately clean and sparse. The equipment
was brand new and of the highest quality. An
old basket press sits seemingly idle in the corner (in fact it’s in regular use) and judging by
the men in white coats, the temperatures of
the vats are manually recorded by pencil rather
than computer. We enter the spotless, cool barrel maturation room containing perhaps 200
barrels, American and French cooperage, each
carefully scrawled with grape, area designation,
toast level, and various dates in Magic Marker.
There is also an interesting experimental
wine process of “air-drying” or desiccation
being carried out at Castorani for the production of the powerfully sweet yet complex wine
called Amarone. Angelo leads us into the very
cool, ventilated room dedicated to the production of Castorani Amarone, saying more than
once that, “Jarno loves Amarone!” The small
room is specifically designed for the artificial

The spotless barrel room is filled with brand new oak
casks that are replaced every other year.

Storage room of bottles that are maturing in the
cellar, waiting to be shipped.

drying of grapes. The grapes are picked, laid in
plastic tubs, and dried by semi-cold air being
blown over them in a closed room. Traditionally the sweet (red) wines that are made in this
style are picked and then air-dried on straw
mattresses in dry, warm lofts for months, delicately drying out the juices within the fruit and
leaving a resin of dried grape. When pressed,
this resin produces a powerful, full-bodied, but
tiny amount of tarry, sweet elixir that is highly
prized and appreciated—and quite expensive.
It’s plain to see that much of the credit for
the productivity of the place lies with Angelo.
The minute he enters the subterranean factory, the atmosphere crackles with life. Backs
straighten, tanks are attended to, and boxes are
filled double quick. The small crew is attuned to
every gesture and word from the boss, jumping
to address whatever issue he raises.
I’m really bowled over by how such a small
team can attain this level of precision. It soon

becomes clear: numerous times Angelo helps
the small team to lift barrels, taste cuvées, and
crush grapes in the old wooden turn press.
He’s yelling at his small crew of about ten people, never aggressively, but rather in a strong,
commanding voice. This is not typical surgical,
pinpoint Californian winemaking, that’s for
sure. There are few electronics, little mechanics, and even less natural or manmade light
to work with, and one has to remember that
many of his small crew have only worked in the
fields or hotels before venturing to work fulltime in a winery. Impressively, though, Angelo
is always calm, patient, and understanding.
The consummate professional, he delicately
reins in and guides his staff with expert precision. Looking at their faces there’s no doubt
they all respect, admire, and thrive under the
verve and enthusiasm he exudes. For them it’s
an obvious privilege to be here and all seem
to fully understand the immense pressure he’s
continually placed under.

we arrive, it is well past 7:00 P.M. and we still
have hours of driving before us. Exiting his car,
Angelo invites us up to meet his family and, despite our schedule, it’s impossible to refuse him
after the hospitality he’s shown us today. Also, I
actually want to meet his family; he’s told us so
much about them. Over the course of this day
we’ve become quite close, as sometimes happens between people. Though we were strangers
this morning, by now we all feel like old friends.
We take the elevator to Angelo’s apartment,
where we are greeted by three generations of
the women in his life: his newborn daughter,
his wife, and his mother (or was she his mother-in-law?). They are a beautiful family and it
was lovely to see that the passion Angelo displays for winemaking is nothing compared to
the passion he obviously feels for his family.
Then he reaches for a bottle of wine and insists
we toast his baby girl. A second toast was raised
for us, our visit, and a safe journey to Barolo.
Then, as expected, we had to spend at least fif-

teen minutes explaining why we could not stay
for dinner or partake of any more food, even
the just-baked cookies. After trying to politely
decline, the older woman says something in
Italian that Angelo translated as, “She says she
will be very upset if you don’t eat her cookies.”
He shrugs. Of course, we ate the cookies (and
they were delicious!).
Our time with Angelo was very special (and
fattening!). Most importantly, though, it gave
me a real glimpse into a different type of winemaking than we had previously experienced.
Perhaps this is the real essence of “Old World”
winemaking. There was no public tour, no tasting room charging for meager samples, no wine
accessories for sale—just a simple love of the
grape and making wine. It was a pleasure and
a joy to discover that such winemaking really
does exist. So, with a huge hug, a kiss on both
cheeks, and a wave from Angelo, we promised
to return again, got in the car, and started on
our way to Barolo—in the dark.

Ciao, Bella!
The sun is just setting over the Apennines, enveloping the estate in a warm, red glow when
we walk towards our car. We are feeling very
sad to be bringing our time with Angelo to an
end. As we make our way across the yard, Angelo suddenly stops, takes off his sunglasses, and
stares at the amber-orange ball in the distance.
“Is this not real life?” he asks no one in particular. He sighs and opens the car door.
We drive back to Angelo’s apartment building in Pescara to pick up our own car. By the time
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The Estate now currently owns 35 hectares (86 acres) of vines, with another 40
hectares (100 acres) of rented vineyards all planted with Montepulciano d’Abruzzo,
Trebbiano d’Abruzzo, and Malvasia grapes. The average age of the vineyards is over
25 years and the Estate uses only biological and organic fertilizers for its grape production. “We export wine nearly everywhere in the world, to the U.S., Canada, Mexico, Japan, Europe and elsewhere,” says Jarno. “We started with 18,000 bottles and
now we produce nearly a million bottles.” (The Estate produced around 800,000
bottles last year.) In the past the Estate’s whole production of wine was initially conferred to a co-operative to make and bottle, but since the 2000 vintage, the oldest
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and most exposed vineyards have been selected to produce very small batches of

bizarrely still utilizes the ancient method of ripasso in its final production.
Some 60% of the fruit is plump Montepulciano grapes that are deemed exceptional by the winery. This selection is pressed and aged for two years
in American oak. The remaining 40% of Montepulciano is air-dried in the
ripasso method, aged for a further year in American oak, and then blended
back. The result is a full-bodied, Moorish, sleek, powerful, dense, thick, and
ultra-rich wine packed with powerful flavors of chocolate, black cherry, and
high alcohol, all suspended by the winery’s inherent trait of high acidity.
It’s also the only wine in the lineup that actually carries Jarno’s name on
the label.
For me, the Jarno wine was just too powerful, meaty and gutsy. Overly
tannic, over the top, and acidic it also sported a huge whack of new oak it
didn’t really need. As it was seemingly stuck between the modern and traditional, I just couldn’t find my bearings. I much preferred the basic concreteraised Montepulciano.

high-quality wines made exclusively by the winery. Soon after the completion of
the main winery and its offices, all the wines at Castorani will be produced in-house.
Angelo explains that Trulli’s target is two million bottles a year and he is dedicated to making exceptional wine. Unquestionably, Trulli’s attention to detail is an
advantage to the whole team. He loves the winery and visits whenever he has the
chance. Molisani insists that Jarno’s input is invaluable in the winery, from publicity
to stylistic production. “It’s as if they are constantly upgrading and fine-tuning a
Formula One car,” says Angelo. For his part, Trulli is determined to find the formula
for making exceptional wines and for him the trying is the fun part of the exercise.
Still, publicity is Jarno’s clear responsibility and he makes a number of key sales
trips every year, particularly to the U.S. and Canada (their number-one market) to
garner media attention for the wines.

Amorino, Montepulciano d’Abruzzo, DOC Casauria, 2007
The last wine Angelo wanted us to taste was the winery’s best public cuvée
success to date—the rare Amorino cuvée that has taken numerous world
awards, the most important being the Tre Bicchieri (Three Glasses)—a
prestigious Italian award, severe and picky, highlighting the best quality
Italian wines produced over the year.
Without a doubt the 2007 Amorino is an impressive bottle of juice.
Less internationally styled than the Jarno, it captivates the essence of
pure Montepulciano. Made from 100% Montepulciano grapes, the wine
sees no new oak and has no added ripasso extract. The result is a powerful
wine, yet one that still retains a lively sense of elegance and complexity,
unhindered by a cloak of oak. Complex, interesting secondary nuances of
meat pies, hung meat, blueberries, dried flowers, and dusty mineral notes
zoom across the full-bodied palate, leading to a long, briary finish. Sweet
black and red fruits hang suspended in the air by the slicing, uplifting
acidity. Powerful, tight, sweet tannins, a stretchy mid-palate, and a high
alcohol level indicate this wine is very age-worthy.

Costa delle Plaie, Montepulciano d’Abruzo, 2007
I absolutely loved this wine, fermented and aged totally in inert concrete vats; it had an almost opaque black color despite its age. Pure,
piercing black stone fruits, such as black ripe plums, black cherries,
and currants. Medium-bodied and light on its feet with no heaviness,
flavors of ultra-pure ripe black fruits soar from the nose. Ferocious
high acidity and medium tannins support the very dry but extremely
concentrated and ripe fruit. A lash of dark, bitter chocolate and a
slight gaminess of bottle age lead to a high-toned, uplifting, and long,
stony finish. Rustic in style yet crafted with a purposeful aim towards
expressing absolute purity of fruit.

Jarno
Only 20,000 bottles of the interesting premium bottling simply called Jarno are now in production. Immensely and deeply concentrated, rich and
expansive, this wine is produced from 100% Montepulciano grapes. From
the label design to its actual taste, this wine is internationally styled, yet
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