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BLUE TOOTH TOUR
Six Cities in 13 Days ~ The Southern Tour

The First Leg of The Journey
Or... The Historical Facts

Pre San Francisco - Concannon Vineyard, the first
winery to varietally label Petite Sirah, decided to
sponsor a Petite Sirah road tour. Concannon’s mar-
keting director Lynn Kirimli, approached PS I Love
You, the trade group dedicated to promoting and
legitimizing Petite Sirah as a noble varietal. Executive
Director Jo Diaz asked the board if they would
support this unique adventure. It was a unanimous and
enthusiastic, “Yes!” The tour was intended to spread
the word about Petite Sirah’s significance to United
States viticultural history. Jim and Helen Concannon
decided to personally be part of the tour, traveling to
every city in a luxury motor home. The 13 destinations
would be trade and media, invitation-only  events.
Besides Concannon Vineyard, PS I Love You vintners
who immediately signed-up for the tour were the
following: Bogle, David Bruce, EOS, Foppiano, F.
Teldeschi, Guenoc, Mettler, Pacific Star, Parducci,
Pedroncelli, Robert Biale, Rosenblum, Silkwood,
Trentadue, and Vina Robles. The stage was set!

San Francisco - Many Bay Area industry profession-
als attended this venue to hear about the latest DNA
findings, and to taste the latest releases of Petite Sirah
being personally offered by so many actual winery
principals. Among the many, long-time friends of Petite
Sirah, Steve Pitcher and David Jones arrived early to
talk to these wine industry leaders. Wine Director at
Landis Shores Oceanfront Inn and one of the
sommeliers at the Ritz Carlton in Half Moon Bay, Ellen
Landis remarked, “I’m thrilled to be in the same room
with so many industry luminaries like Patty Bogle, Jim
Concannon, David Bruce, Louis Foppiano, Dan and
Caterina Teldeschi, Matt Magoon and Derek Holstein
(winemaker for Guenoc), Larry and Kim Mettler,
Sally Ottoson, Bob Swain, Mandy McCord (wine-
maker for Pedroncelli), Robert Biale and Dave
Pramuk (partners), John and Judy Monnich, and Marc
Laderrier. This has never been possible for me, and is
so different from other tastings.” [Other luminaries
joined the group in Los Angeles: EOS’s winemaker
Leslie Melendez, Mike Sirna (a Kent Rosenblum
founding partner), and Jody Bogle.]
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Pre San Francisco - As we began to think about six
people living in a 32-foot motor home for 13 days, we
realized that it would be much better if we arranged for
hotel accommodations along the way for Jim and Helen
Concannon. As we arrived in each city at night, they
would off-load from the “Chalet,” which became affec-
tionately dubbed the “Shallot.” As anticipation grew
about being in the Chalet, I realized that this was going to
be an adventure similar to the “Electric Kool-Aid Acid
Test” with Ken Kesey and his Merry Pranksters; except
this time, the drugs of choice were going to be Maalox,
Midol, and Motrin. And, our Merry Pranksters were
going to be Jim and Helen Concannon, Dan Teldeschi (F.
Teldeschi Vineyards, who loved the motor home idea so
much that Jim and Helen decided to share their RV with
Dan), Russ Livingston (Concannon Vineyard’s brand
manager, and our RV driver, whose lifelong dream was
to drive an RV cross-country), and Jo Diaz and Lyla
Diaz from PS I Love You (as the support team).

San Francisco - With many local support people, the first
event was as easy as it could possibly be. Each vintner
had been pre-told, “Your table is your temple. Put your
best foot forward, and consider every aspect of your
presence as an opportunity to showcase who you are
and what you’re all about.” And, everyone did. We were
fresh and bright and looking forward to our big adventure
on the road.

Livermore - As we said good-bye to the entire
Concannon Family, RV driver Russ Livingston pulled
away from the winery. As we headed out of the drive-
way, we all realized our lives were in Russ’s hands. He
pulled out a much worn, perfectly-shaped-to-his-head
cowboy hat, slipped Willie Nelson’s “On the Road
Again” into the CD player, and we were off, chuckling all
the way to I-5. Lyla and Jo tried to play Scrabble. An
immediate motion sickness began, the Scrabble game
was put away... for the rest of the adventure. Dan
Teldeschi wore his Nascar jacket... for the rest of the
adventure.



Los Angeles - Our L.A. tasting was at Bliss
Restaurant and Lounge on La Cienaga Boulevard. It
was well attended by the trade and media. Also, we
did a live radio broadcast on Cable Radio Network.
Each vintner was given his or her 15 minutes of
fame. Host Mike Horn did an exceptional job of
tasting each Petite Sirah, then talking about its
qualities. Horn is a wine aficionado who makes himself
readily available to the wine world, broadcasting
worldwide with an audience that numbers in the
millions. This was a terrific opportunity to educate the
public about what Petite Sirah is... the Son of Syrah
and Peloursin (the emphasis is on the second syllable
“lour”). Meridith May of Patterson’s Beverage Journal
did a cover story on the Blue Tooth Tour in the
February issue, then came to the event, took lots of
pictures and interviewed each vintner. This story has
become a feature in their March issue.

Phoenix - The Phoenix Zoo was our next stop. It was
beautiful. Upon entering the zoo, our host Debbie
Beggs escorted us to a tent encampment especially
created for events like ours. The food pairing table
was extravagant with perfectly matched fare for
Petite Sirah: exotic cheeses, stuffed mushroom caps,
and chocolate covered strawberries. Vintners who
followed us to Phoenix were able to take advantage
of a lovely desert setting. The night phoenixed when
we noticed a mountain top off in the distance. The
first to arrive was a big horn ram. He majestically
stood there as our guests continued to sample their
wine and watch breathlessly... Then, he disappeared.
Debbie took several of us in a safari rig to visit their
big cats. Debbie wanted us to see them before dusk
would take away our ability to enjoy the majesty of
these massive creatures. When we returned, on the
adjacent mountain top (which wasn’t part of the zoo)
the big horn had reappeared with his mate. Everyone
continued to taste, and watch the amazing backdrop.
One-by-one, another sheep arrived. By the end of the
tasting, just before dark had settled in, the mountain
top had at least seven wild sheep holding court.
Writer Garry Goldberg, who traveled from Tucson
to attend our Blue Tooth Tour, was sorry that he
hadn’t brought his family. Garry knew they would
have enjoyed taking in all that the BTT, Zoo, and
adjacent mountain had to offer.

Los Angeles - We arrived in L.A. on Sunday, so we
could spend Monday preparing for the tasting. That
night, with the Concannons and Dan neatly tucked
into their hotel, Russ asked the hotel manager where
we could park the RV. He suggested the employee
parking lot across the street. It was then that we
realized we were going to be camping out on a
major artery in LA. We got settled into a distant
corner of the huge lot, and Russ turned Lyla and me
onto an amazing thing... a good portion of the left
hand side of the motor home could slide out, giving
us another two feet of floor space. Lyla’s bed pulled
out (like a Futon), and my bed was like a Fog City
Diner nightmare. As we grappled with the leg of the
table, in order to collapse it, allowing the bed to settle
on the rims of each seat creating a bridge effect, the
leg pulled right off to all of our amazement. (This
would become an issue each time the bed had to be
made; and, I’d eventually buy a screwdriver and
screws and fix it, once and for all.)

Phoenix - After escorting the off-the-bus crew to their
hotel, Cowboy (aka. Russ, we were now making up
“handles” for each other), took us to an RV park. This
was a throwback in time for me... right back to the
days of “Easy Rider.” We were simultaneously in town
with a Harley Davidson event, and we happened upon
“where are they now.” Walking to the RV office/store,
I was reminded of the days when I’d excitedly jump
on the back of my brother’s friend’s hog. “Quinballs”
and I would ride off into the distance, leaning with the
bike as we rounded each curve. Gone were the days
of  “wind in your face and bugs in your beard.” I only
reflected for a moment, then let it go. I had taken a
fork in the road that was offered to me, and the days
of camping in a tent in Acadia National Park on Mount
Desert Island had given way to becoming a wine
industry diva. I hadn’t spent much time with my
brother and his friend; a few adventures, just enough
to understand the culture... and here it was again, and
I was still on the fringe in the Arizona desert. Now,
Cowboy and Chickee (Russ’s handle for me) were
grappling in the dark with how to off-load what we
didn’t need anymore, swaping it for what we did
need... clean water. As the battery in my video camera
died (our new-fangled flashlight), we crashed for the
night.
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Santa Fe - The Blue Tooth Tour has to thank Walter
Gallegos of Southern Wines & Spirits, who is based
in Albuquerque, but intimately knows Santa Fe.
Walter is Southern’s wine educator, so this event
was a natural for him. Without his help, this event
would never have been so successful. Walter’s wine
club group was invited to attend, where each other
event had only been for wine trade and media. We
knew that Walter’s group would add a dimension of
class. Walter booked us into the St. Francis Hotel,
which gave us access to their lobby. Manager Steve
Caalin was delighted to have us; and, as it turned out,
we were equally delighted to be there. Walter had
arranged for four restaurants and the hotel’s catering
department to present the most delicious foods to be
paired with the wine. Santa Fe restaurants are known
for exceptional cuisine, and no one was disappointed.
The restaurants who provided their guest chefs serving
their cuisine were the following: the Saint Francis
Hotel, Santacafe, The Canyon, Rio Charma, and
O’Keefe Cafe. Each delectable item was perfectly
matched to Petite Sirah. As the lobby filled with our
guests, excitement filled the air, and it became appar-
ent to everyone involved that you can take Petite Sirah
on the road and create great excitement about this
varietal. Wine writer Shirley Jones took time from her
schedule to drive 173 miles from Sapello, Arizona to
join us. My longtime friend Shirley flitted from one
table to the next in her signature chapeau, amazed that
she was able to have so many principals actually
pouring their own wine... This seemed to be the theme
throughout the tour: winery namesakes completely
supported the Blue Tooth Tour, and they were present
to talk about their wine and their life stories.

Dallas - The Gypsy Tea Room, located at 2548 Elm
Street, Deep Ellum, Texas, was where this leg of our
journey brought us. A nightclub setting, manager
Norma Dickey had arranged for the room to house
all the Blue Tooth vintners. Appetizers were strategi-
cally placed for our guests. Just as the event began,
the sky opened up and rain fell heavily, but it didn’t
dampen the spirits of the guests who arrived or the
soul of the event. Wine writer Darryl Beeson arrived
and explained that he would have gone to Houston, if
we hadn’t had a Dallas leg.

Santa Fe - As the event unfolded, it became clear that
it was a great idea to have 2,000 Blue Tooth  tooth
brushes made, when I handed them out to our guests.
What seemed like a silly trinket was now becoming a
practical item. We were truly the Blue Tooth Tour,
and everyone had the teeth to prove it! Santa Fe, a
city sitting at a 7,000-foot elevation (known as high
desert), proved a bit of a challenge for Lulu (Lyla’s
handle). The altitude literally swept her off her feet,
and onto a massage table at La Posada Resort & Spa.
She became so dizzy that she needed to have her
circulation stimulated, and missed the Santa Fe event.
This was the one spot where I knew I should take the
time to have a room at the inn, having been there
before. We deserved the treat. Parking the RV was
another issue. When Santa Fe was created, no where
in the plans were motor homes a consideration. I
called the police chief to explain that I had brought
many important vintners to their town, and we needed
consideration for the RV for on the street overnight
parking. “Not in this lifetime, lady. Find someone who
will be willing to support the big monster.” The hotel
contacted a  neighboring church that kindly said we
could use their parking lot, but we had to be out by 9
a.m., or we’d be infringing upon a Saturday wedding.
An early morning call from the irate hotel manager told
me that Cowboy had lost his mind, and was combing
the streets of Santa Fe taking in the culture, forgetting
to move the RV first thing in the morning. You could
hardly blame him. I had told him again and again that
Santa Fe was a town to-die-for; and, alas, he was
gone. When Cowboy returned, he did penance, and
gave the church a case of wine. The pastor was
appeased, and off we went to Dallas, fighting our way
through the snow that was now falling heavily.

Dallas - Big City, Big Lights, Big RV... Cowboy
seemed to have found his groove as we pulled into
the “Target” parking lot. We slid into a far-flung
corner, parked for the night, took an extended walk
to downtown, and had a scrumptuous dinner at
Green Room. Cowboy had a friend who came to
dinner, then drove us back to our home-away-from-
home. We went through the rigors, I fixed the table
whose leg would now not stay on for more than a
half hour of driving time, and we pulled the shades
for a night under the stars.
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The second night in Dallas proved to be the one that
pushed the envelope of the entire trip for overnight
parking. By now, Cowboy, Lulu, and Chickie had
seen some interesting overnight accommodations,
but nothing yet had rivaled the inner city streets of
Dallas. As we returned the Concannons and Lynn
Kirimli to their hotel, Cowboy decided that we’d
have to leave early the next morning, so traveling to
the Target lot was not an option. Plus, we needed
access to off-site showers. Our reservoir had very
little reserves. With very little aplomb, we parked the
RV right outside the hotel for the night. This was
downtown Dallas on the fringe of the financial
district. This was three-piece suit territory. Imagine
my horror as Lulu and Cowboy collaborated to
extend the living space, being cognizant of parking
meters (we always took up two spaces,  feeding two
meters). We were good until 7 a.m. before feeding
the meters, but I couldn’t imagine that now, as I
drifted off to sleep on a main thoroughfare. The
night whizzed by, morning broke, Cowboy fed the
meters, and one-by-one we dressed in our best duds,
made our way through the busy hotel lobby, up to
Lynn’s room on the seventh floor. Each of us acted
like we were on important business. We showered,
made up our appearance, and returned to the Chalet,
so we could boogie outta Dodge, headed to Houston.
The sky broke and rain came pouring down.

Houston - We arrived in Houston as drenched road
warriors. Earlier, I had asked Helen permission to
call her “Helen Wheels,” not realizing that this would
come to pass in the very near future. I must digress...
The Chalet had a separate chair situated right behind
the front passenger seat. It was secured to the floor,
but could come free and transform into a comfortable
rocking chair. During travel, this was D.T.’s (aka. Dan
Teldeschi) most common position. Jim’s seat was at
co-pilot, Helen enjoyed the luxury couch, and Lyla
and I had found our groove at the dining table. Each of
us had plenty of space, and yet we were all intimately
connected to each other. We were now only four, as
Dan had returned to California and his bottling duties.
This was the very last leg of our journey. And, at this
point, this was a good thing.

scheduled an event in his town. Darryl commented
that it would have taken him a couple of days to
visit with each principal if he were to travel to wine
country... and that would be if each principal were
actually at the wineries. In Dallas, it took him all of
the three hours to visit with each one, and have
plenty of time to enjoy the company of both the
vintners and their Petite Sirahs. The Gypsy Tea
Room is one of the operations owned and operated
by the owners of The Green Room and Trees. The
Green Room opened in July 1994 as a restaurant,
bar and rooftop deck with the purpose of comple-
menting Trees, Dallas’ best live music club.
Jeraboam is another location affiliated with owner
Whit Evans. Originally, we were looking to have the
event at the downtown Jeraboam location, just based
on the name. Whit encouraged us to use The Gypsy
Tea Room, so we would have the space and conve-
nience of valet parking, could spread out with eight
foot tables, etc. After the Dallas Blue Tooth tour
tasting, we all went off to his neighboring Green
Room. Gracious host Whit shared the rock n’ roll
history and memorabilia of this restaurant, while we
enjoyed  the acclaimed culinary skills of his chef, Marc
Cassel. Dallas’s hospitality was warm, friendly, and a
wise choice as one of the Blue Tooth Tour stops.
Meanwhile, back on the bus....

Houston - At our final destination, we were in the
hands of Dick Dace, The Epicurean Publicist of
Houston. Dick and I had met at the Aspen Food &
Wine Festival, and we’ve worked well together ever
since. Nobody can make Houston come alive like
Dick Dace. He knows everyone, and everyone
knows Dick... Houston is his town. The venue was
Rouge Restaurant. We were given the second floor
of the restaurant, where we enjoyed true southern
hospitality. Large tables were set in-the-round.
Vintners created drama with their brands. The tooth
brushes were ready as our guests arrived. The event
was stellar. Two Houston media mainstays made
their way into the room and were greeted by each
vintner: Michael Lonsford of the Houston Chronicle,
and Robyn Tinsley of WineSkinny.com.
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Russ had been a great driver during the entire trip.
As he drove into Rouge’s parking lot, something
snapped.Could it be that we had been a bit lost trying
to find Rouge? Could it be that we were running late?
Could it be that when this venue was done, we were
all flying back to California, while Russ drove to Fort
Lauderdale to return the RV? He was going to be
passing through New Orleans and Mardi Gras. How
much of a distraction could that be? I’m sure it was all
of those things, combined with living in close proximity
to six other people for the last 13 days under com-
pletely different conditions than the average day in
one’s life. Whatever it was, it was over the top, and as
the huge RV pulled into the parking lot, Helen and her
rocking chair (which was now in the middle of the
floor) were on the move - Helen Wheels! The chair
made it’s way to the far right wall, and stopped with a
jolt as the motor home  came to a stop in front of an
aghast team of valet parkers, who all seemed to be on
wheels, too. Obviously, never in their valet careers had
they had the pleasure of parking a motor home, and
not one of them saw it as another notch on their valet
belts. Cowboy, driver extraordinaire, was ushered to a
nearby side street, where he parked the RV under
dripping trees. As soon as the event was over, it was
“Sayonara, Baby,” and Cowboy took off for parts
unknown. Arriving at the Houston Airport was a very
sobering experience. The Southern leg of our journey
was over. In a couple of days, we’re all going to be
“On The Road Again.” (I hope that Russ can find the
Willie Nelson CD that mysteriously disappeared on
the Southern Tour!)

Luscious hors d’oeuvres were passed, adding an extra
touch of elegance to the event. Many wine profes-
sionals attended the last southern venue. At this
event, we were all able to drink in what a spectacu-
lar tour had just happened, and Houston seemed to
put a dazzling jewel into the crown. When the final
pour was done, Dick had arranged for a photo
shoot... icing on the cake. We had all been so busy
throughout the tour that none of us had very much
time to focus on still photography. I brought along a
new video camera. Since I do still photography,  I was
totally out of my natural element, as I explored this
brand new medium. I completely left behind all that I
knew about my Minolta and Cannon cameras, and
learned all that I could about this new video equip-
ment. It was a great adventure with many new photo
oportunities, as we traveled down roads none of us
had ever seen before. After the Houston tasting, many
of us adjourned to the restaurant downstairs to enjoy
each other’s (final) company, shared stories with new
friends who joined us (Dick, Robyn, Vic Strader -
sales manager for Concannon, and Derek Holstein -
winemaker for Guenoc Winery). We all experienced a
scrumptious dinner at Rouge. Cowboy had already hit
the road with our stagecoach, and Dick Dace es-
corted the Concannons, Lyla, and me to our hotel
adjacent to the Houston Airport, while Vic Strader
took Derek to his hotel. Our part of the tour was now
complete. All that was left was the return flight (with
some extra tooth brushes in our bags).
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Seven Cities in Nine Days ~ The East Coast Tour
 The Second Leg

Or... The Historical Facts

Boston - The first Petite Sirah tasting was held at Clio
Restaurant in the Eliot Hotel on  Commonwealth
Avenue, in Boston’s historic and fashionable Back Bay
neighborhood. Our elegant venue had a great turnout,
as word had begun to spread that the Blue Tooth
Tour was primarily being hosted by wine industry
luminaries, and it was a “must do.” In this room alone,
there were (alphabetically) Jim Concannon, Louis M.
Foppiano, Derek Holstein, Bob Swain, and Dan
Teldeschi ... each pouring his own Petite(s). Other
wineries were represented by their key people,
including David Bruce, Mettler Wines, and Pedroncelli
Winery. Some vintners brought more than one wine
from different appellations, pre-releases, ports were
being offered, and we had older vintage, library
selections. Because this tour had so many legends on
hand, it was attracting similar legends in other areas of
the business. Wine writers, wine educators, somme-
liers, wine industry decision makers, and consumers
(who had found a way to the inside edge) were
beginning to attend in greater numbers. The presenta-
tion of Petite Sirah - What It Is & What It Isn’t - was
finding a very receptive audience. This  event was
punctuated with luscious appetizers, with the primary
focus being stuffed mushrooms, assorted artisanal
cheeses, and a chocolate tidbit. Our host Beth
Ianncelli had  dishes prepared that naturally comple-
mented the different Petites (different as regards to
terroir, clonal variances, winemaking techniques, etc.).

New York City - Held at 3 West 51st Street adjacent
to the 5th Avenue Club, this venue’s reading room
offered  an elegant, perfect night for welcoming guests.
Our host Klaus W. Shoenebeck had delicious foods
circulated during the event. Aleady in New York, Patty
Bogle joined us to pour her wine. Being in this city is
always a great excuse to catch a hot new show, or to
visit a deliciously exciting restaurant like Django. At
Django, Jose Amonte (beverage manager for the
restaurant) was more entertaining  than any broadway
production, extending his extreme gracious hospitality.
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Historic Boston - Really, what isn’t historic about
Boston, except for the Ted Williams Tunnel? There’s
something to be said for a New Englander going home.
It felt great to start in Maine with my daughter Katie and
her family. But, there’s not much to be said when 81
degrees in California turns itself around to 18 degrees in
New England in a matter of hours. Ah, Boston in March
as I remembered it! Back to the Chalet (“Shallot”). In a
waterless motor home, we checked out of our hotels,
facing the next leg of our journey (waterless... so pipes
wouldn’t freeze and burst). The cast of characters were
mostly seasoned faces (the Concannons, Russ Living-
ston - our hero/driver/driving force - and Dan Teldes-
chi.) We said good-bye to Lyla, but gained Melanie
Diaz, Derek Holstein, and his daughter Clair (college
shopping). Our first run, Boston to NYC, had many
happy people on the Chalet, and this  was no doubt our
saving grace... On Tuesday morning, after a quick rest
from the night before and being filled with Starbucks
coffee, we all boarded the motorhome. So many people
with so much wine and so much luggage, we traveled
down I-84 into New York City. This heavy load is no
doubt what saved us! Just before we entered New York
City, we approached an underpass tunnel that read,
“11’7”. The Chalet is a 12 foot high vehicle. We saw
the sign about one second before entering the tunnel
with absolutely no ability to NOT go forward. Holding
our breath, we came out the other side having passed
our first test... relieved and smiling!

New York City - As we approached Broadway and
51st Street, Cowboy Russ leaned out his window,
exclaiming to a hotdog salesman, “Howdy, partner. Is
this New York City?” The man answered, “Yeah, where
ya from?” Cowboy said, “Texas! How much are them
there hotdogs?” The light turned green, and off we
went, realizing that we were solidly “back on the bus.”
No Willie Nelson yet, but we did come into town
singing Broadway show tunes, “Oh what a beautiful
morning!”  Russ called the Manhattan Police Depart-
ment, and paid advance metered tickets, so we could
leave the bus facing Radio City Music Hall overnight.
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Baltimore - The East Coast leg of our journey was
clear sailing, from Boston to Miami. As we drove from
one venue to the next, we were blessed with another
10 degrees of solar warmth. By the time we got to
Baltimore, the day was now in the high 40s... a
welcome relief from Boston’s teens. This colonial city
was the third consecutive town in as many days. We
seemed to be either on the bus, at an event, or trying
to get in a few hours of sleep before we were at it
again, smiling and telling the Petite Sirah story. The
bedroom of the motor home got pretty heavy use.
Driving for five, six, or eight hours was pretty exhaust-
ing. Helen’s refrain became, “Wake up, Jim (or Dan),
we’re at a rest stop.” With the exception of Cowboy
(with his ongoing cup of coffee), we each drifted off,
either in a book, a nap, or watching the lush, East
Coast landscape whiz by. Before each event, the
camaraderie was building, as we got to all reunite after
a day of travel. Quietly, things were being planned on
behalf of Petite Sirah. Louis Foppiano and I shared
how what we had begun together, the P.S. I Love You
group, was flourishing. We also took the down time to
talk about this year’s Third Annual Petite Sirah Noble
Symposium at his winery. Jim Concannon and I
reviewed each prior event: how we did, and how we
will be better next year. Russ Livingston and I talked
about coming down the Mississippi River next year,
having the event on the Mississippi Delta Queen, and
what it would take to make it happen. At each event, I
tasted each vintner’s wines, so I could begin to
distinguish between each style. John Monnich’s
Silkwood Petite has a nose of candy apple. Larry
Mettler’s Petite reminded me of my grandmother’s
raspberry jam. Patty Bogle’s wine reminded me of
chocolate covered cherries. Concannon’s has an
elegant fruit experience that easily complements food.
David Bruce’s Petite looks like ruby slippers.
Foppiano’s rocks with bold, intense flavors.
Teldeschi’s is a beautiful progression from the Zin
that’s made him famous. Guenoc’s Port was always an
exciting finish. Parducci’s Pet has a silky elegance.
Pedroncelli’s has rich, developed fruit flavor, and
Rosenblum’s Petite is characteristically lush. These
events were teaching us all about the varietal, and we
each took time to gather as much information as we
could about the varietal. It proved a delightful learning
experience for all of us - on or off the bus!

Baltimore - The Baltimore Zoo has an elegant, old
fashioned mansion, where event are set in a natural,
peaceful setting. “The Mansion” has a huge wrap-
around, closed-in porch for all season events, giving us
the feeling of an outdoor setting without the bother of
Mother Nature. As guests arrived, our hosting began.
I was delighted to see two of my favorite area writers.
Having one of them attend would have been the
bomb; but, to have both of them was absolutely
fabulous! Tom Marquardt and Patrick Darr have been
a team for many years. They’ve also been huge Petite
supporters for a very long time, and took the opportu-
nity to drive in from Annapolis. Patrick told me, “This
is great!” Visiting with each vintner, they took copious
notes. At each venue, there was at least one writer
who noted what a unique idea we had, taking vintners
on the road, basing it from a motor home, and bringing
so many luminaries (all at once) to a specific location.
The road warrior vintners’ foresight (lead by the
Concannon team) and commitment to the varietal, was
not going unnoticed. In Phoenix, Garry Greenberg
drove from Tucson (over 100 miles). Shirley Nelson
drove from Sapello, New Mexico to Santa Fe (80
miles). Darryl Beeson of Dallas was willing to drive
250 miles to Houston to attend that tasting, until he
learned that we were going to be in Dallas. Darryl told
me that the opportunity to be in the same room with so
many important wine industry people would have
taken him a few days to do in California, and it would
have meant much more travel for him. Each person,
who’s fortunate enough to be connected to such a
romantic industry, realized the magnitude of what we
were doing, and wasn’t disappointed. Many writers
quietly slipped by, seemingly unnoticed, but in reality
we noticed and appreciated each and every person
who attended, and the opportunity that each repre-
sented. Petite Sirah was taken to the streets, and we
were well rewarded by having the few, the proud, and
the passionate come to tell us their stories, too. We
gathered names along the way. We plan to continue
the connections made. What we mostly learned is that
Petite Sirah has many fans, going on the road with so
many committed vintners was a tremendous benefit to
the varietal, and connections became much stronger
on every level. The Baltimore Zoo event reflected
more of the same... passionate people about a pas-
sionate, heritage varietal, on both sides of the table.
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Charlotte - Leaving Baltimore, as we began to cruise
down I-95, miraculously, “Willie” reappeared... “On
the Road Again...” Our faces lit as we heard our
familiar theme song, and we began to sing with an
unmistakable passion... Ah, the glee of being “on the
road, again.” We passed by a restaurant that was
called Dodo. Russ exclaimed, “I’m not eating any-
where where doodoo’s in the name.” Chuckling all the
way down the highway, we reached the Ballantyne
Resort, which is an awesome location. This was the
last time we were staying in a hotel, versus being “in
the Chalet,” overnight. In North Carolina, Russ finally
filled the motor home with water (Yes!), and we were
back in motor home business! Not a moment too
soon, either. The absence of Chalet living was begin-
ning to wear on me... I needed a good shot of “hys-
terical” to recharge my batteries. This was Melanie
Diaz’s last venue, as she was flying back to California
and her office. She never experienced the pajama
parties, and her fluffy pink slippers would have been a
natural addition to our nightly romping, but her part of
the adventure was over.

Atlanta - After the event... “You feel like you’re
trailer trash when...” My husband Jose replaced
Melanie. Russ, Jose, and I delivered the crew that
wouldn’t be sleeping in the motor home to their hotel,
and drove next door to a mall. We brought out all
supplies needed to finish our journey. Russ worked
out at the gym. Jose and I visited a deli for drippingly
juicy pastrami sandwich fixed in an East Coast way.
Decent pastrami sandwiches never made it over the
Rockies. California, land of lean, under supplied
pastrami sandwiches, just doesn’t cut it. A knock....
“Maam, this isn’t an RV park? Ya gutta move!” I
didn’t notice the gun he was toting, but Jose did. I
said, “Our friend’s having dinner and will be right
back. Since he’s our driver, we need a bit longer.” He
said, “Okay, but ya gutta go!” Well, not sure where
the hospitality went, but we knew that we weren’t
welcome here, even though we used the gym, the
tanning salon, the deli, the grocery store, and Cost
Plus. Reality check... The next morning, visiting the
same deli to have “on-the-road” pastrami sandwiches
(ya gotta get ‘em while ya can), we were approached
by other motor home folks who wanted to know if we
needed anything. Our dreams of Southern hospitality
were once again restored!

Charlotte - This venue was an example of true South-
ern Hospitality: delicious food, delightful guests,
delectable Petite Sirah. One guest, Ms. Cat Williams
confided, “This is the best food ever at a wine tasting.”
(It pays to pair exact foods with exact wines.) For this
stop, we had already connected with Angelus
Rickenbaker of the Carolina Wine Club, a local
chapter of the American Wine Society. They had
heard of our tour and wanted to know if they could
help, and if their wine club members could attend.
Having consumers always adds an element of excite-
ment, as their enthusiasm is infectious and energizes
the party. So, this became our busiest event so far.
Something that needs explaining, too, is how in each
city, members of the trade had heavy impact. Distribu-
tor sales managers came out in droves. For some of
them, this was their first definitive explanation of what
Petite Sirah is. Between Syrah, Shiraz, and Petite
Sirah, there still exists much confusion. Anyone who
attended the Blue Tooth Tour will never be confused
again. Son of Syrah and Peloursin, Petite Sirah has its
own separate, noble identity.

Atlanta - Land of ...“If ya can’t fight ‘em, join
‘em...” We knew we were coming into town on a day
when the Atlanta High Museum holds its Annual
Vintners Reception and Auction. Trying to compete
with 12 years of a successful event would have been
utter failure; so, we asked to join the celebration.
Graciously (we were still enjoying the same Southern
hospitality we experienced in Charlotte), the event
coordinator Woodie Wisebram gave us two connect-
ing tables, and a very prominent position in the tents. It
was here that vintners each told his or her individual
Petite Sirah story. Over-and-over again, I heard
vintners say, “All we’re pouring is Petite Sirah. We’re
on a road trip - the Blue Tooth Tour - and we’re
telling everyone what Petite Sirah is... the Son of
Syrah and Peloursin.” The Atlanta High Museum has a
spectacular parade at the end of the two hour pouring.
It circumnavigates the main tent a couple of times, then
heads into the second tent, ushering everyone into the
silent and live auction areas. This is after the initial
tastings of many, many vintners’ wines. Proceeds
benefit the Atlanta High Museum, and is a positive
testimonial statement for how a community rallies in a
self-sustaining way to keep the arts alive.
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Orlando - The Orlando Museum of Art is set in a lush,
tropical location. Water, so missing on the West Coast
is matter-of-fact on the East Coast; and, probably
what those of us who are transplants miss the most
(besides our loved ones). Dino Roussia of
DinoVino.com told us that he’ll help with Petite Sirah,
since he’s a wine and spirits educator. Many National
Distributing Company found their way to the Museum,
along with The Vineyard folks... People came from
Tampa, Miramar, Deerfield Beach, and Boca Raton,
making it seem like a heavily attended event. Actually,
as diverse as this event was for bringing everyone from
many localities, this was our lowest attendance event.
However, those who did attend were able to glean
maximum benefits that the Blue Tooth Tour had to
offer.

Miami - The perfect way to end our journey, on a
Yacht! The Blue Tooth Tour had created a Blue Tooth
happenstance, and Miami delivered the final hoorah!
We invited members of the media all along the way.
The 2004 Blue Tooth Tour ended on a really high note
when “The Wine News” limo pulled dockside.
Always willing to print creative, offbeat stories, in
1995 The Wine News published a story that I had
been writing about winery cats (that’s “cats” not
“cabs”). I queried them about submitting an image of a
cat leaning against a wine barrel for their last page
called “Grapescapes.” They not only wanted the
images, but they also wanted the story. Editor Kathy
Ferguson-Sinnes dubbed it “Cat O’Wine Tales.”
This story was coupled with another article about
sustainable agriculture, which cats are also part of.
(Sidebar: Wineries love cats. They keep the rodent
population down. If cats don’t do it, rattle snakes will.
Pick your pet!) Because this was Miami, we had a bit
of a late start, but once rolling, it never seemed to
stop. San Francisco Wine Exchange sales manager
Paul Moe (represents David Bruce and Foppiano)
told me that Miami has so many vintners coming to
town that it’s become difficult to get anyone out... We
managed it in grand style. We learned a lot, and know
what we can do in 2005 to make it better. The next
one will be short and sweet. We be rolling down the
Mississippi on a riverboat. For this final venue, being
dockside along the intercoastal waterway, we knew
that this was as good as it gets... a very special finale
for the The 2004 Blue Tooth Tour...

Orlando - We had all of Sunday to drive to Orlando.
Russ was thrilled, because we were finally going to
find an RV park, and experience the glory once more
(taking us back to Phoenix’s desert scene). Well, not
really. By the time we reached Orlando, we needed to
find an RV park just to off-load water. Somehow, we
had managed to fill up every tank. This was where Jim
Concannon got to learn about grey water, black water,
connecting pipes and what they do, where it all goes,
where it all comes from. Russ couldn’t restrain himself,
and wanted to re-live his prior experience with a cigar
hanging out of his mouth, but this time there were too
many chiefs wanting to help, and no time for a smoke.
I took a walk, looking at all the rigs and the culture
that exists in an RV park. From museums and zoos, to
lush city reception rooms, to off-loading water. We
were truly doing and seeing it all.

Miami - Our last joyride down the highway (from
Orlando to Miami) was the one where we had obvi-
ously become the most familiar and ridiculously silly.
As we rode down I-95, we were listening to “Drift-
ing along like a tumblin’ Tumbleweed.” Banjo
playin’, slide guitar pickin’... it didn’t take much to
amuse us. I handed Jose a pair of spoons, and only
God knows from where the talent emerged, but before
our very eyes, he was playing the spoons. What made
us really hysterical was that he was good! He finished
with a spoon solo to his head... Dan and Jim traded
the bed for frequent naps. The 2,000 mile journey had
taken its toll. (I even broke down and slipped in an
hour on the bed.) I have a wonderful lasting visual
memory of Dan Teldeschi. He entered the bus and
sang (for the second time, but it only vaguely regis-
tered the first time), “Here comes my 19th nervous
breakdown.” He headed to the bedroom, approach-
ed the bed, jumped straight up into the air, and in one
smooth motion, landed squarely in the middle of the
mattress. He pulled up the covers, and was gone! It hit
me. “Alice In Wonderland,”... The dormouse who
came to tea and would pipe in occasionally with
words of whimsy... our Dan! Miami’s 81 degrees took
us full circle. The palms swaying in the breeze melted
away our memories of Boston being a brutal 18
degrees. The yacht melted away the weariness in our
muscles and bones. We had arrived at the end of this
journey, leaving us dreaming of the Mississippi River
and what 2005 would hold for Blue Tooth Tourers.


