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I had a good chuckle the other day when I found the business plan I wrote in 1998 to secure a loan for our budding 

vineyard and winery project. There was so much I didn’t know at the time. Nevertheless, as a newly-minted MBA, I 

sure sounded like I knew exactly how Peay was going to join the pantheon of “Great California Wineries” (and repay 

our loan). There were spreadsheets with case growth rates, price increases, headcount additions, product extensions, 

etc. Almost none of the specifics I laid out turned out exactly the way I had imagined; except, perhaps, the goal.  

We are twenty-two vintages into our quest to bring forth our vineyard’s expression in our wines. Really, it has been 

twenty-one years if you consider the 2001 vintage a “trial” as we only made a few hundred cases total, mostly of 

Rhône varieties. Our vineyard now totals 53 acres and our vines are in their fighting age with fully developed root 

systems manifesting the full expression of our site in the wines. Nick and Vanessa have worked together for two dec-

ades in the vineyard and winery to discover our site’s nature and to adjust their farming and winemaking practices to 

capture and feature that expression. We have endured and navigated the natural crises thrown our way from smoke, 

extreme heat, and fires to torrential rain, flooding, and frost. There were a few scars and bruises along the way but the 

wines have reaffirmed that we made the right decision to be pioneers on the rugged hinterlands of the Coast. With the 

help of our loyal mailing list, restaurant and retail customers, as well as support from the media and our distributors, 

we have carved out a place for Peay in the world of wine. I was pleased to learn last month that Peay is ranked the #8 

most-listed U.S. winery on Michelin-starred restaurant wine lists, and one of only two Pinot noir wineries (the other a 

fellow West Sonoma Coast winery). Our region, as a whole, has emerged as the leading U.S. region for elegant, site-

expressive, complex Chardonnay, Pinot noir, and Syrah. This is happening at a time when other leading regions that 

make these varieties are pricing themselves out of reach of almost every consumer 

(I’m looking at you, Burgundy). Along with a coterie of fellow vintners, I spent a 

lot of time over the past decade working towards the creation of an AVA that re-

flected the uniqueness of our coastal vineyards. Last May, that work bore fruit and 

our region was identified as a distinct American Viticultural Area with the creation 

of the West Sonoma Coast AVA. This all feels good, really good! But, “we are not 

dead yet,” (said in my Monty Python voice); the best is yet to come. 

That starts with the wines we are releasing this month from the singular 2021 vintage. The growing season was ideal 

with moderate and fairly consistent weather and the absence of a natural disaster (or three.) The wines have the preci-

sion and elegance of the 2019s with the depth and complexity of the 2018s. I have included extensive notes on the 

wines on the next few pages and on our web site. I encourage you to try them when they arrive, and, of course, to buy 

enough to sock away to enjoy over the coming years. So, what is in store for Peay Vineyards over the next twenty 

years? I am asked this question often as everyone, myself included, likes to hear “news”. Sure, there is a new vineyard 

we helped plant that is already supplying some superb Chardonnay and Pinot noir and it may become a vineyard-

designate wine some day. For now, a few barrels are in the West Sonoma Coast wines. We will, of course, continue to 

learn from our vineyard and adopt practices that are logical to us, and will result in better wines. The vines will con-

tinue to age and blocks that are underperforming due to incorrect plant material decisions or disease will be ripped up 

and replanted. But, all in all, we will stay true to our original goal: To capture our site’s expression in our wines, and, 

in doing so, to become one of California’s Great Wineries. That seems a lofty enough goal for me. - Andy Peay 
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Peay Viognier does not often resemble typical French or American Viognier in style. 

This is due to our very cold location for growing this grape variety and our wine-

making decisions aimed at capturing our site’s unadorned expression in the bottle. 

As a result, the wine has a singular nervy, mineral character with high acid and bal-

anced alcohol; in other words, the opposite of the typical Viognier. 

Is it juvenile to shout “yippie!” when describing a wine? That is what I said as I tast-

ed this in my kitchen and again a week later with a critic. The 2021 is quintessential 

Peay Viognier, expressing Kaffir lime, lemongrass, madras curry, unripe white peach, and ginger notes. There are fewer 

herbal notes than in cold years yet it has not tipped into typical bold Viognier aromas of lychee, peach, et al. There is a silky 

texture in the mid-palate brought into tautness with very bright and refreshing acidity on the finish. This is an elegant 

wine, finesse-driven, and really, really delicious. $46/btl during release, $50/btl after

 

I did a double-take when I tasted this wine, thinking I had mistakenly grabbed the 

2021 Estate Chardonnay. The depth, shape, minerality, and overall polish remind me 

of the Estate cuvée. This is not surprising as 95% of this wine comes from Estate fruit 

with the remaining barrel sourced from a few acres we helped plant on a neighbor’s 

property. 

The nose has a combination of baked lemon, coconut meat (not milk), lime oil, and 

flint aromas. On the silky (but not heavy) mid-palate, biscuit aromas peek in along 

with wet slate notes. Despite its youth, the oak flavors are well-integrated and hardly noticeable, providing texture without 

dominating the profile. The finish is energetic and bright with fresh acidity and a long after-taste. This is great Chardonnay 

and will be for many years to come. $44/btl during release, $48/btl after 

As discussed on the front page of the newsletter, the 2021 vintage made spectacular 

wines across the board due to a harmonious growing season, optimal vine age, and 

our vineyard’s overall robust health. But it made really spectacular Pinot noir. The 

nose of the inaugural West Sonoma Coast Pinot noir is seductive with floral, hippie 

aromas, and red fruits swirling above our signature, earthy, base note. There is re-

finement and balance with loads of flavor and depth but the wine is not over-

burdened and sluggish due to excessive ripeness or alcohol. This is the expression of 

Pinot noir we hope to capture every year. It is what makes the West Sonoma Coast,  

As a Friends of Peay Release member, we offer you new wines at a special price during the three-week release period. 

When the three-week period ends, prices increase. We do not sell these wines into distribution and, eventually, to restau-

rants and retail stores for an additional six months giving you an opportunity to order more before they sell out. When a 

wine is sold out online, it is likely gone for good. If this happens, please contact us and we 

will see what we can do to find you a few bottles. 

To order, please use the link and code in the Release email you received on February 1st. 

It will send you straight into the Members section of our web site. If you do not see the 

release email, please check your spam folder. If you do not see an allocation email or have 

any other issue, please contact me at andy@peayvineyards.com or Jenn at 

jenn@peayvineyards.com. Thank you. 

Continued on page 3 
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and Peay Vineyards, such an interesting and unique grape-growing terroir. This wine does not taste like it could come from 

any other winegrowing region in the world. It is self-confidently Peay Pinot noir from the West Sonoma Coast and I am 

thrilled to show you what we can achieve out here. $46/btl during release, $50/btl after 

 

Savoy Vineyard in the Anderson Valley of Mendocino County is one of California’s most 

highly regarded, classic Pinot noir vineyards, and for good reason. The wines are compel-

ling and have concentration and depth while speaking loudly of their specific place. The 

2021 Savoy is yummy with layers of dark cherry and spice. The mid-palate is round while 

staying lithe with light tannins framing the fruit. The acidity on the back of the palate (the 

“finish”) is bright and refreshing allowing the singular Savoy aroma to linger for a long 

time. We made only 10 barrels of Savoy in 2021 due to a very light fruit set so you will 

most likely not find it on restaurant lists or retail shelves. Last summer at our Love Fest party, 

we opened a vertical for sommeliers of every vintage of Peay Savoy since the inaugural 2011 

vintage (see bottom of page). It was fascinating to witness how the wines have evolved with age and yet have maintained 

their true Savoy character. The 2012 was a crowd favorite (and mine) and I highly recommend you buy a few bottles of the 

2021 to enjoy now and then sock a few away to pop in ten years. $70/btl during release, $74/btl after 

  

I love how the Pomarium Pinot noir has evolved over time as the vines have 

aged. This is our 17th vintage of Pomarium off 24 year-old vines and the excel-

lent growing season in 2021 resulted in a truly great wine. The aroma combines 

the floral, earth, and dark fruit character typical of the cuvée. In the 2021 vintage, 

it is so gorgeous, I had a hard time getting my nose out of the glass to sip the 

wine. The overall personality is virile and athletic with some muscle and power 

but considerable finesse. This is not a bruiser or sappy or rich but has depth and 

volume. In previous wine notes, I’ve used the expression “volume without weight” and “iron fist in a velvet glove “ 

and this is the case with the 2021. I really enjoyed drinking it young and have no doubt it will continue to evolve and 

please as it develops secondary aromas and the flavors coalesce over time.  $70/btl during release, $74/btl after 

  

We made eight barrels of La Bruma Syrah in 2020. That’s it. This winter we ripped 

out and replanted a third of the acreage that usually goes into La Bruma so this will 

continue to be a small cuvée for the next 4-5 years. The profile of the 2020 reflects the 

warmth of the vintage. The nose leads with blackberry jam and jasmine notes akin to 

a high-quality Crozes. A liquid ink flavor (what you never had a pen explode in your 

mouth?) creeps into the round, silky mid-palate. The wine finishes with soft tannins 

and a smoky, bacon quality. It is ready to go on release and will age though perhaps 

will be ready sooner than other vintages due to the warmth of the 2020 vintage. 

$66/btl during release, $70/btl after 

Almost a decade of Savoy!! 
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During harvest, I spend a lot of time driving back and forth between the vineyard and the winery. It is 

a trip that takes between 1 hour and 15 minutes and an hour and a half depending on whether I have 

someone in my car prone to car sickness. (Those who have braved the curvy, twisty drive out to our 

estate vineyard on the far West Sonoma Coast know exactly what I’m talking about). The long time 

spent in the car gives me ample time to listen what the static-y radio stations have to offer: news cycles 

on repeat, worn out classic rock, and the dreaded pledge drives (sorry KQED!) So, as I wend my way 

from the inland rolling grazing lands, oak studded hillsides, and out to the coastal redwoods along the 

Wheatfield Fork of the Gualala River, I tend to pass the time listening to audio books. It’s a route that one motorbike enthu-

siast posted: “Great ride from start to finish. Where else can you freeze your tuchus off at the beach & then roast your tu-

chus off inland on the same 40-mile ride?” (The source being a Hog rider I edited his colorful language a little bit). His ac-

count succinctly captures why we farm our vines on the West Sonoma Coast; it is a dramatically cooler climate on the coast 

compared to inland regions. It is a beautiful drive but if technology were to catch up to science fiction, I would be first in 

line for being transported by a self-driving car or by a human-carrying drone. Alas, since the technology is not quite there, I 

am okay with audio books to keep me company along the tortuous route.   

One technological advance that has been realized, however, is the way I listen to these books. There was a time when I 

called them: “books on tape”. Yes, you whippersnappers among you, this is just one step beyond a bard sitting in the pas-

senger seat singing epic tales to me with his harp, mkay? The tapes I used to borrow from the local public library would, 

for a tome like James Joyce’s Ulysses, come in a boxed set of upwards of something like 20 cassettes which had to be manu-

ally ejected from the tape deck and flipped over every forty minutes. In the case of Ulysses, this was a good thing. After lis-

tening to forty minutes of Leopold Bloom’s stream of consciousness, I found myself not only mentally gone astray but also 

physically wayward as I drove along not consciously paying attention for 30 miles. The tape clicking when it got to the end 

of one side snapped me out of the trance I often fell into. Alas, audio tapes were not a medium built to last (though a set list 

of songs emailed to a new romance does not come close to matching the effort and craftmanship that went into making a 

mixed tape. I hazard to claim that the effect of receiving a Spotify playlist is not as profound, either.) 

Then, there was that intermediary phase between cassettes and CDs. Depending on the car that I was driving at the time, 

the playing device either outpaced the medium, or vice versa. My 2000 Nissan did not have a CD player so I had to impro-

vise with a discman (what we used to call a “portable” cd player, ha) and an audio cassette adapter. Unfortunately, my 

2004 Honda Civic hybrid did not have a cassette deck, so I fished out an old shoebox cassette recorder from Nick’s office 

and positioned it on the passenger seat so I could listen to and change the tapes as I drove—the sound didn’t even go 

through my car speakers. And, of course, there was my very short lived ipod—a mere blip, not even worth detailing.  

Continued on page 5 

Do you recognize these technological relics? 

This brings us to today, where we have this magical object called a “smart phone” with these amazing gizmos called 

“apps” that play the sound of music or spoken word on my car stereo through a miraculous system called “Bluetooth”.  

Sigh, now I have a box full of obsolete cables and adaptors in my ever-growing electronic boneyard. I am hanging onto the 

shoebox cassette recorder though--its mechanics are so simple that it may come in handy when digital devices and media 

fail: like when solar flare disruptions or zombie apocalypse, bomb cyclones knock out the power 
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at the vineyard for a week like it did this past year. 

On my twice daily drive during the last harvest, I listened to Hilary Mantel’s third and final installment in her Thomas 

Cromwell trilogy: The Mirror and the Light. Along with Wolf Hall and Bring up the Bodies, these his-

torical novels chronicle the saga of the rise and fall of Thomas Cromwell in the court of Henry 

VIII. Listening to the actor Ben Miles read the story in a multitude of distinct characters’ voices 

was an immersive and transporting experience and truly made the time spent in the car pass by 

much more quickly. Sometimes I arrived at the winery and had an “NPR driveway moment”, 

sadly left hanging mid-episode as I had to get straight to work—there were fermentations to 

attend to and grapes to process! By strange coincidence, Hilary Mantel tragically passed away in 

September right when I was nearing the end of her book. I felt an odd urgency to finish listening 

to the book as if to keep her in the present instead of letting her slip into the past.   

Mantel’s books were so rich with detail of the Tudor period that after reading or listening to them I found myself looking 

up topics online to gain a better understanding of this historical environment and all its textures, sights, and smells. I 

Googled a wide range of subjects: Flemish tapestries, the portraiture of Hans Holbein the Younger, heraldic emblems like 

the Tudor rose, significant castles and dukedoms, the English Reformation, jousting, pumpkin pants, the royal household, 

and the King’s Privy Council. In his rise from chief minister to a favorite of Henry VIII, Thomas Cromwell gained substan-

tial political power through the receipt of numerous offices during his career in the King's service, including very high ap-

pointments such as Lord Keeper of the Privy Seal. Such a seemingly scatological title made me wonder, “What exactly is a 

Privy Seal and why would it need its own Lord Keeper?” According to Wikipedia: “a privy seal refers to the personal seal 

of a reigning monarch, used for the purpose of authenticating official documents…Originally, its holder was responsible for 

the monarch's personal (privy) seal…Though one of the oldest offices in European governments, it has no particular func-

tion today because the use of a privy seal has been made obsolete for centuries”. 

Seals bore a distinguishing mark or badge – equivalent to a signature – that could be impressed on wax or clay, standing 

out in relief as a mirror image. These were essential for rulers, government officials, and all engaged in business, to authen-

ticate documents and establish the ownership of property. Although I am not a devotee of Antiques Roadshow, I do hold a 

certain fascination for old things and I am not talking exclusively about cassette tape players, 8GB ipod Nanos, and Nick. 

Seals, their history and their purpose, started to intrigue me. I mean if it was actually somebody’s job to be the guy who 

held onto the king’s seal, it must be kind of important, right? As do many people when looking up a subject online, I fell 

down a rabbit hole into the world of seals, intaglio, and signet rings. I just thought it was fascinating that an object often 

artistically crafted and made with precious materials performed such a functional role in everyday life, and yet, now is 

simply an antique curiosity. Not surprisingly, I also discovered online that there are people out there who are way more 

fanatically passionate about random obscure things than I am. And that is how a certain signet ring entered into my world.   

In my late-night internet surfing, I came across a signet ring with the following description: “Antique brass ring of a man 

with grapes and scythe. Previous collector says it dates perhaps from colonial era. Possi-

bly belonged to a vintner”. I was intrigued. It had the initials “I M V” on it. In my 

mind’s ear I read: I am V. I felt like I was meant to have this ring so, on a lark, I bought 

it. I contacted the seller to find out more about its provenance. The only thing she could 

find was a note in her loose-leaf binder (no less!) saying it was acquired from a collector 

in Pennsylvania. So, I was left with only my imagination to tell the story about the guy 

who first owned it. (Maybe it was an enterprising and ambitious pioneer who unfortu-

nately discovered how hard it was to grow grapes on the eastern seaboard and had to 

sell off his affectations to a prosperous merchant)?!  As a result of acquiring the ring, I 

started to read, A History of Wine in America, by Thomas Pinney. It is hard enough farm-

ing grapes in a suitable climate like California. I can only imagine the hardships and ultimate defeat those folks must have 

faced trying their hand at it in the less-than-ideal climate back east where American wine started. I even delved into wine 

journalists Hudson Cattell’s and Linda Jones McKee’s book, Pennsylvania Wine: A History to find more clues about what 

growing grapes in the times of America’s early settlement and development was like and who were the people involved in 

that endeavor. Other than discovering that Benjamin Franklin thought it was a great idea to grow grapes in Pennsylvania 

(he signed a lot of documents and would need a signet ring!), I didn’t find anything that might Continued on page 6 
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Sunday Vinyl—Vinyl Flight Night 1/21 Denver, CO Naples Wine Dinner—tbd 4/19 Naples, FL 

Allie’s Cabin—Peay Wine Dinner 1/24 Beaver Creek, CO Miami Wine Dinner—tbd 4/20 Miami, FL 

Element 47 @ The Little Nell—Peay Wine 

Dinner 

1/26 Aspen, CO West Sonoma Coast/Anomoly Dinner April or 

June 

SF, CA 

Spring Release 2/1 Worldwide! Spring Open House 5/6 Cloverdale, CA 

Tokyo American Club—Seminar & Tasting 2/27 Tokyo, Japan The Battery: West Sonoma Coast Tasting 5/7 SF, CA 

Allen—Peay Wine Dinner 3/23 Seoul, S. Korea St. Louis Wine Dinner—tbd 5/10 St. Louis, MO 

Cep Spring Release 3/8 Worldwide! Lyric Wine Auction 5/11-13 Chicago, IL 

The Progress—Peay Wine Dinner 3/16 SF, CA Nisei—Peay Wine Dinner 5/21 SF, CA 

Rainbow Lodge—Peay Wine Dinner 3/23 Houston, TX Stock Farm—Peay Wine Dinner 7/20 Missoula, MT 

Wingtip—Peay Wine Dinner 3/30 SF, CA Audrey & June—Peay Wine Dinner 9/14 Nashville, TN 

point to who the ring might have belonged to.   

The ring is made from bronze, not a valuable metal. The engraving was rather crudely done so that tells me that it was not 

likely the accessory of a nobleman, a wealthy gentleman, or even a thriving tradesman (visions of Ben Franklin quickly 

dashed). The ring size is huge and I cannot even wear it on my thumb. I am envisioning this belonged to a modest, strap-

ping farmer. The pants depicted on the man look strangely inaccurate as colonial costume and seemed more like poufy Eliz-

abethan breeches. I wonder if some modern amateur jeweler is having a joke at my expense, although the metal is quite 

worn and shows signs of age. I do, however, enjoy how amusingly oversized and disproportionate the grape cluster is; as if 

to express that the grapes are the most important thing to know about him and his commerce. That is more charitable than 

concluding he hired an inexpert artist to make the engraving. I like the ring mostly because it is mine now and maybe now 

that guy is me. Perhaps it will make its way into my history even if it is just a light-hearted anecdote.   

A story is interesting not because of the medium in which it is told nor even the content of the story itself. It is interesting 

because of the storytelling of that story. In her writing, Hilary Mantel was able to make the world of Thomas Cromwell and 

Tudor England visceral, vibrant, and engaging to a modern listener. It did not matter whether I read the book or listened to 

it via tape or CD or digital download. I wonder how we will know her stories in the future—instead of digital downloads 

will we have mind melds? When bearers of a seal or signet ring put their mark on a letter or document they were saying, 

“Here is my mark, it is not just a representative of me but it says a little story of me, too”. This made me think, our wines 

also tell a story; about the history and nature of the grapes that make them and of the vintage in which those grapes grew, 

ripened, and were made into wine. Even though their mark is more ephemeral than a book or a seal, they still say in their 

own way, “I AM I! ME!...Three cheers! I am I!” to borrow from Dr. Seuss’s, Happy Birthday to You.  

I make wines that tell a story of a specific place, this terroir where the vines grow. Sometimes, the blends of aromas and tex-

tures just seem to fall into place and it is easy to make the wines. Other times, it is the opposite. Occasionally, the weather is 

glorious and, many times, it is lamentable. The grapes take these journeys into being and relate them to you in your glass. I 

worry a little if the panoply of refreshments people have at their choosing (hard 

seltzer? canned cocktails?) risks crowding out wine, making wine the vinyl, if you 

will, of beverages (gods willing, never the cassette tape). Regardless, I know that 

our wines always have something enthralling to say that will make a lasting impres-

sion on you. We work very hard to achieve this end. This enduring impression is 

not only the wine’s statement of being, but also my mark, my promise, my seal.   
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Those of us who live in northern California and love crab wait anxiously, may-

be, even a little impatiently, for the local Dungeness crab season to open. Cus-

tomarily, this happens right before Thanksgiving and it is somewhat of a tra-

dition out here to have crab, in some fashion, during that meal. Hailing from 

the Midwest, that was not one of our family traditions. Thanksgiving is so 

over-burdened with delicious dishes that we felt that crab needed its own ta-

ble where it could pirouette and demand the spotlight. So, we instituted 

Wednesday Crab Feast held the night before Thanksgiving. Well, crab season 

has not been opening in November, recently. Increasingly, the southern migra-

tion of gray and humpback whales along the Pacific Coast has pushed back the opening as whales can get caught in the 

trap lines. This, and years of poor numbers and paltry yields (big shell, little meat), has made the once-robust local crab 

season shorter, more unpredictable, and more expensive. So, we adapt. We now have crab feasts erratically whenever I can 

find them, and usually on Wednesdays, as the garbage is picked up on Thursday morning (you make the mistake of having 

crab on the evening after garbage is picked up once, and never forget the smell.) Nick and Vanessa head out to the docks at 

Spud Point every January to pick live crabs. But, that is not what I am here to share. I am here to share the ease and pleas-

ure of throwing a crab feast for your family or friends. I hazard to say, it is even more fun to throw a Dungeness crab feast 

as opposed to the famed East Coast Crab Boil, as the meat yield per Dungeness crab is prodigious. Out east, after an our or 

so, I stop eating blue crabs out of boredom and fatigue. It’s like eating celery, I get hungrier the more I eat due to the labor 

and meager nutrition. So, run out and grab a few crabs for a feast tonight. Every night is an occasion worth celebrating. 

• Spread the newspapers out a few sheets thick on the table. Sure, you could just spray crab juices 

and spill butter on the table and clean it up later but the newspapers add a little bit of a roll-up-your

-sleeves-and-dig-in feel and make it more of an occasion. 

• In the largest pot you own, bring the water to a boil. Use long-handled tongs to drop the crabs into 

the boiling water. You can insert a knife behind the “head” of the crabs to kill them first, if you de-

sire. People say this is more humane, I don’t claim to know. Boil for 10-15 minutes until shells are 

bright orange/red. The more crabs in the pot, the longer it will take to cook. To check for doneness, 

remove a leg and see if the meat is still shiny and raw. If already cooked, well, skip this step! 

• Remove crabs and place in a colander in the sink. Run cold water over the crabs as you clean them. 

To clean, pull off the legs and place them in a bowl. Turn the crab belly up and pull down on the 

convenient tab to remove the top shell like opening a pull tab on a can. The shell and contents can 

be discarded (I don’t want to hear stories about your cousin in Maine who tilts his head back and 

gleefully slurps the “tomalley” from lobsters). As cool water runs over the body, pick off the lungs 

and other tissue and crack the body in halves and place them in a serving bowl. 

• Meanwhile, boil the potatoes and either steam or boil the beans leaving them a little crunchy. I 

always prefer beans a little toothy and here it is also a nice “healthy” textural contrast to offset the 

silky, buttery, richness of the crab and potatoes. Serve them in bowls, the potatoes bathed in butter 

with chopped rosemary and a dusting of flake salt, and the beans tossed in good EVOO and 

cracked black pepper (sure, you can add sliced, toasted almonds to beans). 

• Melt many sticks of butter and place bowls in the ratio of one bowl for two people to share around 

the table. You may need to reheat the butter mid-meal depending on the length of the feast and the 

temperature of your dining room. If the idea of this much butter creates chest pains, try Vanessa’s 

oil dipping sauce. Heat oil to almost smoking point and pour over minced scallions and ginger. 

• 1 Dungeness crab per person, 

live if you can stomach killing it. 

Cooked if done that morning 

• 1-2 lbs fingerling or petite po-

tatoes, amount based on # of 

people 

• Green beans, preferably the 

small french green beans but 

blue lake are also delish. Tips 

removed 

• Rosemary 

• EVOO (Extra Virgin Olive Oil) 

• Flake salt 

• Pounds and pounds of butter 

• Lemon wedges 

• Couple of old newspapers, 

cellphones don’t work in this 

case. Brown paper bags also 

work, if you can find them 

• Alternate dipping sauce: Canola 

Oil, minced scallions, grated 

ginger, if health is a considera-

tion 

• Place the bowls of crab and butter on the table along with bowls for shells, plates, lemon wedges, pickers, crackers, and scissors. I 

find scissors for the legs/claws most effective and small forks useful to pull out meat. Crackers/mallets can be messy. Your call. 

• Pro tip: the bodies of crabs are shaped like pieces of pie pieces aligned in sections with their legs (now removed). Pull the slices apart 

with your fingers and eat them one at a time. And don’t be piggy, be sure everyone gets a body and not only legs and claws. 

• And, lastly, you should have our Viognier and our Chardonnays on hand, in quantity, for the meal. Crab and Chardonnay is a clas-

sic and our Viognier is a surprisingly perfect match. I had it with this meal last month to kick off the season. I have more chilling in 

the fridge for tonight’s feast. 


