Time reviews: Our Family Story by François Parent 

1st EDITION THE CHRONICLES OF TIME 

My grandfather – Fate forces him to take over the wine estate 

It is circumstances, rather than personal taste, that lead my grandfather, Maxime PARENT, to be a winemaker. He wanted a career in the military, (he had prepared at Saint Cyr school), but life had other plans. First, the premature death in 1908 of his father Johannès, then the war of 1914-1918, finally, and especially, the disappearance of his young brother Alfred. Everything contributed to change his fate. 

Gabriel was the eldest of three brothers, followed by Maxime, then Alfred. It was the youngest of Johannès’ three sons, Alfred, who was destined to take over the family business. He had been an excellent student of international commerce, had lived in England, then Germany, where he had numerous friends. Alfred passed away in May 1915. Maxime, returning safe and sound from years of combat dutifully took over, at 32 years of age, the management of his part of the wine estate (about 12 acres at this time), and his brother Gabriel took over another part of the property in Monthelie. 

Highlights of an era where mechanization did not exist…

My grandfather Maxime wielded the essential of his work during the period between the two world wars (1919-1939), an era of rebuilding and maintenance of the estate (without expanding since the economic crisis of 1929 made things difficult). 

The rhythm of work then was very different from what we know today: there was no mechanization for the cultivation of vines. Horses were used through the seasons for ploughing and transportation of different cargo. The men did most of the work by hand. Three vineyard workers were hired full-time. One of them, in charge of taking care of the horses, lived next to the house. Furthermore, the wine harvested would not leave the estate and go directly to the consumer or wholesaler: we sold it in barrels (228-liter casks), almost exclusively to wine merchants through local brokers. A cooper worked part-time, for racking, filling, and maintenance of the barrels before the grape harvest.  In very good years, we would bottle a small quantity of wine for the family’s private stock, and, sometimes, to give out to relatives. These precious vintages were kept in a special vault in the cellar, where the bottles, over time, fell asleep under the moss…

At that time, the winery manager was to personally oversee the accounts, the administrative formalities (much simpler than today), and the purchase of products or equipment. He did not need to travel to look for clientele. 

We used the personnel at hand for various tasks: reaping and bringing in hay for the horses, sawing and processing the wood to heat the household, the bundling of vine clippings (used as fire starters), and overseeing various crops: potatoes, grain which fed the household and personnel, and the maintenance of the flower and vegetable gardens. 
The objective was to have a vineyard that was very well-maintained, to harvest good wine, and to get the best profit for all those involved; prosperity for the whole family and all participants in the estate. Climate hazards, spring freezes, and devastating hail storms could, in certain years, affect the bottom line negatively. Dropping wine sales or market prices, sometimes very low, caused additional worry. 

Before the winter, we would pile earth around the roots of the vines (ploughing to bring up the earth at the foot of the vines to protect them against freezing) and de-earth them in the spring. Pruning, tying to the trellis support, disbudding, binding, was all done by hand, almost as we do now. Spraying against mildew, using a traditional Bordeaux mixture (called bouillie bordelaise), then sulfur treatments against oidium, were done with backpack portable sprayers, a very hard and messy job. Leaf trimming was done with shears.

Through the spring and summer, light plowing (top soil loosening) would take out the weeds. We would also scratch the earth between the foot of vines with a triangular hoe (a sort of pick with the handle linked to the iron and a curled stem like that of a swan’s neck). 

At that time, there were plenty of fruit trees in the vineyards, almond trees, cherry trees, especially peach trees, whose delicate pink blossoms adorned the landscape, some of them giving wonderful and succulent fruit. We had a certain number of them grouped in the same row, mainly in two vineyards in Pommard: Les Argillières and les Chanlins. The vineyard of Lulune (Beaune Montrevenots) was already planted with white grapes and produced excellent table wine. 




2nd EDITION THE CHRONICLES OF TIME … Told by my Aunt 

My grandfather, The wine harvest between 1925 and 1939, “The wine harvests with the Polish women” 

At that time, we used some Polish women as additional labor for the harvest; they were around fifteen of them, wives or daughters of miners from Bassin de Blanzy, who would help two or three men haul baskets of grapes. They originated from “Gautherets,” a working town near Montceau les Mines and came by train to Beaune where we would pick them up. The first couple years were quite difficult, they barely spoke French. Their living quarters (in the attic I believe), improved over time, and in the 1930s, the system worked well. 

As a child at the time, I kept very precise memories. 

Mrs. KOSZAREK, a rather round woman in her forties, was the leader of the group, and using her broken French, was their interpreter and their cook. Their dorms were in the storeroom at the bottom of the house on Métrarie street, right in front of the big courtyard door. The dining hall was at the entrance of the big cellar on the ground floor of the family home and was comprised of trestles surrounded by benches; the kitchen was in the old oven’s room, at the entrance of the garden. Mom bought everything and according to the needs of Mrs. K. provided ingredients to accommodate tasty Polish recipes. Mrs. K. cooked over wood on a charcoal stove. I liked to visit and watch her there. She taught me several words in Polish…I can still smell the cacao in the cellar, the nights when dinner was composed of milk chocolate bowls and butter toasts. I would have loved to invite myself over, preferably the days when it was not sweet and sour cabbage, or herring!

At the end of the harvest, in lieu of the traditional Paulée (end of harvest celebration dinner), we would offer them sparkling wine and biscuits. We would toast with them, and the women would give my grandmother and mother very beautiful bouquets put together with flowers from the garden, which were very abundant at that time. 

The accounting ledger held by my mother at the time, gives precious information about the wine harvest dates, the prices paid to the workers, and their food costs. I will quote as an example the year 1930:

Wine harvest from the 25th of September through the 2nd of October 
-15 Polish women + 1 child: Food costs come out to a total of 910.95 Francs
-The workers that were fed were paid 12 Francs per day (the others 17 Francs per day)



3rd EDITION   THE CHRONICLES OF TIME … My story is being written 

A tribute to my father 
An innovative spirit in matters of commerce; In the years 1955-1960, at a time when most winemakers sold the entirety of their wine to traditional brokers in bulk, precisely in barrels (once the price was set according to the quality and the vintage), my parents decided to mature their wine and bottle it. First with only part of the harvest, then very quickly, the entirety of the estate’s production. The first vintage to have been bottled was 1955, with the use of two taps, night after night, barrel after barrel. 

With my mother, the design of the bottle was always neat, and the choice of the label was essential. And so, the marketing started. Thereafter my parents traveled to Switzerland, to Belgium and Nordic countries in order to show their wines to merchants, importers and restauranteurs, with the goal of creating direct relationships. They started distribution networks – and sometimes exclusives for certain markets. My father was a visionary for his time. 

Welcoming as they were, my parents loved to host guests in the living room of their home. Their clients tasted the wines and were treated as longtime friends, they were also given very detailed technical information. My parents generously passed on their passion to learn and understand wine to a lot of their clients. 

Nowadays people vacation and spend time in Burgundy over a week-end, where they start becoming passionate about the area, the authenticity of the countryside and its products. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]As refined gourmets, with their passions for wine and food, it was only normal for my parents to meet restauranteurs, amongst some of the most famous, and to build with them long-term friendships. Often, they had an “open table” at their friends’, Troisgros, Bocuse, or Girardet to only quote a few. 

These are the roots of a life-long passion for a job with many facets, which carries on with my son Mathias working alongside his sister Caroline in the family tradition. 

François PARENT
