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Marilyn Johnson has created the blog I love Saint-Émilion as a hymn
dedicated to Saint-Émilion where she lives. Freely open to all Saint-Émilion
lovers, the blog is based in part on wine enthusiasts contribution.
« Un sacré vigneron, Pierre Seillan l’homme de deux ouest »
« What a winemaker, Pierre Seillan, the two-west man »
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Franco-American meetings create wonderful stories. The kind that make history, the big
formal ones, but the small ones also eventually become famous as well. The kind which
open a radically new door in life. Pierre Seillan was fifty when he met a man who offered
him only what the Hollywood of wine could offer, which only a few in Bordeaux could
offer.
His wife Monique didn’t have to think a long time before leaving for the land of Uncle
Sam. Jess Jackson saw Pierre as a second family, in his second passion: “Jackson Family
Wines”, and decided to have a little “frenchie” help him reach his wildest dreams, a wine
that everyone would dream to drink on day.
Seven times a perfect score 100/100
When I received a press kit that was well put together before the primeurs, I was
immediately intrigued. It spoke of a wine that received seven 100 point scores from
Robert Parker. I never heard of anything so big that burned my ears like that in the buzz
of Bordeaux. I admired the Chartruese of Château Lassègue, tall and slender and
illumited along the extension of the Cote of Saint Emilion after Larcis Ducasse, and the
straight cellar that is shiny new and less than a year old. The surrounding vineyards are
splendid and reflect a healthy spirit. When I arrived this evening at the end of the
primeurs, Pierre glowed under the sunset, and the vast Château Lassègue with its
sundials helps to navigate the breaks in the perfectly trained vines to point to the sun.
A family waited to greet me, two families in fact, together and full of passion. Barbara
Banke has the distinction of an upper class American, a caricature of antimony that the
French are not familiar with, but they have close cousins. Her daughter Julie, friendly and
gracious, tall and slender, made the effort to speak to me in French that she is leaving to
live in Italy. Pierre Seillan is there, solid and stocky, with the look of someone who is
confident and sure of himself.
Their children, bright eyed Helene and Nicolas their son is the general manager of
Château Lassègue, seems very simple and humble. Two families from different places,
but the one member who is absent helps reunite them. Jess Jackson passed away a year
ago, leaving behind a legacy and an empire to his children and also his second family.

I will remember always remember this April evening. We are tasting the wines en
primeur of Lassègue and Château Vignot, samples of the know how of Pierre Seillan, the
father of the micro-cru philosophy. Purchased in 2003 as co-owners, the two families
are trying to make wines that everyone should have at least once in their life. But I also
discovered “Verite”, which is bottled poetry itself. An inspiring tasting of La Muse, La
Joie and Le Desir. La Muse is in the spirit of the grands vins of Pomerol, La Joie in the
spirit of the grands vins of Paulliac, and Le Desir in the spirit of the grand cabernet
francs of Saint Emilion. At this stage “en primeur”, the wines are already amazingly silky
and velvety before their long life ahead of them.
We head to the table for dinner, in a room which the refinement is can’t match the
amazing meal that we are about to have. Pierre Seillan is affable, and reins like a
godfather. When he served me Verite 1998 ( “my first vintage”), I felt very touched and
moved about a wine that was so famous and tasted by Parker. This wine was a little like
its creator, surprising, monobloc, and revealed such a complexity in its smoothness and
spices, a softness yet also a touch of freshness that I love so much that I knew in the
same instant that was better than anything I had tasted before.

Pierre Seillan
The man is larger than life, a little bit like his wines. One who can differentiate the shale
from Calais to that of Puy, the stone from Burgundy to the marble of Carrare. He is
rustic, in a romanticized way. He has a finesse that can withstand anything, even the
varying thermal temperatures of Sonoma, where he decided to place his suitcases, a
little like a vine; who bends and adapts himself to overcome.

