So if I understand correctly, to do a book,
you want to come volunteer for work in
my vineyard... is that right?
I want you also to
explain to me what
happens in your cellar
and to initiate me in
wine tasting.
and that’s
not all.

in exchange, you’ll discover graphic
novels. I’ll bring you books. We’ll go
meet authors... and vintners.
it’s an imposition, no doubt
about it. You’re gonna
have me in your way for
months. It will take time
away. If we do it, we do it
right... so think about
it for a few days
before committing.
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Done.
thought
about it.

let’s start.
Taste these
four wines.
Tell me
of their
differences
and their
similarities.

So we start on
the vineyard with
pruning... dress
warmly.
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CHAPTER ONE

TO PRUNING, THEN

(PLUS ONE BELGIAN PRINTING)

Liana?

Keep in mind
a vineyard is
a liana.

Yup. A creeping vine. So
you have to keep control
of her or else she’ll
escape and then
it’s over.

but to
prune is
not to cut
indiscriminately. You
have to
organize the
vine’s base.
Now it’s
winter, it’s
sleeping, but
you have to
imagine it
in summer.
Got it?
uh...
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Is that all?
No.

You have to anticipate the sap’s
journey. Think, too, about giving
the trunk a harmonious,
well-aerated form, so that it
gets plenty of wind and sun.
And leave no more than
four or five nodes.

One
important
thing: try
to give the
trunk the
form of a
chandelier,
down the
middle of
the row…

Got it? Okay, let’s
get to work!

Like
this?

So the
tractor
doesn’t
crush it
passing by.

We’re off. We’ll
do four rows
before noon.

There.
Cut
diagonally.
Always.

8

Yeah, well,
we’ll see.

How long have your
grapevines been here?

It’s a lot more
invigorating than your
drafting table, eh?

They were
planted during
the Sixties.

Ha ha
ha!

so they’re our contemporaries.

We’re the
same age.

?
Well,
yeah, you’re
right!
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Ha ha
ha!

I’d never
thought of that!

Okay. Like yesterday, four
rows in the morning.

Around seven acres. Fifteen thousand
plants. Invigorating, yeah.

huh?
What?
About three
months. From
January to
March, pretty
much.

How long does
it take you to
prune all that by
yourself?

Ha ha ha!
I can tell
which ones
you pruned
yesterday!

Too
long.
Hup.

Too
long.
Hup.

And this one? Ho ho ho!
Pretty original shape.
Yeah,
all
right.

Too
long.
Hup.

Too close. It
won’t produce
any grapes
this year.

And that one’s
weird, too!
Haha? And
this one?!
Hooo
well…
Hello?
Here’s one
that’s pruned
very close.
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fine. let’s
start.

You piss on your
vines? Nice.
That’s how they
recognize me.

Don’t pull that
on me too
often. I got to
earn my living.

Hey now,
old man?

You haven’t got
much to say to
us anymore, eh.

alright.
Let’s try this.
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If you give us
one or two last
bunches this year,
that’ll be fine.

March 3, 2010. My
previous book, the
second volume of
“Lulu Femme Nue”
is going to press.
I wrest Richard
from his vines.
Direction:
Tournai, Belgium.

We’re going
there with Fabien,
my publisher’s
production
manager.

Do authors come to
the printers with
you every time?
No. Just the ones
who want to.

The pains in
the ass, eh?

Ha ha
ha!

I introduce
my companion
to the people
greeting us.

Gentlemen, the machines await you.
Shall we start
with the cover?

A winemaker? That’s
interesting! We don’t see many
winemakers here.
Well,
here’s
one.

as usual!
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Not bad,
eh?

Yeah. A
little red,
maybe?

May I walk
around?
Of course. We’ll be on this
machine with Fabien and
Etienne. See you in a bit.
Absorbed with adjustments
for my book, I forget the
winegrower for a bit.

He paces through the
shop and its racket.
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He observes the paper’s
frantic, yet precise path.

He sniffs the inks’ hot smell.

He listens to the machine
operators’ explanations.
Well?
How’s it
going?

In short, it’s a day of
industrial tourism.
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We’re signing the PRESS proofs for the cover.
The what?
The “press proofs.” It’s
the sheet whose settings
will serve as a reference
for the printing of
the cover.

We move on to this other machine
for the settings of the first signature.
We print in signatures of sixteen
pages. This book will be 80 pages.
So five
SIGNATURES
then.
Uh,
yeah.

All
signed!

how can we
bring out this
Scene’s light?

This control
panel is for
adjusting
colors?
Right. Here, I’m
increasing the
tints a little.

Hmm, we can try to
increase the yellows
and the magentas a
little.

The
yellows
especially,
I think.

We’ll let the
machine ink up
a little. We’ll
take a sheet
out.

And we
check the
difference.
That’s better.
What do you
think, Richard?
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Mmm, I don’t see any difference. Can I
look with your magnifying glass thing?

You see all those little
dots? They’re cyan (blue),
magenta (red) or yellow.
They’re the primary
colors. Plus black. While
reading them, the eye
mixes them and sees
the whole spectrum.

It’s
called a
loupe!

Oh
yeah, my
word!

While a signature’s
underway, we pass
the time in a small
lounge, waiting for it
to be printed.

We chatter. We compare different
comic books printed here.

They’re waiting for you for the second
signature. Then we’ll go to lunch. I know
an excellent wine bar in town!
Perfect.

The second
signature’s set.
We have two
hours before
the third one!
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This gentleman’s a winemaker.
He’s going to choose
the wine.
Yeah. Gotta let
him do a little
work today.

A winemaker?
Where are
you based?

In the vineyards of
Layon, in France.
…
Let’s see this
wine list.
May I ask
your name?

Grrmbll…No chance we’re gonna
drink that. That one either, heck,
no…pfff…That?
No way.
Don’t worry. He’s
always like this.

Leroy.
Richard
Leroy.

oh?

Okay, Richard,
we’re not
gonna spend
the afternoon
here.

There there. I’ve
heard good things
about that one.
Let’s try it.

The wine’s good, the meal, too.
The conversation revolves around
our respective occupations.

Certainly.
Thank you.
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You’re
Richard
Leroy?

really?

The restaurant
owner.

Winemaking buddies! The very best
vintages…and the book project
that gets explained once again!

His sommelier told him. The Loire!
Montbenault! Les Rouliers!*

We have a drink. We say
goodbye. We’ll be back!

From a shelf in the restaurant,
they dig out another book about
independent winemakers. We
stumble on a picture of Richard,
younger, without his winter
coat. Nothing like the hirsute
Druid I’ve brought to them.

We’ve
got to go,
gentlemen!
*Wines produced by Leroy at Montbenault in the Loire Valley.
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I’ve been authoring books for
almost twenty years and I’ve
never had a chance to see that.

…Especially if we
want to show you
the binding shop.

You’re
not very
curious.

This way,
please.

Newly arrived from the
press, the signatures of a
book (which isn’t mine)
wind down the belt, Their
slenderness AS slightly
ridiculous AS THAT
of a wet dog.
And then, without warning,
they’re joined together by the
two wings of their hardcover
in which they take refuge.

And there.
An autonomous, permanent
and, frankly, slightly magical
object, the book is suddenly
there before our eyes.

Stacked, packaged, it disappears
towards its destiny, which one
hopes will be incarnated
by a reader’s hands.
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So, I was looking at all these huge
rolls of paper there.
Yes?

Back to the press.
Third
signature,
all done.

All that for
your book?

That? Yes.
Almost all
of it.

I don’t
know.

And in these wastebaskets, these
are the signatures discarded
from your adjustments?
There are thousands.
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Sorry,
trees.

The taxi’s
Here’s a copy of
here!
each signature
printed today.
Bye,
Thanks, and everyone!
good job,
guys!

The train for Paris is
here. Gotta go. Once
the books arrive at
the office, I’ll
send you one.

See you
soon,
Fabien!

Pfffooo. A press
is noisier than
Montbenault. My
ears are buzzing.

Ours
is that
way!

So? Did you
like that visit?
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This was all very
fine, but we’ve got
grapevines to prune!

Huh?

Ah, well this was something
else. To See those guys’ precision
really interested me.

The only chance I’ve
ever had to go to a
printer till now was
for the labels for
my bottles.

You gotta figure that most
readers won’t even see
the finest adjustments you
requested from them, uh?

And?

well, I see them!
By the time I entrust my pages to
the printer, I’ve spent a year and
a half of my life on it, or more.

It’s not that I’m so very proud of
that, but it’s my work. They’re the first
people to lay hands on it… and their
touch is permanent.

Drawings, colors, I
did everything with my
little hands.

That’s why I insist
on signing the
final proofs myself.

Montbenault .
That, I
understand
very well.
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For nature.
Here.

You want to do everything
to hang onto your work
absolutely as long
as possible.

Thanks.

Yeah. Knowing exactly
what you want, but letting
things just happen.

But at the same time, leave some real
room for chance, for the unexpected.
Saying it like
that, it sounds
psychopathic.

Hahaha!
That’s what
we are!

Okay. To
work.

Whoa whoa!
Careful…CAAAREFUL!

Look! We’re pruning the
crest of the hill! These
are the vines that produce
the best of Montbenault.
They must be pruned
per-fec-tly!

“The crest,”
“the crest,” it’s not
like it’s the Mont Blanc.
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What now?

Hey, c’mon, it’s
no joke! Don’t you feel
the wind? We’re in the
heart of the Southwest down
here! We get wind and
sun all year long!

Montbenault is an impeccably
ventilated terroir. My vineyard’s
always fine here, even in the full
sunlight! in the summer It beats
down on these rocks, you know.

Why are you
looking at me
like that?
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What I see that intrigues me and what
I’m seeking to understand is what
connects this guy to his vineyard.

It’s much more than the story of
some surveyed parcel and its owner.

In Richard’s eyes,
Montbenault is a
living, complex
entity of which
he’s the attentive
companion
and demanding
partner.

What I
see is the
singular
fusion
between
an
individual
and a
lump of
wind-swept
rock.
Last week, Richard had visitors.
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He often receives wine
merchants, foreign importers
or restaurant owners.

These were from Spain. With a
sports car and city clothes.
Stoic in the biting North wind,
the Spaniards listened to him
sing the glory of his stones.

Can we talk about wine without
talking about the soil? Of course not!
roared Richard. Direction: the vineyard.

Rhyolite,
gentlemen!

Rhyolite’s a volcanic
rock! We’re in the
Paleozoic Era here!

Between two
hundred and fifty
and five hundred
forty million
years old! Do
you realize?

Few people
know it, but
here...
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We’re on the
edge of the
easternmost fault
lines of the
Armorican Massif.
The last Breton
pebbles!

And that’s
really good
for the
maturity of
the grape!

What’s great
about rhyolite is
that it gives off
heat very well
at night.

Do you
understand?

Sí, sí…

So, to spare them pneumonia, we
cut short the object lesson and
went back down to the cellar,
to taste from the barrels.

We stayed
there a long
time talking
about the
soil, sky, sun,
and wind. The
Spaniards were
turning blue.

This river’s the
frontier. We’re
leaving the
Armorican Massif
and coming into
the gravel of the
Parisian basin.
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Okay then: to make wine, before
the grape, before the vine, you
must consider the soil.

so one must envision wine as a
powerful and mysterious link
between earth and man.

Don’t put too much metaphysics into
that. It’s a very concrete project:
to give us a wine to drink that
speaks from the earth to our body.

I was thinking
again about
our trip to the
printer’s. What
was difficult
for you was
that moment
when, for the
first time, your
work relies
on that of
someone else.

I face that when I have to choose
barrels for my wine.
I’m
mentioning
it to you
because a
cooper just
invited me
to visit his
workshops.
It’s in the
Gers.

Interested
in coming?
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