Argentina – Day 10

The Internet is back up.  Today was our last day of wine tastings and wonderful lunches.  We began the day at 9:45 boarding a bus to take us to the Catena Zapata winery in the Mendoza valley.  This winery was one of the more spectacular winery buildings, shaped like a Mayan Temple.  There was the usual tour of the winery and a fabulous tasting that followed.  You always know the tasting will be wonderful when there are more than 3 glasses set before you – and it lived up to expectations.   See the pictures for the names of the wines we tasted.
Next, we went to the Cavas Wine Lodge for lunch.  Here, again, we had a fixed-menu lunch but we had to choose one of two starters as well as one of two main courses.  We each like to choose one course and split them, thus getting to taste everything.  I had the gazpacho – made more traditionally this time – and Jeff had the empanadas.  I chose the trout and Jeff had the baby goat or kid (cabrita).  My trout smelled fishy and tasted metallic and awful, so I sent it back and got goat instead.  The goat tasted a lot like lamb, and was really delicious.  The waiter also brought out a long sharp knife in a sheath to cut the meat.  Very sensible and very easy to cut the meat with it.  Since this was a gourmet lunch, but not a wine tasting, we only had one red wine, Bonarda, which no one from our group had tasted in Mendoza before.  The wine and water flowed freely and those who ordered fish (and could eat it) got white wine as well.  Dessert was a yummy passion fruit ice cream served with fruit.  The pictures show some of the art and textiles at the lodge.  The owner, Cecilia, greeted us as well as the rest of the guests.  The lodge has guest cottages where one may stay overnight, if desired.  But, the lodge is really isolated and in the middle of nowhere.  The Sheraton is a far better choice. 
Last, but not least, and last for the entire tour, was a stop at Belasco de Baquedano winery where we had the obligatory tour and an opportunity to taste four wines.  By then, several of us were “wined out”, including me.  I couldn’t taste another wine.  We piled in the bus and headed back to our Mendoza home – the Sheraton – where we would all convene for a farewell reception this evening on the 17th floor of the hotel.  

At the farewell party, we had light appetizers and engaged in a blind wine tasting.  The purpose was to taste three different Malbecs chosen by the hotel’s sommelier.  Our job was to guess which was the most expensive wine, the middle-priced one, and the least expensive.  Neither Jeff nor I got it right. In fact, no one at our table did, but a couple of others at the adjoining table guessed better than we did. 

We toasted our guide, got copies of the list with all the email addresses for those who wished to put them down, and said farewell until breakfast.  We are leaving in two groups.  There is a group of 8 of us going tomorrow morning to Buenos Aires and then on to our respective destinations.  Another group leaves at 5 and heads to Santiago, Chile to transfer to planes bound for the USA or stay in Santiago.  So, this evening was our last together as a group. 

What a group we were, too!  We are 18 very compatible people bound together first by our love of wine and food and secondly because we are all the same generation.  Some of us are retired, some still working, and all of us professional folks.  Four of our group are winemakers, so their interest in the tour is rather obvious.  It was a great deal of fun to bond with highly intelligent and interesting people.  And bond we did.  By the trip’s end, we were talking about a reunion even though we are from all over the United States.  I would be most pleased to see any or all of our group again. 
And our tour guide turned out to have planned a very interesting and worthwhile trip, although disorganized at times.  Like us, he enjoys good hotels, good food, and wants to visit those wineries that have gotten good reviews or special awards from the wine and food experts.  Our transportation, at times discombobulated, was comfortable and the drivers very good.  It was always better when we also had a guide and could learn more about the region where we were staying, but for the last four days, what we really needed was a knowledgeable driver (the wineries in many cases are well hidden to damn near impossible to find unless you know exactly where they are) and a translator.  Our tour guide is a former Spanish teacher who speaks Spanish fluently, loves giving us Spanish lessons on the bus as we travel the countryside and has many humorous anecdotes to relate about language faux pauxes and other incidents from past trips or out of his own personal experiences. 
We really enjoyed this experience and never felt that we couldn’t wait for the trip to end.  In fact, at the reception tonight we all commented about how we wished were going to be together longer.

Would we go on another trip organized by this guide?  I think we would….but it would depend, of course, upon when and where.

