
By SCOTT GREENBERG

W
ho says there is no
hockey in Washing-
ton this season?

Granted, there might not be
professional hockey, but
there is hockey if you know
where to look.

For my family, we needed
to look no further than the
local Pee Wee House league.

The inspiration for this
week’s column came from
the series of recent playoff
games that I dutifully at-
tended in support of our
son and his team, The
Vipers. 

Sitting in the cold rink
at an ungodly early hour, I
found myself torn, with
each successive game (and
win), between a parents
pride and the dreaded
thought of having to re-
turn to the freezing rink
for the next game. I
thought to myself, “so this
must be how a frozen
grape feels.”

And then it hit me. Ice
Hockey. Frozen wine writer.
Icewines!

The Germans refer to it
as Eiswein. In France they
call it Vin de Glaciere.

Locally, it’s Icewine. No
matter what you call them,
icewines are a wonderful ex-
ample of man making
lemonade out of lemons. Or
in this case, wonderfully
concentrated wines out
of frozen grapes.

In the beginning
It all started back

in 1794 when a Ger-
man winemaker acci-
dentally left his
grapes on the vine
just a little too long
and an early frost
got the better of
them. Desperate to
salvage the har-
vest, he picked the
frozen grapes and
squeezed a few
precious drops of
juice from each
berry. What he was
rewarded with for
his efforts was an
elixir that was
sweet, lush and full
of concentrated
fruit flavors.

Today, icewines
are made by design
and follow a very
strict protocol. The
grapes, usually the
hardy Riesling, Vi-
dal or Gewurz-
traminer varietals, are left
on the vine well into the
winter months where the
constant freezing and
thawing of the grapes de-
hydrates the fruit and con-
centrates the sugars and
acids in the berries. This
process intensifies the fla-
vors and adds complexity
and structure to the result-
ing wine.

The frozen grapes are
picked by hand (probably
by a team of hockey par-
ents) when the tempera-
ture is cold enough to har-
vest the fruit, usually
somewhere between 8 to 14
degrees Fahrenheit, and
then pressed in cold weath-
er to make sure that the
water in the juice remains
frozen as ice crystals. To be
considered a true icewine,
this process must be con-
ducted naturally. 

Artificially freezing the
grapes is a no-no (only
hockey parents can be arti-
ficially frozen). Each berry
yields but a few drops. The
concentrated juice is then
slowly fermented over sev-
eral months. 

Fermentation stops nat-
urally when the alcohol lev-
el reaches about 12 percent,
leaving quite a bit of resid-
ual (unfermented) sugar in
the wine. This method cre-
ates a wine that is sweet
and flavorful. Balance is
achieved by the abundant
acidity, which keeps the
wine clean and fresh in the
mouth.

Worth the price
The typical nose found in

icewines is far more ap-
pealing than the odor en-
countered in the Pee Wee
locker room after a game.
Notes of hazelnuts, apri-
cots and lychee nuts are
characteristic scents (of
the wine, not the locker
room). Flavors of white and

tropical fruits are also
quite common.

Because of the labor in-
tensive method involved in
harvesting the grapes and
the small amount of wine
produced, icewines can be
a little hard to find and a
bit on the pricey side (con-
sidering most are sold by
the half bottle). But if
you’re thinking about end-
ing a special dinner with
peach cobbler, poached
pears or mango soufflé,
then consider stretching
your budget a tad to in-
clude a bottle of this ex-
traordinary wine to round
out the evening.

Prime picks
Here are a few icewines

that are available in our
area. Note: all retail prices
are for half bottles (375 ml)
and are approximate.

The 2002 Munster Pit-
terberg Eiswein, Kruger,
Germany ($75) is a classic
example of German
“Eiswein.” Notes of tropi-
cal fruits infused with flo-
ral scents permeate the
nose. 

The sweet fruit flavors
of peach and apricot are
perfectly balanced by the
acidity providing a lush
mouthfeel. The finish

lingers just long
enough on the palate
to leave a lasting
sweetness without
being cloying.

Another German
beauty is the 2001
B e r n k a s t e l e r
B r a t e n h o f s c h e n ,
Kerpen, Germany

($70). This is a well-
made icewine, full
of caramel notes
both on the nose
and the palate.
Apricots and
sweet spices also
join in to make a
party on your
tongue. Most im-
pressive is the
keen acidity that
brings this wine
home on the clean
finish, similar to
the last playoff
game my son’s
team won to earn
a spot in the
c h a m p i o n s h i p
match.

A relative bar-
gain in the Eiswein

world is the 2002 Bisser-
sheimer Held by Erich
Bender, Germany ($30).
Its sweet apricot nose car-
ries through all the way to
finish. 

Flavors of peaches and
mango join in to keep your
tongue company. There is
just a hint of spiciness
that would hold up well if
you decided to add a little
cinnamon to your poached
pears.

Canada is making some
of the best icewines (and
hockey players) on this
continent. The 2002 In-
niskillin “Pearl” Vidal,
Canada ($50) is one of the
most illustrative examples
of what is being produced
north of the border on the
Niagara Peninsula. Ly-
chee nuts dominate the
nose the same way the
Vipers dominated the first
period of the champi-
onship game. The palate is
full of ripe nectarines, pa-
paya and candied orange
rind. 

The flavors come
through brightly on the
palate and end cleanly
thanks to the precise
amount of acidity.

Go Vipers
The wonderful thing

about writing your own col-
umn is you get a little lati-
tude in your topics. Granted,
this week I took a little more
latitude than usual, but hey, I
am a proud, Ice-Wine-drink-
ing-hockey-dad whose son
was credited with the cham-
pionship game-winning goal.
If that’s not cause to break
open an icewine and cele-
brate, I don’t know what is.
Go Vipers.

If you have a hockey game,
uh, I mean wine that you’d like
to share, e-mail me at
scott@vineguy.com.

We wanted the hike to challenge us
physically, but also hoped the silence
and grandeur of the mountains would
knead our frazzled and cluttered
minds into a more meditative state.

We chose to hike in Ladakh, part of
India’s section of the Himalayas. The
region is part of Kashmir, which has
been wracked by rebellion for 16
years, but it’s far from the fighting and
has become increasingly popular with
foreign tourists, attracted by the mul-
tihued, moonscape-like mountains.

The paths were usually easy to fol-
low, though on occasion we did find
ourselves scrambling along animal
trails on mountainsides or crisscross-
ing rivers as we sought to descend a
valley. The mountaintop passes were
well-marked with Buddhist shrines
and strings of flags, which according
to local beliefs emit prayers for who-
ever placed them there each time
they flutter in the wind.

Edgy adventure
Normally, we’d stop walking by

about 4 p.m., the camp usually al-
ready set up, tea brewing and Indian
pakoras or some other snack splat-
tering away in an oil-filled pan. As
the sun set, we’d move into the din-
ing tent to play cards and sip
whiskey until dinner was served.

Most of our food was traditional
Indian vegetarian. Midway through
the hike, though, we did buy a goat
from a village, the meat a welcome
addition to our diets.

One evening, our cook, Tashi Murup,
36, an Indian army chef on leave from a
military golf course where he fed gener-
als, roasted one of the goat’s legs, the
meat marinated in a paste of whiskey,
masala spices, garlic and ginger, all
mixed with fresh yogurt we’d bought
from some yak shepherds. He served it
with tomato-ginger soup, stuffed pep-
pers, and potato cutlets. To end the
feast, we had a milk-and-dough-based
Indian sweet, gulab jamun.

Despite all the luxuries and our

battalion of aides, the trek still felt
like an edgy adventure — though
this may have been partly due to all
our mishaps.

And then there were three
One morning, we walked ahead of

our guide and mistakenly hiked up
the wrong valley. We realized we
were lost when the track petered out,
but we figured we were still heading
toward our planned camp site.

By late afternoon, just as we started
wondering how cold the Himalayan
night would be without sleeping bags
and tents, we noticed our camp helper
standing by our side, a smile on his face.

“I tracked you by following your
footprints,” Namgail Dorjay said. “I
saw where you’d had lunch by the
dropped eggshells.”

An earlier effort, though, to track
one of my fellow hikers ended different-
ly. Tony, a British management consult-
ant, disappeared the day we crossed
the only road in the area. He’d started
the morning walking alone while the
rest of us went on ahead. By nightfall,
he hadn’t arrived at camp. Four of the
staff went out looking for him. By dawn,
they’d found no sign except for a white
scarf of his stuffed under a rock.

Eventually the searchers de-
scended to a tiny village at the base
of a mountain we’d climbed and
learned that Tony had returned the

previous afternoon and hopped on a
bus to Leh, the main town in Ladakh.
He’d left a note with a villager, telling
us he’d decided to leave.

Tony’s departure dropped the
number in our party down to three.
First to quit had been Mafaz, the Sri
Lankan, who was unable to acclima-
tize to the high altitude, which peaked
at 19,000 feet. His heart would race at
140 beats per minute even while walk-
ing on a flat track.

Tony’s desertion put us a day be-
hind in our schedule because 24 hours
had been spent looking for him. To
make up lost time, we had some gruel-
ing walking days. As darkness fell at
the end of one long day, three of the ex-
hausted mules tripped on a narrow
track and plummeted down a cliff.
Amazingly, they survived, bruised and
bloodied, but no broken bones. The
equipment tied to their backs saved
them, providing padding as they slid
backward slamming into rocks.

It took until the next morning for
the mules to be pulled and pushed
up the cliff with the help of monks
from a nearby monastery.

In good company
Part of the charm of the trek was

the people we met. The tourist trail
in much of Ladakh isn’t so heavily
trodden that villagers demand mon-
ey to allow their photograph to be

taken and kids don’t pester visitors
for sweets or pens.

While resting outside one village,
a dozen children, their cheeks rosy
from the cold, sang us songs and
danced before raiding nearby fields
to pick us handfuls of peas. We re-
turned the gesture, singing “Doe a
Deer” from “The Sound of Music,”
and gave them toffees.

Another friendly face on the trek
was a burgundy-robed monk, Sonim
Stensing, who had a perennial grin
even though he was carrying a 10-foot-
long log to a monastery to build a
house. We shared our lunch, introduc-
ing him to little triangles of processed
cheese and M&M chocolates. He
showed us shortcuts through the
mountains. We were lucky, though, not
to follow him on one of his routes,
which required rock-climbing and had
the religious devotee clinging to a cliff
with his fingertips.

By the end of the hike, we were
glad to return to civilization. Eigh-
teen days is a long time to spend
“roughing it” in mountains. I’d begun
to crave fast food and hot showers.

The three of us who completed
the trek returned home pleased
with our accomplishment. I was
much calmer than when I’d left. The
incessant noise of Bangkok’s traffic
and other stresses of city living did-
n’t bother me for weeks. And even-
tually when it did, I just took my
mind back to Himalayas, to the si-
lence, the crisp clean air and the in-
credible sense of freedom that
comes from standing atop a moun-
tain and looking over countless
snow-topped peaks to the far hori-
zon.

cost from them for bothering me,”
said Williams, 35, a middle school
science teacher who lives in Mel-
rose, N.Y., near Albany.

After checking with a postal clerk
about the legality of stepping up his ef-
forts, he began cutting up magazines,
heavy bond paper, and small strips of
sheet metal and stuffing them into the
business reply envelopes that came
with the junk packages.

“You wouldn’t believe how heavy I
got some of these envelopes to weigh,”
said Williams, who added that he saw
an immediate drop in the amount of
arriving junk mail. A spokesman for
the U.S. Postal Service, Gerald McK-
iernan, said that Williams’ actions
sounded legal, as long as the envelope
was properly sealed.

Acting out
Sometimes, small acts of rebel-

lion offer big doses of relief.
“I’ve come to realize that I’m al-

most addicted to the sick little
pleasure I get from lashing out at
these things,” said Kirk, 24, a free-
lance writer from Brooklyn who col-
lects and returns magazine inserts.

When ordering a pizza from
Domino’s, Kirk says he always re-
quests a “small,” knowing that he
will be corrected and told that medi-
um is the smallest available size. “It
makes me feel better to point out
that their word games aren’t fooling
anyone,” he said.

The Internet offers a booming
trade to help with this type of annoy-
ance-fighting behavior. For exam-
ple, shared passwords to free Web
sites are available at www.bug-
menot.com to help people avoid

dealing with long registration
forms.

To coexist with loud cell phone
talkers, the Web offers handheld
jammers that, although illegal in the
United States, can block all signals
within a 45-foot radius.

Mitch Altman, a 48-year-old in-
ventor living in San Francisco, said
that in the last three months he has
sold about 30,000 of his keychain-
size zappers called TV-B-Gone,
which can be used discreetly to
switch off televisions in public

places. “When you go to a restau-
rant to talk with friends, why should
you have to deal with the distraction
of a ceiling-mounted television?”
Altman said.

Some Web sites specialize in arm-
ing people against online annoy-
ances. Another Web site, www.slash-
dot.org, posted the name and the
mailing address of one of the worst
known spammers, encouraging peo-
ple to sign the spammer up for cata-
logs and other junk mail to be sent to
the spammer’s home. McKiernan of
the Postal Service said that this tac-
tic also appeared to be legal, but
might constitute harassment.

Some groups are more frustrated
than others. In 2002, Harris Interac-
tive, a market research group based
in Rochester, N.Y., conducted a
phone survey called the Daily Has-
sle Scale that asked 1,010 people to
rank the aggravations they faced in
a typical day. The survey found that
poor people and blacks suffer the
most stress from the everyday an-
noyances such as noisy neighbors,
telemarketers and pressure from
fellow workers.

Sometimes, the resistance to
these frustrations is organized.

Work slowdowns are methods
commonly used by labor unions to
apply pressure without actually
striking. During the Solidarity move-

ment in Poland, people expressed
their disapproval of the government-
run news media by taking a walk
with their hats on backward at ex-
actly 6 p.m. when the state news pro-
gram started. When the government
noticed the trend, it issued curfews,
but people then put their televisions
in their windows facing outward so
that only the police walking the
streets would see the broadcasts.

“You have to remember, in Poland
during those years showing up
drunk at work was seen as a patriot-
ic act because people hated the
bosses so much,” Scott said.

Counterculture movement
But even on less coordinated lev-

els, shared frustration is often the
augur of countercultural trends.
Shepsle said he took great solace in
discovering his irritations with
Starbucks’ lingo summed up on a
popular T-shirt in Chicago. The
shirt, which mocks the pretentious-
ness of a certain Chicago neighbor-
hood, features two names. Next to
Lincoln Park it says “Tall, Grande,
Venti.” Next to Wicker Park it says
“Small, Medium, Large.”

“It’s nice to know I’m not alone,”
said Shepsle, 28, who works for a
theater company in Manhattan.

Most people participate in this
sort of behavior on some level, Scott
said, adding that his own habit was to
write “England” rather than “United
Kingdom” on letters he sends to his
British friends. He described this as
his way of disregarding British
claims to Wales and Scotland.

“As a tactic, it doesn’t amount to
much except a way to provide a tiny
and private sense of satisfaction,” he
said. “But that’s something.”
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STUPID, from Page A9

Stewart Cairns/NYT

Teacher Wesley A. Williams weighs
down junk mail that he planned to re-
turn to sender on Feb. 26 at his home
in Melrose, N.Y. He hopes it will cost
mailers in postage due.

Above left: Buddhist monks and local
villagers walk down the steps from
Thiksay Monastery in Ladakh, India.
Above right: A view of the valley near
Pang, India, which is a tented colony
area midway on the highway connect-
ing Manali and Leh in Ladakh. – AP photos

INDIA, from Page A9
IF YOU GO ...
GETTING AROUND: Traveling with 10 mules and a staff of eight is a wonderful way
to explore Ladakh, but some people do it with less. A few do it unaided, carrying
their equipment and navigating themselves (though it is difficult to get accurate,
detailed maps). The area can also be explored on horseback or on mountain bikes.
COSTS: Our 18-day hike from Henasku in northern Ladakh to Serchu cost $1,500
per person, which included all food and equipment, as well as an additional five
nights in top hotels in Leh and New Delhi, and airport-hotel transfers. A New Delhi-
Leh return air ticket costs $250. We organized it all through Snow Leopard Trails,
telephone (91) 11-2613-3165 or www.snowleopardtrails.com.
WHEN TO GO: Ladakh’s hiking season is July through September.
GUIDEBOOK: “Lonely Planet India” ($27.99, 10th edition published 2003).
FOR MORE INFORMATION: Visit www.jktourism.org/cities/ladakh/festivals/cal.htm,
www.ladakh-tourism.com/contact or www.tourisminindia.com.

A passage through India

Rebels with good cause?
“I’ve come to realize that
I’m almost addicted to the
sick little pleasure I get
from lashing out at these
things.” — Andrew Kirk


