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Summer 2022

It’s Summertime, folks! Time to make the most of those wonderful 
seasonal tomatoes while they are at their peak. For us, that means 
lots of Gazpacho, Insalata Caprese, and Salade Nicoise—all of 
which require excellent olive oil. Fortunately, we have our most 
recent vintage in stock, so you might want to order some for those 
cold summer soups and ridiculously yummy salads. And, for the 
first time ever, we are making our natural process, slow-brined 
Kalamata olives available for purchase. Mara made ten gallons of 
these beauties over the past winter, and they are finally bottled and 
ready to enjoy. (See review in the text box below by our foodie 
friend, Joan, who discovered these olives a few years ago and has 
been clamoring for them ever since).

That unexpected April frost toasted our 
table grapes, walnuts, and figs, but 
mercifully, our Zinfandel escaped 
unharmed. Many of our neighbors did not 
fare so well. Some lost all their white 
grapes, and crop yields in the Shenandoah 
Valley are reported to be 50-70 percent 
lower than average. Our grapes formed 
normally, and after cane-thinning and 
leaf-pulling, the vineyard is looking great. 

The grapes are now well into veraison, that stage where the grapes become 
plump and begin to turn purple. The birds notice. We’ve been tying 
reflective mylar tape and mounting fake owls to discourage them from 
eating the ripest clusters. We’ll bring out our arsenal of other critter 
deterrents--manikins that look like vineyard workers, periodic shotgun 
blasts, and (our pièce de résistance) 
the used car lot air dancer—as needed. 
That seems to scare the bejeesus out 
of the birds for a week or two. 

We expect to harvest around mid-
September, but of course, as we have 
learned, anything can happen!

August 5 was National White Wine 
Day according to some calendars. We hope you got to enjoy it with 
some chilled DAMAS Picpoul or Albariño, our two new European 
varietals. Both are summer sippers that slide down easy on hot days. 
Both were recently declared perfect for a wedding that featured 
oysters followed by shellfish. We still have them in stock, ready to 
enjoy on balmy evenings as summer begins its transition into fall.

Damas Vineyards produces terrific, award winning wines 
and extra virgin olive oil, but you may not know they also 
produce table olives that are The Bomb. Mara, the Slow 
Food queen, lovingly tends the hand-picked and sorted, 
estate grown Kalamata olives, changing their brine weekly 
over many months. This process results in the best black 
olives you’ll ever taste. They are stupendous. But don’t 
take my word for it--ask my daughter who requests them 
for Christmas every year, or all the friends I share them 
with who empty my olive bowl with lip-smacking pleasure. 
You should try some, but please leave lots for me!   

Joan R



If you think we sit on our duffs watching the fruit ripen from a distance, read the story below describing a 
recent day at DAMAS Vineyards for amusement (and gratitude for your career choice).

Mara’s morning: I was savoring my first sip of coffee when a movement on the front lawn caught my eye.  
It was a deer. My first thought was, “Isn’t that cute,” followed immediately by, “Holy shit--there should 
not be deer inside the deer fencing!” As I leaned toward the window to make sure, I saw a second deer… 
and a third. Oh, my. I wondered how much damage they might have caused in the vineyard overnight. 
And how the heck did they get in? 

As soon as Deborah got up, I said we had a big problem and showed her the photograph I’d snapped of 
the deer for evidence. She inspected the fence line and found a spot where a tree branch had fallen, 
pushing the wire fencing just low enough for nimble deer to leap over. We invited a couple of neighbors 
to help us flush the deer out through an open gate. We found all three, but they evaded our maneuvers. 
We walked around but couldn’t see any sign of those deer. We concluded they’d gone out the way they’d 
come in and asked our handyman, Joe, to repair the fence later that day.

I went around closing gates we’d open for the deer flushing exercise. At our lower gate near the well, I 
heard a loud gushing geyser and noticed that a pipe fitting had broken. Had to shut down the well pump; 
no irrigation happening today. Joe and Deborah helped me figure out what parts I would need to make 
the repair, and I drove to the supply store in Jackson.

Deborah’s afternoon: While Mara went to town for plumbing parts, Joe and I went to the former Moose 
Lodge to try to get the huge swamp cooler working. The Moose Lodge serves many purposes – big 
parties, fundraisers, gym, art studio, and new pickleball court(!). We haven’t used the swamp cooler 
during the pandemic, but it’s there, so why not exercise and play pickleball in comfort? After cleaning it 
out, reinserting some drain plugs that were removed for winter, and various other activities that require 
many trips up and down a ladder, we turned on the water. We discovered that the main water line was 
leaking in 4 places – essentially everywhere the line attaches to the water source and the swamp cooler. 
So, I had to go to Plymouth to get new water lines and a bunch of brass compression fittings with ferrules  
and sleeves. (Plumbing is a great way to expand your vocabulary and practice curse words 
simultaneously). After hours of fiddling, we gave up. I called Mountain Air and made an appointment for 
a tech to come out and fix the problems we were too frustrated to work on anymore.

When I returned to the house, Mara (just back from her plumbing repairs at the well) was standing 
outside listening to the racket birds were making. There seemed to be a million of them congregating in 
several oak trees near the house, which is also near the vineyard. We didn’t think they were attacking 
grapes, but I decided to fire the shotgun, just in case. When I did, about a thousand birds flew up from the  
vineyard. They’d been having a party and made a good start on sampling our fruit. Deterring birds shot 
to top priority on our To Do list. While tying mylar strips onto vines, we noticed that the vineyard 
irrigation was on, but it was not delivering water properly. The pressure seemed very low. Drippers that 
should have been dripping were not. We spent the next couple of hours looking for leaks or irrigation 
valve problems. We found none and concluded we needed help asap. We called multiple plumbers who 
said they were swamped and short on staff until Mara got lucky and found a guy in Somerset who said 
he’d come by in a few hours. We carried on with our bird deterrent program and hoped for the best.

P.S. – The plumber replaced the signal that tells the well when to send water up the hill, but this did not 
fix our pressure problems. After more testing, he said the well pump was bad. He advised us to call the 
company that installed it to repair or replace it, as it was still under warranty. But that firm by then was 
closed for the weekend. Also, Joe (bless him) reported he’d fixed the deer fence, but we soon learned that 
the deer were still hiding in the trees inside the fence. Deborah and Mara spent a couple of hours chasing 
them in the hot sun until they had to retreat and rest to avoid heat stroke. Jaime arrived and got his wife to 
help him try to shoo them out one of our gates. We thought that was the end of it, but had to repeat 
flushing maneuvers two days later, when we spied them again! Success, finally. The well problem turned 
out to be mud plugging the intake screen. All this drought is apparently causing more gunk sucking.  🙄
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