
Janey Way Memories #151 

Remembering Grandpa Petta’s Wine Cellar 

 Last Saturday, a group of us, bottled wine at my Cousin Tim’s house in Wilton, 
California.  We had a very productive day, bottling 150 cases of cabernet franc, merlot and petite 
Syrah wines.  

 Tim has been a home winemaker for about 15 years now, and he has won many awards 
for the wine he has produced.  Over that time, he has assembled a lot of wine making equipment 

including:  stainless steel fermentation tanks for 
white wines, an electronic stemmer crusher, a 
hydraulic wine press and his most recent 
acquisition, an automated corking machine 
which injects corks into bottles with the push of 
a button.  These tools make the wine making 
process much less labor intensive. 

 So, there we were last Saturday; Cleaning 
the bottles, filling them with wine, corking them, 
then labeling them and putting them in cases.  It 
took us about 4 actual work hours to get this job 
done. 

 Then, after a little clean-up, we gathered 
around a long table to eat a good, old fashioned 
harvest dinner complete with grilled meats, a 
variety of salads, and of course, Tim’s excellent 
wine. 

 As we ate our meal, Tim and I reminisced 
about our childhood days and time spent at our grandparent’s house on 52nd street and 14th 
avenue.  It was an old-fashioned Italian style house with white stucco walls. The living quarters 
sat up some stairs on a second floor over the top of a full length basement which housed 
Grandma’s walk-in pantry for the fruits and vegetables she canned,  a Wedgewood stove for 
making her home-made bread, and of course, Grandpa’s wine cellar. 

Grandpa by the backyard chicken coop



 His cellar was for making wine, not just storing it.  He had the grapes delivered by the 
grower’s right to his driveway where they stacked the boxes neatly.  Then grandpa and his 
helpers poured the grapes through a ground level window into the crusher which sate directly on 
top of a wooden fermentation tank.  It was a hand powered crusher, not an electronic one like we 
use today. 

 After considerable effort to crush the grapes, grandpa put the ground floor window back 
in place, and began fermentation of the wine.   After about 10 days, he placed his hand powered 
hydraulic wine press on top of the fermentation tank and pressed the wine, simultaneously 
syphoning it into a 55 gallon cask.  This began a long process of aging and clarifying the wine by 
racking it (syphoning it from one cask to another clean one.)  This process took about a year 
before grandpa could actually drink the wine he made 

 He shared it with friends too, as well as bartering it for things he didn’t make himself 

Sometimes, I am told, he entertained friends in his wine cellar, sitting in folding chairs around a 
table drinking red wine and eating grandma’s hard crust white bread and eating hard cheese.  It 
wasn’t gourmet, but I am certain it was very good. 

 So here we were, eating more up-scale fare, and remembering Grandpa Petta.  He really 
set the standard for our making wine today.  It’s just another tasty Janey Way memory. 
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