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Preface

Extraction: As it relates to making red wine, this is the process
of pulling out the true essence of the grape to produce the finest
possible wine. While the juice is generally colorless, the skin,
seeds, and stems add character, vibrancy, and flavor nuance.
With too little extraction, the wine lacks color and complexity —
too much extraction and the wine can be self-indulgent, over-
bearing, and brusque.

My earliest clear memories from my childhood are of me
walking in the woods with my dogs. I spent many of my days,
when [ was as young as six years old, wandering and pondering.
Much of this fondness to disappear into the woods had to do
with the challenges facing my mother. She was dealing with the
mental anguish brought on by a life cocktail of an unplanned
second era of parenthood, undiagnosed depression, and meno-
pause. As a result, she developed unhealthy relationships with
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xii Preface

vodka, barbiturates, diet pills, and my father. And she was not
a happy drunk. My coping mechanism was to vacate the prem-
ises in hopes that she would pass out by the time I returned.

I have long since forgiven my mom, realizing that I arrived
at a bad time for her. This book is not about her — but as it is
a book predicated on the notion of fully knowing oneself, her
influence on me must be included. I think it is also import-
ant to point out that despite her struggles, she exists in me
through many of the traits of which I am most proud. Within
every cloud there is a silver lining and such, as they say. For
one thing, she indirectly and unintentionally but effectively
inspired my ability to engage in metacognition, a concept that
is discussed at length in this book.

My initial companion on these childhood journeys among
the trees was my dog, Long John; or, as my dad called him, Bird
Brain, due to his odd habit of chasing birds out of our yard.
Soon, we were blessed with the arrival of Red, the most loyal
and well-trained canine member of our family. Unlike Long
John, whose attention span was commensurate with his nick-
name, Red never left my side from the time I walked out of
the house and into the woods until I would return home many
hours later. Perhaps it had to do with Red’s puppyhood.

Red was already an adult when we first met. Judging by his
demeanor, training, and appearance, he had been well loved and
cared for. He was a passenger in a car accident near my home-
town of Greenup, Illinois. My mother was a news stringer for
the local television and radio stations and would contact local
authorities to get details of any story that the area media might
be interested in. A car accident, particularly one in which there
was a fatality, was a big story in a small community. When she
contacted the Cumberland County sheriff’s department, they
informed her that the driver of the car had been killed. The oth-
er occupant was unharmed but emotionally shaken. The lucky
survivor was Red.

Touched by his plight, my mom sent my dad to collect Red
and bring him to our house, where we would keep him pending
notification of the family. Red’s next of kin was the brother of
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his travel companion. Because that brother lived in Hawaii,
it would be nearly a week before the family could arrange to
pick up Red. Within that week, he had endeared himself to our
family in a way that no other dog had previously done.

I remember the incredible sadness I felt the evening that we
waited for Red’s “uncle” to pick him up. We lived at the end
of Wylde Drive, a dead-end road that stopped at our house.
Eventually, a pair of headlights approached our home. The car
pulled into the driveway and my mother, father, and I looked
at each other and at Red and began to cry. We waited for the
knock on the door. And we waited.

After a few minutes, the car backed out of our driveway and
drove away. No one ever showed up to claim Red. It was one of
the happiest days of my childhood. For the next several years,
I had a hiking buddy nonpareil. It is not hyperbole to say there
was no other creature, human or otherwise, that I was closer to
than Red during this time.

In many ways, this book and my life in general are the prod-
ucts of my mom, my dad, and Red. Without my mom, I would
not have taken to the woods, spending countless hours contem-
plating the world and my place within it. She also contributed
to my aptitude for public speaking, a reporter and entertainer
in her own right. Without my dad, I would not have my sense
of duty; he stayed with my mom for 53 years, allowing only
her death to separate them. And without Red, I would not
have felt the security to take those walks alone, to turn my
attention deep inside myself and start the trek inward to discover
my truth.

Many others would aid my odyssey: my lovely bride, my
children, my sister, friends, co-workers, clients, and more than
a few strangers. We are all shaped by those who cross our path.
I am thankful for them all, regardless of the context of our
intersection, because each has allowed me to learn more about
me, to grow, to become the best me possible.

Still today, 50 years after those childhood experiences with
Red, I am drawn to long hikes of solitude when I feel unsettled,
out of alignment. Having moved from Illinois to Florida to
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Colorado and, finally, to Walla Walla, Washington, this habit —
my “wander ponders” — have remained a part of my life. After
arriving in Washington State’s wine country immersing myself
in the wine industry, I have come to realize that I’ve been un-
dertaking the human equivalent of what the wine world calls
“extraction.” I am learning how to express my essence as a
human being to be the best person possible. It is an expedition
that never ends, but never fails to fulfill. Just like a winemaker
working with the grape to create the perfect expression in a
bottle, we are rewarded when we endeavor to find and display
our gift.
And, just like a winemaker, my muse was Red.
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Chapter 1 Metacognition

The Process of Evaluating
“The Juice”

In vino veritas — In wine, there is truth.
— Pliny the Elder

I miss libraries. Oh, I know that they’re still around, but I don’t
visit them. I am hopeful that some people still do, because I
love the concept of a library. It is a magical place, a place to go
where you have access to information old and new to broaden
your knowledge. You can do research in a quiet comfortable
location. There is always that worn, leather chair in the cor-
ner that only you know about. It is there that you settle in to
embark on a journey. The library offers an environment that
is precious in today’s world. It allows for the solitary pursuit
of information. You sit among the product of the efforts of
the greatest minds of our time with tangible evidence of their
efforts in every direction. With more motivation than plan,
you start looking for wisdom. Your research may take hours,
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even days. You will have to return repeatedly to this wonderful,
quiet place full of resources to expand your understanding of
something. To gain more knowledge, you will be required to
have some — to think about what you already know, get up out
of your comfy chair and go find information that will broaden
that existing knowledge. You will gather a stack of books and
return to your chair to pour over them for useful nuggets, sift-
ing through the chaff of unimportant or unnecessary material
in your quest for the meaningful. And with each new piece of
data, a new pathway for further enlightenment will open.

Such is metacognition. The library is your own brain. And
like the libraries of today, while we know it’s around, we rarely
step inside.

METACOGNITION VERSUS SELF-AWARENESS

Metacognition is the process of thinking about thinking. More
importantly for our purposes, metacognition is thinking about
how you think. And although that sounds like a pretty easy
undertaking, consider the daunting task of walking into the
Carnegie Library to do some research on a topic of which you
have only a superficial understanding with the expectation that
you will leave it with absolute expertise. Take quantum phys-
ics, for example. I have heard it described this way, “Quan-
tum physics is not just harder than you think, it is harder than
you can think.” You might know a little about physics, but it’s
going to take a whole lotta trips to the library to learn quan-
tum physics. In that way, metacognition is an entirely other
level of self-awareness.

And here is where metacognition differs from mere
self-awareness. Most people have some degree of self-awareness.
Using the library metaphor, we can define self-awareness as
the shallow knowledge that you possess about a subject upon
visiting the first time. You may go to the library to research
the wine varietal Cabernet Sauvignon, for example, with
the knowledge that it is a grape used to make wine. Upon
researching it, you would learn that Cabernet Sauvignon is



