
ISSUE NO. 46: MARCH 2019
Last updated 03.29.19. May not reflect website.

Winemaker: Morgane Seuillot 

Where: Hautes-Côtes de Beaune, Burgundy 

Wine to Look For: “Haute Côte de Beaune Nature” Pinot Noir

I was at Fred Cossard’s place (Domaine Chassorney) in Saint-Romain 

and as usual, it wasn’t a tasting but a drinking. There was one bottle 

after the other after the other and I could easily have accepted the 

dinner invitation and settled in for the evening. But then I looked at 

my watch and I was late for my next visit. Domaine Dandelion.

“Oh, Morgane?” he asked. “She’s right down the road, don’t worry.” 

And with that he called her to tell her I’d be a little late and then 

opened up a bottle of his that he knew I loved—grapes from the Jura 

with skin contact. With a glass in hand I ran with him to the winery 

where he was installing his qvevri—yes, Fred Cossard has fallen for 

clay. I downed the wine and believing she was just down the road, I 

headed north to Mavilly-Mandelot.

She was not just down the road and as I rolled on, I remembered 

what Tomoko Kuriyama of Chantrêves told me; Morgane Seuillot 

was the daughter of the guy in Burgundy to hire to work your 

vineyard with a horse. So when I knocked on several doors in the 

village with no luck and finally pushed open one next to the church 

in Mavilly-Mandelot to see a veritable menagerie on the other side, 

I thought, now this could be the home of a horse whisperer’s child. 

Chickens ambled. A fat, penned-in porker snorted. A sweet, terrier-
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Domaine Dandelion
like dog cocked his head at me, but did not bark. Then there were 

the barrels. When a small-boned woman with a shy but sly smile 

and silky brown hair descended the steps carrying a bottle and two 

Zaltos, I knew I had the right place. “I’m sorry it’s such a mess,” she 

said with a touch of embarrassment, “We just moved in,” she said 

apologetically. “Let’s go!”

I looked to the smoking guns in her fist, those expensive Zaltos. 

“Don’t worry,” she said. I trusted her and we got into her car, and 

immediately became new best friends with Laos, her rescue dog 

who sweetly lay his wet snout on my feet.

I had tasted Morgane’s very first vintage the winter before my visit. 

It was a 2016 Pinot from the Haute Côte, where her vineyards are. 

The wine was a little rustic, but it had that something. It was also 

impossible to ignore her label. I don’t mean to be shallow, but it 

was striking for its pathos. So handcrafted with love—the artisanal 

paper had cornflowers embedded in its fibers—I understood that 

this wine was made by a woman who poured her heart into every 

aspect. It was as if she were dressing her child for the first day of 

school. Emotion was laced through every sip.

Turns out this Burgundy native was tricked into winemaking; she 

thought she was headed into commerce and got a wine business 

degree. During her studies she spent a few months in Australia, 

where she worked as an intern at two biodynamic wineries. 

“Maybe it’s too strong to say that I had an epiphany,” she told me, 

“but it became obvious that being outside and getting my hands 

dirty was what I most liked. I thought I would prefer to earn a 

living from creating rather than making margins on goods—even 

if those goods were wine.” She returned to France and looked for 

vines. Her next transformational experience was natural wine. 

Her boyfriend, Christopher, an Australian transplant, works at the 

esteemed Burgundy domaine Chandon de Briailles, and was her 

gateway. He was part of the budding natural wine scene in Beaune 

and introduced her to that world and to plenty of bottles at the local 
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wine bar, La Dilettante. By then her path was mapped out. While a 

woman vigneronne is still a rarity in Burgundy, she had no trouble 

getting bank loans—that’s how much Burgundy has changed in the 

past decade. Now she has four separate plots and over four acres of 

Pinot Noir, Gamay, Chardonnay, and Aligoté. She has made her wine 

in nearby Auxey-Duresses at a friend’s collective winery. And now 

in 2018, she is proud: her wine will be raised and aged underneath 

the parsonage she lives in with Christopher and the porker, the 

chickens, Laos, and whatever other animal life I didn’t notice.

In early September, the sunset was vibrant and her Aligoté 

vineyard, Goutte d’Or, was shimmery as it neared harvest time. I 

tasted a mouth-watering, lemon-drop-like grape. The soil below had 

been chemically farmed in the past; however, it was in the process 

of getting “Morganed.” She took her belief in plant medicine to 

practical application. Milk was sprayed to combat odium—the fatty 

acids in milk have an anti-fungal action. “I use nettle to strengthen 

the vine and the soil,” she said. “Horsetail and fern prevent fungus. 

The garlic maceration has sulfuric compounds and is good against 

erinose,” nasty mites called lime nail galls.

“You have to be precise when making the treatments,” she said, 

keeping out an eye for tiny Laos as he sprinted the vines. “If your 

water doesn’t have the right pH, if you don’t forage the plants at the 

right moment, they are not as efficient. So sometimes it’s just better 

to buy them if you’re running out of time.” And now that she’s doing 

all of the farming herself, time is at a premium.

For now, she makes four different wines and she poured me a glass 

of the 2017 Aligoté from that vineyard. Ripe, edgy in the mouth, a 

touch of bitterness and it had a refreshing uplift. I sipped and spat 

into the weeds, then I repeated and repeated. On to the 2017 Pinot, a 

beautiful combination of structure and life, with that whole-cluster 

spice and so much finer in this vintage than the first one of hers 

that I tasted. “My aim is not to add any sulfur whatsoever so as to 

express the true terroir,” she said.

“Really?” As I saw her straighten up, lips tightened, I regretted 

saying anything. I had offended her. We headed back in her car to 

mine and Laos hopped in on my side snuggling up to my feet while 

she continued on. “Let’s be pragmatic,” she said. “If one day a cuvée 

goes really funky, I won’t preclude adding a bit. As a last resort. I 

understand there’s a bit of bullshit when it comes to no sulfur, but if 

I add some, I tell you. I don’t lie.”

I looked into her true hazel eyes and saw a young woman, fierce, 

proud. I thought, I cannot wait to see what you will do by the time 

you’re thirty. And then, klutz that I am, I leaned over to pet Laos and 

snap!—the stem of my Zalto separated from the bowl. I turned as 

red as my hair.

“Don’t worry,” she said. I didn’t quite believe her, but then I 

remembered, she told me she didn’t lie.

It was past twilight when I drove away to Bouilland, and I had this 

powerful feeling that I had just seen the future of Burgundy: female, 

powerful, and making true wines.


