HENRIETTA ANTONY's grandchildren
think she’s building Hogwarts, the
wizards’ school in the wildly popular
Harry Potter books. They might not
be far off the mark. The property just
north of Quebec’s border with Ver-
mont does have an element of magic
about it, from its small but magnifi-
cent stone chapel to its hobbitlike
cabin in the vegetable garden to the
workers’ “outhouse” styled as a medi-
eval royal tent. Then there’s the half-
completed chiteau, its rooms and wine
cellars a maze of vaulted stone cham-
bers and passageways.

This is, in fact, a producing vine-
yard called Ste. Agnés that hugs the
side of a mountain about 120 kilo-
metres southeast of Montreal. Open
to the public—visitors are encouraged
to bring a picnic and enjoy the grounds
after their tour—it is the work of a
woman with a vision: to recreate her
beloved homeland, from which she
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An elaborate exit at the bottom of
the unfinished chateau. Antony
hired a stonemason from France to
do much of the European-inspired
stonework.

and her family were driven when the
Communists overran Czechoslovakia
in the late 1940s. But, while she began
developing the land in the early 90s,
she says she didn't realize until a few
years ago she was doing so in the
image of her village in southern Mor-
avia, a place surrounded by vineyards
planted by the Romans and wine cel-
lars centuries old.

“Subconsciously, this really was
therapy, to relieve a sense a loss. I put
in an enormous amount of energy,”
says Antony, as she sips coffee at her
dining-room table after a comforting
lunch of Wiener schnitzel, cucumber
salad and apple pie. She looks younger
than her 73 years, hale and hearty, with

eyes that sparkle when she talks, espe-
cially about the buildings and vine-
yard she’s created. It’s hard to imagine
she was battling cancer not long ago.

Antony bought the first parcel of
land, just a few acres, in 1959, a few
years after establishing the antiques
dealership in Montreal that she still
runs. Over the years, as neighbours
left, she bought up their properties;
today she owns about 450 acres of
mountain. The land where her house
now stands was the site of a Loyalist
farm settled by those fleeing the
American Revolution.

Her lack of formal training is no
match for a vivid imagination and will-
ingness to dig in. “T'm like a firefighter
who jumps into the middle of the fire,”
she likes to say. “I learn by eliminating
my mistakes.”

She hadn’t intended to plant the
vineyard, on which work began in 1996.
One of her two sons, John, runs it
under the guidance of a fellow Quebec
winemaker. His stately but cheerful
yellow house overlooks the 18 rows of
vine-topped stone terraces that tum-
ble down a steep slope, culminating
in a heart-shaped pond.

“We are all passionate about the
vines. What the vines want, the vines
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get. We read that vines love to look at
water, that’s why we built the pond at
the bottom—for them to look at,”
Antony says with a straight face be-
fore erupting in a gale of laughter.

Using organic methods, the Antonys
grow grapes of the noble variety, in-
cluding Vidal, Riesling, Gewiirz-
traminer, Geisenheim and muscat. The
vineyard has so far produced four var-
ieties of wine: ice, late harvest, table
and straw, in which, traditionally,
grapes are dried on straw for weeks
before their juice is extracted. The first
vintage was 2001; 2002 and 2003 were
bottled last spring.

As for the vineyard’s buildings,
Antony’s home looks fairly exotic on
the outside, with its dormer windows,
masonry details and peach-coloured
walls. Inside, airy rooms filled with
antiques shoot off the main foyer. Yet
underneath it's a simple bungalow,
the house that was there when she
bought that parcel of land. But she
couldn’t leave it at that. In fact she has
such a penchant for building that,
Antony smiles, her friends joke she
has “build-itis.”

A sTonE’s throw from her house, just
before the lawn starts dropping to

Antony arrived in Canadaas a
penniless teenage refugee
and built this enchanting place from the
sweat of her brow.



