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Extra Sips of Sake 
By JEFF GORDINIER 
  

I picked up a lot of fascinating stories while 
I was reporting 
sake. 

I heard about sake made in an igloo. 

I heard about sake made with a type of rice 

vulnerable to the elements that it had 
nearly disappeared in Japan  until the 
heir to the Huchu Homare brewery 
managed to secure 14 grams of freeze-

 

black mold, when looked at through a microscope, resembles the helmet that samurai used to wear in 
Sake Nomi

 

I ev
rice-wine guru John Gauntner, th
has about twenty stereo speakers that play music and natural sounds around the fermenting tanks 
twenty-  

But not all great rice wines have the makings of a Madison Square Garden concert or a Hollywood 
screenplay. Some are simply delicious to drink. 

A few days ago I went downtown to a restaurant called Robataya, on East Ninth Street, to meet manager 

 

http://dinersjournal.blogs.nytimes.com/author/jeff-gordinier/
http://www.nytimes.com/2011/02/02/dining/02sake.html
http://www.nytimes.com/2011/02/02/dining/02sake.html
http://www.esake.com/Store/bin/US-lineup/Takasago-Divine-USA/takasago-divine-usa.html
http://www.huchuhomare.com/
http://www.sakenomi.us/
http://www.amazon.com/Sake-Handbook-John-Gauntner/dp/0804834253/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&s=books&qid=1296494908&sr=1-1
http://www.robataya-ny.com/


Mr. Kadoi, 41, is a strikingly gentle man. It was clear that he wanted me to try the best and most 
 

He sells a bottle of it for $380. A single glass goes for $54. 

 
 

 

But Mr. Kadoi is so passionate about making this rarity accessible to the full range of his customers that 

 

t resist. It was late in the afternoon, past the lunch hour, and the restaurant was 
quiet. Mr. Kadoi got up from the table and came back with a shiny black box. He opened the box and 
slowly lifted out a blue bottle. He set down two glasses, pouring a few small swigs of sake into mine and 

 

He lifted the glass to his nose and held it there awhile. 

in almost a whisper. Then a sip. 

He remained silent for a long time and all we could hear was the burbling of a stone-bowl fountain. 

  


