


Start your n,ght at a tucked-away wine ba1 Just steps 

from the Monolithic Chutch of Saint-Erruhon - a 

cat.hed,al literally ca1ved out of limestone in the 12th 

<:ent\u'y. No big deaJ lt'.s one of the lar9e5;t 

unde19round chu,ches 1n Europe, and the courtyard 

above 1t becomes the gJow,n-g healt of the Jurade 

procession 

Grab a glass from l'Envers du Oe<:or, the town's go-to 
fo, nattual pouu and local legends, ot wand et ,nto 

8ar a V,I\ Sa1nt-£m1hon tor a C\.lrated list of Grl3ind 
c,us by the glass. O,der someth,ng bold - Merlot, 

obviously- and stp slowtv as golden hour spills 

across the stones. 

Because once the bells start ringing, the whole town 

sh1hs Velvet-robed marchers appear, music echoes 

through the alleyways, and suddenly Saint-£m1lion 

feels like an open-au stage. A bght show bathes the 
v1lla.9e walls, cast1n9 shadows that dance with the 

movement of the crowd And just when you thank 11's 

w1nd,n9 down- boom - hrewo,ks:hght up the sky 

behind the b-ell tower 

It's d1amat1c It's cinematic. A1,d with a good pour in 
hand, it's the kind of night you'll ne!/er forget. 

SAINT-EMILION'S 

JURADE FESTIVAL 

Thete are wine festivals ... and then there's this. 
Once a year, the perfectly preserved viUage of Saint .. Emilion 

-with its ivy•covered walls and cobblestone drama -
turns into something out of a medieval fever dream. Picture 

this: men in crimson robes (yes, actuaJ robes) marching 
through tho streets by torchlight, blessing the grape harvest 
like they're casting a speU. The Jurade Harvest Festival isn't 

just a celebration -it's a ritual 

The Ju,ade de Saint .. EmiJion dates back to 1199 - that's not 
a typo. Founded by the king of England (because, yes, the 

Eng1ish used to own this bit of Ftance}, it was a brotherhood 
created to regulate and honor the region's wines. Today? It's 

less regulatory, more theatrical. Think: Hogwarts meets 
Bordeaux. 

What Actually Happens? 
At sunset, the town lights up -literally. lanterns glow. 

Church bells ring. The Jurade, decked out in wine-red velvet 
and gold chains, parades through the narrow streets, 
blessing the vintage to come. You follow the sound of 

chanting and candlelight until you' re in the heart of 
Saint-Emilion, sipping Merlot with hundreds of other wide­
eyed visitors wondering what century they just stepped into. 






