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THE CEREMONY ON SATURDAY IN PERCOTO  
PRIZEWINNERS AND DISTILLATES 
 
The winners of the 2025 edition of the Nonino Prize are the French diplomat, writer and 
intellectual Dominique de Villepin, the German writer Michael Krüger (International Nonino 
Prize), the “mother of contemporary African dance” Germane Acogny (Master of our time) and 
Ben Little and the Pignolo vine (Nonino Risit d'Aur – Gold Vine-shoot). This was established by 
the jury of the Prize, presided by Antonio Damasio. The award ceremony is scheduled for 
January 25 at 11:00 in Ronchi di Percoto at the Nonino Distillery. The Prize was established 50 
years ago, in 1975, by the Nonino family to save the ancient native Friulian vines that were in 
danger of extinction and to enhance the rural civilization. It is supported by Nonino Distillatori. 
 
The tree of the Noninos. The Nonino family portrayed by Altan 
 
50 YEARS OF GRAPPA, LOVE AND FANTASY 
 
Nonino Prize. Saturday 25th, in Percoto, the ceremony of an event that has grown thanks to the 
enthusiasm of Benito and Giannola, who tells us about it here exclusively. «What matters is 
respect for nature, for the earth, for people»  
 
by Giannola Nonino 
 

For the first time in 50 years, the Nonino Prize 2025 will be without my Benito: but he is 
always with me. And for him, thinking about this edition, I feel an even greater love, emotion and 
gratitude. 

I had a fortunate upbringing, or better more. My father had a plow company, whereas my 
mother was an elementary school teacher. I can't forget the day our parents called me and my 
sister and, with an authoritative voice, said to us: «Remember, you are neither girls nor boys, but 
thinking individuals. Aim far, at least to get close». And my mother, with a thundering voice, 
added: «with respect for those around you. And never give up!». «Furthermore - my father told 
us - you must have an experience abroad to understand what it means to work, and always 
respect the customs and traditions of the country that hosts you». 

Benito always supported women's work and always wanted me at his side. He was a unique 
and superfine distiller. In love with his work - a love that he also passed on to me and our three 
daughters - Cristina Antonella and Elisabetta - he always considered us as equals! Our 
relationship is, and will always be, wonderful: continuous struggle during the day - the only 
winner was Grappa - and so much love in the evening! 

His commitment has always been to give Grappa the same nobility as other distillates. After 
continuous research and tests, the winning idea arrived: we distilled the pomace - grape skin of a 
single vine variety, Picolit - just fermented in purity - with an artisanal batch still. And so, on 
December 1, 1973 Monovitigno® Nonino Picolit was born, transforming Grappa «from 
Cinderella to a Queen» (as the «LSE Business Review» wrote in 2017). 

After Grappa Monovitigno® Picolit, Benito asked me to choose a vine – autochthonous of 
Friuli - of red grapes. My choice fell on Schioppettino, the most loved by my father, and as the 
harvest approached I went to visit the winemakers who I knew cultivated it. Here the problem 
arose: I discovered that Schioppettino, Pignolo and Tazzelenghe were in danger of extinction as 
they were not included in the community register of the vine varieties cultivated in Friuli: their 
cultivation was prohibited! We could not allow it because they were part of the uses and customs 
of our land, under penalty of losing our identity! With the aim of having them officially 
recognized, Benito and I decided to establish the Nonino Risit d'Aur Gold Vine-shoot Prize, 
starting at the same time the bureaucratic process to request the recognition of these vines, 
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obtaining, first with the Ministerial Decree of 14.6.1977, the authorization for the cultivation, and 
in 1983 with EEC regulation no. 382 these vines were "recommended". 

In 1975 the Nonino Rist d'Aur Prize, gold vine shoot, was the concrete symbol of rebirth, 
protection and rooting in the territory, in our culture. Symbol of history, tradition and, if you 
think about it, of the future! It was a prize for “the rural civilization”, fundamental for the 
education of all of us, which absolutely had not to be lost. The technical jury was chaired by the 
president of the Regional Center for Viticulture and composed, among others, by Professor 
Antonio Calò, responsible for the Ministry of Agriculture for the denominations of origin of 
wines, who in a few months obtained for us the experimental authorization to cultivate these 
vines. On June 30, 1977, with the clear aim of highlighting the permanent relevance of the rural 
civilization, Benito and I added the Nonino Literary Prize, whose jury was chaired by Mario 
Soldati together with other figures of great charisma: I remember, among others, Giulio 
Nascimbeni, a great journalist, who created the Statute, with the obligation to come to Friuli to 
receive the prize in person, and an extraordinary person like Father Davide Maria Turoldo who 
proposed us to award Rigoberta Menchù, at that time unknown (Nonino Prize in 1988, Nobel 
Prize in 1992). 

It is impossible to remember all the winners: on many occasions we have anticipated the 
choices of the Nobel Prize. I cannot forget when in 1984 the international section was added to 
the prize and the jury chose to award Jorge Amado, who did not like flying, so the publishing 
house had refused to contact him. I asked Garzanti for Amado's telephone number and, 
remembering what my mother used to say, «never give up», I decided to call him directly. Yes, I 
am a lucky woman: I dialed Amado's number and, not knowing Portuguese, I spoke in Venetian, 
hoping to be understood. With great emotion, a female voice answered and said: " I am Zelia 
Gattai, I am from Pieve di Cadore, I am Jorge's wife, and I I'll say right away that Jorge, me and our 
children Joao and Paloma we will come to Friuli to receive the Prize»: complicity, brotherhood, 
passion and common interests saved me.  

I remember, among others, Claude Levi-Strauss, who declared that his trip to Percoto had 
seemed to him the «most exotic» of all his trips; Ermanno Olmi, Nonino Prize 1979 for The Tree 
of Wooden Clogs, who would join the jury the following year and whom I consider the father of 
the Nonino Prize for his passion, care and support; Claudio Abbado (Nonino Prize 1999) who 
declared that from then on he would not miss the Prize because here «a window on the world 
had opened to him»; Peter, Brook who, when he came to receive the prize in 1992, declared that 
the prize «has no formal character, every year it is a search to honor in all the different categories 
the profound search of humanity».  

We thank the great protagonists of the Nonino Prize who transmitted to Benito and me, to 
Cristina Antonella and Elisabetta, and to our grandchildren, the most important values and made 
us grow both in heart and spirit. We believe that the Prize is the greatest legacy that Benito and I 
leave to our daughters as it recalls our greatest desire: respect for nature, for the earth, for people, 
values that we must save for future generations. 

At the 2025 Prize we will have, among the winners, the dancer Germaine Acogny, the mother 
of African contemporary dance, who expresses the most arcane voices of the earth. Benito loved 
dance and was a great dancer: I am sure that Germaine will give us some moments of dance and 
my - our Benito will be with her, indeed with all of us, right there, on the stage, dancing, as he did 
so many times with me. A few dance steps in the name of grappa, of love, of the Earth: ours and 
that of all. 
 
JORGE AMADO DIDN'T LIKE FLYING. I CALLED HIS HOUSE. I FOUND HIS WIFE, 
WE SPOKE IN VENETIAN: AND EVERYTHING WAS RESOLVED 
 
INSTINCT AND PATIENCE, IT'S PIGNOLO THAT CHOOSES US 
 
Letter for a vine by Ben Little 
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 Pignolo is awakening at the center of a new Renaissance. In an environment paralyzed by 
concepts of economic feasibility, nothing is ideal. The potential for a “real” growth is being 
blocked. It is the burden of knowledge that is inhibiting our evolution. We urgently need space to 
grow, breathe, love and be loved. It is now clear. Despite the richness of information technology, 
humanity is showing a severe lack of understanding. We must shed every superficial notion, to 
venture deep, to dig out the space for what we will need. It is time to find, to give voice to 
awareness and to understanding. Pignolo is understanding.  

In this adventure, we are invited to use the Beginner's Mind, that part of us where imagination 
defines our limits. It is a curious place to be. At first glance, Pignolo is an enigma. A formidable 
yet marginalized vine and grape, long overlooked by conventional minds. Commercial wisdom 
finds it difficult to understand its invisibility, let alone its so-called unpredictability. Of course, in 
the absence of understanding, how could such a small black grape be appreciated?  

In moments of deep uncertainty, instinct gives us intuition. Pignolo is instinct. Living by 
instinct is the way we truly grow. In this intuitive state, there is no need to interpret reality. With 
every blind step we take, we channel it. By avoiding the call of the ego, especially our own, we 
grow. In moments of uncertainty, our genetic code compels us to create. Change arises. It’s 
logical that we should nurture understanding. 

Pignolo is already all we need it to be. It no longer needs being saved. In fact, Pignolo exists to 
save us. We are the ones who must respond to its creative challenge. As we grow together, there 
is one virtue that needs nurturing. It is patience. In the early years of its cultivation, this virtue 
might be in short supply. Pignolo might not forgive the impatient hand. However, later, when we 
need it most, he will be there for us. A patient pleasure that will balance the toils of haste. 

Understanding is found along the dirt road, in the air and soil, immersed among the vines. 
That's right: Pignolo implores us to draw from our universal sense of being. But Pignolo is much 
more. It is love painted in large letters on the doors of every cellar. It is a unique expression of the 
culture of love, in all its rare and complex beauty. L O V E ! 

Regardless of its ancient heritage, the modern legacy of Pignolo has its roots in the worthy 
hands of these families: Nonino, Casasola, Dorigo, Moschion, Filiputti, Zamò, Specogna, 
Iermann, Rodaro, Gravner, Radikon and Bressan. Surnames, synonyms, souls, often with a world 
of differences among them: and yet, united by a declaration of love. Yes, Pignolo is love. 

Pignolo was born to be monumental. The balance comes when every natural element is 
present in just the right measure. Do you feel its magnetic tension? This is a hallmark of Pignolo. 
Guardians seek infinite mastery, not perfection. It is not instantaneous. It takes time, practice and 
a lot of patience. Luckily for Pignolo, time is on its side. Good news: the vineyards are maturing. 
So are the guardians. The future, as it was once perceived, is now the present. Yes, yes, patient 
hands will be rewarded with love. Let's move forward, together. 
When I met Pignolo about 240 full moons ago, I accidentally met myself. We don't choose 
Pignolo. Pignolo chooses us. Writer Paulo Coelho writes that «One is loved because one is loved, 
there is no need for a reason to love». In forging your path towards understanding, I recommend 
tasting blindly, letting instinct guide you. Believe in yourself. The true magic happens when you 
believe. Today the possibilities of tasting the invisible fruit of love are growing. Of course, not 
everyone will love it. Some Beginner's will get it right away, while others won't. But mind this: 
whoever comes to love Pignolo, will truly love Pignolo. P.S. a wise economist once said, the only 
way to truly understand love, is to fall in love. All my love, Ben. 
  
TODAY THE CHANCES OF TASTING THE "INVISIBLE FRUIT OF LOVE" ARE 
GROWING 
 
Living nature. 
A nice bunch of Pignolo photographed by Ben Little (author of «Pignolo. Cultivating The 
Invisible») 


