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Introduction: Philosophical Thoughts



Bibulous En-COUNTER-s is an approximation to the originally German title meaning “invincible” – an obvious allusion to Ernest Hemingway’s “You can be destroyed, but you can’t be defeated“ (The Old Man and the Sea). But even the English transformation clearly contains a pun, referring to a specific place on specific premises … which is the counter of a bar. And which author, if not Hemingway, was better acquainted with the bars all over the world?


Still, “Papa” can be seen leaning at the counter in Havana’s legendary „La Floridita“. On Key West, numerous, yellowed black and white photos of Hemingway adorn the walls of many a restaurant. Venice would be less famous hadn’t it been for Harry’s Bar and the Parisian bistros would have made far less sales revenue without Hemingway. Hemingway and Bars – (not always) a successful combination!


That is also the reason why a word of warning should be given here: by no means, the counter of a bar should be elevated to a heroic place. Too many dramas took and still do take place on such premises. However, a civilized visit to a bar and a well-groomed nipping after a visit to the theater, opera or concert or a peaceful time of lounging before a planned evening activity can truthfully be an uplifting event. At no time, alcohol is meant to play an important role. For that reason, each drink described at the end of the story is teamed up with a non-alcoholic variant.


The core object of every philosophical approach to the bar is and remains its heart: the counter! Innumerable scenes remain in our memory forever, be it through our own experiences, be it through impressions we gained from cineastic masterpieces:


Unforgettable the scenes with Jack Nicholson at the counter of the abandoned hotel in the film "Shining", where he recognized in the old bartender his former friend - creepy and fascinating at the same time. Or the piano-playing Richard Gere in Pretty Woman or Humphrey Bogart in Casablanca with (“play-it-again-) Sam” on the piano.


Significantly, it is mostly men who turn to bar counter for the most different of reasons. Some (usually after a deception) go there to get drunk, while others drink for courage to master a situation. Thus, a bar often comes to combine the “before” and the “after”, leaving it open to how each client copes with the situation.


Nevertheless, it would be a complete misunderstanding if these stories (all of them traditional Short Stories in the best tradition of Hemingway) were dedicated to men solely; women also play decisive roles in them, be it as main protagonist or as “significant others”.


It is no wonder that two stories are focusing on New York City. The density of bars, be it historic, contemporary, extravagant or providing the best roof-top views in Manhattan is – if not the highest, so definitely the most spectacular. Other stories take place in different cities, bigger or smaller ones. And each of them could also have happened anywhere else on this world.




1. Certainly not! (Mission Impossible)


“You simply cannot do that!” shouted my friend, A.K., the German scholar and book critic. He was sitting next to me on a barstool in the oldest American tavern in Boston, Massachusetts; the Union Oyster House. When I was lecturing at Harvard, we occasionally met at this counter over drinks to talk about cabbages and kings.


On this day, we were talking about my latest project; a series of short stories, all of which are set in a bar, and include cocktails and long drinks.


When he finished reading the first of my stories; the one I personally considered to rank among my best, his reaction was devastating to my pride.


“You cannot do something like that, definitely not!” he said again. “A story in which the main protagonist commits suicide in the end? Do you really think, people in a bar, or hotel guests sitting in the lobby, waiting for their drinks, want to read something like that? Why do you think these people come here in the first place? To read about old men killing themselves, cheating women drowning their self-pity in alcohol, or how disabled war veterans in wheelchairs might despair about their current plight?” And as I didn’t have a suitable response at hand, he continued.


“They come to such a place to enjoy themselves, to forget about their everyday problems and NOT to see their problems reflected in your protagonists.”


When A. K. made such a powerful argument it made me stop and reflect. I didn’t want to give in so quickly so I ventured to say that it might be comforting to see other peoples’ difficult circumstances which might be worse than their own. A. K. crushed my attempt at a rebuttal with the swat of his hand.


“It’s not about comfort. We’re talking here about F-G-F, the ‘feel good feeling’, that must be created in your readers; security, not comfort. An appeal to their ability to empathize, not for you to showboat cheap showmanship.”


I believed A.K. was probably right, and in turn, I ordered two additional glasses of our fine after dinner coffee-based long drinks.


We both sat lost in thought, sipping our drinks. Neither of us was talking. I was the first to detach myself from our mutual contemplation. I looked around and noticed the people who were waiting to be seated. A.K. was right. They were here to enjoy themselves, to be with friends and be part of a community. At that moment, I did not see one single lonely person drowning themselves in their misery.


A.K. also looked around. “See what I mean?” he asked. “I don’t see anyone in this room who doesn’t like being here, or has chosen to come here to be lonely“.


As if to prove his point, a party of jovial coworkers walked by. I had noticed them previously when they were still standing at the bar. They were now carrying a variety of colorful drinks to their table, which was ready. A.K. looked at me, as if to say, “Did you see? Didn’t I tell you so?”


Should I try again to defend my point? I meant to say something when A.K. excused himself to use the facilities. And off he was, on his way to the stairs which lead up to the restrooms.


While he was away, I thought what I should do with my short stories? As a matter of fact, four of them ended in a way which no longer seemed feasible. Should I rewrite, or replace them all with totally new stories? Ones where I could I just re-write the ending in a different way, so that there would be a horizon-broadening twist?


When A.K. returned, I noticed a change in the color of his face. He seemed far away in thought. Without a word, he sat down next to me and proceeded to drink the rest of his drink.


Suddenly, his head crashed on the surface of the bar, with drool, or what appeared to be a white froth coming from his mouth. His body seemed to collapse inward and I worried he might drop to the floor any minute now.


I supported him under his armpits and gently lay him on the floor. I cleared and opened his airway. I listened closely to be sure he was breathing. I noticed a faint nuance of peppermint coming from his mouth.


All of a sudden, his eyes started to wildly look around. I addressed him to see if he was oriented to person and place.


“A.K., wake up!” I said and patted him softly on his cheeks. He did not seem to be able to breathe. I ripped his shirt open and started to apply the first aid steps I had learned in the army.


People seemed to become aware of the emergency and a man even offered to do cardiac massage while I continued with artificial respiration. I thanked him for his offer as A. K. seemed to slowly open his eyes, looked around sheepishly and attempted to get up. A short time later, he was sitting on his bar-stool again.


The other customers in the bar, who had witnessed A.K.’s apparent seizure, now stood around us, and applauded both A.K. and me. I found it quite embarrassing. I didn’t feel as if I had done anything. AK had regained consciousness and now appeared to be fine.


“You see?” he said after a while, with a wink, “these are the sort of stories your readers are interested in! If there is a resolute action and a big-hearted protagonist or someone with an altruistic motive, your audience will be on your side.


He then had the biggest grin on his face as though he had created a specific scene in a story to make his point.


I think there was definitely some irrefutable truth in his words … as usual when A. K. makes a remark on my stories.
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Mission Impossible:


2 cl Bailey’s Irish Cream


2 cl Kahluha


1 cl Génépy


Mission Quite Possible:


3 cl cold Ristretto


1 cl herbal syrup


1 cl single cream


some water




2. The Call of the Mountain (Amaretto Sunrise)


They had parked their car in the bend near the old fountain and were silently walking up the mountain. One behind the other. They hardly exchanged a word. When they did, the sentences were short – a “watch out a branch”, “that rock is slippery!” or other, similar warnings. Otherwise, everyone was busy, absorbed in their own thoughts.


The three hikers had planned to visit an ancient site of worship; a hermitage with a chapel nearby. They were now resting at about halfway up the mountain. Ultimately, they were determined to reach the summit at sunrise.


Abot an hour later, they reached the little chapel of San Cerbone, where as they had planned, had their first break. They took off their backpacks, drank from their water bottles and each ate a slice of bread. Then, Christian, who was the oldest of the three, took the floor to speak to the group.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
vy

S!BIBULOUS
| EN-

COUNTERS

{l —





OEBPS/Images/13_1.jpg





