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Drink no longer Water but use a little Wine for thy
Stomach’s sake and thine often Infirmities . . .

Saint Paul, the Apostle,
1 Timothy, V. 23


DEDICATION

To all that Company of Friends, from Pine to Palm,
with whom we have So Happily Raised the Glass.



FOREWORD TO THE NEW EDITION

NOT LONG AGO we asked a drinking friend of ours, an old and accomplished hand, how it was he came to the art of imbibing.

“When I was a very young boy,” he replied, “my father set a fine example.” This was in that breathing space between the wars when every man worth his salt, from Bangor, Maine to Barstow, California, took pride in rounding off the day with a tip of the arm or two. This was as true for the working man as it was for the bank presidents and executives of the world, the class to which our friend’s father belonged.

“My father drank regularly and with flair, and our family clicked happily along in this manner for some time. Then America joined World War II and true tragedy ensued.”

“Your father went overseas?” we asked naively.

Even worse, we were informed. Too old for combat, our friend’s father was prepared to sit out the war on the sidelines, keeping home front spirits high with . . . well, his usual flow of spirits.

While much has been made of the wartime shortages of sugar, shortening, and gasoline, far less has been said about the shortage of that other staple, scotch whiskey. And for this crucial shortage there was, alas, no ration card.

Enterprising drinkers fell back on a method perfected during Prohibition: the dubiously legal purchase. A well-to-do and well-connected drinker, like our friend’s father, who had over the years favored a particular bar with his business, now had the edge in purchasing directly from the bar’s proprietor. There was, however, a catch. Single bottles could not be bought. The private buyer could purchase only by the case. And, for every case of scotch he bought, he had to purchase an equal amount of rum, a liquor that was available in great surplus, though the actual demand was low. Seeing how things stood, enterprising bar owners across the country now seized the opportunity to turn a quick profit. The widespread practice of selling scotch case-for-case with rum gave rise to the saying, “a bottle of rum for a bottle of scotch.” In other words, you may buy the wheat, but you must also buy the chaff, and at a pretty penny, too.

“I was about fourteen at this time,” our friend went on. “My father had now secured a supply of his much-loved scotch, but this resulted in an overflow of rum. Not one to waste anything, he fell into the habit of offering me an after-school topper. I would come through the door and he would say, ‘Well, how about a rum and coke?’ I enjoyed those afternoons and my father, very handily, got rid of his rum.” Which only goes to show you that behind every drinker, there is a great story. And behind every great drinker, there are a great many stories.

In the realm of great drinkers, there are few whose acquaintance is as worth the trouble of making as Charles Baker Jr. We first encountered him in a used bookstore, in the distinctly out of print section, while researching our book, Vintage Cocktails. We had barely gotten him home and properly opened up before we were raving to our friends, “Have you read him?” and calling used book stores in search of copies to pass along to the truly deserving.

Thus we were delighted to hear that Derrydale has undertaken the worthy mission of putting Mr. Baker into print again, for there are almost as many reasons to read The Gentleman’s Companion, now titled Figger, Beaker, and Glass, as there are beverages to accompany our reading. Unlike works whose relevance evaporates with their times, Charles Baker’s work sparkles across the intervening decades, emitting its cheerful invitation to take very seriously the frivolities of life.

The first reason most people turn to Figger, Beaker, and Glass is because they are searching for a particular and authentic recipe. On this score, Mr. Baker will not disappoint. Our present era takes a sadly haphazard approach to the business of mixing drinks. Everything seems to come with a wedge of citrus lopped onto the side, cocktails that should be shaken and strained are neither, and complex drinks are reduced to a few simple components. Were the author of Figger, Beaker, and Glass to return to earth, we can only imagine the extent of his horror.

Charles Baker was, above all, a stickler for getting it right. His first experiment in authenticity was to work his way through a mixology book of his own era, a comprehensive volume published in 1931. “We cut no corners; we didn’t cheat,” he wrote. “We measured accurately, chilled properly.” Yet his efforts ended in dark disappointment. “The bald-faced conclusions were as plain as the nose on our face—much of that welter of mixed things with fancy names were egotistically-titled, ill-advised conceptions of low-brow mixers who either had no access to sound spirits or, if they did have, had so annealed their taste buds with past noxious cups that they were forevermore incapable of judicious authority.”

To correct this sorry state of affairs, Mr. Baker set out to create a reliable compendium of drink recipes, a job he undertook with the utmost sincerity. In his quest, Mr. Baker traveled thousands of miles and made himself the friend and confidant of barmen from Saratoga to Singapore. The result is a compendium of recipes that would otherwise, through negligence and modern “improvement,” have been lost to the ages.

In creating Figger, Beaker, and Glass, Charles Baker rescued a unique sliver of history. He also gave much of himself. His running commentary, as much as the recipes themselves, provides a good share of the book’s charm. When it comes to the business of drinking, he is never without opinions—opinions that are often set forth, in numbered paragraphs or “Words to the Wise,” as rules governing one aspect of mixology or another.

The attentive reader would be well to pay attention to these guideposts. Many of the trends Mr. Baker objects to are the same trends that have despoiled the contemporary bar scene. He firmly believes, for example, that too many drinks get by on gimmick and a cute name, just as he warns against overuse of sweetening fruit juices and believes that, with limited exceptions, drinks combining more than three types of alcohol result in little more than a mediocre “taste melee.” On points of technique he is unsurpassed and the would-be mixologist should take pains to follow his advice. Measure accurately. Serve drinks arctic cold. Don’t mix too many drinks at once. Resist the temptation to buy inexpensive liquor. These are the words of the master.

Of course, Figger, Beaker, and Glass is more than a mere recipe book, and even those few spoilsports uninterested in the art of the cocktail will enjoy setting sail with Mr. Baker. Far more than several dull and scholarly history books we could name, Figger, Beaker, and Glass is a splendid window on some fabulous temps perdu. Its author is a vivid embodiment of that sadly vanished type, the dedicated and self-respecting bon vivant. Today, it would be hard to imagine anyone drinking one’s way around the world with such whole-hearted gusto and so little remorse. But the world of Charles Baker was one in which contemporary Puritanism had little place. It was a world where cigarettes were smoked and martinis drunk, all in quick succession and with very few apologies. It was a world in which Nick and Nora Charles, of Thin Man fame, could get falling down drunk, wake with killing headaches, and lose not a shred of their polish. It was a world where the elegant places were also the drinking places, and where one could think of no more stylish place to be than the bar of the Raffles Hotel in Singapore or the American Bar in London’s Savoy Hotel.

In this world, bartenders commanded a respect that is unimaginable today. They were not mere assemblers who learned to execute a few set drinks, but innovators who put their signature on each cocktail served. Like today’s star chefs, they became famous for their individual versions and creations, their particular techniques and flourishes. The cocktails they perfected became synonymous with the establishments for which they worked, conferring a fame that spanned the reaches of the globe. Thus, in Figger, Beaker, and Glass, we have not only recipes but attributions as well. A Singapore Sling is not just any Singapore Sling but “The Immortal Raffles Gin Sling, Met in 1926 and Thereafter Never Forgotten.” The Sahara Glowing Heart Cocktail comes “From the Hands of One Abdullah, an Arab Muslim Wizard Back of Mahogany at the Mena House Bar, Near the Pyramids of Ghizeh, Which are Just South of Cairo, Egypt.” The lively competition that existed between barmen can be glimpsed in the book’s double entries. In the case of the Million Dollar Cocktail, Mr. Baker includes two from his journeys, the first as mixed by Shideaki Saito of Tokyo’s Imperial Hotel, the second the concoction of the celebrated Nomura, of the Tor Hotel in Kobe.

In reading Figger, Beaker, and Glass, one often feels that a curtain has been pulled back to reveal a golden era of large drinking and even larger living. History books tell us that most of the author’s exploits occurred during an era of worldwide depression and American prohibition. Yet there are few shortages in evidence. One cannot help but notice that many more liqueurs, flavorings, and ingredients seem to have been available then than are available today. Only recently has our own era rediscovered the joy and usefulness of flavoring syrups, and we can only hope that such exotic-sounding delicacies as Maraschino and Crème de Violette will return to the stage as well.

The existence of a wide array of ingredients seems to have stimulated the creative urge. On page after page, Charles Baker introduces us to friends and acquaintances of widely exotic stripe, nonprofessionals who, whether on the deck of a bobbing sanpan or the balcony of a Tahitian vanilla plantation, were only too happy to invent, mix, and drink their own specialities de la maison, usually with great gusto. In setting down their recipes, Mr. Baker gives them as much consideration as he gives the most famous of barmen. This is a happy decision, bringing us the Fourth Regiment Cocktail as mixed by “One Commander Livesay, in Command of One of His Majesty’s Dapper Little Sloops of War, Out in Bombay, A.D. 1931” and Shelby Langston’s Palmetto Punch, “An Exotic Invented on a Florida Camp Hunt.” No mention of the number grouse taken.

In such brief, vivid sketches, Mr. Baker demonstrates the most compelling of all reasons to keep him perpetually in print—the fact that he is, above all else, a marvelous raconteur and a writer of the first order. We read him for the charm of his words and the liveliness of his images. In his company, we have sailed to latitudes otherwise inaccessible to us and met characters long-since vanished from the stage. His large life has given us little lives within our own, freighted with the pleasure of vicarious memories. No one who has read Figger, Beaker, and Glass will ever hear the words pousse café with detachment again. Instead, their mention will awaken the image of a bungalow outside Calcutta on a night in 1926, when a group of comrades mixed pousse cafés and drank till dawn “on the terrace under the low, hot stars, talking over college days, friends here and there, impending marriage, birth, death, while big bats the size of kittens shuttled back and forth over the level green of the tennis court.”

For this delight and many more, we raise our glasses to Mr. Baker.

Susan Waggoner and Robert Markel
authors, Vintage Cocktails
January, 2001



A FOREWORD

ONE COMFORTABLE fact gleaned from travel in far countries was that regardless of race, creed or inner metabolisms, mankind has always created varying forms of stimulant liquid—each after his own kind. Prohibitions and nations and kings depart, but origin of such pleasant fluid finds constant source.

Fermentation and the art of distilling liquors over heat became good form about the time our hairy forefathers began sketching mastodon and sabretooth tiger on their cave foyers. Elixir of fruit juice, crushed root and golden honey date back to the dawn of time and far beyond the written word, to when the old gods were young and stalked abroad upon business with goddesses, when Pan piped the dark forest aisles and Centaurs pawed belly deep in fern.

The Phoenicians, the Pharaohs, the first agrarian Chinese, all ancient races on earth buried jars of wine or spirits with their dead alongside the money and food and weapons and wives, so the departed might find reasonable comfort and happiness in the hereafter.

Go to Africa and the poorest Kaffir cheers life with—and for all of us he can have it—warm millet beer. We just returned from Mexico and can affirm that our Yucatecan most certainly ripped the bud out of his Agave Americana and drank the fermented pulque—a fluid which tastes faintly like mildewed donkeys—centuries before Montezuma’s parents journeyed southward to the Valley of Cortez. We found additional evidence after three voyages to Zamboanga in Philippine Mindanao—where the monkeys have no tails—that the more agile Moro shinnied up his cocopalm and slashed the flower bud with his bolo; caught the saccharine drip—and an astounding menagerie of assorted squirt-ants—in a fermentation joint of bamboo, long before the Spanish Inquisition or Admiral Dewey steamed into Manila Bay.

In Samoa the loveliest tribal virgin chews the kava root for the ceremonial bowl when your yacht sails into her lagoon, and the resultant fluid furnishes a sure ticket to amiable paralysis of the lower limbs. China and Japan have for centuries had their rice wine and saki. The Russian made his vodka from cereals, the blond Saxon his honey mead, the Hawaiian his okolehao from roots or fruits. We’ve been often to the Holy Land and have flown across to Transjordania and the rose-red city of Petra, and can bear witness that those grapes Moses the Lawgiver found in the Promised Land weren’t all of a type suitable for raisins.

To any reasonable mind this past and present testimony of mankind through the ages would indicate that some sort of fluid routine will continue for many centuries to come. With adventurers like Marco Polo, Columbus, Tavernier and Magellan, there was a vast national introduction and interchange of beverages. For better or worse both conquistador and native sampled, discarded or adapted an incredible addition of liquid blends and formulae.

Through rigour or amiability of climate, through physical, racial and psychological characteristics of the individuals themselves, from the cocoon of this pristine field work there emerged an equally incredible list of drinks—mixed or otherwise—which for one reason or another have stood the test of time and taste and gradually have become set in form. They have become traditional, accepted in ethical social intercourse. And it is with the more civilized family of these that we are concerned in this volume; not the pulques and warm mealie beer or fermented Thibetan yak milk.

Now at this point we prefer firmly to go on record that we find scant humour in dipsomania, or in potted gentlemen who in their cups beat girl-wives, or in horny-handed toilers of any class who fling their weekly pay chits onto the public mahogany while tearful mates and hungry infant mouths await by a cold hearth. We promptly grant the evils of strong drink just as we concede that stuffing the alimentary tract with French pastry, bonbons, pigs’ knuckles and hot breads; with tea, coffee, sarsaparilla or orange water ice, can insure a flabby paunch and fatty degeneration of the heart.

Even though we come from a line of Revolutionary British Colonials whose homestead by the Schuylkill embraced most of what is now Fairmount Park it seemed unprofitable to be secretive that the far-sighted Father of our Country ran up the fattest cellar bill the White House, then or present, ever knew; or that further he operated his own home brew concession at Mount Vernon, with Martha skimming the crocks with her own prim hand. Certainly on a joyful recent summer, sampling our way from inn to inn through the British countryside, as we stood in Jourdans meeting house yard by the grave of William Penn, lying properly beside his two wives, none of his worth was shrunk one jot through meditating that this Puritanical Quaker who dreamed he was almighty God and talked King James out of Pennsylvania and the Indians out of their furs, also showed sound material sense by building and owning the first brewery in the new world.

In our own unregenerate way we prefer honest confession right here at the start. That per hour of elapsed time, man and boy, we probably have been happier when mildly looking into the ruddy cup than at other times. Even granting our lethal morning-after disease we question if willingly we would exchange even our hunting, fishing or blue water sailing experiences for those mellow and gorgeously spiffed hours!

WHAT IMPORTANT adult event, for instance, could ever approach that gorgeous moment when the headmaster of a certain private school, whose name is not pertinent to mention, opened up our graduation gift to him: a stuffed ostrich bought in company with two useless kindred souls out of an Atlanta pawn shop? . . . Or the time we led, carried, coaxed and boosted the Holstein heifer, who proved not entirely neat and very, very expensive, up the spiral stairs to the college belfry after winning a certain crucial football game?

Then how about the time after the Art Students’ League Ball on 57th Street, across from licit Carnegie Hall, and we went with a girl who unexpectedly turned out to be painted half in gold and half in silver under her evening wrap; later ending up in our Arab Sheikh’s burnous and red turned-up-toe shoes doing telemark turns through the snow to lace a pink satin corset on the front of General Sherman’s statue at the Plaza? Does anyone dream that raspberry vinegar could produce a triumph like that?

We also doubt if any lemonade social ever afforded a thrill like the moonlit night in Ceylon when we went to a Hollander friend’s beach bungalow out beyond Galle Face, where we swam in the blood-warm Indian Ocean and drank enough of his Flying Fish cocktails to do, and lay on the cool sand and listened to Tauber sing Dein 1st Mein Ganzes Herz on the gramophone. Then when we swam again we slipped out of our suits to make the water feel better, and finally, when it was very late indeed, we dressed and said goodnight and vowed eternal friendship to our host; then for precisely no reason at all dismissed our waiting carriage with a flourish of gross overpayment and walked all the way back in our evening clothes through a new quiet rain to the jetties and the motor launch, just in time to prevent one of our best American cruising friends from consummating bribery of the Quartermaster on the good ship RESOLUTE into letting him hoist a purchased baby girl elephant—whom he said was Edith, and over whom he politely held a Burmese parasol of scarlet oiled silk—from a hired barge onto the forward cargo hatch in a sling!

Then again why should we go starry eyed and clasp a tin dipper of birch beer to our bosom in preference to a blend of Holland gin and fresh lime juice and fine ice and Angostura that we christened Death in the Gulf Stream when Carlos the Cubaño head gaffer freshened them for us while fishing giant tuna off Cat Cay with Ernest Hemingway on PILAR?

We also doubt what intercourse with strawberry sodas could hope to match another dawn in China, before undeclared wars were stylish and the White Russian princesses were still young in Shanghai; a dawn when we stood with a China-born American comrade on the bridge over the Whangpoo by the Bolsheviki Legation, both of us mellow as casks on Cossack Punches, and through his knowledge of dialect we carried on a flowery and mutually instructive conversation with some Son of Heaven who has just risen from the matting shelter of his sampan between a deckload of filled coffins to perform the dual pleasures of morning cigarette and a prosperous call of nature—a mutually serious and respectful conversation on the sorry condition of mankind generally and his own alimentaries in particular; on the cholera epidemic upriver, the high cost of living; a sure feng-shui—or good luck charm—against certain diseases, the proper routine for begetting male children and a proven simple calculated to thaw the most arctic woman’s heart.

Why on earth should we seek solace in a bankruptcy of sarsaparilla in preference to an evening last month with the Mint Julep goblets frosted about mentionable rye—imagine an Eastern Sho’ Marylander using bourbon!—sitting by Hervey Allen’s fireplace with more ice and sugar and mint and sweet spring water and the decanter handy, talking half the night about books and men and women and manners?

How in heaven’s name could any known liter of ice water since Ponce de León produce such memories as that January twilight up at Juhu Beach, which is out of Bombay on the Arabian Sea and twice as broad as Ormond and four times Waikiki, on the bungalow verandah of two friends in General Motors Export and the American Commercial Attaché? There we lay in rattan chairs, the kind with those swivel arms for ankles to drape over in the breeze, while the three cat-footed Mohammedan bearers refilled our Gimlets, reading the month old New Yorker and Time and talking over our three day beater hunt just finished a hundred miles or so back in the wild Mahratti country. Then the smell of the roasting saddle of cheetal venison, the dozen grilling sand-grouse, teasing out from the separate cook house, while a blood red sun the size of a gun turret set between the hundred-foot-high cocopalms and the lateen sails of the homing fisher dhows were a strand of flamingo plumes on the horizon. And after dinner sweet Arabian coffee and the tray of liqueurs; Drambuie—our favourite of all—Chartreuse, green and yellow; Cordial Medoc, which is made from peach pits; brandy fine, Benedictine, Curaçao, Kirschwasser and Cointreau; and kümmel in a bottle like a bear.

No, here was something precious and fine and very good. Something which began between four men who, until the evening came and the shadows lengthened, had taken no thought of spirits, but which there on that verandah found complement and gracious ease in the whole fragrant array of flasks and queer shaped bottles and pungent savours.

So here between these covers is firstfruit of twenty-one years of international field work in club, hotel and private society around much of the known world. You will find them all here, all the famous ones, and more besides that are now accepted and granted brief through long local usage and tradition. Here are the Raffles Gin Sling from far off Singapore, Seaholm and Gerber’s Tiger’s Milk from the historic Wagons-Lits in the Peking Legation Quarter. The proven Gimlet of India and South China, the unpredictable Balloon Cocktail from Calcutta’s smartest restaurant named Firpo’s; the truly magnificent Million Dollar as mixed by the genius Saito at the Imperial in Tokyo; the impeccable Gin Fizz Spécial of Aziz Effendi, monitor of the one and only Winter Palace at Loucqsor, in Egypt—yes, all these are here. And we haven’t forgotten Jerusalem’s Between the Sheets as perfected by our philosophical friend Weber at the Arabian Nights King David Hotel; nor the for-the-ladies Hotel de la Silva Casino Special, with the blush of a maid at her first whispered proposal, and having domicile in smart Cuernavaca, where Mexico’s Four Hundred spend summer.

The Colombo Flying Fish, from Ceylon; Monk Antrim’s Quarantine—Manila’s perennial favourite; and his Lintik—Tagalog vernacular for “Lightning”—are not missing. There is the Grande Bretagne No. 1—which we consider one of the four finest in the entire world—from Athens, Greece; Bilgray’s Hallelujah from Colon, Panama. There are rum swizzles and punches and crustas that for generations have cooled the parched palates of planters and merchants and dilettantes in Jamaica, Martinique and other hot country islands of the romantic Caribbean.

Readers will find the Rangoon Star Ruby, from exotic Burmah; the Mood Indigo from Gould’s fantastic Casino Palais de la Mediterranée, whose purpose is not necessary to mention; and Lord Ruthven’s Tewahdiddle, or Gossip’s Cup, which . . . “exceeds by far all the ale that ever Mother Bunch made in her lifetime,” according to His Lordship’s Experiments in Cookereye &c, London 1654.

All of these are here, and many many more of varying size and type together with authentic ways of manufacturing bitters, syrups, stone bottle ginger beers, which have been well proven by tests of time and peoples. So once again, as in The Exotic Cookery Book, we have offered our personal alimentaries to the pleasant and educational task as a sort of liquid proving ground for endless alcoholic formulae before offering this hand-picked collection of lively masterpieces from the Greater and Lesser Ports of Orient & Occident, & the South Seas.

And so, before the turned page, we say: Salud y pesetas, sköl, santé, salute, and here’s mud in your eye!

Java Head,
Coconut Grove, Florida,
1st July, Nineteen Hundred Thirty-Nine 


CHAPTER I

A DESIGN FOR DRINKING

Being a Brief Dissertation on This Pleasant Subject in General; why Too Many Cocktails Fail through Over-Sweetness & Plurality of Ingredient; why Hot Drinks must be Hot, & Cold Drinks Cold; an Ardent Plea for Accurate Calibration; & finally a Second Invitation to The Mixer.

AS IN the creation of THE EXOTIC COOKERY BOOK, this setting down in print of the first-fruits of fourteen years’ liquid field work naturally credits all readers with fair fundamental knowledge on the subject of mixed potables. In any congregation of exotica there can hardly be room for formulae on such elementary subjects as the ever-present Dry Martini, the Manhattan or the Old Fashioned Cocktail. Our own native Mint Julep was included because it can, and does, stand proudly beside the world’s best concoctions; a masterpiece in its own right, a true exotic of the Deep South which has been taken up and deliciously modified in other interesting places as far off as the Philippines.

It is also a physical impossibility to pretend that this volume is a complete treatise on beverages. There are some ninety-seven visible volumes on our own shelves dealing with wines, blended drinks, and tradition obtaining to this gentle art of imbibition—which is our coined word for the sport—and heaven alone knows how many more there must be in print that we’ve never heard of! Experts have spent whole lives covering one phase or type of wine—of which there are around sixteen hundred listed. We, therefore, will briefly mention which to chill; which not to chill; which types march best with certain foods and courses.

On the truly American matter of mixed drinks we feel we can speak from some slight experience, and with fair authority. Instead of listing a maze of receipts already listed in, and plagiarized from, professional bar lists and previous cocktail books, we will bring you famous liquid classics from odd spots of the world—classics which, through the test of time and social usage, have become institutions in the place of their birth. One volume in our possession naively lists seventeen hundred allegedly authentic cocktails, whereas there cannot possibly be that many good cocktails on earth—or a hundred and seventy, for that matter.

All those we list cannot please every reader, naturally. Certain normal friends of ours dislike Holland gin with a passion little short of fanatical. We’ve yet to meet the female who really likes Jamaica rum unmixed with lighter rums to modify the heavy molasses taste. Absinthe, for instance, can conquer the most desiccated puritan on occasion, but makes the heart of many agreeable folk shudder at the taste. Anisette, kümmel, tequila, Hawaiian okolehao—all have their enemies and champions. No, the best we can hope to do is thumb over our battered field book, our odd scrawled-upon bar chits, menus and scraps of notes from bygone days, and construct therefrom a sequence of drinks which for this reason or that, stand out in memory beyond their fellows.

The issue we take with current cocktail books is no reflection on their authors, but on their subject matter. It dates back to the year 1931 when we were headed around the world, and found ourself in the Free Port of Gibraltar. Well, the British pound sterling was down to [image: image]3.30 American—then—gold. Being a duty-free port American cigarettes were ninety cents the carton, Johnny Walker Black Label, eighteen the case. London Gordon around three dollars, eighty the case. With these few basic figures it proves the possible scope of our laboratory work.

We got back in the last tender out of “Gib,” and if she wasn’t down to her Plimsoll marks it wasn’t through lack of brown paper covered packages destined for the vacant cabin on B Deck next to ours! That night we stowed our pelf—bottle on bottle of it. There was everything the wildest madcap mixer could demand for any known blended potation, fizzes, daisys, rickeys, cocktails, punches, and pick-me-ups. We had bought the biggest cocktail book in print, and every evening thereafter we went to work. It was one of those thick volumes which sprouted on the damp soil of prohibition like wan, mad mushrooms. Along with two other stout hearts and chrome vanadium stomachs we attacked that plump book every evening for five solid months! We cut no corners; we didn’t cheat. We measured accurately, chilled properly. We tasted and drank or promptly flung the abortive fluid out the nearest port hole.

To our naive mind, assuming that all drink receipts in print must have been put there through some sort of tested merit, the disillusionment was immediate and illuminating. By Suez we were groggy; we spent two days in Newara Eyliya, hill station back of Colombo, Ceylon, to get our breath. By Singapore we were cellars-dry, and bought again. We literally drank our way across Siam and Cambodia. We, along with our other fellow-scientists, popped corks and gulped our triple-threat through the Dutch East Indies, Java, Bali, Borneo, and Makassar to Zamboanga, to Manila, then to Hongkong in South China. On the Bund in Shanghai our heads were groggy but un-bowed, and we bought again. By the time we quit Honolulu the bald-faced conclusions were plain as the nose on our face—much of that welter of mixed things with fancy names were the egotistically-titled, ill-advised conceptions of low-browed mixers who either had no access to sound spirits, or if they did have, had so annealed their taste buds with past noxious cups that they were forevermore incapable of judicious authority. It was no wonder that, like the originators of the latest parlour story, their originators would invariably hide incognito. We measured with laboratory accuracy, obeyed every law. Here’s the verdict.

1. Out of all the thousands of cocktails listed in all books there are too many drinks calling for gin and vermouth. We admire vermouth in its place, but that simply isn’t in 6o% of our cocktails.

2. Entirely too many cocktails specified too much Italian vermouth and French vermouth with fruit juices. It is an evil combination, productive of evil enzymes and tastes.

3. Too many cocktails of delicate base specified too much of Italian vermouth, with result that the latter drowned out the basic and better flavour. Like absinthe, Italian vermouth is a dominant taste; and we must watch it.

4. Many cocktails seem to get into books more because of a trick or “cute” name—heaven only knows why!—than for the chemical soundness of its raison d’être. Calling a drink a Widow’s Kiss, or a Horned Toad, really isn’t any ticket to liquid immortality; for no inferior blend ever lasts out the night of its evil concoction.

5. Except for flavouring cocktails, and one or two rare Exotics like the Hongkong Rosy Dawn, immortal to our memory, no mixed drink having more than 3 main alcoholic ingredients but which becomes hoist on the petard of its own casual plurality. . . . In other words, barring Pousse Cafés and other feminine threats, no drink calling for 1 part gin, ½ of cherry brandy, ½ Curaçao, ½ apricot brandy, and ½ rye whisky, can ever prove out into anything but the taste melee it is. However it is possible to point up a drink with a dash of this and that upon a basically sound foundation.

6. Watch using liqueurs or cordials in cocktails. Most of these are very sweet and not only can make an otherwise good mix too sweet, but lose their own character through dilution.

HAVING come through this test by liquid, still sound in wind and limb, or as Fritz (Alone in the Caribbean) Fenger would say “unfrayed at either end,” we are still heartily of the opinion that decent libation supports as many million souls as it threatens; donates pleasure and sparkle to more lives than it shadows; inspires more brilliance in the world of art, music, letters and common ordinary intelligent conversation, than it dims—as even a brief glance into the history of our finest lyric poets, musicians, artists, authors, and statesmen, will attest—right from the day of Wull Shaksper to our own generation.

We view the subject with clinical interest, continued joy and extreme toleration. We feel that so long as it is an existing part of human life, too strong and too important for prohibition, we should make the enjoyments as apparent and as controlled as possible; the tastes crisp, the compounding as intriguing as far ports of the world can afford.

In the collection of this volume’s data we gradually came to realize that the great drinks around the world, like the ethics of draw poker, the length of ladies’ skirts and width of men’s pantaloons—the accepted, the proven, thing is the right thing; the best thing, and all of these proven experiences march here.

Each one of them fetches joyous memory of some friend, place, or adventure; is flanked with happy memory of a frosted glass, a smile, the sip of something which is perfect. No, nothing shall ever pirate away those memories, or the recorded history of these two hundred and more drinks. We are faithful to them, Cynara, after our fashion!

AN EARNEST PLEA for THREE METICULOUS OBSERVANCES in the CONSTRUCTION of any MIXED DRINK—and ESPECIALLY that of the COCKTAIL

1. Measure accurately, and don’t be betrayed by that insidious temptation to pour with a “heavy jigger.” It is undeniable hospitality to wish guests to get their ample share of spirits, but don’t force the amount. More drinks are spoiled through being too strong than being too weak.

2. Serve cold drinks arctic cold. Chill bottles and glasses, to speed up the process. . . . Serve hot drinks steaming hot. . . . Compromise in either of these events is merely bargaining with fault and disaster.

3. If there are guests present who appreciate decent cocktails, let’s do the mixing ourself. The amateur will always take infinitely more pains than any houseboy or butler. Trust him for such usual fare as whisky-and-soda, the Tom Collins, and so on. They are easy. But the crisp pungency of a proven cocktail demands infinite care in observance of the simple mixing requirements. It is such a brief step from excellence to mediocrity.

4. Don’t try and make decent cocktails out of cheap, briefly aged liquors. Stick to highballs, or else do the job up right. We can no more build a fine cocktail on dollar gin than Whistler could paint his mother’s portrait with barn paint.

WORDS to the LIQUID WISE No. I, URGING all GOOD AMERICANS to LIFT a PROUD HEAD & MEET the WORLD EYE to EYE, when IT COMES to MAKING MIXED DRINKS

Your Britisher may scorn ice in his whisky-sodas, your Indian Colonial may insist on cellar-warm ale, your Frenchman may know all his wines by their maiden names—but remember that the American has invented, and always will invent, more of the world’s good mixed drinks than all the rest of humanity lumped together. . . . Just read the pages of history. There they are: juleps, cocktails, cobblers, fizzes, daisys, sours, rickeys, coolers—these and more all originated in America, reached their highest technique here in America. . . . Whether the rest of the world cares to admit it or not, we started these drinks in circulation, just as we started the telephone, submarine, phonograph, incandescent light, electric refrigerator, and decent bath tubs. Oddly enough, outside the continental boundaries of the States the best drink mixers are American-trained Chinos, Cubans, Filipinos, Japanese, Swiss, and officers in His Britannic Majesty’s army and navy!—not native English, French, or Italian citizens on their own soil.

A SECOND INVITATION to THE MIXER

Just as in the volume on cookery, we again remind our readers that a decent electric mixer is just as necessary on any well-equipped bar these days as a horse in a stable. Of course most cold drinks may be mixed, or shaken, by hand. Of course underground tunnels may be dug by hand, but modern machinery saves hours of wasted time and effort. There are also several so-called Tropical drinks, notably the new style Daiquiri, which simply cannot be shaped up by hand at all. There is no wrist strong or deft enough to make any mix of liquid and cracked ice turned into frosted sherbet-like consistency so essential to these examples.

The Ramos Brothers used to have a battery of eight ebony black bartenders to shake their famous fizzes to perfection—each one working fiercely and passing the shaker to the next, when weary. The Waring Mixer is not being revived again here in this drinking volume in any spirit of commercialism. As explained before, we do not even know Mr. Waring, but we like his music and his Mixer. It is fairly expensive, but is assembled of as fine materials as man can make—to give hard professional service; to last. There will probably be imitative, cheaper electric mixers. There will also be violinists who imitate Messrs. Heifetz and Kreisler. For cooling Daiquiris, gin fizzes, making grenadine juice from pomegranates, for a dozen and one unexpected uses, we find this deft gadget indispensable. If this slight paean of appreciation and gratitude to Mr. Waring for his aid to the mixing profession should make even one person beat a trail toward him seeking his mousetrap, that result is amply deserved—just as correctly as the Frenchman who thought up the drip coffee biggin, the chap who fabricated the first double boiler, the first deep fat kettle for the preparation of food.

Future reference to this mechanical unit will refer to it plainly as The Mixer.

AND NOW a COMPANY of 200 & 67 ASSORTED POTATIONS from AMATEUR & PROFESSIONAL HOSTS about the WORLD

AN ABSINTHE COCKTAIL, as MIXED for Us by an ITINERANT RUSSIAN PRINCE on the OCCASION of OUR USUAL MORNING PILGRIMAGE to HARRY’S AMERICAN BAR, which Is in PARIS

During several weeks domicile in Hotel Daunou over Ciro’s across the Rue Daunou, we often groped to Harry when visibly withering on the vine—seeking aid and comfort. On this especial occasion a Russian gentleman spied our ambulant corpse, took pity, bowed Harry aside in his spotless white coat, and in a small frappe shaker compounded the following life saver. We advocate putting it in The Mixer for a jiffy with finely cracked ice.

Absinthe, 1½ jiggers

Anis or anisette, dash

Water, ½ jigger

Sugar or gomme syrup, ½ tsp or less

Orange & Angostura bitters, dash each

White of egg, 1 tsp

Twist of lime or lemon peel

This is an excellent appetizer and tonic. Twist bit of peel to insure getting oil on surface of the drink. Must be very cold.

JUST a WORD on the LARGELY MISUNDERSTOOD SUBJECT of ABSINTHE in GENERAL; & CONCERNING an ABSINTHE DRIP from LE PERROQUET, in SAIGON, FRENCH INDO CHINA, & an ABSINTHE FRAPPE from the HELIOPOLIS PALACE, in CAIRO

Technically absinthe is a highly toxic liqueur running between 70% and 80% alcohol, with an aromatic characteristic flavour of a kind of wormwood known as Artemisia absinthium, blended with little items like angelica root, sweet flag, dittany leaves, star anise fruits, hyssop and fennel. In other words it is a strange herb-alcohol brew acting potently on the nervous ganglia. Too much can cause hallucinations,—what we have lightly come to call D. T’s. And other things not judicious to mention.

In mixed drinks absinthe has a flavouring value all its own. Usually a very small quantity should be used, as the taste is potent and will dull many other more delicate flavours.

Due to French mishandling of the liquor, and the sorry plight of her addicts, its manufacture was banned in the republic. For years the old French Quarter in New Orleans turned out a good type, and now the Swiss seem to have an inside corner on the market. Pernod is the capon near-absinthe made in France now, with much of the taste but little of the lift—due to many simples being ruled out of the formula.

THE ABSINTHE DRIP as PROPERLY FABRICATED in SAIGON, or anywhere ELSE, for that MATTER

One of the charms of so many far eastern colonies is that many of the old world laws, tabus, taxes and other civilized nuisances are tossed overboard at Suez. If there is any prohibition of absinthe in Indo-Chine we failed to see it, ever, and, barring corruption of natives and conspiring against France, there is little prohibition of any kind. In Saigon we found a diverse and international parade of people, none of whom apparently had anything urgent or immediate to do, except the coolies tugging their burdens. A Siamese aristocrat strolled by our lower window in the shade of a parasol held by a servant. He was wrapped in a smart white silk coat, pipe-clayed sun topee and a purple silk diaper twined between his sturdy brown thighs. A merchant from Rangoon in a blue and crimson skirt. Chic flexible Chinese girls with their trim, exquisite figures poured into the scabbard-like split dresses of pastel silk that so elegantly suit their type. A brace of snipe-legged little Japanese men with f. 2 Leicas swinging around their necks, half-inch thick eyeglasses, flat straw hats, muttering urgently at each other without the slightest trace of facial expression. A Javanese girl-mother with her naked brown babe swinging in a butterfly tinted sarong tied above her hips and tucked in with a cunning woman’s twist. A Buddhist priest from far back in the wild hill country back of beyond, in his funny hat and worn robe dyed three centuries ago in a yellow hue which would be mellow and fair a century after its present owner was dust. Two short, plump, short-skirted French girls giggling, looking us squarely in the eye before continuing other inspection—totally without self-consciousness or inhibition as they audibly speculated on our origin, age, marital state and capitalistic solvency in a machine gun undertone of rapid French. This is just the briefest vignette of Saigon.
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