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To Anne Pashley, who has been to all these pubs and more; and in memory of Kitty Pashley, who liked a good pub into her tenth decade; Stanley Pashley, who propped up a bar or two in his time; and my brother John, who did his share of damage as well.








Ale, ale, glorious ale,
Served up in pewter, it tells its own tale,
Some folk like radishes, some curly kale,
But give I boiled parsnips,
And a great dish of taters,
And a lump of fatty bacon,
And a pint of good ale.



Traditional English drinking song
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Foreword

Though it pains me to say it, I dont believe I have seen Nicholas Pashley sober on more than six or seven occasions. On the other hand, and to be scrupulously fair, that is also the number of occasions on which I have seen Mr. Pashley, and that is where the pain comes in.

Mr. Pashley, as this book joyously attests, is clearly the finest drinking companion anyone could ask for. Unfortunately for me, he lives in Toronto, where he sells books by day and spends his evenings (and, it seems, quite a lot of his days as well) having a grand and amusing time in the citys varied drinking establishments, while I live in New Hampshire, where I spend nine months of the year shovelling snow and the other three months drying out my mittens. Thus, I am able to enjoy his company only on those infrequent occasions when I am on the right side of Lake Ontario.

Still, on the basis of a tragically finite number of such meetings, I can report that he is witty, kind, thoughtful, almost preposterously good-natured, and even smarter than he looks. Now, with this handsomely bound volume, he has produced what is unquestionably the funniest and most enjoyable book on beer drinking written by an English-born Canadian bookseller yet this century.

I joke, of course. This is a truly wonderful book from beginning to endhugely comic, delightfully acerbic, gloriously discursive, and staggeringly well informed. In short, it is very like an evening with Mr. Pashley himself, but cheaper and with fewer trips to the mens room.

You are in for a singular treat and I envy you for that. Me, Ive got some walks to shovel.

Bill Bryson
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Introduction

So this fellow walks into a bar, right? Then he walks into another bar. And yet another bar. Repeat this action for a very long time. And thats how this book got written.

I dont know if my mother coined it, but it was at her knee that I learned the expression pub-minded, a pleasing turn of phrase that captures my world view with an uncanny precision. How lucky I was, then, to marry a woman similarly inclined. We met in a pub, of course.

This is a book about drinking. Now, weve seen a number of books about drinking in recent years, most of them telling either sad or inspirational stories about the perils of alcohol and the overcoming thereof. This is not one of those books.

Theres no question, of course, that drink is a terrible thing. If Id never touched a drop Id have saved myself a lot of money. Id be driving a fancy car today. On the other hand, Id know a good deal fewer people, including my wife, so all in all Im just as happy drinking. Otherwise, Id be a lonely guy driving a fancy car. (I knowthere is an argument that says you never have to be lonely if you have a fancy car. I wouldnt know. Im a happily married drinking man with a very small car.)

And its not just about drinking. Its about drinking well and drinking in public. I heard the friend of a friend express bewilderment one evening about why we chose to hang out in pubs when it was much cheaper to drink at home. I suspect this guys a bit of a piker. For the beer drinker, of course, the pub has draught beer, which you cant get at home unless you live in a frat house. The pub also has that quality of pubness that few of us can achieve at home. Nor would most of us want to, the prime quality of pubness being that anyone is likely to turn up unannounced for a drink.

This friend of a friend is not alone in his disdain for public drinking. Lets be honest about this. I read in the Toronto Star a quote from Clay Aiken, who is famous for something. He apparently said, The only reason people go to bars is to get drunk and have sex. To me, bars are what hell is like. Isnt it good to know that you wont be bothered by Clay Aiken down at the pub?

In his book The Great Good Place, Ray Oldenburg writes of the Third Place, a place that is neither home nor work, a place where friends can gather informally, without anyone having to be the host or clean up afterwards, where you can stay for one quick drink or for an evening, depending on your mood or on the social chemistry. Such places can be any of a number of thingsa caf or a bookstore, for instancebut they are most likely to be a pub, or something like it.

Oldenburg argues that society needs its third places, and that the suburbanization of North America makes third places not only unlikely but practically impossible. The shopping mall does not count. As Stan Rogers sang in Barretts Privateers, God damn the mall! I think Ive got that right.

The need for a third place probably originated in Europe, where people lived multigenerationally in tiny apartments and needed somewhere else to go, if only to get away from the other thirteen people who shared their room. The modern North American, living in splendid suburban isolation in his monster home, has no such need for escape. If you want company, you can invite the people next door in for a drink. Except, of course, that you dont know the people next door. Small wonder we all turn into serial killers. Statistics show that very few pubgoers become serial killers. Its a known fact. They might turn into all sorts of unpleasant thingsbores, cadgers, and mutterers, for instancebut seldom serial killers.

As you will discover if you persevere with this book, I live in Toronto. Well, we all have to live somewhere. Youd be surprised where some people live. Within Canada, for some reason, Toronto arouses strong feelings among people who live elsewhere, far stronger feelings than its actual residents ever experience. (A recent mayor reckoned we were living in the greatest city on Earth, but mayors are like that. Im sure the mayor of Pocatello makes similar claims. Its Mayoral Hyperbole Syndrome, hereafter known as MHS.) Among non-Canadians, Toronto arouses almost no feelings at all. Its very clean and safe, visitors say, and we beam with pride.

The celebrated cleanliness of Torontogradually becoming a thing of the past, thanks to budget cutsis best exemplified by the oft-told but possibly apocryphal story of the film crew working on a downtown street. Toronto has used tax breaks and what was for a long time an almost worthless dollar to attract American movie-makers to come up here and turn Toronto into New York or another American city. I believe there has been talk of awarding a special Oscar to the cinematographer who most successfully manages to keep the very tall CN Tower out of shots. Anyway, this particular film crew had strewn garbage about to give the street an authentic American look, but then made the mistake of going to lunch. They returned to find that the city had come along and cleaned it all up. Accurate or not, the story reveals a psychological truth about this city.

Toronto used to describe itself as the City That Works, but finally stopped when it had become palpably untrue. Peter Ustinov, of course, has famously described Toronto as New York run by the Swiss. What makes this line particularly funny is that Torontonians see it as a compliment. If New York is a nice place to visit but you wouldnt want to live there, Torontos just the opposite. Im never quite sure how visitors to Toronto fill their time. Actually, I do know, because Im frequently called upon to give directions to Casa Loma, our authentic rococo castle (built between 1911 and 1914). I mention all of this because in the course of this book you will be subjected to references to Toronto. I feel you should know ahead of time; this book is nothing if not honest.

That said, this isnt a guidebook to drinking in Torontoor anywhere else, for that matter. It doesnt offer phone numbers, opening hours, or lunchtime specials. Still, if you find a bit of useful information about a pub you might not have discovered otherwise, youre welcome to it with my blessing.

As a young person, still fairly fresh off the boat from England, I was involuntarily relocated to a rugged western suburb called Etobicoke, an Indian name meaning We Planned This Community But We Forgot to Plan a Pub. Faced with the absence of a nearby Anglican church, my parents began attending an odd fundamentalist church that was run exclusively by people from South Bend, Indiana. This church was sound on baseballRocky Nelson, who went on to hit a home run in the seventh game of the 1960 World Series, was a parishionerbut death on most other forms of fun, which they called sin. One Sabbath morning a Sunday School teacher informed usand these words have been etched in my brain ever sincethat anybody who drank was a bum. Thats what he said: We know that anyone who drinks is a bum. Surely, I said to myself, he means has a bum, not is a bum, though even then I was sophisticated enough to suspect that we all had bums, drinkers and abstainers alike.

I was not a drinker myself at the time, being just a slip of a boy, but most of the adults I knew were drinkers, and they seemed altogether decent people, with not a serial killer among them. Already I was questioning doctrine and I was coming down on the side of fun. And possibly even sin. There I have remained.

People who think the fifties were a joyless period in which the pinnacle of pleasure was a new recipe for anything that included miniature marshmallows should have known my parents. There were no pubs in Etobicoke, so the denizens of that benighted borough drank at one anothers homes. And did they drink! On at least one occasion my church organist father left a party in time to go home and shave, go to church and work his magic, then return to the party. An American writer has described my parents ilk as the Greatest Generation, and Im tempted to agree, if only on the basis of the parties.

Under the terms of the international regulations that govern the global book trade, it is compulsory in any book about drinking in public to include the words of Doctor Johnson, so I thought Id get them out of the way early. And here they come now: There is nothing which has yet been contrived by man by which so much happiness is produced as by a good tavern or inn. Now, I know that such man-made contrivances as indoor plumbing or the tenor saxophone have their supporters, but when it comes to the contriving of happiness, Im with Johnson all the way.

Not everyone agrees, I know. There are also people who think Kenny G is a jazz musician (I prefer his brother Ali), and people who think that artificial turf is an acceptable playing surface for sporting events. Such peoplethough Im reluctant to say itmight not need this book. They may, however, have friends who do, people whose lives might be enriched by this meditation on pleasure. Feel the quality of the paper. Admire the excellent typeface. You dont see value like this every day.
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Part I
Drinking in General







The Impossible Dream:
Looking for the Perfect Pub

I was thinking about George Orwell one Saturday afternoon as I supped my ale in the Rose and Crown, a theoretically English pub in uptown Toronto. It wasnt that the bartender looked like Orwell or that there were copies of Animal Farm everywhere I looked (he didnt and there werent). Perhaps it was something to do with the 1984-like sensation of seeking pleasure in a place that seemed designed for anything but. The Rose and Crown looked like an accountants version of an English pub. It seemed more a business plan than a pub.

The notice by the door insisting that customers were not to bring in their own food and/or drink raised the obvious question: what was so bad about the Rose and Crowns food and drink that people were tempted to bring their own? The Rose and Crown is a big pub, a very big pub. And it was disturbingly dark. Id estimate that two-thirds of the clientele the afternoon I was there were huddled together at the front near the windows, seeking the comfort of daylight.

A singer called Ian Robb wrote a song about the decline of the English pub that you really should get to know. (It can be ordered from www.folk-legacy.com.) It asks the musical question, What has become of the old Rose & Crown? In the case of Torontos Rose and Crown, unfortunately, nothing has become of it. Its exactly as it always was. (I have since learned that novelist Wayne Johnston drinks there, so perhaps Ive been a trifle hasty. Or maybe he likes the dark.)

In an essay called The Moon Under Water, George Orwelland I knew Id get back to him eventuallywrites about his favourite pub. It has everything he wants in a pub, including draught stout, working fireplaces, and barmaids who call everyone Dear (and it has to be Dear; Ducky wont do at all). Toward the end of this tribute to the perfect pub, Orwell acknowledges that hes made it all up. There is no such place. The Moon Under Water is the pub he dreams of but never finds. Of his ten ideal pub criteria, he knows of a place that offers eight.

Perhaps its just as well we never find the perfect pub. It is the quest that keeps us going. And, in any case, if we found it, someone would almost certainly wreck it, and what would be the likelihood of future happiness then?

No, its best as it is, in an imperfect world. Here in Toronto, we havent been at it for long, so it isnt surprising we havent created the perfect pub yet. The perfect pub, when it happens, will have taken time. Theyve had several centuries in England, so its not surprising that they have more contenders than we have. In London alone, the Dove in Hammersmith and the Nags Head in Belgravia are pretty darn close to perfect. The New Inn at Waterley Bottomand I couldnt make up a name like Waterley Bottom even if I wanted tois a rural gem, set in a lovely Cotswold val-ley. The Tan Hill Inn, said to be the highest pub in England, is alone worth the drive to North Yorkshire, but then so is just about everything else in North Yorkshire. The Blue Anchor, in Helston, Cornwall, is an old stone pub that serves its own beer, as it has done for several centuries. And if you havent seen the Fleece in Bretforton, Worcestershire, please make plans to do so as quickly as possible. Your life to date is practically worthless.

The White Horse, near Priors Dean in Hampshire, is often known as the Pub with No Name, as its sign fell down some decades ago. It is also one of the most difficult pubs to find in all of England, located off a minor road, sheltered from view by a copse of trees. The first time I went there I spotted a local rustic, who was scything down some long vegetation growing by the side of the road. The more I think about it, he cant possibly have been wearing the traditional smock of the agricultural labourer, but thats the way I remember him. I rolled down the car window. Excuse me, I said, but would we be going the right direction to find the White Horse? He looked up from his work and, with the rich, savoury tone of south/southwestern England, explained, Well, if youre not thursty you might be. But if youre thurstyand by the looks of you, you areyoull want to turn around. He then gave us impeccable instructions, without which we would never have found the place. When we arrived a few minutes later, the pubs car park was packed. Inaccessibility should never impinge on ones quest for the perfect pub.

The reason I go on about English pubs is that when Toronto finally moved away from the traditional taproom, we instinctively turned to the English pub model. There are, heaven knows, worse models. And we all know what an English pub looks like, which is what the people who brought us our first neo-crypto-quasi-English pubs gave us: flock wallpaper, tin ceilings, dark wood, frosted glass, and staff who said Cheers when they served us a drink. (Theyd call us Ducky if they thought of it.) This model is based on the late Victorian gin palace, which is just one of many English pub styles. None of the above-mentioned great English pubs fits that model. Next time youre in London, check out the Lamb in Lambs Conduit Street or the Red Lion in Duke of York Street to see the prototypes. Its a perfectly good pub style, but its far from being the only one.

So whats the formula for a great pub? Thats the trick: there isnt one. There are pubs built to a formulaand some are highly successfulbut I dont know of a great one or even a very good one. It helps to have a good setting and an ancient building with lots of character. Its imperative to sell good beer that is well maintained.

The key to the great pub is that we feel comfortable in it, which has most to do with the people who run it. This may seem obvious, but there are still people who dont get it. The English novelist Ian Cochrane once wrote of an unsatisfactory pub experience: The landlord was a very unhelpful unhappy man and didnt agree with drinking in a pub. Some years ago a woman with a similar philosophy ran the Artful Dodger in Toronto.

All great pubs are the handiwork of someone who has a vision of the place he or she would ideally like to drink in. A great publike a great restaurant or bookstoreshould give the impression that all the important decisions are being made on the premises, not by someone in a suit miles away.

So what would we find in the perfect pub? My perfect pub would almost certainly be different from your perfect pub, but then Im the guy whos writing the book. (If you want your perfect pub, write your own damn book.) My pub, for starters, has no canned music. Orwell notes that one of the charms of the Moon Under Water is that it is always quiet enough to talk. He says he doesnt want a radio in the pub. Radio? Orwell died in 1950, long before the modern sound system was created. Lucky man.

And Im not convinced that we need a television either. I remember in the early seventies when the old Morrissey Tavern in Toronto got its first television, expressly for the hockey playoffs. It was, we were told, to be used for no other purpose, but eventually, of course, it became part of the furniture. I dont mind bringing in a set for a major occasion. I was surprised in October 1970 to see a television in McSorleys Old Ale House in New York, but it was the World Series, after all. Bushes Bar in Baltimore, West Cork, one evening suddenly boasted a television so we could all watch Irelands feisty Sonia OSullivan in the World Track and Field Championships; she finished fourth, alas, behind three almost certainly artificially stimulated Chinese women (at least, if the Irish commentators were to be believed).

My wife and I watched the end of a France-Brazil blockbuster in the 1986 World Cup in a bar in Menton, on the French Riviera. As extra time edged slowly toward a penalty kick conclusion, the staff quietly gathered up anything made of glass. When the Brazilians had the ball, we aimed the hex sign at the screen. When the French had the ball, we sang La Marseillaise. Finally, the French won on penalty kicks, and sixty men fled the bar and drove around honking their horns until they ran out of gas. (Which wasnt for a while; damn the fuel efficiency of those European cars.)

And it isnt just sports. At Christmas in 1967, not having a TV in my little bedsit, I watched the Beatles Magical Mystery Tour in a Camden Town pub. There used to be a big, ugly television in a Toronto pub called the Munster Hall that existed solely, it seemed, to show Coronation Street reruns on Sunday afternoons. The rest of the time it sat unused and covered up. Television in a pubexcept for special occasionsis anti-social and has no place in my perfect pub.

There is wide disagreement on cellphones in pubs. I admit that I own a cellphone. My wife bought it for me, as it seemed a friend-lier way of keeping tabs on me than one of those electronic ankle bracelets they put on convicts on probation and Hollywood bad girls. Occasionally the damn thing has gone off while Ive been in a pub, and I think Ive had the good grace to apologize for it. There are pubs that ban cellphones. As far as Im concerned, any pub that inflicts piped music on its customers has no place banning other noisemakers. Quiet pubs, on the other hand, have a point.
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The Lewes Arms in Sussex has a zero-tolerance policy on cellphones and warns that use of these devices warrants a penalty of a round of drinks for the house. I havent seen that extreme sentence inflicted (worse luck), but I have watched a terrier-like barman bustle customers out into the street with their cellphones. The Digby Tap in Sherborne, Dorset, levies a fifty-pence fine for cellphone use, proceeds to charity, which seems not unfair. There seem to be two cellphones for every resident of the UK, so the English are more sensitive to this problem than we are. The otherwise excellent White Horse in west London can sound like a convention of arcade games when it gets busy.

The perfect pub has attentive, friendly bar staff. After I left the Rose and Crown that afternoon I stopped in at the Duke of Kent, just to the south. A woman named Mea was playing the bar like a violin. Serving drinks, chatting with regulars, bestowing a million-dollar smile on all and sundry, she was worth her weight in hops. She might even have been able to brighten up the Rose and Crown, which would be no mean achievement. My wife has accused me of falling in love with any woman who brings me a beer, which is not an unreasonable accusation, but I had a feeling the whole barman, woman, and undecidedwas in love with Mea. I almost went back to the Rose and Crown to encourage the long-suffering inmates to pay up and move a few doors down, but only a few of them could have got into the crowded Duke of Kent. Tragically, Mea has moved on and can no longer be seen at the Duke of Kent. Things change, as youre no doubt aware.

Like Orwell, I like a fire on a cold day, and God knows we get enough of those. Cold days, I mean. Presumably because we have central heating here, we have very few fireplaces in our pubs, and were poorer for that. Dora Keogh on the Danforth has a fireplace, if youre interested.

Orwell likes a pub with a garden. We dont go in much for pub gardens here, but we do have patios. I like a patio, but not just any patio. Drinking beer on a city sidewalk holds limited appeal for me, though its better than not drinking beer at all. My favourite Toronto patio is the rooftop bar at Paupers on Bloor Street. Its a hell of a climb on a hot day, especially as some of us get older, but youre up above the hubbub when you get there. So I might put that rooftop patio on my list.

Now, heres something I resent, as a fellow who goes to pubs on an almost daily basis. I resent not being able to go to a pub on St. Patricks Day or New Years Eve just to have a pint or two, as I like to do. No, suddenly the pub is filled with galoots who have their mindsif that isnt too strong a wordset on getting pie-eyed and making as much noise as possible. A pub-minded Irish friend of mine refuses to go into a pub on St. Patricks Day, citing the unpleasantness of drinking in the aggressive company of so many amateurs.

The pub of my dreams will discourage ritualized drunkenness of this nature, and the bar staff will look askance at customers who dress oddly on October 31. They will not necessarily refuse to serve such peopleIm not an unreasonable manbut they will make it apparent to unduly festive persons that other pubs are more welcoming to their sort. My ideal pub might recognize more offbeat festivals: Stephen Sondheims birthday (March 22), for instance, or the anniversary of plucky young Marilyn Bells swim across Lake Ontario (September 9). Such occasions will be marked by the striking of a small bell at the bar and a quiet chorus of Well dones from the patrons. If New Years Eve is your sort of thing, every other bar in town will be catering to your needs. Theres nothing wrong with one pub that regards December 31 as John Denvers birthday and nothing more. At midnight, the locals will quietly raise a glass and mutter something about country roads and mountain mamas and such. Itll be very tasteful, and its not as if well actually play the song.

I like to be able to get something to eat in a pub, though usually I dont need a full meal. Too many English pubsthe current term is gastropubshave been ruined by being turned into restaurants that also, grudgingly, serve beer. There are still lots of English pubs that will sell you a sandwich. Just a sandwich. Not with fries, not on a kaiser, just a sandwich: decent cheese on honest bread. The Duke of York in midtown Toronto used to offer a basket of sausage rolls, and I dont think its an exaggeration to say that those sausage rolls saved lives. Sometimes a few sausage rolls among a small group of people can keep an evening going, especially with a bit of sharp English mustard on the side. Those sausage rolls are gone from the Dukes menu now, which is yet more evidence of a declining quality of life. Sausage rolls would always be available in my perfect pub. And not microwaved, either.

Good beer, of course, is essential. Many great pubs offer only a few draught beer choices, but theyre all interesting. Real aleunpasteurized, cask-conditioned ale served without artificial carbonationalways cheers me up. Here in Toronto, I can think of only a handful or so of pubs that serve real ale. The greatest city in the world, if our ex-mayor is to be believed, and we can boast possibly ten pubs with real ale. The drawback of real ale is that the pub needs someone who knows how to take proper care of beer, but thats what pubs are for. (Just as a bookstore should have someone on the premises who knows something about books.) There is plenty of good beer being made these days throughout the western world, little of which is served in your local pub or mine. Feel free to ask your local publican why not.

The consumption of beer, it goes without saying, leads to the act of micturitionpeeing to you or meand publicans are required by law to provide facilities to accommodate this all-too-human need. I know English pubs from which the drinker has to go out in the rain to reach the toilets. During the colder monthswhich can include the period from January through Decemberthese are not places you want to linger. For that reason, I prefer paper towels to those infernal hand-drying machines that take roughly ten minutes per hand to work. I dont know what goes on in womens washrooms, but my observation is that far fewer men wash their hands before they leave if they have to use the machines.

For reasons of human physiology, women are inclined to come into more personal contact with the facilities so should be able to expect certain levels of comfort and hygiene. The woman with whom I do much of my drinking has been known to judge a pub by the quality of its ladies room. The first time we visited the New Inn at Waterley Bottom, Anne just about squealed with pleasure at the state of the ladies.

There are, I know, men who feel that clean toilets only encourage women to go to pubs. The next thing you know the place is serving salads and youre finding lipstick stains on your glass. McSorleys Old Ale House in New York barred women from the premises for decades, relenting only when forced to by a court of law. Even then, the pub drew the line at providing separate micturition facilities for its female customers, which led to some surprised faces in the gents, or what had been the gents. McSorleys finally got over it and put in a ladies, and nowadays the sexes coexist cheerfully. Though Im still not sure you can get a decent salad to this day.

My perfect pub is a female-friendly pub and has freshly laundered gingham hand towels in the ladies loo, or whatever it is women like in there. Id be grateful, however, if they didnt wear lipstick. Its hell to get off a glass, and its inclined to kill the head on a pint of beer. Perhaps women with lipstick could be asked to use a straw. If theyll agree to that, they can have as much salad as they like.

And how about children? Traditionally, the English-speaking world has, by and large, banished the tykes from licensed premises on the grounds that drinking is a sin and should not, therefore, be witnessed by the young. This way of thinking is similar to the belief that if we dont tell children about sex itll never cross their minds. If children were barred so as to give grown-ups a break from their company, I could understand it.

One reason Europeans are more mature about drinkingor so we are toldis that theyre exposed to it from infancy and dont regard it as some forbidden fruit. If you believe everything Ive read, Bosnia and Herzegovina doesnt even have a minimum drinking age. Yet it is the English who are feared across Europe for their out-of-control drinking, and not just the football supporters either.

I have mixed feelings about children in pubs. The cigarette smoke cant be good for them (though thats becoming less of a problem in most areas), but it does make sense to socialize them early on, to integrate them into the company of adults. If nothing else, watching their elders behave like fools might de-glamorize alcohol for them. If theyre going to run around and shout, however, Id like them to do that outside, and that goes for their parents too.

A non-smoker myself, Id certainly like a pub thats free of the abominable weed, but Id be reluctant to tell my friends Alison Owen and Robbie Brown theyre not welcome in my pub. The perfect pub offers a forceful yet silent air cleaner, something that may yet be uninvented. I write about smoking elsewhere in this book.

I drink at regular intervals with people of education and breeding, or at least thats what they tell me. When we can hear each other over the music, we frequently have lively discussions on any number of subjects. There are often issues that remain unsettled at the end of the evening because we have no way of looking things up. My perfect pub will have a variety of reference materials: a good dictionary, an all-purpose almanac of some sort, an encyclopedia, a decent anthology of poetry, at least one dictionary of quotations, an atlas, perhaps a film guide, a copy of Strunk and White and a vintage Fowlers, an English-French dictionary, some sort of sports encyclopedia, a fairly recent edition of Canadian Whos Who, and a Brewers Dictionary of Phrase and Fable. For the price of a good sound systemwhich, of course, will not be neededa pub could offer an arsenal of debate-settling books.

And one last thing: animals. Studies show that the proximity of animals actually lowers human blood pressure and makes people feel better. The best English pubs are filled with dogs and cats. I once knew a pub in West Hampstead in London that held almost as many dogs as people of an evening. The dogs were happy, the customers were happy. This, of course, is strictly forbidden in my jurisdiction, in case people might actually attain some degree of happiness. Technically, animals are barred from pubs for health reasons, which seems pretty bogus to me if you look at some of the people who get in. I went to a west end Toronto pub not all that long ago that at one point in the afternoon boasted four dogs, all cheerfully present with the people who had walked them there. I wont name the pub in question for fear of attracting the local anti-dog activists at the licensing authorities, but I for one will go back to this pub because of its animal friendliness. If I come back as a border collie in my next life, Ill want somewhere congenial to go.







What a Good Idea:
The History of Beer

There is an old English music hall song that credits the invention of beer to a man named Charlie Mopp: God bless Charlie Mopp, the man who invented beer. Although the song makes a fairly convincing case, beer historians remain skeptical. They reckon beer predates Mr. Mopp. They figure beer goes back to early man, or possibly early woman.

Early man was a rough sort of brute, and early woman wasnt much better, though weve been led to believe otherwise by the poster of Raquel Welch in a fur bikini in One Million Years B.C. They lived nomadically, without any of what we would consider the necessities: air conditioning, reality television, or modern religious fundamentalists. (One of the reasons early man didnt have religious fundamentalists, incidentally, is that the planet didnt yet exist at that point, according to religious fundamentalists, many of whom believe that the universe was not created until roughly four thousand years after early man had invented beer. But Im getting ahead of myself.) Their lives were short and mostly bereft of pleasure.

Every now and then, however, something nice happened. Bits of soggy wild barley accidentally came into contact with wind-borne yeasts, and fermented. Primitive, or unnecessarily fastidious, early man might then have said, Darn, this barleys gone rotten. Better throw it out. Dont want to get sick.

More advanced early man might have replied, Not so fast, Ogg. Lets have a look at it. The next morning, head pounding, early man might just have decided he had had a good time the night before, what he could remember of it. He might even have woken up with early woman next to him (see the chapter on Drinking and Sex).

Somewhere along the way a bright spark among early man (and it might very well have been early woman) began to think that this fermented barley was a good thing, and that just possibly there might be a way to induce it deliberately rather than wait for one of natures little accidents. Like fire, fermentation might be created and harnessed. Alas, we dont know the name of the early person who figured this outit is unlikely to have been Charlie Moppbut this is very probably a good time to open a beer and drink a toast to the unknown brewer. Cheers.

The era of which we speak is an estimated ten thousand years ago, long before the cable company, airport security, and other modern irritants. To ensure a regular supply of beer, it was necessary to cultivate grain. This, in turn, transformed early man (and the early woman he was now shacked up with after the accidental brewing incident of a couple of paragraphs ago) from the hunter-gatherer to the agriculturalist. Even then, beer was making people smarter.

Another bright spark of prehistory wondered if there was anything else we could make out of grain and yeast, thus inventing bread. Hence the sandwich, the drinkers best friend. Bread, of course, led to variations like cakewhich was goodand the kaiser bun, that tasteless, doughy piece of stodge named as revenge upon the Germans for the First World War and served in many pubs to this day to diminish the pleasure of an honest hamburger. (The kaiser bun is mandatory in Ontario bars as a pivotal part of the legislation aimed at curtailing pleasure among the citizenry. Citizens who became accustomed to pleasure might start to see it as their due, which would be inconvenient for the authorities.)

It was beer that gave civilization its kick-start. Without beer, there would have been no agriculture, no science, no Renaissance, no Shakespeare, no Jane Austen, no Mozart, no Charlie Parker, nowell, you get the picture. That said, we might not have liked early beer as much as early man did. When youve never had any beer at all, youre not terribly picky. (Look at the stuff teenagers drink.) The Mesopotamians took germinated barley and made it into partly baked cakes, which were then dumped into a jar of water and left to ferment. (What they almost certainly didnt understand was the role of yeast in the process, but at some point a bit of rogue yeast got into the mixture and turned soggy barley cakes into something wonderful.) The result was a lumpy brew that might, in the classier taverns of the day, be strained through a cloth to make it less chewy. To this day Egyptians make something similar called bouza; oddly enough, they have not found a big export market for this product. Equally oddly, bouza is apparently not the source for our word booze, which entered Middle English from early Dutch.

Apart from being lumpy, early beer lacked the distinctive hops were used to. Were not quite sure when hops became widely used in the making of beer. Brewers throughout history have used flavouring agents such as herbs, fruit, berries, spices, or honey, and some historians suspect the Hebrews learned to use hops during the Babylonian captivity, in which case the experience wasnt a complete writeoff. Their version of beer was said to alleviate leprosy, which I find altogether plausible. To this day I have yet to see a leper in a pub, and Ive been to a few; perhaps you hang out in different places. The ancient Greeks grew hops, but theres not much evidence they used them in beer, which seems uncharacteristically wasteful.

We know that hops were being grown in Bohemia and Bavaria in about the eighth century. The multi-talented Hildegard of Bingen wrote about brewing with hops in the twelfth century, and certainly Flemish brewers were exporting hopped beer into Britain in the early 1400s, to the horror of English traditionalists. Hops, of course, add the bitterness we have come to expect in beer (except drinkers of Molson Golden, who have come to expect almost no taste at all), and they also act as a preservative.

Risk-taking microbreweries these days are known to replace or supplement hops with such oddities as heather, bog myrtle, ginseng, and hemp. As hops are related (by marriage) to cannabisthat other great medicinal herbwe shouldnt be surprised to encounter hemp beer, and indeed you can usually find it on tap in Toronto at Cest What, down on Front Street. Its not bad either, once you get it lit, which is the hard part.

Brewing, until very recently, has always been a local enterprise. The original English alehouses brewed their own beer, as did many private homes. Early commercial breweries sprang up to make beer for local customers, and in parts of Europe that model still works. Until it became a victim of the great metropoliss real estate frenzies and moved out of town, the Young brewery in southwest London used to make its local deliveries by horse-drawn dray. Its cheaper andgiven the state of London trafficno slower than using trucks. Its also good marketing, except when a member of your target demographic steps in a bit of horse exhaust. Pasteurization made beer easier to keep, hence easier to transport, and that led to the rise of mega-brewing. Now, wherever you are in the world, you can enjoy a perfectly bland Carlsberg. No longer need you risk tasting a local beer made for local palates. Its progress, so it must be good.

In any event, over the centuries beer has become less lumpy and more scientific and, until the recent boom of microbreweries, seemed to have reached the end of its evolutionary trail. Companies that had once been run by brewers were now run by accountants and marketing guys. Focus groups were more likely to influence the flavour of beer than the brewmaster. Beer was being dumbed down, brewed to fit an advertising campaign, its flavour downplayed so as not to give offence to a larger market. It almost makes one nostalgic for Mesopotamia.







Dont Rule Out Miracles:
How Beer Is Made

Those of us blessed to live in Toronto find it easy to forget that there are other people out there living in other places. I know it seems odd, but its true. Ive seen some of these other places. In the mid-seventies I once undertook a walking tour of Ontario cottage country, thinking Id throw myself into a body of water whenever I got hot and stop in at local hostelries for refreshments when I got thirsty. A good plan, if a trifle naive.

What I hadnt counted on was there being virtually no bars in cottage country in those days. I had a beer with friends in Orillia, then set off on my walk. I walked to Bobcaygeon, and I found exactly one bar along the way. Hail to thee, blithe Coboconk! I spent some time in that bar, talking to an older guy who had worked on the Avro Arrow and was still bitter about that ill-fated plane. When I hit Bobcaygeon a day or two later and found yet again a town without a bar, I hitchhiked to Lindsay, had a beer, and caught a bus home. On top of there not being any bars, most of the water along the way seemed privately owned, so I managed one swim between Orillia and Bobcaygeon. All of which taught me to stay close to home. Torontos not the best drinking town in the world, but at least I know where the bars are.

That said, Im happy to see that we can learn from others. Theres a pair of brothers who opened a brewpub in Halifax back in 1985 and saw it prosper. In 1991 Ron Keefe, one of these brothers, then decided to bring his brewing and pubbing prowess to the Big Smoke and try his luck. And Im glad he did. The Granite Brewery, on Mount Pleasant south of Eglinton, is the home of some of our best beers. For a time Keefe maintained a second location, which he called Beer Street, taking its name from the Hogarth prints that chronicle life on Gin Lane and Beer Street. Gin Lane is filled with vice, depravity, and poverty, and only the pawnbroker prospers. The residents of Beer Street, on the other hand, enjoy happiness, health, and prosperity. The pawnbroker alone suffers from a want of trade.

The Granite Brewery brews several beers that range from a lightish ale to a fairly hearty stout, with an entertaining raspberry-flavoured ale, an India pale ale, and a noteworthy Peculiar, modelled on Theakstons celebrated Old Peculier. But for me the star of the show is the Best Bitter Special (or dry-hopped, as the locals call it)I would have called it Special Best Bitter myself, but its not my brewerywhich is their Best Bitter dry-hopped and served as a real ale. Dry-hopping is a process whereby extra hops are added to the cask at the last minute to add aroma and flavour. The first time I had a pint of
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