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Additional praise for
Living Loaded


“This tome hits you like a shot of Jägermeister on an empty stomach. Here is a man living life the way it ought to be lived.”

—Mark Steines, host of Entertainment Tonight




“Often funny, sometimes sad, and always entertaining, this honestly refreshing guide to living the good life should be read by everyone who’s ever picked up a drink and enjoyed it.”

—Taylor Plimpton, author of Notes from the Night




“Dan Dunn’s time studying at the feet of the master and mentor Hunter S. Thompson could best be described as ‘one cheek on the bar stool and one foot on the floor.’ His latest handbook, Living Loaded, celebrates his booze-scribe lifestyle in liquoricious detail. I love it!”

—John Oates, of the rock and soul duo Hall & Oates




“Dan Dunn lives a life most people fantasize about. True degeneracy with panache. This book is an essential primer for the joys of the drinking life.”

—Jonathan Goldsmith, actor,
aka The Most Interesting Man in the World




“Profoundly profane, profanely profound, Living Loaded will win your heart, seize your liver, and probably steal your wallet. But you’ll forgive it, because Dan Dunn is the best—and almost certainly the worst—drinking companion you’ll ever have: charming, hilarious, and always, it seems, on the brink of a bar fight.”

—Steve Rushin, author of The Pint Man
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
ON COCKTAIL PAIRINGS

[image: ]t the beginning of each chapter of Living Loaded you will find cocktail recipes designed to be “paired” with the corresponding chapter. These delicious drinks were created exclusively for this tome by sixteen of the world’s finest mixologists, all of whom I am honored to call friends. And while I am eternally grateful to each and every one of these great barmen and barwomen for their invaluable contributions, what I’m most excited about is the prospect of people who might otherwise have dismissed this book as the incoherent ramblings of a besotted fool buying it anyway just for the recipes. Cha-ching!

Right, then. Let’s get this party started right with the world premiere of an aperitif designed by the Italian Stallion himself, Vincenzo Marianella.…
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“THE DUNNer”


2 oz. Oxley gin

1/2 oz. Amaro Nonino

1/2 oz. Aperol

1 dash Jerry Thomas Bitter Truth

Grapefruit peels




Add all ingredients to a mixing glass over ice and stir until cold. Strain into a chilled rocks glass over two ice cubes. Release the essential oil of two grapefruit peels on top of the glass.



“Immerse yourself in a hot tub with this book and relax, because there is nothing better after a day spent riding your motorcycle than a hot tub, a cool cocktail, and a great read … unless you can substitute a woman for any of the above. Once you finish the first drink, be sure to have a second one … then stay off the motorcycle for the rest of the evening and let Dan’s book take you on a wild ride instead.”

—VINCENZO MARIANELLA digs motorcycles. In 2006 he was named Best Bar Chef by StarChefs.com and L.A.’s Best Bartender by esteemed critic Anthony Dias Blue. He hasn’t done jack-squat since. (Kidding!) In addition to owning and operating a beverage consulting business, MyMixology.com, Vincenzo runs Copa d’Oro in Santa Monica, one of California’s finest drinking establishments.
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“Lowballing”

CREATED BY DALE DEGROFF


1 oz. Alize Red Passion

1 oz. cognac

1 oz. fresh pineapple juice or Dole unsweetened pineapple juice

1 dash Angostura bitters




Shake all ingredients well with ice and strain into a rocks or lowball glass. A nice foam will result from a well-shaken drink, and that is garnish enough.



“First off, let me say that it’s a real pleasure to offer up a special drink that Dan Dunn and the readers of this deliciously twisted tome can call their own.

“I’ve always thought Dan was a smart kid … could’ve been a bank president or chairman of a big insurance company if he were so inclined. But I think he made the right choice with drinking his way around the world, doing as much highballing and lowballing as he can along the way. Hell, it’s a lot more fun than finance anyway, and Dan has somehow managed to stay out of jail so far … which is more than I can say for a lot of guys on Wall Street.

“So mix yourself a drink, find a cozy place to hunker down, and enjoy Living Loaded. Salud!”

—DALE DEGROFF, aka King Cocktail, is a James Beard Award–winning bartender (that’s a first, folks), founder of the Museum of the American Cocktail, and the author of The Craft of the Cocktail and The Essential Cocktail.


ONE

Fuck Your Fucking Job

[image: ]t was the last day of Summer.

“Fuck your fucking job,” is what she told me. Summer, that is. The woman I was living with.

“Who the fuck has a fucking job like yours anyway, you fuck?”

I’m pretty sure it was a rhetorical question, but at that point it didn’t matter much. She was gone. Walked out the door for good after two tumultuous, if not completely sex-lacking, months. The delicious irony that it happened around Labor Day was the only bit of pleasure I could wring from this otherwise wholly unpalatable set of circumstances.

Granted, I’d signed on for this crazy experiment in monogamous cohabitation despite the preponderance of evidence that such an arrangement simply cannot work. At least, not for me. I know this. I’ve always known this. Yet, inexplicably, I ignored that little voice in my head reminding me of that inescapable fact. Again. Because I thought Summer and I would be different. Turns out every couple believes they’ll be different when it comes to bucking the overwhelming odds stacked against lasting romantic bliss. It’s the enduring delusion that such a thing exists that lines the pockets of everyone from wedding planners to couples’ counselors to hitmen—further proof that nothing in this world generates more wealth than pure stupidity. (Just ask Goldman Sachs.) As it turns out, nine couples out of ten are no different at all. That’s right, just 10 percent of couples have the good fortune to die together in a fiery car crash or double suicide before they ever get around to realizing how much they can’t stand the fucking sight of each other anymore.

It may have been the drinking that finally sent Summer over the edge. Or my relentless travel schedule to exotic women–filled ports of call the world over (to be clear, the point is that the women—not necessarily the locations—are beautiful and exotic). She was within her rights to take issue with the womanizing, I guess. But what was I supposed to do about it? Seriously. I mean, when you have a job like mine—nightlife columnist for Playboy—flying, drinking, and screwing come with the territory. Hell, it’s right there in the job description. Literally.

Crapulous, she called me. A goddamn crapulous jerk.

I looked it up after she left. It means “given to or characterized by gross excess in drinking.”

I’ll give her points for honesty. Along with an A+ in vocabulary.

Look, I get paid to crisscross the globe covering the adult beverage beat for what is arguably the world’s most notorious and iconic magazine. And for that, I make no apologies to anyone. I’ll admit I go overboard with the partying from time to time, but for chrissakes, that’s not a crime in these United States. At least, not yet. Besides, I have a hard time justifying moderation when there are so many children going to sleep sober every night in Africa. The poor little bastards.

Still, a high-profile job predicated on excessive alcohol consumption does not come without its perils. Here’s an example of how such an existence can yield nightmarish results.

Once, while touring Ireland with a small group of spirits journalists, I was very nearly beaten to death in a pub just outside of Dublin.

One of the members of our group was a fresh-out-of-the-frat douche-nozzle from New York on assignment for some atrocious laddie magazine that doesn’t even exist anymore. Guy looked like Billy Zabka, the dude who played Johnny the smirking bad guy in the first Karate Kid movie. He acted like him too. Indeed, on more than one occasion during the course of that trip I wanted to rear up on one leg like a crane and kick him in the teeth. A maneuver, I might add, that if executed properly is unstoppable.

So we’re in this pub and I go up to the bar to get a drink. Place is packed, there’s a soccer game on TV—St. Patrick’s Athletic versus Galway United. Premier division. Lots at stake. The score is tied 2–2 late in the second half, and everyone in the pub—St. Patrick’s fans, all—is totally blotto. Wait, sorry, I didn’t mean to be redundant; I already established that they were Irish and in a pub. Anyhow, just as I grok all this, Billy Zabka sidles up next to me. Him and that fucking smirk of his.

He points at the TV. “Soccer game, eh?” he says.

Observant kid. Without looking over at him, I nod.

“You like soccer?” he continues.

“They call it football over here,” I reply flatly.

He snorts. “Yeah, I know. So fucking stupid!”

I let that one go and wave to the bartender. I need strong drink. Badly.

“I’ll get this one,” he says.

“Um, OK,” I say warily. “I’ll have a Redbreast Irish Whiskey. Neat.”

He looks at me and smiles. A stupid Billy Zabka smile.

“No, no, no, bro-ha.” He clucks. “I got a better idea.”

It wasn’t. A better idea, that is. In fact, it was a breathtakingly stupid idea. The kind of shit-brained stratagem that makes you feel not so much angry as sorry for the guy. But also very angry.

“Two Irish Car Bombs!” he shouts.

Now, for those of you unfamiliar with this particular concoction and the reasons why ordering it in a pub in Ireland is such a sterling example of poor judgment, here is some background: To make an Irish Car Bomb, you combine half a shot of Jameson with half a shot of Bailey’s in a shotglass, then drop the shotglass into a pint of Guinness and chug it. This little abomination was invented by a man named Charles Burke Cronin Oat at Wilson’s Saloon in Norwich, Connecticut, in 1979. Norwich, Connecticut, being, of course, in America. So, to recap, an American bartender invented a drink that appropriates three of Ireland’s most beloved adult beverages as ingredients and named it after an act of terrorism that has caused catastrophic social and political upheaval—not to mention countless deaths—for generations of Irish citizens.

To fully appreciate the import of this, imagine that in the wake of 9/11, a cheeky Irish pub owner dreamed up a drink that combined America’s native spirit, bourbon, with sweet vermouth (a Manhattan) in a shot dropped into its most popular beer, Budweiser, and called it a Manhattan Ground Zero because, as he explained, drinking it “left a big fat hole in your gut.” Now imagine you’re sitting in a pub down around Wall Street in what was once the shadow of those fallen towers, and a group of Irishmen on holiday storm in and order a round of Manhattan Ground Zeros. Now just imagine all those Irishmen were rowdy and obnoxious (sorry, there I go, being redundant again) and looked just like Billy Zabka.

So Zabka shouts “Two Irish Car Bombs!” in this very packed pub, and all activity comes to a record needle–screeching halt. Everyone—and I mean every single person—stares daggers at us. It’s the silent death stare—the worst kind. Then, in what ranks in the top five bad-to-worse moments of my life, Galway scores the go-ahead goal in the final minute of play. Game over. Match Galway.

The first thought that crosses my mind is I’m going to die in Ireland and I didn’t even get to meet the Blarney Stone or kiss Bono. I’m expecting my life to flash before my eyes, like people say happens when you reach the pearly gates (OK, so I’m an optimist; sue me), but instead something Martin Luther King Jr. once said pops into my head: “A man who won’t die for something is not fit to live.”

There are myriad things I’d like to think I’d be man enough to die for—my family, dear friends, a roll in the hay with Rachel McAdams—but defending some Neanderthal I’d quite frankly like to pummel myself from a mob of angry Irish soccer hooligans is not even worth being eighty-sixed from the pub, let alone beaten to death. (And for the record, yes, I did just invoke Martin Luther King Jr. to illustrate a barroom tale. I have no defense. My brain is my brain.)

With no time to waste I spring into action, going “crane” on Zabka before anyone has a chance to realize I’m with him. Of course, I don’t actually have the space, coordination, training, or discipline to properly execute the crane move, so I do the next best thing: deliver a wicked elbow to Zabka’s jaw while bellowing “What the feck is wrong with you, you dumb fecking yank!” I’m suddenly feeling emboldened, fierce. Like I’m going to pull this off. Yet despite being in possession of what I’d thought was a solid Irish brogue, a face that I thought made me appear quite the Irishman, and a common Irish surname, it’s immediately discerned by each and every local in that pub that I am, in fact, a dumb fecking yank as well.

The reason dawns on me immediately: I’d recently had my teeth whitened. A dead giveaway in that part of the world. Curses.

But just as the mob begins to close in on us we catch a break. Turns out the pub owner, a burly ex-cop who commands the respect of all who enter his joint, had been tipped off by the publicist who’d arranged our junket that we were journalists, wielders of the almighty pen. There’s no question this guy would have liked nothing more than to see that angry mob scatter our teeth all over the pub floor, yet he recognized the potential fallout of letting two American booze scribes get brutally assaulted and left for dead in his establishment.

So instead of suffering deep, perhaps permanent, bodily harm, all that happened was we got thrown out of that pub with a wholly unnecessary warning never to return again. Still, close call.

Zabka never did broach the subject of me elbowing him in the kisser, by the way. I expected as much. In my experience, brawny blowhards who wear prep school sweatshirts and strut around acting like they own the joint invariably fold like a French prizefighter once you show them you’re capable of real street violence. That’s one of the many valuable lessons I learned from my grandma back in our hardscrabble area of Philadelphia. She also taught me a few other things, like never trust rich people, empty cardboard refrigerator boxes are the greatest toys ever invented, and a penny saved is still just a fucking penny.

But, so listen, my job is alternately wonderful, brutal, glamorous, reprehensible, dangerous, hangoverific, toxic, deadly, a gift from the lipid solvent gods, and the best excuse for pretty much any horrible behavior you can think of. The pages that follow are littered with examples of all of these. But you should know going in that most of the book is also about consequences, good and bad. It’s an unsparing look at the complexities and contradictions, the shortcomings and strengths of men like me, and the many ways alcohol—to paraphrase Homer Simpson—really is the cause of and solution to all of life’s problems. As a professional booze scribe who’s seen countless drunks from all walks of life at the highest of highs and lowest of lows (a particular bar in Gary, Indiana, comes to mind), I’m all too familiar with this. And who knows? Maybe, just maybe, along the way I’ll stumble upon—perhaps even literally—some wisdom about why men like me drink so copiously, and find us some other outlet for coping with our deficiencies.

Of course we’ll be closely examining my own personal failings as a human being, and the very real possibility that many of them might be related to my boozing. We’ll take an unflinchingly honest look at whether the things Summer repeatedly pointed out in the waning days of our doomed dalliance might actually not have all been complete bullshit. And while I certainly don’t agree with most of what she had to say, I will admit in these pages that I am not the great man Young Me once imagined I’d turn out to be.

I’d be lying if I claimed there isn’t some small part of me that occasionally wonders if Summer might have had a point. It’s this little lingering thought that I’ve gotten really good at ignoring but haven’t quite been able to shake for good—kind of like a pebble stuck in the sole of my cross-trainers. At forty years old, can I justifiably explain away all manner of what polite society calls “bad behavior” as merely a professional obligation, or is it time to start entertaining the notion that I could just be a developmentally arrested lush?

From one perspective—let’s say, the grown-up female one—my lifestyle choices might be construed as reckless, even pitiable; a desperate cry for help from my wounded inner brat. Peter Pan Syndrome writ large. Or, well, OK, writ medium-sized. But I digress.

The wife of one of my oldest friends subscribes to this point of view. We’ll call him Bob—and her, Andi. Bob and Andi got married at twenty-four after a four-year courtship, and then promptly squeezed out three seemingly well-adjusted children together. Perfect family and all that. For years Andi chided me for carousing and bedding young women, insisting such behavior was merely my way of avoiding meeting life’s adult challenges head-on. I’d defend myself by saying I was simply having a good time, at which time she’d point to the fact that I’m unmarried and childless and have business cards with bunny ears on them that list my title as “Public Menace” as proof that in actuality I’m dreadfully unhappy and destined to die alone of herpes or liver failure or some hideous combination of the two.

Bob, on the other hand, swears I’m his hero.

Is it worth mentioning that Andi left Bob last year for another man? Now, that’s what I call meeting life’s adult challenges head-on! Hell, none other than Mötley Crüe drummer Tommy Lee himself—who got hitched to Pamela Anderson when she was in her PRIME, mind you—once told me that unless you’re dead set on having children, there’s absolutely no reason to ever live with or marry anyone. He also told me that because his dick is so big, it hurts to jog. He’s got a poet’s heart, that Tommy Lee.

And here’s the weird part: In a lot of ways I envied Bob and Andi. Because my job/lifestyle combo is like a supermodel serial killer—it might look great and be a whole lot of fun, but it will cut your throat if you take your eye off it for a second. As the poet said, writing about music is like dancing about architecture. If that’s true, then what I do is like smoking crack about crack. I am a professional risk-taker. I am the king’s taster: the medieval peasant who got to live the good life, eating a steady diet of foie gras until his luck ran out and one of the one-in-a-thousand morsels with arsenic in it landed on his plate. There’s a saying among commercial deep-sea divers that “there are old divers and there are bold divers, but there are no old, bold divers.” This profession isn’t all that different. In a heartbeat that breezy walk in the park can turn into a sprint through the fields away from a tornado.

That said, it is the best job for picking up chicks. Too bad it’s also the worst for keeping them. In fact, writing this book is only serving to underscore the central conflict of my existence: On one hand, I want nothing more than for Living Loaded to become a huge bestseller, because I’ve found that stunningly beautiful women are prone to sleeping with famous authors. On the other hand, if I do a truly great job of writing an unsparingly honest exposé of my working life, any self-respecting woman who reads it will likely prefer to date Tom Sizemore or Charlie Sheen or Eliot Spitzer over me. (Note: This reminds of me of something else Tommy Lee once told me—that the true definition of fame is being able to pick up the Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition, find a model you like, and have your manager set up a date with her. “And you bang her the first night too, dude,” he added. Again, a poet’s heart, that Tommy Lee.)

But let’s return for a moment to the time before I’d ever even heard of alcohol—also before I became a screw-up. Coincidence? It’s circa 1976, I’m seven years old and just as cute as can be (but so was Son of Sam at age seven). I was a little short on comic book money, but since I’ve always been the sort who thinks outside the box, I didn’t do lemonade stands like other kids. Instead, I decided to hawk homework help for a dime from a stand that looked like a lemonade stand, which I set up in front of my childhood home.

“What are you doooing, you reeetard?” jeers a pretty little blond girl about my age but easily a head taller. She is clearly the alpha blonde of a pack of equally pretty little tow-heads, whose body language betrays them as being beyond merely unimpressed with my wares. Their eye-rolling actually looks like some madly perfect modern-dance expression of scorn.

The other girls chime in on cue, teasing me cruelly and relentlessly until tears begin streaming down my dusty little-boy cheeks. My eyes burn and I hide my face in shame. When my mother emerges from the house to see what all the commotion is about, the little girls quickly scamper away.

“How’s business today, sweetie?” she asks, beaming with the maternal glow of a 1970s-style Donna Reed. Which is strange because she was the furthest thing from it.

“The girls think I’m dumb ’cause I don’t have a lemonade stand like everyone else,” I say, sniffling and wiping a tiny trembling hand over my tear-streaked face.

My mother comforts her enterprising little man with a tender kiss on the forehead.

“That’s what they think, huh?” she says. Her eyes, suddenly ablaze, trail my tormentors as they beat a hasty retreat. “Well, someday, when you’re running a successful Fortune 500 company, and those budding little bimbos are all on drugs and flunking out of junior college, we’ll see who’s dumb.”

Then she pats me on the head, drops a dime in my money can, and goes back inside the house. And Young Me smiles, my fabulous future unfolding in my young mind’s eye … girls on drugs … junior college dropouts. Something about bimbos budding …

And look at me now. I’m a forty-year-old, childless single dude who drinks for a living. Young Me would be deeply ashamed. Certainly he’d be shocked and embarrassed to learn that my two-month stint living under the same roof as Summer is as close as I can recall to being a real commitment with a woman. It sounds odd even saying it now, but long before I became the hard-living “Playboy Imbiber,” as I’ve come to be known, I wanted to be a family man—to live a non-ironic Leave It to Beaver lifestyle. Where I grew up there didn’t seem to be any other alternative. Getting married young and having kids is what normal people did in northeast Philadelphia. And from a very young age I desired nothing more than to be perceived as normal. At least, in the way that is felt by people who first suspect, then know, that they will never truly feel that way.

Instead of actually feeling “normal,” we ask ourselves “What would a normal person feel, say, think, or do in this situation?” And then we try to do, think, say, and, we hope, feel exactly that way. And that (plus the boozing) is a recipe for my problems with women—the cause of what I have come to think of as my first “net loss” in that department … er, “Annette” loss is more like it. But we’ll deal with that in chapter 4.

At any rate, to fully understand what I hope to deliver here, right now it’s time for the first of many informative (and crowd-pleasing) how-to lists you’ll encounter throughout this book.

How to Write a Book About Your Life
As a Professional Drunk

My friend and spiritual advisor, the late Dr. Hunter S. Thompson, once opined that writing is like sex in that it’s only fun for amateurs. Indeed, there is nothing quite so dreary as sitting alone day after day in a windowless home office, hungover, staring at a computer monitor and praying—most often futilely—for inspiration to strike, your millstone and your only respite being the gigantic pile of free booze in the cabinet that you have received, gratis, from liquor-company reps.

Ah, but it takes more than strong drink, discipline, and a near limitless capacity for self-flagellation to crank out a winning seventy-thousand-word tome about drinking and carousing—especially when all you’d really like is to be doing something much more enjoyable with your time. Like drinking or carousing with amateurs.

This being my second go-round with a boozy memoir, I’ve learned a thing or four about the process.

1) Embarrassing revelations about your past are good.

Whether it’s for reasons of schadenfreude, sympathetic connection, or just to feel better about themselves, people get off reading confessions about how magnificently fucked-up other people are … particularly if those scribes are practicing or recovering drunks, junkies, or sex freaks. For proof, look no further than enormously popular memoirists such as James Frey and Elizabeth Wurtzel. Throw in a life lesson or two gleaned from the experience and you’re golden.

For instance, I remember the time Young Me was ogling a Penthouse magazine with pages still sporting the little circle indentations from the box spring where, until a few moments earlier, it had resided under the pressure of my parents’ mattress. My eyes were wide, my heart delighted. It was my first close encounter with real naked-lady pictures. I had no idea what was happening to me as my organ swelled inside my Toughskins; all I knew was that life was suddenly richer and deeper than before. It was like discovering a room in my home that I never knew existed. And in that room were pictures. Lots of pictures. Pictures of girls thoroughly unlike the ones at school, or even at the public swimming pool. Then, just as suddenly as a whole new world of prurient delights had revealed itself to me, an adult hand swooped in and Young Me found myself over a lap, being spanked.

I learned two lessons that day: (a) Sex is the best and worst thing in life, and (b) When people are mad at you, it’s kind of hot.

See? Don’t you feel good about yourself now?

2) Admit you are powerless over your addiction.

In my case, I’m powerless over my addiction to dropping the names of famous people with whom I’ve crossed paths. We’re but one chapter in, and already you’re aware that I’m friendly with Mötley Crüe’s drummer and knew the literary giant who gave the world gonzo journalism. See what I did there? By copping to my celebrity compulsion I set myself up as a sympathetic (there’s that word again) rather than merely pathetic figure. So later on, when I follow the tale of the time I got trashed with Seann William Scott in Scotland with details of the time I got wacked with Bill Murray in Santa Monica, instead of thinking me a shameless bloodsucking sycophant, perhaps you’ll be impressed with the bravery I’ve exhibited in openly sharing my addiction. Hey, where’s my “Thank you, Dan”?

3) When in doubt about how to wrap up the first chapter of your drinking book, include a cocktail recipe that’ll make everyone happy. Plus, if there’s one thing I’ve learned, it’s that nothing takes people’s mind off your massive shortcomings more than getting them drunk.

Fish House Punch


1 1/2 cups superfine sugar

64 oz. water

32 oz. lemon juice

64 oz. amber rum

32 oz. brandy

4 oz. peach brandy




In a large punch bowl, use just enough water to dissolve the sugar. Add lemon juice, liquor, and the remaining water. Refrigerate for an hour. Add large block of ice. Serve. No garnish necessary.



4) Honesty is the best policy.

It is not, however, the most entertaining policy. So I’ll cop to something else: A few of the events recounted in these pages are what overzealous litterateurs and The Smoking Gun website might call “subject to debate” or “remembered clearly, but may have been a dream.” I drink for a living, folks, and as a result my memory is foggier than a San Francisco morning after a Grateful Dead show (in the early days, before the cops caught on). Plus, having grown up in a highly dysfunctional environment, as a coping mechanism I developed a vivid imagination, which I now have a hell of a time keeping in check. For instance, I’m not entirely sure that I have, as reported in chapter 5, made time with golf legend Greg Norman’s daughter. Then again, I’m not sure I haven’t. The truth depends largely on the tenacity of her legal representation. Same goes for Danny DeVito and Seann William Scott. In fact, the same goes for anyone in this book, including those in the acknowledgments. Especially those people, because I always fear I’ll end up drunk and homeless, babbling to imaginary friends. The sad part is, the people will actually exist, I’ll just imagine they’re my friends.

[image: ]

“The ManBag”

CREATED BY GAZ REGAN


2 1/2 oz. straight rye whiskey

2 dashes sweet vermouth

2 dashes Luxardo Maraschino liqueur

2 dashes Green Chartreuse

3 dashes Angostura bitters




Stir all ingredients over ice and strain into a chilled cocktail glass. Add the garnish. On second thought, scratch that last part. There ain’t no goddamned garnish! Garnish is for sissy boys.



“This drink is loosely based on the Police Gazette Cocktail, as detailed in the 1912 book The Hoffman House Bartender’s Guide. It highlights the style of drink preferred by sporting gents around the turn of the twentieth century, when the pugilistic art was greatly admired by anyone with balls. The name prevents wimps from ordering this drink. You gotta be a man to order a ManBag.”

–GAZ REGAN, from ArdentSpirits.com, is the author of the bartender’s GIN compendium, The Joy of Mixology, and numerous other works of cocktailian splendor.


TWO

Drink Like a Fucking Man, Man

[image: ] used to be a regular at P&J’s Tavern, a hole-in-the-wall in a down-and-out section of northeast Philly known as Summerdale. P&J’s was the first drinking establishment I ever went to, and over the course of a long summer many years ago it’s where I became a pinball wizard and honed my now considerable pool, darts, and shuffleboard skills. It’s also where I received a crash course in drunkenness, sex, obscene drunkenness, fisticuffs, and all manner of other types of unseemly behavior. Not that I engaged in any of it firsthand. At least, not that summer. After all, I was only seven.

It was a different time, one people seem to now think less enlightened. But I would argue that life was infinitely more interesting for kids in the seventies than it is now. I usually went to P&J’s with my dad. Back then, a heavy drinker taking a first-grader to a bar every day was no more frowned upon than that same guy driving the wee lad home after tying one on, then letting him play with lawn darts or listen to the Carpenters unsupervised. Dangerous, sure. Also really goddamn fun. I think it’s the toys of the era that I miss the most. Like those Click Clack Clackers with the two heavy acrylic balls on a string that when “clacked” together with enough force had a tendency to shatter, sending eye-piercing shards everywhere. Come to think of it, I should have picked some up for Timmy McFadden (more on that guy later).

But irresponsible as it might seem now, spending damn near every day with my pops at P&J’s in the summer of 1976 is one of two truly meaningful father-son bonding experiences I can recall from my childhood. The other happened when I was five and he kidnapped me and fled to Maryland. No shit. I’m going to leave that story be for now, though, except to say that I honestly believe the guy had my best interests at heart. Plus, I’ve got to set aside some material for my follow-up to this book, a weepy tell-all companion tentatively titled A Heartbreaking Work of Running with a Million Little Pieces of Scissors. Oprah, I hope you’re ready.

But back to P&J’s. P&J’s was my indoctrination, that watershed moment that changes everything. No matter who you are or where your own personal relationship with alcohol has taken you, your first encounter with booze is a singular event from which there is no turning back. In that moment you are set upon a journey toward becoming one of four different types of people: (1) a person who drinks; (2) a person who doesn’t drink; (3) a person who wishes he could handle drinking yet cannot; or (4) a person who is dead.

And while I’m sure there are a few teetotalers reading this in the interest of getting a peek behind the curtain, I think it’s a good bet that most of the folks reading this book are, like me, firmly entrenched in the first category. It would be naïve to rule out, however, that any one of us might become a three or four down the line somewhere. We’re all fours eventually, after all. And as far as number three goes, my extensive field research has revealed a cruel irony: A given person’s unwillingness to acknowledge their category-three potential vastly increases the possibility of it happening. Because alcohol does funny things to your brain. Sometimes it’s the ha-ha kind, and sometimes it’s the peculiar kind. And sometimes it’s the “I take my first-grader to the bar then drive him home drunk” kind. Hilarious, right?

Better Gin Than a Gun

My parents divorced when I was three. It wasn’t amicable. Not by a long shot. Still isn’t, even here on the other side of the millennium. My father, as you might have suspected based on the above, is an alcoholic, and my mother is crazier than a paisley snowflake in Jamaica. Check that—my dad is a recovering alcoholic. And while the one-day-at-a-timers at AA would no doubt strenuously object to my saying so, I’d even venture to say he’s recovered, since he’s not so much as touched a drop in more than twenty-five years. Mom, however, is definitely not a recovering crazy person. Turns out manic-depressive disorder with psychotic episodes is a bitch of a hard habit to break.

Now, I’m not here to wallow in self-pity or whine about how my parents fucked me up so badly it drove me to drink. That’s what therapy is for. And while there’s no doubt that my parents’ various issues have contributed to my love of the bottle, I’m not going to get all Freud on you. Instead, I’d like to address their impact on the type of drinker I’ve become. I remember reading a few years ago that England’s Department of Health came up with a list of the various types of problem drinkers. In my interpretation, they go a little something like this:


1) Pity-Party Drinkers: These are the poor bastards who drink because their lives suck. Whether they’re bereaved, divorced, dumped, in financial ruin, or just plain old sad sacks, alcohol is a comfort to these guys, a form of self-medication used to help them cope with their miserable existences in a godforsaken world. On the bright side, they make other people feel much better about themselves.

2) Five P.M. Sharp Drinkers: These folks have high-pressure jobs and stressful home lives that send them running to the nearest bar the second the clock strikes happy hour. In other words, 90 percent of the adult population. They use booze to help them relax, unwind, and ease the transition between their equally hellish work and personal lives.

3) Bachelor Party Drinkers: These are the guys with such busy social calendars they can find the time to get together only on special occasions (generally ones that involve strippers). But when they do manage to get together, they know how to make up for the lost time—and then some. The memories from their frat house days may have faded, but the bond of drunken sex with strangers lasts forever. Note: These are the people you want to go to Vegas with.

4) Barstool-Glued-to-Their-Ass Drinkers: These people believe that going to the pub every night is “what men do.” The bar is their second home, and it should be, since their tabs are about on par with their mortgages. We all know these people. They’re the cast of Cheers.

5) Desperate Housewives Drinkers: These are those for whom alcohol is company, making up for an absence of, you know, real people. Think Eva Longoria unwinding with a glass (or three) of vino after a long day of cleaning, cooking, and scheming. For these women (as the name implies, they are mostly women), drinking often marks the end of the day, when they’ve finished working around the house and are getting ready to work at pretending they can stand their husbands.

6) “Punch Me As Hard As You Can” Drinkers: These are the macho dudes who have cultivated an alpha-male persona revolving around their drinking prowess to compensate for their lack of brain, brawn, and overall appeal to women. These dudes feel a constant need to prove their masculinity—i.e., their ability to pound shots of
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