
		I. THE ACTOR

		THE MOST FAMOUS COCKTAIL BARTENDER in cinema history is, regrettably, the one played by Tom Cruise in Cocktail, the critically drubbed, commercially successful vehicle the toothy actor headlined in 1988, at the height of his newfound fame and popularity. His young audience recognized the type, no doubt. They’d seen bartenders of his stripe in the clubs and single bars and TGI Fridays, glad-handing and bottle-tossing and making time with the opposite sex. What they thought a cocktail was is another matter. Chances are it fell in line with the triumphal piece of doggerel Cruise delivers to a rapt crowd in the film:

		The Sex on the Beach, the schnapps made from peach

		The Golden Hammer, the Alabama Slammer

		I make things with juice and froth

		The Pink Squirrel, the Three-Toed Sloth

		I make drinks so sweet and snazzy

		The Iced Tea, the Kamikaze

		The Orgasm, the Death Spasm

		The Singapore Sling, the Ding-a-Ling.

		The 1980s were dark days for drinking. Cocktails were simply uncool: establishment intoxicants of which your parents had drunk too many. They had been erased from youthful memory by the druggie haze of the 1960s, then relegated to the clubs of the 1970s and 1980s as just one of many stimulants on offer. By that point, any cocktails that were recognizable by name were made with vodka, the anodyne Harvey Wallbanger leading the pack. The Margarita and Daiquiri still had an audience, but in so whipped-up and tarted-out a form that their alcoholic base hardly mattered. Bourbon, America’s native elixir, was in eclipse, undrunk. Rye, once bourbon’s rival, was nearly extinct. Rum was a joke, something to do with those tacky tiki bars. Gin, a relic, contemptuously erased by the ascendant vodka.
 An actor, not Tom Cruise, was about to change all that.

		

		THROUGHOUT MUCH OF THE LATE twentieth century, the cliché went, bartending was a placeholder job taken by actors while they waited for their career to take off. It’s perversely appropriate, then, that an actor should have spearheaded the bartending revolution.

		Dale DeGroff, a Rhode Island boy and Navy brat, did do some acting, both in New York and Los Angeles. The stage dream died hard—in later years he put together a touring cabaret act—but he listened when, while working at the swanky Hotel Bel-Air in L.A., a colleague commented, “I know you want to do the acting thing, but you may want to consider sticking to bartending, because you’re pretty good at it.”

		Compared to the other sidetracked actors behind L.A. bars, “Dale seemed to take bartending more seriously” than his colleagues, recalled his old childhood pal, Gerry Holland. “I noticed on his bookshelves some old bartending books.”

		DeGroff stayed at the Bel-Air for six years, beginning in 1978, teaching himself about spirits and cocktails simply out of a sense of self-preservation; he wanted to keep a good job he knew he wasn’t qualified for. At a time when bartenders largely winged it, he chose to give a damn. His customers may have noticed, but the world did not. As longtime Los Angeles–based restaurant critic Jonathan Gold remembered it, “Dale DeGroff was here for years and made no impact. Nobody heard of him or his cocktails.”
 A stint at Charley O’s, a New York restaurant run by legendary impresario Joe Baum, had helped get DeGroff the Bel-Air gig. And it would be Baum who finally lent definition to DeGroff’s pursuits. After his childhood pal Holland told him Baum was opening a fine-dining restaurant called Aurora, DeGroff convinced his wife to move back to New York in 1985.

		Baum can, as much as anyone, be called the father of the modern cocktail era, though a rehabilitation of the bar was just one of the many ways he changed the way Americans dined out. He created some of the nation’s first themed restaurants (Forum of the Twelve Caesars, La Fonda del Sol) and lent dining a sense of theatre. His exacting attention to detail extended far beyond the modern American twists on classic cuisines to service, décor, architecture, and menu execution. For Aurora, he wanted to have a classic cocktail bar, and he was auditioning Dale for the job of running it. He instructed the younger man to go out and purchase a certain book and study it.

		“The son of a bitch said to me, ‘You can find out a lot about this in a book called How to Mix Drinks by Jerry Thomas. I went to bookstores looking for it. Finally one guy said, ‘You know, this is familiar.’ He looks it up and comes back. ‘This book has been out of print since 1929. It was originally published in 1862.’ Joe hadn’t told me that.”

		Dale threw himself into creating the cocktail bar of Baum’s dreams. It wasn’t easy. Baum, whose instructions were often oblique, wasn’t very specific. He mainly told DeGroff if he was veering right or wrong.

		“Joe never told me anything,” said DeGroff. “He tasted my Bloody Bull at Aurora and said, ‘There’s something wrong with it. Fix it.’ I couldn’t figure it out.” One day DeGroff was at a Chinese restaurant and noticed the traditional dish Orange Beef on the menu. Suddenly he knew what was wrong with his the beef broth–based drink. “I gotta get my lemon and lime out of my Bloody Bull. As soon as I put in a twist of orange and a dash of orange juice, Joe tasted it and said, ‘OK.’”
 Baum insisted that the bar have no soda guns—a shortcut that had become pervasive in bars starting after World War II—and fresh juice instead of the widely used prefabricated sour mix that was squirted into any drink requiring citrus. DeGroff was hesitant. What if it got busy? Shouldn’t they keep some sour mix on hand? Baum said that if DeGroff couldn’t handle the work, he’d just find someone who could. The bartender decided to work it out.

		DeGroff had known about Baum long before he worked for him. As young men in 1970, both DeGroff and his friend Gerry Holland got jobs in the mailroom at the famous Madison Avenue ad agency Lois Holland Callaway. (The Holland in the name was Ron Holland, Gerry’s brother.) The firm handled Restaurant Associates Industries, the mammoth, industry-changing outfit at which Baum created and ran Four Seasons, the Brasserie, the Forum of the Twelve Caesars, and many others. Ron Holland had an expense account of $3,000 for Baum’s restaurants. Dale and Joe would find out where Ron was going, and show up for a free meal. Everything was high design and high concept, each detail on the walls and on the plate seen to. It was a nice change from the slum apartment DeGroff and Gerry Holland occupied on West 74th Street, where people would lurk under stairwells, waiting to jump you.

		DeGroff received an accidental culinary education. He often found himself at the same lunch table as Baum, so the restaurant industry lessons started early. DeGroff recalls walking into a restaurant when Baum stopped the maître d’ short and asked, “‘What’s wrong with the consommé?’ I say, ‘Joe, c’mon. You can walk into this place and just by smelling find out there’s something wrong with the consommé?’ He said, ‘There’s always something wrong with the consommé.’ That’s Joe’s style. Get them on their toes.”

		Dale’s tour of duty with Baum began auspiciously. Aurora made a fortune. It was situated in a building full of bankers who came down to drink a lot. Then the 1987 crash hit. “The market went into an unprecedented spiral, at the time,” recalled DeGroff. “And overnight, that place dried up. They fired two-thirds of the staff. Aurora never recovered from that.”
 As far as DeGroff’s bartending career was concerned, however, it was just a bump. Baum had used Aurora’s bar program as a laboratory for a larger project: the reopening of the 1930s-era Rainbow Room, on two floors at the top of Rockefeller Center. It was to be a nightlife showplace, and DeGroff wanted to be its chief barman.

		“Joe worked on five-year plans,” said DeGroff. “Aurora was the workshop. That’s where he worked with Kevin Zraly, with Milton Glaser.” Zraly, a former wine salesman, became a world-renowned wine educator, and Glaser was the legendary graphic designer who came up with the “I ♥ NY” logo. “I wanted to be a part of this. These were cool people.” DeGroff presented a menu draft to Joe, drawing on bygone New York society meccas like the Colony and the Stork Club. Baum dismissed it. He’d already tried it all: he had done tiki at the Hawaiian Room; Pisco Sours at Fonda del Sol; fancy cocktails at Forum of the Twelve Caesars.

		DeGroff regrouped. He put together a menu of classic cocktails from the glamorous era the Rainbow Room was meant to recapture, the just-post-Prohibition period when drinks like the Ramos Gin Fizz and Sazerac were not yet forgotten. Baum rejected the first attempt as too ambitious. “I tried to do twenty-six cocktails,” said DeGroff. “It was a disaster. I had to go down to sixteen.”

		DeGroff wanted everything behind the bar to be premium; no junk brands. His principled stand took some fortitude. “The Rainbow Room became a magnet from the very beginning for anything cocktail related. I was fighting off liquor companies.”

		Despite the insistence on quality spirits and ingredients, Baum would not allow DeGroff and his fellow bartenders to use jiggers. Measurements had to be accurate, but free-poured, from bottle to mixing glass. “It was the times,” explained DeGroff. “There was only one kind of bar that jiggered in the ’50s, ’60s, and ’70s. Irish bars. An ounce and a quarter, if you’re lucky. The perception was that if you jiggered, you were a cheap-ass little bar. He wanted people who came into the Rainbow Room to feel like they’d come into his house. He wanted that feeling of hospitality.”
 DeGroff’s old mailroom buddy and lunch partner, Gerry Holland, witnessed DeGroff’s hospitality skills quickly developing. “I think Dale used his theatre and acting skills to create what they now call the celebrity bartender,” said Holland.
 The reimagined Rainbow Room, as envisioned by Baum and executed over two years by architect Hugh Hardy, an expert in reclamations of classic New York properties, was—as it had been in the 1930s—about as swankily Manhattan an experience as possible; the kind of place that inspired proposals and lifelong memories; the only place, as Glaser put it, that matched the sweep and style of New York nightclubs as depicted in old black-and-white movies. There was a restaurant, grill, bar, and business dining rooms spread over two floors. The waiters wore tails. The dance floor revolved. “Finally, unabashedly, it’s a theatrical experience, not just a functional one,” Baum told the New York Times. “It’s about the lift of being in New York.”

		DeGroff and his bar team—who had as a backdrop a five-foot-high model of a streamlined ocean liner designed by Norman Bel Geddes—were a big part of that lift. Jared Brown, who would become the author of many books about cocktails and spirits, was hired as a waiter at the Rainbow Room in 1990. One day, he heard a guy say, “Hey, you! Want to see a flaming twist?” (The flamed orange twist—in which the oils from a squeezed orange peel briefly feed a lit match, spritzing burnt citrus mist over the surface of a cocktail—was a trick that dated back decades. But few had seen it before DeGroff did it, and the bartender made it his calling card.)

		“He was a very smooth, old-school bartender,” remembered Brown. “Not a lot of flash. Not paying a huge amount of attention to the drink he was making. He was always busy engaging with the guest.” DeGroff’s bonhomie was effortless. He could talk about the horse races with the guy whose paper was open to the sports section and engage the visitor on tourist topics, deftly never letting the conversation circle around to him.
 “He cut a good figure behind the bar,” recalled William Grimes, who had written about drinks for Esquire in the 1980s and moved to the New York Times just after the Rainbow Room opened in 1987. “They had these spiffy uniforms. He squeezed the orange rind and ignited it. It was kind of like shooting your cuffs. There was a sense of a conductor at the head of a great orchestra.”

		Steve Olson had introduced classic cocktails and premium spirits at the various restaurants across the country where he had been sommelier and beverage director. But he had witnessed nothing like what he saw on his first visit to the Rainbow Room. He ordered a Manhattan and stared in wonder as DeGroff stirred—not shook, as was the common custom at the time—the drink. “I thought, What the fuck is that?” said Olson. “That was a moment that changed my life, watching Dale DeGroff stir a Manhattan.”

		Grimes started writing about DeGroff and followed him as his work behind the bar progressed. “He would forage for ingredients,” said Grimes. “Got things in Jamaica. It was like adding keys to the piano keyboard. Everyone was working with twenty keys, and he had forty and sixty. He had the mighty Wurlitzer behind him.”

		“I was always hunting for lost ingredients,” said DeGroff. “Proper maraschino liqueur—Luxardo wasn’t available yet. Peychaud’s bitters took some time to locate, and if I hadn’t promised the distributor Spirit of Hartford to promote it, John D. Taylor’s Velvet Falernum probably wouldn’t be in the country.” Quality bar tools, too, were difficult to find. The bowl-shaped, perforated Julep strainers needed to properly strain stirred drinks from a mixing glass, for example, were not widely used, and those available were cheaply made.
 DeGroff and his team did not enjoy a trial period with the public. From day one, the bar was six deep. Patrons, thirsty for cocktails they hadn’t seen in a generations—and done well—ordered them like there was no tomorrow.

		Grimes observed how the cocktails were just one element of the spell DeGroff was trying to cast, an atmospheric tapestry that took in the décor, the views, the level of service, and myriad other details.

		“The sun would set,” explained Grimes, “it would shade into dark evening, the lights on the Manhattan skyscrapers would come out. It was like taking a romantic voyage up there. You felt removed from the rest of the world, kind of floating out from the skyline of Manhattan, and getting these absolutely tremendous drinks.”
 

		DEGROFF’S COCKTAILS SEEMED SO TREMENDOUS partly due to how starkly they contrasted to the dross then on offer at chain cocktail purveyors like TGI Fridays.

		As the cocktail renaissance gathered steam in the early and mid-’00s, there was a predictable checklist of things all bartenders would repudiate out of hand as anathema to the movement. Sour mix, cheater ice, mixto tequila, vodka, and the Cosmopolitan were all poison. And it was an article of faith that TGI Fridays represented everything that was wrong about cocktails. The drinks were sweet and garishly colored, used bottom-shelf liquors, and were served in glasses the size of fishbowls.

		But it hadn’t always been that way. In its early days, TGI Fridays—and the other chains it inspired, like Hard Rock Café and Planet Hollywood—was an incubator of bartending skill and discipline during a period when bartending was considered a dead end.

		“There would be no cocktail movement without them,” said Philip Duff flatly. Duff, an itinerant cocktail consultant and speaker, knows this is an unpopular opinion, even an embarrassing one. “It’s like saying Mussolini made the trains run on time or Hitler loved dogs. You just can’t say it. It’s absolutely true, but you can’t say it.”
 Duff grew up in Scerries, a coastal town twenty miles north of Dublin. He started bartending at age fifteen. Scerries had twelve pubs for its five thousand people. One, Nealon’s, was an oddity. The son of the owner had once gone to Dallas and seen one of the world’s first TGI Fridays franchises. “He opened, to my knowledge, the first copy of a TGI Fridays anywhere,” said Duff. (The first official UK TGIF wouldn’t open until several years later, in Birmingham.) “This place was remarkable. Flair bartending, free pouring, cocktails, exotic things like tequila.” That was where Duff got his start in the business.

		Duff moved to London in the late ’80s with a firm objective—to work at TGI Fridays. “It was the best training in the industry and the best money. If you got a job at one of the ones in London, you could potentially earn thirty-five thousand pounds a year. That was a fortune.”

		After a couple of bar jobs in Notting Hill and near Marble Arch, he was finally hired at the TGI Fridays in South Croydon. He went through six weeks of rigorous training and had to learn more than four hundred drinks. “You had to do food safety qualification, learn the food menu—before, I hasten to add, you spoke to a customer. And you were ranked every quarter according to your position in the bar program, as to how good you were. And the top three bartenders got to write their own schedules.”

		Many of the UK programs, including the first one in Birmingham, had been set up by “Magic” Mike Werner, one of TGI Fridays’ globe-trotting master bar trainers. He and five other trainers lived in a six-bedroom London flat nine months out of the year. Finding UK bartenders to fit the TGI Fridays mold wasn’t easy. The British barkeeps didn’t tend to speak to customers until spoken to. “He had to Americanize them,” said Werner.

		Long before the mixology consultants and brand ambassadors of the twenty-first century began regularly dropping brand knowledge on bar staffs, TGI Fridays trainees had to learn how spirits were made and the background of particular brands. They couldn’t pour any bottle without an intimate knowledge of the contents. Hospitality was key, too. “You had to tell us fifteen jokes,” said Werner. “They couldn’t be racist or anything like that. The bartenders, while they made you a drink, they’d talk to you, tell you a joke, entertain you. You mingle with the people around you. That was the key function of the whole master bartender test. That master bartender had to know how to get customers involved.”
 TGI Fridays began as one corner joint on the Upper East Side. In 1965, Alan Stillman bought an old bar called the Good Tavern at the corner of First Avenue and 63rd Street. The neighborhood was home to a number of stewardesses and secretaries. His motivation for everything was: what would women like? He hired only jocks as bartenders, and dressed them in form-fitting soccer shirts. The handsome men—as well as the bright, cheery atmosphere, accentuated by red-and-white-striped awnings and Tiffany lamps—attracted women, who longed for a place where they could drink in comfort and peace. Soon, the women attracted young men. Lines formed outside and cordons were set up.

		Stillman opened additional bars named after other days of the week—Tuesday’s, Ice Cream Sunday’s—but TGI Fridays was the one with legs. He began to franchise the restaurant in the early ’70s. In 1972, Daniel R. Scoggin opened one in Dallas. The location performed phenomenally, and its raised square bar and multilevel seating became the industry standard. Werner was a teenage runaway from Milwaukee who had done a tour with the Navy. He used to go to the TGIF in Houston every night. In 1979, he began working there.

		Though the chain now has a reputation as a family restaurant that also serves drinks, in its early years it was clearly a singles bar that happened to serve food. And the bartender was the top of the staff pyramid. “You were first a busser,” said Werner, “then a waiter. When you were a top-ten waiter, you were eligible for barback. As barback, you were not allowed to look at or talk to the guests. You cut fruit, made mixes. Nine months later, you became a bartender. Typically, a bartender made more than anyone in the restaurant.”
 To become a bartender you had to learn four hundred drinks and pass a test. Twenty-five of those drinks you had to make blindfolded, in a certain amount of time, knowing through muscle memory where each bottle was. Werner climbed the ladder very quickly. Each quarter, his bartender rating rose, until he became head bartender.

		The TGI Fridays of the ’70s served very little beer. “It was a lot of Martinis, a lot of Scotch, and the rest were highballs,” said Werner.” The juices used in the drinks were freshly squeezed, and a house “sweet and sour” mix was made every day with citrus and fresh eggs. Everything was free poured, but with accuracy, and Martinis and Manhattans were properly stirred, not shaken as at most bars. At a time when few people outside of New Orleans knew what a Ramos Gin Fizz was, TGI Fridays in Texas made them every Sunday from scratch.

		When TGI Fridays corporate found out Werner had been writing out a training manual in his spare time, they promoted him to trainer. Trainers were needed. The chain was purchased by Carlson Companies in 1975, and opened twenty-five to thirty new shops a year. Because of the increased workload, the vaunted training method was diluted. “To train like we used to at Fridays was almost impossible,” said Werner. The instruction period for a bartender went from nine months to six weeks. Diminished, too, were the recipes.

		Still, the TGI Fridays train chugged along and developed its acolytes, including David O’Malley, who would use what he learned from Werner when he opened his various bars in San Francisco, including Bix and Bacar. But it was in the London cocktail resurgence that the TGI Fridays effect had deeper roots.
 “TGI Fridays is what this country needed,” said Jason Crawley, a British bartender who became an influential cocktail consultant and trainer in Australia. “The drinks were shit, but we didn’t know that at the time.”

		Angus Winchester, another bartender who became an important consultant, had a brother who bartended at Planet Hollywood in London. “TGI Fridays, Planet Hollywood, and Hard Rock for a long time had a proper bar program and a sense of pride and swagger,” he said.

		Having worked at a London TGI Fridays, Duff could thereafter write his own ticket. “It was like being in the first graduating glass of MBAs,” he said. “Everyone wants you.”

		As the religion of craft cocktails began to rise in London in the late ’90s, the influence of the big bar-restaurants began to wane until, by 2000, their name was mud. The veterans and insiders knew their training systems were solid. But brash young bartenders knew only that they served bad drinks.

		Ironically, however, the cocktail movement’s UK guru, Dick Bradsell, retained enough respect for the TGI Fridays model that he often hired their ex-bartenders for his own artisan watering holes. He knew that, underneath it all, they were “clean and efficient.”

	
		II. A BRITISH BARTENDER

		BY THE TIME DALE DEGROFF was making headlines at the Rainbow Room, Dick Bradsell, who would become the London cocktail scene’s own DeGroff figure, had been working his game for a decade or more, at Zanzibar and Soho Brasserie, serving Martinis and Pisco Sours, and even coming up with a few new drinks of his own. 

		In the world of British bartending, Dick Bradsell was an anomaly. Not because he was introverted, socially awkward, and sloppy (seeming drawbacks in his chosen profession)—though he was all those things. He was unusual because he was British.

		The history of twentieth-century London bartending is the history of immigrants. Although there certainly were pubs owned by men and women of English blood, the posh hotel bars—those few places where cocktail culture was preserved—were for decades the domain of foreigners seeking a better life in England’s capital.

		In the late 1970s and early 1980s, the big names in British bartending were Italian: Peter Dorelli at the Savoy’s American Bar, Salvatore Calabrese at Dukes Hotel, and Gilberto Preti, also at the Dukes. They were known for their old-school manners and habit. And they were union men.

		“There were a lot of Italians,” said Simon Ford. “They were making their cocktails in bars and doing it a certain way, and they were wearing white gloves.”
 Dorelli, a Roman, came to the UK in 1958 at age eighteen to escape both entering the family banking business and compulsory Italian army service. (“No one puts a gun in my hand,” he said years later.) He did whatever he could to get by, working as a handyman and shoveling coal into boilers, outstaying his visa. A job at Stone’s Chop House, part of the Savoy Hotel Group, led to a position at the adjoining Pebble Bar and then, finally, the famed American Bar. More than other London hotel watering holes, that bar kept the classic cocktail flame burning in London. Dorelli served Rickeys and sours to the over-forty crowd, many of them tourists.

		Calabrese, considerably younger than Dorelli, came from the Amalfi Coast. He got his start behind the bar at eleven, when his father got him a job at a local hotel. He moved to London in 1980, where he found an English wife, who found him an English job, at the Dukes, a small, exclusive hotel off St. James Place. It was a tiny bar. Calabrese knew he couldn’t work in quantity, so he focused on quality, collecting and selling rare spirits, and perfecting the house Martini, which was praised and made famous by Stanton Delaplane, a San Francisco-based travel and food writer. (Delaplane made the rounds of international bars. He is credited with introducing the Irish Coffee to America.) Over a dozen years ending in 1994, Calabrese forged a reputation as a silky, serious, and dignified bartender.

		By the 1980s, Dorelli and Calabrese headed the United Kingdom Bartenders Guild, which was “an Italian mafia golf club,” in the estimation of Simon Difford, who would found the drinks-world trade magazine Class in 1997. Difford recalled going to a UKBG meeting when he had just begun publishing Class and being told he wasn’t properly dressed. “They were all standing there in their blazers and badges. That was not the cool scene that young bartenders wanted to be a part of.”

		Dick Bradsell admired the style of Dorelli. He’d hang out at the Savoy, studying the Italian, who had been trained by people whose training led back to famed Savoy barman Harry Craddock, author of the Savoy Cocktail Book. Dorelli was thus one of the last few living links to the previous golden age of London cocktails. “It was very impressive,” admitted Bradsell. But he found the place “shushy,” and the union—the UK Bartender’s Guild—stiff, with its uniforms and rule-bound cocktail competitions.
 Even as his star rose in the ’90s, he never joined the union. “I couldn’t be bothered,” he said, with characteristic contrariness. “They’ve asked me to join three or four times. I didn’t see the reason.”

		Dorelli must have seen in Bradsell as unlikely a future for English bartending as Bradsell saw in Dorelli. “Dick is a great bartender, a mess as a human being,” Dorelli quipped. “The British are all introverts; they are uncomfortable with people.”

		Dick Bradsell was a short, wiry man with a taut, sharp-featured face and a clipped, querulous way of speaking. He was raised on the Isle of Wight, the rebellious son of a man who worked for the ministry of defense. He left home in 1977 and took a hedonistic swan dive into London nightlife. According to Dick, the family was glad to see him go; a couple of home-destroying parties had attracted the attention of the local police and sent him packing. Still, it was the military that led him to what would become his career.

		In London, Bradsell worked for his uncle, who ran the Naval and Military Club in Piccadilly, a proper gentlemen’s club frequented by ex-army and navy people. Hired at nineteen, he worked through every single job in the place, including bartender, making Pink Gins for retired brass. By the time he left the club, he found he liked the bar business.

		A friend got him a job in the late 1970s as a runner in the Zanzibar Club, a hip members’ club in Covent Garden with a long bar and bartenders in waistcoats and ties. It was a place where “David Bowie was kept waiting at the door.” The drinks were of a higher class as well. A bottle of exotic pisco was kept on the bar for a Chilean man who came in once a day and asked for a Pisco Sour. Ray Cook, the senior bartender, tossed the young barback a copy of his bible, The Fine Art of Mixing Drinks, a 1948 tome by David A. Embury, an opinionated American attorney with a deep interest in the proper construction of a mixed drink. 
 Bradsell combed through Embury: the history of specific cocktails, theories on preparation and balance, and so on. It was all new to him, and he absorbed every word. Embury remained his driver’s manual throughout his career.

		“He was obsessed with Embury’s book,” said Nick Strangeway, who later worked under Dick Bradsell. “There was a copy behind every bar. He’d always start with the Embury version of something.” (Because of Bradsell’s ensuing and widespread influence, it can be argued that the subsequent London cocktail boom was largely rooted in Embury formulas. Bradsell sometimes cited the existence of the Embury book as the reason he didn’t need to write one of his own.)

		In those days, there were only three places to drink in London, according to Strangeway: “There were pubs, hotel bars, and illegal places.” The pubs, by law, closed early. (“Our version of Prohibition was concentrated drinking periods,” said Strangeway.) The hotel bars were stuffy. And the third option—well, that had its own drawbacks. Many of the latter were owned by Paul Raymond, the notorious, mustachioed, fur coat–wearing, porn-magazine kingpin who owned much of SoHo.

		In answer to this vexing drinking dilemma came a new breed of private drinking den that catered to hip young night owls. These were membership clubs, but not like the stone mausoleums along Pall Mall and St. James Street. Those were for the old establishment. The new style of membership clubs would be like Fred’s Club.

		Fred Taylor worked alongside Bradsell as a bartender at the restaurants Zanzibar and Soho Brasserie, and wanted to create a bar of his own: a club for the “right” young people, the ones who couldn’t (or didn’t want to) get into the older, stodgier clubs and were tired of the proletariat pub scene. Taylor wanted to serve them cocktails as good as any that could be had in London.
 When the two-floor Fred’s Club swung its doors open in 1987, media people came in swarms, sitting on high stools along the long, gently curved wooden bar. Rockers went there for post-concert partying. “At the time, it was revolutionary,” recalled Bradsell. “It was a big preclubbing bar. It was the drinking hole of the arty classes.”

		Fred’s was the first place where Dick was given creative license, and he went on a tear, inventing a slew of modern classics, major and minor, that are still enjoyed today and at the time struck drinkers as thunderbolts of innovation. The Bramble was a gin sour when nobody was thinking much about gin, and made with crème de mûre, a blackberry liqueur nobody thought of at all. The Vodka Espresso (today better known as the Espresso Martini) was a marriage of cold vodka, fresh hot espresso, and coffee liqueur that Bradsell may have invented at the Soho Brasserie, prior to working at Fred’s—supposedly in response to a supermodel’s request for a drink that would “wake her up, then fuck her up.”

		The drinks were good enough that they made an impression on patrons who were happy to get their hands on anything, liquid or powder, that helped their high. And everybody liked Dick. Strangeway, who graduated from the kitchen to the bar at Fred’s while still a teenager, remembers the people he called FODs—Friends of Dick. “We literally just chucked out Sea Breezes, and he’d just be slowly stirring Martinis.”

		Bradsell would stay at Fred’s as long as at any place he ever worked—five years. His next stage would also be in SoHo, but much more public in character. And it would make him the most famous bartender in Britain.
 

		Oliver Peyton ran in the same business circles as Bradsell—clubs and booze—and did very well by both. He had known the barman “forever” by the time he hired him for his new Atlantic Bar & Grill. To Bradsell, Peyton was “the golden boy who did stuff.”
 Peyton was Irish, born in County Mayo. Industrious and ambitious from a ridiculously young age, Peyton owned a nightclub called the Can in Brighton in 1982, when he was twenty, and another in London, Raw, soon after. Thin, awkward, bespectacled, he was hardly the club impresario type. Neither was he the liquor baron type. But that didn’t stop him from becoming the largest retailer of Kirin beer in Europe, or convincing the Japanese to let him import Sapporo beer to the UK in 1986, or getting Absolut to let him do the same with their vodka. In the latter case, he beat out seventy other applicants.

		In 1980s England, there was no brand consciousness where spirits were concerned. “My key job,” said Peyton, “was to get people to stop saying ‘vodka and tonic.’ I wanted them to say, ‘Absolut and tonic.’” He did that through an unorthodox array of stratagems, familiar today but unheard of at the time. He sold the brand bar to bar, ginned up a contest in which people were allowed to submit their own ad, and advertised in a gay magazine, buying the centerfold to showcase a “naked” bottle of Absolut. In the bars, he tried to create a cocktail culture where there was none, teaching bartenders how to make Bloody Marys and Vodka Martinis, and holding cocktail competitions, with trips to Sweden as the top prize.

		“I don’t remember brands until Absolut came along,” recalled bartender Nick Strangeway.

		Peyton, though openly “trying to make a living out of having fun,” never had clubbing in his blood. It was a means to an end. By the time he opened the Atlantic Bar & Grill, he had tired of the culture altogether. “I was starting to get older,” he said. “I got a bit bored of all that Ecstasy culture. I really wanted to sit down. Nightclubbing got younger. I wanted something more adult.”

		Something more adult was, to him, a restaurant. After some searching, he found a space on Glasshouse Street just off Piccadilly. A one-time “dodgy, rent-boy kind of nightclub,” it turned out to be a secret portal to an underground lair full of surprises, an Escher puzzle made up of five or six different rooms on different levels. On his way out after inspecting it, he tore at a marble column he thought was a fake. Behind it, he saw a corniced ceiling. In the corridor, there was a historic license. It said the property was registered to stay open until 3 a.m. “Suddenly, it became very interesting.”
 The Atlantic arrived in 1994 with a cymbal crash. London had never seen anything like it: a fashionable night spot that wasn’t private, wasn’t sketchy, and didn’t close early. The interior seemed to go on forever: a sweeping staircase leading down to a lobby that was likened to that of a 1930s ocean liner, a restaurant, and two bars. The more famous of the two was called Dick’s Bar.

		Peyton didn’t actually promise Bradsell his own bar. But he did ask him to come up with a name. “I said, ‘If we don’t come up with a good name, I’m going to call it Dick’s,’” said Bradsell. “He said, ‘No, don’t call it that.’” But Dick’s Bar it was, and it changed the cocktail game in London, because it not only put craft cocktails in front of a thirsty public, but also placed the cocktail maker front and center.

		“I think one of the seminal moments in the evolution of the London bar scene is when Ollie decided to name the members’ bar at the Atlantic after Dick,” said Ben Reed, who would soon become a celebrity bartender himself. It was, in Philip Duff’s words, “the zero year of modern English bartending.”

		At Dick’s, bartending involved a bit of social engineering. “You have to bear in mind that men didn’t drink cocktails,” said Nick Strangeway, who had followed Bradsell from Fred’s Club to the Atlantic. “Or, rather, young men didn’t drink cocktails. They didn’t drink things in a martini-shaped glass. Places like Atlantic made it cool for men to hold a cocktail glass and drink something that wasn’t a pint of beer.”

		Not everyone who went was enlightened when it came to spirits. According to Angus Winchester, an early bartender there, he sold a lot of Champagne and wine, and the most popular drink in those early days was Pear Drop Shots—crushed-up pear candies mixed with shots of vodka. But the Atlantic answered a need, offering a middle ground between the stuffy, serious hotel bars and the vapid discos. Peyton was doing eight hundred to nine hundred covers a night and still booking dinners as late as 11:30.
 The door was tough; being beautiful or famous helped you get past the bouncer. Kate Moss could get in; she was the first person served by bartender Winchester after he was hired. Artist Damien Hirst, who made it his business in the 1990s and ’00s to be a fly at whatever bar was hot at the moment, was a regular. (Hirst himself would briefly own a restaurant and bar.) Alanis Morissette had a birthday bash there, and Def Leppard threw a launch party. Pierce Brosnan, then the reigning film Bond, ordered Martinis; Bill Murray stepped behind the bar and made his own drinks. Goldie Hawn, Robert DeNiro, Madonna—the list went on. Nevertheless, Peyton, chasing a certain nightlife democracy, ordered the doormen to keep the crowd eclectic, telling them to “go down and look at what the balance was of suits, trendies, women, men, blacks. It was a constant thing for me, the balance of people.”

		Once you got in, there was another cordon outside Dick’s Bar, “a queue within the queue,” as bartender Alex Turner put it. “It was smaller, we had better music, it was more intimate, we had a nicer-looking staff. We always had a hard-core crowd. They drank all the time.”

		With the mad popularity came a bit of actual madness.

		“It was chaos,” remembered Strangeway. Bradsell’s work habits didn’t help things. A genius at communicating matters of drink philosophy and creation, he was, in practice, a messy bartender. “Dick made brilliant drinks,” observed Philip Duff. “But ‘speed,’ ‘efficiency,’ ‘hygiene,’ ‘clean as you go’ were strange words to him. He would make a drink, trash a station, move on to the next station, make a drink, and trash that.”
 Because he had put Dick’s name on the bar, Peyton made Bradsell promise he’d stay a while. But Bradsell was gone in six months, putting into play a rolling-stone pattern he would follow for years to come.

		“My doctor told me to leave,” Bradsell said. “It was the most stressful place I ever worked. It was totally, impossibly disorganized.”

		Bradsell didn’t suffer for his hasty retreat; he was already a legend in the industry and had no trouble finding work. Neither did Dick’s Bar falter without Dick. The Atlantic marched on for years. The bar became a training ground for bartenders who would come to dominate the scene in the years to come, none more important than the men—Alex Turner, Dre Masso, Jamie Terrell, Doug Ankrah—who would eventually play a part in forming LAB, a cool abbreviation for London Academy of Bartenders. LAB began as a school and then morphed into the most influential bar to emerge in the wake of the Atlantic.
 Vodka Espresso
 DICK BRADSELL, 1980s, Soho Brasserie, London
 No London bartender of the modern era invented more modern classics than Dick Bradsell, and the Vodka Espresso is neck and neck with the Bramble as his best known. Vodka Espresso is the original name of the drink, which has been served under many names, most frequently Espresso Martini. He famously created it for a supermodel who asked for something that would “wake her up, then fuck her up.” (Dick never revealed the identity of the model. He was also vague about the drink’s place of origin, sometimes naming Soho Brasserie, sometimes Fred’s Club.) Fresh espresso is key to the success of this drink. The cocktail has become something of a religion in Australia, where good coffee is a national obsession.
 
 2 ounces vodka
 1 ounce espresso
 ½ ounce coffee liqueur
 ¼ ounce simple syrup
 3 coffee beans, for garnish
 
 Combine the vodka, espresso, liqueur, and syrup in a cocktail shaker three-quarters filled with ice. Shake until foamy. Strain into a chilled coupe. Garnish with three coffee beans.
 Bramble
 DICK BRADSELL, 1991–92, Fred’s Club, London
 Bradsell created this while working at Fred’s Club, a private membership club favored by media and celebrities.
 “This guy used to supply us with this really great cider,” said Bradsell. “He brought us in these three great liqueurs—a cassis, a framboise, and a mûre. As soon as I tried the mûre, I was back in that blackberry patch on the Isle of Wight. It was spot-on, that flavor. I made a British drink with gin, lemon, and sugar. The scene was totally vodka then. It was like, modernity is vodka, fashion is vodka; seriousness is gin. I knew quite a lot about gin, the different gins; I knew that some brands were crap and some were really good.” Bradsell thinks he first made the Bramble with Booth’s Finest. “Gordon’s would love me to say it was Gordon’s, because that was our house gin. But it definitely wasn’t Gordon’s.”
 The Bramble was put on the menu at Fred’s Club in 1991 or ’92 (Bradsell was not sure) and became popular straight off. Its appeal widened after Bradsell put it on the menu of Jonathan Downey’s Match. Soon the drink leaped the Atlantic. Its spread was helped along by the fact that it was easy to make. “You can do it at parties right away,” said Bradsell. It’s also very sessionable, being relatively light in alcohol. The fresh blackberry garnish gives the drink a striking presence.
 
 2 ounces gin
 ¾ ounce fresh lemon juice
 ½ ounce simple syrup
 ½ ounce crème de mûre
 Blackberry, for garnish
 Lemon wedge, for garnish
 
 Combine the gin, lemon juice, and syrup in a cocktail shaker three-quarters filled with ice. Shake until chilled. Strain into an old-fashioned glass filled with crushed ice. Drizzle crème de mûre on top of the drink. Garnish with the blackberry and the lemon wedge.

	 

		SHOULD-BE CLASSICS
 
 Brancolada
 JEREMY OERTEL, 2012, Donna, Brooklyn
 A highly unusual tiki drink that uses the difficult-to-mix Branca Menta to spectacular ends. A rare modern tiki classic.
 

		1 ounce Appleton V/X rum

		1 ounce Branca Menta

		1½ ounces pineapple juice

		¼ ounce fresh orange juice

		¾ ounce coconut cream (recipe follows)

		Mint sprig and orange wedge, for garnish
 

		Combine all the ingredients except the mint sprig and orange wedge in cocktail shaker with a few ice cubes. Shake until chilled. Strain over crushed ice in a hurricane glass. Garnish with the mint sprig and orange wedge.
 

		To make the coconut cream, combine 3 parts Coco Lopez with 1 part coconut milk.
 Siesta
 KATIE STIPE, 2006, Flatiron Lounge, New York
 A tequila-Campari spin on a Hemingway Daiquiri.
 
 1½ ounces tequila

		¾ ounce fresh lime juice

		¾ ounce simple syrup

		½ ounce fresh grapefruit juice

		¼ ounce Campari

		Lime wheel, for garnish
 

		Combine all the ingredients except the lime wheel in a cocktail shaker three-quarters filled with ice. Shake until chilled. Strain into a chilled coupe. Garnish with thelime wheel.
 Moon Cocktail
 THOMAS WAUGH, 2008, Death & Co, New York
 A drink of impeccable balance and elegance. Created as Waugh’s idea of a Martini varation on La Perla, a popular drink by San Francisco bartender Jacques Bezuidenhaut.
 Combine all the ingredients except the lemon peel in a mixing glass three-quarters filled with ice. Stir until chilled. Strain into an coupe glass. Squeeze the lemon peel over the top and discard.
 

		2 ounces Plymouth gin

		¾ ounce Lustau Amontillado sherry

		1 barspoon Massenez Crème de Pêche peach liqueur

		¼ ounce acacia honey syrup (recipe follows)

		Lemon peel, for garnish
 

		To make the acacia honey syrup, combine equal parts water and acacia honey in a saucepan. Heat until the honey dissolves, then allow to cool.
 Laphroaig Project
 OWEN WESTMAN, 2009, Bourbon & Branch, San Francisco
 The ingredients are high end in the extreme, making this an expensive drink to make, but the results are worth it. Westman is an Australian bartender who journeyed to San Francisco to learn at Bourbon & Branch. He invented the drink while in San Francisco.
 
 1 ounce Green Chartreuse

		1 ounce fresh lemon juice

		½ ounce Laphroaig Quarter Cask Scotch

		½ ounce maraschino liqueur

		½ ounce Yellow Chartreuse

		2 dashes Fee Brothers Peach Bitters

		Lemon peel, for garnish
 

		Combine all the ingredients except the lemon peel in a cocktail shaker three-quarters filled with ice. Shake until chilled. Strain into an ice-filled Old-Fashioned glass. Garnish with the lemon peel.
 Bitter Giuseppe
 STEPHEN COLE, 2006, The Violet Hour, Chicago
 Created in Chicago, it gained a wider audience when included in Beta Cocktails, the second edition of the cocktail booklet put out by Cure in New Orleans. It often makes an appearance when a customer orders “bartender’s choice.”
 
 2 ounces Cynar

		¾ ounce Carpano Antica

		2 dashes Regan’s orange bitters

		Lemon peel with a little meat on it, for garnish

		Lemon slice, for garnish
 

		Combine all ingredients except the lemon peel and slice in an Old-Fashioned glass filled with ice. Twist the lemon peel over the glass, spraying oils over the surface, with about 11 to 15 drops of juice going into the glass. Stir in the glass until chilled. Garnish with the lemon slice.
 Division Bell
 PHIL WARD, 2009, Mayahuel, New York
 A mezcal-fueled twist on the Last Word.
 

		1 ounce Del Maguey Vida

		¾ ounce Aperol

		½ ounce maraschino liqueur

		¾ ounce fresh lime juice

		Grapefruit peel, for garnish
 

		Combine all the ingredients except the grapefruit peel in a cocktail shaker three-quarters filled with ice. Shake until chilled. Strain into a coupe glass. Twist the grapefruit peel over the glass, rub along the rim of glass, and discard.
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