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		By the reasoning of this book, the term “Old-Fashioned cocktail” means drinks that adhere to the original definition of a cocktail as a simple libation that includes spirit, sugar, and bitters. And, yes, that definition does include the Old-Fashioned.
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			THE OLD-FASHIONED

			If I had wanted to, I could have filled out the recipe portion of this book solely with spins on the Old-Fashioned. The original Old-Fashioned—spirits, bitters, and sugar—is the three-ingredient granddaddy of the cocktail world. And since bartenders rediscovered the true nature of the drink in the early years of this century (that is, sans seltzer, soda pop, or extraneous fruit), they have been churning out variations on the theme on a daily basis until there are now as many three-ingredient Old-Fashioned twists as there are postal codes. More, probably.

			I covered a good many of these new drinks in my 2014 book, The Old-Fashioned: The World’s First Classic Cocktail, with Recipes and Lore. Here I include a few more. 

			The Old-Fashioned began its long and tangled journey through American bars as the Whiskey Cocktail, an early-nineteenth-century mix of whiskey, bitters, and sugar that was served in a footed wine glass and often downed as a morning drink. The drink picked up in popularity as the century crawled on. It acquired its current name sometime in the late 1800s, as drinkers, alarmed by all the new-fangled add-ons barkeeps were throwing into drinks (such as maraschino liqueur, absinthe, Curaçao, and Chartreuse), began to ask for an “Old-Fashioned Whiskey Cocktail.” “Old-Fashioned” became the shorthand term for the drink over time.

			The cocktail survived Prohibition but emerged at the other end in a fruitier fashion. A muddled orange slice and cherry, topped with whiskey, bitters, and sometimes soda water, became the common bar treatment and preferred patron style. That construct held for a good long time until modern mixologists brought the drink back to its “garbage-free,” pre-Prohibition model. The new-old Old-Fashioned was all about simplicity: delicious whiskey, beautiful ice (often a single large cube), and an orange or lemon twist—a cocktail as imagined by abstract expressionist Mark Rothko: solid, simple, significant.

			The world has gone even more Old-Fashioned crazy since my book was published. The inimitable flavor combination has leapt out of the glass and been applied to candles, cheeses, candies, beer, and desserts. It’s flattering to the old drink, I’m sure, that it has inspired such imitation, but also a bit undignified and diluting. When you’ve reached a place where cocktail menus have an Old-Fashioned section, with several selections, you’re getting very close to the place where the Martini and its many derivative “’tinis” tumbled into the abyss back in the 1990s.

			Thankfully, of all the different versions out there, the classic whiskey one is the standard that prevails in popularity by a wide margin. (I’ve included a couple worthy post-2012 riffs here as well, for good measure.)

			Ogden Nash, a singular unspooler of clever light verse, is well known for a few lines he dashed off in tribute to the Martini—the bit that begins, “There is something about a Martini, a tingle, remarkably pleasant.…” If it’s been quoted once, it’s been quoted ten thousand times. Few know, however, that this was just the first stanza of a longer poem—apparently written on commission as promotional material for the Continental Distilling Corporation—in which many mixed drinks were paid tribute, including the Old-Fashioned. As the rhyme somehow escaped me while researching The Old-Fashioned, I am including it here. We shall forgive Nash the bit about the pineapple slice.

			There is something about an old-fashioned

			That kindles a cardiac glow;

			It is soothing and soft and impassioned

			As a lyric by Swinburne or Poe.

			There is something about an old-fashioned

			When dusk has enveloped the sky,

			And it may be the ice,

			Or the pineapple slice,

			But I strongly suspect it’s the rye.

		

		Old-Fashioned Whiskey Cocktail
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		This is the basic formula for an Old-Fashioned, be it 1887 or 2017. Whether you reach for mellow bourbon or spicy rye is a matter of choice; both work wonderfully in the drink. If you’re lacking a muddler (or gumption), a bar spoon of simple syrup will do the job of the sugar cube.

		
			2 ounces bourbon or rye

			2 dashes Angostura bitters

			1 sugar cube
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		Orange twist

		Saturate a sugar cube with bitters and a bar spoon of warm water at the bottom of an Old-Fashioned glass. Muddle until the sugar dissolves. Add whiskey and stir. Add one large piece of ice and stir until chilled, about 30 seconds. Twist a piece of orange zest over the drink and drop into the glass.

		Trinidad Old-Fashioned
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		TOBY CECCHINI, 2014

		It takes a little bit of searching to find the ingredients for this simple but excellent drink. You can order the cider syrup from Wood’s Cider Mill in Vermont. The other two products you can find in the better boutique liquor stores.

		
			2 ounces Plantation Trinidad Old Reserve rum

			1 scant bar spoon Wood’s Boiled Cider Syrup

			2 to 3 dashes St. Elizabeth’s Allspice Dram
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		Lemon twist

		Orange twist

		Stir all the ingredients, except the lemon and orange twists, together over ice in a mixing glass and strain into a large rocks glass or Double Old-Fashioned glass filled with one large ice cube. Twist a piece of lemon zest and a piece of orange zest over the drink and drop into the glass.

		Eau Claire Old-Fashioned
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		ROBERT SIMONSON

		Ask for an Old-Fashioned in Wisconsin and you get a drink made with domestic brandy poured over the muddled pulp of sugar, an orange slice, and a maraschino cherry, and topped with soda pop (as soft drinks are still called in the state) or soda water. This drink is a refined version of the same, with cognac stepping in for the local brandy, and the fruit mimicked by the cherry bitters and orange twist—a Wisconsin Brandy Old-Fashioned in a tuxedo, if you will. If you can’t find the Ferrand, substitute an equally dry quality brand. (Bittercube is, appropriately, a Wisconsin brand, but available nationwide.) The drink is named after Eau Claire, a mid-sized city in upper Wisconsin founded by French explorers, who would have known their cognac.

		
			2 ounces Pierre Ferrand 1840 cognac

			1 bar spoon simple syrup (1:1) (this page) 

			3 dashes Bittercube Cherry Bark Vanilla bitters
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		Orange twist

		Combine the syrup and bitters in an Old-Fashioned glass. Add the cognac and stir. Add one large ice cube and stir until chilled, about 30 seconds. Twist a piece of orange zest over the drink and drop into the glass.
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		Improved Cocktails
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		“Improved cocktails” is a phrase coined in the mid-nineteenth century that has been resurrected in recent years by drink historians. It’s a fairly vague term meaning any old-style cocktail to which an enhancement or bit of flair has been applied, be it a dash of this or that ingredient or a twist of lemon. It is used exceedingly loosely in this section to bring together drinks—both classic and modern—that go beyond the old spirit-sugar-bitters model, including a great many of the mighty vermouth-based classics that emerged from the 1880s on.
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			MARTINI

			That cocktail silhouette that you see flashing on and off outside older bars? That’s a Martini glass. Nobody has to say it. Everyone knows. What other drink, after all, is so iconic it would get the neon treatment?

			The Martini is the undisputed monarch of cocktails. Its reign has been longer than that of Queen Elizabeth II. The frosty, austere, all-alcohol icon has bewitched palates and imaginations for more than a century, to a measure no other drink can even approach. Journalist H. L. Mencken called it “the only American invention as perfect as the sonnet.” Author Bernard DeVoto wrote it was “the supreme American gift to world culture.” These men said these things with a straight face.

			There were other royals before it. The Mint Julep, Sherry Cobbler, Tom Collins, and more—all had their moments on the throne. But none has ruled as long as the Martini. It’s the rock and roll of cocktails; once it gripped the charts in the mid-1950s, no other form of music stood a chance. The contest was over.

			The drink we all think of when we think of a Martini—still, after all this time—is the super-dry, bracingly strong, ice-cold glass of gin that became popular during the decades following World War II among the men in gray flannel suits who were simultaneously basking in America’s economic and cultural zenith and fighting off postwar blues. That particular Martini was served in triplicate at business lunches, was festooned with as many olives as you could jam on a toothpick, and enjoyed only a passing acquaintance with vermouth. It snubbed bitters outright. It was a strong drink drunk by strong personalities.

			It was not always thus. And, thank heaven, it is not thus today. Mixologists, armed with out-of-print cocktail manuals they had no intention of returning to the library, brought the vermouth back to pre-Prohibition proportions and, once they could find the stuff, spiced up the mix with a few dashes of orange bitters. This brought the drink closer to its original profile and made it, strictly speaking, a true “cocktail” again (that is, a drink with bitters somewhere in the equation).

			That said, this restoration was, in truth, a bit of a whitewashing of the Martini’s history, which is about as complicated as they come. For a drink with such a ramrod reputation for not messing about, the Martini was a troubled child, a real head case that took a while figuring out just what it wanted to be when it grew up. In early recipes, from the late 1800s, the ratios between gin and vermouth were all over the place. And early on, the gin in question was the sweeter Old Tom, not the juniper desert of London dry. The vermouth, meanwhile, was the sweet sort as often as it was dry. It took years before we got to what we now recognize as the Martini, the dry Martini, with no sweetness about the vermouth or the gin.

			The Martini settled down and straightened its tie by the 1930s. That was around the time when men started making quasi-poetic, quasi-fascistic statements about it and began challenging each other to swizzle sticks at ten paces when they disagreed as to proportions or whatnot.

			That Martini mind-set persists to this day. When someone orders a Martini in a bar, you can bet he or she has a recipe in mind. It’s like steak. People know how they want it.

		

		Martini
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		Like everybody else, I have my own ideas of what makes a great Martini. Three to one suits me, proportion-wise. It hits the sweet spot between dry and wet. I like a number of gins for this recipe, depending on my mood: Beefeater if I want a more assertive drink; Plymouth if I want a more elegant one; Bombay (not Sapphire) if I want something down the middle. If you can
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