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Three is the magic number, third time lucky, three 
times the charm  or alternatively third person to light a 
cigarette from the one match is unlucky or given its war 
resonance, dead. Well, we don’t need luck, we’re not 
war correspondents, nor do we need to vanquish any 
witches, so let’s assume issue three of drink magazine 
is as charming as 007 on Viagra.

Now before I shoot the proverbial breeze, I would like to 
apologise to the bouncers of Northern Ireland regarding 
the last issue’s verbal onslaught on doormen. So here 
is the public apology, well to those of them who can 
read anyway. No seriously, sorry lads and lassies. It 
was all in good jest. At least I know the magazine is 
being read. As Oscar Wilde professed, “there is only 
one thing worse than being talked about and that’s not 
being talked about.” 

So sit back, open a brewski and take in issue three. We 
welcome our new Sipping Senoritas & the City page 
for all those budding Carrie Bradshaws out there. The 
talented Pete Snodden tackles the celebrity interview, 
while we give the low-down on the reluctant celebrity 
Charles Bukowski and the final word on the nature of 
tipping the bartender.

Our perennial history lesson takes in the vast history 
of rum and the advertisements of lucky Budweiser falls 
under our watchful eye. Finally we take a look at the 
latest fashion accessory to stalk the celebrity circuit, 
the vineyard. 

Remember, drink a little less and choose your drinks 
wisely. Drinking is an art, not a sport. 

Advertise 
with 
Impact

Northern Ireland’s No.1 
drink publication

To advertise with drink 
contact:
Kieran@drinkltd.com 
or alternatively call:
028 9064 7902
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The fish 
casserole at the 
Mourne Seafood 

Bar Belfast

The threat of a 
heat wave

The impending 
festival season

The return of 
Indiana Jones

Taking couches 
outside

What’s
Hot?

Drink Chasers:

News

SMS your feedback to 0770 751 3556

Proms in the park
Don’t miss the 
opportunity to try 
some of San-greal’s 
custom cocktails, 
designed especially 
for the Opera in the 
Gardens.  Pay Botanic 
Gardens a visit 5pm 
16th July to watch 
the comic opera, The 
Marriage of Figaro. 
With each cocktail 
encapsulating  The 
Marriage of Figaro, 
why not choose from 
Figaro’s Fury, The 
Count’s Concoction,  
Rosina’s Revenge and 
Susanna’s Saviour?   
It’s the perfect way to 
while away a summer 
evening.  

Concerts
He liked a drink and 
was an original hell 
raiser, so check out 
Iggy & The Stooges at 
the RHK Dublin, June 
16th.

News
Yoichi 20-year old, 
distilled on the shores 
of the Sea of Japan 
is the first single malt 
outside Scotland to 
win the industry’s 
coveted award run 
by Whisky Magazine, 
the bible of the whisky 
industry.

Some witty feedback from a disgruntled 
bouncer

I am not monosyllabic. My night’s conversation 
does not revolve around ‘birds, beer and 
bashing people.’ Why would you want to kick 
a doorman in the nether regions? I thought we 
were supposed to be the aggressors?

I am aware this is a part time job, not a life 
style.

I keep you safe. I don’t insult people from behind 
a powerbook. If I did, I would have sufficient 
grey matter to remove my picture from the 
publication I was doing it from…





1. First Alcoholic beverage: What? 
Where? When?
I’m pretty sure it was a quarter  bottle 
of vodka in Crawfordsburn Country 
Park when I was 16!  Classy.
 
2. What’s the  best thing about 
your job?
I love introducing people 
to new  flavours, and 
getting them to taste new drinks.  
Although you should  never trust a bar 
tender - you are likely to regret it in the 
morning if you  do!
 
3. Who would  you most like to serve and 
more importantly who would you most 
like to  refuse?
I love to serve anyone who appreciates  
good bar tending and I’d really love to 
have the opportunity to  refuse Pete 
Doherty.
 
4. What is the  most insanely stupid 
question a punter has ever asked you?
Can i have extra vodka in my  daiquiri?
 
5. Favourite haunt and  tipple?
Pint of Guinness in the  Spaniard.
 
6. Worst chat  up line you have ever been 
on the recieving end of?
I’m afraid I have to admit that I’m  usually 
the one dealing out the chat up lines.
 

7. Favourite  drinking story?
I’d like to keep some  credibility after this 
interview!!
 
8. Favourite  cocktail to prepare and 
why?
I’m a big fan  of the classics and Mojito 
would have to be my favourite. It’s simple,  
yet when it’s done properly it’s truely 
unbeatable.
 
9. If you were  a drink what would you 
be?
I’d have to be a vodka martini  - cool and 
classy. Ha ha.

(Drink says - should have been an Aviation 
tut tut!)

Bartender 
interview
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Christoper Dick a.k.a ‘the captiain’
Mourne Seafood Bar Belfast & 
Professional Pilot
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Quote Of The Month: 
“What contemptible scoundrel stole 
the cork from my lunch?”

- (W.C.Fields) 

Knees up: 
Originates from ‘Knees- up, Mother 
Brown’ famous song circa 1938 that 
was popular in London’s East End. 
Having a party or a dance, basically 
having a good time influenced by 
drink.

Bootlegging: 
To smuggle and therefore conceal 
alcohol. The bootleggers were 
named after the practice adopted 
by travellers in the American 
Midwest in the 1880’s who 
concealed liquor in their boots 
when trading with Indians.

Do You Really Know 
What You Are Saying?

Acting Drunk. Top Ten 
Performances:

1.David Threlfall: Frank 
Gallagher in Shameless

2.Richard E. Grant: Withnail in 
Withnail and I

3.Dylan Moran: Bernard Black in 
Black Books

4.Martin Sheen: Captain Willard 
in Apocalypse Now

5.Nicolas Cage: Ben 
Sanderson in Leaving Las 
Vegas

6.Dudley Moore: Arthur in 
Arthur

7.Ray Winstone: Ray in Nil By 
Mouth

8.Sean Penn: Emmett Ray in 
Sweet and Lowdown

9.Jack Nicholson, Otis Young 
and Randy Quaid: “Bad-Ass” 
Buddusky, “Mule” Mulhall and 
Meadows in The Last Detail  
(Can’t be separated)

10.Will Ferrell: Frank Ricard in 
Old School

Drunken poets

The Angry Bartender Explored - Abe 
scene 3 - night off
‘Abe’ decided to go for a well deserved beer after a hard weeks 
work, where he meets his nemisis - ‘Johnny Chicken Wing’

Seeing
Red

with:
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The Advocate, formerly Rumpoles, has found itself in a prime location right beside 
the law courts and the newly developed Victoria Square, making it a perfect venue for 
a post-shopping drink or a quick bite to eat. The bar itself could almost be described 
as a lawyer’s living room, as it is very tastefully decorated with leather seating, 
chandeliers and candles on every table. When the sun is out, there is ample amount 
of seats outside in their very own smoking area, perfect for a summer’s evening. If 
that isn’t enough to whet your appetite, they have a plethora of drink promotions 
just in case you spent a little too much in the nearby House of Fraser. They have a 
great selection of whiskys, brandies, gins and vodkas and a very extensive cocktail 
list with an astounding two for the price of one, all day every day. If cocktails aren’t 
your scene, try buying two large glasses of any bottle of wine and get the rest of the 
bottle for free, or alternatively buy one glass of their house champagne and receive 
another complimentary. As well as a number of more exotic beers including Well’s 
Banana Bread Beer and Young’s double chocolate Malt, they also have 50 different 
types of shots on their list.

In fact, forget about the New Victoria Square, just head straight to the Advocate.

The Advocate
81-85 Chichester St
Belfast
Tel: 028 9032 1331  

Atmosphere:   ***
Service:   ****
Products:   *****
Drink Recommends: Trying some of the 
unusual beers and the drink promos for 
sure 
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Fly Tipping is something Tony Soprano does 
on the opposition’s garbage run. Cow Tipping 
is a rural pastime to rival that of sheep 
shagging. Tipping in a bar, some would have 
you believe, is securely consigned to the 
silver screen of Hollywood. A quick browse 
through sites concerning the tipping etiquette 
of Ireland seems to educate the uninformed that 
the bartender would be so offended at such a 
practice, that to risk doing so would risk an 
exile usually associated with snakes. ‘Don’t tip 
the barman’ rings out from all these advisory 
websites. So is it any wonder that every American 
the bartender encounters over a bar is alarmingly at 
odds with the generous tipper we hear about from so 
far afield? So in a bid to rectify this terrible wrong, we 
at drink magazine are going to write an open letter to the 
tourist and that taboo and hitherto untapped market, the 
frugal customer.

TO TIP OR NOT
TO TIP

Nice Guy Eddie: C’mon, throw in a buck! 
Mr. Pink: Uh-uh, I don’t tip. 
Nice Guy Eddie: You don’t tip? 
Mr. Pink: Nah, I don’t believe in it. 
Nice Guy Eddie: You don’t believe in tipping? 

Tipping $$$$$$?
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To Whom It May Concern:

It’s the 21st century, ladies and gentlemen, a time of unknown wealth. Ignore the 
brow-beaters and fight the credit crunch because if we indulge in their fear mongering 
and enter the self-fulfilling vicious circle of a recession, we will only contribute to 
our miserable downfall, so spend ferociously and spend now. Please do not herald a 
return to the riots of Thatcherite Britain or the butter vouchers of 1980’s Dublin. Be a 
Champagne Charlie, not an Ebenezer Scrooge.
 
The Oxford English Dictionary provides three definitions of the word gratuity – that’s a 
tip to those cow tippers out there.
 1) Graciousness, favour; esp. God’s grace or favour; a favour, a kindness. 
 2) A gift (usu. of money) of an amount decided by the giver. 
 3) A bounty given to service personnel on discharge.
 
Practically speaking we are talking about the second but I’d like to incorporate the other 
two definitions into my plea. A gratuity is of course a gracious gift given in appreciation 
of exemplary service or merely the appreciation that the service was delivered amidst 
a strenuous situation, which leads us directly to the final definition, that of a bounty 
given to service personnel on discharge, a sort of golden handshake for the armed 
services. Now that is a nice comparison, bar work and the armed services. Let’s take a 
gander at the similarities.  

Both take to the battlefield in order to protect their citizens/customers – for the bartender 
you the customers are our citizens. We and not the doormen are your anointed 
guardians, for it is we who get you laid, it is we who make electronic music barely 
palatable, it is we who allow you to suffer fools gladly and dare I say, it is we who allow 
others to suffer you gladly. We enable the ludicrous idea of several hundred strangers 
congregating for nothing more than a chat and a shake of the hips to materialise into 
the best night of your life. And remember, above all we suffer you gladly. 

We provide the social lubricant that oils your rusty social skills. In a sea of Basil 
Fawltys, we create a dance floor of John Travoltas. We are the guardians of your 
social life, the last refuge of the worker, the bastion of alcohol. 

So when all is said and done, is it too much to ask for a gratuity in return for our service 
to you the citizens, who we the bartenders seek to protect? And if none of this tickles 
your fancy at least tell the Americans that we most definitely do tip the bartender in 
magical mystical Ireland. 

Yours Sincerely
The Concerned Bartender 



Oh summer is here... 
it’s the Sipping Senoritas’ 
favourite time of the year. 
Bright nights beckon us to 
socialise instead of curling 
up on the sofa – hurrah! By 
the time 5pm on a Friday 
evening arrives we are 
daydreaming of that perfect, 
summer cocktail to tickle our 
taste buds. So many cocktails 
– how does the discerning 
fashionista know what’s hot, 
and what’s not in the cocktail 
stakes? 
Every month we, The 
Sipping Senoritas’ will bring 

you a girly take on the best 
cocktails in our very own 
little Manhattan – Belfast. 
This month, the early summer 
days brought us out of 
hibernation, through Botanic 
Gardens and into The House 
on Stranmillis Road – one of 
Belfast’s best cocktail bars 
du jour. 

With Sex and The City fever 
riffling in the air, we felt it 
only too appropriate to sip 
on Carrie’s favourite tipple 
– The contemporary classic 
Cosmopolitan. As soon as 
the lovely Mark brought 
our Cosmo’s over, we 
were whisked into an NYC 
dream of Vodka, Cointreau, 
Cranberry and Lime served 
in a delicate martini glass, 
and we couldn’t help but 
wonder – what does one 
wear whilst drinking this 
delight?

As fresh as the lime in 
our cocktails, chic 
H o l y w o o d 
b o u t i q u e 
Red Ruby 
Rouge provides the 
Ultimate NYC outfit with 
a Cosmo pink Myne dress 
teamed with a shimmering 

belted Mac by Adam Lippes - 
So Carrie dahling.
Think sophistication, 
think Cosmo; 
It’s that simple, 
de-lish! So 
ladies, that’s our 
choice for this 
month, head to 
the House to 
satisfy your  
Cosmopolitan 
craving!

COSMOPOLITAN
35ml Citrus Vodka
15ml Cointreau
12.5ml Fresh Lime Juice
35ml Cranberry Juice

GLASS  -  Cocktail

METHOD  -  Chill down 
your glass, add all the 
ingredients into your shaker, 
shake and double strain

ICE  -  None

Garnish  -  Fresh
Orange Zest

SENORITAS 

Sipping

Our resident Sipping Senoritas 
are Jane & Dani from Fashion 
Pharmacy. For all your style tips and 
personal shopping needs log onto 
www.fashionpharmacy.net 
or call +44 (0) 2890324437

Dior, 
Cruise, 
Victoria 
Square

DKNY 
Red Delicious,
House of Frazer

Red Ruby 
Rouge, 

Hollywood

Mulberry 
Bayswater,

House of 
Frazer

sipping_amended.indd   1 29/5/08   15:21:39

Cosmo Cooler
35ml Citrus Vodka
15ml Cointreau
12.5ml Fresh Lime Juice
35ml Cranberry Juice
top with west coast cooler

Glass  -  Cocktail

method  -  Chill down 
your glass, add all the 
ingredients into your shaker, 
shake and double strain over 
ice and top with WCC

ICe  -  None

Garnish  -  Fresh Orange 
Zest



     

For your chance 
to win TEXT the 
word SPA folowed 
by a space then 
your answer A, B 
or C to the following 
number:

81025 - N.Ireland
57856 - ROI

Which Country does 
Santiano wine come 
from?

A. Chile                
B. France                   
C. Spain

Texts cost 25p from N.Ireland 
plus your standard network 
rate. Texts from the Republic 
of Ireland will be charged at 
your standard network rate.



Rum de dum dum dum . . . !
Rum’s is a colourful history indeed, 
spread out across the globe, spanning 
several centuries, taking in famous 
battles, providing a backdrop to the 
history of sugar and slavery, and a 
list of leading players comprising of 
Christopher Columbus, Horatio Nelson, 
the British Navy and Captain Jack 
Sparrow.

Sugar History
The history of rum is inextricably 
entwined with the history of sugar cane. 
It is a tall thick grass indigenous to the 
islands of present day Indonesia. With 
the help of the Chinese, the Arabs, the 
Crusades and the Age of Exploration 
its cultivation spread through Asia, 
India, the Middle East, North Africa and 
eventually the islands of the Atlantic 
Ocean. From here, up stepped one 
Christopher Columbus in 1493 to take 
sugar cane on its final voyage to its 
rightful habitat, the Caribbean islands, 
from where rum would soon conquer 
the world.

In the Caribbean, sugar cane found its 
ideal climate where Europe’s insatiable 
demand for sugar could be catered for in 
the establishment of sugar plantations. 
The cultivation of sugar cane involved 
the crushing of harvested canes and 
the extraction of juice which was then 
boiled resulting in chunks of crystallised 
sugar. The remaining un-solidified juice 
was called molasses. As always some 
clever soul realised that when left out in 
the sun and mixed with water, it would 
ferment, and so born was rum. By the 

1650’s it was being distilled into a spirit.

Distillation Process
There is no hard and fast way to distil 
rum, as it is geographically dependent, 
so here’s the rough guide.
 The choice of stills is paramount when 
determining rum’s final character. 
Because of its naturally clear and 
colourless state, barrel aging and the 
use of added caramel determines its 
final character.

Lighter rums are usually charcoal filtered 
and sometimes aged in old oak casks 
to add that degree of smoothness. 
They are initially distilled in column or 
continuous stills whereas heavier rums 
tend to be distilled in pot stills similar 
to those used in Cognacs and Scotch 
Whiskies. Basically this is less efficient, 
but intentionally so, hence more colour, 
more taste, and more character.

Slavery Triangle
To sustain the demand for sugar and 
rum in the American colonies and 
Europe, a workforce was needed 
for the swelling plantations in the 
Caribbean. Up stepped the Slavery 
Triangle, a rather dark element of rum’s 
history. This triangle was established 
between Africa, the Caribbean and the 
American colonies. Stage 1 entailed the 
shipment of molasses to the colonies 
for the distilling of rum - New England 
witnessed the birth of the first rum 
distilleries. Stage 2 involved the barter 
of rum for slaves along the west coast 
of Africa. Stage 3 saw countless slaves 
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shipped in the infamous slave ships 
to the Caribbean where they were put 
to work on plantations to extract the 
molasses that would prolong this horrific 
enterprise. 

“Why is the rum gone?”
These days the British Navy may be 
excused for echoing these words of 
Captain Jack Sparrow because the 
tradition of rum within these armed 
forces spanned nearly two and a half 
centuries up until 1970. Maybe not a 
coincidence this one but the introduction 
of the breathalyser in Britain predated 
the end of the Navy’s rum ration by just 
three years.

The relationship began when sugar 
plantation owners sold rum at discount 
prices to naval ships stationed in the 
Caribbean in order to encourage their 
presence and in turn scare off the threat 
of marauding pirates. Originally given 
neat with maybe some lime juice and 
sugar – an early daiquiri – by about 1740 
Admiral Edward Vernon ordered that it 
be watered down before being issued, 
and so grog was born. Apparently this 
term was derived from the grogram style 
cloak the admiral was known to wear.
The name rum is said to have derived 
from rumbullion, slang for uproar. More 
interesting is the various monikers rum 
operated under. Kill Devil was an early 
one; ambiguously this could imply its 
perceived medicinal properties or its 
harmful effects. Nelson’s Blood has 
probably the most colourful connotations. 
Following the British Navy’s victorious 

50ml Bacardi Superior
15ml fresh lime juice
10ml sugar syrup
1 barspoon of brown sugar
(soda water optional)

Glass: Highball
Method:  Add the lime then mint then 
sugar and muddle, add a large measure 
of rum, mix and fill with crushed ice.
Ice : Crushed ice
Garnish:  Mint tip and lime wedge

Mojito

Battle of Trafalgar, Horatio Nelson’s 
body was, legend has it, preserved in 
a cask of his favourite rum for the long 
voyage home. Upon arrival in dear 
old Blighty, the cask was opened and 
found to be empty. The crafty sailors 
had drilled a hole in the cask’s base, 
drunk the rum and inadvertently the 
blood of Admiral Nelson. This story 
also serves as the source of the 
phrase “Tapping the Admiral” long 
used to denote drinking the daily rum 
ration. So when you next happen to 
pass Nelson’s Column in Trafalgar 
Square, have a drink of rum on him 
and think of rum’s layered history, but 
to quote Captain Jack again, “Hide 
the rum!!!!”



Mary Pickford
50ml Bacardi Superior
25ml pressed pineapple juice
5ml grenadine
5ml maraschino liqueur

Glass:  Cocktail
Method:  Shake and strain all 
ingredients into a chilled cocktail 
glass garnish and serve
Ice :  None
Garnish: Maraschino cherry

Mai-Tai, Roa Ae!
60ml Bacardi superior
15ml orange curacao
25ml fresh lime juice
10ml orgeat (almond  sugar)
5ml sugar syrup

Glass:  Highball
Method:  Shake all ingredients 
and strain into chilled highball 
glass
Ice :  Cracked 
Garnish: Orange zest and mint 
tip

Daiquiri
60ml Bacardi superior
25ml fresh lime juice
2 barspoons of caster sugar

Glass:  Cocktail
Method:  Shake and strain all 
ingredients into a chilled cocktail 
glass garnish and serve
Ice :  None
Garnish: None

Enjoy ABSOLUT vodka responsibly www.drinkaware.co.uk

Francis
Taphouse - Belfast

Due to BACARDI Superior rum’s perfectly 
balanced taste, it was used by cocktail pioneers as 
the principle ingredient in the birth of the world’s 
best known rum cocktails – including the Mojito 
(1860’s), Daiquirí (1896), the Cuba Libre (1900), 
the Bacardi Cocktail™ (1917).

Enjoy Bacardi Responsibly www.bacardi.com
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W a z z u p 
with the King of Beers and its 
advertisement campaign? These 

days it’s more Eddie the Eagle than 
Evel Knievel. Although we are still 
blessed with the classic Clydesdale 
draft horses advert, Budweiser ads of 
late just don’t appear to cut the bill. 
To quote a lizard, “eventually every 
frog has to croak.” No, Budweiser will 
return with another classic, but in the 
mean time here’s a quick reminder of its 
illustrious past.

Ask anyone to name the three most 
memorable Bud adverts, and the list will 
invariably include the Wazzup series, the 
frogs and talking lizards, and that one with 
the horses. 

The Wazzup ads featured a group of TV 
obsessed couch potatoes which of course 
mirrored the public, a sort of one minute version 
of the Royle family. “Watchin’ the game, havin’ 
a Bud, True, True,” some quick editing and a 
barrage of Wazzups belted out in a crescendo 
before a swift return to the mellow words, “watchin’ 
the game, havin’ a Bud, true, true.” This ad’s impact 
is comparable to the standing in popular culture of 
Austin Powers and his highly imitable “Yeah Baby.” 

These days, either utterance is rightfully greeted with 
a grimace. 

The Bud-weis-er series featuring the frogs and talking lizards 
probably broke every advertising rule in the book and I’m sure offers up 

painful memories to many a teacher who had to endure the often hilarious 
chorus of Bud-weis-er’s around the country’s classrooms. The initial ad of the 

frogs croaking Bud-weis-er was followed by the talking lizards, Louis and Frankie 
looking on forlornly. It was the latter’s hilarious dialogue which broke new ground in 

advertising, as they bemoaned the fact that they were ignored for the Bud commercial. 
Such self referencing in an advertisement may have been uncharted ground but this ad 
campaign by Goodby Silverstein re-established Bud as America’s favourite beer. 

Nostalgia demands a knowing nod to the Clydesdale draft horses, if only for being the one 
constant in Budweiser advertising since their first airing in 1951. Thankfully they continue 
to grace our screens each Christmas. A signature of strength and reverence, it maintains 
Budweiser’s image as a beer for the working man. The King of Beers brewed for kings. 
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In Bukowski’s most photographed years, 
a jagged face tells the story of a severely 
acne plagued childhood and scarring 
from hookers’ nails. The centrepiece of 
this canvas is that of a large bulbous nose 
not uncommon in the habitual drunkard. 
His appearance, coupled with an intense 
shyness, saw Bukowski retreat into a 
world of solitude tempered by alcohol 
and writing. He once stated that he was 
“just a guy who drinks wine and has a 
lucky typewriter.”

“Alcohol is probably one of the greatest 
things to arrive upon the earth – 
alongside of me.  Yes these are two of 
the greatest arrivals upon the surface of 
this earth. So…….we get along.” So said 
Charles Bukowski, the poet laureate 
of skid row. Bukowski the barfly, 
womaniser, bruiser, genius, alcoholic, 
misogynist, gambler, genius, dirty old 
man and in the words of Jean-Paul 
Sartre, “the greatest living American 
poet,” but to his friends just Hank.

Charles Bukowski...

...Savage drinkers!
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Prior to Bukowski’s fame in his fifties, he 
lived from job to job, his life measured in 6 
packs and quarts of liquor. Along the way 
his body endured many jousts with the 
perils of drink. To combat severe ulcers 
he had eleven pints of blood pumped into 
his body and warned that another drink 
would be his last. The severity of this issue 
panicked him so much that he stopped for 
a few beers on his way home. Whether 
it was the prospect of living life in the 
entrails of sobriety or the possibility of 
death that caused his extreme panic is 
unclear. Inevitably he refrained from a 
life of sobriety and instead decided to take 
his chances.

At the age of 49, Bukowski came to a 
crossroads in his life. Following on from 
ten years on the road, comprising of a 
few semi-serious attempts at suicide 
and then ten years working in a post 
office, something had to give. In his own 
words: “I have one of two choices – stay 
in the post office and go crazy… or stay 
out here and play at writer and starve. I 
have decided to starve.” Duly followed 
Bukowski’s novel Post Office, the first 
in a list of semi-autobiographical novels 
telling the sometimes hilarious accounts 
of his literary surrogate Henry Chianski. 
Post Office, a kind of Trainspotting for 
civil servants, tells of Hank’s ten years 
in the doldrums of the civil service. 
Bukowski’s third novel, Factotum 
also takes inspiration from his years 
of stumbling from one job to the next. 
Perhaps the craziest of these recounts is 
the job he blagged in a reputable hotel. 
Hired to supervise some riff-raff perform 
menial tasks, Hank opted to while the 
night away investigating the bottom of a 
bottle of scotch and God knows what else. 
A black-out ensued only for Hank to come 

through in the midst of a confrontation 
with the manager. He had cornered 
the manager to rather forcibly inform 
him of his ideas on how to improve the 
hotel’s hospitality. His eureka moment 
consisted of supplying a prostitute as 
complimentary with each room, or 
something along those lines. Needless 
to say, Hank was forcibly removed, 
bringing the curtain down on his career 
in the hospitality industry.
Probably one of the great ironies in 
Bukowski’s life was the dramatic 
turnabout in his appeal to the opposite 
sex. His acne scarred face would always 
serve as a reminder of the solitary nature 
of the majority of his life but coupled with 
the allure of the poet, this face spoke of 
wisdom and soon became the key to a 
sex life akin to that of a rock star. Again 
these experiences were immortalised, 
this time in the aptly titled Women. In 
his own words again, “I tell women that 
the face is my experience and the hands 
are my soul – anything to get those 
panties down.” For Hank the hard part 
was not getting women, it was now how 
to get rid of them. 

One of the most fitting accounts of 
Bukowski originates from the actor Sean 
Penn, a man lucky enough to witness the 
legend in all his squalor. It was in Penn’s 
description of Bukowski drinking a beer 
that probably best captures the man. “He 
would arch way back and pour down his 
gullet, really wanting the beer to start to 
attack the system and do his prayer… it 
was the sign of a genuine drinker, not an 
alcoholic, a drinker, it was a religion.”

In 1994, Charles Bukowski died of 
leukaemia at the age of 73. His gravestone 
read ‘Don’t Try.’  

...Savage drinkers!



To own a vineyard or not to own a vineyard. 
There appears to be few means by which 
this can be achieved in the 21st century. 
A direct descendant of a vineyard owner 
is the most noble of ways, but believing 
that all the great vineyards are still under 
the ownership of the original family 
name would be akin to believing that 
the Guinness family still owns Guinness. 
Heck, if the present situation keeps up its 
momentum, St James’ Gate will no longer 
be the home of Guinness, but alas, I’m 
digressing here. Another way would be to 
become a hedge fund manager or marry 
one, whatever takes your fancy. The 
final and perhaps most achievable aim 
is to become a celebrity. Do something 
interesting, shag someone famous, or 
make a prat of yourself on Big Brother. 
Whatever way you achieve it, make sure 
you earn a lot of dough because the latest 
fashion accessory to take the fickle world 
of celebrities by storm is the vineyard. 
Move over cars, yachts, private jets, 
trophy wives and deserted islands and 
herald the arrival of the ultimate fashion 
accessory, the vineyard and of course the 
obligatory range of wine.

Way back in the roaring seventies, Francis 
Ford Coppola, the director at the helm of 

Give me women, wine, and snuff
Until I cry out “hold, enough!”
You may do so sans objection
Till the day of resurrection:
For, bless my beard, they aye shall be
My beloved Trinity.     -- John Keats

Wine that maketh glad the heart of man.
The Book of Psalms, 104:15

Oh, to own a vineyard...
the Godfathers and Apocalypse Now, was 
the first to board the gravy train of wine 
producing. Pointedly Coppola was told 
not to give up his day job as the rewards 
of owning your own vineyard were not 
thought to be so prosperous. Either way, 
it appears that he has given up his day 
job and personally, I haven’t seen a bottle 
of ‘Charlie Don’t Surf’ or ‘Sleeps With the 
Fishes’ adorning the racks of the local 
off-licences. But I’m simplifying here, the 
trend of the celebrity wine-maker has 
been to procure an experienced wine-
maker, leave him to it, slap your name on 
the label and sell it at ridiculous prices in 
exclusive haunts. Hence they are pricey 
and rare, so ultimately the only people 
who can afford them or even find them 
are their like minded celebrities. One 
exception to the rule here would be Cliff 
Richard’s wine range, which apparently 
has been flying off the shelves in Middle 
England, the last vestige of a Cliff loving 
public. Then again you can imagine the 
rebel that is Cliff Richard will always be 
the exception to the rule. 

The other luminaries to grace the 
wine world are a rather diverse list of 
characters. Dan Ackroyd runs wine from 
Canada, Lorraine Bracco of Sopranos 
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Oh, to own a vineyard...
and Goodfellas fame turns her Freudian 
analysis to a vineyard in Italy. Sting, the 
tantric winemaker, Message in a Bottle 
anyone, and that diminutive ginger Mick 
Hucknall, how about a bottle of Simply 
Red, both have a vineyard in Italy also. 
And when he’s not crashing motorbikes 
or busy being a genius, one Bob Dylan 
is spreading his grape in the old world. 
Neither do I have the audacity nor the wit 
to suggest a title for this one. If none of 
this tickles your fancy, how about a nice 
bottle of Merlin or Jurassic Plonk from 
New Zealand’s Sam Neill?

So now you know the latest fashion craze 
to hit tinseltown and aged musicians, but 
why do you think it is? Surely a love of 
wine can be satisfied by an extensive 
cellar sourced directly from the vineyards, 
or is it purely a money making exercise? 
If so, it is rather disheartening that a 
famous face can have a telling impact in 
the distinguished world of wine. Is nothing 
sacred? Is it that the celebrity juggernaut 
is intent on infesting every cubbyhole of 
civilisation, or is there something more 
sinister at work here?

They say celebrity is the new royalty; does 
anyone remember the case of Michael 

Jackson requesting a knighthood? No 
matter how much money a celebrity 
reaps, he/she is never going to soar 
above the status of anything other than 
their celebrity. They are not aristocracy 
nor are they members of the Kennedy 
clan. These celebrities lording over their 
recently acquired manor are striving to 
be recognised as something more than a 
piece of popular culture, and what better 
way than to buy a piece of history and 
incorporate one’s name into it, ensuring 
that the name and the land will forever be 
entwined. 

But beware of the pitfalls. Par example, 
Olivia Newton John, the saccharine star 
of Grease, has launched her own wine, 
Koala Blue, a blue bottle with a picture of 
a koala bear straddling it. 

We wish them all good luck! But remember 
- Wine is forbidden, it is said, but it is only 
forbidden in regard to him who makes no 
measure of what he drinks, and the one 
with whom he drinks. 



1. What’s your favourite tipple?
It is hard to choose just one, you see it depends on your mood. Mojito when it comes to 
cocktails, Vodka and lemonade when it comes to my short of choice and then just a good 
old fashioned beer.

2. What’s your ideal night out?
Start early, finish late! Seriously though, at the minute heading to a gig is top of my agenda. 
Either that or heading out for a meal with friends and then onto a bar for cocktails and 
craic.

3. Where do you like to head out in Northern Ireland ?
Belfast is cream of the crop at the moment with so many places to go and eat out.  Restaurant 
wise Cayenne is always a good bet as is James Street South and Zen.  Bar wise Apartment 
is still one of those bars that I just can’t stay away from alongside the Spaniard and Bar 

Bacca.  Club wise you can find me working a Saturday night in La Lea but on a night off Ollies, 
Potthouse or Stiff Kitten.
Away from Belfast the North coast is a place I just love to go having studied up there.  When 
in Portrush you gotta go to Ramore Wine Bar, never had a bad meal there yet.  It’s always 
busy but the food is worth the wait.

4. What drinks/drinks combo should be avoided at all costs? 
A dirty pint is never good! For me it is tequilla, too many when I was younger and it 
sickens me now!

5. Best hangover cure?
I am still trying to find one, I tend to still follow the rule don’t go to bed on an empty 
stomach, it is not good for the waistline 
though.

6. Most ridiculously drunk you’ve 
ever been? 
It must have been a crackin’ night as I can’t 
remember.

7. Favourite pub in the world?
The Field, San Diego served by Marie from 
Glengormley.  Yeah it is an Irish pub, you may think 
same old same old, but let’s face it, in the world of 
style bars now you could say same old same old with 

regards to them.  I spent 4th July there last year, 
it was just the best atmosphere ever, fiddley 
dee, great craic and a few pints.  It was an 
great experience. Style Bar or should I say 
restaurant Mix at the top of the Mandalay Bay 

in Vegas is top notch.

8. If you could bring 3 fellow 
drinkers out on a night out, who 

would they be?
Chris Evans the broadcasting genius!
Tim Lovejoy to discuss when he is coming back to host 
Soccer AM.
Kiera Knightly to add a bit of glamour to the occasion.

9. Best night out you’ve ever had?
Probably my Stag weekend in Newcastle, numerous 
bars and clubs, the best banter ever and I can remember 
every single minute!  Bonus!
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out and about
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OUt & ABOUT
Each issue, drink magazine will be 

visiting numerous bars and clubs 
to gather opinion and take photos. 

And let’s be honest, probably 
have a few drinks and some fun! 

Keep an eye out and who knows, 
you may find yourself shot, cut 

and printed by some of our team! 
See you ‘out and about!’

Fate Awards

Tatu Potthouse

BOX

Queen’s SU

Bot

Duke of York

Irene & Nan’s

ThompsonsStiff Kitten

Fate Awards - Waterfront

Potthouse

Feel free to send in any pictures 
of you and your friends out and 
about. 

Send your pictures to:

info@drinkltd.com

Cheers, we know you enjoyed 
it as much as we have.



Enjoy Bacardi Responsibly www.bacardi.com


