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IN Tliis ISSUE ~ Cloning Ancient Beers"" The Oregon Beer Festival
,.., Building your own simple Fermentation Chamber

,.., Beer and Brewery Reviews and much more ...







The plebeian King Midas of Phrygia from Macedonia,

salt-of-the-earth with a lust for gold, like an amaranthine

nouveau-riche mesmerized by bling and easy money, is

granted his wish by Dionysus - the god of wine, god of

epiphany, inspirer of revelry and ecstasy. One of the

original twelve Olympians, the Bacchanalian liberator of

souls grants the King what becomes a lesson for all

humanity: the Touch of GOLD! King Midas quickly

discovers that the life of his daughter - and food to eat - is

worth infinitely more than all the gold in the world.

Now we drop into the savage depths of history, far older

than our little western slice. We shift a thousand years

before the birth of Christ - into Asia Minor, to the Anatolian

peninsula and a chance meeting in the original Rose

Garden that would resonate through time right to this very

afternoon ..

Grapes crush and press to flavour-saturated juice-filled

food grade garbage pails multiply across the driveway as

the banter uplifts and the onus is on to bob and weave,

keep the joke running. And run it does, as the day passes

in glorious tribute to the timeless harvest of sun and wine.

Midas
of

Phrygia

Next morning, in the Italian part of town, down by the river.

Old part of the city. Everyone arrives in grape stuffed

vehicles, an air of fun and expectation reflecting the bright

morning. It's all home made on this day. Neighbours coast

by and scope the food. Bread, meat, cheese, deep fried

rice pasta, stuff flavoured with heat and cheese.

... so I roll back into town late Wednesday.

Thursday email arrives "ALERT! Grapes arrive tomorrow!"

Beverages.

Lovely saison that's sumptuous on the tongue and

peppery with Grains of Paradise and zip-tang finish.

Belgian spelt beer loaded with endless spice depths of

flavour that draw and fascinate. Wine: Resonating the

terroir and weather of the past for years to come,

foreshadowing expressions of this fine fall afternoon ritual.

Regardless, I scoop a couple crates of Muscat grapes, the

original ancient. Cultivated for so long it's gone native from

the Pacific west of the Mediterranean, across both shores,

past Egypt and Greece, Turkey, even dry gulch

Afghanistan.

Four semi loads of grapes from Cali gone. Vaporized into

the homes of the Italians, who leave with pickups full of

vintners' gold. This time comes once a year so you better

get on it: Old Grampa ordering the young 'uns around,

eyeing the product, an air of high mission and machismo.

It's important - the family gathering of harvest for the long

year's staple.

Wherein we attempt to evoke the Dionysian epiphanies of King Midas...
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Struck by tragedy and remorse, he prays to Dionysus

and washes the touch of gold from his hands at the

source of the river Pactolus, which turns the shores to

gold. Ever unable to transcend his immediate

perceptions, a poor choice in music attracts the wrath

of Apollo who turns Midas' ears into those of a

donkey. His barber, sworn to secrecy, digs a hole in

the earth into which he can safely confide, but a

grassy reed sprouts there in the spring, chanting "The

King has asses ears!"

And so it goes. However ignominious the personal

lessons of his life, King Midas did well by his people,

and on death was buried under the greatest Tumulus

of them all - in an appropriately plain wooden

chamber with a six-pack to go.

Fast forward, next day, present time, down at the

brew shed. With molecular analysis we know what

poor Midas drank from the Omphalos bowls buried

with him those 3000 years ago: part beer, part

mead, part wine of the Muscat. Sacrament to the god

Dionysus, sent along to guide and protect, to heal

and sustain - and inspire the possibility of less

ephemeral epiphanies into perpetuity.

Formulas cranking, the mash is made. Pure,

moist-kilned barley mashed and loaded into the boil

pot. Add honey-of-clover and the stamen of the

Crocus Sativus: saffron, the mythological spice that

transformed the world from ancient China to Babylon

as the penultimate expression of wealth and

decadence. Chill to ferment. Stir in Muscat and top

with yeast cultured in the secretive Abbaye de

Notre-Dame de Saint-Remy, developed for centuries

by illuminated monks to make a brew truly divine.

And now; as we have since time beyond memory,

record, or tradition: we wait.
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