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The mouth of a
perfectly contented
man 1is filled
with beer. *

* Egyptian proverb, 2200 BCE

]

IN This Issue Cloning Ancient Beers ~ The Oregon Beer Festival
~ Building your own simple Fermentation Chamber

~ Beer and Brewery Reviews and much more...
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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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