In (he Bluegrass Region
A Paradox was Born;

The Corn was Full of Kernels,
The Colonels Full of Corn.
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New Year seems e—s—iagu—la:ri'y)’appropriate geason t
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wun-Qn_about miner, Now I am not hard to please;”any kind
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of potable spirits(suits—me-fine--frdtselUlong-as it is
sour mash bourbon. To mé sour mash is % best booze 5 Z‘
in the land--and ¥smst-cenfess Hye—done a lot of

I W research the subject. Just as, the-restless

P —
Picasso gwent/l from his Blue period to his This period # to
his That period, so I have gone through many a phase—not

to mention fifth--in my quest for the ideal booze.




make re¢cruits. Far from fl‘rrfa:ct Beeause-

o Wf/”’ﬂ% :

‘%4/ é;he suppl
™

A p;.led_ouerf—-‘ee it there wouldn't be n‘early enough to go
' WQW i e i

‘round,l his 1sme¥;‘Wmm/

: . _
AWW
wtiifoot, d
5 ’/’%f/ %/W?‘V: lperomg Has 4007

&Wh%///ﬂﬂ/mw
4@/4/41142%?/%” ﬂvW e 3*

RPNyt prady A

e
3
g 3

£
{
%




UL 1 putt vM W%/ é}MWMg/ Gl g s

With the advent of my lot in Cinchburg loneliness
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%% that I don't hear from theAicounty agent downjthere. /
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Am 1 plennins—en plantingAtobaccoAthis season?,( leave ML W

%fallow do I flgure to  remove those unsightly weeds? : 2
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-/Is it all right forj;.-h& neighbors to harvest some sort of
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larvae or bug, the name of which presently escapes me——

could @ cxnchbug"—-that the natives use for fish
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Regreb‘eab}yAI have neveryf yet seen

Wln Cinchburgy(#ut lately some real estate
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¥ ma%ive to go take a look A‘& knows, possibly there-
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is oil on the place‘ Better yet, maybe even a bubbling
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At first his lette\ shook me a little, and I brooded
over it for severat day:Xﬂ/ Doc's’findings were true
might not my distiller down theré A out of sheer love

for and an unselfish desire to prolong the lives of

s ——
his customers, Abe tempted to add a little buttermilk

to hls bourbon? Or perhaps a wee smidgin ’ :
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Gin I/forsook(swiftly/during Prghibition when T

discovered that the rings from the bathtubs it was ma
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'zﬁ—ses&ec}lre gularly under my eyes. /1 %‘2
i until my docto;l ¢ --thagawere

af brandyI-litied
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llmg e. Scotch I Fewalx clung toAfor nearly ten

Wyears-—doubtless because my Grannyawas born in Edlnburgh--
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until an epic overdose m‘m‘desert&m . By 8
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This period wasifedtewadibra fickle and ambiguous
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dalliance with many dwimles, during which I swayed medadx
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between Irish and Canadian,#eeehes--not to mention between

whm
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the bedroom and bathroom. Thenﬂabout twelve /cipk

A
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ago I ran across a—-d-:vtn-z Hentucky sour mash bourbo ) M
el /é%mn my quest and ﬁ[\hangovers were over,

Ever since then I have loyally divided my booze bibbing
between the emquisite sour mash bourbons of Kentucky and

A

Tennessee.
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remain loyal to sour mas%’zaufﬂh; For 09é thing the

people who make it are so friendly and/grateful. Besides

cards at Christmas they keep sdndifg me little dispatches

g =
and gifts all dﬁrsng—the year: A ghball glasses, folk

A

and drinking song xmx recorfds, exbtic new recipes, thoughtful

d thy Loty ,,/M

little things like thatJJf Even mordq miraculous,
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salesmen invariably gpring for a drink when one , seumbles

againstf them in public bars. To d=imk, sour mash bourbon,
AN /%

in short, is tg¢ become th%lnmnber of 4 Wig happy family.

Y1t/ ’!’ﬁﬂ!?
None, alas, has evepﬂ ent me a bottle of \...‘, but/dﬂunx

W\p v, N'" A

suspect there are,a flock of #md federal

*i' éfé ;
on that, / One friendly distiller recently

seht me an anonymous poem that is so purty I pass it along:

"In the Bluegrass region
A paradox was bornj;
The corn was full of kernels,

The Colonels full of corn."
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But my cup/lreally ranneth over when, just a few years
Y 4
ago, one of %hes;:l warm-hearted sows-mash dlstlllersltup and
gave me a plot of gruund near the site of 3%s dlstLllery
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in what I shall call Cmchburg Tennessee. I was and

remain deeply touched/\ Sﬁir since then I glow not only
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(11 "Dear Mr. Traver," he wrote, "For many years, £ I and a

number of my colleagues in the field of geriatrics have been
interested in the high incidence of octogenarians in the
area surrounding Igx€yx Cinchburg, Tennessee.

"Some months ago, Mr, ¥mmkkex Traver, we initiated a
small informal study to
ascertain what, if any, were contributing factors i to this
apparent phenomena. While certainly not conclusive,
preliminary results indicate a high consumption of buttermilk
coupled with mineral content of the water are apparently the

most positive factors.

'"'Wwhile we have interviewed a number of people, there are
many who have moved from the area in recent years. We
understand that you have an interest in a small piece of property
near Cinchburg and, consequently, might have some gEfx pertinent
knowledge to support or challenge our preliminary findings. If

you do, please feel free to write me at your convenience."
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\§ because it wa given to me\ by a grateful distiller
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\ down there, A&s nearly as I| can gather, t& was my

reward for a prolonged and sfurdy devotion to the
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ﬁ, consumption of his prod%ct.*.
i 3 ety get cirrhosis and i
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Written by:
John D, Voelker
Deer Lake Road

Ishpeming, Michigan

by
Robert Traver

Since New Year's seems an appropriate season to count one's
blessings, I respectfully solicit your holiday indulgence | e
I run on a little about one o th::uouhuhly Ao mine.
qu-yvitcwﬂlﬂcﬂy;‘t&yw—ﬂwuput her hand in a
vise——I have never been hard to please. For example I can
cheerfully down just about any kind of potable spirits-——provided
only that it is sour mash bourbon whiskey. To me good old sour
mash is the best booze in the land--and I must say in all modesty
that I've brought some rather intense research to the subject.

Just as the audacious Picasso moved restlessly from his
Blue period to his This period on to his That period, so I have
gone through many a phase--not to mention fiftheein my quest for
the ideal booze. When finally I collided with sour mash bourbon
it was a case of love at first sight; with my very first drink

I felt warm all over, from my toes to the tip of my patrician
nose, which latter member ymly turned, and remained, W

mostled purple omws=of-sheer delight. @W /iy d fashatoint
s

Gin I swiftly forsook during Prohibition when I discovered

that the rings from all the grimy bathtubs in which it was made
were regularly under my eyes. Brandy I stoicly killed
by t/l\u quart and the fifth until my doctor suavely suggested it
might in turn be killing me. Scotch I clung to loyally for nearly
ten Wﬁuy years--doubtless because my Cranny Traver

was born in Edinburgh--until an epic overdose moved me to desert

both W(}ramy and it,




Then followed a season of groping, an uncertain period of
fickle and ambiguous dalliance with many boozes, during which
I swayed mostly between assorted Irish and Canadian varieties—e
not to mention between the bedroom and bathroom., When about
twelve years ago I ran across my first Kentucky sour mash
bourbon, presto, my quest and my hangovers were over. Ever
since then I have il divided my boose bibbing between the
choice sour mash bourbons of Kentucky and Tennessee.

Now I hope no one thinks I'm being sordidly commercial
and trying to make recruits. Far from it in fact. For the
sad truth is that the supply of good sour mash is limited, and
if all of us started gusszling it there wouldn't be emough to
go around. Instead I am simply trying to throw a friendly
life~line to those groping souls who continue to play the field
as I once did., Toward those uncouth drinkers who have found
a different path to plasterhood I feel only charity and g
tolerance; I'll let any man stick to his booze if he'll let
me stick to mine., In fact my wife has long been amazed at my
tolerance for boozes of all kinds.

One of the reasmns I like sour mash is that it is the only
booze I know of that I can sip straight with delight; all others
I must first disguise and dilute and then doggedly toss off like
a man taking physic. But there are other if marginal reasons why
I remain loyal to my sour mash, For one thing the people who make
it are so friendly and grateful. Besides cards at Christmas they
keep sending me little dispatches and gifts all year round--
highball glasses, drinking and quaint folk song records, exotic
new recipes, trick shot pourers, thoughtful little things like




that., None has yet sent me a bottle of sour mash, alas, but
I have magnanimously concluded there must be a law against that.
Even more mmhubth lucky salesmen who shill for the

stuff invariably spring for a drink when one inadvertently
lurches against them in public bars. In fact it is not excessive
to say that the swigglers of sour mash WA%” of a big
happy family., One friendly distiller recently sent me an
anonymous poem that is so purty I must pass it along.

"In the Bluegrass region

A paradox was borm;
The corn was full of kernels,
W The Colonels full of corn."

But -vAcup of-sour=masireeddy ranneth over when, just a few
years ago, one of its warm~hearted distillers up and gave me a
plot of ground near the site of his distillery in what I shall
call Cinchburg, Tennessee. I was and remain deeply touched by
his generous gesture;since then I glow not only from his products
but from a fine sense of cameraderie and proprietorship; at last
I really belong. Even my sneaky trips to the pantry for a quick
mmmmwmdw;wmfnmmtlm
down there is watching and cares...

With my lot in Cinchburg not only did loneliness vanish but
overnight my correspondence swelled to marvelous proportions; all
at once it seemed that all Cinchburg started writing me. Scarcely
a month goes by, for instance, that I don't get a cheery letter
from the county agent down there. Am figuring on planting a
mbnmropthhumon? Ornbﬁcs\ leave the place fallow
do I 3 to remove those unsightly weeds? Can Jud Hawkins pasture




his mule there? Is it all right for the neighbors to harvest some
sort of bug, the name of which eludes me--could it be cinchbug?e
wrawl/
that the natives MA‘“ fish bait?
Then I maintain a spirited rumning correspondence with the

local tax assessor, a courteous but persistent goul y I keep

8lyly pushing off on Papa Distillery, tlmaﬁ me
Wdlthopriduotmrshipwithoutwofiu pangs. In
short my lot in Cinchburg has given me a new purpose in life;
indeed it is by way of becoming a whole new career.

All the more strange it is, then, that I have never yet seen
my exclusive country place down Cinchburg way. But lately some
real estate people there have been rather ardently wooing me
and I may just have to go take a look. Who knows, possibly there
is oil on the place. Better yet--a man can dream, can't he?ee
maybe there's a bubbling spring of pure sour mash bourbon. This
last heady speculation has afforded me many a happy hour. Maybe
ImﬂdwduamucunmAurivﬂmthmm,
and furnish dippers. I've even dreamed up a name for the place--
the Bourbon Bonanza, of course...

Of all the nice letters I have received because of my country
place in Cinchburg none has intrigued me more than the engaging
one I recently got from a doctor in Nashville., (At this point
I think it high time to swear on my solemn New Year's honor that
I'm not making any of this up.)

"Dear Mr. Traver," he wrote, "For many years, I and a number
of my colleagues in the field of geriatrics have been interested
in the high incidence of octogenarians in the area surrounding

Cinchburg, Tennessee.




"Some months ago, Mr. Traver, we initiated a small informal
study to ascertain what, if any, were contributing factors to
this apparent phencmena, While certainly not conclusive,
preliminary results indicate a high consumption of buttermilk
coupled with mineral content of the water are apparently the
most positive factors.

"yhile we have interviewed a mumber of people, there are
many who have moved from the area in recent years. We understand
that you have an interest in a small piece of property near
Cinchburg and, consequently, might have some pertiment knowledge
to support or challenge our preliminary findings. If you do,
please feel free to write me at your convenience."

At first his letter shook me, and I brooded over it for
days. Onawing doubts and bleak questions began assailing me.
How long, for example, had people been taking me for an
octogenarian? Since when had my luxurious southern retreat
dwindled, in Doe's words, to a mere "interest in a small piece
of property near Cinchburg"? Worse yet, if Doc's findings were
tmwtmcwdhﬁmrmmro—outofahulonfor
his customers, of course, and an unselfish desire to prolong
their lives—-be tempted to sneak a little buttermilk into his
bourbon? Or perhaps a wee smidgin of that magic mineral water?

Then I thought back on all the nice things he had done for
me over the years, all the wam letters he had stimulated, all
the solace and joy he continued to bestow on the imner man. So
Ibuhhcdnycramdoubuandquitlookin;atnyungueinthe
mirror, courageously fortified myself with a slug of sour mash,

and wrote Doc a chin's up letter as follows:
A




"Dear Doctor,” I wrote. "I have never laid eyes on my lot in

Cinchburg. The reason I happen to own it is because it was given
me by a grateful distiller down there. This, as nearly as I can
gather, was my reward for a prolonged and sturdy devotion to the
consumption of his product. At times I f a little guilty
over my good fortune. mé,nt only cirrhosis and cemetery
lots for their pains; my drinking has Wﬁu a whole tobacco
plantation in Cinchburg. It doesn't seem fair.

"Inasmuch as the only people I am even faintly acquainted
with in Cinchburg are pen pals--such as the county agent and
the local tax assessor--and moreover I am mercifully not yet
an octogenarian, manifestly I can scarcely either support or
refute your interesting theory that the longevity of its
inhabitants might spring, in part at least, from their high
consumption of buttermilk, At the same time I canmot resist
expressing the wistful hope that you may ultimately discover
that their reputed high consumption of sour mash bourbon is
a significant contributing factor--although how they can bwdeg
f¥p¢s)ved /iy mix the two staggers the imagination. I say this
because I happen to hate the former and love the latter. In
fact I'd rather die than switch. Good luck on your research.
Should it confirm my growing suspicions J/lyn wire me collect
de'nmdounthorotobcw%smo."

A
Happy New !mfyou alll
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TRAVER—Galley 1 9 on 10 Imperial—13 NO Indent
The Tenn 'ssee Waltz

By ROBERT TRAVER

L SINCE THE BEGINNING of the
) new year seems an appropriate sea-
son to count one’s blessings, I re-
spectfully solicit your indulgence,
while I run on a little about one of the
most highly prized of mine. Now as
my wife will gladly testify—if you
put her hand in a vise—I have never
been hard to please. For example I
can cheerfully down just about any
kind of potable spirits—provided only
that it is sour mash bourbon whisky.
To me good old sour mash is the
best booze in the land—and I must
say in all modesty that I've bought
some rather intense research to the
subject.

Just as the audacious Picasso
moved restlessly from his Blue period
to his This period on to his That
period, so I have gone through many
a phase—not to mention fifth—in my
quest for the ideal booze. When finally
I collided with sour mash bourbon it
was a case of love at first sight;
with my very first drink I felt warm
all over, from my toes to the tip of
my patrician nose, which latter mem-
ber promptly turned, and remained,
quite purple with delight.

Gin I swiftly forsook during Prohi-
bition when I discovered that the

Granny and it.
e e e r”*p. -~ Then followed g—m—“m‘ £ e — ‘
j an uncertain period of fickle and am-

12 years ago I ran across my first
Kentucky sour mash bourbon, presto,
my quest and my hangovers were
over. Ever since then I have divided
my booze bibing between the choice
sour mash bourbons of Kentucky and
Tennessee. .

Now I hope no one thinks I'm being
sordidly commercial and trying to
make recruits. Far from it in fact.
For the sad truth is that the supply
of good sour mash is limited, and if
all of us started guzzling it there
wouldn’t be enough to go around. In-
stead I am simply trying to throw a
friendly lifeline to those groping souls
who continue to play the field as I
once did. Toward those uncouth drink-
ers who have found a different path
to plasterhood I feel only charity and
tolerance; I'll let any man stick to
his booze if he’ll let me stick to mine.
In fact my wife has long been amazed
at my tolerance for boozes of all
kinds.

One of the reasons I like sour mash
is that it is the only booze I know of
that I can sip straight with delight;
all others I must first disguise and
dilute and then doggedly toss off like
a man taking physic. But there are
other if marginal reasons why I re-
main loyal to my sour mash. For one
thing the people who make it are so
friendly and grateful. Besides cards
at Christmas they keep sending me
little dispatches and gifts all year
round—highball glasses, drinking and
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quaint folk song records, exotic new
recipes, trick shot pourers, thoughtful
little things like that. None has yet
sent me a bottle of sour mash, alas,
but I have magnanimously concluded
there must be a law against that.

Even more miraculous, the lucky
salesmen who shill for the stuff in-
variably spring for a drink when one
inadvertently lurches against them in
public bars. In fact it is not exces-
sive to say that the swigglers of sour
mash are members of a big happy
family. One friendly distiller recently
sent me an anonymous poem that is
so purty I must pass it along.

“In the Bluegrass region

E a paradox was born;

The corn was full of kernels,
The Colonels full of corn.”

But my Dixie cup ranneth over
when, just a few years ago, one of

these warm-hearted distillers up and '

5 gave me a plot of ground near the
VR e site of his distillery in what I shall
call Cinchburg, Tenn. I was and re-
main deeply touched by his generous
G, gesture; since then I glow not only
by from his products but from a fine
sense of cameraderie and proprietor-
ship; at last I really belong. Even
my sneaky trips to the pantry for a
quick one are now accompanied by a
warm feeling that som e on e down

P there is watching and cares . . .
- With my lot in Cinchburg not only
did loneliness vanish but overnight my
=& correspondence swelled fo marvelous
proportions; all at once it seemed

stance, that I don’t get a cheery
letter from the county agent down
there. Am I figuring on planting a

leave the place fallow do I aim to
remove those umsightly weeds? Can

i Jud Hawkins pasture his mule there?
5 Is it all right for the neighbors ®
harvest some sort of bug, the mame
of which eludes me—could it be cinch-
hg?—thtdznﬂimmvefu'ﬁﬁ

correspondence with the local tax as-
sessor, a courteous but persistent soul
whom I keep slyly pushing off on

GESY Papa Distillery, thus giving me all

the prides of ownership without any

“RE of its pangs. In short my lot in Cinch-

burg has given me a new purpose in

SRR A life; indeed it is by way of becoming
a whole new career.

el All the more strange it is, then,

that I have never yet seen my ex-
clusive country place down Cinchburg
way. But lately some real estate peo-
ple there have been rather ardently
wooing me and I may just have to go
take a look. Who knows, possibly
there is oil on the place. Better yet—
a man can dream, can’t he?—maybe
there’s a bubbling spring of pure sour
mash bourbon. This last heady specu-
lation has afforded me many a happy
hour. Maybe I could build me a rustic
tavern there to rival even the Long

Branch, and furnish dippers. I've

even dreamed up a name for the

place — the Bourbon Bonanza, of

course . . .

L Of all the nice letters I have re-
ceived because of my country place
in Cinchburg none has intrigued me
more than the engaging one I recently
got from a doctor in Nashville. (At
this point I think it high time to swear
on my solemn New Year’s honor
that I'm not making any of this up.)

“Dear Mr. Traver,” he wrote, “For
many years, I and a number of my
colleagues in the firld of geriatrics

'ﬂ
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have been interested in the high in-
cidence of octogenarians in the area
surrounding Cinchburg, Tenn.

‘“Some months ago, Mr. Traver, we
initiated a small informal study to
ascertain what, if any, were contribut-
ing factors to this apparent phe-
nomena. While certainly not con-
clusive, preliminary results indicate a
high consumption of buttermilk
coupled with mineral content of the
water are apparently the most posi-
tive factors.

“While we have interviewed a num-
ber of people, there are many who
have moved from the area in recent
years. We understand that you have
an interest in a small piece of prop-
erty near Cinchburg and, conse-
quently, might have some pertinent
knowledge to support or challenge our
preliminary findings. If you do, please
feel free to write me at your con-.
venience.”’

At first his letter shook me, and I
brooded over it for days. Gnawing
doubts and bleak questions began as-
sailing me. How long, for example,
had people been taking me for an
octogenarian? Since when had my
luxurious southern retreat dwindled,
in Doc’s words, to a mere “interest in

things he had done for me over the
years, all the warm letters he had
£ stimulated, all the solace and joy he

as I can gather, was my reward for
a prolonged and sturdy devotion to
the consumption of his product. At
times I feel a little guilty over my
good fortune. Some drinkers get only
cirrhosis and cemetery lots for their
pains; my drinking has earned me a
whole tobacco plantation in Cinch-
burg. It doesn’t seem fair.

“Inasmuch as the only people I am
even faintly acquainted with in Cinch-
burg are pen pals—such as the county
agent and the local tax assessor—and
moreover I am mercifully not yet an
octogenarian, manifestly I can scarce-
ly either support or refute your in-
teresting theory that the longevity of
its inhabitants might spring, in part
at least, from their high consumption
of buttermilk. At the same time I
cannot resist expressing the wistful
hope that you may ultimately discover
that their reputed high consumption
of sour mash bourbon is a significant
contributing factor — although how
they can mix the two staggers the
imagination. I say this because I
happen to hate the former and love
the latter. In fact I'd rather die than
switch. Good luck on your research.
Should it confirm my growing sus-
picions please wire me collect and
I'll move down there to be nearer
the source.”

Happy New Year you all! ]




