Dear Friend,

Jan, you are absolutely wrong about alcohol & especially about wines. I used to be cursed by our family doctor - friend not to drink "so much". "So much" meant a couple of kupica (my vocabulary says: liqueur glass, pony, but it is egyszerű paraszt kupica) of pálinka (Hungarian strong drink) or one, sometimes two glasses of wine after lunch etc. I used to laugh at her saying splendid slogans like "what remains of the joys of life if:..." or " you, doctors are stupid creatures trying to take away all pleasant sides of life" and almost always adding that science will prove that small quantities of alcohol are medicaments and in no case poisons. And I proved to be right (as almost always): the best scientists of the stupid medical sciences keep saying now that 4-5 dls of wine a day make wonders to the slowing down brains of not very young people like us. Whooo!

If you tell a Czech who offers you to consume two-three bottles/head of beer with him that you do not drink alcohol, he would drop the big, filled mug and stare at you with astonishment: do not say stupidities, beer is not alcohol at all, we use it as medicine. It happened to us with Marta in Calcutta, I do not joke: we had been invited by the consul general of Czechoslovakia (the People's Republic of), a big boss (Russians call them Shyshka), a nice chap anyway and Marta did not feel well, so the above described scene happened. Think of "Svejk, the soldier"! In the pub of Svejk, "U Kalicha" I was once part of an official lunch, where my counterpart, a Czech drank 13 mugs of beer during the lunch that lasted max. 2 hours, without going out to empty himself. What a nice habit, isn’t it?  Again without joking: in some of the pubs of Czechia, especially in Prague beer is ordered in meters, which means "a row of mugs that make a meter" and quietly consume one or one and a half meter of beer not in hours, but in 45 minutes or so.

One of my best performances happened in Budapest. I was host of an unfortunate Hungarian, Kovacs Nikolaj Nikolajevich, whose father (a Hungarian Communist) had been shot during Stalin's repressions in around 1935, his mother escaped, but could not take him with her. He grew up with a Russian family as son of people's enemy, and could visit his mother only after more than 20 years, in the summer of 1956! So, we walked in Budapest, got tired in the afternoon and decided to have something to eat, an "uzsonna" (the English equivalent is again something unpleasant-sounding: high-tea, brrr.. ). We set on the terrace of the Gellert swimming bath and ordered as aperitif a bottle of chilled vodka (the waiter hesitated a little bit: per glass, isn’t it?), then selected fatányéros  as the dish. I explained my Russian-speaking Hungarian friend that it was a dish for two, served on a wooden plate, contains 4 different meats, potato, etc.) OK, he said, one for me.

Fine, I said, than one for me as well (the waiter was polite again: sorry, this is a dish for two). The waiter disappeared and the boss of the day turned up for a short visit, chatting for a while with us. During this encounter we ordered some fish-cum-salad as starter and two bottles of beer. The waiter came back with the vodka, starter and a Hungarian plus a Russian flag: we became the centre of attention of our neighbour-guests. We quietly consumed the bottle of vodka, the starter, then the "wooden plate" with two/head bottles of bear, adding later three more (bottles of beer, certainly). When we called the waiter to settle our bill he was shaken, but very polite again: "I have seen a lot of people in my life, having good appetite, but never anything like the two of you".  And we could feel in our back the acknowledging sight of our neighbours when leaving the scene.

Therefore my advice is: keep always at least one bottle of good wine at hand. Do not bother what your doctor says. The best is no doubt "TOKAJI ASZÚ", 5 or 6 puttonyos. One of the kings of France (say Louis the XIV.) called it "the king of wines and the wine of kings", one of the good things that even socialism could not spoil. And a merchant of wines, a Pole said in this century: “Since I first consumed Tokaji Aszu, I  never drank anything else.” In case you prefer red wines, I would suggest you some better wines than the one you mentioned (it is not bad, but the place is a town, and good wines are “grown” in villages), Try “Villányi Cabernet Franc”! 

That’s all for today.

See you soon?!

Best regards



Tony

