
said, `they make the beds too soft 
— so that the flowers are always 
asleep.’

This sounded a very good reason, 
and Alice was quite pleased to 
know it. `I never thought of that 
before!’ she said.

`It’s my opinion that you never 
think at all,’ the Rose said in a 
rather severe tone.

`I never say anybody that looked 
stupider,’ a Violet said, so sudden-
ly, that Alice quite jumped; for it 
hadn’t spoken before.

`Hold your tongue!’ cried the 
Tiger-lily. `As if you ever saw any-
body! You keep your head under 
the leaves, and snore away there, 
till you know no more what’s going 
on in the world, that if you were a 
bud!’

`Are there any more people in the 
garden besides me?’ Alice said, not 
choosing to notice the Rose’s last 
remark.

`There’s one other flower in the 
garden that can move about like 
you,’ said the Rose. `I wonder how 
you do it — ‘ (`You’re always won-
dering,’ said the Tiger-lily), `but 
she’s more bushy than you are.’

`Is she like me?’ Alice asked ea-
gerly, for the thought crossed her 
mind, `There’s another little girl in 
the garden, somewhere!’

`Well, she has the same awkward 
shape as you,’ the Rose said, `but 
she’s redder — and her petals are 
shorter, I think.’

`Her petals are done up close, 
almost like a dahlia,’ the Tiger-lily 
interrupted: `not tumbled about 
anyhow, like yours.’

`But that’s not your fault,’ the Rose 
added kindly: `you’re beginning 
to fade, you know — and then one 
can’t help one’s petals getting a 
little untidy.’

Alice didn’t like this idea at all: so, 
to change the subject, she asked 
`Does she ever come out here?’

`I daresay you’ll see her soon,’ said 
the Rose. `She’s one of the thorny 
kind.’

`Where does she wear the thorns?’ 
Alice asked with some curiosity.

`Why all round her head, of 
course,’ the Rose replied. `I was 
wondering you hadn’t got some 
too. I thought it was the regular 
rule.’

`She’s coming!’ cried the Lark-

spur. `I hear her footstep, thump, 
thump, thump, along the grav-
el-walk!’

Alice looked round eagerly, and 
found that it was the Red Queen. 
`She’s grown a good deal!’ was her 
first remark. She had indeed: when 
Alice first found her in the ashes, 
she had been only three inches high 
— and here she was, half a head 
taller than Alice herself!

`It’s the fresh air that does it,’ said 
the Rose: `wonderfully fine air it is, 
out here.’

“I think I’ll go and meet her,’ said 
Alice, for, though the flowers were 
interesting enough, she felt that it 
would be far grander to have a talk 
with a real Queen.

`You can’t possibly do that,’ said 
the Rose: `I should advise you to 
walk the other way.’

This sounded nonsense to Alice, so 
she said nothing, but set off at once 
towards the Red Queen. To her 
surprise, she lost sight of her in a 
moment, and found herself walking 
in at the front-door again.

A little provoked, she drew back, 
and after looking everywhere for 
the queen (whom she spied out at 
last, a long way off ), she thought 
she would try the plan, this time, of 
walking in the opposite direction.

It succeeded beautifully. She had 
not been walking a minute before 
she found herself face to face with 
the Red Queen, and full in sight 
of the hill she had been so long 
aiming at.

`Where do you come from?’ said 
the Red Queen. `And where are 
you going? Look up, speak nicely, 
and don’t twiddle your fingers all 
the time.’

Alice attended to all these direc-
tions, and explained, as well as she 
could, that she had lost her way.

`I don’t know what you mean by 
your way,’ said the Queen: `all the 
ways about here belong to me — 
but why did you come out here at 
all?’ she added in a kinder tone. 
`Curtsey while you`re thinking 
what to say, it saves time.’

Alice wondered a little at this, but 
she was too much in awe of the 
Queen to disbelieve it. `I’ll try it 
when I go home,’ she thought to 
herself. `the next time I’m a little 
late for dinner.’

`It’s time for you to answer now,’ 
the Queen said, looking at her 
watch: `open your mouth a little

Clock Bar

I should see the garden far better,’ 
said Alice to herself, `if I could get 
to the top of that hill: and here’s a 
path that leads straight to it — at 
least, no, it doesn’t do that — ‘ 
(after going a few yards along the 
path, and turning several sharp 
corners), `but I suppose it will at 
last. But how curiously it twists! 
It’s more like a corkscrew than a 
path! Well, this turn goes to the 
hill, I suppose — no, it doesn’t! 
This goes straight back to the 
house! Well then, I’ll try it the 
other way.’
And so she did: wandering up and 
down, and trying turn after turn, 
but always coming back to the 
house, do what she would. Indeed, 
once, when she turned a corner 
rather more quickly than usual, 
she ran against it before she could 
stop herself.

`It’s no use talking about it,” Alice 
said, looking up at the house and 
pretending it was arguing with 
her. `I’m not going in again yet. I 
know I should have to get through 
the Looking-glass again — back 
into the old room — and there’d 
be an end of all my adventures!’

So, resolutely turning back upon 
the house, she set out once more 
down the path, determined to 
keep straight on till she got to the 
hill. For a few minutes all went on 
well, and she was just saying, `I re-
ally shall do it this time — ‘ when 
the path gave a sudden twist and 
shook itself (as she described it 
afterwards), and the next moment 
she found herself actually walking 
in at the door.

‘Oh, it’s too bad!’ she cried. `I 
never saw such a house for getting 
in the way! Never!’

However, there was the hill full 
in sight, so there was nothing to 
be done but start again. This time 
she came upon a large flower-bed, 
with a border of daisies, and a wil-
low-tree growing in the middle.

`O Tiger-lily,’ said Alice, address-
ing herself to one that was waving 
gracefully about in the wind, `I 
wish you could talk!’

`We can talk,’ said the Tiger-lily: 
`when there’s anybody worth 
talking to.”

Alice was so astonished that she 
could not speak for a minute: it 
quite seemed to take her breath 
away. At length, as the Tiger-lily 
only went on waving about, she 
spoke again, in a timid voice — 
almost in a whisper. `And can all 
the flowers talk?’

`As well as all can,’ said the Ti-
ger-lily. `And a great deal louder.’

`It isn’t manners for us to begin, 
you know,’ said the Rose, `and I 
really was wondering when you’d 
speak! Said I to myself, “Her face 
has got some sense in it, thought 
it’s not a clever one!” Still, you’re 
the right colour, and that goes a 
long way.’

`I don’t care about the colour,’ the 
Tiger-lily remarked. `If only her 
petals curled up a little more, she’d 
be all right.’

Alice didn’t like being criticised, 
so she began asking questions. 
`Aren’t you sometimes frightened 
at being planted out here, with 
nobody to take care of you?’

`There’s the tree in the middle,’ 
said the Rose: `what else is it good 
for?’

`But what could it do, if any dan-
ger came?’ Alice asked.

`It says “Bough-wough!” cried a 
Daisy: `that’s why its branches are 
called boughs!’

`Didn’t you know that?’ cried 
another Daisy, and here they all 
began shouting together, till the 
air seemed quite full of little shrill 
voices. `Silence, every one of you!’ 
cried the Tiger- lily, waving itself 
passionately from side to side, 
and trembling with excitement. 
`They know I can’t get at them!’ it 
panted, bending its quivering head 
towards Alice, `or they wouldn’t 
dare to do it!’

`Never mind!’ Alice said in a 
soothing tone, and stooping down 
to the daisies, who were just be-
ginning again, she whispered, `If 
you don’t hold your tongues, I’ll 
pick you!’

There was silence in a moment, 
and several of the pink daisies 
turned white.

`That’s right!’ said the Tiger-lily. 
`The daisies are worst of all. When 
one speaks, they all begin togeth-
er, and it’s enough to make one 
wither to hear the way they go on!’

`How is it you can all talk so nice-
ly?’ Alice said, hoping to get it into 
a better temper by a compliment. 
`I’ve been in many gardens before, 
but none of the flowers could talk.’

`Put your hand down, and feel the 
ground,’ said the Tiger-lily.

`Then you’ll know why.’

Alice did so. `It’s very hard,’ she 
said, `but I don’t see what that has 
to do with it.’

`In most gardens,’ the Tiger-lily 

STEAMED EDAMAME  9 
LEMON-SEAWEED AND SEA SALT SEASONING

CARAMELIZED ONION DIP  10 
CHESAPEAKE-SPICED FRIED RUSSET CHIPS

MEXICAN STREET CORN BITES  14 
CHARRED CORN, BLEND OF 5 CHEESES, CORN BATTER,  
WITH CILANTRO-POINT REYES BLUE CHEESE DIPPING SAUCE

SHISHITO PEPPERS  10 
FLAME BROILED, SEA SALT, PARMEASAN DUST 

GLAZED CHICKEN WINGS  15 
CRISPY GOLDEN WINGS WITH ZINGY GOCHUJANG GLAZE

TUNA POKE  16 
FRESH AHI, WASABI DRESSING, HAND-PICKED GREENS

KOBE BURGER  21 
PREMIUM GROUND KOBE, BIBB LETTUCE,  
ONIONS, PICKLES, TOMATOES  
CHOICE OF: CHEDDAR, BLUE, OR SWISS CHEESE 
ADD: CRISPY BACON, AVOCADO, OR FRIED EGG  3 EACH

GRILLED VEGETABLE WRAP  15 
LOCALLY HARVESTED ASPARAGUS,  
BELL PEPPERS, YELLOW & GREEN SQUASH  
WITH HUMMUS, BASIL AND ARUGULA IN  
A SPINACH TORTILLA

CHOCOLATE POT DE CRÈME  9 
RICH CHOCOLATE CUSTARD, LAYER OF 
FLOURLESS CHOCOLATE CAKE, TOPPED  
WITH AN ESPRESSO CRÈME FRAICHE

CLOCK BAR ROOT BEER FLOAT  10 
SOMETHINGS JUST GO BETTER TOGETHER,  
LIKE THE CREAMY VANILLA GELATO  
AND THE CRISP TASTE OF THE ROOT BEER. 
SERVED WITH WARM CHOCOLATE  
CHIP COOKIES 
ADD: SHOT OF VANILLA VODKA  9

F O O D  S E RV E D  
4 P M – 1 1 P M 

H A P P Y  H O U R  
D R I N K  S P E C I A L S  
4 P M – 6 P M ,  D A I LY

Time Stands Still

Bites

So where do I want  
to go?

Depends on where  
you want to end up.

—  C H E S T E R  C AT
@ C LO C K B A R S F

—  A L I C E



One thing was certain, that the white kitten had had nothing to do with 
it: — it was the black kitten’s fault entirely. For the white kitten had been 
having its face washed by the old cat for the last quarter of an hour (and 
bearing it pretty well, considering); so you see that it couldn’t have had 
any hand in the mischief.

The way Dinah washed her chil-
dren’s faces was this: first she held 
the poor thing down by its ear with 
one paw, and then with the other 
paw she rubbed its face all over, 
the wrong way, beginning at the 
nose: and just now, as I said, she 
was hard at work on the white kit-
ten, which was lying quite still and 
trying to purr — no doubt feeling 
that it was all meant for its good.

But the black kitten had been 
finished with earlier in the af-
ternoon, and so, while Alice was 
sitting curled up in a corner of the 
great arm-chair, half talking to 
herself and half asleep, the kitten 
had been having a grand game of 
romps with the ball of worsted 
Alice had been trying to wind up, 
and had been rolling it up and 
down till it had all come undone 
again; and there it was, spread 
over the hearth-rug, all knots and 
tangles, with the kitten running 
after its own tail in the middle.

`Oh, you wicked little thing!’ 
cried Alice, catching up the 
kitten, and giving it a little kiss 
to make it understand that it 
was in disgrace. `Really, Dinah 
ought to have taught you better 
manners! You ought, Dinah, you 
know you ought!’ she added, 
looking reproachfully at the old 
cat, and speaking in as cross a 
voice as she could manage — and 
then she scrambled back into the 
arm-chair, taking the kitten and 
the worsted with her, and began 
winding up the ball again. But she 
didn’t get on very fast, as she was 
talking all the time, sometimes 
to the kitten, and sometimes to 
herself. Kitty sat very demurely on 
her knee, pretending to watch the 
progress of the winding, and now 
and then putting out one paw and 
gently touching the ball, as if it 
would be glad to help, if it might.

`Do you know what to-morrow 
is, Kitty?’ Alice began. `You’d 
have guessed if you’d been up 
in the window with me — only 
Dinah was making you tidy, so 
you couldn’t. I was watching the 
boys gettng in stick for the bonfire 
— and it wants plenty of sticks, 
Kitty! Only it got so cold, and it 
snowed so, they had to leave off. 
Never mind, Kitty, we’ll go and see 
the bonfire to-morrow.’ Here Alice 
wound two or three turns of the 
worsted round the kitten’s neck, 
just to see how it would look: this 
led to a scramble, in which the ball 
rolled down upon the floor, and 

yards and yards of it got unwound 
again.

`Do you know, I was so angry, 
Kitty,’ Alice went on as soon as 
they were comfortably settled 
again, `when I saw all the mischief 
you had been doing, I was very 
nearly opening the window, and 
putting you out into the snow! 
And you’d have deserved it, you 
little mischievous darling! What 
have you got to say for yourself? 
Now don’t interrupt me!’ she went 
on, holding up one finger. `I’m 
going to tell you all your faults. 
Number one: you squeaked twice 
while Dinah was washing your face 
this morning. Now you can’t deny 
it, Kitty: I heard you! What that 
you say?’ (pretending that the kit-
ten was speaking.) `Her paw went 
into your eye? Well, that’s your 
fault, for keeping your eyes open 
— if you’d shut them tight up, it 
wouldn’t have happened. Now 
don’t make any more excuses, but 
listen! Number two: you pulled 
Snowdrop away by the tail just 
as I had put down the saucer of 
milk before her! What, you were 
thirsty, were you? How do you 
know she wasn’t thirsty too? Now 
for number three: you unwound 
every bit of the worsted while I 
wasn’t looking!
`That’s three faults, Kitty, and 
you’ve not been punished for 
any of them yet. You know I’m 
saving up all your punishments 
for Wednesday week — Suppose 
they had saved up all my pun-
ishments!’ she went on, talking 
more to herself than the kitten. 
‘What would they do at the end 
of a year? I should be sent to 
prison, I suppose, when the day 
came. Or — let me see — suppose 
each punishment was to be going 
without a dinner: then, when the 
miserable day came, I should have 
to go without fifty dinners at once! 
Well, I shouldn’t mind that much! 
I’d far rather go without them than 
eat them!

`Do you hear the snow against the 
window-panes, Kitty? How nice 
and soft it sounds! Just as if some 
one was kissing the window all 
over outside. I wonder if the snow 
loves the trees and fields, that it 
kisses them so gently? And then 
it covers them up snug, you know, 
with a white quilt; and perhaps it 
says, “Go to sleep, darlings, till the 
summer comes again.” And when 
they wake up in the summer, Kitty, 
they dress themselves all in green, 
and dance about — whenever 
the wind blows — oh, that’s very 

pretty!’ cried Alice, dropping the 
ball of worsted to clap her hands. 
`And I do so wish it was true! I’m 
sure the woods look sleepy in the 
autumn, when the leaves are get-
ting brown.

`Kitty, can you play chess? Now, 
don’t smile, my dear, I’m asking it 
seriously. Because, when we were 
playing just now, you watched just 
as if you understood it: and when I 
said “Check!” you purred! Well, it 
was a nice check, Kitty, and really 
I might have won, if it hadn’t been 
for that nasty Knight, that came 
wiggling down among my pieces. 
Kitty, dear, let’s pretend — ‘ And 
here I wish I could tell you half the 
things Alice used to say, beginning 
with her favourite phrase `Let’s 
pretend.’ She had had quite a long 
argument with her sister only the 
day before — all because Alice had 
begun with `Let’s pretend we’re 
kings and queens;’ and her sister, 
who liked being very exact, had 
argued that they couldn’t, because 
there were only two of them, and 
Alice had been reduced at last to 
say, `Well, you can be one of them 
then, and I’ll be all the rest.” And 
once she had really frightened her 
old nurse by shouting suddenly in 
her ear, `Nurse! Do let’s pretend 
that I’m a hungry hyaena, and 
you’re a bone.’

But this is taking us away from 
Alice’s speech to the kitten. `Let’s 
pretend that you’re the Red Queen, 
Kitty! Do you know, I think if 
you sat up and folded your arms, 
you’d look exactly like her. Now 
do try, there’s a dear!’ And Alice 
got the Red Queen off the table, 
and set it up before the kitten as a 
model for it to imitate: however, 
the thing didn’t succeed, princi-
pally, Alice said, because the kitten 
wouldn’t fold its arms properly. So, 
to punish it, she held it up to the 
Looking-glass, that it might see 
how sulky it was — `and if you’re 
not good directly,’ she added, `I’ll 
put you through into Looking-glass 
House. How would you like that?’

`Now, if you’ll only attend, Kitty, 
and not talk so much, I’ll tell you 
all my ideas about Looking-glass 
House. First, there’s the room you 
can see through the glass — that’s 
just the same as our drawing room, 
only the things go the other way. 
I can see all of it when I get upon 
a chair — all but the bit behind 
the fireplace. Oh! I do so wish I 
could see that bit! I want so much 
to know whether they’ve a fire in 
the winter: you never can tell, you 
know, unless our fire smokes, and 
then smoke comes up in that room 
too — but that may be only pre-
tence, just to make it look as if they 
had a fire. Well then, the books are 
something like our books, only the 

words go the wrong way; I know 
that, because I’ve held up one of 
our books to the glass, and then 
they hold up one in the other room.

`How would you like to live in 
Looking-glass House, Kitty? I 
wonder if they’d give you milk 
in there? Perhaps Looking-glass 
milk isn’t good to drink — But oh, 
Kitty! now we come to the passage. 
You can just see a little peep of the 
passage in Looking-glass House, if 
you leave the door of our draw-
ing-room wide open: and it’s very 
like our passage as far as you can 
see, only you know it may be quite 
different on beyond. Oh, Kitty! 
how nice it would be if we could 
only get through into Looking- 
glass House! I’m sure it’s got, oh! 
such beautiful things in it!

Let’s pretend there’s a way of get-
ting through into it, somehow, Kit-
ty. Let’s pretend the glass has got 
all soft like gauze, so that we can 
get through. Why, it’s turning into 
a sort of mist now, I declare! It’ll 
be easy enough to get through — ‘ 
She was up on the chimney-piece 
while she said this, though she 
hardly knew how she had got there. 
And certainly the glass was begin-
ning to melt away, just like a bright 
silvery mist.

In another moment Alice was 
through the glass, and had jumped 
lightly down into the Looking-glass 
room. The very first thing she did 
was to look whether there was a fire 
in the fireplace, and she was quite 
pleased to find that there was a real 
one, blazing away as brightly as the 
one she had left behind. `So I shall 
be as warm here as I was in the old 
room,’ thought Alice: `warmer, 
in fact, because there’ll be no one 
here to scold me away from the fire. 
Oh, what fun it’ll be, when they see 
me through the glass in here, and 
can’t get at me!’

Then she began looking about, 
and noticed that what could be 
seen from the old room was quite 
common and uninteresting, but 
that all the rest was a different as 
possible. For instance, the pictures 
on the wall next the fire seemed to 
be all alive, and the very clock on 
the chimney-piece (you know you 
can only see the back of it in the 
Looking-glass) had got the face of a 
little old man, and grinned at her.

`They don’t keep this room so 
tidy as the other,’ Alice thought to 
herself, as she noticed several of 
the chessmen down in the hearth 
among the cinders: but in another 
moment, with a little `Oh!’ of sur-
prise, she was down on her hands 
and knees watching them. The

Specialty Cocktails Sparkling

White & Rosé

Red

Beer & Cider

W H I T E  R A B B I T 
“The hurrier I go, the behinder I get.” 
CASA NOBLE BLANCO, BENEDICTINE, NOILLY-PRAT DRY,  
LILLET BLANC, LEMON, EGG WHITE

C U R I O U S  A N D  C U R I O U S E R 
“ Contrariwise, if it was so, it might be; and if it were so,  
it would be; but as it isn’t, it ain’t. That’s logic.” 
YELLOW CHARTREUSE, ST. GERMAIN, LEMON, BLACKBERRY,  
LAVENDER, PEYCHAUD’S

W H O  PA I N T E D  T H E  R O S E S  R E D 
“ I’m not strange . . .my reality is just different from yours.” 
BENHAM’S GIN, KOVAL ROSE HIP, GUM SYRUP, SUZE, ABSINTHE

O F F  W I T H  YO U R  H E A D 
“Sentence first—verdict afterwards.”T 
TANQUERAY 10, LILLET BLANC, APEROL, ABSINTHE

W E ’ R E  A L L  M A D  H E R E 
“You’re entirely bonkers. But . . .all the best people are.” 
PURITY VODKA, BLUE PEA FLOWER, LAVENDER, BASIL,  
NOILLY-PRAT DRY, ACID PHOSPHATE

D I N A H ,  T H E  O R A N G E  TA B BY 
“If I had a world of my own everything would be nonsense!” 
DEL MAGUEY CREMA DE MEZCAL, MANDARINE NAPOLEON,  
OJ, GRAPEFRUIT, EGG WHITE

T E A  T I M E 
“If everybody minded their own business, the world would go around 
a great deal faster than it does.” 
SINGLETON 12YRS, PIMM’S, ROSEMARY, CARDAMOM, LEMON 
TEA SERVICE WITH ORDER OF 2 OR MORE

GOLDEN STATE CIDER 9 
MIGHTY DRY, 16 OZ. CAN, SEBASTOPOL, CALIFORNIA  6.9% ABV

COORS LIGHT 7 
PALE LAGER, GOLDEN, COLORADO  4.2% ABV

CORONA 8 
LAGAR FAMILIAR, MEXICO CITY, MEXICO  4.8% ABV

TRUMER, PILSNER  8 
MIGHTY DRY, BERKELEY, CALIFORNIA  4.8%  ABV

SAPPORO 10 
PALE LAGER, 20 OZ. BOTTLE, TOKYO, JAPAN  4.9% ABV

MISSION BREWERY  9 
HEFEWEIZEN, SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA  5.3%  ABV

C H A R T R E U S E  SW I Z Z L E 
GREEN CHARTREUSE, PINEAPPLE, LIME, FALERNUM, NUTMEG 

R O S E B U D 
KETEL ONE, APEROL, LIME, POMEGRANATE, GINGER BEER

CURIOUS GEORGE 
PAMPERO ANIVERSARIO, GIFFARD BANANA, LIME,  
PINEAPPLE, TAMARIND, HABANERO

EL BESO ARDIENTE 
EL TESORO PLATINUM, LIME CANTON GINGER, CUCUMBER, HABANERO

DIRTY HARRY 
HIGH WEST DOUBLE RYE, BEET SHRUB, JARDESCA, BONAL

THE WOMAN IN RED 
CANTON GINGER, LEMON, ANGOSTURA, PROSECCO

CLOCKWORK ORANGE 
AKASHI WHITE OAK, CYNAR, FALERNUM, CHOCOLATE BITTERS

LOST IN THE FOG 
BULLEIT BOURBON, BENEDICTINE, GRAPPA, CHAMOMILE

CA’ DI RAJO, PROSECCO 
SUPERIORE MILLESIMATO 
VALDOBBIADENE, ITALY 2016  | 12/44

MAS DUMAS GASSAC, ROSE FRIZANT 
LANGUEDOC, FRANCE  NV  |  15/56

IRON HORSE, MICHAEL MINA CUVEE 
GREEN VALLEY, CALIFORNIA  |  20/76

MOET & CHANDON IMPERIAL 
CHAMPAGNE, FRANCE NV |  40/152

CONUNDRUM, RED BLEND 
CALIFORNIA, 2015  12/44

STEELE, PINOT NOIR 
CARNEROS, CALIFORNIA 2013  15/56

NEAL FAMILY, ZINFANDEL 
RUTHERFORD, CALIFORNIA 2015  13/48

CHATEAU GUIBOT, BORDEAUX 
PUISSEGUIN SAINT-EMILION, FRANCE 2012  13/48

ENKIDU, CABERNET SAUVIGNON 
SONOMA VALLEY, CALIFORNIA 2016  15/56

SINEGAL ESTATE, CABERNET SAUVIGNON 
ST. HELENA, CALIFORNIA 2015  30/112 

TANGENT, ALBARINO 12/44 
EDNA VALLEY, CALIFORNIA 2012 

S.A. PRUM, RIESLING ESSENCE  12/44 
MOSEL, GERMANY 2015 

VENICA, PINOT GRIGIO 
COLLIO GORIZIANO, ITALY 2016  14/52

GROTH, SAUVIGNON BLANC 
NAPA VALLEY, CALIFORNIA 2016  14/52

TALBOTT, CHARDONNAY 
SANTA LUCIA HIGHLANDS, CALIFORNIA 2013  15/56

NEWTON, UNFILTERED CHARDONNAY 
NAPA VALLEY, CALIFORNIA 2015  30/112

FLEUR DE MER, ROSÉ 
CÔTES DE PROVENCE, FRANCE 2016  12/44

SAM ADAMS  8 
BOSTON LAGER, BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS  4.8%  ABV

ANCHOR BREWING  8 
STEAM BEER, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA  4.9% ABV

DRAKE’S, 1500  8 
PALE ALE, SAN LEANDRO, CALIFORNIA  5.5 % ABV

SPEAKEASY  9 
BIG DADDY IPA, 12 OZ. CAN, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA  6.5% ABV

ANCHOR BREWING  8 
PORTER, SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA  5.6% ABV

Signature Cocktails 1 6

1 6


