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THE waving green brush was as thick as any fog Captain 
Mallory had ever encountered at sea. But he wasn’t at 
sea, he was trudging through waving palms and vines as 
thick as mizzen line on his way to bargain with heathens. 
At least on the open ocean the fog doesn’t slap you back 
when you swipe it away.
  He hated bargaining. He hated the jungle. 
  In all honesty, however, he loved heathens; of all 
shapes and sizes. It is on the shoulders of quiet and 
hulking heathens that most civilizations – most ships – 
rely. His heathens, the beautiful and bronzed group of 
leathernecks and scallywags that crewed the mighty 
Undertow, were currently Cursed by something not 
of this world.
  “ You know what every young pirate is taught?  
From the moment they lift a 
dram of rum to their lips?” 
shouted Captain to the 
winding and sky-less jungle 
in front of him. He stopped 
and searched the ground 
for a moment to locate a 
flat stone. The light in the 
jungle was sideways and 
shifting– but holding the 
flat stone towards the  
sky, Mallory discerned  
his bearings.
  “ You never drink from a 
skull,”  came the reply from 
a few meters behind him. 

Fabled Journey $11
Aged Jamaican Rum, 
Amontillado Sherry, 

Italian Amaro, Nutmeg 
Liqueur, Guava, Orgeat, 

Lime & Demerara

-Chapter Six-
CURSED : Search for Three Suns

Harlin’s Folly $14 
In the depths of the ocean off the Jamaican coast lay the 
lost treasure of La Trompeuse. Though mostly pillaged by 
thieves, Captain Mallory surfaced one crate of rum covered 
in irish moss... or so he thought. The liquid in the bottle, 
redish in hue with aromas of coconut, Aged Jamaican Rums, 
Vermouth & citrus gave the crew the courage to make the 
fabled journey into the Amazon.

Cursed $16
Scottish Gin, 

Blanc Agricole Rhum, 
American Bonded Brandy, 
Falernum, Fassionola, 

Orgeat & Lime
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  “ Wait here,” Mallory whispered. “ Wait for my whistle, 
then come as quick as your legs allow,y’hear?” 
   “Aye,”  Henderson whispered. He watched his captain 
disappear into the foliage, the rustling and cussing had 
ceased and only the shimmer of his coat buttons gave any 
clue to Mallory’s movement. 
  Henderson had seen every mile of this southern continent 
from the glass of a telescope but being inside the waving green 
landscape was unsettling to him. He assumed from where they 
made anchor that this be the fertile underbelly of the Brazilian 
rainforest, potentially far enough south to have wandered  
into Uruguay. 
  They’d left the bulk of the men in irons back on board the 
Undertow. Twenty-three of them in total, howling like 
sick dogs, attempting to gnaw at their own bloody fingers. 
Henderson hadn’t seen anything like it –a man cursed like 
that – his eyes dim and wide like a sky filled with black clouds. 
Captain Mallory called it the Iwianich Aishman Nantu, 
which translated to  
Man of the Moon Devil  
in the native Shuar.
  It started with Timms,  
the older gent from 
Portugal with skin like 
leather and a shining  

Young Henderson pushed 
through the jungle canopy in 
the Captain’s wake. “Doesn’t 
matter who’s  doing the 
offering, Captain.” Henderson 
pushed through a long thick strand 
of vines that dangled from a tree 
branch like a spilt bag of snakes.  
He looked at his Captain, brushed a leaf from 
his face and smiled.
  “That’s right, Henderson,” called Mallory. “And every 
young man is a young pirate somewhere in his heart.  
It’s that long green sunset that chooses a man’s path for 
him. But every man – no matter his shape or size or scope 
on things – every man should know a few paramount things, 

shouldn’t he, Henderson?”
“Aye, sir,”  Henderson called. “He should indeed.” 
“And one of those pearls he should carry?” Mallory 
scraped the flat stone against the sharp side of 
his machete blade, creating a ringing noise. For a 

moment, the creaking and calling of the jungle walls 
tuned to this new steel echo and fell silent.
  “Aye, that is avoiding drinking anything from a 
skull, Captain,” Henderson called forward. “Don’t much 
matter the skull, don’t much matter what it holds.” 
   “Aye, Henderson. Aye,”  Mallory said and swung 
his machete away from his chest falling a great 
green strand of vines and revealing a small cluster 
of structures in the valley where the hills ended 
and river bank began. The two men twisted their 
way hidden into the folds of a giant buttress tree 
trunk, so thick and coarse it looked like an enormous 
elephant sitting on its hind legs.

Jungle Cry $16
Swedish Vodka, 
Oregon Aquavit,  
Apricot, Orgeat,  
Ginger, Pineapple  
& Arizona Bitters

Moon Devil $17
Mezcal, Aged Overproof 

Jamaican Rum, Aged 
Trinidadian Rum, Amaro, 
Passion Fruit, Orange, 

Pineapple, Lime & Bitters

Three Whistles $12 
Spiced Tea infused Unaged 
Overproof Jamaican Rum, 

Aged Agricole Rhum, 
Ginger, Orgeat, Lime, 
Grapefruit & Pineapple

4 5



Dead Eyes $12
Blanc Puerto Rican 

Rum, Oregon Aquavit, 

Strawberry, Acid 

Phosphate & Lime

bald head that could be seen like a mirror at five hundred 
paces.Timms returned to the Undertow wearing a necklace 
made of flat stones, carrying a small satchel of wriggling 
fish, and drinking from the white bone skull of a jungle cat. 
Two members of the Undertow crew walked slowly behind 
him, carrying similar cargo.
  It was not abnormal for a sailor 
to return to his vessel with a 
satchel of fish. It was not 
abnormal to see a sailor 
return with a crudely 
designed jug of Cachaca or 
Rhum. But for Timms to make 
his way onto the horizon, 
looking as if he’d been flogged 
for a dozen hours, dried blood zig-
zagging across his scalp, chest, and covering his 
arms from his elbows to his wrists, that was not what even 
this group of salty gents would call normal.
  The sight of the older man waltzing towards them caused 
the entire crew to stop and stare.A few ran to the water’s 
edge to ensure his safety and they too stopped, spoke 
quietly, and took great sips from the panther skull Timms 
carried. Upon reaching the deck, now with eight crewmates in 
tow, they emptied their satchels and out fell two dozen live – 
and quite angry – piranhas. 
  “I caught a brace of wild hare,” Timms had shouted. “Enough 
for the lot of us!” He smiled, his eyes dark, dead, unfocused 
and unflinching.
  From the mizzen deck came the deep and rolling shout of 
Captain Mallory. “Irons, get him in the neck irons! Clear the 
deck – and get clear of those devil fish!” 

    Never Drink 
   from a Skull $12
Old Fashioned Traditional 
Dark Rum, Mezcal, Orgeat,  
Passion Fruit, Bergamot, 

Pineapple & Lime
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  But it was too late. The whipping and snapping piranhas 
had sliced ankles, calves, and the bare feet of all who stood 
on deck. As if hit by black lightning itself – one by one their 
eyes took on the same cloudy black appearance as Timms’. 
With six infected, they turned on each other, growling 
and gnawing. Timms made his way towards 

Henderson, who turned and made for 
the gang plank – safe, he imagined,  
in the water. 

   A burly hand caught the back of 
Henderson’s waistcoat and threw 
him to the ground. It was the 
Captain. “Those piranhas have 
made for the water,” he yelled. 
“Not safe overboard in these 
shallows. Grab an oar, knock 

them each clean in the back of 
the head, it’s only way to slow 

them down. The two men ran aft to 
stern, swinging the oars of the last remaining cockleboat 
at their fellow crew. With a resounding thud and a gasp, 
Henderson thumped the final moving sailor in the back  
of the head.
 The air was finally still. The Captain’s hat was askew, his 
chest bulging with each breath. During the fray Henderson 
had tripped over a portside cleat and cut his shin wide open. 
He quickly tied it off at the knee and walked to join the 
Captain at mid-deck. They dragged their battered crew into 
a circle, silent save for the occasional grunt or moan from 
an unconscious sailor. 
Henderson wrapped 
them in shackles and 
irons, hands and necks,  
a full pace apart.

Devil Fish $14
Amburana Wood Aged Cachaça, 

Extra Old Aged Barbadian Rum, 

Pineapple Rum, Kola Nut,  

Bitters & Citrus Oils
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  “If they die,” Mallory said, pulling at the 
corners of his coat. “It’s because we died 
trying to save them. Not because they 
killed each other after killing us. 
Henderson! Let’s go!”
   Henderson looked out from the 
folds of the buttress tree trunk, 
cupping his hands to his ears, waiting 
for a non-native noise to echo and 
call him to action. The blood dripping 
down his shin had piqued the interest 
of a passing viper which Henderson 
dispatched with one swing of his machete.    
 “I hate being on land,” he muttered under  
his breath.
 Finally, he heard it – the Captain’s whistle – three 
short bursts like a call for land from the harbor 
bell. Henderson burst from behind the tree trunk and ran 
towards the noisehis machete swinging wildly and carving 
a path in front of him. As he cleared the top of a small 
hill, he saw a sight that would ring in his morning sleep 
for the rest of his days.
  Captain Mallory stood in front of a small thatched 
hut draped in green palm leaves making it practically 
disappear in this thick landscape. Mallory held the village 
shaman, Aishman Etsa Maniant or Man of Three Suns, 
tightly by the neck. The Captain held his machete in his 
other hand, tightly pinned under the shaman’s rib cage. 
Standing around the two men were eleven Shuar hunters, 

Shaur Hunter $11
Blend of Overproof 

Aged Jamaican Rum, 

Aged Barbadian Rum, 

Mezcal, PX Sherry, 

Banana, Italian Amaro, 

Don’s Mix #2, Bitters, 

Vanilla & Orange Oils

Man of Three Sons $16 
Kentucky Apple Brandy, 
Tropical Tea Spiced 

Kentucky Bourbon, East 
India Sherry, Peach, 
Passion Fruit Bitters 

& Orange Oils

    Bargain $11
with Heathens

American Bonded Brandy,  

Aged Jamaican Rum,  

Maraschino Liqueur,

Cinnamon, Pineapple & Lime
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hissing and spitting, their stone-blade spears pointed in the 
Captain’s direction.
 “Henderson!” Mallory called out.“ Walk slowly down to 
me. Sheath your blade and walk slowly down. They won’t 
touch you so long as I have their shaman an inch away from 
spitting his lungs out on the jungle floor.” The Captain 
rearranged his grip on the shaman and moved away from  
the door of the hut. He shouted something Henderson 
couldn’t understand.
  Henderson did as he was told and moved quickly, adeptly, 
toward the circle of Shuar hunters. From the doorway of 
the hut emerged a giant bird, as pink as the sunrise and as 
tall as two men. In its beak a jungle python wriggled and 
writhed for a moment before the giant bird raised its neck 
and swallowed it whole. 
 “Captain?” Henderson called out and stopped. 
 “Robert,” the Captain said in a calm tone. “Robert, keep 
walking toward me. This is an important day for you, young 
man. It must be more than twenty years ago now, I stood in a 
stretch of jungle like you are standing today. You must listen 
very closely. You will walk towards us and you will bow, 
like you would to a proper lady.”
“Captain?” Henderson crept closer. “Bow, sir?”
 “Yes, Henderson. You will bow to the great bird and it will 
bow in return. When it does, you will slowly wrap a coil of 
rope around its neck and walk it away from this camp until 
you can’t see the glimmer of this blade. At that time, you 
will run.” 
 “I won’t do it,” Henderson began. 
 “Robert Louis Henderson,” Mallory roared. “I’ve watched 
you become a man. Don’t return to being a boy in front of 
me today. You will bow, you will walk, you will run. In 
my study on the Undertow is the chest I keep Lady Emilie’s 
Absinthe in, and underneath the lace and bottles is a  
leather book. On the last page is the remedy for the crew.  
You must set sail with them still in chains, they’re a danger 
to themselves until you can infuse the feathers from this 
dodo bird into a small cask of rhum and pure sugar.  

Bow to the Bird $17 
German Gin, Falernum, 

Curaçao, Allspice Dram, 
Peach, Honey, Lemon,  

Lime & Bitters
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The dodo must remain alive for the 
healing to continue and the men, still 
blind with kiss, will try to kill it. 
They don’t know its death forsakes 
them all.” 
   Henderson stood six paces in 
front of the Captain, close enough 
to see the whites of his eyes.
   He bowed, bending at the 
waist and knee. The gouge  
on his shin stung as he  
lowered, but he didn’t falter. The giant bird 
lowered its gaze and stepped forward as if to charge. 
Henderson closed his eyes and bowed lower.
   “Good man,” Mallory called out. “He has accepted the 
journey, you can stand up now, Henderson. Look him in the eye 
as you approach, he will trust you until the end of your days 
if you do.
   “Captain, isn’t there another way?” Henderson stared into 
the eyes of the giant bird and approached.  
   “We’ll see, won’t we? Heal the crew. Fare the Cape, aim into 
the wind and furough before she breaks,” Mallory said in a 
calm voice. “Keep a fire in her belly and keep the ice off her 
deck. When you’re clear and the sky is blue behind the grey, 
make land and burn a fire for three days and three nights. I’ll 
find you.” Mallory squinted his right eye, causing the jagged 
scar on his face to pinch white and bulge out. “If by sunset 
on the third day you don’t see me on that western beach, the 
Undertow is yours, Henderson. Now get back to the ship! GO!”
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Ultimate Sacrifice $16 
Aged Trinidadian Rum, East 
India Sherry, French Amer, 

Tropical Melon, Scotch 
Bonnet, Mace, Orgeat & Lime

Fare the Cape $14 
Yerba Maté infused 

Cachaça, Aged Agricole 
Rhum, Apricot, Ginger, 

Mint, Lemon & Soda

Smoking Cannon $13 

Small Batch Kentucky 
Bourbon, Aged Barbadian 

Rum, French Amer, 
Amontillado Sherry, 
Pineapple, Arizona 

Bitters, Orange Oils & 
Cinnamon Smoke

Smuggled Goods $12 

Macadamia Nut infused 
Aged Overproof 

Jamaican Rum, Mezcal, 
Amontillado Sherry, 

Allspice Dram,  
Orgeat & Lime
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Classics

Caribbean $10
(Bob Esmino, 1964)

Dark Jamaican Rum, Aged Puerto 
Rican Rum, Kola Nut, Ginger, 

Lime & Tiki Bitters

Chartreuse Swizzle $16 
(Marco Dianisis, 2010)

Green Chartreuse, Falernum, 
Lime & Pineapple

Cobra’s Fang $10
(Don the Beach, 1937)

Aged & Overproof Guyanese Rums, 
Falernum, Orange, 
Lime & Tiki Bitters

Demerara Dry Float $16
(Don the Beach, c. 1941)

Aged & Overproof Guyanese Rums, 
Maraschino, Passion Fruit, 

Lemon & Lime

Don’s Own Grog $10
(Don the Beachcomber, 1937)

Aged Small Batch Puerto 
Rican Rum, Aged Jamaican Rum, 
Pomegranate, Crème de Mure, 

Lime & Bitters

Dying Bastard $16
(Joe Scialom, c. 1959)

Kentucky Bourbon, London Dry 
Gin, American Bonded Brandy, 

Lime Cordial, Ginger, Bitters,
Lime & Soda

Fu Manchu $12
(1947)

Blend of Rums from 3 Island, 
Blend of Orange Liqueurs, 

Mint & Lime

Happy Buddha $10
(House of Hong, c. 1960’s)
Bonded Rye Whiskey, Orange 
Liqueur, Lime Cordial, 

Guava & Lime 

Hawaiian Sunset $10
(Aku-Aku, c. 1960’s)

Vodka, Pomegranate, Orgeat, 
Bitters, Lemon & Lime

Kava Bowl $40 *Serves 3-4 
(Trader Vic, c. 1940’s)
Blanc Puerto Rican Rum, 

Aged Agricole Rhum, Orgeat, 
Pomegranate, Pineapple & Lemon 

M-One $12
(Joe Scialom, 1964)

Unpeated Islay Scotch, Orange 
Liqueur, Bitters, Orange & Lime

Mai Tai $14
(Trader Vic, 1944)

Aged Overproof Jamaican Rum, 
Aged Agricole Rum, Curaçao, 

Orgeat & Lime

Nuclear Daiquiri $13
(Gregor de Gruyther, 2005)
Overproof Blanc Jamaican Rum, 

Green Chartreuse, Falernum & Lime

Penang Afrididi #1 $14 
(Don the Beachcomber, c. 1937)
Blend of Rums from 7 Islands, 

Absinthe, Passionfruit, Orange, 
Pineapple & Lime

   *  Add a 
  Souvenir
  Glass for 

     $12
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Elixir of Life $15 
Blend of Rums from 7 
Islands, French Amer, 

Guava, Orgeat, Lemon, Lime 
& Tiki Bitters

Signal Fire $16 
Blanco Tequila, Blended 

Rums from 3 Islands, Orange 
Curaçao, Mango, Habañero, 
Orange, Pineapple & Lime

Pluck two feathers from the 
tail of the great bird. Pestle 
into a powder as fine as that 
for a gun. Imbue for one full 
night’s moon with one pottel 
of fine rhum and one gill of 
sugar. Finish with 3 drops of 
blood of the the cursed.

elixir of Life
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Port Light $11
(Sandro Conti, c. 1961)

Kentucky Bourbon, 
Pomegranate,  

Passion Fruit & Lemon

Rum Barrel $25 *Serves 2
(Don the Beachcomber, c. 1940’s)
Blend of Rums from 5 Islands, 

Falernum, Allspice Dram,  
Pomegranate, Pineapple, Orange, 

Grapefruit, Lime, 
Honey & Tiki Bitters

Royal Hawaiian $10
(Moana Hotel, 1948)

London Dry Gin, Orgeat, 
Lemon & Pineapple

Tahitian Rum Punch $14 
(Don the Beachcomber, c. 1940’s)

Blend of Rum from 4 Islands, 
Manzanilla Sherry, Vanilla, 
Banana, Pineapple, Orange, 

Grapefruit & Lime

Samoan Typhoon $16
(Joe King Sui, 1969)

Vodka, Dark Jamaican Rum, 
Aged Small Batch Puerto Rican 
Rum, Passion Fruit, Orange, 

Pineapple, Lime & Honey

Zombie $14 
(Don the Beachcomber, c. 1934)
Aged Jamaican Rum, Aged Puerto 

Rican Rum, Pomegranate, 
Falernum, Don’s Mix #2, 

Lime & Tiki Bitters

Scorpion Bowl $35 *Serves 3-4
(Trader Vic, c. 1960’s)
White Puerto Rican Rum, 
American Bonded Brandy, 
Orange, Lemon & Orgeat 

Misc.
       Wine  $14
       Beer  $8
       NA Cocktail $7

*Ask server for details

Classics continued...


