
In Binghamton, I lived on the second floor, above my landlord. You may have seen those little bottles of root beer extract on shelves in the grocery store. I doubt that you could find them today, but at the time, I bought one and in the spring of 1971, I started to make my own root beer in a gallon jug. All you have to add is water, sugar and yeast to the extract and let it brew for a few weeks. This I did according to the package directions, but I noticed that not much seemed to be happening. I added some more yeast.

A day or two later, I went out to play softball. When I returned, the back door to my place was wide open and the floor was much cleaner than when I had departed. My root beer had exploded and the liquid somehow dripped downstairs into the landlord’s apartment. He probably heard the explosion too. I had to do some explaining as well as cleaning up. I noticed some tiny fragments of glass, not much larger than grains of sand. It must have been some explosion. My landlord probably thought the house was being attacked.

The lesson from that episode is simple: follow directions. You can improvise for certain situations but not for others. The root beer directions also said to keep the jug on its side and capped with a cork, if possible. Had I done that, the cork would have shot out and there would have been some liquid on the floor, but certainly no explosion.
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