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This was possibly the shortest walk 
from bar-to-bar of the whole 

tour.   No, wait; I guess the walks 
from The Bull to The Whistle, and 

from the Whistle to the Garden of 
Eden had to be shorter.  I mean, on 

a map the distance along the x and 

y axes was zero.  Can't get much 
shorter than zero.  The movement 

was all done on the z-axis.  Yes, 
dread the zed, Jed. 
 

But there was no zed involved here, dear.  Brian, Jan, and I took our time 
and arrived at Solo maybe 30 seconds after leaving GSCC.  Needless to say, 

we were exhausted and thirsty. 
 

The walk was less than a minute, but it took us to another world:  from old, 

rough-edged, weatherworn wood, to new, smooth, candlelit elegance.  I 
hate using a word like elegance, but it's what fits.  That word certainly fits 

the establishment better than I do.  That's not a dig at Solo; it's a dig at me, 
Mr. Elegance his-forking-self. 
 

As we arrived, the staff was busy wrapping the handrails in black crepe 
paper.  A Black Party was slated for later on (midnight, I'm guessing).  This 

would be a cool venue for such an event; it's so comfortably dark anyway 
that people would be like shadows as they mill about.   

 

Solo is another of the places that was not yet open during the Peace, Love & 
IPA Tour, so it's all new.  The designers did a sweet job with this place.  It 

exudes class, from the polished black bar surface to the off-lit walls that 
carry no decoration (save one giclee in the front corner), and the wide new-

brick pillars that segment the walls.  The furniture is simple but funky, like 
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black boxes with loose pillows.  And there's a bit brighter area in the back 

for just sittin' and hangin'. 
 

As is the case with most restaurants in KW, I've never had a bite of their 

food.  I'm sure it's delicious, in an elegant kind of way.  I'm just here to 
drink, thank ya, please.  We sat at the bar, as always. 
 

I figgered it was my turn to buy a round.  Jan got one of her favorite wines, 
Brian got his usual bottle of Coors Light, and I opted for the #9 -- the Doctor 

Pepper of beers.  MH9 has that odd mix of flavors, like Dr.P. has, and it 
tastes okaaay, buuuuuut you tend to not have more than one. 
 

This time, my #9 came in a snifter.  Ohhhh, ahhhh.  Hence, the sixth buck.  
But, come on, that doesn't say elegance; that says we're outa beer glasses.  

Snifters are for brandy and for 
really kickass strong brews, 

like Dogfish Head 120.  The 9 
is more at home in a mug or 

one of those tall thin pilsner 

glasses that I love so much.   
 

I gotta admit, though, it 

looked purdy dang coolo with 
the candle right behind it.   
 

Brian was looking a little 
miffed.  Not quite irked and 

certainly not vexed, but clearly 
miffed.  Almost disgruntled.  

(Have you ever been just plain 
gruntled?)  His Coors Light 

wasn't tasting very good.  I 
coulda told him that before he 

even opened it.  But, no, he 
insisted it was even crappier 

than normal.  We summoned 
the barkeep, who listened, 

then readily replaced the 

flawed beverage.  Sadly, the 
replacement was every bit as 

offensive as the original.  Brian punted on the attempt; we were one-n-done 
here tonight anyway (not dressed black enough to blend in with the partiers 

who would be arriving soon).   
 



I asked the bar maiden to check that we (i.e., I) were not being charged for 

those rotten CL's.  She had to go back and do some clicks on the register, so 
apparently, bar dude was going to charge us for at least one of them.  Tsk, 

tsk, bar dude.  Nah, not all his fault, perhaps; he didn't yet know that his 
whole batch of Coors Lights were really Coors Blights.   
 

With our Greene Street touring duties completed for the night, we punched 
the time clock and headed off on our own ways to start drinking. 
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