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Bar #126: 
Six Shooter Saloon 

618 Duval Street 
www.sixshootersaloon.com   

Saturday, 22 June, 10:00 PM 
 

Yuengling (draft) $4? 
 

B&J and I felt it was necessary to get 
here promptly.  They had only 

recently opened, as a rebirth (of 

sorts) of the ill-fated Cowboy Bill’s.  
WTF is up with this location?  CB's 

Honky Tonk Saloon (Hop #8) seemed 
to be a success when they first 

launched, with the country music, and 
the yee-ha spirit, and the bull machine.  They had a billiard room, and a 

couple other bar rooms and spaces to hang out in.  To enter the whole 
skebaggle, you had to walk down this long white alley.  It had panache.  Or 

some country version of panache.  Pan-furrrkin-ash, Tex.   
 

But then, for some reason, they felt they needed more of a Duval Street 
presence, and took over a failed location at 618 Duval.  What a freaking 

disaster.   A big part of their appeal was that they DIDN'T have a Duval 
frontage.  Did none of them realize that??   

 

So, the rent jumped skyward, and nobody, but nobody, went to the front 
room.  Total moneypit.  Even people who might have gone down the alley 

before -- they see this big, awful, empty room and walk right on by.  Just 
who the hell thought this was a good idea??  Slap some sense into that 

freak. 
 

Anywaaaaay, they went under.  Three months’ rent due, that was the word 
in the street.  Oops.  I don't personally know the eponymous owner, but I've 

heard some vaguely unflattering things about the guy.  Just sayin'.  It would 
be wise to think it through before entering a business venture with any 

dude, but especially one whose success rate isn't the best. 
 

BUUUTTTTT, that was then, and this is now.   

http://www.sixshootersaloon.com/
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As far as we could tell, we 

had walked into Cowboy 
Bill's.  Nothing was 

different.  Not a damn 
thing.  Except that 

Tammy was bartending.    
 

I hadn't seen the Tamster 
in quite a while.  Her 

connections with Krawl 
Off Duval (#3) and Island 

Dogs (#34) are no more, 
so I had no Tam-blips on my radar for several months.  She was still her 

wound-up, feisty self.  I've found that quite endearing, but I suspect it 
hasn't always sat well with her bosses.  Just guessing.  She has a sassy,  

fuck-you-if-you-don't-like-it attitude that makes for some really fun 

interactions with us, but I can envision her being a tough tiger to tame if I 
was her employer.  Diplomacy is not a word that comes to mind when I talk 

with her, but she's a kick-and-a-half. 
 

So, a country band was just coming back on for their second set, and a 
young woman was getting a too-easy ride on the bull.  I kept looking around 

for a certain thing, but couldn't see it anywhere.  Finally, I had to ask.   
 

"Hey, Tammy, what's the name of this 
place?"  Brian still called it Cowboy Bill's, but 

he sometimes has his own nomenclature 
anyway.  Greene Street Cigar Company 

(#107) is "Cigar City", 90 Mile Lounge 
(#104) is "Mile Marker 90", Little Room Jazz 

Club (#76) is "Little Jazz Room" -- but it is 

definitely all good.  Concept trumps detail in 
times like these. 

 
There was no sign of any kind at the head of the alley.  The doorman – well, 

"alleyman" would be a more accurate term -- was wearing a shirt that said 
The Church Bar, and nobody else seemed to be wearing any name at all. 

 
Tammy couldn't hear me at first.  I shouted, "What is the name of this bar?" 

 
"Oh."  A momentary pause to recall.  "Six Shooter Saloon." 

 
Not a bad name, I thought.  Too bad nobody knows it. 
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The bar was relatively busy and quite loud, so there wasn't a lot of time for 

casual chat.  Tammy's chat rarely has a casual tone anyway; she's way too 
fired up for that la-la-yawn-yawn style of convo.  But she did fill us in on 

Patrick's latest project, and we decided to make that part of tonight's flow. 
 

I've already described this whole place as part of Bar Hop #8, and that all 
still seems to apply, except that all those far-flung satellite rooms are now 

separate bars, all re-named and with new owners/leaders/whatever.  I don't 
understand the wheelings and dealings of this place and I honestly do not 

care to.  Probably make my head spin. 
 

A lot of the decorations 
around the bar walls are 

pretty cool, though.  They 
do add to the atmosphere 

and give you stuff to read 

and chuckle at.  My fave 
is the framed photograph 

of Johnny Cash flipping off 
the photographer.  His 

middle finger looks huge, 
his face is about to 

explode, and you can read 
a big F forming on his lips. 

 
Not sure what the past here was, not sure what the present or future are 

either.  But they had beer tonight, and that was good enough to qualify for a 
Hop. 

 
And we had more hoppin' to do, so we bid that little lady Tammy a fond 

farewell, stepped through those swinging doors, and moseyed on southward 

towards the next new bar. 
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