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Yuenging (draft) $6.00?? 
 
A can of wine.  If anyone ever asks you, 
“Hey, pal, where can I get a can o’ white 
wine ‘round these parts?” you can send 
them here.   But if anyone asks you, “Hey, 
pal, where can I get a good can o’ white 
wine ‘round these parts?” you can tell ‘em 
you don’t know.   I didn’t drink the wine in question, but I have it on trusted 
authority, that it was not good. 
 
Too bad that’s the lingering memory of Bone Island Tiki House (BITH).  Wine 
in a can.  I suppose that’s better, though, than remembering that said wine 
and two domestic draft beers cost twenty bucks.   

 
Allow me to backtrack a bit.  You’re 
entitled to some exposition.   
 
BITH used to be Rumor Lounge (#23), a 
place which I did not frequent until 
Scottie started working there.  B&J and I 
put the place in our rotation so we could 
drop by and see the big guy.  Rumor 
Lounge lasted about five years, so there 
must have been plenty of people who 
liked it more than I did.  It was a 
popular place with the late-night F&B 
crowd. 
 
But they closed down – not sure if they 
had to or they chose to – and Tiki House 
rose in their place.  When B&J came 



back down to Fantasy Fest, we got back on the Hoppin’ Horse and tried to 
give BITH a shot.   
 
Fantasy Fest is not a great time to hop bars, really.  There’s a lot going on, 
sure, but we’re not seeing what the place is really like.  That final week of 

The Peace, Love & IPA Tour waaaay back in 
2012 did not a good representation make.  
While some bars, like The Bull (#93), Whistle 
Bar (#94), and especially the Garden of Eden 
(#95) may have benefited from the early-
week frivolity, places like Mangoes (#96) and 
Schooner Wharf (#97) were waaay out of 
character later in the week. 
 
This year, Havana Club (#273) seemed to 
have a good spark from FF, while First Flight 
(#272) was murdered by it.  
 
So, we didn’t know what we’d be getting into 
when we approached Tiki House.  Brian had 
an inkling that someone named Jaye might be 
working in there. The bar was fairly crowded 

but not packed, and B could tell right away that Jaye was not on duty.  The 
DJ was playing hip-hop well above conversational level, so we blitzed outa 
there with a try-it-some-other-time rationale. 
 
So, this was Some Other Time.  B&J came back down from the mainland for 
the Boat Races, and the Hop Mood just kicked in.  We finished off our light 
eats at Bruschetta (#275) and headed thisaway, eager to give it a fairer test 
in less abnormal conditions.  
 
The place looks really good 
from the outside.  The main 
sign is bright and colorful, and 
you see a similar sign on the 
back wall as you look into the 
bar.  Inside is all bambooish, 
even the ceiling.  If you 
brought somebody in here 
blindfolded, they wouldn’t be 
able to see any of it.   
 
The music was good, though I 
forget exactly what was 



playing.  It was popular music, I guess, without much edge to it – just good, 
sit-and-have-a-drink kind of tunes.  Our barkeep was slim – skinny sounds 
judgmental, even though it’s not – with copious ink and some metal.   
 
Do people with a lot of piercings, especially in private places, have to take all 
of those off when they got through TSA at airports?  I mean, they must, 

right?  How do you casually 
remove your, say, Prince 
Albert, and drop it in the tray?  
Ponder that if you like.  Back to 
the Hop. 
 
I ordered a Yuengling draft, 
Brian asked for a Coors Light.  
Jan decided she’d go for a little 
wine.  This is where it got 
weird.   
 
Our barkeep – I’ll call her 
Shirelle, for no particular 

reason – got this odd look on her face, kind of apologetic, kind of giggly, and 
said, “We’ve got white wine in a can.”  There might have even been an 
exclamation point on that sentence, but maybe not quite.  It was like she 
wanted to kind of blurt it out, either to get it over with, or to laugh about it.   
 
We certainly laughed about it, especially when she produced the can.  It was 
about the size of a Red Bull can, but was black.  I dunno.  Black is not a 
color I associate with white wine.  Black is badass and white wine is … not. 
 
And it had a monkey face on it – though I think it’s actually a chimpanzee.  
It read: The Infinite Monkey Theorem Urban Winery.  White Wine.  
Ridiculously Good Wine In A Can you can drink anywhere.  You have to be 
shitting me.  It takes a lot to render me speechless, but this was a lot.  We 
were too flabbergasted to even make any of our usual “get one in the can” 
jokes. 
 
Shirelle poured the wine into a glass for Jan, and set the can down on the 
bar.  “Aren’t you going to offer her a sniff of the can?” asked Brian.  She 
snickered and escaped away to wait on someone else.  We talked for a while 
while we casually consumed alcohol, and then I had to hit the head. 
 
When I came out, stuff had changed.  The DJ had taken over and switched 
to hip-hop.  Now, I can handle hip-hop just fine, but some of it – a pretty 
good amount, actually – is angry music.  There are reasons for that, for 



sure, but I don’t have to like it.  If I’m chillin’ with a cup o’ suds, I don’t 
need anything that’s going to rile me up and grate on me, get me all edged.  
Screw that.  See?  I’m getting pissed off already. 
 
Brian was on his feet, in a conversation with some wasted-looking dude who 
just came over from The Green Room, and looked glad to have a reason to 
beg away from him.  It was obvious that we were leaving.  It was my turn to 
pay the tab, so while Shirelle was getting it, I saw Jan push her still-full 
glass away.   
 
“Monkey wine no good?” I asked.   
 
She shivered, pointed at the face on the can and said, “It tastes like it just 
came out of him.”  I was stunned.  For Jan, that was blatant vulgarity.  She 
didn’t say “stinkin’ monkeypiss” but the meaning was loud and clear. 
 
We kinda burned our bridge at BITH, I suppose, when I picked up the check 
and blurted out, “Twenty dollars?!?”  At about the same time, Brian was 
semi-bellowing, “Worst wine in the world, worst prices, good bye!”   
 
I paid the Jackson and left Shirelle three Washingtons.  Not her fault their 
wine sucks.  At least I hope not.   
 
I have to wonder, though, how slick was the wine rep who sold them on the 
Infinite Monkey Theorem idea.  How do you convince a bar manager that 

wine in a can is going to be good 
for business?  Do you allude to 
Dale’s brews or the Cigar City 
crafties to show how canned beer 
is making such a forward push?  
Do you stress the edginess that 
you promise the customers will 
like?  Do you offer it at an 
unbelievably low price so that the 
manager can only say, WTF, how 
bad can it be?   
 
Granted, BITH wants to be about 

tropical mixed drinks, not wine, and this should assure that.  Look at their 
website, tropicoctions are the only thing they show.  They sure don’t 
advertise canned chardonnay.  Maybe they just feel they need to have some 
on hand.  Maybe they only bought a six-pack, figuring that all they’d ever 
have to do is to show a can to the customer and then put it back when the 



customer laughingly waves it off:  Shit, no one will ever actually drink this 
swill.  
 
Several years ago, while planning an outing with a group of running friends 
and discussing beverages, my dear friend Lilla said, “I’ll bring a box of wine.” 
That floored me.  I laughingly replied, “OK, and I’ll bring a bag o’ beer!”   
 
So, um, yeah.  Can o’ wine.  Ridiculously good wine, at that.  Riiiight… 
 
 
 


