
Bar Hoppin’ With Hops 

   The Second Century Tour 
      Hops MacBarley's Summer 2013 

          Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 

Bar #107: 
Greene Street Cigar Company 

614 Greene Street 
http://greenestreetcigarcompany.com/  

Friday, 7 June 2013, 10:00 pm 

Palm Ale (bottle) $5.00? 

Sometimes on tour, it's good to bundle 
your bars.  Tonight was the Greene 

Street 600 Block Bundle.  We had 
revisited World Of Beer, on the 500 

block, where Brian got his 50th and the 

T-shirt that comes with it.  No Tour 
credit to be had there, but a couple of 

tasty IPAs, including one that had a bear with antlers on its label.   
 

From there, we walked over to Front Street so we could decide not to go into 
a bar there, then strolled back to hit the first of our pair o' Greene Streeters.  

 
Greene Street Cigar Company (GSCC) is one damn small place.  I think my 

400-square-foot cottage would dwarf it.  But they use the space well.  The 
five-stool bar is tucked off to the left as you walk in.  To the right, but kinda 

straight ahead, a large brown leather sofa was in the middle of the room, 
facing the TV.  On the way-right, in the corner, was the chair that matched 

the sofa.  It looked verrrry inviting. 
 

Sitting at the bar was not an option.  Somehow, two people had managed to 

occupy all five bar stools.  One larger-than-average woman was sideways on 
the end stool, with her legs draped all trashy style across the next two.  Her 

male companion was in the fourth stool, with his bag nestled comfortably on 
the fifth.  Imminent domain, baby, this bar is ours.  Fine.  Fuck self, please. 

 
It's very possible that the three of us would have gobbled up all the stools 

too, but that would have been OK.  In fact, it would have been cool as all 
get-out, not trashy and selfish like they were. 

 
Brian got the Coors Light with the new label -- ooooooh -- and I got a Palm 

Ale.  Jan, being the designated walker, abstained.  She knew this would not 

http://greenestreetcigarcompany.com/


be a long stay and had herself gauged for the next stop, which would be just 

next door.  Pretty sage, for a blonde. 
 

Ben was the barkeep, host, manager, and sharp-dressed man.  He was not a 
tall man, and rather round, but not fat-round, more like the strong-and-fit-

but-just-genetically-round round. Black creased pants, black crisp-collared 
shirt, black tie, black vest (buttoned up), he was the embodiment of 

suave.  He was quick with both service and good nature.  And he had to 
be.  This place needs business, and it was his job to turn stop-inners like us 

into come-backers.  If I heard right, he was once on the medical/EMT staff of 
the Chicago Bulls. 

 
When I paid for the beers, with standard gratuity, Ben pointed to a sign that 

said Sexy People Tip.  I knew that. 
 

He spoke of evening entertainment:  Jazz Night, Blues Night, Man Cave 

Night, and other ambitious ideas.  Jan, Brian and I listened with skeptical 
enthusiasm; it sounded great, but where the hell were these entertainers 

supposed to be?  You stick one 
guitar player in there, and he’s 

gonna be in the lap of the sofa-
sitters.  And he had better be 

unplugged, because (a) there is no 
room for amps, and (b) a wailing 

electric guitar could blow the roof off 
this place. 

 
We stood for a bit, talking with Ben, 

but I was drawn to The Chair.  
Initially, I thought the arm was 

ripped and some white stuffing was 

exposed, giving it a tattered look.  
As I sat down, I realized it was 

actually a rabbit pelt: soft white fur 
in the shape of a flattened-out, 

skinned bunny.  Whether it was 
genuine or imitation, I don't recall 

noticing, partly because I just got 
losssssssst in the chair.  Mannnnn, 

was it comfortable!  Snoozy time in 
no time in that beast. 

 
There was another pretty well-dressed guy there too, named Adrian.  It 

seemed like he worked there, but his main purpose might have been comic 



relief; he had a cocktail n hand and laughed and joked about anything and 

everything.  He was a crack-up.  Turns out, he is Ben’s brother.  It’s like Ben 
runs the biz, and Adrian is the designated schmoozer. 

 
GSCC far surpassed our meager expectations, but we one-and-dunned 

it.  We had more Touring to do! 
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