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Yuengling (bottle) $3.75 
 

Annnnnnnd back down again.  From 
elegance to underbelly.  But, as you'll 

remember, I do dig the underbelly.  

On my Trans-Canada Trek with the 
Earl many moons ago, underbelly was 

exclusively what we sought, eschewing 
anything with any pretense of 

decency.  We were not out to rub 
elbows with the well-to-do's of the provinces; we risked run-ins with the 

ne'er-do-wells instead.  Polite society, clinking silverware, flickering candles, 
cloth napkins, being called "sir" -- ugh, get it away.  We sought the Common 

Man and Woman, had no trouble finding them, and blended in seamlessly. 
 

In the movie Gladiator, Sir Derek Jacobi's character, Senator Gracchus, 
observes, "The bleeding heart of Rome is not the marble of the Senate, it's 

the sands of the Colisseum."  Likewise, the bleeding heart of this service-
related island is not the posh dining rooms and upscale lounges, it is the 

commonman places where those who do that serving congregate and 

socialize.  (Pretty heavy shit, yes?  Ha.)  So, do not think that my use of the 
term “underbelly” is the least bit derogatory.  To me, it’s a term of 

endearment.   
 

Hence, Bobby's Monkey Bar.  Nothing pretentious about these digs.  Just 
look at it.  The front has no sign, pink walls, dark green trim and doors, and 

the thin steel bars left behind by an awning that went bye-bye long ago.  
There are ample windows, though, which makes it a little more daylit than 

most u-belly bars.   
 

The most obvious feature by far is the side wall on Olivia Street.  It's a 25-
foot long, ground-to-roof mural mimicking Washington’s famous crossing of 

the Delaware, but with the old Seven Mile Bridge as a backdrop and rainbow 
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stripes on the flag.  I'm assuming that the faces are local people of the era 

when it was painted (by Rick Worth, a name of note to locals).  It looks 
great, really.  The details are crisp and colorful.  If I knew who was depicted, 

I bet I'd think it was funny as hell.  I don't know, though, so I only think it's 
funny as purgatory.  It's like the whole thing is a big wink at KW.  

The inside of Bobby’s oozes underbelly character.  There's a red pool table -- 
ya, red – and the walls are decorated with typical beer mirrors, booze lights 

and various quirky things.  Quite a few stuffed monkeys hang from their 
long arms from the lamp over the bar’s central island.  Monkey Bar, yes? 

 
This was not a direct shot from Solo to here.  Oh, nay nay, overday.  This 

was a good three and maybe almost four hours later.  Green Parrot had me 
for a while.  Virgilio's also.  Jack Flats.  Couple others.  Hops was doin' some 

freelance hoppin'.  Monkey Bar was an afterthought.  I was biking a tad 
unsteadily homeward, found myself at Olivia and Simonton and said, Heyy, 

wait a tick.  Heeere's a bar just a-begging to be Hopped.  Another beer will 
straighten me right out. 
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There were a half-dozen patrons there, a few one-somes and cluster of three 

elderlies.  I recognized Paul, who is a waiter dude at one of the aforemen-
tioned pretty nice restaurants.  I 

didn't recognize him from there; I 
used to kinda know him years ago 

when I used to stop in this extinct 
place called The Bayou to see 

Robby.  I'd bring Critter (my ferret) 
on his night out -- riding my shoulder 

as I did my Duval stroll route -- and 
Robby would let him walk around on 

the bar, sniffing about and making 
friends.   

 
Paul and I really didn't have a lot to 

talk about, but we mashed out some 

small talk and Bayou stories.   
 

The bar woman seemed like quite the 
character.  I would have liked to chat 

her up and hear some of what was in 
her noggin, but she was mostly 

occupied with the others.  She's 
probably my age or a bit older, thin, 

bespectacled, and easy-going.  I've passed by here on a bike ride or on a 
run before and I’ve seen her cranking out some karaoke for the assembled 

multitudes. 
 

Bobby's is a gay bar, I guess, but while some gay bars are gay because of 
their performers or their events or 

even salacious behavior, Bobby's 

seems to be gay because gay 
people hang out there.  I didn't see 

anything sexy hanging on the walls 
(including the men's room) or get 

any erotic vibes from anything 
(except maybe Paul). 

 
The beer went down very 

well.  Practice does make perfect (if 
you practice perfectly), and I 

decided I was perfect enough for 
this night.  I mounted my gallant steed and pedaled off into the dark tropical 

night, leaving the monkeys to do what monkeys do. 
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