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Yuengling (can) $4.50 
 

B & J & I, still giddy from the World 
Record Key Lime Pie, walked here 

from Hot Tin Roof.  It was July 

sweltery out.  I was ruing our 
departure from AC.   

 
The Peace, Love and IPA Tour way 

back in 2012 paid a nocturnal visit 
to these esteemed grounds for the 

Hop of the Chart House (#68).  This would be a very different experience. 
 

The walkways of the resort wind through tropical vegetation.  Colorful arrow 
signs steer you along.  B&J, being former almost-monthly guests here, didn't 

need no stinking signs; they could have found 
the bar wearing earmuffs.  Backwards.  

 
As we got close, I heard the plinking of steel 

drum music, and relished the idea of sipping 

my bev to the lightly bouncy vibes.  But, as 
soon as we plunked ourselves onto our bar 

stools, he stopped.  I'm pretty sure he did not 
stop because we arrived, but he definitely 

stopped his plinking when we did our 
plunking.  Pure coinkidink, I tink.   

 
The sturdy wooden frame roof provided nice 

shade, and a fan or two pushed the heavy air 
around some, but it was still a summer day in 

here.  Out here.  Around here.  What’s 
correct?  We were not really in, but we were 

http://www.pierhouse.com/
http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-lkwfuWlM4-0/UjU76a0mApI/AAAAAAAAJxU/IEnFCuk_Flo/s1600/bb-table.jpg
http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-jc0GzIu-TXc/UjU76GcYyXI/AAAAAAAAJxc/J-cU0yIC5GA/s1600/bb-path.jpg


under a roof, so we weren't really out.  Under here.  Yeah.  Under here.  

Sounds weird, but screw it. 
 

There were quite a few people out 
on the beach just a stone's throw 

away.  I didn't actually throw any 
stones their way to verify that, but 

it seemed about right.  The beach is 
not very big, but big enough.  Some 

people came under the roof all wet 
and thirsty, others just lay under 

the hot sun as if they were dead.   
 

It's funny how that works, 
iddinit?  If people just laid around 

like that for hours, doing nothing at 

all, when it was cloudy out, or cold, or if they were dressed, they'd be looked 
at as idle morons.  But under a hot sun, they're not idle, they are tanning, 

and that, my friends, is an active verb.  It doesn't show up in the online 
Merri-Web, oddly enough -- unless you're into 

leather, baby -- but we all know what the 
verb to tan involves.  It's an active verb for a 

non-activity.  If you are being active, you a not 
truly tanning.  Ask Zonker Harris. 

 
B&J were buds with the barkeep -- ha, like 

that's unusual -- and had some good-old-days 
chitchat goin' on.  I was outa that loop, so I 

just let my mind and eyes wander.  My mind 
wanders really well.  Sometimes it's hard to 

find. 

 
Kinda like Fredrick The Great, my black lab, 

when I'd take him for a late-night walk after a 
night of getting wasted.  (That’s me getting 

wasted, not me doggy – though Fred did love 
beer.)  We'd leash it over to the grounds of St. Seb's and then I'd unleash 

the beast and let him run wild.  He was excellent at zooming right back as 
soon as I snapped my fingers, but on those nights when I'd lay down on 

their most excellent courtyard grass, slip into a snooze, and never actually 
get around to snapping those fingers, then, well, he'd wander off to God 

Knows Where (ever been there?) and I'd have to shell out $75 to reclaim 
him from the pound the next day.   
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Yeah, my mind is kinda like that.   

 
Snap. 

 
I brought it back as we were all finishing our bevs.  Unlike a few other days, 

this hop did not gather that momentum.  We all agreed to call off the jam 
and head off for our respective siestas.  It was Independence Day, after all, 

and a fun night awaited.  Rockets' red glare, bombs bursting in air.  That 
kinda thang. 

 
So, I reckon the Beach Bar is a good place for having a beer and zoning 

out.   Not a bad claim, actually, is it?  We all need a place like that from time 
to time. 

 
 

 


