
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 

   The Second Century Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's 2013 

             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 

Bar #158: 
Sunset Deck (Westin) 

246 Front Street 
Thursday, 25 July, 7:30 PM 

 
Sam Adams Boston Lager (draft) 

$5.75 
 

B&J&I had tried to Hop this one once before, but failed.  We were too early.  
The Sunset Deck -- as aptly named as any bar in either Tour, being an upper 

deck designed for sunset viewing -- opens an hour before old Sol's ocean 

plunge and closes at roughly 9 PM.  That's a pretty short window of 
opportunity, and, on our initial attempt, we blew it.  We are a resilient trio, 

though, and easily redirected our thirst elsewhere. 
 

This time, we were on the mark.  The sun was still about a hand's width 
above the horizon when we bottomed up our Bar Car beers and ascended 

the steep flight of stairs 
to the Sunset Deck.  It 

was a mostly cloudy day 
to the west, though skies 

right above us were 
pretty blue.  A film of thin 

white clouds in the upper 
levels gave everything a 

whitewashed, translucent 

look.   Lower clumpy 
clouds looked dark gray 

against that background.  
Sol did his best to shine 

right through, but it would not be the island's most photogenic sundown.  
[That makes two chapters in a row that have used the word translucent.  

Pretty cool, yes?]   
 

The Deck is big.  You could put a lot of people up here.  About 60 could be 
seated, with standing area for at least that many.  I know, not exactly a 

stadium crowd, but it could be a dandy party venue.  I took a good 
walkaround to check out all the angles.  The back railing overlooks the large 
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courtyard pool.  Nice splashery down there.  No doubt there’s a bar down 

there somewhere, probably poolside, just waiting to be hopped. 
 

The Sunset Deck bar itself is an oversized hut without the tiki:  sharply 
peaked aluminum roof over sturdy bare wood beams.  That modern style of 

unpainted, undisguised, bare-bones construction that should have been 
thought of long ago.  The seats are tall, with comfy mesh, just as they were 

downstairs at Skippers (#77) -- it was as if they bought them at the same 
place.  Uncanny. 

 
We plunked ourselves on the front corner, facing southwest, and waited for 

the sun show.  Our barkeep came over and took our order.  Sammy on draft 
seemed like a good decision.   

 
Turned out that my chair was broken; the frame was separating near my 

right hip, but the mesh was keeping it together.  It was holding its own, 

though, and as long as I 
made no sudden moves or 

stupid lean-backs, it 
seemed trustworthy.  This 

new discovery did add just a 
tiny bit of excitement and 

drama to an otherwise very 
mellow Hop. 

 
It was peaceful up here.  

Plenty of breeze, and a wide 
sweep of ocean view.   

Occasionally, we could hear 
the fluttery voice and silly 

laugh of the Cat Man as he 

did his performance down 
on the patio below us.  I 

always have to laugh at his 
laugh, which, I'm sure, is by 

design.  I feel like I'm 
laughing at him, but I'm 

sure his laugh is contrived 
to induce people to laugh, 

so we're not actually laughing at him, we're laughing because of him.  Which 
means he gets the last laugh, silly though it is, at us. 

 
After a little while, a family of four came up and took the stools at the front 

of the bar.  They spoke some Germanic tongue to one another, and the dad 
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did a decent job with tourist-English when he ordered from our barkeep.  I 

was immediately unimpressed by them, though.  They were dressed quite 
nicely and were clearly well-to-do, but they took the only four seats that 

faced away from the sunset.  Dumbasses.  Why would you do that?  I 
wondered if they sat backwards in their seats at the movie theater.  A few 

minutes later, the 12-year-old boy spilled his Coke-on-ice all over his lap.  
Smooth move, Ex-Lax.  You are gonna be a killer with the girlies with that 

big brownish stain all over your beige shorts all night.  He seemed suitably 
peeved. 

 
The keeper of the bar, a medium-sized young dude about 22 or so, came 

over to give us a how-ya-doin-here and I tried to read his name on his name 
tag.  The purpose of a name tag, after all, is to clearly present the name to 

anyone who might want to identify you to your bosses, or to the police.  This 
tag was a woeful failure.  

It had the Westin logo on 

it, but the text was 
almost unreadable.  I 

didn't even see the line of 
10-point font across the 

top, and the center of the 
tag was totally blank.  My 

eyes dropped to the small 
print on the bottom. 

 
"Your name is Passion 

Fruit??" I asked him.  
Apparently, I wasn't the 

first to ask.  He explained that his name was Ian, and he pointed to the 
small, short name in the upper left.  The Westin, in an attempt to be clever, 

wanted to list something personal about each employee on their name 

tags.  I do like when places do that kind of thing, put the hometown or 
country under the name, instead of just the job title.   

 
This hotel, however, wanted to put the person's passion:  horticulture, 

curling, cribbage, poetry, amateur dentistry, whatever.  Ian said that his 
first few selections -- drinking, sex, porn, I think -- were denied, and when 

they asked come on, what do you like?, he shrugged and said, I dunno, I 
like fruit, I guess.   The problem with their tag concept, though, is that they 

can't just put Fruit under the guy's name because no one will know why it's 
there.  So, they tried to categorize the answer:  Passion:  Fruit.  Buuuuttttt, 

they screwed it up and left out the punctuation so the first readily readable 
words on the kid's tag were Passion Fruit.  Poor Ian. 
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The sun still had some tumbling to do when we finished our libations.  We 

could have stayed for another and watched the sunset, but we're locals, 
which means that (a) we've seen that show before, and on much more 

spectacular nights, and (b) if we hurried, we could still catch the end of 
Happy Hour at the Lazy Gecko.   

 
So, with a quad-Hop evening concluded, we hurried off to LG to catch the 

last of the 2-4-1's, making us arguably even dumber that the four east-
facing Germans. 
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