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Bar #164: 
The Flaming Buoy Filet Co. 

1100 Packer Street 
www.theflamingbuoy.com  

Thursday, 1 August, 7:00 
 

Butte Creek Organic Porter (bottle) $6 
 

There are some bars in Key West that 
you just can't help but see.  Sloppy 

Joe's comes to mind.  Every damn 

tourist and resident has seen that bold 
facade and garish sign.  Can't miss it. 

 
Others, though, take some searchin' out.  Orchid Key, Point 5 and Crow's 

Nest don't leap out at you, but they're still all on Duval Street, the most 
fertile ground there is for finding bars.  Greene Street Cigar, 90 Mile Lounge, 

Agave 305, Chart Room, Smokin' Tuna, and 
Shots 'n' Giggles are all just a block or so 

away, so not too much of a challenge:  a 
token amount of ferreting and you're there. 

 
The wink-wink-in-the-know places are 

usually restaurants with spankingly good 
food.  Seven Fish is a good example.  Great 

seafood, but if you don't know where to 

look, you could wandering around "near the 
cemetery" for hours.   

 
Well, The Flaming Buoy is kinda like that.  I 

know where it is, and I still don’t really 
know where it is.  It's a big old house at the 

corner of Packer and Virginia, sure, but 
where the heck are Packer and Virginia? 

Just a couple of random streets in that 
Conch-filled residential grid that sits south 

of Truman.  Kinda near the Old Firehouse 
Museum.   
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[And, hey, if you've never been to 

the Old Firehouse Museum, check it 
out sometime.  Cool place.  I just 

wish they'd put a bar in there.] 
 

So, yeah, The Flaming Buoy.  Not 
"boy" -- this is not Bourbon Street 

III.  I have no idea what it is in 
reference to, but I don't really care 

either.  To be as off-the-beaten 
path as they are, and to have an 

edgy name like that, they must 
have something purdy good going 

for them.  I'm betting it's the food. 
 

I only knew about it because I was rolling by on my bike one night, with my 

bar-dar on.  I knew that reaching the coveted 200 Bars was going to take 
some digging, so I was on constant alert for anything bar-ish.  I had a vague 

memory of a restaurant being in this area once, and I had heard rumblings 
that another one had sprouted in its wake.  Suddenly, candlelight in my 

peripheral vision grabbed my attention, but I had already ridden by.  A 
wheel-around was in order to verify the sighting.  Sure enough, the place 

definitely had a legit bar.  Jack-fweaking-pot, Scott. 
 

So, when I came back in the bright 
early evening sunshine, with no 

candlelight to guide me, I locked my 
bike to the street sign across the 

intersection and took in the outside 
vibe of TFBFC.  The place has 

character.  In fact, it even has 

caricature.   
 

A porch wraps around the front and 
side, and vines with yellow flowers 

adorn the upper frame of it.  There is a 
mid-sized chalkboard attached to the 

front railing.  I don't know if they 
change the message hourly, daily, 

weekly, fortnightly, monthly, 
biennially, annually, semi-annually, or 

never, but the one I saw read, EAT 
IT!  EAT IT HARD!  Sound dirty?  Only 

if you have a dirty mind. 
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Five of the six or so small porch 
tables had no people at them.  A 

dad and his junior high schooler 
son sat at the one nearest the 

door.  They really seemed to be 
enjoying each other's company. 

Good to see. 
 

Once inside, I felt like I knew the 
lay of the land.  I knew from my 

previous fly-by that the bar would 
be on my left.  It was too bright for 

candles, and I kind of regretted 
that.  The place looked dang coolo by those flickering flames.   

 

If you sit at the bar, TFBFC seems very orange.  The wine shelves behind 
the bar are painted orange inside, there is a wide orange stripe that runs the 

length of the bar, some orange design accents the far wall, and the menus 
are orange.  The menus are also the texture of a basketball.  That was very 

odd.   
 

But if you turn around, you'd think you were in a whole 'nother place.  The 
dining room -- which I could reach out and touch from my bar seat -- is 

classy but not stuffy.  A classic old chair faces the entrance, with a small 
potted palm behind it.  Sounds kinda posh, but they squash the posh with a 

fuktup little, long-tongued, purple, cartoony critter skulking amid the 
palm.  So just when you think the place is serious, it throws a little fun at 

ya. 
 

My barkeep was a tall, late-20's dude.  He might've been black or Jamaican 

or something, but I never pay attention to that.  I'm more interested in his 
eyes, smile, and demeanor.  All of that was cool.  His name was Alberto, I 

think.   
 

Our first exchange or two were fairly formal, but once he judged the cut of 
my jib, he lightened right up.  The beer list was a bit limited -- it is a "wine 

bar", after all -- but intriguing.  Butte Creek Organic Porter caught my 
eye.  How could it not??   

 
After a moment of chit-chat about the items on their beer menu, my Butte 

Creek became Butt Creek (my contribution), then Butt Crack (his 
contribution).  I don't normally go for porters -- they're a tad too dark and 
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malty for my tastes -- but the occasional porter is a nice variation from 

routine.  And the organic porter was rich.  You could really taste the organs. 
 

After a short while, a second server came out from the back.  He seemed to 
be the dude in charge -- manager, 

owner, maybe both.  He had a bit 
more bounce in his step than the 

average guy, but I wouldn't call 
him flamboyant.  I guess the 

restaurant's name just had me on 
the lookout for the reference 

point.   
 

I think his name was Richard.  He 
seemed like the same fashionably 

bald dude that appears on their 

website, with his cats and Fabi 
and chalkboards and all that.  I 

enjoyed the short tour through 
their web page.  Clearly, they 

have fun with it.  Worth a look, 
yeah, why not?  Go up top and 

click on it now.  What else you got 
to do?  You're reading about Hops' 

Hops, so you can't be all that 
busy.  Probably enthroned on a 

comfortable and private porcelain 
convenience.  That's what my 

writing is all about. Hey, sometimes you might even need two or three 
Hopters, depending on your, um, need. 

 

Enough of that crap, though.  Ha. 
 

Anyway, Richard definitely brought more life to the room.  It was a dang 
coolo mix of class and crazy.  He was not afraid to shout across the whole 

room to make a comment or quip.  It was like, hey, my place, fukkit.  No 
like, don't stay.  But he was a good host and everybody there was digging it 

all.   
 

At one point, a young customer, who looked like the son of the people he 
was with, called out from the table in the far end of the room, "Hey, Richard, 

should I order the Chicken And Waffles?"  To which Richard replied with 
theatrical gusto, "Of course you should!  Whyyyyy would you not?!" 
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It was a good time.  My organic butt crack had gone dry, though (don't you 

hate when that happens?), so I deemed it time to get up and move on 
out.  There were some non-Tour things to accomplish yet this evening -- life 

in KW is not all about drinking, you know; jobs and all that shit does get in 
the way sometimes (all too often) -- so I bid Alberto a fond farewell, hoped 

they would make enough money to keep this cool little corner alive, and 
moved on. 

 

 


