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Sam Adams (bottle) $4.25 
 

We were early.  Summer hours were 
in effect at the Banana Cafe, I reckon.  

Opening time would be 6:00 PM EDT.  

Hm.  Whaddyado?  If only there was 
someplace in town where we could go 

and relax for a while, and maybe have 
a cold refreshing beer on a hot 

summer day.   
 

We couldn't think of a single place, though, so we went home. 
 

No, wait.  That wasn't us.  Some other strange trio, I guess.  WE -- that 
would be B&J and I -- were far more clever and resourceful.  WE looked 

across the street and saw The Cork & Stogie, which, you'll recall, was Bar 
#71 in 2012's Peace, Love & IPA Tour.  So, that was where we headed for a 

beer break before Hop 169 would commence. 
 

C&S was empty except for us three 

and the slim woman who had the 
afternoon shift as barkeep and 

overall everythingperson.  She was 
nice and we had a good chat about 

this and that while we sat in the 
cooler climes of the indoor bar.  But 

her voice was what was most 
memorable. She could have a 

career doing voices for animated 
films.  It's hard to say it without sounding like I'm goofing on her, but her 

voice was naturally high-pitched with a bit of a squeak in it somehow.  If I 
closed my eyes and listened, I could verrry easily imagine that it was some 

cartoony critter conversing with us.   
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But this isn't about the Cork & Stogie, so don't read that last paragraph.  
Read the next one instead. 

 
At a few minutes after 6:00, we approached Banana Cafe.  We didn't want to 

be there when the doors opened.  Don't you hate having somebody at the 
door before you even open up?  Gawwwd, that galls me when I walk up to 

the door to open up the shop and someone is already standing there.  I 
growl inside. I conjure up bad names for this infringer on my precious ease-

into-work time.  I want to walk right on by like I don't even work there, just 
to make them wait even longer.   

But I don't do that.  The 
growling and conjuring, 

yes, but not the walk-by. 
 

So BJI (that ampersand 

(&) is a pain in the bum) 
got to Banana Cafe after 

a respectful few minutes 
had elapsed.  A party of 

two was already seated at 
one of the tables.  Such 

inconsiderate twits.   
 

A slim young woman with 
a ponytail and glasses 

greeted us.  She was 
dressed in black, as many servers in nicer eateries seem to be these days, 

but she wasn't all dress-up black; she wore the more casual tight black 
jeans and women's cut black t-shirt.  We told her that the bar was what we 

were after, and she happily ushered us over to it.   

 
Banana Cafe is still fairly new in this location, and everything looks and feels 

fresh.  They had been across Louisa Street, on the other corner when I first 
met them, but a while ago -- might have been two years, might have been 

ten years, I really suck at remembering the time-line of when shit happens -
- some biz moved out of here, Banana Cafe pounced on it, Coffee & Tea 

House jumped on BC's old spot, and Cork & Stogie snagged C&TH's old 
locale.  It was dizzying.  It all took less than an hour.  Or maybe it was six 

months.  Told you I suck at that kind of thing. 
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This was a nice upgrade over their old digs.  No wonder they did it.  The 

former BC had a very rustic and quaint -- and old -- look to it.  I remember 
thinking that it all seemed tall and thin and woody in there.  But business 

seemed good on that 
corner.  "Quaint" and 

"rustic" and "old" often 
mean "leaks" and 

"breaks" and "termites," 
though, so they probably 

had a list of reasons to 
cross the street. 

 
Just like the chickens.  

I'm sure that there are a 
hundred reasons 

(roughly) why chickens 

cross the road.  How could you possibly get that question right?  Chickens 
can't talk, so you could never verify it for sure, even if your guess seemed 

totally obvious, like, So she could get screwed by the rooster, or Because it 
was Happy Hour over there. 

 
Now, I suppose that maybe a really smart chicken could understand human 

talk and be able to answer yes-or-no questions with a nod, or a scratch, or a 
odd prancing gesture for yes with a strange neck contortion for no.  

Research that and get back to me. 
Independent study, baybee.  Gets 

you outa class. 
 

So, are we seated at the bar yet? 
We're 800 words into the damn 

Hopter and we haven't even had 

our Banana Cafe beverage yet. 
Let's quit mucking around and 

drinnnnnk. 
 

I ordered a Sam.  Can't go wrong 
with that.  Except maybe if you've 

just been pulled over by a cop and 
you decide to crack one from the 

cooler and take a long pull while Mr. Officersir stands there perusing your 
insurance card.  Not much good gonna come from that.  So there is a flaw in 

Sam Adams' old slogan, Always a good decision.   
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I wonder if there was much fallout from that ad.  How many guys were out 

to lunch with the boss and, just like the cool dude in the commercial, 
ordered a bottle o' Sam instead of the blandly responsible water with lemon? 

How many bosses raised more than a couple of eyebrows over that 
one?  Hopefully none.  Any boss with more than two eyebrows is disqualified 

from this equation.   
 

Grrrrr.  Get ON with it! 
 

The Banana Cafe barkeep carried a classier demeanor than the server who 
had treated us.  She was tall and thin, close to the same age but seemed 

older, and wore black as well.  Hers, though, was fine-store attire, not Ross 
specials.  We immediately deduced that she was in charge.  Manager, at 

least, maybe even part-owner.  She also seemed less friendly.  Not 
unfriendly, really, but just, I dunno, too serious or something.  She wasn't a 

bitch, but kind of removed from everything, like an overseer.  The heavy 

burden of responsibly, no doubt.  Five people in the house and only one 
server.  Ooh, stress time. 

 
I didn't catch the server's name, but she'll be a Brandi if that's OK with 

everyone.  Ms. Manager will be Nell.  No particular reason.   
 

As we sipped our bevs, Brian informed 
Nell of our quest.  She acted mildly 

amused by the notion, but we could tell 
she didn't give a penguin poop.  Brandi 

overheard us, though, and thought we 
were the greatest people on earth.  She 

was totally thrilled by the idea and 
wanted to hear about the worst bar, best 

bar, craziest bar, have we been to this 

bar, that bar, what did we drink, and 
bingity bing bong.   

 
She went into the kitchen and told the 

chef all about us, gushing with zeal about 
the Tour.  The chef even came out and 

gave us a wide grin and thumbs up.  Nell 
tolerated us and tolerated Brandi's 

preoccupation with us because (a) Brandi really had nothing else to do right 
now anyway, and (b) our conversation with Brandi meant that we weren't 

bothering her.   
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There were some vibes radiating Brandi's way from Nell -- like, This is a 

quiet and serious restaurant, we do not act like we are in some bar -- but to 
Brandi's credit, she either didn't catch the vibe, or (I hope) just plain ignored 

it with a Lighten up and try enjoying your very social Key West job vibe of 
her own.   

 
I got up and did my usual photo 

snip-snaps around the room.  It has 
a refined atmosphere, though plenty 

of tropical air flowing through the big 
open windows prevents any 

stuffiness.  The pillars and beams 
were adorned with living vines, and 

nice artwork hung here and there, 
some of it quite French, others a tad 

edgy (like the artistically nude 

woman on the underside of the 
staircase).  Funny how "nude" is art, 

while "naked" is porn.  The staircase 
itself was beckoning, and I have no 

idea why I didn't go up there to 
check out the rooftop, with its tables 

and umbrellas and towering view of 
Duval.  Shoulda.  Next time, I 

reckon.  Sometimes it's good to 
leave yourself a reason to go back. 

 
I put a tropical pink rose next to my Sam and took its picture.  No word yet 

from the Nobel Photography Committee, but it's early.  There things take 
tiiiiime. 

 

Content that we had hopped the Good Hop, we gave Brandi a lively goodbye 
wave -- which she returned with genuine enthusiasm -- and moved 

onward.  Duty done, we could go do some freelance drinkin'. 
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