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No, I'm not trying to fool anybody.  
This is the back room of The Lazy 

Gecko (Hop #2).  Is it distinctly 

different enough to get its own 
separate Hop?  Well, yes.  Not in the 

first hundred, no, but when we're at 
179 and starting to scrounge a bit, a 

big Hell Yeah.   
 

When I first starting Gecking, back around 2003 or so, this room was a 
crappy pool room.  There were enough people who played crappy pool that it 

kinda made sense, but after a few years, either the players dwindled, or the 
tables warped, or a little of everything like that, and the room was pretty 

much a waste.   
 

Peter and Lizzy decided to sink some money into it and see if they could 
make some bucks per square foot back there.  The walls and ceiling got a 

redo from cracking white paint to dark brown old-style copper plating, the 

bar ran the length of the back wall, one of the inner doorways was sealed 
up, a few four-tops were put along the newly formed wall, and Boston-

themed decorations were hung all over the walls.   
 

Four large flags of Boston sports teams were draped down from the seam of 
wall and ceiling.  On the high ceiling beam, there is a huge framed print of a 

go-for-the-downs hitter at Fenway adorned with the words, "Here's to curses 
that are going, going, gone."  Ehh, it's a Budweiser ad, but it's cool anyway.  

A smaller sign adorns the wall behind the bar, pointing the way to the 
Harpoon Brewery, some 1613 miles away.     

 
Back Bay is an area of downtown Boston, so the name has special meaning 

to all of us Beantowners who frequent this Southernmost Red Sox Bar.  This 
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newer half has become a good respite from any of the front room's live 

musicians that we don't relish, or as a fan cave for Sox and Bruins games 
when we want to hear the game as well as see it.  Gotta be a separate bar if 

we come here to escape the Gecko, right?  (I'll answer for you.)  Right. 

During the first autumn that Back Bay was open, a pair of sturdy-framed, 
purple-cushioned thrones showed up.  Yeah, real thrones.  Some Crown 

Royal promo pieces, with gold embroidered logos on the back cushion.  
Impressive.   For one Patriots game, they were placed in the middle of the 

room, right in front of the largest TV, with paper signs taped to each: "Brian" 
and "Jan".  Good to be the King ... and Queen.  (But we still ended up 

jumping ship to Island Dogs for football season, disloyal bastids that we 

are.) 
 

This particular evening had no crowd to deal with, though it was a little 
better than the vacant Bagatelle upstairs that we had just left.   

 
Mill, our buddy from Baltimore, who is a die-hard Orioles fan marooned in 

Red Sox Nation, was solo at the bar.  B&J and I got here at 7:59, just a few 
heartbeats before the close of Happy Hour (hence the "$0" in the header); I 

came in armed with a chip.   
 

LG and Back Bay have the latest HH in town -- most bars cut it off at 7 -- 
but it's still often a rush to get here in time.  The sense of urgency is 

comical.  I'll be pedaling my bike down Duval, zooming down the gutter, 
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catching all the lights (ha), screeching up to the bike rack, slapping on the 

lock, and power walking to the bar, just for that back half of the 2-4-1.   
 

There are other bars that do not do Happy Hour.  Jack Flats is a good 
example.  Their beers always cost what they cost.  No prob.  Pour it, my 

good man, and I shall pay thy 
fee.  But at your favorite Happy 

Hour bar, it just seems like such 
a rip-off when you are asked to pay 

full price, doesn't it?  I'm like, Five-
seventy-five??  WTF, I was just 

paying three bucks for that!  It's a 
tough gearshift. 

 
And what's extra stupid is that we 

leave after our last half-pricer and 

go someplace else and pay full 
price.  WTF is up with that?  And 

we're not the only ones who do 
it.  Back Bay drains pretty dry after 

8:00, as does the Grand Ballroom, 
which is what I think I'm going to 

start calling the front chamber of 
the Gecko.   

 
That's not always the case, of 

course, but the Happy Hour Herd is not that different than wildebeests; 
instinct says when to go to the watering hole, and when to move along.  And 

we keep one eye peeled for crocodiles and lions.  So far, all clear. 
 

You know what part of it is, I think?  We run up a Happy Hour tab, pay it, 

move on.  Next bar, have a couple, pay the modest tab, move on.  Repeat at 
each bar until the point of saturation.  A $50 bar tab sucks -- What?!?  I 

drank fifty dollars worth of beer?!? -- but a $12.50 tab qualifies as 
"responsible drinking" -- even if there are four or five of them.   

 
On nights when there is a big Boston game on TV, we readily stay beyond 

the HH terminus and hunker down for whatever innings, quarters, or periods 
are required.  Back Bay is a good venue for a game, if you get there in time 

to stake out your territory.  The dozen bar stools get grabbed quickly.  I'm 
not one who minds standing, especially with a group.  On your feet, you can 

turn and swivel and move to talk with whomever, while the seated people 
tend to have their backs to us and have to do that awkward shout-over-the-

shoulder to make convo with us on-your-feet folks.   
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More than once, I have taken the throne.  Yes, the throne.  They're down to 
just one now.  No idea where the other one went.  It was replaced by an old-

fashioned barber chair.  We argued amongst ourselves whether it was a 
barber chair or a dentist's chair.  My initial claim was that a barber's chair 

wouldn't have a headrest; it would be in the barber's way.  I was quite smug 
about it, in fact.  A counterpoint to that, though, was that the detachable 

headrest would be used for a shave.  Ahhhh, clever deduction, whoever you 
were.  Might have been Aaron.   

 
The throne is very generously 

padded, so you get a good 
first impression when your 

butt makes its first 
impression on the seat.  But 

the chair is so damn upright 

that you can't get good and 
sloucho comfo in it.  I don't 

even sit up this straight when 
I'm at work.  And then 

there's the fact that it's 
pushed up against the wall 

about ten feet from the 
nearest barstool and under 

the biggest and best TV, leaving you a bit detached from both cronies and 
entertainment.  So, while it looks dang cool, it's definitely overrated.   

 
One down side to Back Bay Bar is that the location deep within the building, 

and maybe the metal on the walls, make this an Internet-Unfriendly Zone.  
Sometimes you get lucky and you get a couple of bars, but most smart 

devices just go stupid in this room.  Even texts have trouble getting 

through.  I've actually walked out from Back Bay, through the Grand 
Ballroom and out to the sidewalk just to get a signal so I can check the 

weather radar.  Maybe I should just look at the freaking sky while I'm out 
there, hmmm? 

 
On this particular night, there was no game to see.  The resurgent Sox had 

dismantled the Yank-me's, 6-1, earlier in the day.  There was nothin' but a 
whole lot o' nothin' goin' down, in fact.  Sometimes, it's just that kind of 

night, even in a Key West.  I polished off my freebie and we headed off to 
pay full price somewhere. 
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