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Yuengling (bottle) $2.75 HH 
 

There are plenty of differences 
between the indoor version of Dons' 

Place (#44) and its side yard 

counterpart, but clientele is not one of 
them.  You won't find nice suits, expensive dresses or cloth napkins in either 

zone, and that is just all goddamn right with those who make this place a 
habit.  The fine folks got their own places, and us folks got our own places.  

Nothing fancy, not even anythin' schmancy (whatever the fug schmancy is). 
Just a place to hang out with like-minded people, have a few beers, smoke a 

few butts, maybe play a few games, and kill some time. 
 

Yeah, the scruffier element of 
society dwells in Dons' open air 

patio as well.  An outdoor dive is 
kind of a rare find.  One of the 

elements of a true, down-to-it, 
underbelly dive is smoke, and an 

outdoor bar doesn't lend itself to 

being all that smoky.  Hence, I was 
quite impressed, when I took my 

seat under the big green awning 
and low-peaked roof, at how damn 

smoky it was in (out) here.  It was 
an almost-breezeless summer 

evening anyway, gray and humid, and whatever little wind there was was 
not making its way into the little alcove that holds DPPB.   

 
It's set well back from the street.  The wall of Key West's least fancy gym 

blocks one side, Dons' main building blocks the other, and some trees loom 
over and behind it, so any smoke-flushing breeze would have its work cut 

out for it.  But any part of Dons' should be smoky, doncha think?   
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This, of course, was the site of that carpenter skills contest that I told you 
about in Hopter 44.  I finally remembered the name:  The Nailbangers' 

Ball.  It was a Sunday afternoon of people getting progressively and 
aggressively more shitfaced and wielding hammers, saws, and nails.  There 

was even a variant of the cornhole game, where the board was upright, and 
each contestant stood a few yards away and tried to throw hammers 

through the hole.  Nothing could go wrong there, right?  It was a hoot. 
 

There were plenty of 
game options on 

property here tonight, 
too, but, 

wisely, hammers and 
saws and implements of 

mass construction were 

not involved.  There's a 
foosball table, a regular 

cornhole game, and a 
ping-pong table (it 

would be a table tennis 
table at a resort, but ping-pong here).  Add those to the pool table and dart 

boards inside, and you have a veritable amusement park going on here. 
 

Nobody was using any of them.  Everyone was just sitting at the bar, 
smoking a butt and sucking on a beer bottle.  There weren't many people 

here, though.  A dozen or so.  Nobody was making much noise.  The two 
guys to my left were conversing, but not loudly enough for me to even know 

what they were saying.  Likewise for the three on the corner of the bar to 
my right.  Not a hint of any kind of an edge on anybody; all just very  

content to be where they were.   

 
There's a sign on the side wall of 

Dons' Place -- upper-front, where 
southbound traffic on US-1 would 

see it -- that includes the word 
"Tiki."  I can only guess that this is 

what it refers too.  There is 
nothing tikish about this bar.  I defy 

you to find anything here that 
would make you think Polynesian.  They should call it a "hut" or a "shanty" 

and it would be on target.  Yeah, Dons’ Shanty.  That’d work. 
 

Being an overcast evening, the value of the shade was lost, but I recalled 
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that Nailbanger Sunday, and what a cool refuge it was to get under the roof, 

within reach of those whirring fans, wrap my hand around a cold beer and 
escape that hot afternoon sun.   

 
I had quite a few that day, and I'm confident that it did not affect my 

timekeeping ability (not that anyone would have noticed), but on this day, I 
only stayed for one.  This was to be a true bar-hopping night, with this hop 

being just the first hop of three hops for Hops to hop.   
 


