
Bar Hoppin' With Hops

   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing

             Key West Bar Boondoggle

Bar 206:

Sea Dog Tavern
618 Duval Street (Angela entrance)

Saturday, 16 September, 6:30 PM

Big Hoppy Monster IPA (draft) $3 HH

Yeah, that address should look 
pretty damn familiar by now.  People 

just keep putting bars here, and the 
bars just keep going under.  At what 

point does the realization set in that 
you may have picked a difficult 

location?  Does history teach us 

anything?  Would Sea Dog Tavern 
have enough of a hook to draw 

people down that side street and into that alley?  Did Levity Lounge 
(#193)?  Nope, not even close.  Fat City Monroe Parish (#127)?  Hmm, that 

one never even made it to its Grand Opening date.  Salsa Loca before that? 
Might've had a chance if Cowboy Bill didn't 

screw them over.  Awful Arthur’s? We're 
going way back into BH years with that one. 

[Before Hops]

But, hey, who knows?  Maybe Sea Dog 

Tavern would have what it takes, right?  
Within seconds of arrival, we -- that would be 

B&J and I -- determined three things that 
would work in their favor.  They had 

entertainment that could be heard from 
Duval, yet wasn't blaring.  They had some 

good food on their menu (though kinda pricey 

for Hops and his merry band of Hoppers.) 
And they had drink specials.  So, some 

potential here, yes?
 

We took three stools towards the middle of 
the bar.  The surface was a bit rough, the backbar had booze in white 

cubicles along the dark-painted wall.  Large jars of fruit -- soaking in booze, 
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perhaps? -- stood nearby, and some 

inverted mason jars sat drying on 
the bar mat.

 
There was only one TV, and it was 

tuned to Olympic curling.  I like 
curling.  I really do.  I think the 

brooms are silly, but I like the slide 
and clack and bump you the hell 

outa there.  I never played the 
game, but, as a Michigander, Big 

Dog used to play often.  He said it's 
huge as a social activity, largely because everybody boozes while they 

curl.  Sounds kinda like Key West Southernmost Bocce League, but with 
brooms and scrubbers.

 

USA's women were playing Sweden.  It was tempting to start a U-S-A chant, 
but I fought off the urge.  I didn't want to freak out the other four people 

who were there.  
 

There's something hypnotic about watching those women slide those big 
heavy stones across the smooth ice and strategically bang the other stones 

around.  The sweeping and such, yeah, I get that it does make quite a 
difference, but I guess I'd just rather have you launch that rock and let it fall 

where it may, on your own, with no helpers.  But, I reckon curling's a team 
sport, which is why you don't read a lot about their individual stats, or have 

Fantasy Curling Leagues.
 

Our barkeep was a fine-looking 
young blonde woman named 

Rachel.  She hails from 

Connecticut, so we former New 
Englanders took a shine to her 

right away.  She had not been in 
town long, and this was either her 

first job or it wasn't -- I couldn't 
really hear what she was saying.

 
Big Hoppy Monster IPA was a name 

that I could not say no to.  Rachel 
happily informed us that it was still Happy Hour:  2-4-1 till 7.  (2, 4, and 1 

also add up to 7.  Whoa.) (And 2 times 4, minus 1, equals 7.  Whoa, baby.  
Adventures in arithmetic.) 
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The sound wasn't on for Olympic 

curling because a live entertainer 
was performing.  Or I should say, 

a mostly or even partly live 
entertainer.  He was a cool enough 

dude, maybe 30, give or take 
whatever you want, with shaggy 

dirty blonde hair.  He was playing 
guitar when we first arrived, but 

switched to congas here and 
there.  He might have even played 

something else while we weren't 
paying attention.  

 
It was hard to notice because he 

sounded like a band.  This has 

become the norm:  a solo 
performer backed by an iPadful of canned background music and 

vocals.  Cue up a song and play along.  How bad can your band sound -- 
unless you really suck?  And if you really suck, you wouldn't have gotten 

hired.  
 

Maybe the music is better, overall, because the canned part is virtually 
perfect, and as long as the live performer takes the most difficult part on 

him/herself, I can roll with it.  It does peeve me, though, when you hear 
some crankin-ass guitar licks going on and you look ever and see the dude 

strumming rhythm guitar along with it.  
Or drinking his beer.  

 
I never got this dude's name.  He 

sounded pretty good, and that's all that 

really matters, I suppose.  He was good 
on guitar, he was good on congas, and 

his voice was good.  If I heard him 
without any digital accompaniment, and I 

still thought he was good, then I'd be 
enthusiastic about his performance.  

 
By the end of my second Big Hoppy 

Monster, I had to hit the head.  I chose 
the wrong one.  Oops.  Screw it, 

nobody's here anyway.  I made sure I 
lifted the seat.  I'm not a total savage. 
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