
Bar Hoppin' With Hops

   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing

             Key West Bar Boondoggle
 

Bar 207:
Flying Conch Lounge

Trumbo Point Annex, Building C-2076
Friday, 5 March, 6:00 PM 

Yuengling (bottle) $0.00

A military Hop!  Yahhh. The KW 

Chamber of Commerce was hosting 
their monthly elbow-rubbing shindig, 

and I decided to go.  I've been 
receiving the monthly notice ("invitation" would be too strong a word) in my 

in-box for the last 60 or so months at work, and have always politely but 

promptly deleted it.  Nothing personal against anyone, just not my style.  

But this time was different.  This time it was being held at a bar that was 

NYH.  Annnnd, to make it a real no-brainer 
(perfect for me), the $10 "donation" at the door 

was being covered by work!  Yeah, baybee.
 

[NYH = Not Yet Hopped.]

So I showed my genuine authentic Florida Driver 

License to the young and fit and uniformed dudes 
at the gate and they granted me access to their 

facility.  Didn't search the van or anything.  All 
they accomplished was acknowledging that I had 

a license to drive.  It might have been a license to 
drive a suicide vehicle for all they knew.  I guess 

they could just tell that I was not a terrorist, 
simply a thirstily patriotic American, eager to Hop 

the unhopped.  They're trained to know such 

things.

The Flying Conch Lounge is on the ground floor of what serves as a hotel for 

retired and active military personnel.  I guess the rooms are pretty nice and 
they get a great rate compared to the KW norm.  All I saw, though, was a 

glimpse of the lobby, on my beeline through it towards the bar.  I paid my 
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sawbuck, made sure I got the receipt, and set out to get me some FREE food 

and FREE beer.  Mannn, I love the sound of that.  

I stepped right up among the other 

thirsty patriots to order a 
Yuengling.  I suspected that there 

would be a paucity of premium 
beverages.  This affair was a 

freebie, after all.  And the gummint 
was involved.  There was no way 

that any craft brews would be 
flowing for this function.  They'll 

give some beer away, but it won't 
be good beer.

 
So, mentally prepped for the thin 

selection, I was set on the 

Gling.  After all, Yuengling is one of the most American of beers.  It hardly 
belongs in the "poor selection" group, but it's commonly grouped with other 

domestics for such gatherings.  I call it domestic because of its history.  For 
all I know, it's now owned by a 

Hungarian conglomerate and is 
brewed in Yemen, but there is no 

older beer factory in the US of A 
than the Yingle-gling brewery in 

Pottsville, PA.  It was established 
in 1829 --185 years ago, well 

before the Civil War.  Andrew 
Jackson became just our 7th 

President that year; the accordion 
was patented; the first typewriter 

(a typographer) was patented; and 

the first modern police force -- the 
Metropolitan Police Service -- was 

founded in London, using the 
name "bobbies" for their 

patrolmen.  'Twas quite a year, 
yes?

 
But this shindig was not even serving Yuengling.  Or anything else of 

interest.  I had to settle for a bottle of Bud Light.  Ugh.  When a flavorless 
macrobrew like that is the best imbibing option, I am not long for that 

party. 
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Ah, well.  Shut up and drink up, 

Hopsy.  You ain't payin'.  
 

With duty done and Hop 
consummated, it was time to (a) 

look around the establishment, and 
(b) find the food.

The bar was one of those side-wall 
arrangements, kinda long, kinda 

shallow, nicely varnished, with 
recessed lighting in the varnished 

wood ceiling.  Nothing fancy about 
it, but nice enough and functional 

enough.  And it was off to the side, 
leaving room for whatever this 

room might get set up 

for:  dancing, dining, games of chance, etc.  There was a billiard table in 
case you had an urge to play pool.  There was a foosball table in case you 

had an urge to foos.  
 

Out back, there was a spacious, walled patio.  The seven-story building 
loomed over it.  It was a little like being in Fenway Park, except there was 

less grass, and the wall was too tall and not green.  Yeah, I said "a little", 
right?

 
Back inside, I found the food.  I was wary of some weird, spicy, veggie crap, 

but instead I found huge cold cut subs cut up into two-bite-size pieces.  
Good stuff!!  I saw no reason to wander away from the food table.  My 

manners were not totally absent, though.  A plate and napkin were used, as 
were the serving tongs.  But I've found over the years that if you really want 

to say hi to everybody at the party, just set up camp at the food table or the 

booze source (bar, cooler, or keg).  The other party guests will eventually 
come on by.  

 
So, between bites, I said my hellos and how-are-ya's to the other social 

elites in attendance as they grabbed their victuals.  It was like being in 
a receiving line, but without the gifts.

 
Once gastronomically sated, though, my thirst for something other than Bud 

Light began to win over, so I made a discreet exit, stage left.   
 

No one checked my ID on the way out.  
 


