
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 

   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing 

             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 

Bar 227: 
Fury Pacific 

Key West Harbor 
Saturday, September 27, 1:30 PM 

 
Yuengling (draft) $0.00 

 
One good boat deserves another, 

yes?  Very different atmosphere on 
this seafaring Hop, though.  Unlike 

the mellow, sleepy, serene sunset 

ambiance of Hop 226 (Sebago 
Marquesa), this Saturday afternoon 

snorkel excursion to the reef would be 
in the company of 75 high school and 

middle school runners and about 10 
coaches and chaperones.  

 
Now, how did I -- Hops MacBarley, certified international lush -- get invited 

along with a group like this?  Simple:  I invited myself, for free.  Good ploy if 
you can swing it.   

 
The 75 kids all ran in a race this morning, and I do a lot of in-the-

background concierge-type stuff for that race:  group rates at hotels 
(getting very hard to find 'round these parts lately), restaurant connections, 

and, as an enticement to bring these mainlanders all the way down here, we 

set up a deal with Fury for the Saturday afternoon trip and bargain 
prices.  We all win:  Fury gets a couple thousand dollars’ worth of business 

that they would not have had otherwise; the kids and coaches get a half-
price boat party, Keys-style; and I, as the mastermind if it all, get to ride 

along au gratis.  We've been doing this deal for several years now, but this 
is the first year that I have actually taken advantage of it and gotten on the 

boat.   
 

It wasn't the snorkeling that I was after, though, and certainly not the 
screech and clamor of six dozen teenoes.  It was the Hop.  The cat we'd be 

riding is equipped with a bar -- beer on tap, or wine in a plastic cup, served 
across a counter by a crew member definitely counts as a bar -- and it was 

included in the price for everyone.  Extra nice when 0's the price. 
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The teenoes could get all the sodas they wanted, of course.  The coaches 
and chaperones were kind of in an "exemplary behavior" mode, wherein 

they sought to instill in the youth that noble (but very misguided) concept 
that You Don't Have To Drink To Have A Good Time.  Ha.  Yeah, you 

don't have to, but you 
might as well!! 

Especially when it 
doesn't cost you 

anything extra.   
 

But I understood.  I've 
been in those shoes. 

Now, though, I am 
shoeless, and I was not 

about to miss out on the 

Joys Of The Hop just 
because of some waves 

of disapproval.  Stick 
those up your snotty 

buns.  You set your 
example, I'll set mine.  I 

ain't no role model no 
more, Lenore. 

 
So, anyway, we loaded 

up the boat.  (Mannn, 
did I feel old.  Ha. Screw 

it.)  Once the crew gave 
their instructions and 

such, I hit the bar.  Grace gave me a big smile -- she was glad to have one 

partier on board, I guess -- but just before she tilted the tap, she asked "you 
gonna be snorkeling?"  I said yes.  She put down the cup and gave me a 

mock maternal admonishment:  "You can not have any al-co-hol until after 
you're done snor-kel-ing."  I nodded in sad assent; it was not an 

unreasonable stricture.   
 

It took about 45 minutes to get to our part of the reef.  A couple other Fury 
cats were already out there, tied up to other moorings, about 200-300 or so 

yards apart.  We all donned our vests, masks, and snorkels, and hit the 
water. 

 
Backtrack just a bit.  Before everyone boarded the boat, one of the crew -- a 

big, heavy, kinda-scruffy dude who was also our captain (Josh, I think) -- 
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made an announcement that the seas around the Keys were currently 

teeming with jellyfish and that if anyone wanted to bag out and get a refund, 
that would be the time.  No one did; how could you when you're in large 

group?  It's all or nobody either way.  How could you be such a whiny wuss 
as to ruin everyone's day over a few stings?  Just stay on the boat if you're 

that spooked by 'em. 
 

So now it was time to Meet The Jellies.  They were ubiquitous, if you know 
what that means.  They were numerous and seemed to be everywhere, if 

you don't.  It's too bad they suck so much because they have to be one of 
Mom Nature's most graceful and beautiful creatures.  Floating with no 

apparent effort or aim, they look spacey, ethereal and translucently pinkish-
purplish.  They're so delicate looking, no wonder they have stingers.  

Without those, they'd be freaking extinct. 
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When I see them, though, I gotta wonder how they see, eat, shit, mate, 

etc.  Do they hatch from eggs?  Can they communicate with one 
another?  Wikipedia, I need ya:  https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jellyfish.   

 
In this Information Age, there is no excuse for not-knowing stuff.  If you 

don't know something, take a couple of minutes, get out your phone, and 
look the damn thing up.  Unless you're looking up quantum physics or that 

kinda thing.  You can find out what that is quite quickly, but it'll take a little 
longer to master it.  (I probably said all that before, in some other Hopter, 

but fukkit.) 
 

So, anyway, I was snorkeling around, but not enjoying it all that much.  It 
was not relaxing.  I couldn't just float around and dig the little fishes and 

coolo coral because I was too busy ducking and dodging the damn jellies -- 
looking over my shoulder, up, down, and all around.  By the time I looked 

forward again, one of those gelatinous bastids was right in front of me and I 

had to kick and scramble to escape it.   
 

This was not my first snorkeling trip.  All the others were awesome -- and 
not just in the trite meaning of word.  The colors and shapes and creatures 

under the sun's shimmering rays blew me away.  Loved it.  I could glide 
around the water for hours, taking it all in. 

 
But this bloom of jellies, which may have been seasonal, or the result of an 

unusually warm patch of ocean, or who knows what, had pretty much moved 
in and taken over for a little while.  

 
And, even though I know none of them got me directly, my whole back and 

sides soon began to sting all over.  Not the full-fledged whammo sting, but 
many little low-powered ones.  There were lots of unidentifiable things 

floating in the water, detritus-like, and I wondered if little pieces of chopped-

up, smashed-up, chewed-up jellies could still sting.  The cumulative effect, 
anyway, was enough to drive me out of the water and back to the boat. 

 
This was not a defeat by any means.  All the teenoes were still snorkeling 

away, and, I, being now done with my water activity, was free to avail 
myself of the BAR!  Yeesh.  Made me wonder why I had left the damn boat 

at all.   
 

I rinsed myself with the fresh water hose (which didn't really take the stings 
away, but made me less crusty), and went below for some free beer.  Grace 

was a gracious hostess, happily pouring me my first Yingaling.  She had also 
been outstanding when explaining the rules and procedures to all the kids.  

Not only had she held their attention, but she also got them to actually 
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respond!  If you've never tried to get a group response out of 75 teenoes, 

you can't appreciate what an accomplishment that was.  Part of her success 
with the teeno boys was her attire:  almost nothing -- a tiny bikini, some 

sexy sunglasses, and a body worth showing off.  She had their attention 
noooo problem.  So, she had my attention as well as she poured my beer.  I 

wondered if I'd be drinking alone all the way home.  So be it if I was; I 
wasn't about to be deterred. 

 

The reef was in glorious hot sunshine, but looking back towards Key West, 
all we saw was dark, dark gray.  They were getting pounded by a tropical 

thunderstorm.  Sucked to be them, I reckon.  All was well here. 
 

I was finishing off brew #2 when the kids began to come back on 
board.  Most of them were squirming and twisting some from the same kind 

of stings that I had had.  Only a few of the young girls were noticeably 
whiny about it.  The boys, of course, were making a good show of not being 

bothered by them.  The majority of the girls were being that way too; these 
were all distance runners, mind you, people whose daily sessions require 

putting discomforts out of their minds.  I could tell they were all stingin’, but 
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they were not gonna show it, especially not in front of rival teams.  It 

seemed like there should have been a spray bottle of vinegar around.  For 
some reason, that liquid neutralizes jelly stings almost instantly.  If there 

was one somewhere, though, it might have been in the kitchen. 
 

As we readied for our return voyage, Grace and the other crew members 
told us all to stay where we were, and they went about the tedious task of 

doing the head count.  It was taking them longer than it should have. 
Something was amiss. 

 
It became obvious, 

though, that one of the 
other Fury cats was 

drifting over towards us 
and starting to 

get very close.  Even 

our crew was doing a 
WTF over it.  Then a 

kid plunged into the 
water off that boat and 

swam our 
way.  Somehow, he 

had swum to the wrong 
boat.  How you lose 

track of 70+ 
companions, swim 300 

yards out of your way, 
and actually get aboard 

before realizing that 
something was awry, well, that's just beyond me, but he did it.  Way to go, 

Luke.  Leave it to a distance runner.  Though a lot of top students run XC, 

some of them can be, well, a bit spacey. 
 

The boat ride back was very social.  A few of the coaches and chaperones 
decided that what happens in Key West stays in Key West and they bellied 

up to the bar themselves.  Draft beer was being given away and they got 
tired of playing the No, thank you game.  I had a few good running 

conversations with a couple of the coaches, and a couple of good Key West 
conversations with a few of the chaperones, and by beer #7 or #8 (they 

were smallish cups, wink wink), we were pulling back up to the dock. The 
sun was blazing.  That t-storm had done its thing and was long gone 

towards Cuba by now.   
 

I reminded the adults that I talked with that the crew works for tips, and 



they probably dread a boatload of gratuity-clueless kids.  If each kid on that 

boat kicked in a buck or three, along with normal adult tips, the crew would 
have a decent day for their full boatload of work.  So, the adults circulated 

among the runners and spread the word.   
 

As the teenoes began to disembark, I hit up the cheery male crew member 
(whose name I did not catch) for one more draft.  He poured it with a 

smile.  I'm sure he was appreciative about the tip reminder.    
 

As I stepped off the boat, I tipped my hat to Grace and her cohorts, and 
dropped a $20 bill in the bucket.  Still a ridiculous bargain for a boat ride 

and that many free beers. Gotta do that more often. 
 

 


