
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 
   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing 
             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 
Bar #252: 
Mad Dash Bar 
The Salty Angler 
1114 Duval Street 
Sunday, 8 September 2015, 7 PM 
 
Screamin’ Reels IPA (draft) $5.75 
 
… annnnnd againnnnn… 

Mad Dash Bar at The Salty Angler 
1114 Duval Street 
Sat 8/27/16, 9:30 PM 
 
Screamin’ Reels IPA (draft) $6 
 
This was the first of a couple dozen re-hops made necessary by the cruel 
failure of my blog host, Blogger, to protect my posts.  I entered a few not 
too long ago, and, as I perused backwards, I noticed some gaps. "Wait a 
tick!" I ejaculated, "Where the fuck is Blue Macaw!?   And what the freaking 
fricktoad happened to my Index page!?!?" 
 
A further examination revealed that some forty of my blog entries had been 
plucked from the blog and discarded off into the daunting void of cyber-
space.  Bah.  WTF, Blogger??   I can only guess that I had reached my limit -

- though there had never ever 
been mention of one -- and that 
any new entry bumped out an 
older one.   
  
Some back-ups exist -- for the 
entries that I drafted on my iPad 
Mini while sitting at a bar 
somewhere, for example -- but 
Blogger had been so convenient 
that I began writing directly into 
the blog.  Those ones were, to 
borrow a few words from Kurt 



Vonnegut, squirted out of the universe like a watermelon seed. 
 
So, lamenting and wailing to the heavens doesn't bring them back. I tried. 
The only things to do are (1) rewrite them from memory, and (2) re-hop 
them.  Ha, which do you think would be more fun?  My hopping had been 
slowed to a crawl lately anyway, so maybe this was the Hopping gods' way 
of getting me back out there.  Yeah, that's what it is. Sure. 
 
Sooooooooo, The Mad Dash Bar was the first to step up and scream "Hop 
me, Hops!"  It did so via Pirate Radio.  I was driving back to K-Dub, 
outracing a big black T-storm, and some female voice started talking to me 
between songs. She told me that tonight was the 1-Year Anniversary at The 
Salty Angler.  She said there would be a band, and that I should go cuz it 
would be a good time.  Then she put on some more music. I wondered if 
other people heard all that, or if the voice was for me alone. 
 
So I went, damn it!  The Hop is On, baby.   

 
This address had been hopped a couple of times already.  As a freshly-
opened T’s Bistro (#15), it hosted a Sunset Social Drinkers Club function.  A 
year later, at Key West Pub (#209), B&J and I were part of a sparse crowd 
watching the Preakness on the sole tiny TV.  And, of course, there was the 
first Hop #251, just about a year ago, in Mad Dash's infancy.   
 
I had the same beer tonight that I had that night:  Screamin' Reels IPA. It's 
a flavorful brew, and ya gotta love the name.  B&J met me there and we did 



our usual clink-o-glasses to toast the new Hop. Our barkeep was quick to 
point out the design of the bar: the aft of a boat.  The squared off butt-end -
- which I'm sure is the correct nautical terminology -- had the name "Mad 
Dash" painted on it, and the lighting, bar ledges and all that stuff mimicked 
the fixtures of a boat.   
 
See, the venue is called The Salty Angler -- yes, they are a seafood 
restaurant -- and the bar within is called the Mad Dash Bar.  It's not like the 
bar Is off in its own wing, like at Commodore (#183) or La Trattoria 
Oceanside (#129).  This bar is dead center in the main room, the focal point 
around which all revolves.   As it should be. 
 
No, it doesn't actually revolve.  Figure of speech. 
 
That particular day was also the day of Brewfest, a once-cool event that has 
since been rendered somewhat useless by the proliferation of obscure craft 
beers throughout the 200-plus bar market of KW.  Paying $40 or $50 to sip 
shots of beer for a couple hours just doesn't work for me.  When such beers 
were rare, and the ticket was $20, then hell yes, but Hops has his limits. 
 
But what did happen that was fun was the parade!  Key West will have a 
parade for freaking anything.  In this case, the Brewfest people had come up 
with a clever idea to clear out all the hangers-on.  At 8:00, they had three 
dudes with beat-up old musical instruments lead a treat of tipsy beer testers 

up the middle of Duval Street from SoMo 
Beach Cafe to Southard Street then left to 
The Green Parrot, where the band took the 
stage.   
 
Never one to miss out on a good time, I 
quickly paid my tab and joined the parade, 
bouncin' and jouncin' with dread-headed 
Angie off into the night... 
 
But here I was now, 51 weeks later, 
answering the bar's call and redoing the 
Hop.  A birthday party was going on, and I 
felt quite welcome to show up and 
drink. Happy Birthday, Salty 
Angler!  Happy Birthday, Mad Dash! 
 
The place was not packed, but it was well 
populated.  It was closing in on 10:00, and 



the party had started at 4, so many of the people who were there were 
pretty lit.  It was a happy lit, though, not a sloppy lit.   
 
And among the celebratory 
decorations, hanging 
prominently from the mid-
room post, was an 
illuminated Christmas 
Tree.  Decent-sized one, 
too.  I guess when it came 
to this celebration, they 
were pullin' out all the 
stops.   
 
I procured my Screamer 
and settled in on a stool by 
the side window to dig the band.  Lost Dog was their name.  They did a very 
cool set: some Grateful Dead tune that I didn't pay enough attention to to 
identify, Pink Floyd's "Have A Cigar", and Talking Heads' "Naive Melody (This 
Must Be The Place)" as a closer.  
 
[Talking Heads was the name of that band, by the way, not "The Talking 
Heads".  Just so you know.  It might save your life someday.]   
 
I'm pretty sure a few of the staff were there doing some off-duty pounding, 
because a couple of the women were getting kind of verklempt.  Yes, it's a 

noteworthy accomplishment indeed to 
survive a year in the brutally 
competitive F&B market on this island, 
so bravo to you, Mad Dash. 
 
I had ordered up a second Reel before 
the band's encore, and it was already 
running low.  High evaporation rate in 
this bar!   
 
The band was now done, and the party 
was in wind-down mode.  It had been a 
good time, but “winding down” conflicted 
with my mindset right now, so I 
moseyed on into the night.   
 
HFBTY, MDB!! 

 


