
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 
   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing 
             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 
Bar #257: 
Bone Island Brewery 
1111 Eaton Street 
Sunday, 29 November 2015, 7 PM 
 
Fat Black Flamingo IPA (draft) $6 
 
You gotta time this one right.  It’s not a bar that you can stroll into any day 
or night.  No sirree or ma’amee.  BIB is a special occasion bar, with that 
occasion being the second Sunday of every month, as part of the Artisan 
Fair held in the parking lot of the Restaurant Store and Cole’z Peace.   
 
Tents and tables abound, with various crafted things and edible stuff.  Voices 
are kept low as people mingle and mill about, an acoustic entertainer plucks 
and croons in the back of the lot, and good nature prevails.  It’s a pleasant 
way to spend a late Sunday morning.  No, it’s not typically my scene, as 
such, but cheers and huzzahs to those for whom it is.   
 
I was not here for mingling, milling about, plucking, crooning, edible stuff, or 
most of the crafted stuff.  I was here for beer.  Craft beer.  Made on site.  

Buy it, drink it, yum it.   
 
Bone Island, of course, is the 
original name of Key West.  When 
explorers from Europe first checked 
out this long chain of islands, they 
found skeletons on this one.  Being 
clever folk, they identified it as the 
“bone” island.  (Yah, we found 
bones on dat one, cap’n.)   
 
Spanish for Bone Island is Cayo 
Hueso, which, if you say it quickly, 
with a weird kind of accent, begins 
to sound a little like “Key West.”  A 
little.  Yeah, I know, just go with it.  
We’re Americans; we can bastard-
ize any language on earth.  Look 
what we did with Baton Rouge and 



the Ozarks (Aux Arcs – meaning “at the bends” in the river).  So, if we can 
get that hokey mountain range name out of that French phrase, then getting 
Key West from cayo hueso is a piece of croissant.   
 
People often refer to the Sierra Nevada Mountains, when the word sierra 
already means “mountains.”  And Nevada means “snow-capped”, so they 
calling them the Snow-Capped Mountains Mountains.  The Department of 
Redundancy Department.  It’s like those morons who talk about “ATM 

machines”.  What the hell are those?  Machines that 
make Automatic Teller Machines?  Yeesh. 
 
But I digress. 
 
So, yeah, here I am on a sunny and typically hot 
November morn, getting my mingle on, and there 
before me, propped up in the middle of the lot, was 
a chalk-board.  Multi-colored text covered the face 
of it, but the prominent letters shouted at me:  
BEER – IN THERE – DRINK UP!! 
 
Well, ya don’t have to tell me twice.  I was headed 
for “In There” in a Sacramento second.   
 
Bone Island Brewery is in a very discreet location:  

tucked behind The Restaurant Store, in a bay behind one of the classic roll-
up garage doors.  The door was rolled up and people had the bay packed.  
There are some decorations on the walls, and that big cool sky blue sign 
hangs up high on the back wall.  Isn’t that sign The Bomb?  A big Hops 
Thumb-Up to whoever designed and made that beauty. 
 
The bar itself is tucked into a niche on your left as you walk in.  Not many 
bars can fit in a niche, because, as you know, a niche is not very big.  It isn’t 
much of a sit-at bar, mostly a walk-up-
and-order bar.  If there was a stool or 
two, I couldn’t see them.  Too many 
people clustered around here.  Taps 
were here, so makes sense.  That’s why 
I was here. 
 
A couple of selections were crossed out 
on the menu board, but the one I would 
have leaned towards anyway was still 
there:  Fat Black Flamingo IPA.  It 
didn’t matter much what the first three 



words were; it was the final three 
letters that counted.  It turns out, 
though, that it was a Miami Brewing 
Company brew, not a BIB house brew.  
Had I realized the before, well, I still 
would’ve gotten it.  IPA, man!  I-P-
freakin’-A.   
 
But it’s not like I never had Bone Island 
beer before.  Way back on the night of 
Hops #122 (100 Montaditos – now 
gone), #123 (Rick’s - still thriving), and 
#124 (Red Garter – very much still 
thriving), B&J, Big Dog and I had 
preceded that eclectic string with a little 
museum-style drinking. 
 
The Art & History Museum – which 
many people still call The Customs 
House – was having an affair, and the 
four of us decided to go.  Truth to tell, I don’t even remember what the 
featured exhibits were.  We didn’t especially care.  We went because we had 
heard that the brewer from Bone Island Brewery was going to be serving 
some of his new brews.  If you made a $10 donation to the museum, you 
got to eat some food and drink “for free.”   
 
Well, the thrifty Scotsman in me – MacBarley, yes? – did his usual cipherin’ 
and deduced that I oughta have three-to-four beers to “get my money’s 
worth.”  Four sounded better than three.  Often does.  Except in golf.   
 
I forge 
t the brewer’s name, but the four of us had met him at World of Beer (Hop 
#101 – now gone – how the hell did WOB go under in Key West??) on the 
night of the great Craft Beer Toast.  He was the toastmaster, in fact.   
 
So, I chatted a little with him while I drank his pilsner, then tried his lager, 
or whatever they were.  There were only two, and, frankly, I wasn’t bango-
keeno on either.  No reflection on Bone Island Brewery; I’m not bango-
keeno on most pilsners and lagers.  But, trooper that I am, I glugged ‘em 
down. 
 
I actually kept my posse overtime there till I got my fourth.  Brian didn’t feel 
like dropping $10 for the “free” beer and “free” food.  Jan wasn’t going to 
drink anyway, though she didn’t sneak a few nibbles.  And Big Dog just had 



one or two and was content.  But they waited impatiently until I finally got 
my fourth and we got on outa there before all that culture malarkey started 
to rub off on us. 
 
Anyhoo, on this November morn, I took my Fat Black Flamingo for a walk 
out among the artisans and artiphiles, sipping and slurping it as I resumed 
milling about.  I’m better at milling about than I am at mingling.  Making idle 
small talk with people I barely know is not one of my talents.  I can never 
think of a damn thing to say.  Unlike now.  My fingers can talk just fine.  
 
But milling about is easy.  So easy, in fact, that I soon milled myself right 
outa the lot and back to Trekko The Wonder Bike.  I tossed my empty 
translucent plastic cup in a nearby receptacle, and rode off, content that 
#256 had been well-hopped. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
  


