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Bar #273: 
Havana Club 
423 Caroline Street 
www.facebook.com/thehavanaclubkw/ 
Friday, 27 October 2017, 10:00 PM 
 
Yuengling (draft) $5? 
 
Credit Double-A for this Hop.  He and B 
and I (J was sitting this one out with recurring ankle problems from her 
rugby days) had done the Masquerade March on this Fantasy Fest Friday 
and, as usual, were hitting a few watering holes to augment the experience.  

 
We had visited Stephanie at Pincher’s 
Street Bar (#203) for a couple, then 
stopped in “somewhere” for another (I 
don't recall where, if I do, I'll backtrack 
and delete this and you'll never know it 
was here).  When we got close to 
Caroline Street, Double-A exclaimed, "I 
bet I know a place you haven't been!" 
and eagerly led us off to the left.  As 
soon as I saw it, I remembered hearing 
about it.   
 

There had been two liquor stores here, side-by-side, for years. Mr. Cheapie's 
and Lost Weekend.  The latter you could walk into and browse like in any 
normal shop, but the former was an order-at-the-
door arrangement.  Really weird that the only two 
dedicated liquor stores in these lower Duval blocks 
were juxtaposed, like that.  It's like Publix and 
Winn-Dixie. Why are they always so close 
together?  Why doesn't one take the east side of 
town and one take the west?  Just trying to poach 
some customers away from each other.  Stupid 
predatory shit.   
 
So, anyway, the Havana Club.  But, wait, no, the 
Masquerade March first.  That was strange this 



year.  I know the whole concept is to celebrate the strangeness that we KW 
locals so love to flaunt, but it just happened in a strange way this time. First 
of all, instead of two routes, there was only one.  The Truman Avenue route 
was nixed because St. Mary's pooh-poohed it. For twenty-plus years, all was 
well -- the town shuts down several blocks of US-1 for this, and is fine with 
people cocktailing in the street, and it's gone right by St. Mary's for all those 
years -- but this year, they got all pious and said keep your boozin’ peoples 
away from our righteous steeples. I blame Trump, cuz, well, why not?  So 
that was Strange One.   
 
Strange Two, though, was the pace of the Fleming Street route.  In all other 
years, the lead truck -- with Smilin' Bob ticklin' the keyboards up on the 
back -- crawled along the street, and paused at every drink station.  [If 
you're not familiar with this event, check out the description in Hop #99.]. 
We’d all mingle and grab a few handouts, then, after a few minutes, the 
truck would begin to crawl onward again.  It was a good, leisurely pace, and 
it kept the parade -- we are all a parade, after all -- pretty intact.  But we 
had a lot of new things this year, and I guess a truck crew was one of 
‘em.  Smilin' Bob was replaced by a woman in a bright red wig, and I have 
to assume there was a new driver.   
 
We started out just fine, got to the corner of Frances and Fleming, and 
walked off to the right to grab some of the tasty punch mixed up by the 
boys of Alexander’s and Island House (#142).  The IH punch was especially 
good this year, so we lingered some, but no longer than usual.  The block 
was filled with costumed revelers mingling about, as always, and after we 
felt sufficiently mingled, we decided to head back to the intersection and 
wait for the truck to lead us westward.  But as we drifted that way, Brian 
commented, “I don’t see the truck.”   
 
Sure enough, a stream of people had sauntered on down Fleming, and our 
lead truck was gone.  We were like a rudderless ship!  But, we endeavored 
to persevere and just continued along the route.  Jell-o shots abounded 
around Eden House, and a keg of beer appeared on the left, so we were 
doing just dandy without the truck.   
 
There was large group of about 30 Chers doing their thing, stopping and 
being fabulous a couple of times every block.  They were entertaining, but 
they were also a Parade Constipator, spanning the width of the street, and 
making it difficult to get past them.  Being preoccupied by our bevs, and 
entertained by their silliness, we didn’t notice the blockage for a while.  But 
eventually, it seemed repetitive and we ducked to the sidewalk and got 
ahead.  
 



What we saw was … empty street.  Everyone ahead of the Chers was lonnng 
gone, and Fleming Street was vacant.  Parade watchers still lined it, but they 
had nothing to watch.  
 
So, from there to the end of the route at Duval Street, Double-A, B and I 
strolled along three-abreast, being very much a parade of three.  People had 
puzzled looks on their faces, and we tried to explain the hold-up. Normally, 
we’re surrounded by creativity and cheerful foolishness; now, it was just … 
us.  And we could see us anytime.  At drink stops, like Heron House (where 
they were pouring some kind of flavored and colored vodka straight into 
cups with no mixers, woof), we might catch up with a few stragglers, or get 

caught by some Cher-
leapers, but nobody 
had enough gravity to 
pull us into a larger 
group of our own.  It 
was just plain weird.   
 
And, that, a few hours 
later, would lead us to 
Havana Club.  See?  I 
brought it back. 
 
Havana Club was not 
crowded.  A few 
people were out front 
with Captain Morgan, 
a couple more were 

hanging around the pool table, and several were at the bar.  It was nicely 
dark in there, with mostly purple lighting.   
 
Our barkeep, shown in the cover photo, was a kick.  I loved her Fantasy Fest 
attire:  fluffy white fur, accented with battery-powered lights.  She looked 
great.  I think she was loving wearing it too. 
 



The music was at a good volume and was festive.  
This strikes me more as a hangout kind of bar with 
a good sound system for background, rather than a 
DJ bar, where the DJ thinks it exists for his own 
abuse.   
 
Two of the walls are brick, and I love brick.  Did 
you know that there’s a town in new Jersey called 
Brick?  You do now. 

 
Yeah, dark wood is probably my 
favorite, but subtly-illuminated brick 
looks awesome too.  Those blue-lit 
columns at White Tarpon Patio Bar 
(#185) are a good example. 
 
The beer was cold, and the people here 
were all pretty chill.  It was a good 
take.  But, again, the bigger and better 
party was in the street.  Brian is a 
hang-at-the-bar guy, but I go where 
the revelry is.  If it’s at the bar, you’ll 
find me there, but if it’s in the street, 
then streetbound I am. 
 
My former self used to be a BYO kinda 
guy. Since you can carry your drink on 
Duval, I did.  I’d have a supply in the 
van (parked nearby), often a little fuzz 
in my brain, and I’d spend much of the 

evening-into-night wandering Duval for few hours, people-watching, 
sometimes chatting, and occasionally popping in to a bar here and there to 
see what was what.   
 
Hopping has changed that, but it probably would have changed anyway.  
Duval used to be entertaining, with quirky people, assorted crazies here and 
there, and some coolo shops – like Environmental Circus, for example, man, 
I liked that store, despite the cantankerous owner.  But, bit by bit, that has 
given way to “progress” – Environmental Circus became Nine West, for 
crissake – and a lot of the entertainment factor is gone.   
 
So, thanks to the powers that be for all the bars!!  If you build them, we will 
Hop.   


