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Moretti (bottle) $5.50? 
 
Save it!  Save your protests.  Save your 
That’s not a barrrrr complaints.  Hops 
knows a bar when he sits at one, and I 
was sitting at one right here.  I’ve sat here 
before, in fact, for three perfectly valid 
Hops:  100 Montaditos (#122), El Mar 
(#201), and Turquoise (#240).  The bar still has the same elaborate Mahou 
beer taps that they had when they served those weird middle-finger-sized 
montadito gizmoes back in the day, though they pour less vile brew out of 
them now. 
 
We – that would be B&J and I – arrived well after the dinner hour, so it was 
hard to tell what kind of a night they had.  This location has proven to be a 
challenge (see 1st paragraph).  The two seafood restaurants did not thrive 
here, but, hey, how many freakin’ seafood restaurants are the in Key West?  
I don’t know either, but it’s a lot, so that’s a tough market to crack.  Maybe 
the competition for authentic Italian food in Old Town might not be as harsh.  
Don’t get me wrong; LaTrattoria (#38) serves excellent food, as do the good 
folk at Mangia Mangia (#119), but there’s a lot more fish to eat around here 

than pasta.   
 
The staff certainly seemed authentic to 
us.  There was definitely a language 
barrier – well, not a barrier, like a 
wall, more like a hedge – yeah, a 
language hedge between our barkeep 
and us.  Brian tried to tell the young 
woman that Jan had a relative who 
was a cardinal in Rome.  Sounded like 
100% BS to me, but the idea didn’t 
even get across.  Both B&J tried 



enunciating the word “kah-di-null” in 
their New England style, but she wasn’t 
getting it.  I tried helping, making the 
shape of a high-peaked hat over my 
head with my hands, then giving a 
blessing sign of the cross, and saying, 
“you know, in Rome, with the Pope.” 
 
She gave us this look like she was 
about to say, “He’s not the goddamn 
Pope,” but then her face lit up and she 
went, “Ah!  Cud-i-nell!”  Nods and 
thumbs-up abounded.  Then, she looked like she was about to ask, “who is a 
cud-i-nell?” but she caught herself, made a little hand gesture and went off 
to straighten some silverware or some other escape-the-awkwardness task.  
 
To consummate this Hop, I ordered a bottle of Moretti, a brew brewed in 
Italy.  Hey, for all I know, this particular bottle might have been made in 
Scranton, Pennsylvania, but the brand originates in Italy.  I’m quite 
confident that the last Moretti that I had was made in Italy because I got it 
in Rome.   
 
Yeah, Hops went Eurohopping (first time) this past summer, driving almost 
8000 miles, through 17 countries, in 23 days, in a rented Toyota minivan 
that had a horrific paint job.  Rick let me post my pics on his Smugmug, and 
some of the bars that I found time to Hop can be seen on my Facebook 
page.  But that Moretti I drank in Rome washed down the best damn lasagna 
I ever ate.   
 

 
 



 
It was at a place called Imperiale, just up the street from the Colosseum.  
The bright light of day was gone and the bright contrast of electrically 
illuminated night was still a way’s off, so I let my camera cool off for a while 
and sought out some genuine I-talian zag.  The outdoor café was crowded, it 

was under a canopy with fans and misters (it 
was 100 degrees out that early July day – but it 
felt like only 37 (Celsius)), and it just looked 
like the right place for me to set a spell and 
eat.   
 
Imperiale’s menu items were numbered to 
make it easier for both tourist and staff – so 
they wouldn’t have to struggle over words like 
“cardinal”, I guess – and I chose #208, 
Lasagna Bolognese.  I was concerned that it 
would be a bologna sandwich with lasagna 
sauce instead of mayo, but I took the chance. I 
also ordered a when-in-Rome Moretti.  My 
waiter asked if I wanted big or small.  The table 
next to me had just had two beers delivered:  

one 14-ounce mug, and one 10-ounce glass.  I ordered big (duh).  He 
nodded, and walked away saying something about me being the leader.  
What I was leading, I had no idea, but I felt proud anyway. 
 
He came back with this huge glass tankard of 
beer – double the size of my neighbor’s. “Ohhhh,” 
I chuckled, “you said ‘liter’.”   
 
“Si.  Is that no good?” 
 
Another chuckle.  “No, ha, actually it’s just fine.  
Grazie.” 
 
The zag was amaaaazing.  The Bolognese sauce 
was meaty and perfect.  Later that night, as I was 
walking around among the grandeur of Vatican 
City and St. Peter’s Basilica, all I could think of 
was, “Dammmn, that lasagna was good!” 
 
Perhaps best of all, the zag and the 33.6-ounces of Italy’s #1 brew, cost just 
13.50€ -- about 15 bucks.  I was so stunned that when the waiter brought 
my change, we chatted a bit, and I left without remembering to tip.  Ugh.  
Dumbass American tourist. 



 
Soooo, I went back the next night, ordered 
the same thing from the same now-wary 
waiter, devoured it with the same near-
orgasmic delight, and surprised him with a 
75% tip and a sincere not-all-Americans-
are-dickheads apology.  
 
So, anyway, my Moretti brought back those 
memories.  Yum. 
 
To accompany my Key West Moretti, B&J 
ordered some bruschetta, which, I assume 
is the specialty of the house.  Jan is of 
Italian extraction, so she had scoped out 
that menu extra keenly, and I trusted her 
selection.  I didn’t know bruschetta were 
served cold.  Apparently, neither did Brian.   
Did you?  Should they be?  Basically bread, 

sauce and cheese.  I would think you’d heat it up and get that cheese 
melted, but no, this had cubes of cold cheese on cold sauce and crunchy 
bread that broke apart when I bit into it.  It just wasn’t working for me, so I 
punted and slid it back to B&J where it was promptly and properly attended 
to. 
 
We knocked off our beers, and Jan her wine, and headed off for Some Other 
Time at the next Hop a block away. 
 
 
 
 


