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Seven Fish 
921 Truman Avenue 
Tuesday, 5 January 2018, 8:00 pm 
 
Full Sail Classic IPA (bottle) $6?? 
 
This was a Relocation Hop.  Hop #125 
of the same name was held at their 
esoteric little location in the where-the-
heckowee zone of Elizabeth and 
Olivia.  They left that locale and moved 
to the 900 block of Truman -- yeah, you 
got it, just a block from Bare Assets 
(#192) -- into the footprint of Ambrosia 
(#161), which burned down a few years 
ago and moved to the southernmost 
block of Simonton Street.  Got all that?   
 
So, yeah.  The outside here is really cool.  Love the design and the lights, 
though I have no idea how HARC deemed it to be within the character of 
historical Old Town.  Whatever.  Me like.  Especially the blue-lit sign.  Edgy, 
yes?   
 
Inside, my first Impression was that the lighting seemed a bit cold. Most 
restaurants want to seem warm and -- dare I say it? -- cozy.  This was lit in 
almost-warehouse atmosphere.  I didn't think it did the room justice.   
 
Screw that, though, I was here for the freaking bar.  Who cares if the diners 
feel like crated appliances?   
 
The bar is tucked off to the left behind one of the dining areas, so you can’t 
see it when you walk in.  I had done some research beforehand and spared 
myself that pang of panic that we Hoppers get when we think we have 
stumbled into a bar-less (and, hence, soul-less) place.   
 
Unlike the dining area, the bar was well lit.  The same signature diamond 
plate bartop that had adorned their E&O location gleamed in the light from 
the overhead fixtures.  It looked kinda pickup-truckish, but there’s probably 



a reason why they like it, so pickup-truckish is fine by me, as long as the 
diamond-shaped bumps don’t cause my beer bottle to tip over. 
 

The barkeep was dressed 
surprisingly casually.  Damn 
casually, I might even say.  His 
shorts and t-shirt attire looked, 
well, not dirty as such, but 
ready for the laundry. Maybe 
the bartender called in sick, so 
one of the cooks was covering. 
I wondered if he was perhaps 
an owner.  Employees at a nice 
restaurant don't dress that 
way, but an owner who works 
the kitchen can dress however 
he wants.  

 
When he came over to take my order, I lied to him and told him I was 
waiting for my dinner companions to arrive.  There was no need to do it, 
yeah, but sometimes I just don't want to get That Look.  At other times, I 
totally dig That Look.  Like at Red Barn Theatre.  Or Mangia Mangia.  Or 
Tropic Cinema.  Or First Call at KWIA.  Or, yes, the original Seven 
Fish.  When you tell 'em, "Just here for a beer," they give you That Look, 
like, Duuude, nobody does that.  Well, chief, somebody does.   
 
But on this night, I was not in the mood for That Look, so I lied to him. I will 
not burn in Hell for this lie, pre-meditated though it was. God is well-aware 
of my reasons and it's all Good.  I might indeed burn in Hell, but not for 
this.   
 
But talking about dinner put 
the concept of food in my 
mind.  I’m not a fan of 
seafood, which is dumb for 
someone who has lived 
within 10 miles of the water 
for his whole life, but I just 
never acquired the taste.   
 
Crab cakes, however, do 
ring my chimes.  During my 
brief Hilton Head Island life, 
my country club bartending 



gig involved serving meals as well as drinks.  Chef Martin made the best 
crab cakes, and we often had a crab burger as our lunch special.  He made 
his own sauce to go with it, and mannnnnnnnn, was it goooood!  
 
Trouble was, in a rush, we servers would short-hand our order tickets, using 
the universal standard “CB” for cheeseburger, and Martin would throw a crab 
cake on the grill, assuming that everyone was ordering his wonderful crab 
burger.  What we had here was a failure to communicate.  The servers did 

end up with some 
yummy mistakes to chow 
down, but by then the 
CB stood for “cold 
burger.” 
 
So, I ordered Seven 
Fish’s crab cake 
appetizer.  It’s hard to 
know what to expect 
with a crab cake order:  
how many, how big, will 
it/they be thin with just a 
touch of crunch, or will 
it/they be thick and 
mushy as all get-out?  
I’ve gotten as many as 

six in one order, but they were soaked in some gravy-like substance and 
looked like an order of domestic meatless Swedish meatballs.  And I’ve 
gotten a single cake which was plump and moist and sat next to a puddle of 
goo that I interpreted as “sauce on the side.” 
 
So, what would my Seven Fish cakes be like?  Oh, the drama 
 
To cool my anxiety while I waited, I focused on my bottle of Full Sail Classic 
IPA.  I kinda liked the word “classic” in the name, but I was skeptical too.  
I’m always skeptical of words.  They are tricky buggers, after all.  Did the 
marketers just throw the word classic in there for effect?  It’s a fairly generic 
word and it’s often used cavalierly to give a greater sense of tradition or 
dignity or some such respectable shit like that.  Or is there indeed a Classic 
recipe for India Pale Ale that warrants the use of the word to elevate it 
above more base versions?   
 
A quick Google told me that it was indeed a “classic” IPA, brewed with 
mellower hops that the American IPA.  The classic IPA goes down a bit 
smoother and seems hoppiest in the aftertaste, while the American IPA, 



made with American (often Californian) hops is more brash and in-your-face 
with its hoppy bitterness.  To this, the international beer community rolls 
their collective eyes and sighs, “it figures.” 
 
When I looked up from my 
Google, there was my crab 
cake!  Yes, singular, and yes, 
next to a puddle of goo, but it 
was lookin’ good.  It wasn’t 
tiny, it was gooshy-plump, it 
was the size of a piece of fish, 
and it looked inviting.  So I 
accepted the invitation and 
dug in.  ‘Twas yum.  
 
Yeah, I know that’s a stupid 
comparison – “it was the size 
of a piece of fish” – but I bet 
you got the right picture.  You 
don’t typically see a piece of fish the size of a beignet, nor do you typically 
see one the size of a porterhouse.    
 

So, the cake didn’t last long.  Chomp, chomp, 
nom, nom, gone.  A quick ten bucks, but no 
regrets.  I’ve had far worse-spent tenners in 
my life. 
 
And the ridiculously tasty classic IPA didn’t 
last much longer.  Slurp, slurp, glug, glug, 
gone.  Another six bucks down the ol’ gullet, 
but no regrets.  You know me when it comes 
to IPA. 
 
The Hop was now consummated.  Duty done, 
I began to gather my stuff. The barkeep 
gestured my way to suggest a refill.  Nice of 
him to ask, but I was feeling fulfilled and was 
already in On-My-Way Mode. 
 

And I doubled down on the lie when I was leaving!  Ha.  As I slung my bag 
over my shoulder, I said, "Damn, I gotta go pick them up.  It's too cold for 
them to walk here."  Legit enough, it was about 50 and windy outside. At 
least that lie made him laugh.  
 


