
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 
   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing 
             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 
Bar #290: 
Sinz 
500 Truman Avenue 
Saturday, 3 March 2018, 6:26 pm 
 
Bell’s Two-Hearted Ale (large can) $7 
 
B&J and I left the van parked and walked 
to the next bar.  It wasn’t far.  Even with 
a stop to talk to Corey and the fam for a 
minute, it took us less than two minutes.  
My customer-only parking space in front 
of House of Wu (#289) was still valid 
since we never even left that tucked-in lot 
on the cusp of Truman and Duval. 
 
Sinz specializes in tacos, burritos, brews and juices.  We specialize in brews.  
So, in the Venn diagram of Sinz and Hops, there is a comfortable overlap 
that promised a good visit. 
 
Another point of promise was that we knew Sinz’ manager, Tim, from when 
he ran the show at World of Beer (#101) back in the day.  How WOB was 
unable to make it in a drinker’s market like KW is beyond me.  It certainly 

wasn’t Tim’s fault.  He clearly had the 
wishes of the public – and his staff – in 
mind.  His “superiors”, though, had 
their minds up their bungholes, and 
WOB went OOB.  We figured, then, 
that Sinz would be in good hands too, 
and approached with confidence.   
 
It’s an interesting structure, with two 
large garage-style openings in the 
front.  You can’t enter through them, 
though; there are counters spanning 

the width of both, giving patrons an outdoor feel while keeping them roofed 
from the elements and in touch with the AC. 
 



Once inside, it took a second to locate the bar.  But there it sits, in the back-
right corner, nestled amid very funky artwork.  The stuff painted on the 
walls really draws you back there.  I mean, there are decorations painted all 
around the restaurant, but the ones back there are magnetic. 
 

 
 
The bar itself had a familiar look.  It was a 
sheet of corrugated steel standing on its 
edge, with the wooden surface placed atop it.  
It took a few minutes, but I remembered 
where I had seen this approach before:  yep, 
you beat me to it, it was indeed Hop #155, 
The Live Bait Lounge.  This one looked a 
whole lot sturdier, though.  And cleaner. 
 
We took our seats with our backs to the 
raging bull, and the cute sloth to our right.  
The corner art needed a little closer 
examination (see photo, right, worth a good 
bit more than 1000 words).    
 
Seth was our barkeep.  He was casual, 
amiable, and the right amount of Key West 
shabby.  He had his hat on backwards and was not busy.  His lone customer 
had paid up and departed as we entered.  Coincidence, I assume.  
 



We immediately noted the extensive beer 
selection.  Crafts, microbrews, and macro-
microbrews abounded, in cans, bottle and 
on tap.  Brian was SOL on his standard 
Coors Light, though.  Too mainstream, I 
reckon.  Jan got her water (that’s never too 
mainstream).  And I very happily took a 
large can of Bell’s Two-Hearted Ale.  That 
sucker was big.  Holding it my hand made 
me feel like I was in sixth grade or 
something.  Not that I drank IPA in sixth 
grade, mind you, I just meant relative size 
of hand to can. 
 
Have you ever had a Coke in one of those 

little-ass cans that they sell?  They’re seven ounces, I think.  Man, you feel 
like a damn giant when you hold that in your hand. 
 
Seth was filling us in on the various victuals that Sinz had to offer, including 
the ten or so brands of bottled hot sauce that were clustered on the bar, 
when Tim appeared over in the food half of the place.  We gave a wave and 
he came on over for a chat.  I had to compliment him on some of his night-
sky photographs that he had posted on Facebook.  I’ve lived in KW for 
almost two decades and I don’t think I’ve ever been able to perceive the 
Milky Way spanning the sky.  Yet Tim has taken amazingly clear photos of it, 
even with lit foregrounds like White 
Street Pier.  Treeee-mendous stuff.  I’d 
show you one here, but I’m not going to 
be that cavalier with someone else’s 
work.  
 
Tim had to go back to his bizniz, so we 
got back to our bevs.  Brian had knocked 
back his Bud Light, and was itching to go 
where a Silver Bullet could be found.  My 
big Bell’s THA was taking a little longer.  
If he insisted on leaving, as he has done 
on occasion, I would have just carried it 
with me and reveled in my ability to do 
so without fear of prosecution.  Or 
persecution.  Or even execution.   
 
But he patiently waited.  I can see why 
he rushed through his beer, but mine was 



a brew to savor.  Still, I’ve never been a slow drinker.  Gulp, gulp, thanks, 
Seth, and off we went. 
 
B&J immediately settled into their familiar this-will-be-a-long-walk stride, 
but I headed for the van, which was parked all of thirty feet away.  “I’ll meet 
you guys there,” I said, “…unless… you’d like a … riiiiiide?”  For a split second 
there was the beginning of a no-thanks-we’ll-walk, but that quickly gave way 
to oh-hell-yes.  Exercise is one thing, but taking a tenth of the time to get to 
the next bar?  That trumps exercise anytime.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


