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Shipyard IPA (draft) $5.50 
 
This was a stop on the St. Patty’s Day 
Pub Crawl.  It was #8, I think, out of 
10.  Ten bars.  Ten drinks in a few 
afternoon hours.  And such behavior is 
encouraged.  Ahhh, Key West.  Ya 
haven’t gone completely respectable 
yet. 

As you’d expect in that circumstance, 
most customers were in fine spirits when they came in, zealously 
brandishing their drink ducats.  I’m not sure how this particular crawl 

worked, whether they paid 
up front then got a freebie 
at each stop, or if it was 
some other arrangement.  I 
don’t recall seeing any cash 
changing hands, and, 
unfortunately, that 
sometimes referred to 
gratuity as well. 

Hey, people, the product 
might be covered, but you 

gotta still give – as Caddyshack’s Carl Spackler phrased it -- a little 
something, you know, for the effort.  I mean, I’ve tipped a buck for a cup of 
freaking water before.   

In my bartending days, I was always wary of the open bar functions.  You 
know you’ll be slammed, and you also know that a lot of these people have 
no intention of their wallets leaving their pockets.  What saves you, though, 
are the well-clued ones who drop a tenner in your jar when they get their 
first Tanqueray-and-tonic and say with a smile, “I’m sure I’ll be seeing you 
again.”   



I’ll be buried in orders a little while later, but when I see Tommy Tenner 
anywhere near the bar with an empty (or almost empty) glass, I’ll 
immediately work a repeat T&T into my current task, set it aside on the 

corner of the bar and give him a nod and a wink 
so he can just swoop and scoop.  I’d do that all 
night for any of them.  It’s one of the original 
Skip The Line arrangements. 

One customer once had the nerve to bitch, “Why 
did he get his drink before you served me?”  I 
looked him in the eye, said, “He tipped me ten 
bucks last time,” and grinned a very suggestive 
grin.  Bastard still stiffed me.   

But the young woman who was today’s lucky 
barkeep took it all in stride.  I guess she figured 
she’d just be happy about whatever tips she did 
get. 

Outside, the street crawl was happening.  I don’t 
know if this tradition is unique to Key West or what, but I see it every year.  
People pair up on the west side of Duval, in front of Rick’s (#123), and get 
into Wheelbarrow Mode – You’ve see it.  The front guy goes down in push-up 
position, the back guy grabs front guy’s ankles and lifts them up to about hip 
height, and the front guy uses his arms to walk forward, in this case, across 
the street to Sloppy Joe’s (#78).  It’s not a terribly difficult thing.  These 
people are drrrrunnnk, though, so it becomes quite the spectacle. 

I’ve seen some ugly topples and some blood spilled.  Knees, elbows and 
hands are routine casualties, but it’s the face plants that stand out.  One 
dude, in particular, got it bad.  
He made the mistake of being a 
little more competitive than his 
current physical state would 
allow.  He was flapping and 
planting his hands like a freaking 
iguana, but he ran out of focus 
before he ran out of road.  With 
just a couple of feet to go, his 
elbow caved and he pitched 
headlong towards the curb.  I suppose it could have been worse, but not 
much.  His eyes got as big as billiard balls as he saw that unforgiving yellow 
curb getting suddenly bigger and bigger.  At the last instant, he ducked his 
head.  He still smacked his crown on the painted concrete, but at least it 
wasn’t his teeth.  The downside, though, was that he dove open-mouthed 



and nose-first into the gutter, which was filled with 
an inch or so of liquid that could have been anything 
from rain water to spilled beer to piss.   

It was gross.  And hilarious.  And even more hilarious 
when he rolled over, howling in laughter, his face 
awash in mystery liquid and noseblood.  I have a 
feeling it wasn’t going to seem as funny the next 
morning. 

What’s truly whacked about all that is that it is under 
the watchful eye of KWPD.  As we walked here from 
Hop 293, we saw three pairs in readiness, but there 
were cars trying to navigate through.  A uniformed 

KWPD officer stepped forward to establish order, but instead of telling the 
wheelbarrows to wait, he stopped the cars and held them until the three 
shitfaced pairs completed the crossing.   

And they were awful!  One pair was pretty much a guy on all fours and a girl 
slapping at his feet.  Another back guy pushed too hard and drove his 
buddy’s face into the pavement.  What a show. 

So, yeah, that was all going on outside, in a stumbling green mishmash of 
shamrocks and shillelaghs, while we calmly quaffed our beverages in the 
inner room of Gas Monkey.  

And I hear your skepticism.  I do.  This is the third Hop at Gas Monkey.  It 
took some reflection and evaluation by the Hop Committee, but all three 
were deemed to be different enough in atmosphere that each could be 
considered a bar unto itself.  I admit it’s a little bit of a stretch, but approval 
came down from On High, so here we were. 

It’s not really called The Inner Sanctum, just like their Up Front Bar was not 
really called the Up Front Bar.  I’m sure they had their official internal names 
for them, like, maybe Bar 1, Bar 2, and Bar 3, or something clever like that.  
I liker my names better. 

Alan was working, but he was in barback mode at the time.  He came out at 
one point carrying three long tall sleeves of 14-ounce translucent plastic 
cups.  Yeah, you know the kind well, I’m sure.  I picked up Brian’s Coors 
Light bottle, held it uncertainly in my hand and asked him, “Got a cup?”   

He looked at me like, “can this dude really be that stupid?” but quickly got 
the joke and deadpanned, “No, we’re all out.”   

We did have some fun swapping small talk with the various Crawlers, but 
soon it was time to move on.  Happy St. Patrick’s Day, y’all! 



 

 


