
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 

   The Second Century Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's 2013 

             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 

Bar #150: 
Cafe Marquesa 

600 Fleming Street 
www.marquesa.com/cafe-

marquesa.htm   
Sunday, 14 July, 8:30 PM 

 
Key West Sunset Ale (bottle) $5.50 

 
One hundred fifty bars.  One 

hundred fifty bars!  And plenty 

more left on the map.   
 

So, our Bastille Day party group -- 
B&J, Big Dog, and yours truly -- 

decided to squeeze one more Hop into our Sunday afternoon-turned-
evening.  Somehow, all the freebies at Pincher's seemed to justify a slew of 

pay-for beers at all the subsequent Hops.   
 

You know how it is with "found money" -- it has a way of excusing way more 
than it should.  For example, I was on a roadtrip years ago, and found 

myself stopping for some ice, beer, and munchies at some lameass little 
grocery store in southern Utah.  My total came to something like $20.10.  

Well, I didn't feel like breaking yet another twenty just for the sake of a 
dime, and the cashier bitch was not going anywhere near the never-mind-

the-ten-cents thing.   

 
So, I did what I always do:  I looked to the floor.  More often than not, if you 

need just a few cents, the floor will provide.  Some jamoke may have 
fumbled a dime, deemed it not worth the back pain and knee pain that a 

retrieval would cost, muttered "fukkittt" and exited stage right.   
 

Well, this time, I didn't see no dime.  But what I did see, barely sticking out 
from under the base of the beige aluminum frame, was the tiny corner of 

what looked like it may have been a dollar bill.  As I crouched and rescued it 
from its predicament, I discovered, to my astonishment, that it was actually 

a folded-up fifty dollar bill!  It was in my pocket before I could even stand, 
and a twenty was out of my wallet and on the counter for changing.   
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There was no point in letting the cashier know about it.  Or turning it in to 

the service desk.  No wucking fay.  Hey, I found some cash.  How about you 
hold it until the rightful owner comes back for it?   Yah, that'll work. 

 
Finders Keepers is an Absolute Law Of The Universe -- as long as the Loser 

is not readily apparent (if he/she is, then it's just stealing).  If that 50 was 
gonna be in anyone's 

pocket, it would be that of 
the finder, i.e., me. 

 
I did look around as the 

chubby cashier was counting 
out my $19.90 in bills and 

coins, just in case some 
single mother of nine was 

tearfully searching for this 

week's day care money, but 
nobody -- no body -- was 

around.  Gotta love found 
money, baybee. 

 
I remember an interview 

question posed to Pete 
Sampras at the height of his 

tennis career:  Pete, why do 
you always walk around with 

your head down?  Sampras 
never missed a beat:  I'm 

looking for money. 
 

The trouble was, this Found 

Fifty ended up costing me a 
lot more.  For the remainder 

of the trip -- and even after I got home -- every time a questionable 
purchase came along, I'd shrug it off with a cavalier Heyyy, I found that fifty 

bucks, I can afford this!  Must have cost me six hundred dollars, when all 
was said and done. 

 
Sooooo, that's kind of what was happening on our Bastille Day Hopfest.  The 

first stop was plentiful and free, so we kept dropping fives and tens at every 
subsequent Hop with that same stupid cavalier attitude:  Ehhh, the first stop 

didn't cost anything, so... 
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Thus, we set out down Simonton Street, aimed steadfastly for one of KW's 

nicest eateries, Cafe Marquesa.  All things considered, we should have been 
a lot more drunk than we were.  But maybe I was just viewing us through 

drunk eyes, and saw us as lovably foolish instead of foolish lushes.  Maybe. 
 

Marquesa is a classy place where men almost always wear sleeves.  Collars 
too.  And creased pants.  And nice shoes.  Almost always.   

 
We got to the corner of Simonton and Fleming, and I confidently led the way 

through the front door.  It was an unplanned ambush that worked out better 
than planned.  The hostess was facing the other way, talking with one of the 

servers, when we walked in.  When she turned back, I was almost in her 
face, smiling my classy dude smile, and saying in my deep I-have-money 

voice, "We're just going to the bar, thanks."  She had no time to react nor to 
look us over; I was too close and too decisive.  

 

She smiled, like a good hostess should, but probably watched in horror as 
our shaggy, semi-sodden troop bounced on by.   

 
The restaurant was not very crowded and it was very dimly lit.  That's by 

design, I'm sure.  Dining room lighting is often in inverse proportion to 
cost:  the more you pay, the less light you get.  Ever get candlelight dining 

at Denny's?  I rest my case. 
 

As we settled onto our bar seats -- they are not called "stools" in such places 
-- I thought I sensed a grumble in the room.  Think: the Blues Brothers at 

the Chez Paul, and you get the sense.  I considered asking one gentleman if 
I could buy his wife.   

 
We were alone at the bar -- the four of us took up all but one seat -- so 

there was no one nearby to seriously offend.  We were not here to cause a 

kerfuffle, anyway; we just wanted a beer.   
 

Our voices stayed low as we greeted our barkeep.  We were seated before 
he took up his position, so, technically, we greeted him.  He was a tall, 

vaguely familiar dude, though where he was vaguely familiar from was 
vaguely escaping me.   

 
He wasn't immediately warm to us -- I wouldn't have been either -- but he 

soon saw that we were probably going to be his most fun group for the rest 
of this night, so he took us in as his own.   

 
It's important to get that bond between the keeper and the kept.  Your night 

can hinge on whether you are a welcome friend at his/her bar, or a tolerated 



visitor.  Tall Ben (good a name as any) had pretty much made up his mind 

in our favor anyway, just based on our demeanor, but when he heard about 
our Quest, and the number we had reached, we were Ohhh-Tayyy. 

 
And we thumbed him up too.  Or however you'd say that.  Most of the first 

150 barkeeps have been purdy dang coolo people.  Bartendin really can be a 
fun gig if you can survive all the assholes.  To paraphrase my favorite 

philosopher, George Carlin:  Think of how much of an asshole the average 
person is, and then realize that half the people are bigger assholes than 

that!   
 

Ha.  Now I'm sounding like Malt MacBarley, the 89-year-old patriarch of the 
clan, who has become the quintessential grumpy old man.  Everything sucks 

and everyone is an asshole -- 
Hops included, perhaps even 

Hops especially.  Nahhhh, I'm 

too much of a chip off the old 
block; if he hates me, it'd just 

be self-loathing. 
 

Like you care.  :) 
 

Cafe Marquesa, I gotta say, has 
a nice rest room.  Would you 

expect anything else?  Nooooo, 
I'm not gonna give you details. 

Go check it out for yo' se'f.   
 

The reason I bring that up, 
though, is that the walk thither 

and back required passing 

through the light and muted 
crowd of diners.  We had been 

through a decent range of room 
volume today.  This was 

definitely the quietest, even 
though it was not the 

emptiest.  This was hear-the-
fork-clink-on-the-plate quiet.  This was air-conditioning-drowns-you-out 

quiet.   
 

So, to exit our bar area and step lightly through the hush zone could have 
been a tad daunting.  Yah, that lasted about a second.  You don't have to be 

tiptoe-silent to be respectful/respectable.  I made no attempt to sneak by 
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anybody.  My money is as good as yours, toots.  And definitely more dear, 

yes.  I savored the walk through the diners.  Were they snooty?  No, though 
you could easily have pretended they were.  They were just who they were, 

and couldn't gave a turtle's teat who I was.   
 

Turtles have teats, yes?  Female turtles anyway.  Do males of every species 
have nipples, or just humans?  If I still had Fred, my faithful mutt of years 

gone by, I could check.  Or Critter, my inscrutable ferret.  Apes probably do, 
but do tigers?  Crocodiles?  Scorpions?  I ain't checkin'.  I guess I don't 

really care all that much.  Let me know if you know, you know.  I dunno. 
 

If any bigwig types at Cafe Marquesa are reading this, they have to be 
shaking their heads by now.  Who let this shithead in??  Can we delete those 

tags somehow??? 
 

But we only stayed for one.  Duty done, we could relax and finally go out for 

a beer without the Damaclean pressure of The Hop hanging over us.  We 
thanked Tall Ben, left a better-than-you-would-expect tip, and shuffled off to 

the Gecko (Hop #2). 
 

By the way, I hear the food is good here.  There:  now it can count as a 
"review." 
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