
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 

   The Second Century Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's 2013 

             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 

Bar #159: 
Southernmost House 

1400 Duval Street 
www.southernmmosthouse.com  

Saturday, 27 July, 4:30 PM 
 

[Unknown] Nut Brown Ale (draft) 
$10.00 

 
Yes, that says $10.00.  TEN dollars, 

mate.  If that were in Euros, it would 

be ten dollars’ worth of Euros! 
 

But it's not as ghastly as you might 
think.  The sawbuck is your cover 

charge, which includes use of the pool, 
beach, hammocks, and your first drink.  So, given that the craft draft that I 

selected -- and foolishly forgot to get the name of -- would have run me 
about $6 anyway, the deal ain't all that bad.  (Note:  ten bucks is with a 

local ID; it's $15 for aliens.) 
 

Jeremy at KWest Liquors (Hop #141) gets official props from Hops for 
suggesting this one, but I should have remembered it myself.  I had been 

here once before, when SoMo House played reluctant host to the after-party 
of an evening 5K road race.  Though the venue had been chosen largely 

because it had a pool, the overseers of the property prudently protected 

their swimming hole by 
declaring it off limits to 

the 300 sweaty runners.   
 

This edict had been made 
known while I was still out 

picking up the traffic 
cones and signs and such 

that all running courses 
need, so when I got back, 

annoyed and hot, I went 
right for the pool, 

oblivious of the fact that 
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nobody was in it.  What a douche, huh?  I took a quick splash, wondered 

briefly why no one else was opting for a dip, then got out to get a freebie 
beer from the tapped kegs.  As I stood there dripping, Pat K was the first to 

come over and jokingly chastise me for thumbing my nose at the hosts.  My 
best reply was a sincere "Oops." 

 
While I puzzled over a pool party where you could only look at the pool, 

some other volunteer poured me a cup of foam from the keg hose.  Oh, yay.  
Foam.  What could be better after hours in the hot sun?  Ice the bleedin' 

kegs, ya blunky boogers! 
 

Needless to say, that first experience with the SoMo House bar was 
forgettable.  That's probably why I forgot all about it until I came back on 

this beautiful July late afternoon for this 159th Bar Hop.   

 

The Southernmost House in the Continental United States is one grand 
edifice.  It has style, pinnacle, and vibe.  At the turn of the twentieth century 

when Key West was the richest city per capita in the country, this was one of 
the elite homes.  It was built in 1896 for a cost of $250,000 as a private 

residence for Judge Vining Harris.  In 1939, it was converted into a Cuban 
nightclub called Café Cayo Hueso.  It was converted back into a residence in 
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1954 and remained so until 1996, when it got a $3M facelift and became an 

18-room hotel.  So there. 
 

Access to the bar is 
indirect.  It is out back by 

the pool, and all guests 
must pass through the 

foyer and lobby of the 
guest house.  When I did, 

there was a pleasant 
woman -- not young, but 

considerably younger 
than me -- seated behind 

a deskish table.  She 
welcomed me, but I 

suspect that was part of 

her job and not a genuine 
sentiment.   

 
I thanked her and got right to the point:  I wanted to go the bar.  I wanted 

to say that I wanted to go the damn bar, or even the fucking bar, just for 
effect, but I didn't.   

 
She smilingly told me I could, but it would cost me $15.    

 
"I thought it was $10." 

 
"Oh!  Are you a local?"  She said "local" as if she were thrilled that I had 

come -- pretty much the opposite of what I was expecting.  "Then, yes, it's 
just $10."  She went on to explain with enthusiasm that the ten bucks 

covered a drink and yada yada all that shtoof I told you about in the second 

paragraph (see second paragraph). 
 

Once you get through that lobby door, the bar pavilion just grabs your 
attention and strokes it.  It looks like something out of Julius Caesar's 

estate.  Two wide steps lead up under a high roof.  There are pairs of tall 
Romanesque columns at each corner, as well as in the center of each side, 

with long silky drapes tied back to the corners, and a railed roof that I'm not 
even sure is accessible to anyone but the birds.  It's about 15' x 25' (so, 

bigger than my cottage), shady, and wide open to the breeze.  The eight-
stool bar takes up the north corner, with a few tables and chairs spread 

around the open floor.  Definitely, this is one sweeeet place to hang. 
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My barkeep was a woman about 25, cute enough to be called cute without 

being cuuuuute, with blonde hair tied in a few knots and contained by a 
white headband.  Her name was Jessie, I think.  Or Dani, or something like 

that.  Wait, no, it was Devin.  Maybe.  Anyway, we struck up a friendly 
conversation right away.  When informed of the Tour, she immediately 

suggested La Concha's Pool Bar.  She used to work there. 
 

Our conversation was interrupted when another gentleman guest came up to 
the bar thirsting for a beverage.  Devin had made him one yesterday that 

had curled his toes and he wanted a 
repeat.  She remembered his drink -- 

as all good barkeeps do -- and set out 
mixing his concoction.  He seemed 

eager and happy, judging by the drool. 
 

Yet another guest came up to the 

shorter side of the bar, also in need of 
a quencher.  It was that kind of day.  

He had a hankering for some kind of 
margarita, but had a half-a-hankering 

for some fruity blend too.  Devin gave 
him the palm of her hand in a wait 

riiiight there and I will hoook you 
up kind of way.  She returned with the 

blender pitcher in one hand and a 
small plastic container in the 

other.  She poured the unfrozen margarita into his iced cup, and, with a 
flourish, dumped a pile o' blueberries, with juice, into the drink. 

 
Hank let out a whoaaaaaaaa, but it wasn't like the whoa you'd yell at a 

horse, and it wasn't like the whoooooa! you'd scream as the roller coaster 

plummets down the first mountainside, but it was a lot closer to the latter 
whoa than the former whoa.   

 
I have to admit it was one awesome looking drink, all purple and cold 

looking.  I don't like blueberries -- or tequila -- but I briefly considered 
ordering one just to look at it.  He took a gulp and gave Devin a big thumbs- 

up. 
 

I turned my seat some and gazed out at the property: red brick deck, 
glistening pool surrounded by tall old palm trees, a smooth sand beach 

beyond, with the warm Atlantic Ocean stretching out to the horizon, and the 
azure summer sky going to wherever the sky goes.  Niiiiice. 
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Straight down from the bar pavilion, 

just at the edge of the beach, two 
trees were close together and a 

long hammock had been stretched 
between them.  I heard my brain 

go Yaaaa baybee and I was about 
to lift off and go for it when I 

noticed the pink towel left 
lengthwise in it.  Dammmmmmmn:  

taken.  I settled back down.  
Probably just as well, I reasoned, 

gotta get on outa here real soon 
anyway.   

 
That just made me pissed at 

myself.  Pool, ocean, hammock, 

purple drinks, I coulda spent all 
freakin’ day here, but nooooooo, 

stupidhead gets here at 4:30 with a 
planned 5:00 rendezvous 

elsewhere.  Stu.  Pid.  Head. 
 

I will bet you never saw that sentence before:  Pid.  Breaking down the 
castle-like walls of literary convention here. 

 
When I was a high school English teacher, six or seven lives ago, I taught 

grammar and punctuation up the ying-ying -- which is probably where it 
belongs -- to my freshman, sophomore, and junior classes.  But when my 

seniors pulled into my Creative Writing class, I told them to stick that 
bushwa in a dark and smelly hole.  We ain't writing dissertations here, me 

maties, we is writin' to tickle the minds if our whacked and weird readers.   

 
Sentences have subjects, predicates, prepositions, direct objects, indirect 

objects, subordinate clauses, subordinating conjunctions, nouns, verbs, 
pronouns, adjectives, adverbs, gerunds, periods, commas, and, if 

you're really lucky, semicolons.  And those seniors -- especially the ones 
who had had me in prior years -- thought they would have to write that way. 

 
But no. 

 
Ha.  Conjunction and negative.  Good enough, Hot Stuff.  Diagram that!  Ha.  

And we were off and writing.  Fun class, every year.  Invite 17-year-olds to 
unfurl their minds onto paper and you get a wild variety of twisted shit.  I 

loved it. 
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Now, you must think that all of that has something to do with the 
Southernmost House.  But no.  Ha. 

 
There was more hopping to do on this sweet Saturday evening.  My thirsty 

colleagues awaited me.  We had our Simonton Street Saturation planned for 
this beautiful evening, as you’ll read about in the ensuing Hopters.   

 
So, I packed up my goodies, bid Devin a fond farewell, forgot to check the 

name on the tap, and sauntered on out. 
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