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Bar #166: 
Twilight Bar 

Tabby Way  
Friday, 2 August, 8:00 

 
Stella Artois (bottle) $5.75 

 
This was a spur of the moment Hop.  

This back-alley bar behind Aqua was 
already on the Yet To Be Hopped list, 

so it was not one of those eureka 

moments where an unknown watering 
hole suddenly presents itself.  But it 

had not been in tonight's plan.  I 
figured I'd be hitting this one by 

myself, not with Big Dog, and 
certainly not with B.  There was a comfort level that I just didn't see 

happening. 
 

So, it was kind of an ambush as we walked down the sidewalk from Salsa 
Loca, talking about who knows what, when I practically grabbed them and 

pulled them down the alley:  Oh, heyyy, we gotta hit this one now!  Before 
they could even get their bearings, we were deep in the alley and going 

deeper, heading to the open wooden gate. 
 

Tabby Way can be a bit of a forbidding place at night, but with enough 

daylight, it's just like a little dirt road between buildings.  If you weren't 
paying attention, you wouldn't even know that the tall blank wall on your left 

was the south wall of Aqua Nightclub.  And that's what I was banking on as I 
hijacked my co-hoppers down here. 

 
The alley atmosphere piqued their curiosity, though, and we eagerly 

approached the gate.  A small blue sign meekly announced the bar's 
name.  No way you could have read it from the sidewalk.  This is the 

quintessential in-the-know place.  If you didn't know it was here, you 
wouldn't know it was here.  Makes sense, yes? 

 
The operating hours of the Twilight Bar were posted on that sign as 

well:  Thursday, Friday, and Saturday, 5:00 PM to 10:00 PM.  That's 
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it.  Fifteen hours a week.  Out of 168.  They're not even open 10% of the 

time.  Even the Bar Car (#157) and the Sunset Deck (#158) are open more 
than that, and all they do is sundown shifts. 

 
The first thing you notice when you 

reach the gate and enter Twilight Bar 
is the white bar hut.  About 10x10x8, 

with waist-high walls and a peaked 
roof, it's like a square gazebo -- a 

gazebar.  Four blue-cushioned, soda-
fountain-style stools stood waiting for 

us along the front of the gazebar.   
 

A couple of over-forty women sat on 
the side.  We assumed they were 

lesbians, but, to be fair, they probably 

assumed that we were all gay.  Aqua, 
the mother bar of this place, is not the 

straightest night club in Key West, so 
it's not unreasonable to make an 

assumption like that.  It's not always 
right, but is reasonable. 

 
This was not my first time in this 

backyard bar.  A decade ago or so, 
when the main building was called Divas -- and it hosted large crowds for 

nightly drag shows (as Aqua does now) -- they experimented with the same 
layout.  Georgie and I and a few miscellaneous others would occasionally 

pop in for a bev.  Some locals would crack up if they knew who bartended 
back here in those halcyon days.  (But I ain't tellin'.) 

 

Tonight's barkeep was Richard, a 40-plus-ish kinda dude with a hint of a 
Scottish accent and a theatrical flair in his speech and mannerisms.  He was 

just having fun with it, but it made for a good show and got a few laughs 
from this five-person audience.   

 
Beyond the bar, there is a very cool patio/lounge area with a couple of 

glass-topped tables and low chairs sitting under some wide spreading tree 
branches.  The back wall is a ten-foot tall, ten-foot wide panel of wooden 

planks with a fountain pouring from the top down into a small ground-level 
pool that is rimmed by coral rocks and low, thick-leafed shrubs.  A large 

aqua-colored Q adorns the middle. 
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The women at 

the gazebar 
were very 

friendly, and 
their British 

accents fit 
their good 

nature 
well.  One of 

them turned 
out to be 

well-known (I 
gather) in 

local realty 
circles, and, 

like all good 

realtors 
should, she 

gave me her 
card.  I guess 

when you buy bizcards by the thousands, you might as well give them out 
with reckless abandon, even at bars.  Never know who might decide to buy a 

house after his next beer. 
 

While I was busying myself with scoping out the venue's quirks and 
crannies, I neglected to carefully scope out the beer list.  Choosing Stella 

would not irk me except for the fact that Happy Hour was still on if you 
bought domestic.  My $5.75 suddenly seemed a bit higher with B and Dog 

sucking down Coors Light and Bud for $2 each.  
 

Eventually, B had to hit the head, so he got up and walked through the rear 

entrance into the building.  A couple of minutes later, he came out, sat 
down, and asked, "Did I just go in the back door at Aqua?" 

 
Referring to his canned Coors Light at a recent bar, I replied, "First you get 

one in the can, now you're going back door at a gay bar" and shook my 
head.  The Brit ladies and Richard got a good chuckle at B's expense, but I'm 

sure he had that in mind when he posed the question.  Gotta give a thumbs-
up to any guy who is willing to throw himself under the bus for the sake of 

humor. 
 

Happy Hour was over and dusk was upon us.  We snuck Sally through the 
alley and headed back to Duval.   
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