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It might be more correct to call it The 
Commodore Waterfront Restaurant, 

since that what it says on their 

website, but the big sign on the peak 
of the building leaves out the word 

"waterfront", so I'm going with that. 
   

The extra word was added, I'd bet, so 
that searchers on the Internet would know right away that this was indeed a 

venue with water views.  If you're standing right here looking at The 
Commodore, you do not need to be told that.  Take a careless step and you 

tumble off the wooden boardwalk and into Key West Harbor.  Can't get much 
more waterfront than that, Pat. 

 
The Commie, as no one at all calls it, is one of K-Dub's elite restaurants. You 

can tell by looking at the menu.  Big numbers.  Impressive numbers.  Round 
numbers.  The food, I'm told, is outstanding.   I wouldn't know: round 

numbers and all that.  You know how it is.   

 
But we -- B&J & I -- had no designs 

on the dining room. We wanted the 
bar.  (Cue the crescendo.)  Of 

course we wanted the damn bar.  
It's a bar tour, and food is not a 

factor -- unless it's like free or 
really cheap at Happy Hour, or 

maybe excellent affordable pizza, or 
killer cheese steaks, or that kinda 

thing.  But none of that is 
Commodore's schtick, so this Hop 

was all about the bar and the beer 
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... and maaaybe some wine for Jan.   

 
We walked through The Boathouse Bar & Grill (Hop #58) and over the wiiide 

staircase that leads upstairs to the Commodore.  It also leads upstairs to the 
commode, which I avail myself of when the ground level room is occupied.  

That happens often at the Friday afternoon Happy Hour down here.  They 
pack this place.  I'm a huge fan of 

the Chef's Bread.  To die for, 
baybee, truly. 

 
But that's downstairs, and, on this 

pleasant summer evening, we took 
it up a level.  I was a tad excited, to 

be honest.  High-class restaurant 
would surely mean high-class 

bar:  deeply-cushioned seats, 

polished mahogany, tuxedoed 
bartender, violin music, fine brandy 

served by trained ferrets.  Ferrets 
are so damn cute.  I had one for a 

few years.  His name was 
Critter.  Total chick magnet when 

I'd carry him on my shoulder on my evening strolls around Duval.  He's dead 
now, so he's lost his appeal.   

 
Anyway, we got to the top of the stairs, 

saw a cool little wine room to our left, 
then turned the corner past the host 

stand, and ... deeeeeflated.  The posh 
restaurant with the awesome views lay 

beyond, through a doorway and a short 

hall, but the bar was out here in a large, 
and kinda empty-feeling space.  It didn't 

feel like a room; it felt like a holding 
area.  Not a terrible holding area, but it 

just didn't feel like we had arrived at The 
Commodore yet -- more like The 

Lieutenant Commander.  It was as if we 
were being told, "Hold on there, Mr. Hops, 

yer not gettin' inside this swank tank.  Sit 
down and drink yer damn beer and don't 

come any closer, ya scurvy commoner."   
 

Or maybe I was imagining it. 
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Anyway, there was no view here.  A couple of ordinary sash windows opened 
to the raised walkway beyond, but our backs were to them as we sat at the 

bar.  There was another window in the wall to our left, but it looked through 
at the dining room.  Another tease. 

 
The lighting could've been much better 

too.  Everything might have worked  
better if there was softer lighting, and 

maybe not so high up.  They were 
warehouse-ish.  It looked like the same 

fixtures as the dining room had, 
though.  They probably looked swell in 

there. 
 

Swell.  Nothing is ever "swell" anymore.   

That's just swell, Mel.  I'm gonna try to 
bring that word back to life.   

 
The bar itself was nice enough:  dark 

wood, with a decent shine to it; high-
backed, unpadded wooden stools; and a 

tall shelf-and-cubby unit as a back bar.  Plenty of room for the keeper to 
move about.  And a few big model boats here and there, with plenty of 

framed sepia toned prints and nautical stuff on the walls. 
 

I guess I was just expecting more.  As we sat there and took a few swigs, 
the place began to grow on me.  Proof 

that beer really does make things 
better.  

 

Several selves ago, when I was a 
Creative Writing teacher, and we were 

working on characterization, I used to 
encourage my students to start with 

one word, or one prominent attribute 
and build out from there.  Naturally, 

many of them wanted to start with 
words like sexy or large-breasted.  Those who were not quite so hormonally 

overrun might lean toward the most obvious adjectives, like tall or dark-
eyed or portly.   

 
I did steer them away from the word fat because it sounds derogatory even 

if it's not.  If you're fat, you're fat.  You know it, we all know it; why am I a 
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freaking anus if I say it?  Besides, there are so many more erudite ways of 

saying it:  overweight, corpulent, fleshy, obese, rotund, full-bodied, big-
boned, chubby, heavy, or my favorite, balloonish. 

 
Adjectives like that were a decent way to 

start.  It's tough, on first sight, to call 
someone insightful or impetuous.  But, 

sometimes, the world just drops the adjective 
right in front of you.  For our Commodore 

barkeep, the single-word descriptor 
was:  sweaty.  Hair, forehead, neck, and 

especially the underarms of his light gray 
shirt, all damp, moist, or just plain wet with 

fresh perspiration. 
 

The room didn't seem all that hot or sticky, 

but I can't say I noticed any AC either.  For 
us just sitting here, it was fine, but maybe 

Barry Barkeep had just been lugging some 
cases of beer around, or toiling with some 

faulty apparatus in some hard-to-reach 
place.  It was certainly warm enough in here for that. 

 
At any rate, apart from being sweaty, he was around 50, and a bit above the 

ideal doctor's chart weight for his height.  A good bit, actually.  But was 
he fat?  Well, he certainly wasn't balloonish.   

 
Brian had on his Red Sox cap, so Barry used that as a convo starter.  He 

referred to them as your Red Sox, and then the Patriots were your Patriots.  
I guess, by doing so, he was denying any loyalty of any kind to those teams.  

Uh-uh, ain't my Red Sox.   

 
But he was an OK guy.  Amiable enough.  I don't know how amiable I would 

be in a sweaty dress shirt.  Probably not very.   
 

A very short white-haired woman -- like 4'6" short and 65 years old -- came 
out of the dining and walked past the bar.  She had her arms raised in 

triumph and wore a wide grin.  I got off my stool and offered her both 
hands.  She high-tenned me with zeal -- though the "high" 10 was about eye 

level for me -- and continued walking, wordlessly, right out the door.  Odd 
little moment.   
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And, you know what, the room was OK.  It's tough when you're expecting 

more, though.  Like when your blind date doesn't quite measure up to the 
description you got.  How do you not look disappointed.  Oh, so you're... oh. 

 
Is there still such a thing as a blind date?  Ha, shouldn't be.  Not with 

Facebook, Twitter, Instagram, Kik, Snapchat, Skype, FaceTime, and God 
only knows what else out there.  I suppose you could be a prankster and 

post phony pics and such, but what do you, then, when the face-to-face 
moment finally arrives?  Say, Hey, yeah, you're right, but since we're 

here...?  It does happen. 
 

Jan gave the menu her usual 
perusal.  Food prices were 

actually pretty reasonable.  We 
were expecting the same 

stratosphere as 951 Prime, but it 

wasn't that bad.  The beer prices 
were up there, though.  Six 

bucks plus tip, so $6.25.  Ha.  
 

My Buck-A-Beer habit is fair, I 
think.  It's frickin' awesome for 

the keeper on a $2 Happy Hour, 
but the awesomeness wanes as 

the price rises.  By the $6 level, 
I'm barely tipping 15%.  I'm glad 

I don't drink $9 Mojitos.  I'd 
have to break another $10 bill 

just to leave a tip. 
 

I was at a bar in Boston once -- 

well, ya, more than once, thanks for interrupting -- and I tossed the barkeep 
a finner for my beer.  I had assumed it was going to cost $3.75 so my Keep 

it, Chief wave should have included a 33% gratuity.  It was only when I 
noticed the $4.75 on the register did his stoic non-reply make sense.   

 
A moment later, when he brought me a coaster, I handed him a twenty and 

said, "Hey, can you change this so I can tip you properly?"  
 

Son a bitch brought me back two tens. 
 

Bad, gamble, chief.  Don’t spend that quarter all in one place. 
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Looking back at the upstairs bar door as we Hopped onward. 
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