
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 

   The Second Century Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's 2013 

             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 

Bar #186: 
B.O.'s Fishwagon 

801 Caroline Street 
Sunday, 25 August, 2:00 PM 

 
Michelob Ultra (can) $3.50 

 
I cheated a little at B.O.'s.  They do 

have a bar, but it wasn't set up on 
this day.  It's in the corner, a rag-tag 

arrangement behind a big plank, but I 

think it's only active at certain times 
when the kitchen folk are too busy to 

also dispense beverages.  A Friday 
Happy Hour might be a good 

example.   
 

Well, I kept riding by on this day and that day, early, late, what-have-you, 
and that plank bar just was never set up.  So, on this day, I proclaimed 

HONMW (Hop On No Matter What).  I wanted a burger, damn it. 
 

Big Dog had recently decreed that B.O.'s had the best burger in KW, and it 
gave me a hankering for one.  It was a 

swell hankering.   
 

B.O.'s Fishwagon is iconic in K-Dub.  I 

used to describe it to hotel guests as You 
look over to the corner of the parking lot, 

and when you see a big pile of junk, that's 
it.  It was said with utmost respect, 

though.  I often steered people hither for 
"the best fish sandwich on the island.”  

Figures I hankered for a burger instead, 
contrary bastid that I am.  

 
What a freaking shack this place is.  It's 

hard to tell where the actual structure 
begins and ends.  There are roofs 

(rooves?) and walls and things that seem 
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like walls, over and around tables, chairs, and a central box that constitutes 

kitchen, prep room, dish room, restrooms, and whatever.   

Everyone likes American Pickers style decorations, and BO's (the hell with 

the periods) teems with them.  Too many to even read.  More decorations 
than wall.  

 
The Caroline Street frontage (above) most resembles a normal building.  It's 

long and low, and the front fence along the sidewalk is topped by a chest-
high eating counter.  It almost looks like some 

kind of eatery.  From the side, though 
(below), it looks like some crazy theme park 

ride:  enter at your own risk. 

 
But it would not be a KW icon if it did not have 

good stuff, so I was pumped for my burger.  I 
was disappointed that the Plank Bar was not 

operational, and I marked it as an I Owe Ya 
One on the Hop List.  When I do pass by and 

it is in service, I'll stop in to remove all doubt, 
suspicion, and umbrage.  (I don't know why 

there would be any umbrage; I just love using 
that word.  Umbrage.  Yah.) 

 
I need to catch it on a day like the one when 

Barry Cuda recorded his CD here:  BO's 
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Blues.  I bought that disk from Mr. Cuda himself, one Sunday afternoon at 

Hog's Breath a few years ago.  Good ol' ragtime and bluesy music.  Mostly 
piano, but Barry had a couple of local mutt musicians backing him up on that 

live recording.  Cracks me up every 
time I see Barry wheeling that 

upright piano down Duval or 
Greene Street, rolling it from one 

gig to another.  I don't listen to that 
full CD often, but I always enjoy it 

when one of those tunes pops up 
on shuffle.  Sounded like they all 

had a dang good time here that 
night. 

 
But back to the bar at hand.  To be 

fair, I did walk up to a raised 

counter and order a beer, had a beer handed to me, and adjourned to a tall 
stool to drink it.  Sounds like a bar to me, Lee.   

 
I also ordered a cheeseburger (medium, cheddar, mayo) while I was at it, 

and eagerly awaited it as I sat sidewalk-side and quenched my thirst.  Could 
a place really have the best fish sandwich and the best burger??  Oh, the 

drama. 
 

My lunch would include a complimentary 
order of dirty fries.  When you let them 

know that you're a local, you get your fries 
for free.  Nice little perk, Kirk.  The line to 

order food was long and it never quit the 
whole time I was there.  Biznizz wuz 

gooood. 

 
The beer list, I gotta say, was not 

extensive.  Rolling Rock was the most 
Hopsish brew on it, and that's pretty low on 

hops.  I'm obviously an IPA guy, but I can 
still enjoy an old number 33, in that tall, 

ice-cold, white-inked, green bottle.  Hell, 
yeah, bring it on. 

 
We're fresh out of Rolling Rock. 

 
Bah.   
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A skinny can of Michelob Ultra will have to do, then.  I don't like MU, but I 

dislike it less than a Bud, Bud Light, and everything else on their list.  So, 
the beer part of this visit was a bit of a letdown. 

 
Another letdown was the weather.  I can't blame BO's for that, but it did 

affect the mood.  Though there were blue skies well to the south and north, 
one wide band of thick 

clouds was crawling by 
overhead.  The dark gray 

billows threatened rain, and 
cast a mild gloom on the 

Fishwagon experience.   
 

It shouldn't have.  The 
clouds were blocking some 

of that scorching August 

sun, and, sitting where I 
was, with no roof over my 

head, I should have been 
grateful for that.  But, I am 

a photo-snappin' dude.  I'll 
never call myself a 

"photographer."  Those 
guys are way more 

calculating, with f-stops and 
that hoo-ha, and they set 

their alarms for 4 AM so they can get pre-planned sunrise angles of 
dewdrops on spider webs.  Ha, not me.  I'm just a guy who takes 

pictures.  But I want them to be good pictures, and these clouds were 
muting my damn shots.  BO's was just oozing character and the lighting was 

sucky.  Grrrr. 

 
My name was called and I went up to get my burg -- and another 

beer.  Instead of the classic burger bun that I was expecting, this was 
served on what looked like a thick sub roll.  It was not as dense as a sub 

roll, though, it was light and airy.  The burger within was tasty indeed, as 
was the cheese.  The roll tasted good, too, but it was so big and fluffy that it 

kind of dwarfed the meat.  (And no one likes having his meat dwarfed.) 
Definitely a fine c-burg, though! 

 
Have you ever noticed that the better the burger, the smaller the last few 

bites get?  I get down to the last few grams, small enough to hold easily 
between thumb and index finger, and the regret begins.  The juicy, tender, 
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succulent, deeeeelicious blend of choice beef, tangy cheese, and fresh bread 

-- mmmmmmmm -- is almost gone.  
 

So, I prolong it.  Instead of chomping that last mouthful down, I bite off half 
of it: a kid-size gulp compared to the ravenous gorging that preceded 

it.  And the next one is half of that.  Then half again.  It's ludicrous.  If I ate 
the whole burger at that rate, it would take two hours.  I hope no one is 

ever watching when I do it; it must look so stupid. 
 

Finally, I take that last longing look at the final tiny morsel, and vanish 
it.  And I feel just a tad sad, Brad.  Nothing a swig of beer can't cure, 

though. 
 

As I wrapped up #186, I sought affirmation from the Hop Committee in my 
head.  I seemed to have enough justification for this Hop, but... 

 

I asked, if this is a bar, would I really come here just for a drink?  Hey, 
maybe not on a Tuesday afternoon, but on a Friday Happy Hour, hell 

yes.  Especially if they had that plank bar goin' and some groovy piano tunes 
rockin'.  Fuck it.  My Tour, my rules.   

 
Score it, Hops.   

 
Next! 
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