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Time for some more Private 

Property drinking.  Today's venue 

was the pool bar at Parrot Key 
Waterfront Hotel & Villas.  It 

seemed like a guests-only place, 
partly because it is stashed well 

within the property, rather than 
out where we publicans would readily be drawn to it.  I might be wrong 

about that, but I wasn't stupid to ask if it was OK to come in. 
 

It's probably not a shootable offense anyway.  When this place was being 
built, it was pitched as million-dollar-plus condos, a la Beachside or Santa 

Maria.  But, like those properties, they had to 
adapt with the real estate reality and make a 

bit of a shift.  Hence, the word "Hotel" in their 
name.  Anything called that is going to have 

enough unfamiliar faces every day that anyone 

can pretend to be a guest.  [They want your 
money anyway, as long as you behave.] 

 
I parked at Walgreens and walked across the 

nice red brick driveway of PKWH&V.  If you like 
such driveways -- and who doesn't? -- this 

place is for you.  Extensive brickwork, and with 
no mortar to secure them in place.  A good 

look indeed.  My upbringing was showing, 
though, as I briefly speculated that the bricks 

could be easily dislodged by the wintertime 
snow plows.  Yeesh.  Dumbass. 
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The first thing I encountered, once the bricks lost their hold on me, was the 

Funky Green Sculpture.  This thing is fuccckin' weirrrrd.  And the more I 
looked at it, the stranger it looked.  At first, you see it and go, ya, weird 

sculpture thingo, ya ya.  And you 
should just probably let it go at that 

and walk on by.  I didn't.  Are they 
people?  Aliens?  They look kinda 

like stretched-out Gumbys.  Males 
from waist up, females from the 

waist down. And what the heck is 
that one doing with his head right 

between -- never mind, time to go 
get a beer.   

 
Parrot Key has long, narrow 

walkways, with nice, clean white 

picket fences on both sides, with tall 
shrubs and the various multi-story 

buildings standing safely behind them, creating labyrinthal paths to walk 
through.  The pool and bar are not immediately obvious.  The big sign out 

front says they have three -- count 'em, three -- pools.  I only counted one, 
but it had a good-sized bar, so I counted no further.  

 
There were a few people in the pool, a few at the tables, and a few at the 

bar.  One more at the bar seemed perfect to me.  So, I sidled around to the 
back side of the L-shaped bar where I could better observe the style and 

substance of Cafe Blue.   
 

Apart from the bar top itself, which was a nice 
dark blue marble, there really wasn't a lot of 

the color blue here at Cafe Blue.  Maybe it 

was a reference to the sky or water.  White 
was the predominant color here; the bar area 

was a continuation of the walkways in that 
regard: sturdy white 4x4 pillars and 

crossbeams, with wide white planks as the 
high peaked ceiling.  Nice ceiling on its own, 

but made especially nice by the butterflies.   
 

I actually didn't even see them until I had 
been seated for a bit, but up among the 

beams hang numerous eight-foot-wingspan, 
splashy-colored butterflies.  They look as cool 
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as the weird statues looked 

weird.  What a great way to fill 
that space.  Bravo to the designer 

who came up with that. 
 

Bravo to the barkeep too.  She 
was a dark-haired woman who 

was medium in both build and 
age, and very good spirited.  She 

got me the first of my 2-4-1 
KWSA's and we struck up a little 

conversation ... about Track, of all things!  She was a track fan!  The world 
Championships had just recently concluded and she was eager to gush about 

her favoritest person in the whole wide world: Usain Bolt.   
 

So we had fun doing the tracktalk thing.  That's not something that I get to 

do very often.  It's not like I'll sit down at a bar and say to the hefty dude 
next to me, "Damn crazy finish in that women's 800 last night, huh?" or, 

"Man, did you check out Will Claye's step phase in the Triple Jump final last 
Saturday?  He was a beast!"  There's just no point to it.  But I was wearing 

my USA Track & Field shirt this day, and it paid off. 
 

My beer came in a tall, thin, pilsner 
plastic.  I can't call it a "glass" when 

it's made of plastic, can I?  It looked 
like a glass, right down to the 

frostiness as it came out of the chiller, 
and it felt like a glass, though maybe 

just a tench light.  But it didn't have 
that glass sound as you sat it down on 

the bar.  Maybe a wooden bar 

wouldn't have been such a difference, 
but glass on marble has a clink like no 

other, and plastic just could not fake 
that. 

 
Today's plan called for the one-and-

done approach, but Cafe Blue was 
clever.  On their 2-4-1, you pay for 

the first one and get a second one 
free.  If you choose to depart after 

your first one, you pay the full price 
for it and punt on your reward.  So, 
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yes, of course I stayed.  Wouldn't want that free beer to just vanish into thin 

air. 
 

Maybe there is a place in Heaven where a bunch of old Irish drunks get to 
drink all the freebies that are never claimed.  If so, they were not liking 

me.  They couldn't cuss my out, though, because, well, they're in heaven 
and you can't do that shit up there. 

 
 

You know what bothers me?  Buy one, get one.  BOGO.  Yeah, BOGO 
bothers me.  Here's why.  I bring my single item to the cashier.  I pay for 

it.  Bingo.  I bought one.  I got one.  What is so damn special about that?  I 
do it all the time.   

 
You gonna give me a second one?  That'd be Buy One Get Two!  Or maybe 

Buy One Get A Free One!  BOGAFO!  If I pay for one and walk away with 

more than one, now I'm happy.  BOGO, my ass. 


