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Ahh, Marilyn, ya beauty, how are ya 
tonight?  I love that sculpture that stands on 

the sidewalk just outside the front 

door.  When it was first placed there back in, 
I dunno, 2010 (??), I wondered how long it 

would be before some misguided joker 
defiled her.  Now, I don't hear everything 

that goes down in this town, but I have yet 
to hear about anyone giving Miss Monroe any shit.  No mustaches, no scars, 

no zits, no upward arrows painted on her inner thighs, nothing.  But, hey, it 
is Monroe County, yes? 

 
Anyway, a few years ago, the 

Tropic Cinema won the award for 
Best Cinema In Florida.  I forget 

who decided that.  Maybe I should 
go around giving out awards.  Why 

not?  Who better than I?  Best 

Happy Hour.  Best IPAs.  Best 
Ceiling.  Best Bathroom Air Dryer.  I 

could make some fancy and swank 
pieces too -- laser-etched glass or 

acrylic, custom cut wood, 
spectacularly-colored glossy 

ceramics -- then put on some kinda 
nice clothes and go to those places and present them.  They'd be thrilled to 

win a H.W. MacBarley & Associates Award.  Who wouldn't be?  They'd be 
every bit as nice as those J.D. Power things.  I often wonder if JD actually 

does any research or just gives their awards to the highest bidder, or just to 
anyone who orders one for an ad.   
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But, uh, yeah.  Best Cinema!  No argument here.  Aside from having very 

nice theaters, a cool lobby, and sharp design, the Trop serves alcohol!  Yah, 
baby!  You go to a movie and don't have to sneak in a couple of cans.  

Niiice.  Yeah, I know, you have to leave the movie to go get your second or 
third or whatever (unless you plan ahead and buy two -- or three -- before 

you go to your seat), but at least those subsequent bevs will be cold.   
 

That was always the drawback with smuggled beer; it got warm.  You could 
drink 'em fast, but then you end up with none for later in the movie.  So, 

Tropic has you covered.  What's the big deal about missing a key plot twist 
or two when you can jaunt to the lobby and grab a cold one? 

 
So, it was to that bar that I came for 

Hop #194.  The actual name is the 
Stanley & Judith Fabar Cafe.  You can 

find it adjacent to the Rudy & Essie 

Sussman Lounge.   
 

The lobby in which they both lie was 
empty and quiet as I entered.  The 

mirrored walls made it seem doubly 
spacious and doubly empty. On a 

Saturday evening, I was expecting at 
least a small buzz of activity, but I was 

just gonna hafta create my own.  I had 
pictured a dozen or more patrons of 

the arts (like myself) mingling and 
exchanging mirthful conversation and 

frank opinions.  I'd slip among them 
with my procured beverage and play 

the Invisible Man for a while, observing 

with eyes and ears while going 
unnoticed.   

 
Wronnnng.  Nobody to hide among here, unless this lobby was filled with 

invisible men.  Or women.  (How could you tell which anyway?)  So, I went 
to Plan B. 

 
Plan B was simple:  walk straight up to the bar, order my beer, and then 

walk around the lobby drinking it.  Dang clever, yes?   
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The execution of said plan was going 

flawlessly.  I had ordered one of the 
most esoteric beers they offered -- 

Casa Beer, a Moroccon brew -- and had 
commenced my walkaround when a tall 

and large gentleman approached me.   
 

He wasn't intimidating-large, nor 
muscly-large, nor even fat-large; he 

was just large.  About my age, I 
reckoned, and reasonably well dressed, 

he greeted me in a way that was 
friendly but wary.  You know how that 

goes.  A situation puts you face-to-face 
with someone -- maybe a customer, or 

a new co-worker, or a friend-of-friend, 

or someone on the barstool next to 
you, that kind of thing -- and you want 

(or are required) to come across as a 
good dude, but you don't want to be 

too buddy-buddy; you want to keep 
some distance, jusssst in case this jamoke turns out to have a bad case of 

TD (Terminal Douchebag).  It's generally easier to turn up the friendliness 
than to back it off.  Yeah, I'm not laughing as much at your shit so much 

now, right, cuz, umm, you've turned out to be a fukkin ijit.   
 

Well, I recognized his slant and could only nod in agreement.  I mean, what 
kind of oddball, dressed in sleeveless shirt and shorts, with a military surplus 

canvas bag slung across his shoulders, comes into the city's more elite 
theatre (not theater -- there is a difference) after all the movies have a 

started, buys a beer and just hangs out?  My kind, thanks for 

noticing.  But he didn't know the lowdown.  How could he?  All things 
considered, he may well have reasoned that I was some suicide terrorist, 

that my bag was filled with C4, and that I was having a final brew before I 
blew myself and one of KW's renowned venues to Uranus, all as a twisted 

extrapolation of some Druid ritual.  So he was wary indeed as he strolled 
over to say hello and basically find out WTF old Hops was all about. 

 
Glenn was his name, or at least what he claimed it was.  I mean, I said my 

name was Hops, so who knows if he was being truthful or not.  I believe he 
was either manager, or assistant manager, or shift manager, or lobby 

manager, or potential terrorist manager -- he was some kind of authority 
dude.  His wariness was obvious, and he was not the type of person -- or in 

the position to -- say, "Dude, we're all wondering:  WTF are you doing 
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here??"  So, I introduced myself 

and told him of my quest:  The 
Peace, Love and IPA Tour, our 

surprise rollover into The Second 
Century Tour, and their inclusion 

in the Climactic Final Ten.   
The news lightened his mood 

considerably and he even took it 
upon himself to give me a tour of 

the lobby.  A very nice lobby it is, 
too, with a story behind each work 

of art.  A large black-and-white 
Clark Gable keeps a watchful eye 

over the gourmet popcorn salts, a 
local art gallery is in the far-back 

hallway, and a very funky chrome 

sculpture hangs in long, thin, 
heavy, strips near the base of a 

crooked and red-carpeted 
stairway.  It was a relaxed tour. 

Glenn seemed to enjoy showing 
off some of the Tropic's finery.  Perhaps he thought my reach, scope, and 

audience would be much wider -- or much more immediate -- than it is and 
didn't want to lose the free promotion.  Sorry, Glenn. 

 
I asked him, at one point, if many people do what I was doing: eschewing all 

the films and hanging out in the lobby to drink a beer.  "No," he replied, 
then added after a short pause, "but they'd be welcome to." 

 
My bottle of Casa Beer was now empty.  I pondered having a repeat, but I 

wasn't sure what the second-time-around-the-lobby highlights might 

be.  Also, it was a Saturday night, and plenty of hops -- both done and not-
yet-done -- awaited outside. 

 
I thanked Glenn for his hospitality and, like a good actor should, I bowed 

out. 
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