
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 

   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's 2014 

             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 

Bar 204: 
430 Duval 

430 Duval Street (no shit, really) 
www.laconchakeywest.com/430-

duval.aspx  
Saturday, 8 February, 9:30 PM 

 
Sam Adams Winter Lager (bottle) $2.50 

 
Wow.  Freaking Wowww, did they change 

this place!  430 Duval is the Crown Plaza 

LaConcha Hotel.  A few Hops have already 
occurred at this address:  The Top (#28), 

Jack's Seafood Shack (#37), and the 
LaConcha Pool Bar (#177).  The latter still 

thrives, but the former two have given way 
to remodeling -- no, remodeling isn't right, more like reinvention.   

 
Jack's was reasonably nice, but it got whomped into oblivion.  More on that 

in an upcoming Hopter.  
 

The Top -- that wonderful sunset-
view vantage point -- was shut down 

so a penthouse spa could be 
built.  There was a mild uproar 

among KW locals about this, but the 

protest was lame.  If you loved the 
place so much, why didn't you go 

there once in a while?  Spend some 
money up there on a regular basis, 

y'all, and maybe it would never have 
been an issue.  I'm a classic example 

of it, too.  I think I went up there 
about four times in twelve years.  I 

have no right to squawk.   
 

But neither of those Hops has much 
relevance to this Hop.  The LaConcha 

Pool Bar has a tiny relevance, only because -- as you'll surely recall -- I 
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wrapped up that Hop by spending some quality time fat-assing on one of the 

big, brown, soft, leather couches in the lobby.  I rambled on -- as I often do 
-- about how much I liked that lobby.  It was roomy and casual, with a 

white-and-gold-and-brown color scheme that was easy to relax in. 
 

Well, when the Powers That Be decided it was time to change that up, they 
went all out.  The entire area is now done up in very modern black-and-

gray-and-white, and the new, central, very obvious, and wowing element is 
-- any guesses?? -- the bar.  You now need to enter via the covered 

driveway off of Duval, and as you pass through the sliding glass double-
doors, your eyes are just drawn to it.  The bar is ten paces away yet, in the 

middle of the room, but looms up from floor to ceiling, overpowering all 
else.  It's like two of the monoliths from 2001: A Space Odyssey, with an 

odd, striped, bluish 
window and brightly-

colored booze shelves 

between them.   
 

Low, white, leather 
couches flank the 

approach.  There should 
be some pompous fanfare 

blaring as you walk in. 
 

There are only nine seats 
at the bar.  If the starting 

line-up of the Houston 
Astros walked in, they'd 

be all set.  They are tall, 
with soft cushions and padded backs.  (The seats, that is, not the 

Astros.)  Reasonably comfortable, but just a tad "shallow: for my 

tastes.  There are plenty of tables and chairs spread out around the very 
large room.  A closer view reveals the striped, bluish window to be 60 

streams of down-flowing water.  Quite the cool effect. 
 

But then, you look more closely and think, how does the water not fan out or 
splash, at least a little bit?  Hmmm.  Aha!  It's Laser Water.   

 
I don't know much about that stuff, even though I work with a laser almost 

every day, but I bet Laser Water Apparatus ain't cheap.  Spared no expense. 
Everything else about the lobby was changed too.  The registration desk 

switched location and style -- going from the standard, chest-high counter- 
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top to an actual desk on the opposite 
side of the room.  It's a tad difficult 

to locate, and looks way too small to 
serve a hotel this size.  But the heck 

with all that; we weren't here to 
check in, we were here to drink. 

 
Michelle was our barkeep, and all the 

other bar patrons were Friends Of 
Michelle.  As luck would have it, we 

were still in time for Happy 
Hour!  Two-for-one-for-locals-in-

February meant drinks were half-
price till 10:00 (closing 

time).  Bargain day, Clay!  We got a 

bottle of Sam Adams Winter Lager, a 
bottle of Coors Light, and a glass of 

red wine, and we were only charged 
$8.50.  That, my friends, is happy 

pricing indeed!   
 

As 10:00 approached, Michelle's 
friends, who had been more vocal and rowdy than you'd expect in a room 

like this, said their goodbyes and headed off for new boire terre.  We would 
be soon to follow, but I had to check out 

the lounge area first.   
 

The old lobby was huge, so it stands to 
reason that the new lobby was too.  There 

had been a raised library area with a long, 

curved wall of 20-foot-high windows.  The 
shape of all that remained, but the 

library's bookshelf wall was replaced by a 
black wall with ten large, silver-metallic 

fish; and the curved wall now was 
complemented by classic-styled, high-

backed white leather chairs paired around 
small polished-wood tables.  Thick couches 

form three sides of a square in the dimly-
lit center of the lounge area.  Awesome job 

by the designers.  Blew me away. 
 

While I was back here, though, I was able 
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to reach up and debunk that Laser Water theory of yours:  the water runs in 

clear plastic tubes.  Duh, of course it does.  No such thing as Laser 
Water, dumbass. 

 
And I took a short sit in each type of chair/couch.  All of them were a bit 

firm for my liking.  Sorry.  Even the cool white leather chairs were a tad 
awkward: some weird non-detachable pillow was behind my hips, and there 

were no armrests to, well, rest my arms on. 
 

Turns out too, that the stainless-steel-looking fish are just painted plastic. 
So maybe they spared some expense.  WTF, we all do.  

 
Still, it all looked freakin' ossum. 

 
When we were leaving, the doorman intercepted us so he could comment on 

Brian's Boston B cap.  His name was Brian too, and he was Sox fan too.  A 

Cape Codder who had relocated to this Southernmost City, he was most 
happy to share some Red Sox love and joy that we could take along with us. 
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