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This was opening night for the Marker 
Resort.  The transition from worn-

down trailer park to upscale resort 

took a while.  There was a multi-story 
building raised and then razed here -- what a stupid waste -- but then The 

Marker came in with authority, and planted an expansive structure that 
looms over Schooner Wharf.  I mean, looms like the T-Rex in Jurassic 

Park loomed over the twirpy lawyer on the toilet.  That kind of looms. 
 

Normally, Opening Night for a KW bar brings half the island out; everyone 
wants to be in the know about it right away.  Locals did not come a-flocking 

to this Grand Opening, though.  Registered guests only, please.  Reasonable 
enough, yes?  The Marker was not looking to get locals' business.  We don't 

need hotel rooms, do we? 
 

My co-hoppers ditched me early, expressing no real interest in the 
quest.  Good.  Solo is sometimes better in surreptitious ventures.  I was 

very sure the staff at TMR were not going to throw out their arms in 

welcome.  They might be more inclined, though, to let a lone scout slip 
through the cracks than to allow a party of four to parade on in.   

 
The place is nice, with local art on permanent display outside the front 

door.  The lobby was nice too.  And quite quiet.  I was greeted with 
professional smiles by the two women behind the tall desk.  I was partly 

honest with them.  "Hi, I'm a local (their smiles vanished), and I was 
wondering if I could just take a look around, maybe have a beer at the 

bar...  (I thought I saw one of them reach for the Trap Door lever) ... and 
see if my parents and family might want to stay here when they come to 

town." 
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Ha!  I had them and we all knew it.  Was it bullshit?  Of course it was.  Did 

they know it was bullshit?  Of course they did ... kinda.  Buuuut, to shoot me 
down would be to turn away potential business, and a brand new place, 

especially, wouldn't want to do that.  Clearly over a barrel, they did what all 
such employees have been trained to do:  fetch a manager.  And with a 

polite, "she'll be right out," they washed their hands of the problem and set 
me free to wander aimlessly about the lobby, studying the art, and quickly 

running out of things to be interested in. 
 

It turned into a waiting game.  I knew 
this ploy too:  delay, delay, delay till 

he goes the fook away.  They were 
praying for my "she's obviously busy, 

so I'll check back another time."  Not 
happenin', ladies; my resolve was 

firm.  I had nothing else to do, and 

the longer I waited, the more 
determined I got. This bar was being 

Hopped.  Tonight.  Period. 
 

Comma, 
 

Semicolon; 
 

The side door opened and a slender 
young woman came into the 

lobby.  She looked familiar.  She 
came over and introduced 

herself.  Her name was 
Sam.  Probably still is.  We quickly 

pinned down the familiarity aspect:  runner's club, 5K races, that whole 

scene.  She had even been a collegiate runner!  Bravo, Sam! 
 

With such a friendly intro, I felt good about my chances.  I dropped my spiel 
on her, but left off the bullshit part about the family.  I let curiosity stand as 

my reason, and my runner's character vouch for my behavior.   
 

Sam escorted me into the courtyard by the pools -- yes, plural, not sure 
what the differences are, if any -- and described the property.  She said I 

was welcome to sit at the bar and have a drink of two, and make myself 
comfortable.  Then she walked back inside.  Well handled, Sam.   

 
They all handled it well, actually.  The front line of defense was not able to 

fully ascertain my status, so they deferred.  The upper level identified me -- 
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rightfully -- as a friendly spirit, and called the shot.   

 
Now, the bar.  Yes, you're right; this is a chapter about the bar. 

 
I like the design.  Tall white wooden posts support a peaked roof.  The front 

is open, with full view of the pools and deck, while the back has eight-foot-
high, full-shuttered doorways that look out onto Lazy Way.  It's a very large 

bar for a pool bar, a rectangle with a dozen tall, padded, high-backed stools 
on each long side, and a few more on each short end. 

   

 
 
There are a couple of stand-height four-tops between the pools and the bar, 

and ten or so sit-height tables in what must be the official dining area off to 
the north.  Cero Bodega is also the restaurant name, judging by the 

menu.  (Does that really mean "Zero Winery"?  Yeah, I guess that makes 
sense.)   

 

The barkeep was tall and the crowd was thin.  Only three other customers 
were at the bar on this Grand Opening, and one, I learned later, was the 

GM.  He was just checking out the food quality, I'm sure, judging by the 
dinner plate and crumpled napkin sitting in front of him.   
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The barkeep was casual and appropriately 

unfriendly.  You know how it is with expensive 
places; you don't do the big happy Heyyyy, what 

be up, my man?  Tall brew for ya?  No, you have 
to be a little detached, not daring to presume to 

be the guest's friend (or equal), and, depending 
on the place, even playing the servant more than 

the server.  That extreme was not necessary 
here, though; neither the venue not the customer 

warranted that level.  The keep quickly read the 
cut of my jib, and lightened up some.  He had a 

slight wariness about him still, like, maybe 
thinking I was a spotter or something.  Whatever.  

My beer was cold and tasty, and I had accomplished The Hop.  I sat back to 
enjoy my drink and admire my humble self. 

 

After a few sips, I realized that the tapered pilsner glass I was drinking out 
of was actually a tapered pilsner plastic.  A good fake!  It was even frosty 

when it was brought to me, so it had me fooled. 
 

There was not much for 
entertainment here; the 

music spilling in from 
Schooner Wharf was 

pretty much it.  With all 
those shuttered doorways 

wide open, that music 
was plenty loud enough 

for all to hear.  Sounded 
good.  Made me want to 

go there. 

 
I finished off my one-and-done and took a stroll around the 

courtyard.  There were some pretty cool furnishings scattered around the 
yard -- like those big bubble chairs -- and the pools looked very inviting.    

 
Maybe I'll urge my family to stay here when they come to visit.  ;) 
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