
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 
   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing 
             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 
Bar #258: 
Castaways Pool Bar 
The Westin Resort 
245 Front Street 
Saturday, 26 December 2015, 3 PM 
 
Fat Black Flamingo IPA (draft) $6 
 
Sadly, this Hopter has gone missing.  I will have to rewrite it soon, or 
maybe, just maybe, I’ll re-hop the bar!  It was a really boring Hop the first 
time, so it was hard to write anything interesting.  A second go at it might 
be a blessing. 
 

Anyway, this is what happened to the 
original 257 post.  Google’s blog app, 
called Blogger (once named Blogspot), had 
a spaz attack and deleted 40 of my 260 
entries.  That’s just about 15% of all my 
work.  No rhyme or reason to it.  I had not 
reached any kind of maximum, nor 
violated any TOS.  One day, 40 totally 
random chapters went zooming off into 
the vast cyber void, never to return.  
Despite numerous queries and complaints 
from yours truly, Mighty Google never 
offered a solution, explanation, apology, 
reply or burp.  You be hosed, Hopsy, just 
plain hosed. 
 
I’ve rescued or restored more than half 
already, but the remainder were 
confidently (and naively) written directly 

to Blogger, so there was no back-up to rely on.  So it goes.  Always back up 
yo’ shit, mon.  
 
So, anyway…. 
 



The Re-Hop (between #277 & #278) 
Sunday, 26 November 2017, 3:30 PM 
 
Yuengling (draft) $6.00 – ya, six bux 
for a draft Yingle 
 
Castaways II, the Re-Hop, wasn’t a 
whole lot more interesting than the 
original.  In fact, it took two tries to 
do the redo.   
 
We – that would be B&J & I – made a 
foray hither about 22 hours before, but found a closed-up bar.  Fools we 
were, I guess, for trying to go to a poolside bar after sunset.  We had been 
up on the Sunset Deck, enjoying the drama and suspense of the famous Key 
West sundown, thinking that the bar would be open well into the evening.  
This particular pool, in fact, loses its sunshine by mid-afternoon at this time 
of year.  Without sun, you get fewer poolers.  Without poolers, poolbars 
make no money.  Bars that make no money do not stay open.  It’s just 
Nature’s Way.   
 
So, this time, we figgered we’d hit Castaways first, and then give ourselves 
a bonus sunset as dessert for the soul.  We had been told as we exited 
yesterday that Castaways began the shut-down about the same time as 
Sunset Deck began their open-up.  Kind of a morphing process.   
 
With sunset scheduled for 5:37, we figured a 4-ish arrival would be no 
problem.  But as soon as we walked through the east entrance to the pool 
area, we thought we might have been mistaken.  Nobody was in the pool.  
Nobody was in any of the loungers.  Nobody was on the deck at all, except 
for one very bored employee, faithfully manning his post.   
 
More to the point, as we looked to far end, we could see that there was no 
one seated at the bar.  Even more to the point, there was nobody behind the 
bar.  There was a woman standing there, though, looking as if she was 
expecting something/someone to arrive soon … possibly a bartender?  There 
was hope. 
 
We walked past the Bored Dude and exchanged small nods.  There was no 
point in saying anything.  Certainly no need to ask “How you doing?”  It was 
obvious how he was doing.  I’m sure he didn’t feel the need to offer any 
insincere well-wishes or queries either.  He didn’t want to hear that we were 
“fine” or “just dandy” or “thirsty” or anything we might have had to say.  
Nods sufficed. 



 
So, just as we reached page three, we got to the bar.  There’s a comfy-
looking arrangement of padded sofas and chairs therebouts, and a roof over 
the bar, so poolers can flee for cover when the t-storms rage.  A raging T 

ain’t as bad with a cocktail in hand. 
 
As we settled ourselves in the nice, high, 
bouncy-mesh bar seats, a man in a 
black shirt came out from the kitchen 
and handed Waiting Woman whatever it 
was she was waiting for.  She seemed 
pleased.  Probably because she would no 
longer be called Waiting Woman.  Her 
part in this play was done.  Exit stage 
right.  It might have been my 
imagination, but I thought I heard a 
smattering of applause. 
 
The man turned to us, thumbs-upped 
Brian’s Patriots hat, and assured us that 
our barkeep would be “right there.”  It 
reminded me of a dumbass cheer that I 
hear at races.  People have their favorite 
things to call out as exhortations to 

passing runners, especially ones that they know.  My own preference is to 
say encouraging things, like maybe tell them the correct distance to the 
finish, or let them know they’re in their final x-number of minutes, or tell 
them how close/far behind the next runner is.  Or I might call out, “looking 
good” (usually a lie), or “breathe strong” (which is always a good idea).   
 
One exhortation I’ve been hearing for a while – especially from the younger 
crowd who might be there – is “You got this!”  I can swing with that.  You 
got this in the bag.  You got this by the balsamic vinaigrette.  Ha. 
 
But, lately, been hearing more and more, “You’re right there!”  Huh?  You’re 
right there?  What kind of a cheer is that??  “You’re right there.”  I’d be like, 
Yup, here I am.  You found me.  Well done. 
 
And they yell it at dumb times too.  Maybe with the finish line in sight it 
could make some sense.  But they’ll yell it at the one-mile mark, fer cryin’ 
out loud.  You’re right there – too bad all those other runners are way up 
there! 
 



Then, the kitchen door opened, and our barkeep was right there.  Black-
Shirted Man was right.  I couldn’t read our keep’s name tag, so I’ll call him 
Dominic.  He was somewhere around 30, had short dark curly hair, and was 
wearing a very level disposition.  He was kind of puzzled that we were here, 
but he didn’t seem irked by our presence.  He wasn’t all bubbly happy 
either, though.  I’m sure he thought he was done for the day and was well 
into his closing routine. 
 
But he tolerated us, and soon relaxed 
into conversation.  We talked about 
how the Westin had changed over to 
Margaritaville.  Dominic was in his ninth 
year with at this property.  He 
lamented the change, especially the 
policy change regarding employee 
benefits (i.e, none).  That seems to be 
the way with just about every hotel in 
KW these days.  They’ve all gone 
corporate, or are owned as “collections” 
by investment groups whose only concern is squeezing every penny out of 
every guest (i.e., resort fees), every day, and every employee.  The hotel 
world is dang cold these days.   
 
Those are all my words, by the way, not Dominic’s.  He was still being the 
good company man.  He didn’t express bitterness, just a kind of it-is-what-
it-is outlook.  Nothing that wasn’t pretty much common knowledge anyway. 
 
We finished off our bevs, left Dominic to whatever he had been doing before 
we interrupted, and headed off to see if we could sneak in Hop #278 before 
sundown.  


