
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 
   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing 
             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 
Bar 259: 
Thirsty Mermaid 
Fleming Street 
Friday, February 29, 2016, 9:45 PM 
 
Cigar City Jai Alai (draught) $0.00 
 
During the crowded Friday night 
Happy Hour at The Lazy Gecko 
(#2), I mentioned to B&J that, on my way there, I had caught a glimpse of 
this just-born place, full to overflowing, with that new car smell just wafting 
out over Fleming Street.  We had been vigilant, of course; with 257 bars in 
the bank, we were doing what any good wildebeest would do.  With the 
savannah grazed pretty bare, it takes a watchful eye to pick up the new 
sprouts of nourishment.  We knew Thirsty Mermaid would be opening soon, 
but to find it open on this particular night would prove to be a boon. 

 
When I brought up this notion to 
my stawart co-hoppers, Jan had a 
little twinkle in her eye.  Sure 
enough, once we did our typical 
post-HH stop at Pilar Bar (#250), 
she suggested abandoning our 
routine, blowing off Scotty Boy at 
Rumor Lounge (#23), and doing 
our first hop together since mid-
September (#255, Greene Street 
Cigar Cafe, a.k.a. The Beiber Bar). 
 
Heading northeast from Duval, the 

first half-block of Fleming is pretty bland.  The side wall of Express sets the 
tone, then there's a house-kinda-place, and then a couple of little shops, 
including a booook storrre zzzzz.  So, I doubt the Thirsty Mermaid is going to 
do a killer spur-of-the-moment walk-in biz.  People gotta know where they 
are goin' when they come here.  That's not a curse, by any means, but it 
does buck the odds a bit.   
 
Better Than Sex did quite well on Petronia (so well that they had to move), 
Bliss seems to be holding its own in that same spot, as is Firefly further 



down.  2 Cent has been solid at their Appelrouth 
location.  The Cafe, Kojin, Grunts and, most of all, Seven 
Fish have all gotten along without the Duval flow.  [Green 
Parrot, too, obviously, but that's another category, ya 
think?] 
 
Anyway, we flowed off Duval and ventured to the 
Mermaid.  This corner unit was probably initially pegged for 
retail, judging by the huge plate glass windows on both 
sides.  As we approached, I speculated that this kind of 
"urban" street view -- a couple of parking lots and neon 
Living Dolls signage -- might pose a challenge to those 
designing the atmosphere within.  But, right away, it all 
seemed really nice.  Nice low lighting and cool stuff on the 
walls.   
 
The crowd was a bit scattered.  More people standing and 
mingling than sitting and eating.  There was a party-winding-down feel in 
the room.  The central table had been wiped clean. 
   
Most importantly, though, the bar was empty.  There are only about a half-
dozen seats, so finding them all vacant was one of life's little victories, and 
we need to celebrate those when they happen.   
 
It's like when you swipe your debit card and you wait while the money gods 

chew on your info, then the machine whirrs 
its little APPROVED message.  That's a 
victory.  Even if you knew you had enough to 
cover the sale, it's still a victory that 
technology didn't pork you over. 
 
Or when you get three green lights in a row 
at Publix, Kennedy and Overseas Market; 
that's definitely a victory!  Tons of them 
happen every day, if you look for 
them.  Though claiming a victory just because 
that pigeon didn't shit on you, or that cabbie 
didn't run you over, well, that's reaching. 
 
But we need to enjoy and relish these 
everyday triumphs.  And what better place to 
celebrate than at a bar?   



 
So we settled onto the center stools and made ready.  A familiar face turned 
to wait on us.  It was Brian.  No, not that Brian; he was two seats to my 
right.  No, not that Brian either; I think he might have been on bar duty at 
Waterfront Brewery tonight.  And, no, not the other Waterfront Brewery 
Brian either.  I guess I just know a lot of Brians.  This was the Brian I knew 
from the runners club.   
 
It had been a while since our paths had crossed, so we did a couple of 
minutes of whatchabeenupta's.  With him being a barkeep here, our convo 
quickly turned to our choice of beverage.   
 
However, Brian cautioned, this night has indeed been the soft opening and 

they had plumb run 
out of some things.  No 
worries, I figgered: 
plenty of other things. 
 
Annnnd, he 
continued...  At that 
point, a burst of 
raucous laughter 
erupted behind me and 
drowned out what he 
was 
saying.  Something 
about license, 
maybe.  But when the 
burst died down, Brian 
was saying, "so we 

really can't sell it to you, we have to give it to you."  Ha!  Jackpot! 
 
He started to say what food was 86 and what was any other number, but we 
stayed him with a wave of the hand and assured him that food was not 
relevant; we were just here for a beer.  Or, in Jan's case, a wine.  Not a 
whine, a wine.   
 
Free beer!  And a Jai Alai at that.  So nice.  One of life's little victories occurs 
while celebrating one of life's little victories.  Ha!   
 
As always, though, Jan did her menu perusal.  It was hard not to; some of it 
was printed on the chalk board in front of us.  Runner Brian did tell us, 
though, that the oysters came from Vancouver and Prince Edward 
Island.  Hmm, Canadian oysters.  I'll be swazzled. 



 
Thirsty Mermaid is the baby of a group of young 
locals, spearheaded, I believe, by Ryan S.  There 
has been much support for them as they went 
through the gauntlet of processes and such that are 
required to launch such a biznizz in this town.  I 
wish them much luck and success! 
 
The party was clearing out pretty well by the time 
we were bottoming up our freebies, and, though we 
could have stayed for another one on the house, 
and sat there and watched as they cleaned up all 
around us, we decided to be nice and mosey on. 
 
And mosey on we did!  B&J moseyed all the way on 
to the mainland ... to stay!  So this was my final 
Hop with them.  Ah well, 'twas fun while it 
lasted.  They stayed for seven years.  We drank 
many drinks, had many deeelicious dinners, toasted 
many victories, and laughed many laughs.  Cheers and farewell, ye noble 
hoppers!  Enjoy, enjoy, enjoy. 

 
 

 
 

 


