
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 
   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing 
             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 
Bar 261: 
Two Eighteen 
218 Duval Street 
Thursday, March 17, 2016, 9:45 PM 
 
Goose Island IPA (draught) $3.00 
 
I described this place to Brian -- no, the other 
Brian -- as a "drinking pit."  That's all it was 
designed to be.  Well, "designed" is not the 
right word. That gives somebody waaaay too 
much credit.  All they did was pull off the 
dented white metal storm shutters that were 
slapped across the openings in the front wall 
when Coyote Ugly made their long-overdue 
exit, buy some booze, and hire a few hard-
ups as minimal staff.  
 
Teasers would be the entity responsible for this, I assume. They own the 
building and are perched directly above.  I bet 218 is getting an amazingly 
good rent deal.   

 
Timing is everything in life, some say, and 218 
had to be all about that, for it was Spring Break 
here in the balmy southernmost city, and thirsty 
collegians from northern climes has descended in 
droves upon our island.  Quantity Over Quality 
tends to be the mantra of that ilk, so a couple of 
hand-scrawled pieces of paper were Scotch-taped 
to the window frame, proclaiming "$3 drafts" and, 
alarmingly, "$10 all-u-can-drink".  Oh my.   
 
The plan was clear:  draw in the thirstiest and 
thriftiest and make some quick, low-class 
money.  The coyote may be gone, but the Ugly 
endures. 

 



A couple of large, forbidding-looking, late-20's guys manned the 
entrance.  Their duties included checking IDs and keeping out the already-
too-wasted.  They looked eager to kick some poor drunk's sorry butt.      
A couple of servers hung arms and faces out the large window, imploring the 
passers-by inward -- the desperate bleating of the for-tips worker in an 
empty bar.   
 
I stood out front for a couple of minutes, 
wondering if I should even bother. Surely this 
place would button back up once Spring Break 
was over.  But, then, I thought, all the more 
reason to hop it.  I mean. In a couple of weeks, 
no one will even know that 218 ever 
happened.  It will vanish without a trace, and 
disappear from the Key West consciousness 
forever -- unless somebody gets murdered in 
here or something.  So, thus resolved, I 
exchanged pleasant nods with the thugs at the door and ventured in.   
 

It smelled like a skanky strip club.  At least, 
how I would imagine a skanky strip club 
would smell.   I mean, how would I know 
that?  The lighting was garish: flashing and 
swirling colored beams that would bounce 
happily across a dance floor full of people, 
but looked sad as they crisscrossed the 
empty space in futile search.  They looked 
like prison camp searchlights scanning the 
compound for any sign of movement, and 

finding none.  The room-length mirror behind the bar only amplified the 
stark lack of decorations.  There was not a single TV -- and this was during 
March Madness!  Why would anyone come in here??  Oh yeah: cheap 
booze. 
 
The "$3 draft" sign had not tipped the scales 
in favor of doing the Hop.  That's not an 
extreme deal at all.  Plus, I assumed that it 
referred to Bud Light -- or maybe worse, if 
there is such a thing -- and any tolerable 
brew (if they even had any, which I doubted) 
would be in the usual $6 range.  

 
It took a little 
while to get the 



barkeep's attention.  She was chit-chattin' with one of the idle servers at the 
far end of the bar.  I waited patiently and took in the grimly austere, life 
during wartime look of the back bar.  When she finally saw me, she hurried 
over, smiling an apology.  I ordered my beer, she brought it to me, and, 
surprisingly, asked for just three bucks.  Life is simpler when all the beers 
cost the same, I guess. 
 
She was a slim and pretty young woman.  I conjectured that she might also 
be employed upstairs and was doing this as kind of a lark.  I asked her if this 
bar had a name.  She threw her hands out to the side like she was Vanna 
Freaking White, and announced with a laugh, "Two eighteen, baby!" 
There was a mild commotion at the 
entrance.  A fivesome of good-sized 
drunk boys came rumbling in, pumped 
for a raucous Teasers experience.  I 
had to laugh at the looks on their 
faces when they stopped and stared at 
this dump. 
 
One of the thugs pointed upstairs, and 
the rumblers all did the big "Ohhh 
OHHHH!" thing, laughed at their folly, 
and quickly fled. 
 
There were a few guys sitting here and there at the bar.  All in all, that was 
pretty surprising.  Maybe if you left, your all-you-can-
drink privileges got reset to zero.  Maybe.  I couldn't think of any other 
reason why anyone would actually stay in here.  Only the lowliest of lonely 
losers would be found in h---,  
 
Uhh, time to move on. 
 
 
ADDENDUM:  Sunday, 20 March 2016. 
 
Storm shutters are back up.  The Bar They Never Bothered To Name is no 
more... 

 
 

 
 

 
 


