
Bar Hoppin' With Hops 
   The Keep On Hoppin' Tour 
        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing 
             Key West Bar Boondoggle 
 
Bar #263: 
Gas Monkey 
217 Duval Street 
Saturday, 16 April 2016, 9:30 PM 
 
Lagunitas IPA (large cup) $7.00 
 
Gas Monkey arrived on the scene 
shortly after its neighbor, Senor 
Frog’s (#262), right next door.  These 
two trendy national chain bars will be 
linked in the minds of many, having 
been the replacements for the linked 
pair of failed national chain burger 
joints that preceded them at these 
addresses:  Burger Fi (#198) and 
Johnny Rockets (#221).  Those two beat each other to death.  Couldn’t have 
been good for either chain.  Dumb. 
 
The linking is unfortunate, but the proximity is even moreso.  Being next 
door to a loud and lively place like Senor Frog’s cannot be easy.  With 

Coyote Ugly (#57) finally gone, the Frog 
has assumed the role as Most 
Obnoxious Bar on Duval.  They are not 
shy about pounding the bass and 
cranking the Latin music and hip-hop.  
And they don’t keep it inside; they put it 
right in the front yard.  It must be like 
living next to a frat house. 
 
Gas Monkey is not exactly a shy and 
demur place themselves.  They want to 
rock it out too, but more in the classic 
hard-edge guitar style.  It’s kind of like 
Pit Bull meets NASCAR.   
 
During this Hop, Gas Monkey had a 
four-man band on stage.  The stage was 
in back, at the end of their side 



alley/corridor, where the band is visible from 
the sidewalk.  You can’t really hear them 
because Frogger drowns them out, but you 
can see them, size them up, and decide to go 
in and check them out.   
 
Once inside, it becomes apparent that this is 
a big place.  The gift shop attached to west 
side gives it extra width, but it is tall and it is 

deep, with multiple chambers, and, best of 
all, multiple bars. 
 
I went to the bar in back.  It’s an open-air 
space, under a roof, off to the side of the 
stage.  A half-wall semi-separates the stage 
crowd and the bar crowd.  I’m not sure if the 
servers like that wall much.  It makes both 
sides narrower, and, hence, difficult to get 
through.  A couple of times, I saw someone 
with a tray squirming through tight spaces 
and looking a tad miffed. 
 
I like the word “miffed.”  So much easier to 
spell than “exasperated.” 
 
The barkeep asked me the trap question:  what size would you like?  What 
am I gonna say, a small?  A big guy like me ordering a kid’s size beer?  No, I 
have to order the adult size.  Imagine a guy touring 263 bars and ordering 
small beers.  What a wuss. 
 
What was unexpected, though, was the plastic cup.  For some reason, when 
he gave me the size choice, I assumed I’d be getting a tall, chilled pilsner 
glass.  When he set down a clear plastic cup – large though it was – I was 
taken aback.  Not miffed, certainly, but definitely taken aback.  The price 

was a tad more than my wallet 
had been looking to part with, 
but when I assured it that we 
were getting more beer, it 
released the funds.   
 
The main bar room – the one 
you enter from the front door – 
was pretty full.  You can also 
access it front the back, where 



I had been.  It felt like a completely different bar in there.  More contained, 
more about conversation and interaction rather than entertainment.   
 
There are two rooms upstairs as well.  They were, well, empty.  OK, not 
totally empty.  The indoor room with the TVs was empty.  There were tables 

and chairs, but no people.  The front side of the covered deck had a couple 
seated alone in the front corner watching Duval go by. 
 
I took the other corner of that deck for a little 
while, looking down at the band.  It was a good 
angle, like a private luxury box … without the 
luxury.   
 
From up here, I heard this band just fine, with 
none of the clamor from next door mixing in.  
But by the time the sound travels through the 
breezeway to the front, where yet another bar 
is, this music is in hard conflict with Frog noise. 
 
I felt sorry for the barkeep at that little bar.  It 
should be a pretty cool spot in which to ply her 
trade:  prime people-watching territory, with 
only a few seats to attend to.  But instead, she 
had this din to deal with and got to tend to seats that nobody wanted to sit 
in.   
 
I was not tempted to purchase any souvenirs from the gift shop on the way 
out.  Sorry, Gas Monkey, that’s just not my style.  I do have to hand it to 
their marketing department, though.  A good two weeks before the bar 
opened, that gift shop was moving product.  I saw people wearing Gas 
Monkey duds all over town.  I suspect they were the staff-to-be, doing a 
little walk-around billboarding.   
 


