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could be here often, long, and late.  I love that cute doggy, and look at all those flavors.  
Ahhhhh. 

Of course, I had me the IPA.  My 
name is Hops, after all; what would you 
expect? 

 This ended up being an odd stop, 
though.  I took the only empty bar stool, the 
second from the far end.  A group of four or 
so to my left was practically huddling, so I 
saw nothing but the backs of shirts, and the 
dude on my right didn’t seem to speak any 
English.   

Normally, I’d be happy as a clam 
about this, misanthrope that I am, but I was 

in a talkative mood, and it was too dark down here to do any legible jotting in the 
Notbook.  Even the barkeep was engaged in convo well 
down the bar.   

So, I drank my beer and recalled the day’s highlights.  
Portsmouth seemed like about a week ago.  Suds swilled, I 
detoured for a pit stop on my way out, and was stopped 
dead in my tracks by the mural. 

Taking up a real good chunk of the far wall, and 
spotlit for extra impressiveness, was a four-foot-by-six-foot 
mural of the Sea Dog!  He looked awesome.  As I walked 
closer, the texture really caught my eye.  It looked like the 
skin of a football or a basketball.  Then, as I got a few feet 
away, I realized that this mural was made out of bottle caps, 
all colored and layered in one damn fine decoration. 

“Cap Dog” is 
his name, and he was 
pieced together by one Robert Cochran, back in 
’09.  In all, 5,220 caps comprise the piece.  That’s 
a LOT of caps.  I doubt Robert drank ‘em all, but 
I’m betting that he got a few cold Sea Doggies on 
the house for this work of art.  Very coolo. 

 
I still had no home for the night, though.  I 

had all my bars planned out, but neglected to line 
up a room for sleepy-time-time. 

No worries, though; the barkeep would 
surely know of a nearby hotel.  I caught his 
attention and asked him.  Instead of just blurting 
something out, he turned and consulted the 
huddled guys, and suddenly it became a common 
quest to find this travelling boozehound the 
cheapest and bestest room in SoPo. 

It was almost comical.  They were tossing 



out hotel names and gesturing towards all points of the compass with a mishmash of 
directions, even arguing with one another, like “nooo, this one’s closer than that” or “no 
way, that place is closed now!”  One guy, who seemed like the ringleader, decided to 
outdo them all.  He made a big production of taking out his cell phone and making a call 
to some guy who was a friend of his ex-wife, who ran or owned – well, he used to own 
it, now I think he just runs it – a rooming house a couple miles down the road, easy to 
find just follow such-and-such a road for only like five or six miles, till it looks like it’s 
gonna just end, and there it is.  He’ll have rooms for less than these tourist rip-off 
places.  (Like a Key West dude was going to think an $89 night was a rip-off.) 

I wanted to tell him that a tourist rip-off place was gonna be just fine, but he was 
so intent on providing The Best Answer, and being borderline belligerent about it with 
his cronies, that I didn’t have the nads to interrupt him.  I just stood there, politely 
waiting, and waiting, as he … got no answer to his call.   

He was about to try some other number, when I stayed him with a “No, Hampton 
Inn sounds great, actually -- just up the road that way about a mile?” I said, turning to 
the guy who I thought mentioned something like that.  The dude looked at me like I had 
three heads.  “Holiday Inn, and no, that way, about four miles.” 

“Got it.  Thanks, guys!”  And I was outa there.  I’m sure they had nothing but 
wonderful things to say about me as I departed. 

I got into C-Note and steered down a road that nobody had seemed to point to.  
In less than a minute, I came to a large, locally-owned hotel. In another ten minutes, I 
was lying on my bed for the night. 

Perfect.  
Thanks again, guys. 

 


