
Does anyone remember the Tahoe Tropics? In the 1960s it was little bar down by the Y in about 
the location of the current CVS. I don’t remember much too about it other than it had a neon 
palm tree sign and bamboo wall panels. It was definitely what you would think of as a dive, kind 
of a rundown, blue collar place to grab a boilermaker on the way home from work. The bar was 
on the right-hand side as you walked in and there was a pool table to the left, a jukebox, and 
not much more. Anyway, in about 1964 or so when I would have been a junior, me and a few 
buddies, Roy Kuraisa for one, started going in there after school to shoot pool. It made us feel 
worldly and adventurous to be hanging out in a real bar, something our parents would not have 
been too happy about had they known. 
 
After doing this a handful of times without getting ejected by the rough looking bartender, we 
started thinking that maybe he assumed we were 21 and that we could actually order a beer. 
Wouldn’t that be something? They hadn’t raised an issue with us playing pool and besides, we 
usually bought a coke at the bar so hey, why not a beer? 
 
I should mention here that this was the era just before marijuana and other drugs became 
ubiquitous in Northern California. Drinking beer was about as adventurous as we got and that, 
for me anyway, was not very frequent. Alcohol was not easy to come by as you had to steal it 
from your parent’s refrigerator or find someone to buy it for you, not an easy thing to do. There 
was a great deal of strategizing as weekends approached about how to get our hands on some 
Olympia, Hamms, Burgermeister, or Lucky Lager. 
 
After much discussion, we made our plan; the next time we went into the Tropics, we would 
shoot a game of pool, then work up our courage and saunter casually up to the bar as if we did 
this all the time and order beers. Looking back, I realize how ridiculous we must’ve looked. 
Needless to say, when our big moment came, the bartender looked at us disdainfully and told 
us to get the hell out of there. That was our last trip to the Tahoe Tropics. I think it was torn 
down not too long afterwards. 
 
In hindsight, our time in South Lake Tahoe was at the tail end of a very innocent era. (If you 
want a spot-on film representation, watch Francis Ford Coppola’s masterpiece, American 
Graffiti.) Within a few short years, it seemed like almost everyone was smoking weed and 
experimenting with harder stuff and society was fracturing along any number of cultural and 
political fault lines. We were the unknowing beneficiaries of that golden era in the early ‘60s 
where the world was a mostly benign place for teenagers and we could experiment at being 
grown up without paying too high a price. 
 
 


