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Ahhh, TGIF is back.  They slammed their 
doors shut last April, as soon as the barriers 

went out for the North Roosevelt Boulevard 

construction project.  At the time, it looked 
like a total punt:  outa here, back when it's over.  Apparently, though, it was 

a well-timed chance to do a much-needed overhaul to the innards of the 
place.  It took around a year, and they missed most of the snowbird and 

tourist season, but they finally opened back up in March. 
 

The restaurant part looks the same to me, but the bar is much better.  It 
used to seem crowded, even if it wasn't; the TVs were all hung above the 

center island of the rectangular bar.  You couldn't see people across from 
you, and the barkeeps had to squeeze by one another.   

 
Maybe the bar has been 

widened, maybe not, but 
it is ton-and-a-half 

roomier.  (You didn't 

know that roominess 
was measured in tons, 

did you?)  The center 
island is now just 

countertop high with 
nothing but wide open 

breathable air above 
it.  The TVs hang over 

the heads of the patrons 
who sit across from 

you.  They are plenty 
large enough to see 
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clearly, and far enough away that everyone on a given side can watch 

whichever one by want.  Definitely, a change for the better. 
 

I don't think I've ever sat in the dining area here, but that long-ass four-
man scull that hangs over the tables must have been a bloated bitch to 

install.  
 

I was feeling a little peckish, so I ordered up the Warm Pretzels With Craft 
Beer-Cheese Dipping Sauce.  Something about that sounded appealing.  In 

fact, every single word of that sounded awesome -- even "With", cuz it's 
better than "without."   And, mannnn, it was seven shades of yum.  Seven.  

Ya, I know.   
 

As a bonus, the crock o' sauce 
even had bacon chunks on top! 

Dip and chomp, warm and soft, 

more like a salty bread than a 
crunchy snack pretzel.  That 

would rhyme, if I used different 
words.   

 
The 'zels themselves had 

arrived loosely wrapped in 
paper, in a coil-cone (or maybe 

it was a cone-coil, I'm not 
sure), just like the one I first 

saw as a vessel for French fries 
at 915 several years ago.  (You 

can check your notes on the 
Point-5 entry for Hop #72 if 

you crave the full scoop on 

that.) 
 

When I was in my van-
gabonding winter of 1993-94, I 

came here to TGIF about twice 
a month.  I was drawn by a menu item that they no longer serve:  Country 

Fried Steak.  Mannn, I'd have that beast smothered with that thick white 
gravy, and I'd drown my fries in it too.  It was a heart attack on a plate, but 

after four weeks of tuna straight from the can, or blah ham sandwiches, or 
salads, or peanut butter on wheat bread, this was a gluttonous gorging of 

sat-fats and cholesterol.  My arteries quiver at the mere thought.  Probably 
just as well that it's off the menu now. 

 



My tall glass and my cone-coil reached empty at about the same time, and 

Britnee, my barkeep, came over to sell me more.  I declined, handed her a 
twenty, and said. "You might want to add my beer to that check.  You only 

charged me for the pretzel." 
 

She seemed surprised, either by my honesty (so was I), or by her own 
goof.  She chuckled it off, "I'm so used to Happy Hour prices, that $8.48 just 

looked normal to me for a beer and an app." 
 

Fairly impressed by that price range, I asked, "Did I hear you tell those 
people that Happy Hour is from 4 till 10?"   

 
Sure enough, I had heard right:  4 PM till 10 PM, Monday through Friday, $4 

off appetizers and $2 off beers.  Or something pretty close that.  I got 
distracted halfway through her answer by Jose Iglesias' first major league 

home run, which widened the Red Sox' lead over those Junkie guys.   

 
Britnee must have had some distraction, too, because when I got my 

"revised" check back, it still said $8.48.  She had not even walked five steps 
away when she stopped, looked over her shoulder and said, "I probably 

forgot to add it in again, didn't I?"  I gave a shrug-nod.  She laughed at 
herself, "Ahh, don't worry about it, I have a comp list.  That one's on me!" 

 

 


