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Bar #120: 
Michael's Restaurant 

532 Margaret Street 
www.michaelskeywest.com    

Wednesday, 19 June, 7:30 PM 
 

Michelob Ultra (bottle) $5.00 
 

Being astute readers, I'm sure you 
all are grumbling about the final 

stop of the Tour de Southard 

having a Margaret Street address.  
Yeah, well, you can walk down the 

Southard sidewalk and touch the 
building, so that's Southardish 

enough for me.  Plus, the trek here 
from Mangia Mangia involved about 60 feet of walking diagonally across 

Southard, and only 35 feet on the Margaret sidewalk.  Not far at all, but 
enough to work up a thirst.  At least for me. I'm reaaaally good at working 

up a thirst. 
 

Brian had cautioned that, if we got to Michael's while Happy Hour was still 
going on, we'd probably not get a bar seat.  But we had done a bit too much 

lingering at our first two 
stops -- having too much 

fun at MM -- so we missed 

HH by a full half-hour.  Or 
half of a full hour, I forget 

which.  Whichever it was, 
the HH crowd had flown 

the coop, so the bar was 
all ours.   

 
That can be a good 

feeling -- instant service, 
no smoke being blown in 

your face, and no 
douchebags droning on 

and on and on about how 
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many languages Enoch Powell can speak -- but it's also a tad sad, Chad.  An 

empty bar looks lonely.  So, you go up to it, give it a good hey-wake-up slap 
on its shiny top and say, "I'm here for ya, big fella, let's tie one on!"   

 
Michael's is a nice restaurant.  The outdoor patio dining area has plenty of 

plants and white lattice work, and a cool rock waterfall fountain gurgles 
away in the middle of the long west wall.  Across from it, white-trimmed-

window-doors lead to what I can only 
assume is a nice dining room.  Never 

looked in; too focused on the bar. 
 

Ah, yes, the bar.  I had been here 
once before but I did not remember 

how large and roomy the bar is.  The 
wood is richly dark, with square white 

support pillars, dark shelves behind, 

and about seventeen tall, padded, 
curved-back seats.  

 
As the only guests, we were served in 

a prompt and friendly manner.  The 
woman who served us was tall, slim, 

blonde, somewhere in her 30's, and 
looked like a Jen, possibly even a 

Jennifer.   
 

I was expecting a semi-elite beer 
selection at this elite restaurant, but 

I guess they do their biggest booze bucks via fine wines and top shelf 
liquors.  Beer drinkers are probably not the most common species in these 

environs.  What a lame list.  Not even a Sammy Adams.  Nor a Yeungling!  

WTF, Mikey??  I settled for a Michelob Ultra.  You know the beer menu needs 
work if I'm ordering a bottle of weak-ass swill like that.   

 
I took a short walk around to snap a few quick pix.  I was headed back to 

my seat to "enjoy" my beverage, when a kinda younger guy with thick black 
hair and black-rimmed glasses walked by and commented on my iPad.  The 

convo started out fine, but, after a few amiable minutes, he swerved it onto 
apps and then dove right into investment apps.  I don't know if he was 

fishing for a tip, or just showing off, but I wanted to hold up a stern hand 
and say, "Mannnn, you are talking to the wrong guy."  Instead, I made this 

gotta get back to my buds gesture and escaped back to my entourage.   
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Once back with Ultra in hand, I noticed that Jan was writing on some form or 

card or something.  Brian urged me to fill one out too, and motioned to Jen 
to get me one.  I assumed it was something pretty cool.  Jennifer began to 

explain it to me.   
 

It was a Loyalty Card with which regular patrons can accrue points from 
their purchases towards a grand prize.  A buck a point.  When you reach 500 

points, they give you a $25 Gift Certificate for food at Michael’s. Huh??  
What am I missing here?  I spend  

$500 bucks and I get $25?  That's it?? 
I'm really not sensing the value here. 

I politely pushed the form back to 
Jennifer.   

 
Brian gave me a quizzical look.  I 

chuckled.  "In my twelve years in Key 

West, I have been here twice and 
have spent zero dollars -- thanks for 

the beer, by the way, big guy -- so 
how long do you think it will take me 

spend five hundred bucks here?  Nice 
place, for sure, but I'm drinking Mich-

ferking-Ultra. This is not going to 
become Hops' Haunt."  (I believe I 

heard the building sigh in relief, but I 
may have imagined it.)  

 
He tried to say something about them 

sending out occasional GC's for free 
desserts -- which, I countered, probably require the purchase of an entree -- 

and, and, yeah, forgetaboutit.  Jan had spoken highly of one of their dessert 

specialties -- the chocolate fondue, or waterspout, or hydrant or something -
- and I'm sure Brian was just being the Good Hubby (as always) and trying 

to find a way to get her one. 
 

Daylight was fading.  The patio was filling up.  It could only mean one thing: 
word had gotten out that we were here.  Staying a step ahead of the 

admiring throng is getting harder and harder.  No sign of paparazzi yet, but 
it surely would not be long.  We thanked Jennifer, Brian paid the tab (Yay, 

Brian, Yay, Brian. Yay, yay, Brian, Brian.  Yaaaaaay, Brian!!), and we headed 
out for some non-Tour, free-style drinking on Duval. 
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