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Mantou (draft) $1.00!!! 
 

This was a repeat visit.  The place 
had opened after the PLIPA Tour 

had wrapped up -- or maybe I just 

didn't know about it by then -- so 
when B&J and I checked it out, it 

didn't count as an official Hop.   
 

The sign for his place answered no questions for me.  You look at a building 
and you should get info.  Sloppy Joe's Bar.  Michael's Restaurant.  I didn't 

even know what this sign said.  I could read the Montaditos part, but I had 
no idea what Montaditos meant.  It sounded Spanish, but it also sounded 

Cuban or Mexican.  Or Portuguese.    
 

The bigger problem was the three 
characters that preceded it.  Is 

that JOO?  SOO?  DOO?  What the 
hell word is that???  You mean 

that curvy, curly, squiggle is a 

one!?  A one is just a line.  OK, 
maaaybe it has the top flag and a 

tiny bottom foot (1) to distinguish 
it from an upper case I, but it is 

the least fancy, the by far least 
complicated, the least ornate of all 

symbols in all languages.  It was 
the very first stroke of written 

human communication.  Some freaking semi-ape scratched a line in the dirt 
and mathematics was born. 

 
So, yah.  It says 100.  Whatever.  Now, WTF is a montadito?  I guess we 

just had to venture inside to find out. 
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It's nice inside:  big, roomy, some tables, lots of framed photos, plenty 

of room for people to stand or wait in line at the counter.  We could tell that 
they had some good financial backing behind them.  But hardly any 

customers. 
 

That night, B&J took a look around and decided to mosey on.  Brian was a 
bit miffed at the beer selection.  They may have 100 montaditos, but they 

serve just one beer -- 
Mahou, from Spain -- 

and it wasn't calling his 
name. 

 
I, on the other hand, 

was intrigued by the 
$2.00 hamburger 

montadito that was 

listed on the menu.  
menu.  Two bucks??  I 

had to check it out.  If it 
sucked, I was only out 

the price of a Powerball 
ticket.  I told them I'd 

catch up with them, and placed my order.  I even got a Mahou.  Total: $4.  
Nice.   

 
A sign informed me that:  The montadito is a typical element of the Spanish 

culture and gastronomy:  a unique tapa-sized bread roll produced with an 
exclusive bread formula and filled with the best high quality ingredients.   

Sounded pretty good, though I didn't trust the word gastronomy.  Leave my 
gas out of it, please.  =] 

 

Then I got my "meal."  Tapa-sized must mean “tiny.”  I've heard of finger 
food, but this was the size of my finger.  Two bites would have easily killed 

it.  It was ludicrous how little meat was in there.  It was as if they had taken 
a regular burger patty and cut it into six straight slices -- and this was just 

one of those slices.  The roll was like a quarter of a cruller.   I had only 
asked for mayo and bacon on it, and one small half-strip of bacon covered 

the entire “burger.”   
 

They must have really small people working in the kitchen.  Small hands 
would help when dealing with such microfood.   

 
My repast came on a plate that was only about six inches in diameter, and 

the montadito still looked small.  Thankfully, there were potato chips with 
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it.  Maybe it was only half a small bag, but it looked like a grand pile on that 

plate, next to that sandwich.  I scarfed it all down and skedaddled. 
 

And, I gotta be fair after all that:  it was only $2.00, so WTF was I going to 
expect? 

 
That was the first visit.  This time was the commitment; this was The Hop.  

(Cue fanfare.) 
 

This place is one of those borderline calls.  Is it really a bar?  Their business 
is food, not alcohol.  And it's not even really a bar that you order from; it's a 

food counter.  So it shouldn't count. 
 

BUT, we went in there to get beer 
and drink it there, without any 

thought of getting food, so I'm 

gonna count it.  My Tour, my rules, 
my exceptions, for whatever my 

reasons.  I guess. 
 

It does set a precedent, too.  This 
ruling opens the door for a few 

other places, like BO's Fishwagon, 
or Mr. Z’s.  Hmmmm.  The list just 

keeps getting longer... 
 

Anyway, we had a foursome on this 
Friday night, and we were oozing 

class.  Scott, J&B (yes, it's the 
same couple), and I had rendezvoused at The Customs House Art & History 

Museum for a show of "Attic Treasures", which included, among other 1950-

ish items, buttons that said "I Like Ike & Dick."  [Insert your own clever quip 
here.] 

 
I doubt any of us would have gone to such a cultural event if it were not for 

the fact at there was free beer offered.  Ahhh, even typing that phrase 
makes me smile.  I gotta type it again:  free beer.  Oh ya. 

 
It was a pre-run of Bone Island Brewery's pilsner and wheat beers.  I had a 

couple of both, and both were good for what they were.  I really was craving 
an IPA or a Pale Ale, though, so my zeal was tempered.  You know how it 

can be when your zeal is tempered, ya? 
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From there we hit up 90 Mile Lounge for a quick sip of blues and short shot 

of lovely lassie Lisa.  Hiya, Key Whisky Woman.  Always a good vibe up 
there. 

 
So, it was from that considerable springboard that the four of us were 

launched upon 100 Montaditos.  We -- except for Scott -- knew what we 
were walking into.  B&J had long ago been apprised of my previous dining 

experience here.  The plan was to get one beer per man (Jan standing 
guard), enjoy the atmosphere while we drank it, and move on. 

 
The woman at the taps was well on the wide side and very pleasant.  She 

picked up on our good spirits and had a laugh either with us or at us (hard 
to tell, but either is fine).   

The fact that 100M only offers 
Mahou Beer was discouraging -- I 

had not enjoyed my only prior taste 

of it -- but a new discovery helped 
turn my frown upside down:  Ice 

Cold Mug of Mahou, Friday and 
Saturday, only one dollar!!  Praise 

the Lord and pass me my Mahou, 
please, wonderful wide woman! 

 
We happily took our buck-a-mugs 

over to a table by the stairs and set 
about the task of drinking a cold 

beer.  It was frigidly cold too!  The frost on the mug was no wimpy frost; 
this was arctic.  It was almost hurt-your-teeth cold.  And that kept it from 

totally sucking.  If a beer is that cold, and that affordable, and it still sucks, 
well, that is one of life's great tragedies.   

 

I am an avid believer that beer is meant to be consumed cold.  I'm seldom 
caught without a koozie, and I tend to drink quickly.  The tepid dregs sulking 

in the bottom of a neglected glass are disgusting, but, on principle, ya gotta 
drink 'em.  I make a concerted effort to avoid that circumstance.  Once my 

glass gets below halfway, all bets are off.  There is no sense whatsoever in 
leaving two ounces of brew in there, so the final "sip" is commonly four-to-

six ounces.   
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That gulp-ability is also helpful 

with brews that I find distasteful, 
which was the case here at 

Monty's.  Scott didn't seem to 
mind the flavor and even 

suggested having a couple more 
here to enjoy the bargain.  

Brian, on the other hand, would 
not even finish his.  He tried to 

hand it off to me, but I spurned 
him.  Scott happily took it. 

 
There were only a few people in 

here and it was pretty much 
prime-time-eat-time.  Maybe 

they do better at snack time or 

lunch time than at dinner time.  
Maybe their off-Duval location 

hurts.  How could it not? 
 

There are more than 250 of this 
franchise worldwide -- mostly in 

Spain (where they originated), 
Colombia, Mexico, and Miami -- 

and, since their opening in 2001, the chain has had more than 20,000,000 
customers! 

 
I guess they don't need me then!  Off we dashed to the next Hop. We had 

plenty more to do. 
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