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Square One Restaurant 

1075 Duval Street 
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Sierra Nevada Pale Ale (draft) $5.00 
 

If it were really just a Thirsty 30 
Tour, it would be ending here.  

Buuuut, it's nottttttt.  I suppose I 

knew that all along.  And would 50 
suffice?  60??  70??? No, my lords 

and my ladies, there were 100 Bars 
in 100 Days in 2012.  Looks like 

we're going for the sentence.  100 in 
100 again in 2013.  The list keeps getting longer with every brain we pick, 

and, really, what else is there to do in this town, so let that rock keep 
rolling.   

 
I have limited history with Square One.  I spoke of that occasion in the 

Bagatelle hop recap (#60).  Joining some very well-to-do friends of a visiting 
friend, my dubious assumption that I was being "taken out to dinner" 

proved wrong, and found myself wringing the pennies out of my wallet to 
cover my share of the tab.   

 

The food was good, for sure, but I hate paying that much for dinner.  Those 
other dudes do it every night.  Retired gay men with no kids to leave their 

money to.  Yeesh.   
 

I remember looking at one man's plate and seeing a really strange, though 
colorful, arrangement of greens and reds and oranges.  It was all woven and 

layered and looked like some intricate and fragile toy.  "Oh, it's the freakin’ 
vegetables!" I recall thinking, "I thought it was how they tasted that 

mattered.  Dumbass peasant." 
 

That was, ohhh, about 2001, so it stands to reason that this place could 
have changed.  I know it's still considered among the best in town, with 

dinner prices still in the Keep Hops Away range, but my own mission had 
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changed too. Dinner at a table was not an option.  I was here for beer at 

the bar, the same as if I was walking into Shimp Daddy's or Charlie Mac's or 
Blue Mojito.   

 
I gotta admit, though, that 

the outer demeanor of this 
place was rock-on sweet: the 

fresh-air tables flanked by 
tropical planters on one side 

and big plate glass doors and 
windows on the other.  So, I 

was both absorbing and 
exuding class as I walked 

through that and into the 
restaurant. 

 

The bar was on the left, just 
a few short paces from the entrance.  Good priorities!  The bartender was a 

big dude with dreadlocks.  Didn't see that coming at all.  I expected tuxedo 
shirt and meticulously combed hair.  Ha.  Love it. 

 
My Sierra Nevada Pale Ale cost a finner.  Had I been two hours earlier, it 

would have been a buck less as part of the 555 Happy Hour.  Still a good 
deal!  Ha, I was worried about cost and my delicious, cold, high quality SNPA 

cost me half a buck less than the plastic cup of Yuengling draft did at "the 
common man's bar," Sloppy Joe's. 

 
I don't recall a lot of detail from that 2001 dinner here, but I sure don't 

remember the room looking like this.  I'm thinking white and I'm thinking 
mirrors, but maybe I'm 

thinking up my wazoo 

because this did not match 
my expectations.  Nice, 

small, plain wooden tables 
with ordinary chairs, no 

table cloths, nice but not 
over-the-top water glasses, 

a little square orange candle 
holder, and a cloth-napkin 

roll-up.   
 

And on the opposing wall, a 
six-foot-by-four-foot 

painting.  It fills the wall 
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space just right, and the colors are fine with the room, but, well, it 

portrays medieval Far Eastern warriors hacking the living shit out of one 
another with swords.  Okayyyy.  Were there no beautiful scenery 

paintings available?  Sold out of seascapes, were they?   
 

I turned my attention to more placid pursuits at the bar.  I was seated 
between an interesting looking older gentleman to my left, and a happy-

looking forty-ish couple to my right.  I never got their names.   It's so much 
easier to make some up later. 

 
Janet, the blonde woman, commented on my iPad Mini; she and her 

husband Brad owned a full-size iPad (and loved it) but had never seen the 
mini version.  I let them hold it and fondle it, sizing it up (literally) with their 

hands.  They nodded approval and went back to their martinis. 
 

Dr. Scott chimed in and started a conversation about iPhones and such.  He 

wore round glasses, sipped his Manhattan, sat sideways in his chair, and 
looked and sounded as if he might have been a university professor many 

years ago. 
 

He didn't own an iPhone but he had a cool slant on everything and asked 
great curious questions, especially about Siri.  Brad and Janet each had 

great stories to tell.  It was hilarious.   
 

Janet is convinced that Siri has a personal resentment towards her.  One 
time, she asked Siri a question and the automated voice replied, "I don't 

have time for that now."  What a bitch!  What the hell was Siri doing that 
she didn't have time to answer the phone owner's question?  I think it's 

hysterical that a response like that was programmed in.  Bravo, you Apple 
geeks! 

 

Brad told about his friend Stan, who jokingly asked Siri one night while a 
bunch of them were out and looking for a place to go, "Siri, where is the 

nearest strip club?"  Siri responded in a huff, "Stan, you're married!"  Those 
geeks must have had a ball coming up with shit like that.  Made me want to 

go home and ask Siri all the dumbass questions I could think of. 
 

I don't use Siri much -- like never, it's usually faster to Google since that's 
where she sends me most of the time anyway -- but when I'm just goofing 

around, I might ask some questions and I might get "I can't answer that," or 
"Would you like me to search the web for that?"   

 
Now, why does it ask me that?  I already asked the freaking question, and 

I'm asking it to a damn computer, so YES, I DO want you to search the web! 



 

Anyway, it was an odd mix -- me being perhaps the oddest -- but it was a 
fun exchange.  I was very tempted to order another Sierra, but I had not 

had dinner yet, and I had a GC in my pocket just screaming to get used. 
 

I bid the cast of Rocky Horror adieu and headed across the courtyard. 
 

 
 


