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Bar #123: 
Rick's Bar 

202 Duval Street  
www.ricksbarkeywest.com   

Friday, 21 June, 9:30 PM 
 

Key West Sunset Ale (22-ounce draft) 
$7.25 

 
It's surprising how not-big this particular 

place is.  Given that it carries the name of 

the whole complex, it would be easy to 
expect that it is the biggest and grandest 

from which all other satellite bars had 
sprung.  But Rick's Bar is not very 

extensive.    Except for a kind of an 
alcove off to the left of the stage, you can see just about all of it from the 

sidewalk. 
 

It's actually a pretty cool place.  I often think about smaller towns in other 
states, like Iowa or Oregon or Massachusetts, or ... well, there are 46 more, 

you've heard of them all, I'm sure -- 
towns that have maybe two bars and a 

population around 20K.  If we plunked 
Rick's Bar down in, say, Goshen IN, it 

would probably be packed every night.  

Any of these Key West bars would be. 
But there are so freaking many here, 

that we ignore most of them and settle 
in on a couple of faves. 

 
Hence, the Hoppin'.   

 
The name Rick's Bar is from the 

Humphrey Bogart movie Casablanca.  
Humphrey was Rick.  Here's looking at 

you, kid. Nuff o' that. 
 

The white building with the square  
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square pillars and railing, both upstairs 

and down, stands out well on this block. 
There are a few tables between the 

front railing and the front wall:  it is A1 
prime people-watching territory.   

 
The guitar player stood straight ahead 

on a small stage at the back wall.   
The bar hugs the left side of the room 

and slants back towards the alcove that 
I mentioned.  A half-dozen or so small, 

low, round four-tops are spread out 
around the floor.  Most were occupied 

when we strutted in.  And strut we 
did.  It was becoming a strut kinda 

night.   

 
My draft ale came in the signature, 

thick white plastic, 22-ounce, Rick's 
cup.  When our barkeep smilingly asked 

for "Seven twenty-five, please," I nearly 
gagged, but my left brain quickly convinced me that it's practically two 

bottles' worth, so WTF.   
 

Brian commented on how odd it was to be looking across Duval at the Lazy 
Gecko, our most common haunt.  Normally, we'd sit over there, smugly 

scorning the patrons of this 
establishment, like somehow we 

were more cool just because LG is 
supposedly a less "touristy" bar.  

Malarkey.  We are more cool just 

because we are more cool, no 
matter where we choose to slosh 

our suds. 
 

The guitar dude was the same guy 
that I always see playing here.  

I'm sure it's not the most lucrative 
gig in town, but it's steady work.  

He wasn't the best, but farrrr from the worst.  Everyone seemed entertained 
but not overpowered. We could all still converse through the tunes.  

 
In some places, you just get tsunamied by the music; it just bulldozes you.  

Gecko is like that sometimes, especially with Randy Mac.   

http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-m2c9IH8T6CQ/Ufc7WgwCXvI/AAAAAAAAJmA/LdFRtQuqk4Q/s1600/ricks-bar.jpg
http://2.bp.blogspot.com/-5gJj4_f-6JU/Ufc7XvWGgaI/AAAAAAAAJmc/EWk-t3ZG5eA/s1600/ricks-lookingout.jpg


Damn, is that dude loud.  

I'm amazed that the 
barkeeps can hear the 

orders.  It's not a concert 
hall, it's a freakin' bar.  

When that guy plays, 
conversation is not 

possible without yelling in 
someone's ear.  That can 

get a tad awkward when 
I'm trying to hear what a 

woman is saying and I 
have to bend way down 

and put my ear at her 
mouth level.  Anyone 

watching would think I'm 

just blatantly gawking at her cleavage.   0:-) 
 

The most memorable part of this Hop, though, was the alcove that I 
have mentioned twice already.  Along the walls, and well-lit, were glassed-

in, floor-to-ceiling display cases.  On show was a very impressive collection 
of beer steins.  Probably more than 

100 of them.  Some of them were 
your typical, topless, big gulp kind 

of steins, white ceramic, with nice 
shape and decorations.  Others 

were elaborate and boldly 
European, with colorful scenes and 

pointed flip-lids.  There is even a 
hound's head with pipe, glasses, 

and a hat for a lid. 

 
A lonng time ago, Wynnie got me a 

genuine Gerz stein made in West 
Germany (shows how long ago that was, hmm?) and managed to finish 

backpacking Europe and get the stein home in her bag without breaking 
it.  Amazing what a young woman will do for love.   

 
Equally remarkably, I still have that stein, after 35 years, intact!  I had 

forgotten all about it, and was pretty sure it was no more until I just checked 
my shelf.  It was tucked in the back, behind the 23-ounce glass I borrowed 

seven years ago from the Hard Rock (gotta bring that back someday) and 
the white plastic 30-ounce Malibu bucket that was my swilling vessel at the 

Lazy Gecko's 10th Anniversary open bar sloshfest.  That stein hasn't held 
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beer in several years, but it will tonight!  Prosit!  Other steins in that 

collection were absolutely ridiculous:  amazing in size and detail, depicting 
castles and chateaus and city skylines.  And enormous!  If you ever filled 

these beasts with beer you'd need a mighty heave to heft it to your lips.  I 
can't see how some of them could ever be functional, but they sure are good 

to gawk at. 

 

And speaking of gawking, we bottoms-upped our bevs and strutted out to 

our next stop, which would be all about gawking. 

 

 


