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        Hops MacBarley's Ongoing 
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Bar #265: 
Hilton Garden Inn Lobby Bar 
3850 North Roosevelt Boulevard 
Thursday, 28 July 2016, 6:00 PM 
 
Michelob Ultra (glass) $0.00 
 
This was a strange hop.  First, the beer 
was free – even though it cost $10 – 
though it really didn’t – second, it’s a 
bar that usually isn’t really a bar, and, 
third, I used to work here … but not 
really.  
 
Hilton Garden Inn, as any local can tell 
you, is one of the group which was just called “the four hotels.”  Sometimes, 
to tourists, they were referred to by their full name, “the four hotels on the 
east end of the island.”  The North Roosevelt Boulevard re-do project back in 
2011-2012 (see Hop #18, Conch Town, for more on that), coincided with the 
closure of a quartet of the most economical hotels in Key West.  They were 
old, and as far from Duval as you could get without crossing the Cow Key 
Channel Bridge.  The construction-related business disruption provided the 
perfect opportunity to knock ‘em down and build new ones, annnnd, by 
taking 500+ rooms off the market, inflate the KW room rates by 20-40% 
almost overnight.  The days of the $100 room went bye-bye forever.  Lower-
middle class need not apply. 
 
Anyway, HGI used to be Holiday Inn.  Hey, every place has a Holiday Inn, 
right?  That brand is true Americana.  Back in the 1950’s, when the USA was 
launching its baby boom, and trending from urban to suburban life, and 
becoming a nation of automobiles, with a spanking new Interstate Highway 
system to travel coast-to-coast on, Holiday Inn was at the forefront of the 
business of vacation hospitality.  They were, to the mom-and-pop guest 
houses and b-n-b’s of the rural by-ways of the midwest and the Route 66 ilk 
of the west, what Wal-Mart has been to locally-owned shops and stores:  a 
crusher.  Their predictable product in convenient locations at an affordable 
price was more and more preferred over the unknown commodity of the 
local accommodations.  People barely had to leave the highway anymore.  



No more bothering with small towns and all the “character”, ew.  You had a 
cookie-cutter room with a parking lot and – oooooh -- a swimming pool.   
 
I drove a section of the Historic Route 66 in northern Arizona and found 
nothing special about it.  A couple of curiosities remained, mostly because 
they still survived as gas stations or convenient stores, but all the quaint and 
marvelous places that used to lure the USA’s first roadtrippers are long 

gone, leaving miles and miles of 
boring and unused road, 
rendered obsolete by the direct 
and high-speed I-40 that zooms 
by to its south, and serving as 
only a regrettable I’ve-heard-of-
that-let’s-check-it-out detour to 
travelers between the Grand 
Canyon and Las Vegas.     
 
So, uhhh, yeah.  Holiday Inn, 
right?  Don’t see as many of 
those now.  Sixty or so years has 
taken its toll and their rep is just 

not the same.  In a May 2017 article on clark.com, Holiday Inn ranks 20th in 
popularity out of 35 hotel chains, behind, among others, Best Western and, 
somewhat ironically, Holiday Inn Express. (http://clark.com/travel/hotel-
chains-best-worst-america/) 
 
Anyway, for about eight months around 2006-2007, I had a stint as a part-
time Front Desk Supervisor at Holiday Inn Key West, which we boasted as 
the “first hotel you see when you reach the island.”  Why that was a proud 
claim is kind of a mystery, since it meant that we were farthest from the 
“tourist end” of K-Dub.   
 
Many of the front desk employees were high school kids and they were 
sorely in need of supervising.  This was still pre-iPhone time, so it wasn’t like 
they were wasting time in Instagram and YouTube and YouNow and what-
all.  No, the biggest issue was food.  They’d arrive for their four-hour shift at 
“around 5” and immediately want to go next door to the restaurant (Hop 
#14, In Kahoots) to get something to eat.  Or, even worse, they call up 
some place and have food delivered, without even asking if it was OK.  Then, 
I was the asshole because I wouldn’t give them a half-hour break to eat it.  
Kid, you didn’t come here straight from school, EAT before you get here!   
 
With smartphones now the single most important element of a young 
person’s life, I don’t know how anything ever gets done on any job.  



Brandon was good, though, especially for a 17-
year-old.  I was always relieved when he was 
on the schedule for my shifts. 
 
But I digress.  As usual. 
 
(Hey, Hops, are you gonna mention, maybe, a 
bar sometime soon?) 
 
So, that old, worn-out HI got knocked down.  
It, like its three neighbors, was falling apart.  
My job consisted of attempting to keep the 
kiddies on task and trying to soothe the ire of 
very unsatisfied customers.  We were overrun 
with insects, our Internet connection was 
beyond lame, the elevator in our “tower” 

building (five stories, ooooh) constantly broke down, and yada yada 
foonbag.  I sincerely felt sorry for our guests. 
 
So, yeah, they threw Holiday Inn into the bin and, after a year or three, put 
up a Hilton Garden Inn, which is #2 in popularity on that linked list, above, 
and only a tick out of #1.  And it is a good-looking place, especially inside.  
The designers got pretty creative with the lobby, stringing some long-
hanging lights from the tall and otherwise useless turret, putting in a nice 
living room area to relax in, 
some quirky decorations around 
the fireplace, and, yes, a bar!!  
A nice one too.  Very light 
colors, glassed-in shelves of 
wine and booze, and key-lime-
green-padded tall bar seats.  It’s 
not a bar you can grab a cup o’ 
sauce from whenever you get 
the craving, though.  No, it’s 
normally just a nice counter with 
a view of some bottled alky-hall.  
But for special occasions – like 
this night – it is here to please. 
 
And, as a new biz in town, they played host to the Chamber’s monthly 
mixer.  Claire and I went after work.  She went for the networking and 
schmoozing with customers.  I went for the Hop.  Schmoozing is not one of 
my talents.  Hopping is. 
 



Once in, the bar offered “Complimentary Beer & Wine.”  It said so on the 
chalkboard.  Trouble was, it cost $10 to get in.  So, it wasn’t free, it was 
complimentary. 
 

But, for us, it was free, 
because work was picking 
up the tab for this here 
schmoozefest.  I haven’t 
been able to convince them 
yet that picking up the tab 
for all my Hops would be a 
positive for the biz.  They 
just aren’t seein’ the value.  
I keep workin’ on it, though. 
 
The beer selection was really 
weak, but, hey, you get 
what you pay for, I reckon.  
Nothing amber in sight, so I 

opted for a pale yellow.  It was one of those very rare times when I kinda 
wished I liked red wine.  I dunno, though, milling around at a gathering like 
this with a beer in your hand is a very different look than cradling a long-
stem of merlot.  Not sure I could pull it off. 
 
I did do a little casual conversing with several other guests, but they were 
mostly paired-up or threed-up already, and I didn’t have much to say about 
much anyway, except the usual dumbass Hey wassup, howyabeen?  Good 
good, yeeah hanging in there…  Sometimes, I just want to flip that up good 
with something like, “Hey, seen any good porn lately?” or “What did think 
about the Women’s 800 Meters at the NCAA Championships?  She was damn 
lucky she didn’t get boxed in, don’t 
you think?” or “Been curling since I 
last saw ya?”  I do that occasionally 
with friends, but with people I 
barely know, especially this kind of 
work-world environment, I hesitate 
to pull that trigger.  
 
Claire was doing enough schmooze 
for the both of us, so I knocked off a 
second Ultra, congratulated myself 
on taking advantage of the Hop-
portunity, and discreetly departed. 


