
Tropical Times - Key NorthWest Parrot Head Newsletter - January 2005

1 of 14

��������	��
��

��������	
�����
�������
������������

�
��
�������


��	�����	������	
�����


�����	������	����������

News Items:

������	
�������
���������	��������������
�����

����
������	�������	���	������	��
�� ��������
��
���!���������
������"�"��#��
�����
�"���������$$�
�"�
���"
�
�����%
������������"�"������&�
���������$����	������
�����"����#��	����'����������������������
�(��������
�����"��
����	���������#�)$�����
��$����	���	�������������������"
�������
����
���	���
��*�������++���������
������	����'�#������������	�����	��,+
�������(������-��$��	���
���
�'#�)$�������������	����'�����������'���
�
	����
�"	�
����
���./�(����0("��"'������	���1�/�����
���#.

����
��
��������	��&�����%�2��������	�������
��
���3�1��	����	���
���.4
��
���
�����.�
����
�'���
�����	��
���'#�

�������
�������
����$���5
�������6�������4
����������
���	�����+��(��6	��"��)�
��������
��
���71��������
4"2�
�����#

0����	���$������

.)��
�������"��0$� 
��.�������$����89�����������8:�����	������;��'�������<���������� ���#��	
�(���
���'�����
�������������������	�����������������#

)""��������������������������1�%��$���=
����4
��
���
�����1�.���"���$�
��'1.�<�$$���(����������	����������	1
���������	����>�������������
�����$$��$� �"��������6	���#�.����2���� ��'��(.�
���.���+�)�������	�����.�	
��
���������
�����$$��	��
��������$
�#

������+�
����
��	������)�	������1��6�����
��
���331�
��	�������6	���������������
�
���������
��
��#���������
�


���"���
������	
��

Parrot Heads raise $96,000 for charity

By Andre A. Rodriguez , Staff Writer

Jan. 11, 2005 10:52 p.m.

ASHEVILLE - It wasn't one of those "wonderful dreams" - it was Jimmy Buffett in the flesh performing Tuesday
evening for nearly 300 fans crowded into his new Cheeseburger in Paradise restaurant, which opened
Monday.
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Tuesday's performance doubled as a benefit for Eblen Charities, an
organization whose programs serve tens of thousands of Western North
Carolinians affected by illnesses and disabilities. Buffett thanked
everyone for their donations before jumping into "Stars on the Water"

backed by Johnny Russler and the Beach Bum Band.

About 260 of the hardcore fans who call themselves Parrot Heads paid $250 each for the opportunity to hear the legendary singer/songwriter
perform such favorites as "Son of a Sailor," "Margaritaville" and "Cheeseburger in Paradise."

"We've paid more than that before," said Vance Stillman of Arden, who named his Australian shepherd Buffett.

"It's for a good cause," added Stillman's wife, Meredith.

The ticket money, an auction of a few autographed items and a Buffett fan who bid $3,250 for a pair of tickets Tuesday morning during 99.9 Kiss
Country's morning radio show brought in $96,000 for Eblen.

"It's great for the whole community," said Bill Murdock, executive director of Eblen Charities, "and especially for the folks we work with all year.
For Cheeseburger in Paradise and Jimmy Buffett to raise money for our foundation, it's great. It means more medicine, more oil and more food."

The Tuesday night event wasn't the first time Buffett had visited Asheville. In 1980, the man known for his laid-back island sound played a show
in which tickets sold for $8.50 each. Those in attendance Tuesday night were treated to complimentary cheeseburgers but were packed into the
restaurant so tightly they may have found it difficult to hang onto their "frozen concoctions" provided free by the restaurant. Still, everyone said
they enjoyed the show.

Karen Slagle of Asheville shelled out $750 for three tickets. "Over the years, we've paid probably a lot more to see Buffett," Slagle said, "but for
Eblen it's great."

CONCERT DATES
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Made in Margaritaville

January 8, 2005

He sings, writes, founds charities, owns clothing stores and runs a cafe chain, yet Jimmy Buffett is still
considered a laid-back beach bum. Steve Packer investigates.

Schtick. It's a Yiddish word.

In entertainment terms, it refers to a performer's trademark act or character. It can also mean a devious trick
or a bit of cheating.

It will come as a surprise to you to learn that the entertainer with the slickest schtick in the world today is
Jimmy Buffett. If you know of the Florida singer-songwriter at all, it's probably only because of the 1977 hit
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single Margaritaville, but that's the place to start. The whole Buffett story is based on that one uncomplicated song. It's like an imaginary molehill
out of which real mountains of money have been made - not just for Buffett (trading as Margaritaville Inc), but also for charities and causes all
over the world.

Until last year, Buffett had made the top 10 single or album charts in the United States only once and that was in '77. Most of his 30 or so albums
since his 1970 debut, which sold 324 copies, didn't make it anywhere near that far. Nevertheless, in the early 1990s, Forbes magazine estimated
Buffett was earning more than $US20 million a year and more like $US50 million by the end of the decade.

He probably bettered that last year. The album Buffett and his loyal Coral Reefer Band released in July, License to Chill, came out of nowhere to
sell 239,000 copies in its first week in the US and top the national album chart. He also has a new novel, A Salty Piece of Land, in the US
bestseller list, a feat he first managed in 1992 with Where Is Joe Merchant?, then in 2002 with Tales from Margaritaville.

Buffett owns a recording studio, a music label, a chain of nine Margaritaville bar/cafes in the US, Mexico and the Caribbean and several clothing
stores in the US. Open his website, margaritaville.com, and you enter his mecca of merchandise and promotion.

Another mouse click takes you to his half-dozen books of fiction and autobiography, his two children's books and Buffett scrap, trivia and lyrics
books. Click again for Radio Margaritaville or for food and drink pages urging you to set the mood with Buffett's Margaritaville tequila and
Margarita Mix.

Then there are the concerts. In 2003, he was one of the five top-grossing live acts in America.

All this has been achieved amid monumental irony. Put simply, Buffett poses as a beach bum. The closest he's supposed to come to hard work is
lying in a hammock, strumming a guitar, making up smart-arse songs about himself and other seaside drop-outs. The message is more like
something that bobs ashore in a bottle than any kind of strident protest or social comment, but it is distinctly contemptuous of capitalist values
and corporate interests. He has stretched the theme in various directions over the years, culling it to Boats, Beaches, Bars & Ballads for the title
of a four-CD boxed set in 1992.

Even though the new album is a return to all-out country music, with Alan Jackson, George Strait and Clint Black among those lending a hand,
Buffett's takin'-it-easy perspective is plain from the title down. License to Chill's popularity was no doubt partly due to the US being in the middle
of a stressful war and election campaign.

Buffett was born on Christmas Day, 1946, in Pascagoula, Mississippi, and grew up in Mobile, Alabama, where his parents worked at a shipyard.
He graduated with a degree in history and journalism in 1969, then strolled into the Nashville music scene as a skinny blond with an acoustic
guitar and promising country-folk songs. He didn't get far and wasn't happy, so he headed for the then backwater of Key West, Florida. Calypso,
reggae and Cajun influences were everywhere, and his style evolved to please. His ambition was to earn enough money to buy a modest yacht,
which he soon did.

It all came together in what he thought was "just another song" for his 1977 album Changes in Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes. The four minutes
of Margaritaville began: "Nibblin' on sponge cake, watchin' the sun bake/All of those tourists covered with oil/Strummin' my six-string on my front
porch swing/Smell those shrimp, they're beginning to boil." The chorus was about "wastin' away again in Margaritaville" and the verses described
other minutiae of his drunken existence ("I blew out a flip-flop, stepped on a pop-top"). The song ends, "some people claim that there's a woman
to blame, and I know it's my own damn fault".

With a few deft strokes, Margaritaville paints a picture of tropical escapism for anyone who can recall, or imagine, a sea breeze through palm
trees. It would be no more than, say, Typically Tropical's Barbados if it wasn't for the sly references in almost every line. Line one, for example,
plays on the arrogance of Marie Antoinette's "Let them eat cake" remark. Then there's the background story - the woman - and that world-weary
self-realisation. It's not Proust, but it turns what would have been a novelty song into blue-eyed, good-time blues. Some of Buffett's other
best-known songs, such as Pencil Thin Mustache and Why Don't We Get Drunk (and Screw), clearly settle for novelty.

Buffett makes no great claims for his songwriting prowess, the literary depth of his books or even his business skills. He got into businesses other
than music, at first with a club, at a time when his record sales were declining and bankruptcy was looming. He has taken the tie-up concept of
marketing to new heights. His 1978 song Cheeseburger in Paradise gave him a special association with the meal and it's the specialty in his
cafes and at concerts. A Buffett cover band is sponsored by Margaritaville tequila. His new book comes with a CD single of the same name.

Although Buffett gave up hard partying 20 years ago and has long performed "totally straight", he still gets around in T-shirt, shorts and slip-ons
whenever possible. He goes surfing with friends for several days at a time, fishes from a sea kayak with lures he ties himself and flies a seaplane.
In his wilder past, he spotted parties from the air and landed the plane to join in.

He has at least five houses, has been married twice and has one son and two daughters.

Why a beachy, good-times singer like Jimmy Buffett isn't huge in Australia is a mystery.

He hasn't toured since 1987, but has dropped in for a holiday or two on the Great Barrier Reef. Covers bands on the Sunshine Coast and the like
commonly play his songs, but his Australian fan base is tiny.

License to Chill topped both the US pop and country charts, but here it didn't even appear on the top 20 country chart. A spokesperson for the
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Australian Record Industry Association said the album's Australian distributor, Stomp Music, didn't inform the association of its release, so it
wasn't counted for the charts.

But Buffett does have some active fans here - or Parrot Heads, as they are called. "We have about 80 members, with a concentration in
Newcastle and quite a few in Queensland," says Jenny Creek, founder of Phins Down Under, the official Australian Jimmy Buffett fan club
(www.phinsdownunder.homestead.com).

That "official" means something. As well as his business interests, Buffett runs a charity organisation with more than 200 affiliated Parrot Head
clubs around the world. The clubs are obliged to hold a certain number of charity events and evidence of the proceeds and where the money
goes is checked at Buffett central in Florida. Most of the US clubs give to Alzheimer's disease-related charities because Buffett's father died of it.
Phins Down Under has chosen a cerebral palsy cause.

Creek formed the club four years ago after hearing a musician sing Buffett songs in a pub (the Phins comes from a song, Fins, with the Parrot
Head initials). If truth be told, she's not that big a fan of the music. It's mainly about bringing people together and raising money. She also likes
Buffett for his environmental concerns. He founded and still chairs Florida's Save the Manatee club and founded Friends of Florida to help to
save the state's eco-structure.

The Australian Parrot Head event of last year was the annual Island Time party at the Kawana Community Centre, Buddina, on the Sunshine
Coast. It featured Montserrat, "Australia's premier Buffett-style band", and Parrot Head attire was essential. The attire was what inspired the
whole movement. Buffett was looking out across an audience of fans wearing loud shirts and crazy hats, and someone made a quip based on
Grateful Dead fans, called Dead Heads. The get-ups have become more outrageous with the years. "The coconut bras, the grass skirts - that's
mainly the men," Creek says.

US Parrot Heads flock to "trailer parties" before Buffett concerts, some with sand, deckchairs and paddling pools in the backs of their trucks.
They tend to be corporate or professional people and the whole "wastin' away in Margaritaville" fantasy is their temporary release.

"It's a bit the same in Australia," Creek says. "We have members who are surgeons when they're not being Parrot Heads."
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HOW TO HELP THE TSUNAMI VICTIMS

We've received several emails requesting a link or suggestions for people to donate to the victims of the tragedy in the Indian Ocean. A Parrot
Head is synonymous with being involved in charitable causes at the local, national and global level. And while encouraging and enlisting aid from
Parrot Heads is the ultimate "preaching to the choir," we have listed several organizations that are sending help to the survivors.

UNICEF - U.N. agency dedicated to the health and protection of children around the world. 800-4UNICEF or http://www.unicef.org

DOCTORS WITHOUT BORDERS - Relief group that provides medical aid. 888-392-0392 or http://www.doctorswithoutborders.org
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OXFAM - Aid organization that responds to crises and combats global poverty; sending food and water to survivors in areas hit by the tsunami.
800-77-OXFAM or http://www.oxfamamerica.org

WORLD FOOD PROGRAM - Emergency food program of the United Nations. 212-963-4619 or http://www.wfp.org

RED CROSS - Leading emergency-response organization for victims of war and natural disasters. 800-HELP-NOW or http://www.redcross.org
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Cayman life does have downside

By Doug Moe

January 12, 2005

When Hurrricane Ivan hit the Cayman Islands in September, Jeff Kingstad finally found something he couldn't jump over. It wasn't the three feet
of saltwater awash inside his rental properties - after all, Kingstad had been a pole vault champion in Madison in the early '70s - but getting
renovation supplies through the overwhelmed port authorities was another matter. Suddenly everyone was on island time, and not by choice. It
took Jeff nearly two weeks just to claim materials he'd had shipped down from Wisconsin.

If nothing else, it proved nobody can go through this life unscathed. Kingstad was giving it a pretty fair run before the hurricane. This is a guy who
showed up in Madison from West Allis without an athletic scholarship and wound up winning a Big Ten championship.

He wasn't sure what he wanted to do out of UW-Madison, so he sent out a bunch of resumes, and who responded? Windjammer Sail Cruises,
wanting to know if Kingstad wanted to turn his life into a postcard.

"I had never been on a sailboat," Kingstad was recalling Monday. But he'd worked summers as a lifeguard in Wisconsin, and scuba diving was
his passion. Windjammer wanted him to teach diving to its cruise passengers. He figured he'd give it a year, but then Bob Marley's music and the
whole lifestyle seduced him. Kingstad stayed 18 years, not with the cruise line, but teaching scuba in the Caymans. Among his clients was Len
Mattioli, the hugely successful Madison retailer, who has property in the Caymans.

Kingstad's property management had actually started in Madison. A graduate of West Allis Hale High School and a top high school pole vaulter,
Kingstad walked onto Bob Perrin's UW track team, listened, learned and by his sophomore year was awarded a scholarship. His vault had
increased a foot and a half in year. By 1974, when Kingstad was a senior, he won the conference championship.

He also by that time had bought a duplex in Madison, living in half and renting the other half out. Kingstad discovered the arrangement was good
for his bank balance. So when he landed in the Caymans, one of the first things he did when he wasn't pointing out coral reefs to tourists was buy
a two-unit.

"I lived on a sailboat," Kingstad said, "not paying rent, and after a time I was able to buy a place."

In the manner of troubadour Jimmy Buffett, Kingstad was a sunny beachcomber with a dark secret: He paid attention to business, and he was
good at it.

By the time Jeff, his wife, Janelle, and their two small boys moved back to Wisconsin several years ago, Kingstad owned two homes and has
recently added a third. They're just a few hundred yards from the famous Seven Mile Beach and you can check them out at
http://www.jeffsresorts.com.

Back here, the Kingstads bought a mom and pop resort, Sportsman's, north of Minocqua, and Jeff has been helping coach his sons' hockey and
soccer teams, and, not incidentally, making a determined return to competition himself.

After not having picked up a pole in many years, Kingstad discovered a variety of age-group events that allow him to test himself against the best
in the world in his age bracket. In 2001 he won the 45-49 world championship in Brisbane, Australia. Now 52, Kingstad briefly held the world
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indoor record for vaulters over 50 and won the U.S. national outdoor 50 and over championships this past August.

It was the next month, September, that Ivan hit the Caymans. Kingstad was in Wisconsin but his caretaker was living in one of his homes and
reported they were actually fortunate. Some 90 percent of the island homes were destroyed. Kingstad's were filled with water, and everything
inside had to be replaced, but the structures, aside from one roof, were still standing.

Kingstad flew down himself in October and spent the next six weeks making repairs. His shipping bill alone was over $4,000 and getting stuff to
port was only half the battle: Corrugated roofing ordered from Home Depot arrived, but took 11 days to process.

Kingstad had renters due in early December and worked frantically against deadline to get the properties ready. He made it, and has been
gratified to see the rest of the island slowly recovering around him. Kingstad was back in Wisconsin this week but said he's planning three weeks
in the Caymans in March with his wife and sons. "The boys were both snorkeling by 2 years old," Jeff said. They're 13 and 10 now and playing
hockey, but they still love the water.

So does their dad, even as he has a new appreciation for the havoc it can wreak.
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According to the San Francisco Chronicle: "Margaritaville" singer Jimmy Buffett has been given land on a South Pacific island after discovering
one of his sea-faring ancestors was one of the first Westerners to live there in the 19th century. Buffett, himself a keen sailor, was given the land
on Norfolk Island while he was tracing his family history.

The singer discovered that one ancestor, John Buffett, gave up his career as a whaler when he discovered Pitcairn Island and swam ashore to
join many of the mutineers from the HMS Bounty.
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A Salty Piece of Land By Jimmy Buffett Reviewed

By Sandy Amazeen

Dec 15, 2004, 02:48 GMT

A Salty Piece of Land, by Jimmy Buffett - $27.95 - Pub: November 2004 - ISBN: 0-316-90845-2 - Published by: Little,
Brown and Company, Time Warner Group

Tully Mars handed his boss the wicked witch of the west his resignation by throwing a massage table through her plate
glass window at the ranch where he had worked for most of his life. After gathering some treasured belongings together,
loading his horse Mr. Twain into the trailer and hitting the road, Tully made a vow to only work for himself. He looked
forward to a life of freedom. It was a good plan but didn’t take into account the lengths his crazy boss was willing to go to in
order to exact her revenge upon him. Thus a series of events is set into motion that puts Tully on a whole new life path and

turns a Wyoming cowboy into a lighthouse restorer.

Tully finds himself a wanted man being tracked by a couple of bounty hunters from which he narrowly escapes capture by getting work and
passage for himself and his horse on a shrimp boat bound for Mexico via Key West. During this trip Tully learns an appreciation for the sea,
meets renowned music star Willie Singer and gets himself a job as a fly fishing guide at Lost Boys Resort on Crocodile Rock. There Tully learns
about ocean life above and below the waters and meets an ever-wider assortment of odd and interesting characters that propel him forward on
the strange currents of life. The most notable of these is 101 year-old Cleopatra, ship captain of a 142 foot two masted schooner who takes Tully
under her wing. 

Everyone should have some big dreams, some are just bigger, more difficult to realize then others. Cleopatra’s dream is to restore the old
ramshackle lighthouse on Cayo Loco. To do this, she has dedicated a great portion of her time and money trying to locate a genuine Fresnel lens
to replace original that was smashed decades ago. Against the odds and with the assistance of a motley, improbable group of fisherman,
shaman, pilots, singers and guides, Tully helps Cleopatra see her dream come true. The soul of the light is restored and Cayo Loco is reborn.
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This was an unusual read. The story telling is convoluted, the characters while interesting just don’t ring true to life and anyone with working
knowledge of horses will find themselves shaking their heads. That’s not to say that it’s not a fun tale, just don’t expect too much from it. Buffett
has built himself a following as a writer, his style quirky and quick. Personally I found the intertwining of characters just too far fetched, it took
about 250 pages before I was able to get into the story. While some of the descriptions and expressions were entertaining, they weren’t enough
for me to give this book a top rating.
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Charles "Chaz" Perrone fancies himself a take-charge kind of guy. So when this "biologist by default" suspects that his
curvaceous wife, Joey, has stumbled onto a profitable pollution scam he's running on behalf of Florida agribusiness
mogul Red Hammernut, he sets out right away to solve the problem--by heaving Joey off the deck of a luxury cruise liner
and into the Atlantic Ocean, far from Key West. But--whoops!--Joey, a former swimming champ, doesn't drown. Instead,
as Carl Hiaasen tells in his 10th adult novel, Skinny Dip, she makes her way back to shore, thanks both to a wayward 
bale of Jamaican marijuana and lonerish ex-cop Mick Stranahan (Skin Tight, 1989), and then launches a bogus
blackmail campaign that's guaranteed to drive her lazy, libidinous hubby into a self-protective frenzy.

You've got to hand it to Hiaasen: He's perfected a formula for crisply written, satirical crime fiction that makes the best
use of imaginatively repulsive villains, as well as less thoroughly venal scoundrels and victims who ultimately overcome their antagonists, all
while stumping for the preservation of Florida's environment, particularly the Everglades. In Skinny Dip, we find Chaz (who'd rather be golfing
than puttering around the "hot, buggy, funky-smelling and treacherous" reaches of nature) falsifying water samples to help Hammernut turn the
'Glades into "God’s septic tank." That scheme, though, is endangered not just by Joey's sudden disappearance, but by the suspicions of a
python-loving police detective and Chaz's own outstanding inability to tame his Viagra-enhanced tumescence. Even by assigning Chaz a
baby-sitter--the hulking, hirsute, and painkiller-addicted Tool--Hammernut can't keep his pet biologist out of trouble. As Joey and Stranahan
unfold their revenge plot, and Tool's conscience grows in competition with Chaz's ego, the reader can only marvel at the extent of the train wreck
ahead.

As much fun as Hiaasen has delivering Chaz his climactic comeuppance, what's missing from Skinny Dip is a more complex, more credible
development of Mick Stranahan's character and the relationship he builds with the much younger Joey Perrone. Like Erin Grant, from Strip Tease,
Joey has far more going for her than her bra-cup size; but "hero" Stranahan is of far less interest here than any of his fellow players. --J. Kingston 
Pierce
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The drinks are on us!

Serge A. Storm returns -- and so does Tim Dorsey -- for another hilarious tour of the wacky underside of the
Sunshine State. And this time our lovable but maniacal hero is on a mission: Stay off police radar and reinvent
himself.

Naturally Serge makes a beeline to the Reinvention Capital of the United States, the Florida Keys, where nobody is
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who they seem to be and the freaks are the least of your worries.

The perfect place for Serge to blend in!

Unfortunately, some other less likable lunatics have latched on to the same idea, and the sheriff's fax machine keeps jamming because of all the
APBs coming in like a storm front about to break ... Lurking beneath paradise are many questions: Who is the mystery driver of the metallic
green Trans Am? The brown Plymouth Duster with Ohio plates? What about the white Mercedes with tinted windows? Who can keep it all
straight?

Serge can!

At least when he's not conch blowing, Seven-Mile Bridge running, underwater romancing, operating an all-inclusive twelve-step program, or trying
to convince his accidental posse that he's not the messiah.

But the questions only lead to more questions: Why is everyone afraid to set foot on No Name Key? Why are they more afraid of the smuggler
left over from the old days, when all the phone booths are covered with drug dealers' numbers? What was Serge thinking when he got married?
What was she thinking? Who rises from the dead to wreak havoc on the newlyweds' bliss? Will the Skunk Ape win the scavenger hunt? Who will
survive the Key West beach bash from hell? And why is everyone hammered all the time?

Maybe it's something in the Torpedo Juice ...
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E.T.A. Mañana: Interview with Tom Varley

By: Slade Ogletree

I recently had a chance to visit with my good friend, singer/songwriter Tom Varley. Tom is a frequent visitor to
Baja, though his professional life, as of late, has been somewhat hindering his pursuit of happy hour. Tom has
just released his second CD, E.T.A. Mañana and it has gone “Nationwide”. He is a true adventurer and free
spirit, and that clearly shows through in his music. An aspiring pilot and avid sailor, Tom has logged
thousands of miles in long ocean passages. A wise man once said “If you could take a little Bob Marley,
James Bond, Jimmy Buffett, Chuck Barris (yes, of the Gong Show), put ‘em in a blender, the concoction you’d

pour out is Tom.” Here’s what he had to say…Ready, set, go!!!

Reporter: Tom, the last time I saw you was in La Paz about a year and a half ago, tell me a bit about what you’ve been up to.

Varley: ...And how long is this interview, Slade?! Ha ha.. I have toured - twice! - including numerous shows on Catalina Island; crewed for my
friend Capt. Marc (Wilson), delivering a Catana 431 from Panama to San Diego - a few stories there!; (finally) finished the long-awaited new
album, “ETA: Mañana”; and now, touring and promoting the album. And that’s only a bit of what I’ve been up to!

Reporter: I know you well enough to know that you’ve been having fun too.  Tell me about that.

Varley: The fun?! Let’s change the names to protect the innocent! (Just kidding!)  Let’s see... Helping Marc deliver the Catana from Panama was
fun, arduous, exciting, boring - mixed with a minor amount of debauchery! The people and places, fresh Dorado, islands, potential DEA/CIA
agents...all the fun of third world countries! Truly, it was a great experience - especially the 52 knots in the Gulf of Tehaunaepec. Flat water and a
catamaran? What more can you ask for?!

Reporter: Remember that night you treated us to a couple of solo all acoustic sets? You looked like you were having so much fun…Have you had
a chance to do that again?

Varley: Oh, the night at the Paradise Found! I never - well, rarely - play acoustic solo shows, it’s always with my
band. And I have done that a few times since, and that’s how it all started - just me and my guitar! Now, it’s hard to
do without the band!

Reporter: Anyone who has spent time in Mexico, especially Baja, knows that “mañana” doesn’t necessarily mean
tomorrow. It means more like “not today”. With that in mind “ETA Mañana” is a very appropriate name for this CD.
From start to finish, how long did it really take to make it… from its inception to its release?

Varley: “ETA: Mañana” was a four year project, from the inception. That’s not too bad, considering I was touring, then
escaping in the winter, then touring, then escaping! Oh, that is bad! (laughingly). But I think the extra time really gave
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the album time to reach fruition. There are artists who pump out product,
and it sounds like the rest of their work. But this album and time it took -
worth the wait!

Reporter: You definite have a style of your own, but I can see some obvious
influences in your music, most notably Jimmy Buffett. You both are sailors, musicians, and love to fly. Do you ever worry about being labeled a
clone?

Varley: Clone? Only if I’m cloned after a sheep will I get worried. In all seriousness, I used to be concerned, but I’ve realized that styles and
influences will intersect. I went to a reading of the author (and one of my favorites) Tim Dorsey about his style being similar to Carl Hiaasen, and
he stated, “It’s like paying homage to those you respect.” I guess I share the same philosophy. My style is definitely different, but the sound is
similar.

Reporter: Who else do you consider to be a major influence in your music?

Varley: I really like most of the ‘70's rock genre - that full, warm production; Jackson Browne, The Eagles, Steely Dan, Bob Marley - of course
Buffett. I like country music too. George Strait, Alan Jackson; and the crossover guys like Dierks Bentley, Keith Urban. As of lately, I’ve been
listening to a lot of the new bossa nova artists (i.e., Bebel Gilberto, Selso Fonseca).

Reporter: In literature, one test of greatness is longevity, another is innovation. In other words the piece was innovative then, but is it as pertinent
today as it was when it was written way back then. With that in mind, who is/was the greatest musician or group under the umbrella of rock\and
roll\popular music? 

Varley: Boy, Slade, you know how to ask the difficult ones! For longevity, I would have to say Jimmy Buffett. It wasn’t until this year, that he has
won an award for any of his music - yet, he’s always been there, making the scene and plowing ahead with his career. Amazing... Then, we have
the Rolling Stones! Johnny Depp tailoring his character in Pirates (of the Caribbean) after Keith Richards - now there’s longevity, mate!

Reporter: What do you think are the major differences between ETA: Mañana and your first album, Sunemployment?

Varley: Man, you’re not cutting me any slack here, are you? Let’s see. Sunemployment was a lot of fun to make and I
was really happy with the way it came out, but it was a first attempt. I’ve grown, musically, since then and I think that
shows in ETA: Mañana.  I think my writing has matured a bit, and I think that shows. I also feel that “Mañana” has a
more crisp presentation than “Sun”.

Reporter: Right now you’re touring on the West Coast. Do you have plans to start touring the Midwest, the East
Coast, or even way south?

Varley: The East Coast has been beckoning! It is time to get to the “other coast” and make it happen. Primarily, it has been logistics and time that
has prevented the trip. (I have to go sailing in the winter!)

Reporter: When did you play in public for the first time and how did you feel about it?

Varley: Not too long ago - it was about 1996. Definitely nervous, but I pulled it off somehow...It still gets to me sometimes and amazingly, the
smaller the crowd, the more intimidating. Go figure that one out! It’s amazing, but true! (Like the night at the Paradise Found!)

Reporter: What kind of guitar and strings do you use?

Varley: My road guitars are Takamine. I have a nice limited edition model (2001), which is a mini-jumbo body (solid spruce top/rosewood back
and sides); featuring a rosette of dolphins and a dolphin inlay on the 12th fret - very sweet guitar. Other than that, it’s the F-360s and the F-340s.
My strings are D’Addario EJ-16's (light gauge). I like the playability and tone. They get changed constantly, so longevity isn’t a factor.

Reporter: What are your plans for the future?

Varley: To build a solid music career; and cruise Mexico and the Caribbean on my own boat. And, lest we forget - learn how to fly!

Reporter: Tell me about your last sail. Do you still have Escapade?

Varley: I went for a sail on my Catalina, Escapade, on Labor Day. I took a friend of mine from the United
States Coast Guard; he’s never been sailing. It was light, only 15 - 20 knots, and the day was perfect! My
little boat has missed me most of this season.

Reporter: Do you have a favorite anecdote about Baja that you’d like to share?

Varley: Baja anecdote: Well there was the night that you and I teamed up with Tomas Z., Clark, Selene
and the rest of the Paradise Found gang and we…well, maybe we shouldn’t talk about that night after all.
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Reporter: Thanks for your discretion on that. Now,
I’ve heard that you have a new website?

Varley: Oh, right it’s http://www.tomvarley.com. You
can keep track of my tour schedule, see lots of
cool pictures, and of course order my CD’s. I’ll also

be adding hats, t-shirts and that type of thing really soon. You should check it out.
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The hotel at the edge of America's south tip

January 2, 2005

BY DAVE HOEKSTRA Staff Reporter

KEY WEST, Fla. -- It wasn't so long ago that extreme travel was something for everyone. During the 1960s America's roadside attractions were
promoted by being the biggest, tallest and always rolling under a bridge of sighs. Just pull over and size it up.

The Southernmost Hotel is that kind of place.

Located on the far south end of Key West, the hotel is the closest you can get to sleeping in Cuba. I began staying at the Southernmost in the
late 1970s when it was still the funky Southernmost Motel (in U.S.A). It had a queasy aqua motif and rooms featured rickety hand-operated
screen windows. I always felt I was in a Sam Shepard play when I stayed at the Southernmost. I chose the place just because of its name. How
cool was it to stay at the "Southernmost Motel in U.S.A."? (I've also stayed at the tallest hotel in America, the 73-story Renaissance Center, built
in 1977 in downtown Detroit.)

The Southernmost Motel's 1963 brochure reinforced the far away image. Check out this text: "Rooms constantly caressed by soft, invigorating
Trade Winds. Every vacation moment is memorable with the satisfaction that comes from gracious living in the Tropics."

IF YOU GO

The Chicken Store is at 1229 Duval and is open from 10 a.m. to 5 p.m. daily (305-294-0070, www.thechickenstore.com, a great Web site that
even includes chicken jokes: Why did the chicken cross the basketball court? He heard the referee calling fowls.). The Southernmost Hotel is at
1319 Duval. Rates range from $169 to $249 per room/double occupancy until April. Southernmost on the Beach rates range from $224 to $335.
La Mer and Dewey rates start at $249 and go up to $425. Parking included in all rates. (800-354-4455); http://www.southernmostresorts.com.

Some 25 years since my first visit, the little motel has grown into a fancier Southernmost Hotel & Resorts, controlling 194 rooms. The hotel
complex is beautiful, surrounded by lush tropical foliage and Bahamian white balconies. The hotel exterior is painted in a laid-back beige and Key
Lime green. Current ownership consists of four partners from Detroit -- of course. In 1985-86 they combined the 53-room Southernmost Motel
and the former 44-room Southeast Ocean Inn. In 1989 they added a three-story wing with 30 rooms.

The Southernmost Hotel features two heated swimming pools, a tiki bar that is open daily until 11 p.m. and a poolside conference room. Always a
popular stop for roadies, the hotel even features the only permanent motorcycle washing station in Key West. The motel supplies soap, towels,
washrags and a hose. Highway 1 (a k a The Overseas Highway) is a stunning drive out of Miami, but by the time you arrive in Key West, you
need a makeover.

In 1985 the Detroit ownership also purchased The Sun n' Surf Motel (motor inn), which is now Southernmost On the Beach. The 28-unit Sun n'
Surf was built in 1954 along the Atlantic Ocean for a cost between $75,000 and $80,000, according to the Key West Citizen.

Before Key West exploded into the tourist destination it is today, the south end of the island was a popular destination for gay clients. During the
1970s, eternally cheery comic Paul Lynde drank in the bar of the recently razed Santa Maria Motel, a block away from the Southernmost. Today,
the hotel is a also home for bands performing at the nearby Green Parrot, 601 Whitehead (305-294-6133), the best tavern in Key West.
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"Somewhere I have a picture of Tennessee Williams on our beach here," said Southernmost Hotel general manager Matthew Babich. "He used
to stay at the original Southermost Motel. [Ex-Boston Red Sox] Fred Lynn has stayed here a few times."

During a post-hurricane inspection of Key West, my friends at the Southernmost upgraded me into the La Mer (The Sea) Hotel & Dewey House,
504/506 South St., across the street from the property. The La Mer Hotel is an 11-room Victorian-era bed and breakfast. A hearty continental
breakfast and afternoon tea is served oceanside next door in the Dewey House. Built in 1906, the house was originally the private residence of
educational philosopher John Dewey. "From one end of the Southernmost to the La Mer and Dewey House, we've remodeled," Babich said.
"We've ripped out everything right down to the studs and redone the rooms and bathrooms [with new marble baths]."

In the fall of 2003, Babich said, the La Mer house was gutted and new dry wall was installed. Fresh furnishings and hardwood floors rounded out
the makeover. My room with a balcony had a tropical British Colonial vibe, similar to a mansion in the Bahamas. The balcony overlooked the
Southermost driveway in the United States.

The end units of the historic homes feature aluminum hurricane shutters. "We took a direct hit during Hurricane George in 1999," said Babich,
who is from Clawson, Mich., outside of Detroit. "We had a foot and a half of water in our rooms (at Southernmost on the Beach). Our pier at the
end of the property was [two blocks away] in the 1200 block of Duval Street. We didn't have anything from this year's hurricanes.

But the Southernmost Hotel always will have the Chicken Store across the road.

The Chicken Store opened in February 2000 in a former tanning salon at 1229 Duval, just north of the Southernmost Hotel. The storefront shop
is a home for relocated roosters and injured and orphaned chickens. When I visited the Chicken Store in October, owner-founder Katha Sheehan
had an inventory of nearly 40 chicks.

The Chicken Store has been a bone of contention for some residents because of early morning territorial cock-a-doodle-doos. The noise doesn't
bother Babich and it's only bothered me on my last-call walk home from the Green Parrot. (In true Key West style, the Chicken Store is next door
to the Scrub Club, which offers erotic modeling, fantasy role playing and other extreme pastimes for men at 1221 Duval.)

"If you have problems with them crowing at night [chickens, not Scrub Club customers], we offer free ear plugs," Sheehan said. "One thing that
gets them going are people retiring from the bars driving by with the boom box going in their car. That wakes them up. This is one of the noisiest
towns I've ever lived in and chickens are the least of it. We don't have large features to break up sound and since Hurricane George we lost a lot
of our big ficus trees. They're not likely to be replanted since they're yard hogs."

Sheehan was lugging around a big bag of chicken scratch when I just dropped in to see what condition her chickens were in. "This started when I
was a volunteer at the local animal shelter," she said. "I was working with dogs but I noticed they received calls about nuisance chickens,
orphaned chicks, injured chickens. And it always was, 'We don't do chickens.' But to me chickens seemed a very significant part of wild-domestic
animals here."

The Key West "gypsy chicken" is a descendent of the first fighting gamecocks brought to the Florida Keys (first pegged "Isle of Bones") by the
original Spanish who arrived by galleon with tools and livestock on board as well as Bahamian settlers who became the first Conchs. These fowl
later interbred with a stream of bantam chickens brought to Key West from Cuba (occasionally on homemade rafts). And the feisty Cuban
cockfighting chicken El Gallo Blanco was so famous, local lore has it that Key West residents met his boat when it arrived from Havana. Today
there are an estimated 2,000 chickens on the tiny 2-by-4-mile island.

"Chickens do us a great favor," Sheehan said. "There's a lot of bugs in the tropics and chickens eat their fair share of bugs. You can't have a
better friend than one that's out there eating cockroaches and termites almost day and night. Chickens are omnivores. They'll eat anything from
rocks to beef. They eat rocks for their gizzards. It helps their digestion. They don't paint themselves into any evolutionary corner. They always
keep their options open. They'll try anything once."

Sheehan knows her chickens. When she was 18, she worked in the chicken section of a kibbutz (communal farm) during a six-month stay in
Israel. In 1999 she was certified by the state of Florida as an animal control officer for the Florida Keys SPCA (Society for the Protection of
Cruelty to Animals.) While working at the shelter, she specialized in Key West gypsy chickens. In 2000 she opened the store to finance the effort
to take care of the chickens.

"At one point I had seven roosters," she said. "Every night I would put in [pet carriers inside her van] my roosters so they wouldn't disturb my
neighbors. I finally said, 'This is getting to be a chore. If I had a store, I could have a place to keep the roosters at night and afford to have people
help me with the chickens.' "

Sheehan is from Honolulu. She first visited Key West in 1970 before embarking on an extreme car trip from the Southernmost city in America to
Seattle. Sheehan met her husband, Roy Stone, in Austin, Texas, in 1982. His family had property in Key West. Sheehan and Stone were married
July 1, 1983, and moved to Key West the day after their marriage. Sheehan loves her city as much as her chickens. Key West is the type of
place where natives and animals always put their best foot forward. Sheehan smiled as her chickens scampered around snarfing up her chicken
scratch.

"Most of these chicks are rescued," she said over a chorus of cackles. "But we do have a few permanent chickens that are blind or disabled.
They really are not adoptable. [There's no charge to adopt chickens, but applicants are carefully screened.] We did find a home for one blind one
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as an artist's model. Blind ones can be beautiful, but they don't move around a lot so they're good for modeling.

"They're all individuals. The most wonderful revelation for me is that there's as many different chicken personalities as human personalities.
There are chickens that are intelligent and responsible and there are chickens that are reckless and hell-bent on self-destruction. There's all
kinds of relationships. Most of the hens are serial monogamists, but some of them sleep around. You can tell because their chicks are all
different colors."

The Chicken Store has excellent folk art, mugs, T-shirts and greeting cards that support Sheehan's efforts and her three-person staff. Visitors are
encouraged to wander around with the chickens and take pictures. "You can go into the Chicken Lounge and interact with them," she said. "Feed
them, talk to them, hear them. They are very bright. They are a beautiful adornment to Key West. They give it that special grace and Caribbean
feel."
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