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Hey There Parrot Heads!

We hope your summer is going well so far! Here's the News!

Around these parts we have some phun events coming up.

First off, we have the Waterfront Blues Festival kicking off on Friday, July 2 through Monday, July 5 at Waterfront Park
with some awesome acts lined up, including Sonny Landreth, Keb' Mo', Cyril Neville & the Uptown Allstars with the Wild
Tchoupitoulas and many, many others.

Check the festival web page for more information and the entire schedule. Admission is a daily donation per person of
$5 plus two cans of nonperishable food. You can also get a four-day festival pass in advance for $15 (plus $1 service charge)
from TicketsWest.com, 503-224-8499 or 1-800-992-8499 through July 1. If you want to find some Key NorthWest Parrot
Heads, look for the "PHS" (Parrot Head Ship) "Manatee" moored at the dock or look for the big balloon in the grass. Arrive
early and stay late. You can also listen to the phestivities on KBOO 90.7 FM, check out samples from some of the musicians
online and artist interviews and the music during the fireworks at 10:00 pm on Sunday on KINK 102 FM.

Farther south, in Winston (south of Roseburg), there will be a Fourth of July celebration in River Bend Park where they are
expect thousands for the event which includes "The Cheeseburgers" at 7:00pm to 9:30 followed by the fireworks. Its an all
day event including a PT Cruiser Drive In Movie in the ball park.

Tom Varley will be on AM Northwest next week!

Next Thursday, July 8, our good buddy Tom Varley and his band the Sun Dogs will appear on Portland's morning show AM
Northwest on KATU, Thursday, July 8th starting at 9:00 AM. They will be doing a few intro/outro's along with the full length
version of the title song of Tom's new CD: "ETA: Mañana",followed by a short "Hi Tom" segment! The Sun Dogs include: Tim
Ellis (lead guitar), Rob Stroup (drums), Jamin Swenson (Bass). They may also be joined by Bobby Torres on percussion. By the
way, check out Tom's web page at http://www.tomvarley.com for more information about the new album (the first "Scratch 'n
Sniff" CD!), sound clips and much more. You can even download the album via iTunes there! Go Tom!

Oregon Brewfest is coming up!

Later on this month, we'll be pouring again at the Oregon Brewfest. We'll be helping out on the first shift on Sunday, July 25
and there will be a phlocking immediately after we finish. Come on down and join the phun!

Jimmy and the Coral Reefers on the Today show

Jimmy Buffett and the Coral Reefer Band were on the Today Show last Friday morning. They played five songs, including two
off the new album License to Chill.

Here's the Set List:

1. Hey Good Lookin'
2. Coast of Carolina
3. We Are the People Our Parents Warned us About
4. Cheeseburger in Paradise
5. Jolly Mon Sing

You can view some video from the show by clicking here.

On Tuesday, they played Tweeter Center in Camden, New Jersey and here's the setlist: 

Day-O (Banana Boat Song)

Acoustic

1. Changes in Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes 
2. Great Filling Station Holdup (Mac McAnally Joins) 
3. Pencil thin Mustache (The rest of the band Joins) 

4. Only Time Will Tell 
5. License to Chill 
6. Carnival World 
7. Son of a Son of a Sailor 
8. If the Phone Doesn't Ring It's Me 
9. Brown Eyed Girl 
10. Volcano 
11. Why Don't we Get Drunk and Screw 
12. Hey Good Lookin' 
13. One Particular Harbour 

Intermission 

14. Smart Woman in a Real Short Skirt
15. Pascagoula Run 
16. Jamaica Mistaica 
17. Come Monday 
18. Grapefruit Juicy Fruit 
19. Jolly Mon Sing 
20. It's 5 O' clock Somewhere (w/ Mac) 
21. Cheeseburger in Paradise 
22. Coast of Carolina
23. Cuban Crime of Passion
24. Southern Cross 25. Scarlet Begonias
26. Margaritaville 

First Encore 

27. Fins 
28. We are the People Our Parents Warned us About 

Second Encore 

29. A Pirate Looks at Forty 

Tonight they are playing in Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio at the Blossom Music Center. As always, you can listen in on Radio
Margaritaville. Here are the locations and dates for the rest of the tour (so far):

Thursday, July 1 Cuyahoga Falls, OH Blossom Music Center
Saturday, July 3 Bristow, VA Nissan Pavilion
Tuesday, July 6 Indianapolis, IN Verizon Wireless Music Center
Thursday, July 8 Indianapolis, IN Verizon Wireless Music Center
Saturday, July 10 East Troy, WI Alpine Valley Music Theatre 

Thursday, August 26 Chicago, IL Tweeter Center
Saturday, August 28 Chicago, IL Tweeter Center
Tuesday, August 31 Cincinnati, OH Riverbend

Thursday, September 2 Pittsburgh, PA Post Gazette Pavilion
Saturday, September 4 Wantagh, NY Jones Beach
Friday, September 10 Boston, MA Fenway Park
Sunday, September 12 Boston, MA Fenway Park

Saturday, October 16 Las Vegas, NV MGM Grand
Wednesday, October 20 San Diego Coors Amphitheatre
Saturday, October 23 Las Vegas, NV MGM Grand

Here's the latest License to Chill album news:

The next Jimmy Buffett album "License to Chill" is coming out on July 13th. The single "Hey Good Lookin'" with George Strait,
Kenny Chesney, Clint Black, and Toby Keith is doing well on the country charts.  Here's a link to an e-card with some music
samples from the album: http://www.mailboatrecords.com/jimmy_buffett/

Here's the "License to Chill" track list and lyrics:

Hey Good Lookin' 
(with Clint Black, Kenny Chesney, Alan Jackson, Toby Keith and

George Strait)

Boats To Build     (with Alan Jackson)  
License To Chill   (with Kenny Chesney)  

Coast Of Carolina
Piece Of Work     (with Toby Keith)  

Anything, Anytime, Anywhere
Trip Around The Sun     (with Martina McBride)  

Simply Complicated
Coastal Confessions

Sea Of Heartbreak     (with George Strait)  

Conky Tonkin'     (with Clint Black)  

Playin' The Loser Again     (with Bill Withers)  
Window On The World

Someone I Used To Love     (with Nanci Griffith)  
Scarlet Begonias

Back To The Island

1. Hey Good Lookin' 
by Hank Williams Sr.
with George Strait, Kenny Chesney, Clint Black, and Toby Keith

(Jimmy)
Hey, hey, good lookin', whatcha got cookin'
How's about cookin' something up with me

(George Strait)
Hey, sweet baby, don't you think maybe
We could find us a brand new recipe.

(Alan Jackson)
I got a hot rod Ford and a two dollar bill
(Clint Black)
And I know a spot right over the hill
There's soda pop and the dancin's free
So if you wanna have fun come a-long with me.

(Kenny Chesney)
Say hey, good lookin', whatcha got cookin'
(Toby Keith)
How's about cookin' somethin' up with me.

(Jimmy)
Let's stir it up boys.

(Jimmy)
I'm free and I'm ready
maybe we can go steady
(Clint)
How's about savin' all your time for me
(Kenny)
No more lookin',
(Toby)
I know I've been tooken
(George)
How's about keepin' steady company.

(Kenny)
I'm gonna throw my date book over the fence
(Toby)
And find me one for five or ten cents.
(George)
I'll keep it 'til it's covered with age
(Clint)
'Cause I'm writin' your name down on ev'ry page.

(All)
Hey, hey, good lookin', 
(Alan)
Whatcha got cookin'
(Jimmy)
How's about cookin' somethin' up with me.
(Clint)
How's about cookin' somethin' up with me.
(George)
How's about cookin' somethin' up with me.

2. Boats to Build 
by Guy Clark

It's time for a change
I'm tired of that same ol same
The same ol words the same ol lines
The same ol tricks and the same ol rhymes

Days precious days
Roll in and out like waves
I got boards to bend I got planks to nail
I got charts to make I got seas to sail

I'm gonna build me a boat
With these two hands
It’ll be a fair curve
From a noble plan
Let the chips fall where they will
Cause I've got boats to build

Sails are just like wings
The wind can make em sing
Songs of life songs of hope
Songs to keep your dreams afloat
I'm gonna build me a boat
With these two hands
It’ll be a fair curve
From a noble plan
Let the chips fall where they will
Cause I've got boats to build

Shores distant shores
There’s where I'm headed for
Got the stars to guide my way
Sail into the light of day

I'm gonna build me a boat
With these two hands
It’ll be a fair curve
From a noble plan
Let the chips fall where they will
Cause I've got boats to build

3. License to Chill 
by Jimmy Buffett, Mac McAnally, Alan G. Anderson

(Jimmy Buffett)

Work, work, work
Big pile of it and the boss is a jerk.
I just want to disappear
Wishin' I was somewhere other than here.

Livin' for the weekend,
Jumpin' off the deep end,
With just enough money to buy
A license to chill
And I believe I will

Let the rat race run, roll around in the sun until
Trouble turns funny, songs get sung
A little bit of money, the night's still young
Leave me alone I've got a license,
A license to chill

(Kenny Chesney)

Girls, girls, girls
Ain't nothin' like them in the whole wide world.
So damn smart and cute,
And it's amazing what they pass off as a bathing suit.
Winners and losers
Sailors and cruisers
We're all qualified, for a license to chill
And I believe I will

Let the rat race run, roll around in the sun until
Trouble turns funny, songs get sung
A little bit of money, the night's still young
Leave me alone I've got a license,
A license to chill

(Jimmy and Kenny)

License to chill
And I believe I will
Let the rat race run, roll around in the sun until
Trouble turns funny, songs get sung
One good samba lasts all night long
Leave me alone I've got a license,
A license to chill

A license to chill

(Jimmy spoken)

Ramos go rent me a coupe deville
Hey KL, where's that barbecue grill
Head on down to Margaritaville
Have me a cheeseburger with a big pickle dill
Jesus, I sound kinda mentally ill
I guess I better go turn on Dr Phil

4. Coast of Carolina 

Little roadside restaurant we artfully complain 
Groovy tells the waitress that his chicken died in vain 
Most every day goes by according to design 
I live this dream and still it seems I have you on my mind 

From the bottom of my heart 
Off the coast of Carolina 
After one or two false starts 
I believe we found our stride 
And the walls that won't come down 
We can decorate or climb 
Or find some way to get around 
Cause I'm still on your side 
From the bottom of my heart. 

I can't see the future 
But I know it's coming fast 
It's not that hard to wind up knee-deep in the past 
There come a lot of Mondays 
Since that phone booth that first night 
Tears and miles and years and smiles 
I wanna get it right. 

Chorus 

Music Bridge 

These days I get up about the time I used to go to bed 
Living large was once the deal 
Now I watch the stars instead 
They're timeless and predictable 
Unlike most things that I do 
I tell the wind and my old friend 
I'm headed home to you. 

Chorus

5. Piece of Work 
by Will Kimbrough

I'm a piece of work, I'm iron and lace
I'm shy, I'm right up in your face
I'm all dumbfounded, stubborn as an ass
Sharp as an arrow in a pile of glass.
I'm a sweetheart, genius, reckless jerk.
Lord, have mercy, I'm a piece of work.

Well the Lord made me on a long thin limb
Made sure I'd remember him or her
In the middle of a long dark night
Creation crazy, death-sheet white
Made in the image of a lion shocked lamb
I am who the hell I am
Even better, bad to worse,
Down to the letter, I'm a piece of work.

I'm a piece of work I'm an angels fiend
Bathed in lavender and gasoline
Scared brave, shallow in an ink black well
Lightly browned in the fires of hell
Wicked, holy, full on fake
Best known for my big mistake
I'm zen wise, peaceful, gone berserk
Good God almighty, What a piece of work.

I'm a dreadful sight, I just don't care
Spent all morning pull out my hair
Woke at dawn with a crazy spin
I was half the day trying to glue back in
Mother, bloody Mary, please
Wipe that smile right off your knees
I'm the CEO of the mailroom clerks
Lord have mercy, I'm a piece of work.

I'm a piece of work, I'm a love sick boy
Cloth cap, caviar, and corduroy
All over the map, just lost in space
With a filthy mind and a choirboy's face
Heels up, head down, straight on through
Watch out woman, I'm a get to you
I'm a gladiator with a mind to irk
I'm a see you later, I'm a piece of work. 

6. Anything, Anytime, Anywhere 
by Bruce Cockburn

Tomorrow may come, it usually does
Don't know what it will bring to the two of us
I just want you to know
What I'm ready to do

Anything, anytime, anywhere
For you

When I'm holding you tight, you give me the power
To burn like a torch in the darkest hour
Tell me what you need
I will surely come through

Anything, anytime, anywhere
For you

Passion runs deep, it's scary sometimes
When it's larger than life or your peace of mind
It's got me all the same
And I'm not sorry that's true

Anything, anytime, anywhere
For you
Anything, anytime, anywhere
For you
Anything, anytime, anywhere
For you

10. Sea of Heartbreak 
by Paul Hampton and Hal David 

The lights In the harbor
Don't shine for me
I'm like a lost ship adrift on the sea
Sea of heartbreak
Lost love and loneliness
Memories of your caress
So divine I wish you were mine
Again my dear
I am on this sea of tears
Sea of heartbreak

How did I lose you
Oh where did I fail
Why did you leave me
Always to sail

Oh what I'd give to sail back to shore
Back to your arms once more

Come to my rescue
Come here to me
Take me and keep me
Away from the sea 

14. Someone I Used To Love 
by Bruce Cockburn 

All the days we've been together
All the days we've been apart
Add up to a bunch of nothing
If I'm not still in your heart
I never want you to be
Just a page in my history
Someone I used to love

Your voice breathed in my ear
Or on the telephone
All the tender things we've whispered
To keep from feeling alone
May they never come to be
Just cold gems set in memory
Of someone I used to love

This current flows between us
That will not be denied
You draw me in towards you
Like the moon pulls at the tide
May no shadow ever fall
That will make me have to call
You someone I used to love 

15. Scarlet Begonias 
by Robert Hunter 

As I was walkin’ round Grosvenor square
Not a chill to the winter but a nip to the air
From the other direction, she was calling my eye
It could be an illusion, but I might as well try, might as well try

She had rings on her fingers and bells on her shoes
And I knew without askin’ she was into the blues
She wore scarlet begonias tucked into her curls
I knew right away she was not like other girls, other girls

In the thick of the evening when the dealing got rough
She was too pat to open and too cool to bluff
As I picked up my matches and was closing the door
I had one of those flashes I’d been there before, been there before

Well, I ain’t always right but I’ve never been wrong
Seldom turns out the way it does in a song
Once in a while you get shown the light
In the strangest of places if you look at it right

Well there ain’t nothing wrong with the way she moves
Scarlet begonias or a touch of the blues
And there’s nothing wrong with the look that’s in her eyes
I had to learn the hard way to let her pass by, let her pass by

Wind in the willow’s playin’ "Tea for Two"
The sky was yellow and the sun was blue
Strangers stoppin’ strangers just to shake their hand
Everybody’s playing in the heart of gold band, heart of gold band

16. Back to the Island 
by Leon Russell

Now the day is done
And I sit alone and think of you girl
What would I do without you in my life

Wonderin' if you love me or 
just playing a fool of me.
Well I hope you understand
I just had to go back to the island

And watch the sun go down
Listen to the sea roll in
I'll be thinkin' of you
And how it might've been
Listen to the nightbird cry
Watch the sun set die
Well I hope you understand 
I just had to go back to the island

Threaded in my heart
Tears are falling down
I know down in my soul
I'm really gonna miss you

Can't end this way
For all the games we've played.
So I hope you understand
I just had to go back to the island

And watch the sun go down
Listen to the sea roll in
I'll be thinkin' of you
And how it might've been
Listen to the nightbird cry
Watch the sun set die
Well I hope you understand 
I just had to go back to the island

And watch the sun go down
Listen to the sea roll in
I'll be thinkin' of you
And how it might've been
Listen to the nightbird cry
Watch the sun set die
Well I hope you understand 
I just had to go back to the island

I hope you understand
I just had to go back to the island

"Montego Bay" Jamaican Restaurant Review

Ja Mon! There's a great new Jamaican restaurant in town called Montego Bay. When you're in the mood for some reggae and a
tasty bite, including callaloo, bammy and patties, check it out:

Here's the Oregonian review (and a recipe!):

A comforting taste of Jamaica -- in Portland 

Limeade, beer complete the meal

The earth moved when Annie and Michael McCloud met in Southern California, and they've been partners in life, love and business ever since. But the earth
quaked beneath them one too many times, so nine years ago they moved to Portland. 

"I'm pretty passionate about Michael," Annie says. "I love him. He's my best friend, and he knows how to pick my brain and make my dreams of owning this
restaurant come true." 

"This restaurant" is Montego Bay, a natural for Annie, 52, who was born in Kingston, Jamaica, and came to the United States in 1972. In Jamaica, she felt her
options were limited. Here they seem endless. 

"America liberates you," Annie says as her voice softens and her eyes begin to tear. "If you're a hard worker, you can turn yourself into whatever you want to be." 

In California, Michael was the program director for the student union at California State University, Los Angeles. In addition, the couple ran a residential-care facility
for boys at risk. When they moved to Portland, they opened a similar treatment center called Environmental Care Services in Tualatin. But always in the back of
Annie's mind was the idea of opening a restaurant that reminded her of home. 

"My wife is a wonderful cook, says Michael, 46. "I did my research, and I knew there wasn't any Jamaican restaurant that cooked food on her level. We looked at
spaces for a year before deciding to be downtown, close to Portland State. It's working out really well." 

When the upbeat waitress at Montego Bay brings you a basket of Annie's grandmother's coconut island bread and you take your first bite; when your kids figure
out that the iitty-bitty clear plastic bottle on the table is there for making bubbles; and when the background reggae music is making everyone in the restaurant
keep the beat with their fingers and feet, you know you've entered Annie McCloud's Jamaican home away from home. 

The restaurant's two rooms evoke the vibrant colors of the Caribbean -- blue and chartreuse walls, a bright yellow ceiling -- and it's a good sign that many of
Montego's patrons hail from the Caribbean or appreciate its way of life. 

Annie's Stew Chicken is one of the homey comfort dishes that accommodates what is fresh in the marketplace. In Jamaica, brown stew chicken is one of the
island's most popular dishes, and every family and restaurant has its own rendition. Often, along with the chicken and vegetables, the stock is flavored with soy
sauce and ketchup, and sometimes the chicken is first marinated in lime with spices. 

If you order Aunt Pat's Brown Stewed Chicken at Montego Bay, that day McCloud might slowly cook the chicken with potatoes, pimento and some secret island
herbs and spices. On another day, it might feature more traditional stateside flavors, such as in the following recipe, McCloud stews the chicken with lots of fresh
vegetables, seasons it with thyme but then gives it fire with tiny slivered wedges from a whole Scotch bonnet pepper -- a chili pepper whose shape resembles a
Scot's bonnet and whose spicy fire gives the habanero a run for its money. 

At the restaurant, McCloud serves the stew in large portions and accompanies it with sauteed cabbage, fried sweet plantains and rice mixed with gunga or pigeon
beans, a greenish-brown, earthy-flavored bean native to Africa. All that's needed to complete the meal is an icy Jamaican Red Stripe beer or a glass of Nana's
Lime Wash limeade. 

Montego Bay is at 1235 S.W. Jefferson St.; 503-228-1277. Open daily for lunch and dinner. 

Annie's Stew Chicken 

Makes 4 servings

1 - 3- to 4-pound chicken, cut into 8 pieces 
Salt and pepper 
2 tablespoons vegetable oil 
1 medium onion, chopped 
5 or 6 green onions, white and some green parts, chopped 
1 medium green bell pepper, thinly sliced or chopped 
1 medium celery rib, chopped 
3 large cloves garlic, coarsely chopped 
3 large carrots, peeled and thinly sliced 
1 pound new potatoes, cut into small cubes 
2 to 3 teaspoons dried thyme 
1 hot chile pepper, such as Scotch bonnet or habanero, cored, seeded and sliced into very thin slivers (see note) 
4 to 6 fresh medium tomatoes, sliced into wedges, or one 14 1/2-ounce can whole tomatoes with their juices 
3 tablespoons all-purpose flour 
Up to 3 cups chicken broth or water 

Season the chicken pieces generously with salt and pepper. In a large, heavy, deep-sided casserole with a lid or a Dutch oven, heat the oil over medium-high heat.
When the oil is hot, add enough chicken pieces to fit comfortably in a single layer. Saute, turning frequently, until the pieces are lightly browned, about 5 minutes.
Remove and repeat with remaining chicken, adding more oil, if needed. Set aside. 

Check the oil in casserole; there should be a thin coating. If not, add more, and heat over medium high until hot. Add the onion, green onion, bell pepper and celery
and saute, stirring, until the onion is softened, about 5 minutes. Add the garlic, carrots and potatoes and saute, stirring, for 3 more minutes. Stir in the thyme, chile
and fresh tomatoes. (If using canned tomatoes with their juices, add them with the reserved chicken and reduce the amount of chicken broth accordingly.) Add
flour and stir for 2 minutes. Gradually mix in 2 cups of chicken broth. 

Return the chicken to casserole, adding additional chicken broth as required to make sure chicken is covered with liquid. Increase the heat and bring to a boil.
Cover, reduce to a simmer and cook until the chicken is very tender, 1 hour or longer. Season to taste with salt. Divide the chicken among shallow bowls, spoon
the vegetables and sauce over the top and serve. Note: Scotch bonnets are closely related to the habanero chile. They are extremely hot and can overpower a
recipe if not handled with care. Caribbean cooks cut the chile into thin strips, then mix them with lime juice and salt to give chicken and other dishes a shot of fire.
Use care, or wear gloves, when handling hot chiles; the oils can cause a burning sensation on your skin. 

-- Adapted from Annie McCloud, Montego Bay restaurant, Portland

Here's the Willamette Week review of Montego Bay: 

REVIEW - Reggae Bites

Tucking into the spices of Montego Bay, downtown's new Jamaican outpost. 

By Elizabeth Dye
 
When moody weather makes you wish for Jamaica's tranquil blue skies and scented breezes, head to Montego Bay immediately. Named for a popular tourist town
on the Caribbean island's northwest coast, this new Portland eatery has breathed life into the space formerly occupied by the Western Culinary Institute's Chef's
Corner Cafe at Southwest 13th Avenue and Jefferson Street.

The restaurant's two rooms are painted and bedraped in vivid reds and yellows, and decked with shlocky Jamaican souvenirs. An all-reggae-all-the-time
soundtrack blasts from the speakers in the lounge (which rocks with impromptu dance parties on weekend nights). Extra Pick-a-Peppa sauce on that? You got it.
All this might remind you of a theme park, if the food weren't delicious, generous, and as authentic as your best Bob Marley bootleg.

Master chef Annie McCloud has plenty of street cred. She spent her childhood near Port Antonio, Jamaica, and counts among her Maroon ancestors, slaves who
hid in Jamaica's mountains to escape their English captors. Members of her extended family still keep a coffee plantation in the Cooper's Hill area, growing
coveted Jamaican Blue Mountain beans. Before moving to Portland in 1995, McCloud opened a Jamaican restaurant in New York and another in Los Angeles.

Being a bona fide native and seasoned chef helps when it comes to running a Jamaican restaurant, but so does the use of ginger and garlic seasonings to flavor a
menu filled with island delights: fresh seafood, tropical fruits, starchy vegetables like yucca and sweet potatoes, and copious quantities of hot red pepper (including
the devilish Scotch Bonnet--or habanero--chile). Because Jamaican cooking clusters around a few key ingredients, variety at Montego Bay comes from
preparation: Chicken, for example, shows up curried, roasted, on pasta, with waffles, etc.

Meals begin with a warm basket of toto bread--wonderfully soft flatbread dusted with toasted coconut. For beverages, there are Red Stripe beer and a vivid pink
rum punch, but you should consider ordering a fruit drink, like the bracing pineapple-ginger juice ($3.50) or a jackfruit smoothie, made from a tropical fruit that's a
relative of the breadfruit and fig.

The appetizers, a savory mix of fritters, hand pies and finger food, are packed with complex, peppery flavors. The Jamaican patties ($5) are flaky turnovers filled
with spicy shredded beef, chicken or callaloo, a spinach-based vegetable slurry that's also available as a side dish. Don't be thrown off by the daubs of food
coloring on the crust--they denote what filling is inside. The fish fritters ($6) are chewy, cornmeal-battered patties with a surprisingly light flavor, especially tasty
when doused in Scotch Bonnet ketchup. Also try the Ocho Rios crab cakes ($7.25), which blend crabmeat with garlic and spices and are served with chunky
mango-ginger chutney.

Palm tree icons on the menu indicate house specialties, the standout of which is the Boston Beach jerk chicken ($9.75 lunch, $13.95 dinner), with meat marinated
in a soy-based sauce spiked with thyme, garlic, allspice and hot pepper. Jerking is a traditional cooking technique in Jamaica, which involves cooking seasoned
meat underground (the practice was perfected by Maroons seeking to conceal their cooking smoke from the English). The care lavished on preparation pays off in
the tenderness and smoky taste of the heavily basted, barbecue-dark chicken pieces, served with the meat literally slipping off the bone. Pork and shrimp entrees
are also available with jerk flavoring ($13.95, $13.50 respectively), with similarly great results.

Another authentic Jamaican dish is the saltfish ($15), a hash of flaked salt cod, sautéed tomatoes, onions and peppers mixed with crumbled ackee, a bright red
tropical fruit with a texture akin to scrambled eggs. The mild, salty flavor and springy texture of the saltfish mingles nicely with the melt-in-your-mouth ackee.

Most entrees, are served with native gunga peas and either white or brown rice, a sautéed cabbage slaw, and boiled banana or plantain. Go for the sweet, molten
plantain slices, cut on the diagonal and broiled in cinnamon.

With a belly full of poultry and the buzz of Scotch Bonnet on your tongue, dessert may seem superfluous. But McCloud's Montego Bay kitchen serves some
rock-'em-sock-'em sweets, including coconut drops ($3), chunks of fresh coconut bound together by a sticky-sweet, ginger- and sesame-flecked glaze. Though
you might only be able to manage one bite after your meal, this is the perfect treat to smuggle into a movie later. And given Jamaica's history, a little smuggling
might be just the thing.

And if all this talk about food gets you thirsty, here's a little background on the ever popular "Cuba Libre" (aka "Not Too Much
Coke, Mon"): 

Cuba Libre (or "Free Cuba") 

The Cuba Libre hails from the Old School of American Bartending, though you certainly wouldn't guess it from the drink's vapid formula - contrived out of
convenience not competence. When considering all the world's cocktails, the Cuba Libre is rarely our first choice. However, it's a highball that we've all sipped and
will surely sip again, so it's well worth setting the record straight: A Cuba Libre is not a Rum and Coke. 

Confusion with the Cuba Libre's recipe started with the drink's earliest incarnation. Patriots aiding Cuba during the Spanish-American War - and, later, expatriates
avoiding Prohibition - regularly mixed rum and Coca-Cola as a cocktail and a toast to this West Indies island. According to a 1965 deposition by Fausto Rodriguez -
filed at the suggestion of a liquor company certain to be mentioned in the statement - the Cuba Libre was first mixed at a Cuban bar in August of 1900 by a
member of the US Signal Corps, referred to as "Mr. X." Surprisingly, the Cuba Libre (pronounced "KOO-buh-LEE-bray") didn't strike a chord stateside until the
Andrews Sisters - while performing in Trinidad during World War II - recorded a song named after the drink's more inane ingredients, rum and Coca-Cola. But with
Coke a nickel a bottle and rum cheaper than whiskey, it was only a matter of time before this drink would rise to prominence. 

Soon enough, as Charles H. Baker points out in his Gentlemen's Companion of 1934, the Cuba Libre "caught on everywhere throughout the South ... filtered
through the North and West," aided by the ample supply of its ingredients. In The American Language, H.L. Mencken writes of an early variation of the drink: "The
troglodytes of western South Carolina coined 'jump stiddy' for a mixture of Coca-Cola and denatured alcohol (usually drawn from automobile radiators);
connoisseurs reputedly preferred the taste of what had been aged in Model-T Fords." 

When we consider the Cuba Libre our best option at a bar, we remind ourselves that this drink was once viewed as exotic, with its dark syrup made, at that time,
from cola nuts and cocaine. A few American drinkers had hoped that this pharmaceutical wonder - created by the Atlanta, Georgia, doctor John Pemberton in 1886
- would go on to compete with the great bitters of Europe. The drink, when made worth drinking, contains 2 to 3 ounces of the now far-from-exotic soda, the juice
and hull of one lime, 1 ounce rum, half an ounce gin, and two dashes of bitters. If our order for this drink is ever questioned, we say nothing but recall the scene in
Gary Indiana's book Gone Tomorrow when the main character reflects on ordering a Cuba Libre: "The barwoman, instantly hostile, stomped through her enclosure,
chanting a litany of disgust that concluded with the words 'Cuba Libre,' spat out with incredulity. The startling performance repelled me. I hate fools." We do, too,
and we tip accordingly. 

Now, if you find yourself working during the summer and your mind is in the tropics, here are a few suggestions:

Summer-ize Your Workspace - Turn a cubicle into a vacation paradise.

BY DAVID WALKER

There's no worse time than summer to have one of those soul-sucking office jobs. While people are frolicking in the sun, their flesh exposed, sipping tropical
beverages made with pineapples, you sit chained to a cubicle 40 hours a week. And when you finally get a chance to enjoy the summer (i.e., the weekend), there's
a whole army of weary-eyed, pasty-skinned office automatons just like you trying to do the same thing. Have no fear; there is something you can do. Here are
some ways to make your workspace feel more like summer:

Declare every Wednesday "Shorts and Flip-Flops Day." Send out an officewide memo. That way, if anyone says you're dressed inappropriately, you can say you're
following company protocol.

Hang pictures of people in bathing suits all around your cubicle to give the illusion of being at the beach. Some people may complain about this, so be prepared to
accuse them of discriminating against you based on your sexuality.

Bring a kiddy pool to work, and soak your feet while you sit at your cubicle. If there's no room for a kiddy pool, two large cooking pots--one for each foot--should do
the trick.

Always wear your sunglasses in the office. People will find this unsettling and ask you to remove them. Tell them you are light-sensitive.

If you have a computer with a DVD player, bring movies to work. Jaws, Meatballs and anything with the words "bikini" or "carwash" in the title are highly
recommended.  During your lunch break, sunbathe on the sidewalk. No one will say anything; they'll just assume you're homeless.

Drink margaritas at work. You'll want to be careful with this one, as many employers frown on alcohol consumption in the workplace. If anyone asks, just say you're
drinking a smoothie.

Insider tip: Heatstroke is a great excuse for all sorts of bad behavior. Put up a sweat when the boss sticks his head in the door.

And to decorate the house, here are a few tips:

CALIFORNIA TROPICAL

Catching a new wave

Once again, rattan and wicker grace rooms, indoors and out. Gentle breezes stir banana leaf prints. If you're not in L.A., you can at least pretend you are.

By David A. Keeps and Adamo DiGregorio

Forty years ago, when he was all of 23, Miller Fong sketched a chair on an envelope and mailed it to his father in Hong Kong, where the family manufactured rattan
and wicker furniture for its Los Angeles company, Tropi-Cal. The finished product — dubbed the Lotus chair — was all edges and improbable curves. An elegant
composition of wrought iron and woven wicker, it looked as if it had been born yesterday. 

Make that reborn. This year, Andy Hackman, a dealer and expert on outdoor furniture at California Living in Los Angeles, convinced Miller Fong that the moment
was right to reissue the Lotus and other Tropi-Cal designs, this time with stainless steel frames and Hularo, an all-weather synthetic wicker. 

Tropi-California, shorthand for the tropical California style of home décor, is finally receiving its due as a made-in-L.A. design genre as distinctive as Hollywood
Glam. The look, however, has been with us ever since turn-of-the-century Californians outfitted sleeping porches with wicker furniture, and the style has evolved
alongside the century's major design movements, from Arts and Crafts to Millennium Modern. 

The current incarnation — a blend of worldly inspirations that includes Asian minimalism, South Seas handicrafts and streamlined L.A. casual — is fast becoming a
national trend. From bamboo floors to sea-grass rugs, formal dining chairs wrapped in woven banana bark to throw pillows studded with coconut beads, the most
visible manifestation is in the furniture and accessories industry. Whether it exudes the retro funkiness of a surf shack or has the sleek silhouettes of L.A. designer
Barbara Barry's dark rattan line for McGuire, it is high-style, low-maintenance furniture that says, "Kick back and smell the jasmine."

Doubt it? Look around you. The exuberant 1941 banana leaf print used by couturier-decorator Don Loper on the walls of the Beverly Hills Hotel is now available as
wallpaper and upholstery fabric from http://www.martiniquewallpaper.com. The current issues of House Beautiful and Travel + Leisure feature valentines to the
California cabana. The cover of the June Sunset magazine trumpets instructions on creating a tropical look "no matter where you live." The advertising industry has
gone similarly bananas. Gucci's ready-to-wear campaigns are shot in tropical settings regardless of the season. Even the current Corona billboards on Sunset
Boulevard show a glistening beer bottle casting a giant shadow shaped like a royal palm.

The appeal of Tropi-California is more than emotional. "It's not just the mythical, romantic idea of living in a island paradise," Hackman says. "What people
embrace is that sense of casualness and lightness that defines Los Angeles. Stressed-out two-income families love to have a little California in their lives."

Now they can. Namesake lifestyle brands like Tommy Bahama and Cabana Joe are volcano-hot. For the latter, a line of furniture developed by Joe O'Brien in his
Venice Beach storefront, growth has been explosive. "It's about 20% of our business," says Gary McCray of Lane-Venture, the furniture manufacturer that licensed
the line in 2001. "People are now decorating from the front door to the pool," he adds. "We expect this to be a long run."

Don't call it a comeback. In Los Angeles, tropical style is not about revivals but about ongoing refinements. A consequence of our geographic, demographic and
psychological makeup, Tropi-California is a lifestyle that is wedded to Los Angeles. It is design philosophy that is so innate to Southern California that it has
become trend-resistant, morphing with the times and co-existing with whatever décor fad washes ashore. Although contemporary Tropi-California has recognizable
signatures — an informal mix of decorative genres, citrus colors, organic shapes and woven surfaces — the look is as individual as the people who take it home. 

Landscape architect and interior decorator Judy Marchyn embodies the Tropi-California spirit with striking use of color. Transforming a post-war L-shaped ranch
into a personal Eden, she combined vibrant ruby grapefruit walls with lemon yellow trim on the oversized crown moldings. Outside, Marchyn painted the exterior of
her Venice home "the color of the wild green parrots that roost in my yard." To cut the strong sunlight from the southern exposure on a small patio, she fabricated
draperies out of black plastic window screen mesh, adding a contemporary woven element to the outdoor room. Marchyn curls up with a book under a palm-frond
ceiling fan on a daybed of her own design, she says, "as often as I can." 

Marchyn's retreat is not the only way to achieve an exalted aloha state. As Jimmy Buffett, Tommy Bahama and the latter day Beach Boys have proved, many
Americans gravitate to the more traditional form of Tropi-California. 

"I think there's a huge number of people that are like, 'Hey, I'm in Iowa, but you know what? I want to live like I live at the beach!' " "Cabana Joe" O'Brien explains.
"And what's the first thing you would do? You surround yourself with bamboo and rattan furniture and surfboard lamps."

That is exactly what O'Brien has done. Lounging in his rattan version of a 1940s club chair in the décor-by-Moondoggie apartment in Beverly Hills where he
designs his lines, O'Brien, 41, looks every inch the successful surf bum in a Hawaiian shirt and bare feet. He grew up riding waves in Florida until he moved to Los
Angeles in his early 20s (to act, naturally). When that wiped out, he learned to be an upholsterer and practiced interior design, working with high-profile Hollywood
types who wanted the "Ralph Lauren English antique thing."

"I've always lived like this," he says, pointing to a dining room tented in striped raw silk with an gate-leg table from his line, done in wicker. "I always had bamboo
and rattan furniture and surfboards hanging around. I thought I was an odd duck because I didn't desire a strong, contemporary, minimalist look or a traditional
English country look. I wanted furniture that made you feel like you were on a vacation." 

In 1995 he opened an antiques store on Abbot Kinney Boulevard in Venice; it soon became Cabana Joe's, an outlet for his true calling. "I would surf and then I
would go to flea markets and then I'd go into that store and sit around in my shorts and sell the lifestyle." Within five years, the man became a brand, with licensing
agreements to design lamps, rugs and ceiling fans as well as plans to develop tableware and clothing.

"Say 'tropical' and you think palm trees and pineapples, big prints," says O'Brien, who tends to eschew such obvious effects. "Yes, this is a pineapple," he
continues, picking up a print pillow of his design, "but this is made from $300-a-yard Asian silk by Scalamandré."

As a design ideal, Tropi-California is for every budget. At the high end, there are furniture collections by such esteemed designers as San Francisco-based Orlando
Diaz-Azcuy, who reinterprets neoclassical designs in tropical materials, and San Diego's Kreiss Collection, which decorates rattan and cane dressers with lion-
head pulls.

For the cost-conscious, Pier 1 Imports mounts woven seats on midcentury hairpin-shaped metal legs for less than $100. Shoppers at Target can get give their
tabletops a low-cost Hawaiian punch — glasses from $1.49 — from a line of melamine goods called Aloha Summer. 

Those who crave a piece of history should brace themselves for sticker shock. California Living's reissue of Tropi-Cal founder Danny Ho Fong's classic Wave
chaise, which is in the collection of the Museum of Modern Art, is tagged at $1,600. The new version of the Lotus chair by Fong's son Miller, featured in the
prestigious 1968 California Design exhibition at the Pasadena Museum of Art, is a cool $3,000. Vintage tropical furniture from the postwar era is also skyrocketing
in price. "Back then, you could buy a whole roomful of rattan — a three-stranded pretzel-arm couch and two chairs, a couple of end tables and a coffee table with
upholstery — for $229," says Harvey Schwartz, author of "Rattan" (Schiffer). "Today, you'd be lucky to find one piece at that price."

For collectors, rattan is a religion. The holy grail? A piece by Paul Frankl, the architect of the Skyscraper style, a subgenre of Art Deco, who was known for
dramatically over-scaled rattan furniture. Few documented examples of Frankl's work exist, though his style was widely imitated and many copies can still be found
in vintage stores or EBay, largely because rattan is so durable. 

As organic materials go, there aren't many as pliable as this member of the palm family, which can grow to 500 feet tall and thus be formed into continuous,
seamless shapes. "Even if it's a massive piece of furniture, there's a lightness to it that nothing else can match," says Miller Fong. "It has a persona of lightness
and elegance that is automatic, and this airiness that is the essence of California." 

Although bentwood, woven willow and bamboo achieved great popularity in Victorian furniture, the thick-poled rattan pieces that first defined the tropical style
associated with California did not begin to appear until the early part of the 20th century. Designers were instantly smitten with the material, which offered an easy
and inexpensive solution for forming angular Art Deco shapes and the swooping curves of Streamline Moderne. 

After the 1934 opening of Don the Beachcomber, the first Tiki restaurant in Hollywood, Los Angeles was swept up in a tropical current. The phenomenon was
reflected throughout pop culture — in Dorothy Lamour's jungle princess sarongs and the Andrews Sisters' Trinidad songs, including "Rum and Coca-Cola" —
building to a crescendo in the 1950s, when Americans lined walls with sea grass and furnished "Florida" or "California" rooms in rattan with boldly patterned
upholstery. 

To meet the demand, U.S. manufacturers pumped out progressively cheaper and simpler rattan pieces, often with plastic trim and Formica tabletops. By the late
'50s, America tired of rattan, though the outdoor furniture industry continued to thrive in Los Angeles.

"This was the world center for outdoor furniture design and production from 1947 to '67," says Hackman, noting that many companies that had been building
aircraft components for the war retooled to make metal furniture. 

In the late '50s and early '60s, Danish, German and Japanese designers crafted organic wicker shapes including hanging egg chairs and mushroom ottomans.
Artisans like the Fongs equaled those innovations, adapting the optimism of postwar design to rattan. 

"Their designs could be austere and sculptural, but they added to the landscape a spirit of lightheartedness and a lot of personality," says Hackman, who contends
that it could only have come to fruition in Los Angeles. "Southern California has its own vernacular, one steeped in openness and progressiveness, and that
manifests itself in architecture and design."

Even during the dark days of tropical style in the '70s, when Lucite and fiberglass ruled, some Angelenos carried the tiki torch. "I got into rattan originally because I
could walk into a house and carry it all out by myself," says Harvey Schwartz, who maintained a tropical emporium on Melrose Avenue, where Barbra Streisand
shopped for her Malibu guesthouse. When "The Golden Girls" hit the air in the '80s, it was Schwartz who provided the fan-arm prewar chairs they sat in, sparking
another short nationwide revival.

By the '90s, the Tropi-California look had become drunk on a strange cocktail of influences. The Sunset Marquis Hotel mixed floral upholstery with classical French
furniture, and a new generation of lounge music fans, hopped up on Yma Sumac records and Bettie Page pinups, embraced the rum-soaked allure of tropical
kitsch. By the end of the decade, with Morocco, Thailand and Bali emerging as travel destinations and Eastern mysticism on the rise, new flavors joined the Tropi-
California mix.

Adam Isaacs, an agent at UTA, is an exponent of Tropi-California Zen. When he first set foot in the Cliff May Spanish condominium in Century City where he now
lives, the New York native immediately felt at home. "I'd always wanted something that felt like a loft," he says of the 4,000-square-foot space he shares with four
Abyssinian cats. "The day that I walked into this place, I said this is where all my stuff needs to live."

He had an ever-expanding collection of stuff, especially hand-wrought primitive teak furniture acquired on trips to Bali and through custom orders from L.A.'s
Warisan, an importer and retailer of Indonesian furniture. And there was one more thing: a long black lacquer sculpture-sofa by Zaha Hadid, winner of this year's
Pritzker Architecture Prize. Isaacs discovered the work at one of his favorite haunts in New York.

"I worship at the altar of Donna Karan," he admits. "I saw it in the store and fell in love with it and kind of got the apartment for the couch."

Isaacs painted the apartment's Mexican pavers white, creating a stage for the Hadid sofa and a collection of cymbal-like brass sculptures by the jeweler Robert
Lee Morris. "I love it when you can have something black and contemporary juxtaposed with something teak that is raw and you can feel the artisan hand on it," he
says of the mix, which extends to balconies furnished with Balinese benches and lush foliage. 

For Isaacs, it isn't just a matter of style to be more Baliwood than Hollywood, it's a necessity. "The only escape we have from the world we live in every day is
creating a home that feels so completely removed," Isaacs says. But Tropi-California isn't just about constructing your own palm-lined paradise; it's a design for
living that is simultaneously exotic and familiar. The neo-primitive philosophy Isaacs embraces today — the mix of tropical and modern — is part of the continuum
of Tropi-California. It is one that reaches back a century and will probably reach into another, always reinventing itself and, as Los Angeles tradition demands,
always embracing the new.

A century under the palms

Tropi-California décor has evolved from exotic to kitsch to the essence of contemporary casual. The highlights of 100 years of a homegrown style:

1904-19: East Coast emigres find their Victorian parlor wicker (once paired with potted palms in the solarium) to be lightweight and durable enough to use in and
out of doors, as the climate of California encouraged.

1920-29: Sica, a thin round vine also known as stick rattan, is introduced into such furniture as casual angular armchairs with built-in magazine slots by companies
such as Heywood-Wakefield, below. In Europe, Mies van der Rohe designs modernist tubular metal chairs with wicker seats. 

1930-39: Inspired by Filipino craftsmen who bend thick rattan rods into organic shapes, American designers twist the pliable but weather resistant material into
fanciful Deco and Streamline shapes. As a decorative accent, rattan, cane and sea grass are often mixed with Philippine mahogany. Ernest Beaumont-Gantt
opens Don the Beachcomber, the big kahuna of Tiki restaurants. 

1940-48: Rattan is the most prevalent furniture among American servicemen stationed in the Pacific. As imports grow, manufacturers such as Tropical Sun Rattan
in Pasadena, above, and Ritts Co. in Los Angeles spring up. Furniture designer Paul Frankl's pretzel-shaped armchair becomes an icon of the era. Rattan with
loud floral upholstery becomes popular for porches and rec rooms across the country.

1949-52: Architect Paul Williams builds a new wing at the Beverly Hills Hotel. The Martinique banana-leaf print wallpaper selected by decorator Don Loper defines
the postwar tropical look in Los Angeles. The hotel's lunch counter, right, looks the same today. In 1952, Danny Ho Fong opens Tropi-Cal in Los Angeles.

1953-58: In the years before Hawaii became the 49th state, the look of Hawaii and Polynesia become popularized in "From Here to Eternity" (1953) and "South
Pacific" (1958). Trader Vic's becomes a national chain, opening an outpost in the Beverly Hilton that still stands. As U.S. manufacturers cut corners, rattan starts to
look ratty and is soon surpassed in popularity by plywood and molded fiberglass modern furniture.

1959-65: "Gidget" and its sequel "Gidget Goes Hawaiian" are released and Elvis goes to the islands in "Blue Hawaii," launching the surf craze in America and the
beach movie genre around the world. 

1966-70: Woven furniture is reinvented with sleek designs from Scandinavia and Japan. During this era, the often-imitated 1959 hanging egg chair, left, by Nanna
and Jorgen Ditzel becomes a symbol of the swinging '60s. 

1971-79: Interest in Art Deco and Victoriana keeps classic rattan and wicker out of dumpsters, but the tropical look falls into dormancy.

1980-89: The sun-soaked style catches a new wave of popularity with set-in-Florida TV shows such as "Miami Vice" and "The Golden Girls." Prewar rattan classics
like fan-arm chairs, below, used on the set of the latter become highly collectible. 

1990-95: The Sunset Marquis Hotel and Villas in West Hollywood, above, reinterprets Tropi-California in rooms decorated with floral prints on European furniture.
The lounge music revival leads to a new appreciation of midcentury tiki kitsch. Former decorator Joe O'Brien opens the surf-centric Cabana Joe's in Venice.

1996-99: As Buddhism becomes hip, Asian influences join Moroccan accents in Tropi-California design. Warisan, a Balinese antique emporium and design firm,
opens a retail shop on Beverly Boulevard in Los Angeles. Schiffer publishes "Rattan: Tropical Comfort Throughout the House."

2000-04: Orange County artist Shag mixes Polynesian imagery with midcentury furniture for gallery paintings and commercial illustrations. The tiki torch ceremony
becomes must-see TV on "Survivor." The 50-year-old rattan firm McGuire releases a collection by designer Barbara Barry. Tommy Bahama and Cabana Joe's
become household names. National Geographic licenses its name for tropical furniture by Palecek like the Serengeti chair, above. 

Phinal Reminders: There is more information and a bunch of other events listed on the calendar on the club web page at:
http://www.keynorthwest.org. The Iguanas will be at the Oregon Zoo on July 14 and John Hiatt will be there on July 23. Sand
in the City is at the Pioneer Courthouse Square from July 16-18. Farther north, the PHOPS have the Tin Cup Chalice Charity
Golf Tournament on July 16 and the "Laid Back Attack" on July 17. Migration will be in Irvine on July 24 and there's much
more! Check it out! 

MOTM is almost sold out so if you would like to join us down island from November 4-7 this year in our sister city, Key West,
the registration information is at http://www.phip.com/motm/index.html. 

As always, if you have any suggestions, updates or questions contact us at mailboat@keynorthwest.org.

Happy Birthday USA! 

Phins Up!

Chris and Andrea Sloan    

Phearless Leaders

Key NorthWest Parrot Heads

Club Web Page: http://www.keynorthwest.org


