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A Salty Piece of Land Tour Set
Lists

Columbia, SC
The Colonia Center
02/17/05

Hot Hot Hot/Jungle
Music/Survivor Theme intro

01 Time Loves A Hero (Little
Feat song)

02 Off To See The Lizard
03 Hey Good Lookin'

04 Presents to Send Y ou

05 LifelsJust A Tire Swing
06 Come Monday

07 Last Mango In Parisfor
Captain Tony

08 Trip Around The Sun

09 Woman Goin' Crazy on
Caroline Street

10 License To Chill
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Ft. Lauderdale, FL
Office Depot Center
02/19/05

Hot Hot Hot/Jungle
Music/Survivor Theme intro

01 Ragtop Day

02 Off To See The Lizard
03 Hey Good Lookin'

04 Presents To Send You
05 LifelsJust A Tire Swing
06 Come Monday

07 Diamond AsBig As The
Ritz

08 Woman Goin' Crazy On
Caroline Street

09 License To Chill

10 Changes In Latitudes,
Changes In Attitudes

11 Changesin Latitudes, Changes11 The Horizon Has Been

in Attitudes

12 Cheeseburger In Paradise
13 Volcano

14 Rap Top Day

Defeated (Jack Johnson)

12 Cheeseburger In Paradise
13 Volcano

14 Southern Cross

Jacksonville, FL
Jacksonville Arena
02/21/05

Hot Hot Hot/Jungle Music/Survivor
Theme intro

01 Piece of Work

02 Off To See The Lizard
03 Hey Good Lookin'

04 Presentsto Send You
05 Ragtop Day

06 Come Monday

07 Diamond As Big As The Ritz

08 Woman Goin' Crazy on Caroline
Street

09 License To Chill

10 Changesin Latitudes, Changesin
Attitudes

11 The Horizon Has Been Defeated
(Jack Johnson)

12 Cheeseburger In Paradise
13 Volcano
14 Brown Eyed Girl



15 Brown Eyed Girl
Intermission
16 Why Don't We Get Drunk

(Johnny Carson Tribute)
17 LaVie Dansante (Tinaand

Intermission

15 Why Don't We Get Drunk
(Johnny Carson Tribute)

16 LaVie Dansante

17 Lighthouse (James Taylor

Intermission

16 Why Don't We Get Drunk (Johnny
Carson Tribute)

15 La Vie Dansante

Nadirah)

18 Lighthouse (James Taylor
song)

19 Banana Republics

20 Pencil Thin Mustache (Mac

song)

18 Banana Republics
19 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor
20 Gypsies In The Palace

16 Lighthouse (James Taylor song)

17 Banana Republics
18 Son of a Son of a Sailor
19 Southern Cross

and Jimmy)
21 Diamond AsBig As TheRitz 21 Last Mango In Paris 20 Coast of Carolina
22 Five O'Clock Somewhere 22 Coast Of Carolina 21 Boat Drinks
23 Coast of Carolina 23 Piece Of Work 22 One Particular Harbour
24 Piece of Work 24 One Particular Harbour 23 Margaritaville
25 lllis o zen ~fslEe 25 Margaritaville 24 Fins
Defeated (a Jack Johnson song)
26 One Particular Harbour 26 Fins
27 Margaritaville First Encore
First Encore 25 It's Five O'Clock Somewhere
First Encore 27 It's Five O’ clock Somewhere 26 Uncle John's Band
28 Fins 28 Boat Drinks
29 Uncle John's Band Second Encore
Second Encore 27 Pirate Looks At Forty (for Hunter
S. Thompson)
Second Encore 29 A Pirate Looks At Forty
30 A Pirate Looks At Forty
Charlotte, NC Tampa, FL
Charlotte Coliseum Ford Amphitheater
02/23/05 02/26/05

Hot Hot Hot/Jungle Music/Survivor Theme intro

01 Piece of Work

02 Stars On The Water

03 Coconut Telegraph

04 Presentsto Send You

05 Ragtop Day

06 Come Monday

07 Diamond As Big As The Ritz

08 Woman Goin' Crazy on Caroline Street

09 License To Chill

10 Changesin Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes
11 The Horizon's Has Been Defeated (Jack Johnson)
12 Cheeseburger In Paradise

13 Volcano

14 Gypsiesin the Palace

Hot Hot Hot/Jungle Music/Survivor Theme intro

01 Piece Of Work

02 Stars On The Water

03 Coconut Telegraph

04 Presents To Send Y ou

05 Ragtop Day

06 Come Monday

07 Diamond As Big As The Ritz

08 Woman Goin' Crazy On Caroline Street

09 License To Chill

10 Changesin Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes
11 The Horizon Has Been Defeated (Jack Johnson)
12 Cheeseburger In Paradise

13 Volcano

14 Gypsies In The Palace



Intermission

15 Why Don't We Get Drunk (Johnny Carson
Tribute)

16 LaVie Dansante

17 Lighthouse (James Taylor song)
18 Banana Republic

19 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor

20 Southern Cross

21 Coast of Carolina

22 Last Mango In Paris

23 One Particular Harbour

24 1t's Five O'Clock Somewhere
25 Margaritaville

First Encore
26 Fins
27 Uncle John's Band
Second Encore
28 Pirate Looks at Forty
2/
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The Hori zon Has Been Def eat ed

by Jack Johnson (fromhis "On and On"

The hori zon has been def eat ed

by the pirates of the new age
al i en casi nos

wel | maybe it's just time to say
t hi ngs can go bad

and make you want to run away
but as we grow ol der

the troubl es just seens to stay

Fut ure conplicati ons

in the strings between the cans

but no prints can conme from fingers
i f machi nes becone our hands

and then our feet becone the wheels
and then the wheels becone the cars
and then the rigs begin to dril
until the drilling goes too far

Thi ngs can go bad

and make you want to run away
but as we grow ol der

the horizon begins to fade away

Thi ngamaj i gsaw puzzl ed

anger don't you step too close
because people are lonely and only
animals with fancy shoes

hal | el uj ah zi g zag not hi ng

msery it's on the | oose

because people are lonely and only

Intermission

15 Why Don't We Get Drunk (Johnny Carson
Tribute)

16 LaVie Dansante

17 Lighthouse (James Taylor song)
18 Banana Republic

19 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor

20 Southern Cross

21 Trip Around The Sun

22 Last Mango In Paris

23 One Particular Harbour

24 1t's Five O'Clock Somewhere
25 Margaritaville

First Encore
26 Fins
27 Uncle John's Band

Second Encore
28 Pirate Looks At Forty for Hunter S. Thompson

al bum



animals with too nany tools
that can build all the junk that we sell
sonmetimes it makes you want to yel

Thi ngs can go bad

and make you want to run away
but as we grow ol der

the horizon begins to fade away
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Li ght house

By James Tayl or (from his al bum"CGorilla")

O f the coast of Africa
Bound for South Anerica

A world away from here

Is a ship that sails the sea
Is a man who's just |ike ne
And | wish that | was there

I'"'ma lonely |ighthouse, not a ship out in the night
I'' m wat ching the sea

She's conme hal f-way round the world to see the |ight
and to stay away from ne

There is a shipweck lying at ny feet

Some weary refugee fromthe rolling deep

Ah, would you lose it all and fall for ne?

( Chor us)

Coul dn't we shi ne?

I"'mrolling all ny golden nonents into one

Like to shine like the sun for one nore Sunmer day
Shine like a |ighthouse for one |ast Sunmer night
Fl ashi ng on, fl ashing, fading away

Well if you feel lost and |onely and don't know where to go
And you hear this song on the radio

O even if you're feeling healthy and strong

You might like to sing al ong

But just because | m ght be standi ng here

That don't nmean | won't be wrong this tinme

You could follow me and | ose your m nd

- Chorus -

O f the coast of Africa
bound for South Anerica

A world away from here

Is a ship that sails the sea
Is a man who's just |ike nme
And | wish that | was there

2/
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Jimmy Buffett brings fantasy, good times and music

By Dan Macdonald, The Times-Union



When it comes to providing a fantasy land, Jimmy Buffett is the real thing. When Buffett and his Coral Reefer
Band roll into town, they bring their own version of Mardi Gras with them.

Outside the Jacksonville Memorial Arena on Monday night, fans dressed in flowered shirts, beads, leis and parrot
hats frolicked to stilt-walkers and music. Middle-aged people dressed as if attending a frat party. Jimmy Buffett
was in town -- turn back the clock and forget real-life responsibilities. We are all living in the islands tonight.

Forget that Buffett is a millionaire many times over. To his fans, he's still the barefoot balladeer singing songs
about fun, sun and easy living.

The night was all Buffett --no opening act needed. He plays his music backed by an 11-piece band complete with
horns, steel guitar, congas and steel drums. The fantasy is perpetuated by with his two statuesque dancers, who
that made several appearances in skimpy island attire during the night.

The 28-song set covered all of the hits and but also moved along at a brisk pace. The 3-hours show -- that
included an intermission -- seemed to fly by.

Buffett eased himself onto the stage in Jacksonville, a city he hasn't played in nine years, with I'm a Piece of
Work, Off to See the Lizard and Hey, Hey Good-lookin', his latest hit on the country music charts.

The Buffett musical formula is simple little songs performed in a very big way. His band is well-rehearsed and
understands its job. They are there to provide the party, and they seem to have a good time doing it.

The first Buffett hit was Come Monday. When the hits came, Buffett needn't have sung a word. His fans stood,
swayed and sang loud. When it came time for Changes in Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes, he punctuated lines
by accenting various words with a hard beat as if singing the song in parody to keep himself interested.

He headed into the intermission singing Cheeseburger in Paradise and then performed Volcano and Brown
-Eyed Girl, both with a definite island beat. The hourlong set was a wonderfully paced performance.

Upon returning, the second act began with an acoustic version of James Taylor's Lighthouse. He serenaded
those behind the stage with his classic Son of a Son of a Sailor. It was quite a treat for those stuck in the worst
seats in the house.

When he took his fans to Margaritaville, the party was in high gear. During the instrumental portion, he kicked
beach balls back at the crowd and swayed to the music as he paced the stage.

During most of the show, Buffett relied on the two dancers as his special effects, but during Fins a large inflatable
shark flew above the crowd.

The first of two encores included his version of his hit duet It's Five O'clock Somewhere (with Alan Jackson) and
a cover of the Grateful Dead's Uncle John's Band. He dismissed the band to close the show with a touching
acoustic version of A Pirate Looks at Forty. As the song ended, a photo of journalist Hunter S. Thompson, who
took his own life earlier in the week, flashed on screens around the stage. It was one pirate saying goodbye to
another.

Jimmy Buffett is the rare performer who has developed a fan base so devoted that, in their eyes, he can do no
wrong. He may like to pretend he's a scoundrel, but he doesn't betray their trust.

2/

Faithful flock to Buffett concert
But "Vacationism" attitude ensures fun doesn't wait for music.

By Thomas Lake , The Times-Union



The margaritas could be Communion wine. The hymns have names such as Cheeseburger in Paradise. The
sanctuary? Any salty piece of land will do.

This religion's high priest is a singing beach bum named Jimmy Buffett. Now it just needs a name.

"It's Vacationism, basically," said Aaron Aschendorf, a 24-year-old butcher from Indiana who wore a brassiere of
plastic coconuts and packed enough tequila to kill a pirate. He joined a legion of fellow Vacationists (also known
as Parrot Heads) outside Veterans Memorial Arena on Monday to wait for Buffett's first Jacksonville show in 10
years.

This was an occasion of great import. This required leis, Hawaiian shirts and a fake pirate ship in the parking lot.
This was party time, even on a Monday afternoon in February, even if it meant setting your alarm for the middle
of the night so you could get up to call in sick to work.

Or skipping out at noon, in the case of Donny Keith, a 35-year-old shipping supervisor at Armor Holdings.

"My boss man said, '"Hmm, Jimmy Buffett's in town,™ she said. "He knew why | wanted to leave."

Then there was Scott Fisher, a dental insurance call-center supervisor who spent a week building a portable
wooden bar and brought it to the show on the bed of his Ford F150. By 4 p.m., he and his friends looked very

happy.

"l took a vacation day," he said. "And tomorrow and the next day. Need time to recuperate."

Minutes later, a grass-skirted gang surrounded a Times-Union reporter and practically forced him to sample a
margarita from a plastic gallon jug.

"We drink," said Laura Bolc, 23, of Jacksonville Beach. "We fight. We fight. We drink. We're Parrot Heads. Arrr!"
Across the street by the pirate ship, a man sauntered across the sand with a prosthetic rear end over his shorts.
Why? The answer became clear when an attractive young woman approached, asked for permission to be
photographed touching the fake posterior and then let the man touch her real one.

It was all part of the laissez-faire hedonism Buffett preaches from the stage. That same message led Aschendorf
to move from Indiana to Ponte Vedra Beach. Now that he's sold his two vans, he must ride his bike seven miles
to work. But he has money for a boat -- and the warm beach in February.

"What Buffett sells, other than T-shirts and rum, is escapism," he said. "And | bought into it, 100 percent.”

His fellow Vacationists gripped their margaritas and let him testify.

2/

Buffett's Appeal Transcends Time, Generations

Parrotheads Party at The Jacksonville Landing

By Melissa Ross, First Coast News

JACKSONVILLE, FL -- Rabid parrotheads began partying across the street from Veterans Memorial Arena hours
before the sold-out Jimmy Buffett concert was scheduled to begin Monday night, showing off their grass skirts,

silly hats, and of course, plenty of margaritas.

A spokeswoman for the arena says the 14,500 tickets sold out in less than an hour.



"Buffett has a huge following," said fan Jack Sweeney, who estimates he's seen the performer at least 20 times.
"The Grateful Dead had their fans, and Buffett has his."

Meanwhile, 18-year-old Hannah Taylor was gearing up for her first-ever Buffett show. "I'm really excited," she
said.

Buffett has played Jacksonville before, but never in the city's new arena, which is all decked out for a night in
Margaritaville.

Back to the top

Buffett fan gets one gift, gives another

By Tommy Tomlinson

Keith Houston didn't get to meet Jimmy Buffett. But he had a blast anyway.

And he ended up with a souvenir that not many people in the world can match -- at least for now.

| wrote about Keith on Wednesday. He's a former paramedic who lives with his family in Marietta, S.C., north of
Greenville. Three years ago he had a seizure on the job. Doctors found a brain tumor and gave him six months to
live.

But Keith and his wife, Julie, found out about Dr. Henry Friedman's experimental program at Duke University's
Brain Tumor Center. So far, the treatment -- injecting special antibodies into the tumor -- has worked. Keith is

cancer-free for now. But his illness is still considered terminal.

Keith is a huge Jimmy Buffett fan and had tickets to Buffett's show Wednesday night at the Charlotte Coliseum.
So Julie e-mailed around a few days before the show, trying to find a way for Keith to meet his favorite singer.

The e-mail found its way to me. | made a couple of calls and ended up talking to a very nice woman from Buffett's
management company who, in her very nice way, said no.

She had the Houstons' cell-phone number. | published where they were sitting. But none of Buffett's people
stopped by Wednesday night.

Keith is disappointed about that.
But here's a coincidence for you.

There is a company called ACI International that is in the footwear business. Next week they'll be introducing a
line of shoes called Soles of the Tropics. They're endorsed by Jimmy Buffett.

ACI International has two U.S. offices. One is in Los Angeles. The other one happens to be in Matthews. Scott
Coble of the Matthews office saw the story in the paper.

He got in touch with the Houstons, and they met him outside the Coliseum's Crown Club before the show.
When they did, he gave them a flip-flop signed by Jimmy Buffett.
"That was pretty cool," Keith said Thursday.

And then there was the show -- songs about rum drinks, fans in goofy hats, women in bikinis dancing onstage, a
slice of sun on a February night.

Buffett played "Come Monday" and "Son of a Son of a Sailor,” and of course he played "Margaritaville,” and Keith



soaked it in.
"l had a real good time. My wife and kids loved it, too," he said. "It was a great experience."

Scott Coble was one of several people who called me after Wednesday's story came out, trying to help in one
way or another. But one woman called with a different question.

Her son also has a brain tumor and is trying to get an appointment with Dr. Friedman at Duke. She wondered if
she could get in touch with Keith about the brain-tumor program.

He said sure.
So Keith didn't get to talk to Jimmy Buffett. But somebody who needs help will get to talk to Keith.

Gifts arrive in all kinds of ways.
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Local Parrotheads bring color to concert

Parrotheads-in-training: Buffett fans call the tiniest Parrotheads “Parakeets.”

Few singers draw a crowd like Jimmy Buffett.

Well, many musicians can play to a packed house, but Buffett's fans are usually more colorful than most. Called
“Parrotheads,” Buffett’s followers not only listen to the music but many subscribe to the whole tropical way of life
that Buffett's music encourages.

According to local fans, Jacksonville is full of Parrotheads.

“We're a little like Deadheads [fans who followed the Grateful Dead] but we all have real jobs,” said
self-proclaimed Parrothead Steven Orr, who has seen Jimmy Buffett in concert more than 40 times.

Orr is a vice president at Teaching Point, a Jacksonville textbook publisher, and describes himself as “beyond a
fanatic.” A member of the Beaches A1A Parrotheads Club, Orr said he has been a Parrothead his whole life. He
said he loves Buffett’'s music and “the whole Key West lifestyle.”

What's the big draw?

“In one word — escapism,” Orr said. “He creates fun.”

Charlie Yelton, president and a charter member of the club, said he is definitely drawn to the tropical way of life.
“It's the atmosphere and the charisma,” Yelton added. “He gives you an escape with his music.”

He said he has been to 30 to 40 Buffett concerts all along the East Coast. Yelton said his next goal is to follow
the singer out west, possibly to catch a performance in Los Vegas.

The concert isn’t the only thing that local Buffett fans are looking forward to this month. The Beaches A1A
Parrotheads and PHINS (another local club, which stands for Parrotheads in Natural Settings) have planned
events during the weekend preceding the show.

They’re hosting a pre-concert party Sun., Feb. 20 at the Landing, beginning at 1 p.m. There will be a “Far Side of
the Dock” boat decorating contest and at 4 p.m. the party moves into Mongo’s for food, entertainment and a
mini-mart. There will be a cover charge to get in.

On Feb. 21, the Parrotheads will begin pre-show partying at noon at the Jacksonville Fairgrounds. Musician Brian
Turner will perform and food will be served. Cost is $15 and the deadline to sign up to attend this party is Feb. 12.
Orr also is running a web site, www.buffett2006.com, encouraging Buffett to run for governor of Florida next year.

2/




Yo! A little help for Section 231!

By Tommy Tomlinson

Keith Houston listens to Jimmy Buffett and hears an escape from the real world.
That sounds good right about now.

Keith and his family live in Marietta, S.C., a small town north of Greenville.

He was a paramedic. One day in 2002 he had a seizure on the job. Doctors found a tumor in the left frontal lobe
of his brain. They gave him six months.

Keith and his wife, Julie, decided they would try anything. They heard about Dr. Henry Friedman's experimental
treatments at the Duke Brain Tumor Center.

One of the treatments uses something called monoclonal antibodies -- special proteins that seek out and Kkill
cancer cells. In 2003, doctors at Duke injected the antibodies into Keith's tumor.

As of now, Keith is cancer-free. But his case is still considered terminal. And this is where Jimmy Buffett comes
in.

Keith, Julie and their kids will be sitting in Section 231, Row T, when Buffett plays the Charlotte Coliseum tonight.
And they'd love to meet him.

This goes back to when Keith was growing up in Florida.

His dad brought a Buffett record home one day and Keith fell for it right away -- "his carefree way, just the way he
goes through life."

Keith lived in St. Augustine for awhile and would watch Buffett sail in and out of port. One night, at least 15 years
ago, Keith was at a bar there and Buffett walked in and started singing. It's the only time Keith has seen him play.

Keith passed on the Buffett vibe to his wife and kids. They have Parrothead hats in their RV and a University of
Margaritaville sticker on their Econoline van.

Julie even chose the name Savannah for their daughter, not knowing that Buffett's daughter has the same name.

"We've been trying to meet him or go to a show for years, but the time or the money didn't work out," Julie says.
"We've just decided we need to go ahead and do everything we always wanted to do."

| talked to somebody at the Coliseum about Keith.

The request got passed up the line, first to the concert promoter, then to HK Management, Buffett's management
company.

Tuesday afternoon a woman from HK Management called. She was very sorry to say that several people had
made the same request and Buffett couldn't accommodate everybody and so the answer was no.

She said she would send Keith some merchandise, a couple of T-shirts, a couple of hats.

And of course the Houstons have their tickets to the show. Julie arranged Keith's checkup at Duke for Tuesday,
so they could spend the night there and swing back through Charlotte today.



They look forward to hearing Jimmy Buffett sing about the life Parrotheads dream of, the one with cheeseburgers
in paradise, the one with that frozen concoction that helps you hang on.

Keith and Julie and their kids, Savannah and Ellis. Section 231, Row T.

Just in case somebody wants to find them.
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Never too old for Margaritaville
By Shirley Upton -- T&D Correspondent

My husband and I, together with our friends Mary and Billy, were recently transported to Margaritaville via the
experience of a Jimmy Buffett concert in Columbia.

Jimmy's concerts are not ones where people go to sit quietly and listen to the music. However, we expected a
mostly middle-aged audience and were astounded to discover that the average age was about 21. People of all
ages, male and female, were attired in grass skirts, leis and various parrot heads. One middle-aged and quite
overweight gentlemen went topless with a bra made of a split coconut shell, a grass skirt and a big smile on his
face.

Kids were partying in the parking lot hours before the show, and the mouth-watering aroma of barbecuing meat
filled the air along with Jimmy's music. The scene recalled memories of my own youth and the wonderful,
carefree life | enjoyed as a teenager before adult responsibilities claimed my time and attention.

| haven't attended a concert like this for more years than | care to remember. The audience, on their feet for
almost the entire show, sang, danced and screamed continuously — that is, when they weren't on their cell
phones calling their friends. The result of all the screaming must have been severe cases of laryngitis when they
returned home or to their dorm rooms at USC.

The show also brought me back to the time when my now grown children were teenagers and regularly attending
the concerts of their favorite artists. Steven, my oldest, was a Grateful Dead "Deadhead,"” and he and his friends
followed the band wherever they went, whenever possible.

I'm happy to report that this preoccupation with the group didn't do any harm to their futures, since his friends
grew up to include a neurosurgeon, an orthodontist and a couple of attorneys who got their partying out of their
systems before settling down to careers and families.

My daughter, Jill, was a U2 fan and one of the most dedicated concert screamers, which earned her the name of
"shrill Jill" from her brothers. Jill sang "Good-bye Ruby Tuesday" at the top of her lungs both at concerts and at
home. When she returned from a concert, she was literally speechless, a condition that the whole family
appreciated.

I don't recall screaming so loud for Elvis or the Beatles but, of course, time has a tendency of dimming memories.
I do vividly remember attending Alan Freed's first rock-and-roll concert in Manhattan and rocking and rolling with
the best of them.

Rather than making us feel old, the Jimmy Buffett concert was a fun, nostalgic, uplifting experience for four
Santee "old-timers."

2/
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Howard Hughes" 1939 Boeing 307 Stratoliner Converted into Private Yacht Discovered by Jimmy Buffett
in Song and Novel Listed on Ebay for $9,000,00

Sat Feb 26, 7:00 AM ET
This ebay auction will begin on 2/25/05 and last for 10 days. The reserve price is $9,000,000.00

(PRWEB) February 26, 2005 -- As mentioned in The Aviator with Leonardo DiCaprio, this was the first
commercially built pressurized airplane that was designed to fly above the weather, or 20.000 feet, that was the
reason for Howard Hughes purchasing TWA in 1939. This plane was one of ten built and only one of two still in
existence. The other surviving 307 Stratoliner is owned by the National Air and Space Museum at the new Dulles
Udvar-Hazy Annex. In 1964 due to damage from Hurricane Cleo in Fort Lauderdale the surviving Hughes 307
fuselage was saved and modified into a 56" yacht and launched in 1974. In 1992, while cruising around Fort
Lauderdale, Jimmy Buffett discovered the "Plane Boat" and wrote her into his best- selling novel "Where is Joe
Merchant?" He later composed "Desdemona’s Building a Rocketship”, from the "Banana Wind" CD also about
the vessel. This is the only land-based airplane turned yacht in the world and now functions as a personal yacht
for David Drimmer and Aaron Kiss, owners of "Photo Sails", a new and worldwide patented advertising medium
featured at Photosails.com . Now this fully functional yacht is operated using the original 1939 aircraft controls
that used to fly the plane. Powered by twin Yamaha 50 HP four-stroke, high-thrust motors and capable of cruising
at 13 knots, this extremely maneuverable vessel can turn 360 degrees in its own length. Teak and holly wooden
floors now adorn the entire sole of the vessel and its newly rebuilt hull is in perfect shape. A generator and new
electronics along with original Raymond Loewy designed furniture and fittings are featured in the salon next to the
original bar that Rita Hayworth had custom windows installed so she could see the clouds go by while she poured
martinis for many famous guests like Hedda Hopper and George Jessel. Countless media outlets, including
People, Oprah, Ripley"s, ABC, CBS, NBC, CNN, Travel, Discovery, HGTV channels, have enjoyed the privilege
of exposing the now named "Cosmic Muffin", the name chosen by Jimmy Buffett and remains the name of the
craft today.

For more information, check out http://www.planeboats.com or http://www.ebay.com
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The world according to Parrot Heads
It's the beach. It's the pals. It's the life. It's $93 to the show. And they don't mind.

By CHASE SQUIRES, Times Staff Writer
Published February 24, 2005

“Capt’n” Harry Fink (center, with microphone) gets the local Parrot Heads Club ready for a conga line at one of
their recent gatherings at Storman’s Nightclub on Ulmerton Road.

Jimmy Buffett, the high priest of beach living, might fly around the country inspecting his corporate empire in a
private plane, but in verse he still evokes memories of sand in the flip-flops and booze in the blender.

When Jimmy Buffett comes to town, his disciples make the pilgrimage.

It's not an option. There are no decisions to be made. No cost-benefit analysis. Members of the Church of Buffett,
Orthodox, just go. It's what they do.

The Parrot Heads, as his fans are known, come in goofy hats and Hawaiian shirts. They unfold tents and
umbrellas and set up boom boxes and party in the parking lot. They dance in conga lines holding their hands on
their heads like shark fins. They know every urban legend about their favorite troubadour, every line from his



books, and every last lyric.
The whole thing never, ever seems to get old.

Never mind that their spiritual leader hasn't been one of the poor, carefree beach bums he sings about since the
Carter administration. Never mind that with his business empire, private airplanes and mansions he's closer to
Warren Buffett than the scruffy guy on his old vinyl album covers.

When tickets for Saturday's Buffett show at the Ford Amphitheatre went on sale last month, the nearly 10,000
seats sold out in less than 15 minutes. Another 10,000 general admission lawn tickets quickly followed.

He doesn't do interviews. He ditched the drug and drunk jokes. He has lent his name to everything from T-shirts
to tequila, opened a restaurant on the Strip in Las Vegas, and next year, he turns 60.

By the time Ticketmaster added its charges, taxes and fees, fans shelled out more than $93 each for a seat.
"He's not a Parrot Head," admitted Tampa Bay Parrot Head Club founder and president "Capt'n" Harry Fink.
If that sounds like heresy, relax. He's joking . . . probably.

Fink - who actually does live on a boat - acknowledges that none of the nearly 1,000 area club members are likely
to be found in Buffett's social circles. They don't have Palm Beach addresses and don't own record labels and
restaurants. But that doesn't matter. They follow Jimmy Buffett, the legend.

The fact that there's actually a real person named Jimmy Buffett who sings at concerts is just a bonus, another
reason to party.

"To tell you the truth, we're not a fan club," Fink said, before one of the club's twice-monthly (sometimes
thrice-monthly) gatherings at Storman's Nightclub in Feather Sound. "We're not about Jimmy Buffett, but we're
about what Jimmy Buffett puts out there. We're fans of the lifestyle."

"It's sort of like with Star Trek fans,” explained longtime Parrot Head Eddy Tamayo, a philosophy and history
professor at Saint Leo University. "It's not about the man, it's about what he stands for. Shatner was a (schlub),
but Capt. Kirk was a hero."

A conversation with Fink - a 50-year-old corporate debt manager - started with some Buffett memories, but he
quickly turned talk to the mission of the club he started 10 years ago. He said it's among the biggest Parrot Head
club chapters in America, and the fun members have together far outweighs the importance of a singer they
happen to gravitate to.

The club's motto, "Let's Leave the World a Little Better Than We Found It, and Have a Blast Doing It," reflects the
good works members do, Fink said. Trash pickups routinely remove thousands of pounds of litter from the
Courtney Campbell Parkway; fundraisers have collected more than $120,000 to save manatees; an endowment
of $28,000 benefits Florida marine science students; and the club has been honored for volunteer work on behalf
of the Lowry Park Zoo.

Buffett's tales of life by the beach, drinks by the ocean and laughter in the sun may have special meaning for the
club members, but in time club members belong more to each other than to Jimmy Buffett, the man, Fink said.
The annual concerts are just an excuse to get together and sing the songs they all know by heart.

"l grew up with the music,” said Rachel Keller, a 26-year-old second-generation Parrot Head. "The songs are my
lullabyes, and these are my best friends."

And the circle of friends keeps growing.
Fresh from the islands, Kevin Clouser and Mike McCarthy moved last year to Pinellas County from the U.S.

Virgin Islands, where they lived for more than a year. They were in a John's Pass shop, Wild Time Island Wear,
when they spotted a sign advertising the club.



Clerk LaDonna "Hippie Chick" Alvarez had posted the notice.

Wearing jeans painted with flowers to the party, her toes adorned with rings, Alvarez said being a missionary for
the Parrot Head way of life, spreading the word to the tense and uptight, brings her joy.

"These are the people | love. That's what it's like for me. No matter how bad things get, I'm okay here," she said.
"Last year, | lost my job, | had my fiance walk out on me, | was in a car wreck, | had to file bankruptcy, and the
IRS sent me a bill for $1,500. But it's all okay with my friends. They're more family than family."

So what's another $93 for a ticket to the show?
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Preaching to the choir

Jimmy Buffett, the high priest of beach living, might fly around the country inspecting his corporate empire in a
private plane, but in verse he still evokes memories of sand in the flip-flops and booze in the blender. And for
fans, that makes everything all right:

By Times Staff
Published February 24, 2005

The world according to Parrot Heads
It's the beach. It's the pals. It's the life. It's $93 to the show. And they don't mind.

-- "Now in my line of work, | seem to see a lot more than most, Write 'em down, pass 'em around, It's the gospel
from the coast.” - Floridays

-- "Lookin' back at my hard luck days, | really do have to laugh, Workin' in a dive for twenty six dollars, Spendin' it
all on grass." - Peanut Butter Conspiracy

-- "Ain't no video king, I still have to sing, For my supper each night." - Homemade Music

-- "The wino and | know, the pain of street singin’, Like a door-to-door salesman, knows the pains of bell ringin’,
Strange situation, wild occupation, Livin' my life like a song." - The Wino and | Know

-- "I know that this may sound funny, But money don't mean nothin' to me, | won't make my music for money, No,
I'm gonna make my music for me." - Makin' Music for Money

- "l got no corporate gig." - Overkill
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College pals here remember Buffett

by Carrie Resch
Staff Writer

What would the world of music be like if Jimmy Buffett became a Navy pilot instead of a singer? There would be
no Margaritaville, just Margarita drinkers. Parrotheads would be a term belonging only to birds.



And he certainly wouldn’t be appearing at the Arena tonight before 14,000 or so avid supporters who bought
every ticket within a half-hour after they went on sale.

No, a woman wasn’t to blame in this instance of Buffett’s idea to get his wings. He was actually planning to be in
the military, but his college friends encouraged him to record instead because they just knew someday that he
would be a star.

According to two of his fraternity brothers who now live in Jacksonville, he was always the same as he is now, a
free-spirited, flower shirt wearing, barefooted singer who loved to entertain.

Buffett attended college at Southern Mississippi in Hattiesburg in the late 60s and was in the Kappa Sigma
fraternity along with Joe Demoramval and Phil Voss.

Demoramval lives in Jacksonville and works at Wood Treaters. He grew up with Buffett in Mobile and they
attended high school together at an all-boys Catholic school.

“There was a place on the top floor we called the ‘B.S. Room’ where there were sofas and a sit-in area,”
Demoramval recalled. “He was always there or on the stairs writing songs or plucking away at his guitar.”

Later they attended college together and were in the same fraternity, inducted at the same time.
Fraternity brothers Buffett and Rick Bennet were in the same band in college.

Demoramval said, “People used to call them Buffett Bennet. They were both free spirits and in charge of setting
up house parties in Panama City or the Gulf Coast.”

Demoramval thought that Buffet might be famous someday, but not to this magnitude because of his laid back
ways.

“He just really liked singing, playing, and scuba diving,” Demoramval remembers. “He’s just a lot of fun.”
Although he and Buffet don’t really keep in touch much anymore, Demoramval attends some of his shows and he
and his family big fans of his music. They plan on attending this show and doing some luau-type tailgating before
the performance.

Voss, who works for LSI, was Buffett’s frat house roommate and also when they rented an old house together for
a short period of time.

“What you see is what you get. Back then he wore a flower shirt, cutoffs and was barefooted, and the next time |
saw him 30 years later he was wearing a flower shirt, cutoffs and was barefooted,” Voss said. “He’s real and also
a real smart guy.”

Voss still keeps occasional contact with Buffett by phone or email, more so in the last couple of years.

Voss recalled, “Jimmy always wanted to be a Navy pilot and | wanted to be a famous musician, and then |
became a Navy pilot and he became a famous musician.”

When asked if he was a fan of Buffett’s music, he replied, “Yeah, isn’t everybody?”
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Parrot heads have tropical attitude, if not latitude
Jimmy Buffett fans party with a purpose: charity

By Mary Meehan

HERALD-LEADER STAFF WRITER

Bob Wolf is facing a tough decision.



"A car ... sand. A car ... sand,"” Wolf repeats this mantra, slowly leveling his hands as if balancing imaginary
scales.

Wolf, a "parrot head" from Winchester, has secured tickets to a Jimmy Buffet concert in Hawaii -- a chance to see
the troubadour of paradise in paradise.

His wife, Debbie, a parrot head herself, isn't sure that the money for the trip might not be better spent on a new
car.

Wolf, sitting in his parrot-appointed basement in a parrot-themed shirt, clearly is leaning toward a luau on the
lava.

A perfectly reasonable man who makes a nice living selling high-end audio-visual technology, he has fallen prey
to the call of the margarita, the pull of a cheeseburger in paradise. When you descend the stairs into his
basement, you are surrounded by a sea-themed mural that shows it is always 5 o'clock somewhere. To go to the
bathroom, you turn right at the shark wearing a grass skirt.

Wolf is one among legions of parrot heads, fanatical followers of singer Jimmy Buffett, the laid-back son of a son
of a sailor who has written about the benefits of balmy breezes for 30 years. (Think of them as Dead Heads -- the
tied-dyed legions who followed the Grateful Dead -- but with day jobs.)

As for the love of all things Buffett, Wolf says, "You either get it or you don't."

Really, the Bluegrass Parrot Head Club, of which Wolf is president, gets more than the music of a 58-year-old,
surf-riding songwriter. The music? Terrific. The lifestyle it dangles before you like a cool tropical drink on a
scorching day? Priceless.

But it's not just the tug of the tropics that has kept the Bluegrass Parrot Head Club together long enough to
celebrate its 10th anniversary.

For them, like 200 or so parrot head clubs across America, it's partying with a purpose.

Saturday's anniversary party, a daylong affair, benefits the Alzheimer's Association of Greater Kentucky.

Sure, Michelle Rawlings of Lexington hauled 2 tons of sand in her truck to Cincinnati to create a beach before a
Buffett concert, but she also has collected supplies for the Humane Society, helped raise money for Big
Brothers-Big Sisters, and collected toiletries for the Hope Center, which helps homeless men and women.

(Two tons of sand, by the way, is not really enough for a suitable beach, she says.)

"You just meet so many different people,” Rawlings says. They all share an affinity, in some form, for coconut
bras and grass skirts, but also for helping their community.

Rawlings, the Wolfs and the 100 or so others in the local "phlock" like Buffett's music and love to have a good
time, but the club is also an outlet for good deeds.

"l figured they would party pretty heavily, and we do that pretty well,” Bob Wolf says, "but it is also the
camaraderie and the charity" that keep him coming back.

It's easy to get drawn in, Rawlings says, even if you are reluctant at first. "l dated a guy who was a huge parrot
head. | thought he was crazy."

The guy didn't last, but her love of pink flamingos lives. At 26, she is one of the younger fans of a man who first
hit the popular music scene in the mid-1970s. Wearing pink flamingo socks, she says that parrot head love goes
beyond just the music. Many parrot heads actively embrace the-ideal of a tropical lifestyle.

At concerts, unlikely friendships blossom, and parrot heads from all over meet. Rawlings is particularly fond of a
parrot head named Elvis. Bob Wolf is impressed by the guy who turned a 1937 fire truck into a rolling tiki bar.



They form an unofficial network, especially locally. Say, for example, a great flamingo plate is to be found at Big
Lots. The parrot heads will be ringing through the coconut telegraph, and someone will tell someone else, and
soon enough, the plates are sold out. Rawlings and her current boyfriend, a fan but not a fanatic, have worked
out a system for decorating their home. If she can manage to get a new pink flamingo in the house for three days
and he doesn't notice it, it gets to stay.

"Some people think it's strange to hang out with people old enough to be my parents, but it is a parrot head
thing," she said.

Her parents, by the way, have joined.

Wolf, soaking up a bit of parrot heaven in his basement on a long, gray Kentucky winter day, said he loves Buffett
because his music represents an "attitude and a lifestyle.”

"We can't all live in the tropics. You've got responsibilities. You've got the PTA." But, he said, we can all dream of
retiring there someday. (He's got an alter ego picked out -- "Cabana Boy Bob.")

As Rawlings said, "It's just great to see a guy who wears a suit and a tie every day wearing a grass skirt and
coconuts."

2/

+ —

Montserrat hopes to rise from the ashes
By Cheryl Blackerby

Palm Beach Post Staff Writer

Saturday, February 26, 2005

LITTLE BAY, Montserrat — Five men sat on benches at the tiny W.H. Bramble Airport waiting for the plane from
Antigua. It was midday, June 25, 1997.

"How would you escape if the volcano blew?" asked taxi driver George White. The question was rhetorical
because it had been two years since the Soufriere Hills volcano had roared to life after sleeping for three
centuries.

Cheryl Blackerby/The Post

The men, and everybody else on this tiny, lush Caribbean island, had learned to live with the thunderous
bellowing that rattled windows and the lightning that shot out of the mountain's dome.

No one was surprised anymore by the fist-sized pyroclastic rocks thrown a dozen miles into the Safe Zone on the
north end of the island, breaking car and house windows. The volcano had become a cantankerous neighbor that
was loud and annoying, but it hadn't hurt anyone.

Joseph Tuitt, a baggage handler, said he would escape on the road that twisted up the mountain from his family's
house in the "Exclusion Zone" — two-thirds of the island considered unsafe and sealed off by the government
after the first explosion. All five men had houses, crops and memories there, and they would return to sit on their
porches and in their favorite chairs and plan for the future when the volcano would sleep again.

Within an hour, three of the men, including Tuitt, were dead. He had, unfortunately, chosen the wrong time to visit



his house and the wrong road to get away from it.

The men had never fully understood what the volcano could do. But who could picture ash heated to 1,200-plus
degrees barreling down a mountain at 100 mph? Nineteen bodies were recovered in the Exclusion Zone, and 10
people are still missing.

George White survived, and he will never underestimate the volcano again, although he has chosen to stay on
the island in the Safe Zone, only 13.3 square miles of the 39.9-square-mile British colony.

"I live here day to day. And | listen to the alerts on the radio. I'm on a waiting list to move into a new house," he
said, gazing at the steam puffing out of the volcano like a teakettle.

Montserrat lost three-quarters of its population a decade agoas terrified residents escaped to safety in other
lands, most moving to Britain and the rest to the U.S. and nearby islands.

The residents remaining on the island hunkered down in the Safe Zone, many moving into new, prefabricated
houses built in Cuba and shipped to the island. Some of the evacuees have returned in the past couple of years.
The population was 11,000 before 1995, when the volcano first started belching and earthquakes were a
common-day occurrence; now it is 4,500.

The official death toll from the 1997 eruption remains at 29, remarkable considering the epic destruction.
A rare royal visit

Life goes on, even in the shadow of a raging volcano. Britain's Princess Anne arrived Monday via helicopter to
open the new airport terminal in the Safe Zone and visit the new hospital. Islanders were delighted that she spent
two nights on the island, considered extremely dangerous and avoided by most people traveling in the
Caribbean.

But the volcano behaved for three days while the princess met scientists at the Montserrat Volcano Observatory,
chatted with students at the Montserrat Community College and with firemen at the new fire station.

The last time Princess Anne was on the island was in 1973, to lay the cornerstone for Glendon Hospital in the
lovely capital city of Plymouth. On this week's trip, she flew in a helicopter over the city, now buried under 40 feet
of ash, solidified by rain into ground as black and sparkling as granite.

Plymouth and its 200-year-old Georgian houses built from stone that came from England as ballast on sailing
ships are gone forever. Cows and goats that once grazed on farmland now run wild through the yards of
abandoned houses in Plymouth's suburban ghost towns.

Strand Street next to the waterfront, where fishermen and farmers set up shop at the crowded marketplace, is
interred 40 feet under. And Glendon Hospital's new addition, one of the most technologically advanced in the
Caribbean, never had a chance to open. The American University of the Caribbean, the Flora Fountain Hotel, the
Texaco station, the supermarket and the library all are gone.

And the city's pride and joy, the $10 million seaport the government built in hopes of attracting large cruise and
cargo vessels, juts from a mountain of black stones into a sea empty of cruise ships.

Once so green the island was called the Emerald Isle, the charred hillsides now look ghostly and haunted.
Tattered clothes still hang on clothes lines behind pastel houses that remain standing on the outskirts of town. No
trees or grass grow in Plymouth, and the only sound in a deadly quiet is a metal door banging on an empty
house.

Only the top 10 inches of a few streetlights stick out of the ground. At the Montserrat Springs Hotel, the reception
desk stands a foot out of volcanic mud, which flowed through the hotel lobby. Incredibly, a stack of hotel
brochures has remained on the desktop. Cows drink out of the swimming pool, filled with rain water.

Settled in the 17th century by Irish immigrants and African slaves, the mountainous Caribbean island became



famous for the visiting jet-setters such as the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, Stevie Wonder, and Earth, Wind and
Fire, who recorded at Air Studio, now closed but still standing on a hill. Andy's Bar, where Paul McCartney, Sting
and Elton John used to hang out, is open for business in the Safe Zone, but there are no celebrities.

Islanders jokingly sing the prophetic Volcano, a song recorded in Montserrat by Jimmy Buffett: "I don't know
where I'm a-gonna go when the volcano blow."

There's nowhere to go but the Safe Zone, and everywhere else, the 3,000-foot Soufriere (French for sulfur) Hills
volcano threatens. It has killed cattle and demolished rain forests. It is small, particularly compared with the
8,000-foot Mount St. Helens in Washington, but it is very dangerous.

Car bumper stickers in Montserrat warn, "Trust no cloud.”
'l still can't believe it'

On a brilliant day, with no clouds in the sky except the blue steam over the volcano, George White stood on Jack
Boy Hill and looked down at the airport where he and his four friends had chatted that day in 1997. The terminal
and half the runway were buried by a river of black rocks and dirt.

"l look at it, and still | can't believe it," he said.

No planes have landed on the island since 1997. The only way to get to Montserrat is by ferry or helicopter from
Antigua. Tourists and visitors, even relatives, are few.

The volcano is exceptionally active, occasionally sending rocks and ash 30,000 feet into the air, and in 1996
forcing the emergency landing of an Air Canada jet after pitting its windows. Planes give the island a wide berth.

Scientists at the Montserrat Volcano Observatory say there is a 60 percent chance of another major explosion
within a year.

Sue Loughlin, a geologist from Edinburgh, Scotland, has been director of the observatory since October. "It
appears very quiet,” she said, scrutinizing the black mountain from the vantage point of the hilltop observatory.
Appearances are deceiving.

"We monitor the seismicity (the ground vibrations), the gases and the deformation (slow, long-term ground
movement). All those are elevated. It spews 200 tons of sulfur dioxide per day. The volcano is inflating. We have
earthquakes most days, and the eruptions haven't stopped.”

And they are anticipating the day when it will explode, shooting ash and fire upwards and sideways. "There is 60
percent probability that it will start again in 2005. These types of volcanoes, like Mount St. Helens, are quite
active."

The dome, made of sticky thick lava that doesn't flow, is building and at some point — it's impossible to predict
when — will collapse, causing avalanches of rock and ash powder. When it rains, which is often in Montserrat,
the rock and powder turn into mud flows. Meanwhile, the volcano exhales a constant stream of ash and gases:
water vapor, sulfur dioxide and hydrogen sulfide.

There are four volcanoes on the island, but the other three — "quite ancient,” Loughlin said — are not active. The
Soufriere Hillsvolcano operates independently of other volcanoes in the area and is not an omen of eruptions on
other islands.

How safe is the Safe Zone, she is often asked. "I've brought my 18-month-old daughter, so I think it's safe. There
is a huge amount of monitoring that is continuously updated, and there is lots of international collaboration.”

Volcano creates own storms

The last large-scale explosion was in July 2003. Meanwhile, the volcano generates its own storms with lightning
and thunder. When it rains, people look outside to make sure it is rain and not rocks. When it thunders, they are



visibly frightened.

But on this 10th anniversary of the first eruption, there is lots to be excited about. A new capital city, still to be
named, will be built near Little Bay, where the ferry docks each morning.

The new airport opens in May, and the coral-painted terminal is completed. Two attractive new towns, Lookout
Village and Manjack, have been built to house hundreds of displaced residents.

The sun still shines on Montserrat, and in the Safe Zone there's a line at the Bank of Montserrat ATM machine.
Children in plaid uniforms romp on the playground of the new school in Lookout.

In July, more than 100 scientists who have studied the volcano over the past decade, will return to the Montserrat
observatory to look at the latest research.

In the shadow of the volcano, new stores, new banks and a new hotel, the Tropical Mansion Suites, were built by
residents who believed in a future for the island. And Winair will be landing 19-seat deHavilland Twin Otters
(short landing and takeoff planes built for short runways) at the new airport. Islanders hope tourists will be on
those planes.

The 292 islanders who remain in the U.S. will soon lose their humanitarian visas; the deadline for leaving the
U.S. is Sunday. Perhaps they, too, will move home.

"We are struggling very badly, trying to keep our heads above water. It's very difficult,” said Keith Greaves, press
officer for the Montserrat government, whose office is in a new government building in Brades near Little Bay.

"But | believe in the country. Those of us who have decided to stay made a conscious decision to rebuild our
country. Come high or low, we're going to be here. There's absolutely a future for Montserrat, but we'll have to
pull long and hard to build it."

At Tina's restaurant in Brades, fresh snapper is served on crisp linen tablecloths to a roomful of customers. In
December, hundreds of islanders turned up for a Calypso competition by the sea in Little Bay.

And George White is getting more customers, even a few day-trippers from Antigua, who are arriving on the ferry
to take a look at a volcano.
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Florida Bars Settle Dispute Over Hemingway

Updated: Saturday, Feb. 26, 2005 - 3:11 PM

KEY WEST, Fla. (AP) - Two bars in Ernest Hemingway's former hometown have
resolved a dispute over who can use the name of the author's old watering

hole. Sloppy Joe's Bar and Captain Tony's Saloon are half a block from each
other, and both claim Hemingway as a former patron.

>From 1933 to 1937, Hemingway's friend "Sloppy Joe" Russell ran a bar in a
former city morgue. Russell moved his business half a block to the current
Sloppy Joe's location in 1937 and Captain Tony's took over the morgue
building.

Captain Tony's signs identify it as "The First and Original Sloppy Joe's,
1933-1937."



Last year Sloppy Joe's sued Captain Tony's, claiming trademark infringement
and saying Captain Tony's was creating confusion.

They settled out-of-court, a lawyer said Friday.
Under the agreement, Captain Tony's must stop using the truncated phrase

"The Original Sloppy Joe's" but it can still use the "The Original Sloppy
Joe's from 1933 to 1937."
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Lookin' For Margaritaville: Place And Imagination In Jimmy Buffett's Songs

In 1977, Jimmy Buffett, a popular singer-songwriter, released a song entitled "Margaritaville." Since then, people
of every description have traveled vicariously through Buffett's music looking for the place that he called
Margaritaville. But where exactly is this place, and why do Burlett fans believe that finding Margaritaville is a
worthwhile objective? The search for Margaritaville is an elusive one. It has yet to appear on any map, but it is
through Buffett's music that images of the place--both real and imagined--re created. This paper explores the
images crafted by Buffett's music and song lines, focusing on the construction of these images by the songwriter
and their consumption by the audience. It suggests that although Margaritaville may not exist in reality, its image
is firmly etched in the minds of Buffett fans.

Margaritaville . . . the name suggests a tropical paradise on a stretch of white sand in the Caribbean, South
Florida, or perhaps the coasts of Mexico. But where exactly is Margaritaville, and why do so many people seek to
find it? Margaritaville is both real and imagined. Its reality is reflected in Key West and the many tourist towns
found in tropical regions. More important, it is a place of the mind, a refuge where worldly concerns disappear,
and a place to escape from the hassles of everyday life. Jimmy Buffett, the singer-songwriter who introduced us
to Margaritaville, claims that his "fantasy has always been to find that perfect laid-back town by the ocean, the
kind of place where the locals are all legendary characters who spend their days mixing up margaritas, where the
air is always warm, and where the sea is crystal clear . . ." (Buffett 1992, 10). That place, he believes, is a real
Margaritaville of the mind.

Cultural geographers have long exhibited an interest in music. Thus far, most efforts have focused on the spatial
distribution of musical forms, instruments, and performers, the diffusion of musical traditions, and hearths of
particular musical styles (Carney 1974a; Carney 1994). Only a few geographers have considered the role of
music in the construction of place. Writing of the need to consider sound as an integral part of the environment,
Susan Smith notes that the "majority of human geography remains devoted to seeing the world or speaking about
it, rather than to listening or hearing." She continues: the "composer's image of place . . . has not yet found a
space in the geographical imagination” (Smith 1994, 233-234). In another recent article, Lily Kong examines
trends in existing geographical research on music, pointing to the failure of authors to recognize that music is "a
cultural form that is consumed, and that in the process of consumption it undergoes further transformation” (Kong
1995, 186). She also charges that this research does not acknowledge that space can be a social construct, with
music playing a prominent role in that construction. Scholars outside the discipline of geography, however, have
explored how listeners participate in popular music. These include physical acts, such as singing and dancing;
emotional experiences in which listeners may reminisce or romanticize; and cognitive exercises that stimulate
thought and frame perceptions. Kong asserts that the degree of involvement with music includes "exposure” (the
amount of contact with music), "consumption” (what is learned or remembered from exposure), and "use" (the
personal and social gratification related to exposure and consumption).

The processes of composition and of consumption also relate to ideas set forth by geographers Yi-Fu Tuan,



David Lowenthal, and John K. Wright. Tuan (1991) asks geographers to recognize the power of language in the
creation of place, particularly how images are constructed and manipulated, while Lowenthal suggests that a
person's image of a place is based upon "personal experience, learning, imagination, and memory" (Lowenthal
1961, 260). Imagination and its "place" in geography was also highlighted by Wright as an important avenue of
investigation, and he called upon geographers to study the "expression of geographical conceptions in literature
and art" (Wright 1947, 15). This article represents a step toward understanding the role of music in both the
production and consumption of particular images of place. It uses the phenomenon of Margaritaville, a mythical
place created by Jimmy Buffett, to explore how perceptions of places are revealed to and reconceptualized by the
audience.

An Imagined Place

Buffett is frequently asked, "Where is Margaritaville?" His standard reply is, "When you are there, you will know
it." When pressed further, he replies that "Margaritaville [is] a combination of the romance of the ocean, the
romance of history, and my impressions of a few of the places I've been..." (Buffett 1989, 8; Buffett 1992, 11). For
the past two decades, Jimmy Buffett has searched for the everelusive Margaritaville, an adventure that he has
shared with his fans. The journey began in some tropical wonderland where Jimmy met and described the
players, cast them in their roles, and set the table.., for his Caribbean tea party. The guests were a colorful
collection of castoffs, castaways and societal misfits laden with personal baggage of rejection, remorse and
romance .... We're introduced to poets and pirates, sailors and smugglers, and paradoxically to Jimmy himself;
the son of a son of a sailor sentenced to search endlessly for the symbolic "lost shaker of salt." (Coconut
Telegraph 1996)

The above passage provides clues to the content of Buffett's lyrics. Geographers, as well as other scholars, have
called attention to the importance of lyrics. George Carney has found that country music provides a sense of
security by "voicing a particular quality of a land and the life of its people. It... deals with universal themes...
subjects that other forms of music would not touch. The simplicity and commonalty of this expression.., appears
to make it understandable to the average person" (Carney 1974b, 19).

Although Buffett's music is not traditional country, it does conform to this generalization. In his song, "If the Phone
Doesn't Ring, It's Me," the lyrics "I've had good days and bad days and going half mad days," Buffett believes,
squarely confront a reality that we all share (Buffett 1992, 57). Louis Woods and Charles Gritzner have used
lyrics to uncover "subjective geographical conceptions,” or, more simply, people's perceptions of place. The
nostalgia for paradise that they found in country music lyrics is not a new phenomenon, but rather should be
viewed as "an expression of humankind's age-old existential concern, the search for self and place" (Woods and
Gritzner 1990, 238). Buffett's music often reflects this desire to find both self and place, and the song "One
Particular Harbour" illustrates the point well. In it, he laments that "I know | don't get there often enough / But God
knows | surely try / It's a magic kind of medicine / That no doctor can provide." This message is echoed in many
of his songs, often in very different contexts. In "A Pirate Looks at Forty," Buffett proclaims that he is a pirate, but
admits that he's "two hundred years too late," and that the "cannons don't thunder [and] there's nothing to
plunder,” he's simply an "over forty victim of fate, arriving too late." Buffett's ability to convey the need to search
for self is probably best exemplified in "Changes in Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes," where he takes "off for a
weekend... just to try and recall the whole year," concluding that "if we weren't all crazy we would go insane."

"Now you know, and I know, that life is not a tire swing, that there is a bit more to it than having a cold beer and a
hot conch chowder for lunch in a rocking chair under a palm tree.., but does Jimmy Buffett know?" These words,
written by William Anderson in a glowing review of Buffett's A1A album in 1975, still reflect, more than 20 years
later, the man and his music. Anderson continued: "What Jimmy Buffett is saying is that the rat race is not all it's
cracked up to be... and if we will stand off a bit to the side of the road . . . the preposterousness of some of the
things [we take] too seriously becomes all too clear" (Anderson 1975, 77). Taking things seriously has never been
a problem for Buffett, but Peter Reilly, a music critic who reviewed the Volcano album, released in 1979, saw
some evidence of maturation. In the song, "Stranded on a Sandbar,” Buffett remarks "Now | used to go crazy for
days at a time / Now I'm taking my time with my days / | haven't found the answers like some that ! know / I'm just
stuck in a fairly nice maze." The reviewer conceded that while "it ain't Camus . . . it's a hell of a lot closer to what
everyday life is for most people, with a nice ring of confident acceptance to it" (Reilly 1980, 120).

Place in Music



The inspiration for Buffett's songs comes from the people and places that he visits, and in that respect, he is no
different from most other songwriters. What distinguishes Buffett, however, is the images that he creates from
these experiences. He told Larry King in 1989 that "! have been fortunate enough to travel all around the world,
and also fortunate enough to keep my eyes open and write my thoughts in what I call my 'eternal journal.' | put it
all together and out it comes" (qtd. in Eng 1996, 284). Buffett's lyrics reflect his strong sense of history, his
fascination with the ocean, as well as the seediness of all seaports. Another music critic observed that "Buffett
has developed a fine perspective from which come verses about 'mystery men' facing up to tropical storms.., and
young ladies conning Customs agents. He can pit a hangover against a sunrise and make his audience want the
experience every day" (Corcoran 1977, 31). The New Yorker (1977,24) reported that many of his songs "seem to
have their genesis in conversations overheard in Southern roadhouses, and a lot of the rest appear to have been
written while their composer was casually afloat somewhere in the Caribbean Sea.”

Having been adrift in the Caribbean on more than one occasion, Buffett is a master at evoking images of place.
As listeners are carried along the waves of the sea, they can almost smell salt in the air and see smiles on
islanders' faces. This is particularly obvious in "Son of a Son of a Sailor," as Buffett invites us to "shake the hand
of the mango man" and meet the lady who "hails from Trinidad, island of the spices." In "Treat Her Like a Lady,"
the ocean calls: "Some of us sailors call her home / She's big and she's strong and she's mighty / Some of us
sailors call her our own / Guess that's the reason why / | treat her like a lady." In "Barometer Soup," Buffett asks
his audience to join him on a seabound adventure: "Follow in my wake / You've not that much at stake / For |
have plowed the seas / And smoothed the troubled waters."

It is clear that lyrics play an important role in conveying a sense of place, but sound also contributes to that
understanding. The lyrics "Is it folk or rock or country / Seems like everybody cares but us," written by a band
whose sound reviewers had a tough time categorizing, are equally applicable to Jimmy Buffett. Reviewers
suggest that his music fits in a "carib-honky-tonk mold" or that it might be termed "shrimp-boat rock" or
"shrimp-boat country rock." More recently, a writer in the Washington Post claimed that Buffett had "wed tropical
languor with country funkiness into what some [have] called the Key West sound, or Gulf-and-western"
(Harrington 1989, G1). Asked to describe Buffett's music, a fan replied: "Add a cup of country, two tablespoons of
Caribbean music, a pinch of rock, and a cup of soul from New Orleans. Shake it all up and the result is a taste of
what Buffett sounds like.™ To this listener's ear, Buffett's sound is each of these and more; its eclecticism simply
defies classification.

The Audience

What is it about Jimmy Buffett that makes him such a popular performer? He is, by his own admission, neither a
great guitar player nor a great singer, but is simply a great Jimmy Buffett. He has been described as one of
America’'s most underrated singer-songwriters, despite a diverse and ever expanding number of fans. Reviewing
Buffett's solo concert at the Amphitheatre in Los Angeles in March 1983, Michael London observed that Buffett
did not need his band because "he had a sell-out crowd to sing backup vocals." And, London continued, "judging
from their knowledge and enthusiasm, if Buffett himself had failed to show, they would have sung every number
without him" (London 1983). More than a dozen years later, fans were still singing. In a review of Buffett's
Portland, Oregon, concert in September 1996, the writer suggested that the "show-closing ‘Margaritaville'
sounded like a karaoke bar filled with 16,000 patrons" (Duchene 1996).

These karaoke patrons are known as Parrot Heads. The term was coined during a Cincinnati concert in the early
1980s. Looking out on the outrageously attired audience, Buffett compared them to deadheads, fans of the
Grateful Dead. A band member concurred, adding "Yeah, but they're Parrot Heads." Buffett confirmed that the
"name typified what was out there. It gave 'em an identity and it stuck." Standard Parrot Head concert attire
includes tropical shirts, grass skirts, and strange hats decorated with parrots or sharks. Buffett believes that
although Parrot Heads are "very creative in their dress code," perhaps to the point of tastelessness, he sees
them as "pretty normal people with a slight strain of insanity” (Buffett 1992, 5). This view is supported by a
Memphis music critic who has a background in anthropology. He sees the Parrot Head phenomenon as a distinct
subculture, a group of people who wear idiotic clothes and for a night or two each year, live out a fantasy. They
"go totally mad" at a Buffett concert, but return to their ordinary lives and jobs on Monday morning (Humphrey
and Lewine 1993, 159).

Fans recognize that they can live vicariously through Buffett and his music. His ability to share these experiences
with his audience accounts for his tremendous following. One fan commented that whatever life dishes out, "there



is still that mindset of the easier and simpler life. Jimmy takes us there through his songs." Another wrote that he
had "™good, days, and bad days, and going half mad days™ and that "Jimmy serenades us with that
understanding.” A businessman concluded that "the best escape mechanism from the office is a song by Jimmy
Buffett. When | die, | am to be buried with a CD player, solar mounted battery charger, the Buffett CD collection,
beach sand, a shaker of salt and tequila."

Still another fan responded "l suppose | could sum it all up by saying that Jimmy's music can immediately take
you away to that island or beach or pirate ship that you dream of. It provides a great escape from the day to day
humdrum and madness of city life."

The idea of escapism is an important one, and reflects fans' recognition that Margaritaville is "not a physical
place, but a state of mind." One of the more telling comments made by a fan was that Buffett's "music and texts
remind [her] that Time [is] only a magazine."

A Survey of Buffett Fans

These comments suggest that to truly understand the Margaritaville phenomenon, it is necessary to ask fans
what Margaritaville means to them. In the fall of 1996, the author conducted a survey of an Internet users group
dedicated to the discussion of all aspects of Jimmy Buffett, his music, and his lifestyle. Explaining that she was a
geographer examining the place images that Buffett creates through his music, she asked individuals to describe
Margaritaville and to give it a location on a map. The survey was distributed to 696 users of the list, of whom 3%
replied. The responses fell into two distinct categories. The first reflected a more literal interpretation of the song
"Margaritaville" and the place to which people believed Buffett referred. That place was Key West, a town now
crowded with tourists, many of them, no doubt, looking for Margaritaville.

More numerous were responses that fit a second category of imagined places, often based on real experiences.
For these respondents Margaritaville was far from the madding crowd, a place to get away from the hassles of
everyday life. They all agreed that there would be plenty of palm trees and white sand beaches, and that the
weather would be warm and sunny. Some personal Margaritavilles were firmly etched in the mind. One person
wrote: "It is not anything like Key West, Cozumel, or any of the places you see advertised in the travel section of
your local newspaper during the winter. It's a place where everyone knows who you are, probably gossips about
your problems behind your back at the barber shop, [and] will give you all the room you need to be yourself[2]

Another responded that "It's a place to escape.., or find yourself. It's a place where you can live day to day
without worrying about [the] future or the past. It can be nothing or everything... which way you take it is entirely
up to you."

It appears that even among Buffett fans who are looking for Margaritaville, their knowledge of geography is not
well developed. Most did not reply to the second question of the survey that asked them to locate their personal
Margaritavilles on a map. For those who did, by far the most popular site was the Caribbean. Somewhere "south
of the Bahamas and east of Jamaica" was one person's choice. Others claimed that Margaritaville was near
Montserrat or near the Cayman Islands, although they were careful to say that it was not these particular
locations, but rather in the general vicinity. One woman who could not decide between Tortola in the British Virgin
Islands and St. John in the U.S. Virgin Islands remarked that her solution would simply be to sail back and forth
between the two.

As people shared their thoughts on what Margaritaville meant to them, a heated debate developed over attempts
to deconstruct Buffett's lyrics, and the true meaning of Margaritaville. However, it was the insights offered by a
young man from New Hampshire that really set the record straight. Yes, he agreed, in the song, Margaritaville
was definitely presented as a tourist town, but he continued, "After all these years of Buffett telling us what the old
Key West was like, and the images associated with a lot of the rest of his music... Margaritaville has undergone a
metamorphosis. Perhaps it's just because that's where we'd rather be .... The image bears little resemblance to
the song anymore. Margaritaville has become an institution for all of Parrot-Head-ism."

Conclusion

Buffett's success at creating an image of Margaritaville is due in no small part to his ability "to convince people
that if they can't get to paradise . . . he can bring it to them" (Modderno 1986, 7). He admits that he has "lived out



a fantasy," and that he "love[s] being the guy who gets to tell people about it." He continues: "I really love to tour
the Midwest in nasty weather .... We set up palm trees on stage and project pictures of boats and ocean scenes.
People show up in Bermuda shorts and Hawaiian shirts, and for a couple of hours ! try to take them to

Margaritaville. And it's possible, because Margaritaville is as much a state of mind as a place" (Buffett 1992, 12).

It is clear that for most Buffett fans, Margaritaville is truly an imagined place. But in the imagination, it is both real
and tangible. The Margaritaville phenomenon clearly supports Tuan's contention that geographers need to
recognize the role of language in the "process of place-making," and that "mere words," in this case, songs, "can
call places into being" (Tuan 1991, 691). It also underscores Kong's assertion that music contributes to the social
construction of place and that geographers should consider the many ways in which sound shapes spatial
perceptions. This examination of one performer and his particular evocation of place should be viewed as a first
step toward analyzing the role of popular music in crafting images of place. From Jimmy Buffett and the image of
Margaritaville that has evolved in the minds of his Parrot Head fans, cultural geographers should move forward to
explorations of the image of place as it is expressed by other musicians and interpreted by their fans.

By Dawn S. Bowen
Dawn S. Bowen is a lecturer in geography at Mary Washington College, Fredericksburg, Virginia 22401-5358.

URL: http://personal.ecu.edu/aldermand/geog6315/margaritaville.html

2/
# . 1 &* 6 ( Al
[ 4 4-
o+# 1 & K+ 4+ Lo+ 1
* HL - - 1l & B e
155 -/ - -







