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Key NorthWest Parrot Head Newsletter Fall 2007

Proudly Serving Parrot Heads Since 1995

An Oasis for the Tropically Minded and Latitudinally Challenged
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Fall 2007 Events
November Phlocking: Sunday, November 18,
2007 at Salvador Molly's, 1573 Sunset Blvd.,
Portland, OR from 3-6 pm (Happy Hour!)

December Holiday Phlocking: Sunday, 
December 16, 2007 at Harborside Pilsner
Room, 0308 SW Montgomery St., Portland, OR 
from 3-6 pm (Happy Hour!) 

Jimmy Buffett Concerts

The Bama Breeze tour recently finished up in
Tampa, Florida. Here are most recent concert
dates, FYI:

September 8, 2007 - Gillette Stadium - Foxboro, 
MA
September 18, 2007 - Madison Square Garden -
New York City, NY
September 20, 2007 - Madison Square Garden -
New York City, NY
October 4, 2007 Waikiki Shell Honolulu, Hawaii
October 18, 2007 The Fillmore San Francsco, CA
October 20, 2007 MGM Grand Garden Arena Las 
Vegas, NV
October 27, 2007 MGM Grand Garden Arena Las
Vegas, NV
November 1, 2007 Ford Amphitheatre Tampa, FL
November 3, 2007 Ford Amphitheatre Tampa, FL

The setlists are below on the left.  Tickets for
upcoming shows are usually sold through
Ticketmaster.  Most shows are also broadcast live
on Radio Margaritaville: 
http://www.radiomargaritaville.com and Sirius

Club Web Page: www.keynorthwest.org
Tropical Times page:  www.tropicaltimes.net

Happy Fall
from Key NorthWest!

Ahoy there Parrot Heads!

We hope you and yours are well and we wish you all the best. We're rounding the corner on 
Fall and heading into Winter but there are plenty of things going on!  Check it out!

Key NorthWest Parrot Head Events

The next phlocking will be on Sunday, November 18 starting at 3:00 pm (Happy Hour!)
at Salvador Molly's, 1573 SW Sunset Blvd., Portland, OR 97239 Phone: (503) 293-1790. 
Here's a link to a map for directions: http://tinyurl.com/28zbpp  Come on out to catch
up on things!  We hope to see you there!  Also, at 7:00 pm after our phlocking they are
having their weekly trivia contest.  Phinally, they are offering free bread pudding if you
ask.  Woo Hoo!

There are many events coming up in the area, including the Holiday Ale Festival from
November 29 to December 2 at Pioneer Courthouse Square in downtown Portland. In
addition, hundreds of wineries in Oregon are open over the Thanksgiving Weekend.  Check
out the Key NorthjWest Parrot Head Club Event calendar at http://www.keynorthwest.org for
details and other event information.  

News and More...

The Bama Breeze tour just wrapped up in Tampa, so here are some concert reviews:

Buffett's Fans Revel In Safe Harbor At Amphitheatre

By WALT BELCHER, The Tampa Tribune

Published: November 2, 2007
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Radio Channel 31. Official Concert Schedule:
http://www.margaritaville.com/tour_dates.php

Jimmy Buffett News Items

Jimmy Buffett released "Live In Anguilla,"
double CD and 90 minute DVD, on November 6. 
It's now ranked #54 on the Billboard Chart.
Here is the song list:

Jimmy Buffett - Live in Anguilla

Disc: 1 - CD
1. Changes in Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes
2. Domino College
3. Waiting In Vain
4. When Salome Plays the Drum
5. Grapefruit-Juicy Fruit
6. Come Monday
7. They Don't Dance Like Carmen No More
8. It's Five O' Clock Somewhere
9. Cheeseburger in Paradise
10. King of Somewhere Hot
11. Treat Her Like A Lady
12. Still In Paradise (with Bankie Banx)
13. Weather With You
14. One Particular Harbour

Disc: 2 - CD
1. Brown Eyed Girl
2. Carnival World
3. Autour Du Rocher
4. Son of A Son of A Sailor
5. That's My Story And I'm Stickin' To It
6. In My Room
7. A Pirate Looks At Forty/Redemption Song
8. Volcano
9. Desperation Samba (Halloween In Tijuana)
10. Margaritaville
11. Southern Cross
12. Fins
13. Distantly In Love
14. Chanson Pour Les Petits Enfants
15. That's What Living is to Me
16. One Particular Harbour

Disc: 3 - DVD
1. Chanson Pour Les Petits Enfants
2. That's What Living is to Me
3. One Particular Harbour
4. Domino College
5. When Salome Plays the Drum
6. Cheeseburger in Paradise
7. Treat Her Like A Lady
8. Still In Paradise (with Bankie Banx)
9. Changes in Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes
10. Autour Du Rocher

Jimmy Buffett Parrotheads

TAMPA - For the faithful followers, a Jimmy Buffett concert is like a religious experience.

Most of the Parrothead nation came to worship Thursday night at the laid-back church of the
barefoot, balding troubadour.  They came in their cheeseburger hats and their hula skirts to
join the choir for the sing-a-longs and good times that Buffett thrives on.

The tailgating started early in the afternoon and by the time Buffett took the stage many had
that special glow that only comes from lots of beer and tequila.

Outsiders (those heretics) could easily take the cynical attitude that if you've seen one Buffett
concert, you've seen them all.

But for those who long for that perpetual happy hour at a mythical beach bar, well,
"Margaritaville" is the national anthem.

Buffett breezed through more than two dozen of his songs at the Ford Amphitheatre on
Thursday night. He was introduced by Gov. Charlie Crist.

Looking more tan than Buffett, Crist said, "God bless America. God bless Florida. And God
bless Jimmy Buffett."

The son of a son of a sailor is blessed indeed. At age 60, Buffett pulled in more than $40
million this past year. He presides over an empire that includes restaurants, a line of clothing,
books, toys and songs that several generations know by heart.

During his pleasant 2 1/2 -hour show, Buffett and his Coral Reefer Band played to their
audience. Buffett said he was "glad to see so many familiar faces" of fans who have followed
the band for years. Large contingents from Michigan, Ohio and Wisconsin made the trek.
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11. It's Five O'Clock Somewhere
12. Son of a Son of A Sailor
13. Volcano
14. Desperation Samba (Halloween in Tijuana)
15. Margaritaville
16. A Pirate Looks at Forty/Redemption Song
17. Fins
18. Distantly in Love

On Thanksgiving you can listen to some past
Jimmy Buffett Concerts during the annual all day
marathon of concert replays on Radio 
Margaritaville. Here is the schedule for November
22nd (all times approximate, and subject to change
without notice. Times are Eastern): 

6:00am - Va. Beach, VA 6/20/00 
8:20am - Key West, FL 11/4/04 
10:00am - Mansfield, MA 9/4/99 
12:20am - East Hampton, NY 10/13/01 
3:00pm - Toronto, ON 9/7/07 
5:00pm - Oakland, CA 3/15/01 
8:00pm - Clarkston, MI 7/27/91 
10:00pm - Aspen, CO 12/22/05 
12:20am (11/23 ET) - Amagansett, NY 8/7/02 

Radio Margaritaville is heard free on the internet
worldwide at Radiomargaritaville.com; in North
America on SIRIUS channel 31; and throughout 
the US, including Hawaii, Alaska and Puerto Rico
on EchoStar's DISH TV network on channel 6031.

Radio Margaritaville is having a Guest DJ
Contest:

Call 866-55-PARROT before November 23 and 
leave a message with your name, phone number,
and then introduce your favorite Jimmy Buffett 
song like you are a Radio Margaritaville DJ. A
panel of judges will pick three finalists who will
fly to Orlando and, on 12/8, each finalist will
host an hour-long radio show live on Radio 
Margaritaville. At the conclusion of the three
winners’ hours, Radio Margaritaville listeners will
vote for their favorite by calling 866-55-PARROT or
online at http://www.sirius.com/radiomargaritaville.
The winner then gets to host a future show on 
Radio Margaritaville at a mutually agreeable later 
date, wins a Sirius Stiletto to take Radio 
Margaritaville to the beach or on the road, and a 
Margaritaville prize pack. Click here for the rules.

Recent Jimmy Buffett Concert Setlists

Here are the setlists for the most recent Bama 
Breeze Tour shows, FYI,  according to 
BuffettNews.com:   

Gillette Stadium - Foxboro MA
Saturday September 8th, 2007

Hot, Hot, Hot  
1 On The Road Again  
2 Only Time Will Tell  
3 I Will Play For Gumbo (with Sonny Landreth)  
4 Weather With You  
5 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor  
6 Come Monday (with the beach band)  
7 Changes In Latitudes, Changes In Attitudes  
8 Bama Breeze  

Buffett also noted that his "crazy costumed family" looked like an extension of Halloween.

Buffett has come a long way since he started in the 1960s. During the show, giant screens
showed clips of him when he had long hair and fewer fans.

The audience loves him. They tolerate and listen politely when he plays lesser known songs
such as "Reggabilly Hill" or "Take the Weather With You," but they jump to their feet when he
does "Fins," "It's 5 O'Clock Somewhere" or "Volcano."

Buffett's "Come Monday" and "Changes in Latitude, Changes in Attitude" are as comfortable
as an old pair of Hush Puppies.

The crowd also got into the old Van Morrison hit "Brown-Eyed Girl" and really got excited
during "Cheeseburger in Paradise."

A steady breeze whipped through the amphitheater making for a mellow, pleasant evening
than was predictable yet fun. Buffett does it all again on Saturday night at another sold out
performance here.

He comes to Tampa after two sold-out dates at the 20,000-seat theater at the MGM Grand in
Las Vegas.

Although some of the songs are more than 40 years old and the band could be card-carrying
members of the AARP, the audience seems to span all ages - from ancient Hippies to
middle-aged preppies to youngsters who you think would rather be at a Hannah Montana
concert.

Concert Review: Reverential Buffett rocks Fillmore
By Mike Wolcott, Contra Costa Times Staff Writer
Article Dated: 10/19/2007 11:01:06 AM PDT

If you're one of the 6.5 billion people on Earth who can't claim a
songwriting credit for "Margaritaville," chances are you'd have a 
hard time imagining Jimmy Buffett pining over his missed
opportunities in life.

After all, the guy pulled in more than $40 million last year, has 
more restaurants, planes and boats in his portfolio than most of
us have shoes in our closets, and has practically entered the
thesaurus as a synonym for good-natured, irresponsible
hedonism.

Turns out, though, Buffett has a big incomplete item on his 
personal to-do list: He never got to play with Jerry Garcia. The two

had talked about doing a Parrothead-Deadhead show together, but it never came to fruition
before Garcia's death in 1995.

So on Thursday night, for the second time in two years, Buffett did the next best thing: He paid
homage to the late Grateful Dead leader on his home turf.

Kicking off a brilliant two-and-a-half hour, 27-song set with a ringing cover of the Dead's
"Scarlet Begonias," Buffett and his Coral Reefer Band turned the Fillmore into their own
personal playpen with a performance that left more than a few fans wondering if that familiar
aroma in the building might have been the spirit of Garcia himself.

Or Neil Young. Or Bob Dylan. Or Van Morrison, or any of a half-dozen rock greats Buffett
reverently covered in one of rock's most hallowed halls.  "We usually bring this big elaborate
set with us," Buffett said. "But all we need tonight's that disco ball."

That disco ball must have seemed a long way up the hill to Buffett in the late 1960s, when he
first came to San Francisco and "hoped to find a dozen people" to listen to him play in Bay
Area bars -- usually unsuccessfully. So it's understandable that, between songs, Buffett
delighted in revisiting what has been a rather long, strange trip of his own.

After opening with the Dead cover, with guitarist Peter Meyer obviously relishing the chance to
copy Garcia's licks on the Fillmore stage, Buffett stuck to material from his own extensive (if
not always commercially successful) catalog for the next hour. Before playing his first Top 40
hit from 1974, "Come Monday," Buffett reminded the crowd that the song was written in a
Holiday Inn in Marin County. The crowd showed its appreciation by belting out the familiar
opening line ("Heading up to San Francisco") with such volume, Buffett and the band were
rendered inaudible -- and not for the last time of the night.

"Fins" and the old Morrison hit "Brown-Eyed Girl" brought the show to a midway climax before
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9 Grapefruit-Juicy Fruit  
10 Cheeseburger In Paradise  
11 Fins  
12 Brown Eyed Girl  
13 Boat Drinks (acoustic just Jimmy)  
14 It's My Job (with Mac)  
15 First Look (with Elo Ferrier)  
16 Searching For My Love (sung by guest Elo
Ferrier)  
17 Scarlet Begonias (with Bill and Sonny)  
18 It's Five O'Clock Somewhere  
19 Volcano  
20 A Pirate Looks At Forty (with Redemption
Song)  
21 One Particular Harbour  
22 Margaritaville  
 
First Encore:  
23 Another Saturday Night  
24 Southern Cross  
25 Glory Days  
 
Second Encore:  
26 Defying Gravity (acoustic solo Jimmy, dedicated
to Luciano Pavarotti) 

Madison Square Garden - New York NY
Tuesday, September 18th, 2007

Hot, Hot, Hot
1 On The Road Again 
2 Fruitcakes 
3 I Will Play For Gumbo (with Sonny Landreth) 
4 Weather With You 
5 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor 
6 Come Monday (with the Beach Band) 
7 Elvis Presley Blues 
8 Changes In Latitudes, Changes In Attitudes 
9 Bama Breeze 
10 Cheeseburger In Paradise 
11 Grapefruit-Juicy Fruit 
12 Fins 
13 Brown Eyed Girl 
 
Intermission 
 
14 Scarlet Begonias 
15 School Boy Heart 
16 Boat Drinks (acoustic Jimmy) 
17 It's My Job 
18 Hula Girl At Heart 
19 It's Five O'Clock Somewhere 
20 Volcano 
21 A Pirate Looks At Forty (with Redemption Song)
22 One Particular Harbour 
23 Margaritaville 
 
First Encore 
24 Everybody's on the Phone 
25 Southern Cross 
 
Second Encore 
26 In My Room 
27 Tonight I Just Need My Guitar 

Madison Square Garden - New York NY
Thursday, September 20th, 2007

Hot Hot Hot  
1 On The Road Again  
2 License To Chill (with Sonny Landreth)  
3 I Will Play For Gumbo (with Sonny Landreth)  
4 Weather With You  

Buffett's first surprise of the night: Lord Buckley's "God's Own Drunk," a cover tune pulled
from deep in Buffett's past. Buffett hadn't performed the lengthy spoken-song piece in seven
years, but as soon as he played the opening notes on his guitar, the crowd ate it up -- and,
amazingly, seemed to remember most of the lyrics.

"God's Own Drunk" proved that Live Nation's anti-scalping strategy of holding tickets at will
call worked wonderfully. These were ticket holders who, in many cases, came from all over
the country for a rare chance to see Buffett in a small venue. There weren't any casual
followers screaming for "Margaritaville" during the more obscure numbers; these were people
that beat the odds and got one of 1,000 tickets that vanished within three minutes of going on
sale.

Nadirah Shakoor, the former Arrested Development singer who has been a Coral Reefer
since 1995, supplied the next surprise, flooring the crowd with a soulful version of "Wonder
Why We Ever Go Home" from Buffett's "Rancho Deluxe" soundtrack.

The evening's biggest mind-blower came next. Two years after playing "Like a Rolling Stone"
at the Fillmore, Buffett dug a little deeper into the Dylan songbook for, of all things, "Rainy Day
Women #12 and 35," the opening notes of which actually brought gasps from the crowd. In no
time, the fans were singing (and doing other, shall we say, song-appropriate things) with such
gusto during the "everybody must get stoned" chorus, it felt as if Buffett had once again taken
someone else's record and turned it into another Parrothead party anthem.

Nothing shook the Fillmore harder on this night than Buffett's one-two closing punch of "One
Particular Harbor" and that other song of his, the one about a frozen drink, shaker of salt and
the woman to blame. The floor of the Fillmore was buckling and bouncing during both songs
to such an extent, you almost had to wonder if Garcia himself was helping to bend the
floorboards.

By the time Buffett closed the encore with "Southern Cross" (hijacked from Crosby , Stills and
Nash decades ago) and "Heart of Gold" (a tribute to Young's upcoming Bridge School
benefit), another Parrothead feeding frenzy was complete.

Buffett's success as a major concert draw (he has two sold-out dates at the 20,000-seat MGM
in Las Vegas this month, and also sold out Foxboro Stadium twice this year) remains as much
an enigma for his non-fans as it does a way of life for the diehards. Generally speaking, you
either like Buffett a lot, or you don't like him at all.

Thursday's show, however, was so good, so energetic, so varied and so flat-out fun, you didn't
have to be a Parrothead to enjoy it. You just had to like music -- and have an appreciation for
its rich history in the Bay Area. By any definition, Buffett, now 60, has still got it.

Here is a link to a slideshow of pictures from the Fillmore show, FYI: 
http://www.bayareanewsgroup.com/multimedia/cct/2007/flash/buffett_fillmore_1019/index.html

The set list is on the left column below.

Mac Mac Anally was recently inducted into the Nashville Songwriter's Hall of Fame

Mac MacAnally, longtime Coral Reefer, record producer, session musician and friend of
Jimmy Buffett was recently inducted into the Nashville Songwriter's Hall of Fame along with 
legendary songwriters Lester Flatt, Earl Scruggs and Hank Williams Jr.

Jimmy Buffett inducted his friend, sometimes-producer and Coral Reefer band member
McAnally into the Hall. McAnally's hits include Ricky Van Shelton's "Crime Of Passion,"
Alabama's "Old Flame" and Sawyer Brown's "All These Years." Jimmy noted, "Mac writes like
he's the love child of William Faulkner and Flannery O'Connor. His music is the background
music of my life." McAnally told the crowd, "I historically hold myself in low regard, but for this
one night, I'll put that aside and trust that you all know what you're doing.I wake up every day
with a song in my heart, and then I try to get it (out there)," McAnally said. "I am taken aback
with this honor."

Here's another person that was recently honored in Nashville: 

Fan in Paradise: A meeting with Jimmy Buffett

By IVAN ARONIN
Staff Writer

Tonight I consider myself the luckiest Parrothead on the face of the Earth.  I met Jimmy
Buffett.  Bubba was in Nashville on Sunday night to help induct Mac McAnally into the
Nashville Songwriters Hall of Fame. He showed up after the ceremony started, forgoing socks
with his loafers.  Buffett, whose summer concert tour has not included Nashville since 2003,
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5 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor  
6 Come Monday (with the Beach Band)  
7 Elvis Presley Blues  
8 Changes In Latitudes, Changes In Attitudes  
9 Bama Breeze  
10 Cheeseburger In Paradise  
11 Reggabilly Hill  
12 Fins  
13 Brown Eyed Girl  
 
Intermission  
 
14 Scarlet Begonias  
15 Jamaica Mistaica  
16 Boat Drinks (Jimmy solo)  
17 It's My Job  
18 It's Five O'Clock Somewhere  
19 Volcano  
20 A Pirate Looks At Forty (with Redemption
Song)  
21 Dixie Chicken (with intro by Billy Payne)  
22 One Particular Harbour  
23 Margaritaville  
 
First Encore:  
24 Everybody's on the Phone  
25 Southern Cross  
 
Second Encore:  
26 Glory Days  

Verizon Wireless Amphitheatre - Irvine CA
Saturday, September 29th, 2007
 
1 On The Road Again  
2 License To Chill  
3 Only Time Will Tell  
4 Weather With You  
5 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor  
6 Come Monday (with the Beach Band)  
7 Elvis Presley Blues  
8 Changes In Latitudes, Changes In Attitudes  
9 Bama Breeze  
10 Cheeseburger In Paradise  
11 Reggabilly Hill  
12 Fins  
13 Brown Eyed Girl  
14 Hula Girl At Heart  
15 Wonder Why We Ever Go Home (Nadirah
Shakoor solo accompanied by Mac McAnally on
piano)  
16 It's My Job (Jimmy and Mac sharing vocals)  
17 Scarlet Begonias  
18 Fruitcakes  
19 It's Five O'Clock Somewhere  
20 Volcano  
21 A Pirate Looks At Forty (with Redemption
Song)  
22 One Particular Harbour  
23 Margaritaville (Spanish verse)  
 
First Encore  
24 Everybody's on the Phone  
25 Southern Cross (sent out to the people on
Avalon)  
26 Another Saturday Night  
 
Second Encore  
27 In My Room (Jimmy reminisced about doing
this 10 years ago with Brian Wilson)  
28 Tonight I Just Need My Guitar  

Waikiki Shell - Honolulu, HI
Thursday, October 4, 2007

said that he would love to return to Music City, “but they sold the venue.”

I suggested a couple of alternatives: Vanderbilt Stadium, Nashville Superspeedway, even LP
Field. Although his touring itinerary in the last few years includes Wrigley Field, Fenway Park,
and a Connecticut casino, Buffett said that Exit/should be considered for his Nashville return.
(See Beverly Keel’s column in Monday’s Tennessean).

What is Buffett’s favorite McAnally song? “I go for the obscure ones, like Tumorhead.” And his
favorite McAnally song to perform at his concerts? “Oyster and Pearls, although we don’t do
that one much anymore.”

“I cherish our mutual respect and background for Southern literature. That is where I think our
chemistry comes from,” Buffett said of McAnally. “I kinda wanted him involved in all aspects of
the band and the songwriting was part of that.”

And Sunday night I decided that It's My Job is my favorite McAnally-written, Buffett-performed
song. Shaking hands with both of them is just part of doing my job.

Closer to home there will soon be TWO Jimmy Buffett's Margaritavilles West of the
Mississippi, in Las Vegas and Arizona!

Margaritaville Café set to open November 20 at Westgate

Scott Wong
The Arizona Republic
Nov. 12, 2007 08:03 AM

During a recent visit to check on progress of his new restaurant in Glendale, singer and
original Parrot Head Jimmy Buffett told his staff that he was eager to see the finished product.

"He kept on repeating, 'I can't wait to come back when it's open,' " said the restaurant's
general manager, Michael Taylor, who was with Buffett during the tour.

Arizona's first Jimmy Buffett's Margaritaville Café opens Nov. 20 at Westgate City Center. And
Buffett is expected to be back in Glendale soon after to mingle with fans and test out menu
items like Jimmy's Jammin' Jambalaya and the Calypso Mahi-Mahi. His visit hasn't been
scheduled yet.Named for Buffett's eponymous song, Margaritaville has five other U.S.
locations in popular tourist hangouts such as the Las Vegas Strip and Orlando's Universal
CityWalk. Its opening in Glendale raises the profile of the Westgate entertainment district,
which also is home to Gordon Biersch Brewery Restaurant, the Yard House and Fox Sports
Grill. The 20,000-square-foot Margaritaville, near Loop 101 and Glendale Avenue, is spread
out over two floors, with patio seating and a balcony overlooking Westgate's Jobing.com
Arena and water fountain.  It seats nearly 500. 

The restaurant is designed in a tropical-island motif: palm trees, booths inside fishing boats
and a lighthouse atop the stage.  The upstairs dining room features a tiki-hut thatch roof,
hanging chandeliers with a faux flame, and a floor embedded with beach towels, sand and
seashells.  But the restaurant also has touch of the Old West. For example, its
Western-theme bar will be decorated with rope lettering that reads "Cowboy in the Jungle." 

"Every Margaritaville has a unique feel, but we want to try to adapt to the market and
environment we're in and bring the local flair into our concepts," Taylor said.    Patrons can
groove to live entertainment Tuesday through Saturday nights, with local bands like the
Walk-Ins, Furious George and Who's Your Daddy supplying the tunes. 
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Jimmy Spoken Intro dedicated to Don Ho
Medley Stairway to Heaven/While My Guitar Gently
Weeps & more (Robert G & Jake)

01 One Particular Harbour
02 License To Chill
03 Weather With You
04 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor
05 Come Monday (with the Beach Band and Jake)
06 Elvis Presley Blues
07 Changes In Latitudes, Changes In Attitudes
08 Bama Breeze
09 Cheeseburger In Paradise
10 Fins
11Brown Eyed Girl
12 Hula Girl at Heart
13 Cowboy In The Jungle / Banana Republics
Medley (acoustic Jimmy)
14 Waiting in Vain (Peter & CRB)
15 It's My Job
16 Tiki Bar
17 It's Five O'clock Somewhere
18 Duke's On Sunday
19 Volcano
20 A Pirate Looks At Forty (with Redemption Song)
21 Margaritaville

Encores
22 Scarlet Begonias
23 Southern Cross
24 Back To The Island
25 Lovely Cruise

The Fillmore - San Francisco, CA
Thursday, October 18, 2007

01 Scarlet Begonias
02 License to Chill
03 Changes in Latitude, Changes in Attitude
04 Son of a Son of a Sailor
05 Come Monday
06 Weather With You
07 Elvis Presley Blues
08 Fruitcakes
09 Bama Breeze
10 Cheeseburger In Paradise
11 Reggabilly Hill
12 Fins
13 Brown Eyed Girl

14 God's Own Drunk
15 Wonder Why We Ever Go Home (Nadirah 
sings)
16 Rainy Day Women (Bob Dylan cover)
John Lovell does his version of the end of Rainy 
Day Women
17 It's Five O'Clock Somewhere
18 Desperation Samba (Halloween In Tijuana) 
(Intro by Robert & Peter)
19 Hula Girl At Heart
20 The Tiki Bar Is Open
21 Volcano
22 A Pirate Looks At Forty (with Redemption Song)
23 One Particular Harbour
24 Margaritaville

Encore:
25 Everybody's On The Phone
26 Southern Cross
27 Heart Of Gold

Notes:
God's Own Drunk last played at the Margaritaville 

"We often like to say (Margaritaville) is more than a song or a restaurant brand. It's a lifestyle,"
Taylor said. "We're focused on the concept of escapism. We want people to put their troubles
behind them and have a great time." 

Jimmy's sister Lulu recently visited the remains of Jimmy's grandfather's ship.

Lucy Buffett pays visit to shipwreck
Saturday, October 13, 2007
By KATHERINE SAYRE
Staff Reporter

SPANISH FORT -- Lucy Buffett peered Friday into the waters holding the sunken remains of
her grandfather's four-masted schooner, the Chiquimula, recounting Capt. James Buffett's
grand tales of world travel.  "It's all legend in our family," said Buffett, whose brother is
singer-songwriter Jimmy Buffett, known for his accounts of islands, ships and seafarers. "My
dad learned to walk on the deck of his father's ship."

The U.S. Army Corps of Engineers this week ordered a real estate developer to stop digging
up the remains of the vessel, pending a decision from the Alabama Historical Commission on
its historical significance. The wind-powered Chiquimula burned and sank in the Blakeley
River in 1953, and the ship's charred hulk has been underwater ever since.

Real estate developer Dent Boykin plans to build a 57-unit condominium project, Shellbank
Landing, just off the Causeway, including boat slips where the Chiquimula lies.  Boykin, who
said he wanted to avoid damaging the ship, stopped work at the site after at least two pieces
of the ship were removed.

Greg Rhinehart, an Alabama Historical Commission cultural resources official, said his
agency is researching to determine whether the Chiquimula is eligible for the National
Registry of Historic Places.  "It's more than likely a significant vessel," having been built in the
late 1800s or early 1900s, Rhinehart said.  Historical Commission experts will visit the ship
early next week before making a decision, he said.  Lucy Buffett, owner of LuLu's at Homeport
Marina in Gulf Shores, traveled on Friday to the riverbank, where her grandfather's schooner
is barely visible in the brown water.

Buffett, who was born the year the ship sank, said her grandfather ran away to sea from his
home in Nova Scotia at the age of 13, going on to captain sailboats and steam-powered
ships.  "He was very much a gentleman," Lucy Buffett said of the captain. "He was stern. He
was a master."

Captain Buffett, a master mariner respected along the Gulf Coast and known as "Foo Foo" to
his grandchildren, had a hard time staying on dry land, often leaving for the open waters for
years at a time, Lucy Buffett said.

He logged captain notes and wrote a letter to his wife faithfully every day he was gone, she
said.  "It's just a romantic notion," Lucy Buffett said, before the examining pieces of the ship
that have been removed.  When her father was a young boy, she said, he, her grandfather
and other family members were stranded on a sailboat for nearly three weeks near New York
City, with no wind to bring the ship into harbor, she said.

Captain Buffett had to ration food, she said, and a New York newspaper incorrectly declared
the family dead at sea. But the winds returned, rescuing them.  She also recounted the same
story her brother Jimmy Buffett mentioned in his memoir "A Pirate Looks at Fifty," about the
Chiquimula in Havana Harbor, Cuba.

"In celebration of his son's first birthday, my grandfather raised all of his signal flags from the
rigging," Jimmy Buffett wrote. "Messages went back and forth between the ships at anchor as
to why Captain Buffett had all his flags flying. When they found out, all of the other ships in
Havana Harbor raised their flags as well."  In the book, Jimmy Buffett calls the ship the
Chicamauga, but Lucy Buffett said the family grew up calling it the Chiquimula.

Boykin, the real estate developer, said about 150 feet of the 176-foot schooner remains
underwater, with the widest point reaching 35 feet.  "So much of it has been burned and so
much of it has rotted away," Boykin said, adding that he plans to preserve the pieces already
removed. "It's not gold treasure we're finding. It's the historical and cultural information that
we're getting that's the real treasure."

Jimmy will be on the upcoming Little Feat album, which was recorded at Mailboat
Sound in Key West.  Jimmy will also be on the upcoming Sonny Landreth album.

Sonny Landreth will slide into town
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Cafe in New Orleans LA, 5/6/2000
Rainy Day Women was never played live by Jimmy 
before

MGM Grand Garden Arena - Las Vegas, NV
Saturday, October 20, 2007

Hot, Hot, Hot

01 Scarlett Begonias
02 License To Chill
03 I Will Play For Gumbo (with Bill Payne)
04 Weather With You
05 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor
06 Come Monday (with Jake Shimabukuro)
07 Elvis Presley Blues
08 Changes In Latitudes, Changes In Attitudes
09 Bama Breeze
10 Cheeseburger In Paradise (with fat-free
cheeseburgers!)
11 Jamaica Mistaica
12 Fins
13 Brown Eyed Girl (time to extend summer as
much as possible)
14 Jolly Mon (not a lot of children at a Vegas show)
15 While My Guitar Gently Weeps (by Robert
Greenidge and Jake, JB on break)
16 One Particular Harbour (started acoustic, then
the CRB joined in)
17 The Tiki Bar Is Open (with Jake)
18 We Are The People Our Parents Warned Us
About
19 Volcano (Mr Utley, get those hands up!)
20 Five Oclock Somewhere (the only hour that
matters)
21 A Pirate Looks At 40 with Redemption Song
22 Southern Cross
23 Margaritaville

ENCORE

24 Everybody's On The Phone
25 Another Saturday Night
26 Glory Days (this will have to hold you until
Bruce gets here)

MGM Grand - Las Vegas NV
Saturday, October 27th, 2007

MGM Grand Garden Arena - Las Vegas, NV  
October 27, 2007  
 
Hot Hot Hot  
 
1 Scarlet Begonias  
2 License To Chill  
3 Pencil Thin Mustache  
4 Weather With You  
5 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor  
6 Come Monday (with the Beach Band)  
7 Elvis Presley Blues  
8 Changes In Latitudes, Changes In Attitudes  
9 Bama Breeze  
10 School Boy Heart  
11 Cheeseburger In Paradise  
12 Fins  
13 Brown Eyed Girl  
 
14 God's Own Drunk  
15 Last Man Standing (Mac sang while Jimmy 
changed batteries)  
16 It's Five O'Clock Somewhere  
17 One Particular Harbour (with acoustic

RICK NELSON; THE NEWS TRIBUNE 
Published: November 9th, 2007 01:00 AM

You may have seen guitarist Sonny Landreth without knowing
it, and chances are you’ve heard him. Landreth, who brings
his trio to Jazzbones today for a 7:30 p.m. show, has a
résumé few can match. 

A wizard on slide guitar, Landreth has played with Clifton 
Chenier, John Hiatt, Bonnie Raitt, Zachary Richard, Freddy
Fender, John Mayall, Kenny Loggins, BeauSoleil, Junior
Wells, Dolly Parton, Maria Muldaur, Allen Toussaint, Mark
Knopfler and Jimmy Buffett, among others.

That list covers rompin’ stompin’ zydeco, Cajun, rock, blues,
R&B and country, with some New Orleans jazz elements
thrown in. And on his own records, Landreth stirs it all
together, effectively erasing any boundaries.

Speaking from his hometown, Lafayette, La., Landreth 
recalled some of those associations, starting with playing with

the king of zydeco, Clifton Chenier.

“I liken that to if I was from Chicago and Muddy Waters had taken me under his wing,”
Landreth said. “That’s what it meant to me.”  And Freddy Fender, who died just a year ago?

“Bless his heart,” Landreth said. “I was in the studio when he cut the demo for ‘When the Next
Teardrop Falls.’ … I played on some of those album tracks. I didn’t even hear them until I was
in Little Rock, Arkansas, one year and one came on the jukebox with an intro I played on a
National steel-body guitar. I thought, ‘I know it’s me, but what is it?’” Having played with
Mayall, who must have the all-time ear for guitar talent, is probably all the résumé Landreth
needs, but he is about to expand his list of connections considerably. “We’ve been on the
road a lot and really honed the three-piece band,” Landreth said. “And when we’re home we’re
in the studio making a new album … and stretching the boundaries even more. 

“I’ve have a lot of heroes who play on the record, and I wrote the new songs with each of them
in mind: Eric Clapton, Mark Knopfler, Eric Johnson, Vince Gill, Dr. John. Jimmy Buffett and
Robben Ford.” Clapton, another Mayall alumnus, is a big fan of Landreth’s work and said the
Louisiana guitarist is “probably the most underestimated musician on the planet and also
probably one of the most advanced.”

The as-yet-untitled album is due for release April 20. Landreth has a Puget Sound connection,
thanks to local guitarist Mark Riley. Landreth sometimes plays a guitar that Riley made.
“Mark’s great, and he makes really great guitars,” Landreth said. “We’ve gotten to be good
friends, and he’s a solid player. The red guitar he made me is beautiful, plays great and
sounds great.”  Riley also plays slide guitar. What is it about the slide that attracts guitarists
and listeners alike?  “I think it’s the vocal quality of it and the potential to emulate a lot of
different sounds.” Landreth said. “That’s what I feel in love with, that vocal quality. A lot of my
jazz heroes and blues heroes do the same thing and seem to emulate the voice.”

Jimmy Buffett and Governor Talk Manatees

By BRENDAN FARRINGTON – Nov 2, 2007

TAMPA, Fla. (AP) — The subject was manatees when Jimmy
Buffett and Gov. Charlie Crist got together to talk about
environmental issues.

Crist met privately with the 60-year-old singer for about 10
minutes Thursday and then introduced him to nearly 20,000
fans at a concert, saying: "He has Florida in his heart and he
loves her like I do."

The governor recently pushed state wildlife commissioners to
delay a decision to downgrade protections for manatees.

State experts have determined that the manatee is no longer
endangered, a term that means a species is at imminent risk of
extinction. They say the manatee should be reclassified as

threatened, which means it faces a high risk of extinction.

Crist said Buffett thanked him for what he did for the sea cows.
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beginning)  
18 Volcano  
19 Rainy Day Women #12 and 35  
20 Piece Of Work  
21 A Pirate Looks At Forty (with Redemption
Song)  
22 Southern Cross  
23 Margaritaville  
 
Encore:  
24 Everybody's on the Phone  
25 Another Saturday Night  
26 We Are The People Our Parents Warned Us 
About

Ford Amphitheatre - Tampa FL
Thursday, November 1, 2007

Hot Hot Hot 
 
Florida Governor Charlie Crist introduces Jimmy  
 
1 Fruitcakes  
2 License To Chill  
3 Domino College  
4 Weather With You  
5 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor  
6 School Boy Heart  
7 Come Monday (with the Beach Band)  
8 Changes In Latitudes, Changes In Attitudes  
9 Bama Breeze  
10 Cheeseburger In Paradise  
11 Reggabilly Hill  
12 Fins  
13 Brown Eyed Girl  
14 Banana Republics (with the Beach Band)  
15 Waiting In Vain  
16 It's My Job  
17 One Particular Harbour  
18 Volcano  
19 Hula Girl At Heart  
20 It's Five O'Clock Somewhere  
21 A Pirate Looks At Forty (with Redemption
Song)  
22 Southern Cross  
23 Margaritaville  
 
First Encore  
24 Everybody's on the Phone  
25 We Are The People Our Parents Warned Us
About  

Ford Amphitheatre - Tampa FL
Saturday, November 3, 2007

Hot Hot Hot  
 
1 On The Road Again  
2 License To Chill  
3 Coconut Telegraph  
4 Weather With You  
5 Elvis Presley Blues  
6 Son Of A Son Of A Sailor  
7 Come Monday (with The Beach Band)  
8 Changes In Latitudes, Changes In Attitudes  
9 School Boy Heart  
10 Cheeseburger In Paradise  
11 Bama Breeze  
12 Fins  
13 Brown Eyed Girl  
14 Jolly Mon Sing  
15 Last Man Standing (by Mac MacAnally)  
16 It's My Job  

"And I said, ÁNo, thank you,'" the governor said. "Thank you for doing so much for our state
and looking out for our wildlife and our natural estuaries and caring so much about Florida.'"

Crist also did a live interview on Radio Margaritaville, Buffett's Sirius Satellite Radio station.

Last spring, Crist appeared with Sheryl Crow to promote awareness of climate change.

And some people are thinking about the future...

Death of the Parrotheads?
ENDANGERED SPECIES 

October 31, 2007
Tampabay.com

When the Parrotheads lose their leader will a new hero appear or will it mark the end of an
era in pop music? 

On Christmas Day, flip-flop prophet Jimmy Buffett, Coppertoned hero to armchair
beach-bums everywhere, will turn 61. And his disciples, those party-focused Parrotheads, will
beer-crawl that much closer to extinction.

Now, now, party people, don’t get your feathers ruffled just yet. The singer of escapist mantra
Margaritaville has announced no plans to retire. Not when he continues to have one of the
highest-grossing concert tours in popular music. Not when Buffett-branded restaurant chains,
clothes, blenders, drink mixes and then some ring up fortunes more. Not when he dumped
Corona as a longtime sponsor — only to develop his own brew, Land Shark Lager.

But let’s be honest: 61 is still 61, no matter how much you surf. And when he stops, so will a
long-standing concert tradition commenced with the Grateful Dead, carried on by jam-banders
Phish, and mastered by Buffett: rock shows as all-encompassing fantasylands, rock shows as
communal bacchanals that continue long after the lights go up and the mind-altering
substances are stashed.

Parrotheads: It’s a way of life — and sooner rather than later, that life will come to an end.

When Buffett plays Ford Amphitheatre in Tampa this Thursday and Saturday, he will create a
full-fledged utopia — an inherently singular experience that has taken on a life of its own.

I went through my requisite Buffett phase in college, and indeed, there's a tremendous
lose-yourself joy at his shows — like Disney World with thongs. It's drunken, it's bawdy, it's
skintastic. Down with the 9-to-5, up with the fins. I stopped going to his shows when the
peaced-out buzz turned a little too frat-boy rowdy for my tastes. Nevertheless, there’s nothing
like a Buffett gig. Everyone should try it once; just don’t wear nice shoes.

"Parrotheads have feared him retiring — or worse — for the last 10 years," says Susan
Blankenship, 51-year-old commander of the Tampa Bay Parrot Heads in Paradise Club,
which, at 1,000-plus members, is the largest of its kind in the world. "But whether he retires or
not, that’s not going to affect the music we already have. I’m still going to have the albums I
bought in 1972."

"We have no plans of stopping," says Rachel Keller, Blankenship’s daughter and the "chief
officer of media" of the Tampa Bay club. "We like to say we’re not fans of Jimmy Buffett —
we’re fans of the fans of Jimmy Buffett."

That's a nice thought and all. And sure, after Buffett retires, his fans may continue to gather at
the neighborhood bar for a group singalong of Boat Drinks. But there’s no mistaking that the
concerts are the thing. And when the house lights go up for good, the thing just won’t be the
same.
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17 One Particular Harbour  
18 Desperation Samba (Halloween In Tijuana)  
19 Volcano  
20 It's Five O'Clock Somewhere  
21 A Pirate Looks At Forty (with Redemption
Song)  
22 Southern Cross  
23 Margaritaville  
 
First Encore  
24 Rainy Day Women #12 and 35  
25 Everybody's on the Phone  
 
Second Encore  
26 Another Saturday Night  
27 Tin Cup Chalice  

There is a charity CD that was recently released
called "Live from Key West" .  Here are the
details:  
 

The Paradise Charitable Foundation's New Live 
Charity CD is now out and thanks to Radio
Margaritaville there has been lots  of airplay on
Sirius Satellite Radio. The reviews are all coming
back Fantastic too!!!  If you haven't bought your
copy yet, head on over to 
http://www.paradisefoundation.org and pick up a
copy or two...    
 
Here it is, thirteen unbelievable live tracks in a
compilation of live music recorded exclusively at 
Meeting of the Minds. Never ever before released
cuts from the greatest party on earth!!!
 
All net proceeds from the sale of this CD will be
donated DIRECTLY to The Victory Junction Gang 
Camp at http://www.victoryjunction.org to
immediately impact the lives of children throughout 
this great nation!
 
Here are the donated Meeting of the Minds 
performances for this great project!!!
 
1 - African Friend - Club Trini
2 - Not Looking Back - John Frinzi
3 - Mexican Ring - James White 
4 - Woman Going Crazy -  Jimmy Buffett
5 - American Dream - Larry Joe Taylor
6 - You Got Gold - Keith Sykes
7 - Jaded Lover - Jerry Jeff Walker 
8 - Faith in Angels - Peter Mayer Group
9 - Floating Opera - Jim Morris
10 - Smallest of Islands - Scott Kirby 
11 - Yea Mon - Jimmy Maraventano
12 - Life is a Mystery - Kelly McGuire
13 - Caribbean Holiday - Dennis McCaughey

Don’t expect another Buffett or Grateful Dead to come along anytime soon either, says Billy
Altman, famed rock writer and assistant curator at the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. Those acts
owe much of their sustained popularity to being birthed during the folk and singer-songwriter
movements of the ’60s and ’70s. "Their fanbases grew organically," Altman says. "I’ve talked
to Jimmy before, and he says he really had nothing to do with [the Parrothead craze]."

Back then, music labels had patience with their acts — both the Dead and Buffett were only
modest successes at first. But the labels stayed with them, sending them out on the road,
spending money to make money. And their fans, embracing the full hippie aesthetic,
eventually started following these new engaging voices around the country. There was an
excitement, a soul behind this antiestablishment music. 

But then the music industry changed. Along came the ’80s, the reign of synthy dance-pop and
vapid frontmen. In the ’90s, there was grunge, a gloomy genre of music best heard in your
sad, shadowy room. Grunge has aged horribly, as has most rap and hip-hop, under-30
pursuits for sure. The current pop marketplace is singles-driven and, alas, utterly disposable.
It’s hard to build a loyal following around a one-hit wonder. 

There’s a reason why the best-attended concert acts remain those born decades ago: the
Rolling Stones, Paul McCartney, Neil Diamond, the Police. You can only blame ticket prices
so much. The allegiance just isn’t there for most modern bands. 

"We haven’t had a significant movement in pop in a long time," says Altman. "Well, outside of
Britney Spears and Justin Timberlake and the celebrity-based music, of course." 

These days, Altman adds, "bands seek to make connections with fans very actively: YouTube,
MySpace. It’s forced." In other words, there’s nothing "organic" about it. Instead of singular
concert celebrations, we’re seeing the emergence of more and more summer festivals —
Coachella, Lollapalooza, Bonnaroo — in which a smorgasboard of acts are available all at
once, the sum being far greater than the individual parts. You party for a weekend, and then
you go home. 

Some acts have tried to position themselves to be the next Grateful Dead or Jimmy Buffett.
After tweaking his approach, country singer Kenny Chesney has been able to stuff stadiums
on the promise of a Buffett-esque paradise. However, sales of his last album, Just Who I Am:
Poets & Pirates, were tepid, a sign that listeners could be growing tired of his lost-in-paradise
schtick. 

Crunchy roots-rocker Dave Matthews appeals to suburban hippies and related stoners — a
thinner, taller Jerry Garcia. But the sense of community at his shows is ephemeral. You see
him, you go home, wait ’til next year. And truth be told, Matthews’ crowds don’t look any
different from most others because, well, they’re really not. 

Nope, chances are, we won’t see another Jimmy Buffett anytime soon. For some of you, that
comes as very good news. But for Blankenship and her Parrotheads, it’s not just losing music
— it’s losing a little hope, too. 

"A lot of people accuse Parrotheads of escapism," she says. "But what’s wrong with leaving
your troubles at the door? "Life is hard enough."

But in the meantime, some enterprising souls want to give you some tips!

Elizabeth & John Encarnacion have written a new book
entitled "The Jimmy Buffett Concert Handbook. The
Unofficial Guide."

Here’s your passport to Margaritaville! Over the years,
Jimmy Buffett’s yearly concert tours have evolved into
beach-themed extravaganzas. But as any true Buffett fan
knows, to fully experience the fun you have to plunge into
the pre-concert tailgate. This annual ritual can intimidate a
newbie—and even die-hard “Parrotheads” need
inspiration to make their parties stand out. That’s where
this comprehensive handbook to all the great goings-on
comes in.

It’s got essential Parrothead information, from details about Buffett’s music to background on
the band to stories behind some of his famous songs. You’ll learn how to dress for the show,
how to decorate your car, the A-Z of tailgating tools, recipes for Buffet gourmet classics such
as a Cheeseburger in Paradise and the perfect margarita, and much more!

And here's a LONG article about one man's journey of discovery...
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Fall Recipes

Cuban Thanksgiving Menu and Recipes

From Our Latin Table by Fernando Saralegui 

Steamed Yuca with Mojo

3 pounds frozen yuca
10 cloves garlic
4 cups oregano leaves
Juice of 2 limes
¾ Cup olive oil
�  Cup freshly squeezed orange juice
1/8 teaspoon cumin
Salt and pepper to taste
Steam the yuca in the basket of a vegetable 
steamer over medium-high heat for 30 minutes. 

While the yuca is steaming, puree the garlic, 
oregano, lime juice, olive oil, orange juice, cumin,
salt, and pepper in the jar of a blender or in a food
processor fitted with a metal blade. Taste and
adjust seasoning. Serve yuca hot with mojo sauce. 

Cumin-and-Oregano Rubbed Turkey with
Chorizo-and Cornbread Stuffing

The truth is that our Thanksgiving turkey is an 
annual experiment because the turkey preparation
job is taken on by a different sibling every year.
This recipe is one of my favorites. 

16-pound turkey, fresh or defrosted
3-4 cups Cornbread Stuffing (recipe follows)
Kitchen string
Cumin Rub (recipe follows)
1½ cups (3 sticks) unsalted butter

Preheat the oven to 400 degrees. 

Remove the plastic piece from the legs of the 
turkey, if necessary, and the gizzard package and
neck from the cavity. Rinse the turkey inside and
out with very cold water and pat dry with paper 
towels. 

Return to Margaritaville
The possibility of meeting Jimmy Buffett prompts a longtime Parrothead to examine just why
his idol's music moves him so

By Gary Logan
Sunday, September 30, 2007

Wastin© away again in Margaritaville,
Searching for my lost shaker of salt
Some people claim that there©s a woman to blame,
But I know it©s nobody©s fault.
-- "Margaritaville," 1977

ONE MORNING IN MID-MARCH, I HIT THE SPEED-DIAL BUTTON AGAIN, AGAIN AND
AGAIN. Finally, after 30 minutes, I got through to Ticketmaster. "Buffett at Nissan Pavilion on
June 28," I requested.  "Sorry, the event is sold out," a female voice on the other end informed
me. No surprise. As a Parrothead for nearly four decades, I knew well that obtaining a couple
of tickets for Jimmy Buffett's annual show in the area was no given. I'd done the mall
sleepovers, waited in line after line at Ticketmaster, surfed eBay and StubHub, and paid well
more than I could afford with no regrets. I've been in the last row on the lawn, second-row
center orchestra and everywhere in between. With 20 or more concerts under my belt, an
autographed copy of one of Buffett's books and purchases of all his vinyl LPs, eight-tracks,
cassettes, CDs and DVDs, I'd banked a lifetime of Buffett experiences. Missing one concert
wasn't going to ruin my summer. A week later, my wife, Jill, called me at my office, sounding
like she'd just run the 100-yard dash. "Guess what? You're not gonna believe this. We got
tickets to Buffett."

Her girlfriend from Boston, she explained, was going out with a guy from Scottsdale who knew
a guy from Palm Beach who worked with another guy from Palm Beach named Buffett. Not
only were we getting tickets to Nissan, but they'd be complimentary tickets. And, oh yeah, we
were getting backstage passes, too.  "Right. Where are the seats?" I replied. "Did you hear
what I said? Backstage passes!"  "Where are we sitting?" I asked again.

Truth is, going backstage holds little appeal for me. I'm a shy soul, challenged enough
conversing with regular folks, let alone icons. I'm not one for mingling, not even in
Margaritaville, Buffett's mythical nirvana. But then, as decades of Buffett flashbacks began to
roll in like waves on the shore, I reconsidered. Maybe I did want to meet him. After all, I'd
invested more of myself in Buffett for more years than I had with any other artist. Just why did
he have so much staying power? What is it about the Buffett experience?

Right away, I knew the answer was in the question. More so than with many other
entertainers, Buffett is an experience for me and his legions of other diehard fans -- one that
touches our psyches and spirits in some profound way. But I had never really considered the
reasons Buffett's music moves me so. What's beneath the aging tropical shirt collection in my
closet, the parrot named "Margarita" living in our basement, the pirate ship once moored in
our back yard? What are the threads of the Buffett philosophy in my life? Had it changed how
I viewed the world, other people, myself? What would happen if I took a journey through a
Parrothead portal into my own past?  And that thought took me back to a brush with Buffett in
1986, an encounter I thought I'd resolved but suddenly realized I hadn't. Maybe the answer
was backstage.

BUT I NEED TO START FROM THE BEGINNING. The year: 1974. The venue: Garden State
Arts Center in Holmdel, N.J. The event: my first Buffett concert. Over a sea of bouncing,
longhaired heads was this mustachioed, barefoot guy with long sandy hair, wearing jeans and
jumping and running around the stage -- a young Buffett playing to an equally young and
frenetic audience. But he was more funky-country folk singer than rock star, singing not about
the '60s but about colorful characters who had lived and loved and were now moving on.

From my perch on the grass, I was being pulled onstage toward this energy, a 180-degree
diversion from where I'd been a few years earlier -- in South Vietnam with a Marine infantry
unit -- and from much of where I still was inside my head. The summer before the concert,
looking for an escape, I went to the French and Italian rivieras and, despite the heat, found
myself locking the doors and shutters of hotel rooms overlooking the Mediterranean. To me at
the time, my behavior seemed quite natural. But not to my traveling companion, Chris, a high
school buddy who recommended Jimmy Buffett as an RX for my ills. "Have you heard of him?
You'd like his music." Who?

He dragged me to South Jersey, where Buffett's soft melodies and honky-tonk rhythms took
me somewhere vibrant but safe, a place where you didn't have to take life too seriously. Also,
while Buffett's music seemed somewhat anti-establishment, it wasn't antiwar. Not that I was
pro-war. I looked at my experience in Southeast Asia as a human one, not as a divisive
national issue. While friends judged me in political terms, Buffett spoke to me as a person,
someone who could learn to have fun again.
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Loosely stuff the turkey with the stuffing. Pull the 
legs together so that they overlap. Use the kitchen
string to tie the legs together. Spoon any leftover
cornbread stuffing into a buttered ovenproof
casserole dish. Bake in a 350-degree oven, 
uncovered, for 20-25 minutes, or until crispy and
golden brown. 

Using your hands, gently rub about half to three 
quarters of the cumin rub over the exterior of the
turkey, working it lightly into the skin. Reserve the
remaining rub for basting the turkey during 
roasting. 

Place the turkey on a rack in a large roasting pan. 
Roast uncovered for 30 minutes until the skin
starts to brown, then cover with aluminum foil. 

Meanwhile, in a small saucepan, melt the 3 sticks 
of butter over medium heat. Stir in the remaining
rub. Set aside, covered, to keep warm. Use a
pastry brush to baste the turkey with the seasoned 
butter every 30 minutes during roasting. 

Reduce the heat to 325 degrees and roast the 
turkey for about 4 ½ hours, or until the juices run
clear when the meat is pricked, the leg joints feel
loose, and a meat thermometer registers 180 
degrees when inserted in the thickest part of the
thigh. Check the stuffing: the thermometer should
register 165 degrees when inserted into the center
of the stuffing. 

Cumin Rub
½ cup (1 stick) unsalted butter
2 tablespoons cumin
5 tablespoons dried oregano
3 tablespoons smoked paprika (hot)
2 tablespoons salt
2 tablespoons fresh-cracked pepper
�  cup olive oil
In a small saucepan, melt the butter over medium 
heat. 

Combine the seasonings and olive oil in a mixing 
bowl. Add the melted butter and stir to mix well.
Set aside to cool to room temperature. 

Cornbread Stuffing
4 8½-ounce boxes cornbread mix
1 cup toasted pine nuts
1 cup (2 sticks) unsalted butter, melted
2 large Spanish onions, chopped
10 cloves garlic, minced
4 small (7 ounces) chorizo sausages, diced
2 roasted red bell peppers, chopped
1 cup fresh oregano, chopped
Salt and pepper to taste
Bake the cornbread according to package 
directions. While the bread is still warm, cut it into
small cubes in the pan. Let the bread sit at room
temperature, uncovered, for 12 hours or overnight. 
Remove the bread from the pan and crumble to
make coarse breadcrumbs. 

To toast the pine nuts, bake them on a baking 
sheet in a 300-degree oven for approximately 5
minutes until they turn golden brown. Watch
carefully as they will burn fast. Immediately remove 
the nuts from the pan to a clean dish to stop them
cooking. 

In a medium sauté pan, melt the butter over
medium heat. Sauté the onion and garlic until

So that 1974 concert was the hook, and hooked I was. I bought the LPs and waited for Buffett
to find his way to the Jersey Shore each summer through the '70s. Between concerts, I
commuted to William Paterson College in Wayne, N.J., to study journalism. I was uninspired
in high school, but making it back to the world moved me to do something meaningful with my
life, even as many of my '60s buddies were bailing out of college. We all partied together, but
in my group, I was more drawn to Buffett than they were. Maybe my need for an escape was
greater?

Something else in Buffett's music was resonating in me -- the sea. Since I was knee-high to
my father, my weekends were spent on a 22-foot sports fisherman off the Jersey Shore. Early
on, I was ballast, but years later, my dad handed me a pole, too. We'd bottom-fish for fluke,
troll for blues, trek miles out -- where eyes couldn't reach land -- to track tuna. Often we'd rock
silently but for the sounds of waves splashing the sides of the boat, the seagulls and the radio
static of a Yankees' game. Onboard music, by captain's orders, was limited to Zamfir and his
pan flute -- a new form of water torture -- and Polish polkas that turned our Irish-Scottish
ancestors over in their graves. Then, one balmy day in the late '70s, I handed the captain an
eight-track tape of Buffett, to whom he paid his highest tribute: "Play that one again."  The
composition was "Changes in Latitudes, Changes in Attitudes," and like many Buffett ballads
about bayous and shrimp boats, it lent poetry to the sea. For me and my dad, these melodies
gave voice to what we felt as we sat quietly aboard in the salt air, unable to express ourselves
what the sea and these trips meant to us.

MY '80S KICKED OFF WITH GRADUATE SCHOOL AT AMERICAN UNIVERSITY, followed
by an array of journalism jobs covering Congress, the courts, health and veterans affairs. I
wanted an adventure, and Washington was a heady one. In kicking off my sandals for leather
shoes, I'd taken a Buffett break, too. What I knew of his world didn't fit with the new one I was
being lured into. It was time to focus, not flee. But in a sense, I saw later, I was fleeing -- from
myself and memories of a war that had left me feeling isolated from those around me. I knew I
had to face those ghosts.

I joined a Vietnam veterans group in McLean, where over 12 weeks I finally broke a decade of
silence about my experiences. I was not cured but recovering, and you'd think that would have
set me in a purposeful direction. Instead, it led me deeper inside to try to resolve the
unresolvable -- the death of a member of my squad, the destruction of a village. So, rather
than continue to carve out a career path like my peers, in 1983 I headed for a remote,
lakeside cabin in southern Maine, where over the course of a winter I poured my ghosts onto
paper, hoping to publish a novel. My only company was Fred, a Saint Bernard-golden retriever
mix I had picked up at the SPCA, and the sound of a barely audible, classical music station
out of Portland. As the temperatures reached sub-zero, and I warmed myself by the
wood-burning stove, Buffett was nowhere in earshot.

He surfaced again in 1984, when I returned to Washington, where I was now ready, I told
myself, to move ahead rather than back. I took a job as an editor for a legal magazine in
Georgetown, and I rented a top-floor Foggy Bottom apartment, where I'd host Friday night
margarita parties, disco ball included, for friends and colleagues. Life was good, life was fun,
and Jimmy Buffett stopped at Merriweather Post Pavilion in Columbia each summer.

I was discovering a different me, but a different Buffett, too: less mobile and more mellow,
more contemplative Caribbean soul than country-folk singer, his concerts enveloped in a
circus-like atmosphere. Buffett's children of the '70s had evolved into exotic personalities
wearing grass skirts and feathered hats. Their tailgate parties had turned into luaus with Cajun
queens and court jesters, Flamenco dancers and Elvis impersonators, parrots and pirates.
Many of the fans were younger, too -- high school and college students. Buffett had attracted
a new generation of followers. These fans were later coined Parrotheads by a member of
Buffett's band, the Coral Reefers, and I saw them as live characters in his songs -- putting the
top down and dancing the Conga line till daybreak but still searching for distant islands, their
own Margarita-villes. The essence of Buffett, that sense of carefree escape, was still intact.

Given where I was, the ride now was more about moonlight and starlight, rhythms of the heart
and romance. Let someone move you, Buffett's lyrics suggested to me. But as a single man in
the mid-'80s, making myself vulnerable was the last thing I was interested in doing. I had just
broken up with the woman I thought I would marry and had entered into a series of brief
relationships that purposely left little room for real intimacy. I was better off seeking fun than a
serious relationship, I told myself, and Buffett's music could help with that, too.

So, naturally I said "sure" when in 1986 a friend from graduate school asked if I'd be
interested in traveling with her to Jamaica. Fodor©s described a sybaritic, seven-mile stretch of
pink sand, chicken grills and reggae clubs in Negril, a place where you could get by for a
week with only a bathing suit and a T-shirt. The only other thing I had to pack was my
collection of Buffett tapes. Off we went.  Of course, Fodor©s hadn't mentioned the
ganja-peddling Rastafarians walking the beach. So, the trip was very relaxing and uneventful,
until day three, when I found myself sitting at a tiny, thatched beach bar at the Negril Tree
House hotel. There was I, the bartender, three guys at another table and a guy standing next
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translucent but not browned, about 5 minutes. 

In a large bowl, combine the breadcrumbs, pine 
nuts, sautéed onion and garlic, sausages, red
pepper and oregano, mixing well. Season to taste
with salt and pepper. The stuffing can be made up 
to this point a day in advance and kept refrigerated
in an airtight container. 

Reserve 3 to 4 cups of the stuffing to stuff the 
turkey.

 

Pumpkin Flan

1¾ cup sugar
1½ cups whole milk
½ cup unflavored canned pumpkin puree
1 cinnamon stick
�  teaspoon salt
3 eggs
3 egg yolks
1 tablespoon pure vanilla extract
Preheat oven to 350 degrees. 

In a heavy saucepan melt 1 cup sugar over 
medium-high heat, stirring occasionally, until the
sugar is amber in color and has turned into a
smooth liquid. Immediately remove the syrup from 
heat and pour evenly into the bottom of a heated
9-inch glass pie plate, 2-quart casserole dish, or a
cake mold. (To heat the dish, pour hot or boiling 
water into it and let stand for a minute or two, then
drain and dry completely before adding the sugar
syrup.) 

In a heavy saucepan, bring the milk, pumpkin 
puree, cinnamon stick, and salt to a boil over
medium heat and remove from heat immediately.
Discard the cinnamon stick. 

In a large mixing bowl beat together the eggs, egg 
yolks, remaining sugar, and vanilla. While the
beater is running, slowly add ½ cup of the hot milk
mixture and beat until eggs are tempered, then
slowly add the remaining hot milk. 

Pour the mixture into the dish over the hardened 
sugar syrup and place in a baking pan. Add hot
water to halfway up the side of the dish. Place in
oven and cook for 1 hour or until the custard has 
set. 

Carefully remove the baking pan from the oven 
and remove the flan dish from the hot water bath
and allow to cool. While the flan is still warm, run a
knife around the edge to loosen it. 

To remove flan, place a large, deep plate face 
down on top of the dish and invert the flan onto the
plate. Make sure the plate is large enough to hold
the flan and has enough of a well to hold the syrup. 

to me who looked and sounded just like Jimmy Buffett, with a cute brunette on his arm.

"Got one I can borrow?" asked this Buffett clone, nodding toward a pack of cigarettes on the
guys' table. "All I got are OPs."  "OPs?" one of the guys asked.  "Other people's," he laughed.

They laughed with him. I looked at him long enough to realize that it was Buffett, without the
mustache, before quickly glancing down at the stack of six Buffett cassettes next to my yellow
Sony Walkman on the table. Say something, I told myself. But I couldn't, or wouldn't, before
he and the cute brunette sprinted toward the surf, laughing all the way.

Nah, someone else, I told myself as I placed the earphones back in their rightful place. But
that night at Rick's Cafe on the west end of Negril, where the tourists trek nightly to catch the
sunset while sipping rum punches, a swarm of spring break teens sat around someone on the
terrace, someone who was making them laugh. Buffett? I concluded it was when after dinner
he showed up next door at La Kaiser's Cafe, a reggae club on the cliffs along the shore. I
turned, and there he was, in front of me, eyebrows raised, as close to me as you are to this
page. So, what did I do? Not only did I not say a word, I turned away. Thirty minutes later, I
walked past him like he didn't exist as he sat on a bar stool in the middle of the milling crowd,
approachable by anyone but me.

At the time, I wasn't inclined to delve too deeply into anything. And, as I've said, I'm a shy guy.
But years later, I would understand that my apprehension about approaching Buffett also had
a lot to do with my growing detachment from everyone around me. Here I was in a more
carefree place, but still keeping others out.  Not too long after returning from Negril, a new
Buffett song, "Bring Back the Magic," spoke to me about the need to allow someone in. In
1989 I did, which led to another chapter in my life, and another decade of Buffett as traveling
companion -- not just for me, but for my wife and children, too.  "I DON'T KNOW WHY I
HADN'T INTRODUCED JILL AND GARY SOONER. They both love sailing and Jimmy
Buffett."

That was the central line of the rehearsal dinner toast from Lisa, my best woman. A tropical
wedding reception with tiki bars, Hawaiian leis and hula dancers at the Key Bridge Marriott
followed, then a week in Oahu, then the beginning of a life in Arlington that was increasingly
less about me and more about a wife and work, a home and mortgage, and kids -- Ben, one
year after we exchanged vows, and Ethan and Grace five years later. Quickly our lives
became consumed by baptisms and birthdays, carnivals and camp outs, puppies and vet bills.
But each summer, a life raft drifted offshore. We grabbed it.

The Buffett show had become a shared event with a like-minded soul. I was no longer flying
solo with a group of friends or taking someone I knew I wouldn't be taking the following year.
We'd park the '79 yellow Volvo (a.k.a. "Banana Boat") decaled with iguanas and parrots, open
up our foldouts, sip margaritas and nibble on grilled chicken until the mania around us started
to merge into the pavilion. This was our time, our date for the year, a contemplative but
adrenalin-laden escape from parenting. We could dance, join the group singalong, simulate
sharks, sail moonlit bays in search of our own suppressed dreams and ponder ancient
puzzles beneath a mango tree.

But the music was becoming about our kids, as well. Tropical love songs were bumped by
Buffett lyrics about barefoot children running in the rain, finger painting in the sand, a
Rastafarian who could sing fish out of the sea, and, of course, pirates. I sold my dad's old
fishing boat, built a play pirate ship in our back yard and watched toddler Ben strum his green
plastic guitar as he watched a Buffett video.

The music touched our losses, too. My father, my captain, died of a heart attack just weeks
after his last fishing trip. When I learned through Buffett's song "False Echoes" that his father
had been afflicted with Alzheimer's disease, a subject I was then writing about in my public
affairs job at an academic medical center, I gathered up the latest studies and sent them off to
Buffett's store in Key West. Silly thing to do, part of me thought. He has plenty of resources.
But I'd do the same for any acquaintance or friend, so why not for him?

I©m growing older but not up.
My metabolic rate is pleasantly stuck.
So let the winds of change blow over my head.
I©d rather die while I©m livin© than live while I©m dead.
-- "Growing Older But Not Up," 1980

The white plane tipped its wings and buzzed the crowd, eliciting a wave-like roar across the
field. But then the winds picked up and a torrential downpour sent fans -- except those
oblivious to it -- fleeing for cover. As the rain let up and the Parrotheads emerged from their
encampments and headed for their seats, two rainbows reached over the horizon. First Buffett
kidded the crowd about flying over the bumper-to-bumper caravan heading for the concert.

"You drive in that every day?" he said, like it was the last place you'd find him. Then he added,
"Did you see that double rainbow?"
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Flan can be served warm or chilled. The flan can 
be prepared 2 days in advance and kept covered
and refrigerated. 

And, from our sister city Key West to your
table:

Pepe's Coconut Bread

Ingredients

1/2 cup butter, softened
1 cup white sugar
2 eggs
2 tsp. coconut extract
1 cup fancy shred coconut
1 cup sour cream
2 cups all-purpose flour
1 tsp. baking soda
1 tsp. baking powder

Instructions

Cream together butter and sugar. Beat in eggs and 
extract, then the sour cream. Add the coconut.
Fold in the flour, baking powder and soda. Turn
into lightly greased loaf pan and bake at 350 
degrees for about 45 minutes or until done. Makes
1 loaf-10 slices

Suggested substitutions will omit coconut extract 
and coconut. Use maple extract and walnuts for
Maple Walnut bread. Use Lemon extract and 1
tbsp. poppy seeds for Lemon Poppy Seed bread. 
Use vanilla extract and any fruit such as peaches,
pears, cranberries, etc. for other changes.

Makes one loaf. Serve toasted or warm, freezes 
well .

Hot Buttered Rum - Salvador Molly's Recipe

Hot Buttered Rum is the perfect creamy, decadent 
drink for the holidays. Salvador Molly's bar
manager Rick Sadle suggests this simple recipe: 

1 ounce Gold Jamaican rum 
1 Tbsp Trader Vic's butter 
1/2 ounce créme de cocoa 
cinnamon 
nutmeg 
cloves 
a zest of lemon and orange 

In a 10-ounce glass mix tablespoon Trader Vic's 
Butter in six ounces of hot water. Stir well until
butter is totally dissolved. Add 1/2 ounce of Créme
de Cocoa, a dash of cinnamon and nutmeg, a 
single whole clove, and a twist of orange and
lemon. Swizzle with a straw and serve with love.
Enjoy! 

The year was 2005, the venue Nissan Pavilion. The event was the "Salty Piece of Land"
concert, and, until the backstage passes showed up, we figured it was likely our last Buffett
show. The music was an accumulation of all the philosophical notes that had preceded it, but
there was another theme, too, for the new century: It really is a short run, so tighten up the
sheets and ride the winds; set a course true to yourself; stay young, but do what you gotta do
now.

In ways we had done that -- I had finally landed the public affairs job in a children's hospital I
had wanted a decade earlier, and Jill had left human resources consulting with Fortune 500
companies for a school psychologist position in inner-city Baltimore. In our choices, we may
have invited more struggles, but Buffett would drop into town every now and then to smooth
our troubled waters. Still, it was hard to stay young at concerts where there were now three
generations of Parrotheads instead of two. A man in his mid-60s wearing a coconut bra and
grass skirt is quite a sight. I found myself evolving into somewhat of a retiring Parrothead,
shaking my head at the odd characters passing by. Also, we'd generally wait for Buffett's voice
before heading for our seats in the pavilion -- the lawn was no longer an option for these two
birds -- and leave before the final encore, a blasphemous offense, to beat the traffic back
home to our kids.  "That's probably it, his last gig," I said to my wife when we hit Interstate 66
after leaving Nissan Pavilion. "He's not going to do this forever."  Nor, I thought, would we.

But there we were again at Nissan this past summer as the woman at the will-call window
handed us four center-orchestra seats and four passes that read "Pre show" rather than
"backstage." That wording, we soon discovered, makes miles of difference in Margaritaville.

Pre-show meant a pre-show party cordoned off behind the pavilion, more back lot than
backstage. There we and our two friends found folks like us with similar connections -- a
woman with a brother in the State Department who had smoothed some international travel
issues for Buffett, a couple who were friends of a vocalist in the band. Some of the
connections got you a 45-second drive-by with Jimmy, who was somewhere in the maze of
trailers behind the pavilion. We hadn't made arrangements for a personal visit, so pre-show
was as far as we got, which, as it turned out, was fine. As our Scottsdale friend said on the
ride home: "It's not about meeting him and discovering he's a regular guy. We already know
he's a regular guy."  "It's all about the show," I heard myself say to my fellow Parrotheads.

But by now, I had concluded that it both was and wasn't about the show. On the one hand, the
relationship between the fan and performer is not a personal relationship. As much as we all
want to connect, he doesn't know us, and we don't know him, not really. We can't get inside
the artist's true intention with his music -- only our own interpretation of it. We cherry-pick what
our context needs, what fills our voids.

On the other hand, there is something very intimate going on. The artist reaches deep within,
opening up himself and his vision of the world. His fans, including me, eagerly soak up what
we need and find ourselves transported. Artist and audience, we all make ourselves
vulnerable in this sharing. And what could be more personal, and more honest, than that?

So, in the end there was no backstage brush with Buffett, no making up for the lost chance in
Negril. But it no longer mattered because I finally understood: We'd been communicating all
along.


���	��

Well, that's it for now Parrot Heads.  We wish you all the best and hope you are doing well
and that we see you around the "island" real soon.

As always, if you have any questions, comments, ideas or announcements, let us know at
mailboat@keynorthwest.org.  Details about our events and more are located on the club web
page calendar at http://www.keynorthwest.org which also includes the interactive Northwest
Regional Parrot Head Calendar.
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Contact Us

Please feel free to forward this issue of the
Tropical Times along.You can subscribe or let us
know about anything you would like us to include 
by sending an email to:
mailboat@keynorthwest.org. 

Key NorthWest Parrot Heads 
Mailing Address:  
6107 SW Murray Blvd., #212, 
Beaverton, OR 97008 

Club Email:
mailboat@keynorthwest.org

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

Key NorthWest Calendar:  Our online club
calendar is now interactive, so you can choose a
month and see the upcoming activities listed
there.  Just go to: http://www.keynorthwest.org and
click on "Calendar".  On the same page we have
the Jimmy Buffett Concert dates and at the bottom
we have the Northwest Regional  Parrot Head Club
Calendar which has events from Canada to 
California, including Idaho, Montana and Colorado.

Club Membership Information:
http://tinyurl.com/f4tkl

Tropical Times Archive Editions:
http://www.tropicaltimes.net

We are members of

Take care and keep those Phins Up! 

Chris and Andrea Sloan
Phearless Leaders
Key NorthWest Parrot Heads

Club Email: mailboat@keynorthwest.org
Club Web Page: http://www.keynorthwest.org


