hhhh. Seriously, let’s keep this between

us. They are French and there are two

of them. They are beyond beauti-
ful. They are beyond smoking hot. They are
exquisite. There are people who would be very
interested in this information and The Man
likes to keep a low profile. Which is strange, 1
know, because he makes his living playing gui-
tar and singing songs about beaches and boats
in front of tens of thousands of sereaming
fans. l",'.'t‘r_vhnd],' knows his name, his [mi\cs, his

dreams and his quirks.
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But when it comes to his boars. ., well, he's a
lot like every other busy businessman, family man
and contented sailor. He simply wants to knock
off after a day at work, step aboard and take a spin
around the buoys on a Wednesday night. He wants
to climb aboard on a holiday—maybe with the kids,
definitely with a cooler—cut the engine, get the
min up, unroll the jib, and feel that magic moment
of warm breeze filling well-trimmed sails.

Just like us. Except not. The Man is Jimmy
Buffett, a figure who, outside of the thin air

of Valencia, is the most famous living sailor in

the world, And the French pair.... whew, .. the

French pair.

The French pair are his new boats, the lat-
est in a long line of beautiful, purposeful boats
made for sailing and salewater fun. In this way,
he's just like us. He gets his money together,
finds the right boat, and goes sailing. But, once
the details are tfleshed out, once we find out
tl'l'x”. [Ilt'ﬁ_' are two Ui‘ thL'ln_ a"hn{'[ once wo ]L'.:!rﬂ
a bit about the hows and whys of them, well,
not so much like us. His plan would be our

plan if we were The Man.



But we're not. We, on the other hand, strap
shark fins to our cars, buy coconut shell bras,
and chant “Salt, salt, salt,” smiling all the while
as The Man tells us, through his famous laugh,

“I'm spending your money foolishly.”

n November 1971, Jimmy Buffetr, a

25-year-old aspiring singer-songwriter

rolled into Key West aboard an old
Packard driven by fellow musician Jerry Jeff
Walker. He was broke and had just separated
from his first wife. At that point, Buffert's

career as an entertainer had started and stopped
half-a-dozen times.

The Key West Buffett stepped into was a
very offbeat and relarively lawless place—it's
said that marijuana bales were unloaded onto
the public whart in daylight; trade in shrimp,
Cuban refugees and narcotics was thriving; and
any number of alternative lifestyles were both
explored and celebrated. Buffeur soaked up the
armosphere like a deep-water sponge, and the
characters, sounds and tales of Key West found

their way into his songs and attitude.

Jimgity Buffet's lajeskFie

y:-a Tofinou &5 out for Spin:

Buffett found his voice in 1973 with the
release of his second album, “White Sport
Coat and a Pink Crustacean.” He used the
profits from this album to buy a Cheoy Lee 33
kerch with the theory that if his career went
pear-shaped, he would at least have the boar
to live and travel aboard. He named the boat
Euphoria and later told an interviewer, “If it all
fell apart tomorrow, I could live on that boat
and be happy.”

A year later, with his signature song
“Margaritaville” in the Top 10 and plenty of
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