
the portable Tiki Room



I was wandering around the internet, and found a site that

reviews Tiki Rooms. I vaguely remember going to such a

restaurant long ago. Where it might have been located, I

do not remember. I was just a kid at the time. Or maybe

its a vague remembrance of some old film noir scene.

Maybe it was just a dream.



Any ways, I was inspired to write this.
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Now, Tiki bars and restaurants,

can be hard to find,

and you may literally have to travel,

long distances to find one,

only to be disappointed,

or maybe not as thrilled as you would like to be,

as the name of it seems to imply,

Tiki means more than a grass skirt bolted to the wall,

but once in a long while,

you find the pearl in the oyster shell.



Now, since folks started traveling in space,

wholesale and in box car lots,

most places that are unique,

the space tourist business,

is on an upward run,

things that most folks feel are,

odd-ball restaurants and bars,

got somehow lost in the shuffle,

they want something bland, to remind them of Home,

but I heard tell,

of a portable Tiki bar.



Now he don't have much,

in the way of decor,

for it has to fit,

in something resembling a mix between,

a roadster and a recreational vehicle !



Kinda hard to visualize I'm sure,

I was kinda three sheets to the wind,

when the walls started moving around,

I figured it was time to head home,

and call a taxi,

and he said

'Never mind that ! Help me watch for railroad trains !'



So I did.



Its just one room, kinda,

in his mobility home.



Made up with some bamboo curtains,

and a Squawking Mai Tai or three,

and some small light Tiki heads,

here and yon.



The sign on the door,

says 'Private Residence ! Keep Out !'



But if the moon is just right,

and the ocean isn't miles away,

he'll invite you in,

and his metal girl friend,

will serve the drinks.



At least I think she is made of metal,

I'm not too sure.



Heck, the Wurlitzer winked at me,

at least I think it did...



I usually find the place,

when I'm three sheets to the wind.



He doesn't have a liquor license,

he just gives the booze away,

but ya gots to be 21 years old,

or you'll never find him any ways.



The only real problem I've been having,

is I keep losing my car,

and it turns up in the least likely places,

I ever did see.



Like the time my old wooden station wagon,

would up parked near Angor Wat !



I thought I had left it at Marsport,

how about that ?



He claims I didn't tie it tight enough,

to the hitchin' post outside,

otherwise it will fall out,

as the portable Tiki bar moves around,

whenever it feels like it,

and pretend it actually belonged where it parked.



The busies are always looking for him,

their noses so blue,

must be the cold of Outer Space,

makes them that way.



[whispered]

I hear he is moving,

out Callisto way.



Things are getting kinda hot,

in orbit around Phobos.



When the moons shine over Jupiter and Saturn,

in that South Pacific way,

you can find him,

listen for that music,

coming over your space suit radio,

just look for that invisible sign,

on the door,

saying 'Tiki Hideaway !



