
Khumariyaan  
October 16, 2014 • 7:30 pm

Béla Fleck, Abigail Washburn & Del McCoury Band 
November 1, 2014 • 8 pm

Preservation Hall Jazz Band 
February 11, 2015 • 7:30 pm

“The Nile Project” 
April 12, 2015 • 7 pm

Nordic Fiddlers Bloc 
April 25, 2015 • 8 pm

Tickets on sale:
Ovations’ Members: June 2
General Public: June 23

2014  15

Call PortTIX at 207.842.0800 or visit PortlandOvations.org for tickets & Ovations Membership

Metropolis Ensemble: “Brownstone” 
October 3, 2014 • 5:30 pm, 6:30 pm & 7:30 pm

Paul Dresher Ensemble: Double Duo 
October 23, 2014 • 7:30 pm

Minguet Quartett with Andreas Klein (piano) 
October 29, 2014 • 7:30 pm

Alexandre Tharaud (piano) 
January 22, 2015 • 7:30 pm

Ray Chen (violin) 
February 4, 2015 • 7:30 pm

Boston Camerata with Sharq Arabic Music Ensemble 
March 28, 2015 • 4 pm
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“Sister Act” 
January 17, 2015 • 3 pm & 8 pm

“Million Dollar Quartet” 
February 21, 2015 • 4 pm & 8 pm

“Memphis” 
March 14, 2015 • 4 pm & 8 pm

“Mamma Mia!” 
May 13, 2015 • 7:30 pm 
May 14, 2015 • 7:30 pm

Sam Green and Yo La Tengo  
“The Love Song of R. Buckminster Fuller” 
October 29, 2014 • 8 pm

“Reinventing Radio”  
An Evening with Ira Glass 
November 8, 2014 • 8 pm

“Basetrack” 
March 26, 2015 • 7:30 pm

“Big Nate” 
November 8, 2014 • 11 am

“Skippyjon Jones” 
March 29, 2015 • 11 am

Savion Glover: “STePz” 
November 6, 2014 • 7:30 pm

Moscow City Ballet: “Swan Lake” 
March 18, 2015 • 7 pm

Lucky Plush: “The Queue” 
May 6, 2015 • 7:30 pm

“Big Nate
”

Béla Fleck & Abig
ail 
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Portland after dark

Let’s Take This  
Outside

by olivia Gunn

friday

I
’m walking down Congress, taking in the excitement of a sunny First 
Friday Art Walk. My destination? Aucocisco Galleries on Exchange 
Street to see Denis Boudreau’s opening reception of his work, “Vi-
sion.” The city hums the melody of my happy tune and I’m feeling like 
Dorothy, off to see the wizard with hundreds of munchkins (MECA 

students in this case) sending me off with bouquets. Following the yel-
low brick road, I pass by many Portland artisans selling their finely craft-



Portland after dark
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ed earrings, necklaces, beaded bracelets. I 
zone in on the accessories, but there is art. 
A lot of beautiful art. In fact, Art Walk at-
tracts artists of all ages: an artist who’s been 
painting so long that his hands have become 
his greatest works, young artists who’ve put 
a creative use to Grandma’s old tchotchkes, 
even art-school child prodigies testing the 
retail waters with their first masterpieces. I 
see one young entrepreneur among the fin-
ger paints–a good old-fashioned lemon-
ade stand. Way to go–capitalizing on cute-
ness and a town full of Buy Locals. A man 
begrudgingly hands the young’un cash for 
a solo cup of what could very well be Min-

ute Maid, mumbling about Maine taxes and 
inflation. Farther down Congress Street, I 
come across a young man dressed as a zom-
bie; a magician wowing a crowd of young 
families; street dancers; bikers; and then, of 
course, someone has to do it, a man with a 
giant boa constrictor. Ugh, why? I cross the 
street before having to get a closer look be-
cause I can’t avert my eyes. First Friday Art 
Walk: the good, the bad, and the scaly!

The music echoes through Ex-
change Street, making it hard to 
find where it’s actually coming 

from until I reach the Thirsty Pig, where 
Tigerman Woah, a band of gritty, self-pro-
claimed “…pinkocommie rednecks,” is 
playing covers like I’ve never heard them 
played before–on banjo, drums, guitar, and 
a stand-up bass. I’m up for anything to-
night, so I enter, passing two giant hotdogs 
who I come to find out are the bar owner, 
Allison, and a friend dancing in wiener cos-
tumes. I ask the bartender why. “We sell lots 
of sausages. Want one?” 

I order the classic hotdog with slaw and 
a Shipyard. Past the bar is an open deck 
lit by a layer of string lights and a lot more 
people. With the door wide open, the deck 
is more a part of the bar than most. Peo-
ple move in and out freely, choosing seats at 

Eat Great 

Late

2

1
More late-niGht bites in the city 
With warm weather and longer days come later nights 
and more terrific late-night places to dine.

Vinland, Portland’s com-
pletely local food destina-
tion, is now serving tasty 
small dishes such as mus-
sels, polenta, and their own 
version of poutine until mid-
night on Fridays and Satur-
days. 593 Congress St., 653-
8617, vinland.me.

Boda serves clever tapas 
and skewers like spicy thai 
wings and pork satay un-
til 12:45 a.m.  tuesdays 
through Sundays. 671 Con-
gress St., 347-7557 boda-
maine.com

Live music and a cold beer on the Thirsty Pig’s patio.
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the iron tables or inside at a booth. I wait for 
my meal and listen as a group of guys dis-
cusses Maine’s beer. “This area has some of 
the greatest beers in the world.” He clinks 
his glass with friends. Everyone should be 
proud of their local brews, even if it could 
possibly be a drunken overstatement. 

My hotdog arrives and the band takes 
time before their second set. I notice I’m 
not the only loner at the bar. The Thirsty 
Pig seems like one of the few spots in town 
that gets a steady flow of newcomers, and 
tonight the anonymity of the crowd makes 
me feel welcome.

saturday
Connect Four, Beer Pong with soccer balls, 
and giant Jenga. This is an adult’s play-
ground. Tonight, Oasis has opened its ve-
randa and nobody wants to be left out. The 
band, Sparks the Rescue, is treating the 
20/30-something crowd to all of our fa-
vorites from the Gin Blossoms to Tom Pet-
ty. If these guys are feeling nervous at all, 
they should see the crowd gathering behind 
them on Wharf Street. Everyone is rather 
lax, standing against the wall with a drink 
and a smoke. That is, until a bachelorette 
party bursts through the door, bras, heels, 

Party atmosphere on the veranda at Oasis.

don’t 
Miss

July & august, Fridays, 
5 pm: haPPy hour 
with travis JaMes 
huMPhrey

July & august, Fridays, 
8 pm: Jazz niGht

July & august, 
Wednesdays, 7 pm: 
acoustic oPen Mic

July 5 & aug. 2, 8 pm: 
Matt Meyer & the 
GuMPtion Junction

July 12 & aug. 9, 8 pm: 
feral acadeMy

July 19, 8 pm: sorcha 
& friends

July 26 & aug. 23, 8 
pm: nathan Pol-
heMus trio 

august 16: 8 pm Pota-
to Pickers

The Dogfish 
Bar&Grille

1 2 8  F r e e  S t r e e t
sorcha & friends

JUly 19

Downtown, casual, and an upstairs deck: The Dogfish feels 
like an old friend.
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and hair flying. “We wanna dance,” 
screams a short brunette, drunken-
ly balancing on her stilts of heels. 
Oh, dear. You can only imagine the 
toys they’ve brought along, smack-
ing one another’s rears and nearly 

taking over the stage. The girls are hav-
ing a blast and causing no harm until one 
crashes down in front of me while try-
ing to seduce the wooden post separat-
ing her from the stage. We help her up, 
keeping her steady. “More shots,” anoth-
er girl yells, and they all file in, the rest 
of us knowing what the outcome will be 
when they try to walk the cobblestones 
a little later. Oasis is in the perfect loca-
tion for anyone wanting to hop the bars 
and clubs on Wharf Street. As we leave, 
we pass recent college grads performing 
an interpretive dance as a bouncer looks 
on; a daughter and her parents–the dad 
quite intrigued by the bachelorettes; and 
a couple named Barbara and Bob looking 
entirely out of place in evening wear. It’s 
obvious the night is only growing strang-
er, so we leave while we’re ahead and hope 
the soon-to-be-bride makes it home be-
fore the wedding bells ring.

six o’clock’s spaghetti dinner has 
long been forgotten. It’s midnight and I’m 
starving. Benkay on Congress? Eh, I don’t 
think I can deal with Backstreet Boys 
throwbacks tonight, so Boda it is. In my 
excitement I walk right past the “Wait to 
be Seated” sign, only to walk back, embar-
rassed at my overzealous pad Thai crav-
ing. The server laughs and grants me the 
honor of picking our table–a spot beside 
the bar, in front of the window so we can 
watch Portland pass by. We agree on the 
Thai wings for a starter, two orders of pad 
Thai, and one Kee Mao (drunken noo-
dles), which arrive before we even figure 
out our drinks. 

A few patrons sit at the bar, dis-
cussing the weekend’s events 
with the bartender as he pours 

the last of the rounds. The lights are low, 
inviting a spark between a pair at the bar. 
Longfellow Square is bustling with young 
couples huddled close, headed home for 
the night. “Last call,” we’re informed. Our 
guest can’t finish his old fashioned, too 
strong. We decide to split it, and I, with my 
first sip, admit defeat. Soon the tables are 
cleared and we bid the drink farewell as it’s 

7 0  p o r t l a n d  m o n t h ly  m a g a z i n e

3

4

pai Men Miyake’s daily second hap-
py hour starts at 9:30 and runs to 
midnight. essential when the craving 
for a hot bowl of ramen and a pork 
bun strikes. 188 State St., 541-9204, 
miyakerestaurants.com

Central provisions provides into the 
night. how about an absinthe frappe 
and a flight of fried oysters? 414 Fore 
St., 805-1085, central-provisions.com

Catching last call at Boda.



TICKETS AVAILABLE VIA WATERFRONTCONCERTS.COM, ALL TICKETMASTER OUTLETS, CHARGE-BY-PHONE 
AT 1-800-745-3000 OR THE VENUE BOX OFFICE LOCATED AT MARK’S MUSIC IN BREWER.

THURS JUNE 19TH
WEDNESDAY

JULY 2ND
S a t u r d a y
J u l y  5 t h

TICKETS AVAILABLE VIA WATERFRONTCONCERTS.COM, ALL TICKETMASTER OUTLETS, 
CHARGE-BY-PHONE AT 1-800-745-3000 OR THE VENUE BOX OFFICE LOCATED AT MARK’S MUSIC IN BREWER.

WEDNESDAY 
AUGUST 20TH

MAINE STATE PIER, PORTLANDCROSS INSURANCE CENTER

TICKETS AVAILABLE VIA WATERFRONTCONCERTS.COM, CROSSINSURANCECENTER.COM, ALL TICKETMASTER OUTLETS, 
CHARGE-BY-PHONE AT 1-800-745-3000 OR THE VENUE BOX OFFICE LOCATED AT THE CROSS INSURANCE CENTER.

TICKETS AVAILABLE VIA WATERFRONTCONCERTS.COM, CROSSINSURANCECENTER.COM, ALL TICKETMASTER OUTLETS, 

CHARGE-BY-PHONE AT 1-800-745-3000 OR THE VENUE BOX OFFICE LOCATED AT THE CROSS INSURANCE CENTER.

TICKETS AVAILABLE VIA WATERFRONTCONCERTS.COM, CROSSINSURANCECENTER.COM, ALL TICKETMASTER OUTLETS, 

CHARGE-BY-PHONE AT 1-800-745-3000 OR THE VENUE BOX OFFICE LOCATED AT THE CROSS INSURANCE CENTER.

SAT JULY 12TH

SUN.
JUNE 15TH

THURSDAY
JULY 10TH

FRIDAY AUGUST 29
DARLING’S WATERFRONT PAVILION

TICKETS AVAILABLE VIA WATERFRONTCONCERTS.COM, ALL TICKETMASTER OUTLETS, 
CHARGE-BY-PHONE AT 1-800-745-3000 OR THE VENUE BOX OFFICE LOCATED AT MARK’S MUSIC IN BREWER.

SAT AUGUST 30TH SUN AUGUST 31STFRI AUGUST 29TH

SUNDAY AUGUST 3RD

MAINE STATE PIER, PORTLAND, ME
TICKETS AVAILABLE VIA WATERFRONTCONCERTS.COM

ALL TICKETMASTER OUTLETS, CHARGE-BY-PHONE AT 1-800-745-3000
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Portland after dark

swept up and away with the rest. Our appetites addressed, it’s 
time to walk home, take in air, and each secretly thank the 
bartender for calling it a night.

sunday
“WITH YA in a minute, hon.” We’re seated in the back cor-
ner, as all of the J’s Oyster loyalists are in their reserved 
spots at the bar. It’s packed, and most appear to have been 
here since lunch, trying to leave for the past five hours but 
stopped at the door by a friend again and again. We bypass 
the specials and go straight for the baker’s dozen, plus crab-
meat-stuffed mushrooms  and two Shipyards, naturally. My 
boyfriend, Fil, has his camera and snaps some candids. The 

don’t 
Miss 

July 2: Patio movie: 
easy rider 8 pm

July 5: covered in 
bees, battery steel, 
enGlish Muffins

July 16: Patio movie: 
the hudsucker 
Proxy 8 pm

July 19: bottoM of 
the east

July 25: iyQ

July 26: feather 
lunGs & leveret

July 30: Patio movie: 
rushMore 8 pm

august 8: dr. booGie

august 13: Patio 
movie: dirty dancinG 
8 pm

baysidebowl.com

Bayside Bowl

5 8  a l d e r  S t r e e t

Dirty Dancing

AUgUst 13

Not just for bowling, beer, and bands–in summer there are Wednesday night 
classic movies on the patio at Bayside Bowl. 



Event  P lanning |  Design |  Deta i ls
lanawescott .com |  207.229.3866

The new way to fi nd that spark
Local Flames is a Portland based offline dating 
service and social club hosting unique events

$99*

Check out our website 
for additional details and 

special summer promotions

Still not sure? 
Give us a call at 
(207) 805-1081 

Become a member and enjoy access to small 
and custom events, personal coaching and 
selective matching

WWW.LOCALFLAMESMAINE.COM
* Limited time only
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Portland after dark

waitress spots him and proceeds to tell us 
Steve Harvey’s film crew stopped by ear-
lier that day as part of a lobster-roll com-
petition. “We’re gonna be on TV.” 

With all the attention J’s gets 
from visitors and folks 
who’ve seen it via Anthony 

Bourdain’s No Reservations, I came ex-
pecting burly lobstermen treating their 
hardened sea wives to date night, but in-
stead see families, friends, and a snaz-
zy couple, he in a sport coat and fedora, 
she in a beautiful sun hat circa the days 
of Dynasty and Dallas. “We just want-
ed to dress up,” he informs Fil, 

who asks to take their portraits. We in-
troduce ourselves, and the woman takes 
my hand after I comment on how open-
ly loving they are. “We’ve been togeth-
er 28 years,” she says, and bats her lash-
es. The man looks to Fil: “Twenty-eight 
years of love and tolerance.” On that ad-
vice, we leave hand-in-hand, hoping we’d 
just seen our own aged reflection. 

You probably won’t find the “real” 
Maine at J’s Oyster. It isn’t a tangible 
thing you can see, eat, or touch. It’s a feel-
ing. Just as you would have at any bar in 
any city that’s seen 

don’t Miss 
Free music
monument Square 
5-7:30 pm
Beer garden
July 10:
london souls
kenya hall band
august 7:
sPirit faMily reunion
Ghost of Paul revere

(9 to) Alive @ 5!

Garden patio dining at Yosaku

m o n u m e n t  S q u a r e

london souls

the Ghost of 
Paul revere



2012 WINNER of BEST SEAFOOD RESTAURANT (The Phoenix—Best of Portland)

portland lobster in 
after dark

75

2012 WINNER of BEST SEAFOOD RESTAURANT (The Phoenix—Best of Portland)



Live Salsa Music–4th 
Friday of the Month!

Authentic slow smoked Texas style BBQ 
and hardwood grilled specialties.

Now open for lunch on Saturdays and Sundays, Fridays coming soon!
Sunday Happy Hour 1p.m.-3-p.m.

448 Cottage Rd., South Portland
207 619 1948

elsmerebbq.com

Portland after dark
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one couple through 28 years.

Monday

T he readings start at 9 p.m., so I 
arrive at LFK for Word Portland 
around 8:30, hoping to get a seat 

at the bar. Word Portland–selected writ-
ers reading from their work–takes place 
once a month at LFK. The place is busy 
with what seems like friends and fans of 
tonight’s readers. 

“Does that taste good?” a guy asks, refer-
ring to the chewing of my wallet as I decide 
on a drink. Gross, nervous habit, I know. 

“Uh, not particularly.” His girlfriend 
laughs and we discuss Jonathan Woodman, 
local craftsman of said wallet. Eventually, it 
gets awkward as any discussion inspired by 
a leather wallet will and they slip away as I 
take a seat. The drink special is the Wrong 
Way: Maine Mead Works, rum ration, and a 
sprig of rosemary. One bartender in partic-
ular catches my attention with his booming, 
at times startling, voice. “You taken care 
of?” I nod, hoping his shift ends before I or-
der again. A young woman approaches the 
counter and announces, “I’m on painkill-
ers.” He nods. “I’m on painkillers, so could 
you make it look like a cocktail so nobody 
harasses me for not drinking?” It seems as 
if he’s ignored this request, but I watch as he 
concocts a faux-tail and hands it over. An-
other girl asks if I’ll watch her purse if she 
leaves, and I agree. She returns and I figure 
she owes me a quote. 

Café society on Silver Street: The North Point



10 Cotton Street Portland
(207) 774-6044

www.rivalriesportland.com
info@rivalriesportland.com

“Not just a great place to catch the game,
 but also a great place to host your next party or event”

865 Forest Ave
Portland, Maine 04013

747-5068

500 Mariner Way
Biddeford Maine 04005

282-6324

Portland after dark
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“Have you been here before?” 
“Yeah. Last time, though, I was too drunk 

to notice, so this time I decided to sober up 
and pay attention. They’re usually really 
good.” Her name is Catharine. At first she is 
hesitant, in case her folks read this in print. 
We spur off a few alias options: Barb, Vicki, 
Tina, before deciding she can’t be the only 
Catharine in the Portland area. 

At nine, the readings start and I’m re-
minded of the Greenwich Village bar scenes 
I’ve seen so often on album covers and old 
posters. With a rubbing of F. Scott Fitzger-
ald’s gravestone mounted high overhead, 
the writers stand before a room of peers and 
bare their hearts. What I thought could be 
uncomfortable proves inspiring, making 
me feel a slight cowardice as I hide behind 
glossy covers and a byline. The readings end 
at 10 and the crowd thins. I’m left alone, 
staring at a vintage typewriter. When con-
templation has done its worst, I’m comfort-
ed by the looming Longfellow monument 
just outside, guardian of Portland writers.

tuesday 
The two-story bar is empty and feels 

more like a corporate office than a “Chi-
nese bistro” with black leather cushions 
and dark hardwood everything else. I 
climb up to Zen’s bar and order Harpoon’s 
new UFO Big Squeeze Shandy. “This is very 
new. It has very good flavor,” says the bar-
tender in a thick Eastern European accent. 
I order the wonton soup just to keep busy. 



Freshly shucked at Boone’s Fish House & Oyster RoomOut&About
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Portland after dark

A family upstairs laughs and carries on, 
making me wonder if the upstairs is part of 
the same place. 

“You’re from Portland?” 
“Yeah. Well, no. I moved here from 

New York.” 
“Ah, I love New York. But only to 

visit.” 
“Yeah, so does everyone else.” Being the 

only guest downstairs, I’m treated almost 
too well and when the napkin I’m given re-
veals a blob of chewed gum hidden in the 
folds, I’m too embarrassed to complain. 
The soup arrives, and the server is happi-
er to see me than my mom ever is. It must 
get boring in that kitchen. The bartender 
and I begin a conversation about Portland, 
work, and family. Most of his is still in Tur-

don’t 
Miss

July 2, 6-9 pm: honky 
tonk GyPsies

July 3 & 5, 2-5 pm: 
stolen MoJo

July 6 & aug. 3, 2-5 
pm: hello newMan

July 11, 2-5 pm: 
sunset booze cruise

July 13 & aug. 10, 
2-5 pm: northern 
Groove

July 20 & aug. 17, 
2-5 pm: north of 
nashville

aug. 23, 2-5 pm: the 
cover tones

casablancamaine.com

Casablanca Cruises

C u s t o m  h o u s e  W h a r f
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The bar scene at Zen Chinese Bistro



121 CENTER STREET, PORTLAND • WWW.PORTLANDASYLUM.COM • (207) 772-8274

JUN 19 SATISFACTION THE ROLLING STONES SHOW / 18+
JUN 28 TRAPT / 18+
JUL 5 LOCAL LAUGHS / 21+
JUL 11 GRANDMASTER FLASH / 18+
JUL 12 DEV / 18+
JUL 15 PECHA KUCHA
JUL 18 THE TUBES / 18+
JUL 19 CRACKER UNPLUGGED / 18+
JUL 22 QUIET RIOT W/ FASTER PUSSYCAT AND MORE / 18+
AUG 9 JOSH THOMPSON / 18+
AUG 22 GAELIC STORM / 18+
NOV 6 THE PRETTY RECKLESS / 18+

FRIDAY JULY 11TH

Gowns by Lourea Fashions

Specializing in dresses, gowns,  
shoes and jewelry suitable for  

weddings, galas, proms & pageants

Topsham Fair Mall, Topsham, ME
(207) 729-4696

www.trishasboutique.com

S u m m e r g u i d e  2 0 1 4  7 9 

Sterling silver cuff bracelets w/ lat and long. 
Lapis ring in sterling silver and 22k gold.



Dine on 
Portland’s 
WaterfrontWaterfront

Fresh Local Seafood

Seasonal Recipes

Local Brews

Attentive Service

Dining Inside and Out

Free Parking

Share your love for DiMillo’s!

#DiMillos

In the Old Port • Portland, Maine • 772-2216 • www.dimillos.com 
Free Parking While On Board • Full Marina Services: 773-7632 
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WaterfrontWaterfront

Fresh Local Seafood

Seasonal Recipes

Local Brews

Attentive Service

Dining Inside and Out

Free Parking

Share your love for DiMillo’s!

#DiMillos

In the Old Port • Portland, Maine • 772-2216 • www.dimillos.com 
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key. He asks if I have any family near there. 
I smile, having thought my Norwegian her-
itage was more obvious. “No, but my boy-
friend is Azerbaijani, but from Russia.” This 
makes him smile, so I go on, “and I love the 
food.” He laughs and tells me of his favor-
ite dishes. Ah, Portland. Here I am, sitting 
in a Chinese bistro talking Russian cuisine 
with a Turkish man. Maybe we’re both a lit-
tle homesick, but before I leave it’s agreed 
that Portland is where it’s at.

wednesday
Sangria, you say? I’m there. I’ve passed The 
North Point several times heading to work, 

shopping, and exploring, and each time I’ve 
said, “Look, they have little chairs outside. 
Look, it reminds me of a café in Europe. 
Look, it’s so cute.” Well, I finally stop look-
ing and step inside, this time because a gi-
ant sign promises Sangria. It’s the middle of 
happy hour, around six, and I feel like I’m 
starring in a Godard film–beautiful light-
ing, beautiful cast, beautiful location. The 
tables outside are taken, so I take a cor-
ner seat at the bar. I’m greeted by Zach and 
asked if it’s my first time. 

“Yes, it is,” I say in my best Brigitte Bar-
dot. The lone woman beside me has caught 
on and snatches Zach’s attention. “These 

aren’t wasabi peas,” she says of the courte-
sy snacks. “Shake these up, Zach. They’re not 
wasabi.” Does she own the place, I wonder. 
No, but she certainly owns that spot at the 
bar. “You’re hiding in the corner,” she points 
out. “Just observing.” And with that she or-
ders another fancy wine in French from my 
co-star, Zach. The sangria arrives, piled with 
fruit, ice, and whatever feel-good juice. Jazz is 
playing softly, and the regulars watch as I get 
lost in the paintings hung on the walls. 

“Some of these people look like they’re 
fourteen.” I smile politely at the woman, who 
has by this point succeeded in stealing my 
spotlight. Regardless, The North Point is one 
of those rare bars that takes you from your 
troubles rather than drowning them. You’re 
transported to Paris or Lisbon or Rome with 
one sip and a smile from Zach. Finishing my 
sangria, I realize the lone woman was simply 
playing Ingrid Bergman and I’ve trespassed 
into her Casablanca. 

W hew. My nostrils burn walk-
ing through the haze of buffa-
lo sauce. Here’s one way to cure 

congestion this season–Trivia/Wing Night 
at Brian Boru. Thankfully, the door leading 
to the deck is wide open, allowing for some 
circulation of the tear gas. My friend Shan-
nen and I lean against the back bar, having 
arrived too late to play trivia. A giant screen 
hangs over the banister, presenting each 
question. “Name all of the characters of the 
popular show Gossip Girl.” 

Shannen starts, “Blair, Serena, Jenny–”

The patio’s packed when there’s live music.

Café society on Silver Street: The North Point

Out&About
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 “I don’t think you’re supposed to shout 
them out.” 

“Georgina, Lily–” The team in front of us 
glares back, but Shannen continues, catching 
the attention of a lone player. He approaches. 

“I think I pretty much won this game.”
 “Okay.” 
“I win every time.” 
“You win every trivia at Brian Boru?” 
“Yeah. Pretty much.” 
Shannen makes a face. We try to block 

the guy out, but he proceeds, boldly stat-
ing what no man has stated before because it 
simply isn’t true: “You look like Jodie Foster. 
Not now. When she was young.” 

Though Shannen is umm…flattered, we 
head downstairs where she orders a whiskey 
and I a Coke, which at Boru is always on the 
house. Trivia ends, and some of the upstairs 
crowd move to the deck overlooking Rival-
ries. It’s spacious and has bench seating that 
wraps around. When local bands play up-
stairs, it’s the perfect spot to get away from 
the crowd and noise while still taking part 
or even dancing. 

“He’s watching us,” says Shannen as 
we’re seated downstairs. Lo and behold, 
our admirer lurks behind one of the col-
umns. Code Red creeper, my friends, but 
in a bar like Boru, if I truly felt uncomfort-
able or threatened it would be taken care of 
fairly quickly as neither the bartenders nor 
bouncers have much patience for it. Shan-
nen finishes her first, and what was sup-
posed to be a quick drink after dinner turns 
into a round or two as more and more reg-
ulars pass through. I wrap up my evening 

with a glass of red wine, which, yes, they 
carry. It’s not the best, but no one claimed 
it would be. A man, as far from a creeper 
as one could be, asks if I mind if he sits be-
side me. I pull the stool out for him, and 
we review the weather. He is French, pro-
nounces my name with flair, and tells me 
after his drink he will need a cab home. The 
bartender makes the call. Just then my own 
ride arrives, and I wish the gentleman home 
safely with a hug.

thursday
“We’re supposed to be networking.” 

“We are?” Looking around the giant 
warehouse, I’m doubting anyone else got 
that memo. This month’s Green Drinks 
event is at Portland Yacht Services for Sail-
Maine. Apparently, I’m here due to my vig-
orous interest in the environment and “sus-
tainability issues,” though I just sent a text 
that read, “Hey, come to this beer thing.” 
Several local breweries are set up, and for $5 
you can drink until the beer is gone. By the 
looks of it, everyone is planning exactly that. 
I run into several friends, none of whom are 
business owners or environmentalists. In 
fact, one of my girlfriends has just described 
using half a can of hair spray for a sleeker 
look. “The beer over there has ten percent.” 

I look to see the longest line stretching 
across the garage. The crowd is a real mix; 
a lot of people have substituted their usual 
happy hour for a different scene, even if it is 
in this empty garage across town. I like that 
about Portlanders–always up for something 
new and local, so long as it involves beer. 

Groups of friends stand in line for the Ris-
ing Tide IPA, fill their mason jars, and move 
to the next line, hoping to reach the tap be-
fore their glass is empty. I get in line for the 
bathroom, which after an hour of drinking 
beer is now longer than any line for beer. A 
woman climbs the steps above us and pulls 
out a megaphone. She informs everyone that 
the beer is gone and thanks us for coming to 
support SailMaine. Just like that the place is 
empty and the food truck waiting outside is 
bombarded with tipsy customers, no one re-
ally caring whether the truck is serving ta-
cos, hotdogs, or taco-dogs.

friday

I t’s the warmest night we’ve had, and 
there’s absolutely no excuse to be eat-
ing inside. Unless the smell of ocean 

and port life sicken you? Yeah, I didn’t 
think so. I’m in the mood for a burger, 
and there’s no better spot than the Port-
hole Restaurant & Pub. We take a seat on 
the back deck, though the old-school-din-
er look inside is tempting. We ask if there’s 
smoking even while sitting next to a sign 
clearly forbidding it. You never know; 
sometimes you get lucky. “We don’t, it’s 
against the law, but if you wanna smoke 
I’d go to Amigos.” Our server brings our 
drinks, and my boyfriend and I order 
loaded Porthole Burgers. Bacon, cheese, 
avocado, the works. This is our date night. 
Forget the candles, wine, and silver. Bring 
on the beer, beef, and fries. We ask for 
more napkins as the ketchup and mustard 
smears are getting us nowhere on the ro-
mance spectrum, but it’s really just one of 
those nights and when you’re eating on the 
water, anything can be dreamy. Seagulls, 
whose call is often mistaken for one of ag-
ony, tonight recall “Kiss the Girl” from The 
Little Mermaid, and I’m charmed by their 
swoops and subtle plots to steal my meal. 
Other couples giggle around us, and even 
some of the seasoned couples are playing 
“first date.” The Porthole is a spot that may 
not grab a tourist’s attention immediate-
ly, nestled on Custom House Wharf with 
no flashy lights or catchy motto, but it’s got 
personality, and nothing gets a girl like a 
great personality. This burger has just won 
me over, and my oxytocin levels must be a 
little high because I’m ready to sit here and 
cuddle the Porthole all night.
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saturday
We’ve walked all the way from State Street, 
and seeing Silly’s in the distance on Wash-
ington Avenue, I pray it isn’t a mirage. 
There’s no server outside, so we take a seat 
at the bar for food. “How big is the burrito?” 

“Big.” 
“How big?” 
“It’s pretty big.” 
“I’m pretty hungry.” 
The waitress steps back, eyeing me up 

and down. “It’ll fill ya up.” 
I  finally have a minute to look around 

and realize what a strange little world we’ve 
just entered. Silly’s is colorful, eccentric, and 
goofy. (Writing this, I vow not to describe 
Silly’s as silly.) It reminds me very much of 
my Great-Grandma Dot’s house. All that’s 
missing is a stair lift and a baby grand, but I 
wouldn’t put it past them now that I’ve men-
tioned it. Trinkets and beaded lamps crowd 
the shelves and counters, and as we wait for 
our meals, we’re busied by worn Trivial Pur-
suit cards. “Which Little Pig of The Three 
Little Pigs played the flute in the 1932 Dis-

ney animation?” 
“The one that used straw.” 
“How did you know that?” The burrito 

doesn’t quite satisfy, but why go to Silly’s for 
Mexican in the first place? You don’t. What I 
know now is that you go to Silly’s for the live-
liness and The Elvis Shake, a peanut butter 
and banana milkshake that will make you 
weep at the last slurp. We finish up and take 
our drinks out to the deck that gets the per-
fect amount of sun and overlooks a yard that 
will be packed shortly. Though we’re tech-
nically only a few miles from our West End 
apartment, it feels like we 
joined Pee Wee on his big 
adventure and wound up 
here. All we need now is 
“Tequila” to start playing 
and we’ll all be on the bar.

There it sits. Nestled un-
der the neighboring build-
ing’s abandoned deck. “It 
has outside seating?” 

“Uh, no. I don’t know 
what that is.”

since i started my after-dark exploits, 
Sangillo’s has been something of a Narnia. 
A mystic fortress where beast and man are 
one, happy hour is eternal, and Jell-O shots 
are a buck-fifty. My friend Meaghan and I 
approach slowly from across the street, she 
snapping epic shots of the Sangillo’s sign, 
an emblazoned insignia offering us, wea-
ry photog and writer, a refuge from reality. 
Meaghan snaps a photo of the vintage ciga-
rette dispenser as a man buys another pack 
of Reds. “You dropped a dollar,” we inform 
him. He turns, revealing a haggard grin. “I’ll 

be droppin’ plenty more if you 
stick around.” 

Wow. We mosey on up to 
the bar, ignoring the minor 
detail of us sticking out like 
sore thumbs. 

“He really wasn’t joking,” 
Mishell, the bartender, tells 
us. She rocks a beautiful mo-
hawk, and it’s very clear she 
takes no crap from these boys. 
We tell her our reason for vis-
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iting, that we hear the Jell-O shots have in-
spired many a Mainah. They say just one 
has the power of 10 from the opposing king-
dom, Pearl, on Fore Street. 

“What’ll it be? Red, green, orange?” 
“Oh, uh, what’s in them?” 
“Red is rum. Green is tequila–”
“Tequila.” Meaghan hands over the 

bounty, and we make the trade. Mishell of-
fers the emerald shots ceremoniously as 
the onlookers (the entire bar of six) watch. 
I thank the gods before swiping my finger 
around the cup and slurping down the– 

“Holy smokes. That’s a Jell-O shot.” 
Mishell and the others laugh as my eyes 

cross and nose twitches. Meaghan finishes 
hers, and I must say, the bar is rather im-
pressed by the two of us. “Where are you 
from?” I ask one of the women sitting close. 

“Kansas City.” 
“Wow, what are you here for?” 
“The Jell-O shots.” 
We say our goodbyes and are off. 

Out of the magic wardrobe, back to the 
Old Port. n
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