Scooping the Loop
CHICAGO, 1996

Chicago Transit Authority “Loop” elevated tracks—Lake & Wabash, downtown Chicago
[UPDATE: October, 2008—As I gradually go back over my old travelogues, I’ll be leaving the original text intact but
adding additional comments in boldfaced enclosed in brackets to expand on what was originally said. I’ll also add some
additional scanned photos to enhance the original travelogues.]
[This trip was a definite first. While I’d been to Chicago before, this was the first time I’d really made the city my
destination and spent a significant amount of time there all at once. I’d return almost countless times. Six years later, when a
former student of mine was playing minor league baseball in Beloit, Wisconsin, I’d spend day after day in the city and night
after night at the ballpark in Beloit. I’d also head east several times after our family Thanksgiving get-togethers in Iowa City,
and I’d return on my own, with family members, and with the quiz bowl team, for both weekend getaways and lengthy visits.
Today I know Chicago about as well as I know any place on earth, and taking the CTA ‘L’ is second nature to me. That wasn’t
true in 1996, though, and this trip was something very new for both Margaret and me.]
This trip was definitely a departure for me. Never before have I done a vacation that was centered exclusively in one city. In
the window between the end of my classes at Iowa Lakes Community College and the beginning of the school year at Bishop Garrigan

High School, my sister Margaret and I planned to spend five days in a single place—Chicago. More precisely I suppose I should say we
were spending five days in what locals call Chicagoland, the seemingly endless metroplex that fans out from Lake Michigan. We stayed
overnight in the suburbs and each day we joined the sea of commuters riding the 'L' into the city. The train really defined this trip. We
saw a lot of Chicago, but almost everything we saw was within walking distance of one of the 139 'L' stations around the city.

TUESDAY, AUGUST 6 – Decorah, Iowa to Chicago, Illinois
[If I were to be consistent with ho I typically label such headers, I probably should have said “Villa Park, Illinois”,
since that’s where we actually ended up for the night. I’ll leave it as I originally put things, though.]
I drove over to Margaret’s yesterday, after hurrying to finish the loose ends from my summer of teaching statistics and algebra
at Iowa Lakes. It was horribly hot yesterday, and the air seemed even more stifling as we tried to sleep in Margaret’s un-air conditioned
house. Neither of us got much sleep last night, and it was rather early when we got up this morning. Since the weather remained
steamy today, we decided to take Margaret’s car—which has air conditioning, a feature mine does not have. After packing up, we
drove into Decorah so Margaret could drop off a few books at the library. Then we were on our way.
We followed back roads from Decorah to Marquette and crossed the river to Prairie Du Chien, Wisconsin. We followed
Highway 18 to Madison and then turned south on Interstate 90. [This was likely the first time I’d been over this route, which I’ve
since taken numerous times. It has some sad associations today, since one of my former students, Adam Sundall, was killed
in a car crash along this stretch of highway 18 while returning home from the University of Wisconsin one Christmas.] We
stopped briefly at a rest area just south of Madison [actually closer to Janesville]. There they had a wide assortment of free
brochures from the state transportation department. I began what for me is a tradition on most trips, taking one of everything that says
“take one”. Among these brochures were a map of the construction areas in the state (we wouldn’t be going through any, thank
goodness) and a description of their child restraint law. Then there were the interesting ones …
Wisconsin has apparently just passed a new drunk driving law. There was one brochure that was essentially a “users guide to
OWI”. It explained just what would happen in various different situations pertaining to drunk driving. In addition to steep fines and
license forfeiture, Wisconsin has a complicated point system. After accumulating a certain number of points, additional OWI arrests
result in automatic prison sentences.
Another brochure noted that in Wisconsin (as in most other states these days) traffic fines are doubled in construction zones.
It went on to detail the fines for various offenses, which get rather hefty. The minimum fine for speeding in a work zone (1 to 15 mph
over the limit) is $126.20 (that odd amount amuses me), and it goes up to $785.00 for going more than 40 mph over the speed limit. In
addition, you can get separate fines for driving too fast for conditions ($199.40), following too close ($175.00), ignoring the instructions
of a flagger ($236.00), and reckless driving ($297.00). With all that, you could easily accumulate fines that exceed the value of a car.
They had vending machines at the rest area. I picked up a bag of New York Style bite-size garlic flavor bagel chips. The bag
says the product is “inspired by the old-time bagel shops in New York’s old ethnic neighborhoods”. It seemed an appropriate snack to
set the mood for an urban safari.
Before long we got to Beloit, which lies just north of the Illinois/Wisconsin border. We got caught in a traffic jam here that
seemed to go on forever. They appear to be six-laning the Northwest Tollway between Beloit and Rockford, Illinois. It's hard to tell what
they've done so far (other than tear up the road), but it backed up traffic across the state line. It took about an hour to go the twenty
miles south to Rockford.
[In fact in ’96 they were just re-surfacing the north end of the tollway. Twelve years later they finally are in fact sixlaning the thing. There’s always construction somewhere on the Northwest Tollway, and it always takes traffic down from a
speeding blur to a standstill.]
Once we passed Rockford the construction lightened considerably. We virtually sailed down the tollway toward Elgin, stopping
only briefly for lunch. We stopped at a service area that featured a McDonalds located over an overpass above the interstate. To my
knowledge I'd never eaten in one like that before, and it was kind of fun to have lunch suspended above the traffic. Prices were fairly
reasonable, just slightly higher than at home. [McD’s used to have the exclusive food concession for the Illinois tollway system.
They’ve recently renovated all those overpass service areas, turning them into what are essentially mall-like food courts.]
There are two kinds of tollways. On some—like the Pennsylvania, New York, and Kansas Turnpikes—you take a ticket when
you get on, return it when you exit, and pay for the distance you traveled. [Ohio and Indiana also use that system.] Illinois has the
more annoying kind of tollway. Here they have toll plazas set up every 15 miles or so along the highway. On the Northwest Tollway we
paid $.40 each time we came to a plaza. There are machines that take exact change only and also attendants who will make change.
The real problem comes at the exits, many of which have the machines, but no attendants. You have to guess what the exit toll will be
and have exact change available in that amount to throw in the basket—all this for the dubious “privilege” of driving in heavy traffic amid
constant construction. [They’ve since improved the tollways somewhat by removing about half the toll plazas and increasing
the tolls at the others. What’s really helped things out, though, is the development of I-Pass, the electronic transponders that
charge toll to your credit card. With them most local cars avoid the toll plazas all together, and that makes them much less
congested for the rest of the traffic.]

Eventually we came to Elgin, one of the satellite cities that ring the outer edge of Chicagoland. From here it's almost fifty miles
to downtown, but it's solid city all the way. For years Elgin (and other satellites like Aurora, Joliet, and Waukegan) was an established
independent city with little if any relationship to Chicago. It is still independent in the sense that its residents probably go to Chicago
just slightly more often than Iowans do. As the suburbs have marched across the plains, though, like it or not, these towns have
become part of Chicagoland. From the interstate Elgin is an eclectic collection of luxury condominiums, neatly landscaped office parks,
discount stores and mini-malls, and circular courts full of "little houses made of ticky-tacky". Every major city has its suburban sprawl,
but the ruthlessly flat Illinois plains offer little to break the unending chain of Chicagoland suburbs.
[I’d later go into Elgin proper, which—like Joliet and Aurora—looks much more like a true city at its core. It’s been a
major manufacturing center since the days of the namesake Elgin clocks, and today it retains a surprising amount of industry.
The city proper looks a lot like Waterloo, with ratty old brick industrial buildings and century-old wood frame houses. In the
st
21 Century Elgin’s population is heavily Hispanic.]
From Elgin we followed I-90, I-290, and I-355 through what the signs call merely "West Suburbs". They do have names. In fact
we traveled through Dundee, South Barrington, Hoffman Estates, Rolling Meadows, Schaumburg, Itasca, Medinah, Addison, Glen Oak,
Glen Ellyn, and Lombard. We exited onto Illinois highway 38, which throughout Chicagoland is known primarily as Roosevelt Road [a
name it carries literally halfway across the state], and drove eastward past Highland Hills and York Center until we finally came to
the town of Villa Park, our home away from home for the week.
Villa Park is located about twelve miles west of the Chicago city limits (twenty miles from downtown), bounded on the south by
Roosevelt Road and on the north by North Avenue. We had reservations at the Motel 6—Oakbrook Terrace, which takes is located in
Villa Park, but takes its name from the more impressive suburb next door. (Oakbrook Terrace is home to such multinational
corporations as McDonalds and Motorola.) The motel is about three miles east of I-355 (the North-South Tollway) on Roosevelt Road.
We found it with no problem and checked in. Unfortunately when we went to our room, the key wouldn’t turn in the lock. After trying
repeatedly, I went back and got a different key (which to this day I think was a master). It worked fine, and we were able to get settled
in quickly. [It’s been quite a while since I thought about “turning a key” in a hotel lock. These days electronic key cards are
universal, and we expect them to have problems working.]
This particular Motel 6 appeared to have once been some other type of motel. It was not a new building, but it had been nicely
restored. The rooms were small, but pleasant, and it differed from many Motel 6's in having a tub instead of just a shower in the
bathroom. Its main flaw was the bathroom door, which begged for oil by squawking mercilessly when we tried to close it. There was
certainly nothing luxurious about the Motel 6, but it was a perfectly adequate place to pass a week. [In retrospect, I’m pretty sure the
Villa Park location was built as a Motel 6. It was just slightly newer than others I’d stayed at, which is why it had the tubs.]
At the registration desk I had picked up another “take one”, a complimentary copy of the Villa Park X-Press, a shopper that is
published by Press Publications, Inc., in the nearby town of Elmhurst. [I’m amused to read the paper’s title here, given that a few
years later in California I’d pick up the L.A. X-Press, a publication where the “X” had more adult connotations.] The “lead”
story in the paper was entitled “Best of Taylor Street Found in Villa Park”. It told of Italian-Americans who traced their roots back to the
neighborhood around Taylor Street in Chicago. They have moved to the suburbs, but they still manage to preserve their ethnic
traditions. Before long what started as an “article” mutated into an ad for a local Italian restaurant. Elsewhere in the paper I found Villa
Park is starting a new program to compost lawn waste, road work is on schedule for the season, and the local golf course is employing
a dog to chase geese away from the greens. The local police log included six thefts or burglaries (ranging from $5.97 worth of
cigarettes at K-Mart to $8,140 worth of electronic equipment from someone’s home), as well as one DUI arrest.
Margaret had some interest in seeing a play while we were here, so we looked through the theatre listings. I knew there was a
theatre in Oakbrook Terrace, but they were not included among the twenty-eight shows listed in the newspaper. There certainly was
some variety, though. We could have seen The Talisman Ring, Slow Boat to China, Quilters, The Unseen Hand, Tony and Tina’s
Wedding, Doo Wop Shoo Bop, As You Like It, Clue—The Musical, Seven Brides for Seven Brothers, Me and Jezebel, Hair, Dream
Boy, Martin Guerre, Nine Short Plays about Baseball, Camelot, The Best Little Whorehouse in Texas, The Nerd (a show I was in for
community theatre a few years back), Damn Yankees, Show Boat, Having Our Say, You’re a Good Man, Charlie Brown, A Funny Thing
Happened on the Way to the Forum, Godspell, Star-Spangled Girl, Hamlet, Letters Home, Evita, and Tartuffe. Seeing the variety of
entertainment lets you know you’re not in Kansas (or Iowa) anymore. The prices also give a hint of that. It’s possible to go to the
theatre for as little as $10, but it’s also possible to spend as much as $90, with the whole range of prices in between. In the end we
decided not to splurge, so I can’t tell you about the Chicago theatre experience. [I’d later go to the theatre in both Chicago and its
suburbs numerous times; indeed, I’ve probably spent close to a thousand bucks on Ticketmaster booking various plays.]
In the real estate section, I found three Villa Park homes for sale. There was a “newly renovated” split-level with hardwood
floors and a “2.5 car garage” (whatever that may mean) for $139,000. [Margaret recently returned from Norway, where gas is
almost $9 a gallon. She showed me pictures of something that literally is half a car, a vehicle so small it makes the Smart
cars we saw in France look big and a VW bug look enormous.] The other two were new construction, each with four bedrooms,
luxurious descriptions, and price tags over $200,000. One-bedroom apartments started at $450/month in Villa Park, with rents going up
to $1,200 for a three-bedroom house.
We had also hoped to get in touch with my cousins Ceil and Guy, who live in suburban Arlington Heights. [They would later
move to China, and they now live in Evanston.] Unfortunately Chicagoland is served by numerous phone books, not to mention
many and ever-changing area codes. [This was right when area codes started proliferating.] The phone book at our motel looked
like a catalog and covered just four suburbs. At one museum I saw the city of Chicago telephone directory—three volumes of white
pages and five of yellow. We never did see a directory that included Arlington Heights [it’s in the “Northwest Suburbs” book that

covers the region by O’Hare], nor did I ever find out what the current area code was for that region. (Villa Park’s area code had
changed a week before we arrived.) So, unfortunately, we were not able to contact Ceil and Guy.
After settling in and resting up a while, we took off for the city. We drove eastward down Roosevelt Road (which I quickly
dubbed "the strip from hell"), passing one business strip after another. Years ago I happened to pick up an architecture book called
Main Street to Miracle Mile [still one of my favorite books] that traces the history of American business structures. We saw every
chapter of that book here on Roosevelt Road—from the former downtowns of small towns to the original suburban "taxpayer strips"
(where cheap brick buildings were erected along a sidewalk so the rental income would "pay the taxes" until something better could be
put up) to the shopping centers of the '50s and '60s to the malls and office parks of today. The road passes through Villa Park,
Oakbrook Terrace, Elmhurst, Yorkfield, Hillside, West Chester, Boradview, and Maywood, before finally coming to the close-in suburb
of Forest Park. We crossed such landmark streets of Chicagoland as York Road, Manheim Road, and Cumberland Parkway [though
it’s not actually called Cumberland this far south], and we saw just about every kind of restaurant, gas station, supermarket,
pharmacy, bank, and car dealer there is. [Roosevelt Road really is the definitive Chicagoland strip.]
We repeated this drive each day we were in the area, and eventually several landmarks started to stand out. Toward the
beginning of the drive there was the Oakbrook Hilton, a skyscraper in the middle of an interchange. [Years later, I still don’t know
how guests access the place.] The Hilton is home to the Drury Lane Theatre, the one about which there was no information in the
newspaper. Their computerized sign told us over and over again: COMING—TONY DANZA IN ‘SEVEN BRIDES FOR SEVEN
BROTHERS’. If that is “coming”, I suppose that may mean there was nothing there now; I do wonder, though, if that’s the same “Seven
Brides for Seven Brothers” that was currently playing in a different theatre. I loved the movie “Seven Brides for Seven Brothers” [which
I now own on DVD]; it features some of the best choreography I’ve ever seen. Somehow, though, I just can’t imagine that guy from
“Who’s the Boss” and “Taxi” starring in this particular show. It would be fascinating to head back to Chicago at the end of the month
and actually see him perform in it. [I’m actually hoping to see “Seven Brides” on stage in Minneapolis next winter.]
Later on we came to a much older suburb (West Chester, I think) that made the mistake of allowing parking along the strip.
They also had turning lanes, but the strange thing was that the road remained a uniform width, regardless. To accommodate it, the
painted lane lines kept snaking all over the street as if they were going through an obstacle course. Just a little further down (near
Manheim Road), they had rumble strips in the median, but people drove right down it as if it were a passing lane. [They’ve since
removed the parking to make four continuous lanes through the suburbs, but those rumble strip turn lanes are still there.]
Before long we came to a car dealer who had an enormous balloon of a bull (as in the Chicago Bulls) on their lot. Just past
that was Portillo’s hot dog emporium, which marked the corner where we turned off Roosevelt Road. Portillo’s (the “ll” is apparently
pronounced “L” rather than the “Y” I would expect; it rhymes with “willows” rather than “Leo’s”) was one of the nicest of scads of hot dog
stands that lined Roosevelt Road. They were far and away the most common type of restaurant around. It’s hard for me to imagine a
place that serves nothing but hot dogs, but around here, that seems to be just the thing.
[Portillo’s is a chain that was originally started in Villa Park, though they don’t have a location there these days. On
future trips I’d eat at this and other Portillo’s locations. It’s not really a hot dog stand, but rather a nice cafeteria style
restaurant that happens to specialize in hot dogs. They have a variety of choices, but the feature is classic Chicago-style
dogs, which feature tomato and pickle wedges, onions, hot peppers, fluorescent green relish, celery salt, and mustard on a
steamed poppy seed bun. They also serve outstanding, if somewhat overpriced, shakes and malts.]
Like much of Chicagoland the different suburbs have different ethnic mixes. [That’s become less true in the past decade,
as Hispanics have spread throughout the suburbs, paving the way for integration of all races.] The Oakbrook Terrace/Elmhurst
area, for instance, seemed predominantly white, while Broadview and Forest Park were black. We never did figure out the ethnic makeup of Villa Park, and frankly I think it's pretty well mixed. The paper referred to Italians, and we saw white people around town. The
motel manager was black, and they had black, white, and Hispanic employees on their staff. People of all races seemed to shop in the
area.
Once we made it to Forest Park, we turned at Portillo's Hot Dog Stand onto Des Plaines Avenue, which is named for the river
it parallels. We angled past a row of apartment houses until we came to the Forest Park Transit Center complex, which combines three
enormous park-and-ride lots with a train station, a Chicago city bus stop, a suburban bus stop, and the local Greyhound station.
[There’s no longer a Greyhound stop in Forest Park.] There are a couple of shops and food vendors tucked in here, too. This busy
little complex was our introduction to the world of Chicago public transportation.
Although they happened over several days, I'll combine most of our experiences on the 'L' into one summary here to allow for
better continuity. The 'L' is easy to use once you understand how it works; to a beginner, though, it comes across as intimidating. [It’s
become MUCH more user friendly than it was in ’96.] While in European metros there are signs everywhere telling you in words,
pictures, and color codes where to go and what to do, here you sort of stumble onto things. Fortunately we figured out fairly quickly how
things worked, and riding the 'L' became one of the most pleasant parts of the trip.
To understand the ‘L’ you must first realize that the abbreviation ‘L’ (which is a registered trademark, by the way) is a collective
label for all commuter trains operated by the Chicago Transit Authority (CTA—another registered trademark). The oldest of these were
elevated lines (which is where the ‘L’ label comes from). Chicago built the first elevated railroad in the world in 1893 to connect
downtown with the Jackson Park fairgrounds where the World’s Columbian Exposition was being held. [That’s actually false. The
first elevated lines were in Manhattan. New York replaced those lines by subways, though. What is now the green line in
Chicago, though, is the oldest elevated line that is still incorporated into a modern transit system.] Today that line is still a
major connection between downtown and the South Side. Other elevated lines form the “Loop”, which is a physical ring of metal

viaduct that runs at second-story level above Wabash, Van Buren, Wells, and Lake Streets in downtown Chicago. Some of the ‘L’ lines
run at surface level along the medians of interstates, others follow the abandoned tracks of old freight railroads, while still others tunnel
underground as subways. The entire system, elevated or not, is called the ‘L’. [Similarly, New York refers to all its transit lines as
“the subway”, even though about half the system—particularly in the outer boroughs—is above ground.]
Today the system includes seven different lines, six of which connect the downtown area with all corners of the city. (The
seventh is a short shuttle that serves one suburban station in the city of Skokie.) The lines have traditionally been named for the streets
they run along, but the city is in the process of changing the route names to colors, together with the names of terminal stations (the
same naming system used in European metros). This is complicated by the fact that two of the lines have forks in them and thus serve
more than two terminals. In fact, less than half the lines have completed the switch. [The change to colors went smoothly and
quickly and was one of the biggest steps CTA took to make the system easier to use. Absolutely everyone refers to the lines
by color these days, and signage reflecting the change has made it much easier to navigate the system.]
The line we used most was the blue line, also called the Congress/Douglas/O'Hare, which is the longest line in the network. It
"begins" at O'Hare International Airport, in the northwest corner of the city, angles southeastward toward the Loop, cuts under
downtown as a subway, and surfaces to the west, where it forks off into the Congress and Douglas lines that end in Forest Park and
Cicero respectively. Congress follows I-290, the Eisenhower Expressway (which becomes the Congress Parkway downtown), while
Douglas turns south and goes through the Douglas Park neighborhood a bit south of I-290. [For almost any tourist, the blue line is
the most valuable ‘L’ line in the city. The Douglas branch has since been “divorced” from the blue line and re-routed over the
Loop as the pink line.]
The next longest line is the red line, usually called the Howard/Dan Ryan. Howard Avenue is the northern city limit of Chicago,
and it is also where this line ends. South of the Loop the trains run down the middle of Interstates 90 and 94, the Dan Ryan
th
Expressway, to the terminal at 95 Street. This line serves, among other things, Chicago’s two major baseball parks, Wrigley Field and
Comiskey Park. [It also serves heavily populated residential areas on both the north and south sides and is by far the busiest
of the ‘L’ lines.]
th

The green line is the oldest in the system. In 1993, for its 100 anniversary, they began a renovation of the line that was
completed just last spring. Called the Lake/Jackson Park line, it begins at Harlem Avenue in the suburb of Oak Park, runs along Lake
Street to downtown, skirts the north and east sides of the Loop, and then runs along Martin Luther King Drive south to 63rd Street.
There it splits to approach twin terminals at Ashland and Cottage Grove Avenues.
The brown line, invariably called the Ravenswood, was the line that originally formed the Loop. From downtown, it swings
across the Chicago River past the Merchandise Mart and then runs northwest (often paralleling the red line [on the same metal
elevated structure]) to a variety of residential neighborhoods.
Finally there is the newest line in the system, the orange line. The main purpose of this line is to connect the Loop with
Midway Airport in the southwest corner of the city. On the way to Midway, the train runs mostly at ground level through industrial parks
and suburban-looking housing.
Since the 'L' is many kinds of train in one, there are
many kinds of stations in the system. The worst of these are
the subway stations downtown. These are some of the most
disgusting public areas I have seen anywhere in the world.
The walls are lined with dirty concrete, which as often as not
is covered with graffiti. Water seeps through the cracks,
making the whole place damp. The lighting is dim and
dreary, and the entrances can be downright scary. The
subway stations have only the barebones essentials: one
concrete platform between two sets of tracks, with a few
signs, a bench or two, and (if you're lucky) a public phone.
In case you can’t tell, I did not care much for the subway
stations. [CTA has gotten a variety of grants to renovate
the subway stations, and today some (though by no
means all) are among the nicest in the system. The
biggest change is vastly improved lighting, combined
with a reflective whitewash on the walls. That makes
things bright and cheery underground these days.]
Elevated stations, on the other hand, come across
much better. No one would ever mistake them for elegant,
Clinton & Congress subway station
but they are quaint in a Victorian sort of way. Each elevated
station features two wooden platforms on opposite sides of the double track. A steel canopy (shaped like an upside-down “V”) covers
most of the platform, but the area farthest from the entrance (which is designated “rush hour only” for when they have longer trains) is
exposed to the elements. The platforms are walled in, and they look like little houses rising from the street. The steel supports of the
station form the body of the message boards, benches, and phone banks that line the platforms. The stations enjoy sunlight by day,
and they are brightly lit at night.

There is a third type of station
where the trains run at surface level along
the interstate medians. In quality these
rank between the subway and the
elevated stations. [These days they’d be
the worst overall.] In style, they are
basically open-air subway stations. The
entrance is on an overpass above the
freeway, and stairs covered by a plastic or
metal canopy lead down to a single
platform in the middle of the tracks. Over
the platform the canopy widens to form a
station. Like the subways, these stations
also suffer from graffiti attacks.
In
particular, each bench in these stations
has a plastic screen behind it, which is
invariably carved up badly. The structural
pillars have usually been spray painted,
and if the canopy is plastic, it will most
likely have been carved on, too.
Finally there are the terminal
stations, like Forest Park. These are at
surface level (more or less), but they
come across as more substantial than the
Worker painting a canopy at Lasalle & Van Buren elevated station
ordinary stations. Forest Park, for instance, had an enormous horizontal metal roof suspended over the tracks, while the terminal in
northern Wilmette was enclosed in a modern brick building. The O’Hare terminal (which I’ve seen before, but we didn’t go to on this
trip) is a squeaky clean, brightly lit black marble subway station, and the Howard terminal at the north end of the city is housed in an old
railway depot. Many of the terminals are surrounded not only by park and ride lots, but also by a sea of side tracks where surplus trains
park when they are not in use. They need lots of trains to serve rush hour demands, but most of the day the majority of them are out of
service.

Forest Park Transit Center
One thing that surprised me about all the stations was that they didn't go overboard on safety. There were signs telling you not
to jump on the electrified rails, but they had no fences over the tracks or yellow lines you couldn't cross. I must say I rather liked that. I
think we often go overboard on safety in America, to the point that it becomes crying wolf. It pleased me that Chicago gave its
passengers some credit for having common sense. Hopefully they actually do, and no lawyer will take advantage of the city's "lax"
safety measures. [As various stations have been made ADA compliant in the intervening years, they’ve also upgraded safety
standards. They still tend to trust people’s common sense, though.]

Depending on the station type, the platforms can be reached in a variety of ways. The simplest is a set of stairs going either
up or down from the sidewalk. Stairs don’t always mean a station entrance, though, as many other things in Chicago are above or
below ground level. The stations are always marked by a blue sign with a picture of a train on it. The signs are easy to overlook,
though, and they could definitely improve them. [They have, though they could still use more consistency in station signage.]
Many times [actually only occasionally] stations are incorporated into existing buildings. You actually enter the building and use its
stairs, escalators, or elevators to reach the necessary level for the platforms. Most notable among these is the James Thompson
Center, which Margaret and I dubbed “mixmaster”. Located at Lake and Clark Streets in the Loop, almost all the lines interchange
here. The building’s escalators provide a convenient connection between the subway and the elevated trains.
Once you ascend or descend into the station, you reach a lobby that is usually quite cramped. (In fact, Forest Park and
Lake/Clark are the only two stations I can think of where the lobby wasn’t cramped.) [These days there are many more spacious
lobbies. They’ve renovated numerous stations and built many brand new ones, so the cramped lobbies I refer to here are
now more the exception than the norm.] The lobbies are often crammed with food and newspaper vendors, in addition to the CTA
facilities. Each lobby has at least two turnstiles, and usually there is also a cage with a person who can manually operate another
turnstile. At least one of the automatic turnstiles has a slot that takes both coins and tokens. The fare is $1.50 for an unlimited length
of ride. You can save a little bit of money by buying ten tokens for $13.50. They sell tokens at machines in a few of the major stations,
as well as at grocery stores and “currency exchanges” (a strange business unique to Chicago that seems to perform all the services of
a bank except personal accounts). When you put your token or coins in the slot, it activates the turnstile and allows you to enter. Other
turnstiles have magnetic readers where you can slide transfer cards or monthly passes to gain entrance. The other choice is to pay the
person at the cage. They then press a button that opens the turnstile.
[Not long after this Chicago went to all-electronic fare collection. These days most people buy flimsy plastic cards
either from vending machines in the station or from a currency exchange. The new turnstiles in Chicago are extremely
complex, but they handle those cards without a hitch (unlike New York’s, where getting the magnetic strips to register is a
perennial headache). It’s also possible to pay your fare with a “Chicago card”, a chip-embedded hard plastic card that looks
like a credit card without the embossed numbers. Passengers either touch those to a pad in front of a traditional turnstile or
walk through a contraption that looks like an airport metal detector. Either way, the fare is debited from their account and the
barrier opens. The base fare now, by the way, is $2, and it will likely go up to $2.50 in 2009.]
When you enter you can, if you want, pay $.30 extra for a transfer that will let you ride on two different buses (or a bus and
another train) after you complete your ‘L’ ride. [An advantage of the switch to electronic fares is that all fares now automatically
include free transfers; you no longer have to pay extra for them. Chicago is actually quite generous about transfers, even
allowing you to make a round-trip (as long as the return starts within two and a half hours of your departure) for the price of a
single fare.] Transfers are not normally required to switch trains on the ‘L’. We never rode a bus, but the combination of trains and
buses makes an excellent transit system. Commuters can get within two blocks of almost every address in the city.
Most adults pay the full fare. Young children, senior citizens, and disabled people ride for half fare. They can even buy
special reduced fare tokens at a price of 20 for $13.50. The reduced fare is also available to high school students, but only between the
hours of 5:30am and 8:00pm, and (at least in theory) it is to be used only for travel between home, school, work, and places of study. I
remember seeing one of the kids on Hoop Dreams riding the ‘L’ to school. Apparently it’s fairly common.
Once you've paid your money (and sometimes even before), you need to carefully read the signs to make sure you get on the
right train. At some elevated stations it is impossible to cross over to the other side if you mistakenly choose the wrong one. What's
more confusing is that in many stations more than one train shares the same tracks. [The color/destination naming system has
simplified that, and sharing tracks actually is about the best system there is for making transfers.] In the Loop, for instance, up
to four lines can share the same track and stop at the same station. Some go around the Loop either clockwise or counterclockwise,
while others go both directions, but only on certain sides of the Loop. Once you’ve left the Loop, the different lines quickly separate to
head out to all corners of the city. You need to look at the map and be familiar with the system to be sure you’re getting on the right
train.
The stations may be confusing, and some may be dirty and run-down, but the 'L" trains themselves are lovely. The relatively
new cars are made of shiny steel with broad plexiglass windows. Inside they have molded plastic seats, some of which have a thin
coating of velvet as a cushion. The cars leave the terminals in immaculate condition, and for the most part people keep them that way.
They are clean and bright, pleasantly air-conditioned, and (except for an occasional bit of scratching on the windows) free of graffiti.
Except at rush hour there is always adequate seating for everyone. During rush hour there is always available standing room, which is
acceptable, if not comfortable. (One advantage of getting on at the Forest Park terminal was that we never had to stand during morning
rush.) Like any train, the ride is jerky and somewhat noisy, but it is in no way unpleasant.
[I describe the cars as “new” here, but most were nothing of the sort. The blue line cars all date to the 1970s. There
are two styles—one from about 1972 and the other from around 1979. Almost all the ‘L’ cars in Chicago are from one of those
two vintages. The exceptions are on the brown and orange lines. New cars were purchased when they built the orange line,
so all those cars are from the early 1990s. What is true about all of Chicago’s ‘L’ cars is that they are extremely well
maintained. Even as they near forty years of age, they still look shiny and new. There are other cities with newer rolling stock
where the cars already look more worn.]
The 'L drivers are invariably "people of color". You wouldn't notice this, except for the fact that the drivers are required to make
numerous announcements during the trip. Between the challenge of deciphering black and Hispanic attempts at standard English and

the garbling of the intercom system, it's close to impossible to understand anything they say. On a typical trip, though, a message like
the following is said as the train leaves the terminal and then repeated after any transfer points:
Welcome to CTA train 1-2-3. Smoking, littering, and radio playing are prohibited. This is a Congress train serving all
stops on the blue line to Des Plaines Avenue in Forest Park. The next stop is Washington.
As you arrive in a station, the driver announces it by saying something like "Kedzie" or "Medical Center here; Ogden and
Paulina" or "Cermak Road; this is Chinatown." Most of the stations are named after nearby streets, which can be confusing, since the
same name can refer to as many as five different stations on various lines. At one point a woman asked us how to get to “Pulaski”. I
attempted to answer her question, but probably didn’t, since “Pulaski” appears twice on the blue line (on the Congress and Douglas
forks) and once each on the green and orange lines.
Some (but not all) drivers warn you that you are about to leave the station by saying something like "watch the doors; the
doors are closing." I was amused by one driver who said that as he OPENED the doors. That's not as inappropriate as it might seem,
though; the trains are in most stations for no more than a few seconds each.
As you leave the station, the driver mumbles the name of the upcoming stop, together with any special information about it.
th
Examples: “Next stop is Harlem”, “Racine’s next. Change for the Douglas line to Cermak and 54 “, and “Forest Park is next. End of
the line. All passengers must exit the train at Forest Park.”
The drivers can also broadcast the loudspeaker to the platform in the stations, saying things like "Congress train" or "This is a
green line train to 63rd and Ashland". The trains are identified on the front and sides of each car by small plastic signs that list either
their line name or destination.
[The announcements, which were actually made by conductors who sat in the middle of the trains rather than by
drivers, have been entirely replaced by recordings. Chicago has some of the best transit recordings anywhere. A very clear,
easy to understand male voice announces stations, transfers, and safety procedures. “Mr. CTA”, the disembodied voice of
the trains, has rapidly become part of the fabric of life in Chicago.]
While more than one line can run along the same tracks in places, each train normally serves every station on its line. This is
a very recent change. The guide books refer to an A/B train system that used to exist, where the minor stations were only served by
every other train. Eliminating that does make the system somewhat easier to master. [The skip-stop system would have been a
real chore, and apparently it sped up service by only about five minutes from the terminals to downtown.]
From a tourist’s point of view, Chicago’s public transportation system has one big advantage over almost every other city on
earth. Since most of its lines are not buried underground, you can actually see something out the window. As you head around the
Loop downtown, you get an up-close view of the detailing on countless historic buildings—at second-story level. Beyond downtown the
elevated lines run through alleys, leaving the streets to the cars, trucks, and buses. Here you watch a parade of back porches and fire
escapes. Most of Chicago consists of boxy old brick buildings from three to five floors tall, and you see the backs of a fair share of
them from the ‘L’. The graffiti painters have done a number on many of them, but oddly enough they have left alone any buildings that
were already decorated by their owners. The graffiti is mostly confined to these back alleys. Whenever you reach a cross street, you
can sneak a peek at the fronts of the buildings, which are usually in good repair and free of vandalism. Elsewhere, as the ‘L’ runs down
the freeway median, you mostly see cars and train tracks. Far off in the distance are the factories, schools, and public housing projects
that line the Chicago expressways. None of the views is exactly a Grey Line tour of the city, but they’re all a lot nicer than staring at the
dark walls of a tunnel.
One of the joys of any ride on public transit is people-watching. It was fascinating to look at all the different people on the ‘L’
and especially to see where different people got on and off and how the mix of people changed on different lines and at different times
of day. As we rode the blue line into the city, we first passed through Oak Park, and elegant suburb where Frank Lloyd Wright and
Ernest Hemingway lived. The guide books say that Oak Park made a conscious effort to integrate—on its own terms. That appears to
be true. Blacks, whites, and Hispanics all boarded during rush hour at the Harlem, Oak Park, and Austin stations that serve the area.
What they had in common were the men’s crisp white shirts and the women’s tailored suits. During the day the Oak Park stations
served a mostly black clientele who dressed much less elegantly. Margaret and I guessed them to be the gardeners and maids of the
area.
East of Oak Park we crossed the infamous West Side, where riots in the late '60s destroyed buildings that have not been
repaired even today. This was also the neighborhood where Hoop Dreams was set, and it is "inner city" to say the least. The vast
majority of the people who boarded here were black, but that was by no means everyone. A surprising number of whites—mainly
shabbily-dressed senior citizens and college-aged kids—also got on and off at these stations. These neighborhoods used to be home
to European “ethnics”, and my bet is that the seniors never moved out when the mix of the area changed. [That may be true for
some, but most likely the majority took a bus from somewhere north or south of here and transferred at these stations.] The
college kids probably found the rent here cheaper than in other neighborhoods. I have no idea what the neighborhoods themselves are
like [just about the least safe in the city], but on the train platforms no one seemed to feel terribly anxious or out of place.
The stations here are Cicero, Pulaski, Kedzie, and Western. There are also three stations that have been closed. The
structure, platforms, and canopies are all there, but the signs have been taken down and the entrances are locked up. One of these
obviously once served a factory that is now abandoned. Another is extremely close to an existing station. I never did figure out why the
third one was closed. I guess they just didn't get enough passengers there.

After the West Side comes the "intellectual" district, with the Medical Center, Racine, UIC/Halstead (UIC stands for University
of Illinois at Chicago), and Clinton stations. No one is ever out of place here, at any hour of the day. Between the students and
professors of a 30,000-student college, the doctors and patients of a collection of seven hospitals, workers at a large industrial park,
patrons of the central post office, people with business at the county court house, residents of a major public housing complex, and
people who just want to switch to the other branch of the train line, these stations do a booming business with all types of customers.
[Also nearby are Amtrak’s Union Station, one of the largest Greyhound stations in the country, and a rapidly gentrifying
residential area.]
At Clinton the line becomes the Dearborn Street subway. LaSalle is the first downtown station, and there all the rich people in
their white shirts get off to work in the financial district. The next stop is Jackson, at the south end of the Loop. It’s mostly Blacks and
Hispanics who get off at this stop, presumably people who work downtown. Jackson also allows a change between the two subway
lines, via a disgusting block-long pedestrian tunnel with bad lighting and no visibility around the corners. [The transfer has been
completely re-done and is now really very pleasant.] The crowd gets progressively more mixed as the train progresses through the
other downtown stations—Monroe and Washington—until the whole group changes at the "mixmaster" at Clark and Lake.
Other lines feature a similar ever-changing mix of people. There were few stations that seemed to welcome exclusively one
race of people. This may be because, even if the neighborhoods around the stations are made up of one race, buses extend from the
stations to more distant neighborhoods with different ethnic compositions. [It’s also because, despite its reputation, by the ‘90s
Chicago was starting to become a much more integrated city.]
We saw a lot of fascinating people on the 'L'. The majority of people—regardless of their race, sex, of age—were commuters
traveling between home and work. They lost themselves in books or newspapers or just staring off into space as if they were in their
own little world. A few of the other riders stood out, though. Among these were a deaf couple who appeared to be flirting with each
other in sign language. Then there were two young black men who either work for a dance company or attend a school of dance. They
were discussing various dance motions, punctuating their conversation with exaggerated gestures illustrating the dances. We also sat
near a gay man who had recently been dumped by his partner. He was spilling his guts to his female seatmate, which certainly made
an interesting conversation to overhear.
There's more formal entertainment on the 'L', too—in the form of musicians who perform on the platforms for donations.
Among the better ones were a fiddler, a guitarist, and a duo of young black men who sang Simon and Garfunkel songs. We also heard
a drummer who could have waked his dead ancestors in Africa with his energy. And, much as I'd like to, I can't forget the rapper who
managed to string together more vulgarity than I thought was humanly possible. He used the “F” word (in its gerund form) repeatedly
throughout the rap, occasionally managing to string a few other dirty words between the choruses of “F”s. Everyone else in the station
(black, white, and Hispanic alike) seemed to be hiding behind pillars and teetering on the edge of the platform, trying to distance
themselves as much as possible from this “gentleman”.
In the unlikely event that you can’t tell after that endless discourse, I really
enjoyed riding the ‘L’. Most of our experiences were entirely pleasant, and those that
weren’t fell into the “interesting cultural experience” category. Except for the tunnel
between the subways, I never felt unsafe on the ‘L’. I did guard my wallet carefully,
but I didn’t really feel I had to. I saw several local people getting out their wallets and
counting their money as they rode. In fact, at times I got the feeling that some local
people find the ‘L’ to be the safest place in town. The cost and time factor involved in
riding the ‘L’ compare positively with driving a car; you can buy a lot of tokens for the
cost of a day’s parking in downtown Chicago. The only problem is that at non-rush
hours there can sometimes be a fairly lengthy wait between trains, especially at the
more obscure stations. You can put up with a lot of waiting, though, for the trade-off
of not having to deal with traffic on the expressways.
So … after pages and pages of digression, we got on the ‘L’ at Forest Park
and rode into the city. We transferred at Clark and Lake and rode eastward to the
Randolph Street "Loop" station. We got out and saw our first sight in the city—which
was (tah dah!) a parking garage. It wasn't just any parking garage, mind you. This
was THE Self-Park Garage, which is written up in travel guides as an architectural
landmark [Actually I’ve only found one guide that mentioned it—though I AM
glad to have seen it.] Believe it or not, it is. The facade is designed to look like the
front of an antique car. The car’s “grill” forms the structural front of the parking levels,
the top-level windows serve as headlights, a crest atop the building makes a hood
ornament, while the “tires” are awnings over the business on the first floor (Nevada
Bob’s miniature golf). It alone isn't worth a trip to Chicago, but it certainly is an
interesting building.

Self Park Garage
Lake & Wabash – Chicago

From Self-Park, we wandered up the Chicago River, where we saw a more
familiar Chicago landmark, the Marina City. These round towers were, when they
were built, the tallest apartment buildings on earth. They are still attractive,
interesting buildings that hold a unique place on the city skyline. […And they
remain an instantly recognizable symbol of Chicago.]

“Sandwich Man” on Michigan Avenue
We passed an interesting character as we walked along. A man was standing on the sidewalk wearing a sandwich sign that
claimed there was evidence that Bill Clinton was not born an American citizen, which therefore made his term as President null and
void. There were several other pages that he could turn to display on the sandwich, and I’m sure each was equally “unique”. The
strangest thing was that later on today we saw the same man carrying his signs on the subway.
[It’s particularly interesting to re-read this right before the 2008 election, when some right wing nuts are claiming
Barack Obama is not a U.S. citizen. He was, of course, born in Hawaii, which a birth certificate (that the lunatics say could
have been forged) and a birth announcement in the Honolulu Advertiser easily prove. There would actually be more question
as to whether John McCain was a “native born” citizen, given that his birthplace was a military base in the Canal Zone. I’ve
never heard anyone besides this Chicago weirdo claim Bill Clinton was born anywhere other than Arkansas, and a Google
search of the topic only led to those anti-Obama sites.]
We crossed the Chicago River to North Michigan Avenue, the so-called "Magnificent Mile" where Chicago's "beautiful people"
live, work, and shop. Two famous skyscrapers, the Gothic Tribune Tower and the ornately towered Wrigley Building, guard the entrance
to this exclusive street. [There’s nothing really “exclusive” about Michigan Avenue; it is rather elegant, though.] We cut in front
of the Tribune building, walked for what seemed like forever through a maze of parks and side streets, and eventually ended up at the
“North Pier Shopping and Entertainment Ensemble”. This building, which looks like new construction, was designed to look like one of
those trendy renovated warehouses that dot every big city.

Our major destination here was the City of Chicago Store, a most unique concept in merchandising. Here the city puts up for
sale all its surplus property. You can buy stop signs, parking meters, old fare boxes from city buses, and chunks of concrete from the
original Comiskey Park. It’s definitely not a clearance sale. They treat the stuff as collector’s items, with prices appropriately high. I did
break down and buy something—one of the plastic ‘L’ maps they put up in front of the light above the doors in the train cars. You get a
feeling for how big the train cars really are when you realize the map (and hence each of the two sets of doors in a car) is four feet long.
The clerk told me the CTA had replaced these maps (which the store was now selling for $25, plus tax). I recently spent over an hour
comparing the details of the plastic map with the paper map they were distributing free at the stations. The plastic map was dated April,
1996, while the paper one was from May, 1996. Eventually I did find one single difference between them. In April the green line shut
down between 2am and 4:30, while by May it was offering twenty-four hour service. [Soon after they’d revert to closing the line up
in the wee hours.] That hardly seems like a reason to replace thousands of signs in the cars; somehow placing a sticker over the
changed schedule seems cheaper and easier. I suppose, however, that then they couldn’t get suckers like me to buy the old ones.
Margaret also saw something interesting, but in the end she did not buy it. What she found was a CD of the street music of
Chicago. It looked interesting, but I think I’d want to actually hear it before I bought it. I’d be afraid they would feature the drummer or
rapper I mentioned earlier, rather than enjoyable music.
As we left the Chicago store, outside the entrance were two boys selling M&Ms. One asked if we wanted to buy some to
support his football team. He assured us “it’s legal” and showed us his laminated city permit to prove it. I broke down and paid $5 for
two over-sized packs of candy. Immediately the other kid asked if we wanted to buy some more, to support his baseball team. We
politely refused and went on.
Just down the street from the Chicago store was a little supermarket called the
Marketplace. We noticed that they sold CTA tokens, so we went in to buy some. The tokens
came in tiny little rolls. Imagine ten dimes wrapped up in paper; that’s what the packs looked
like. The tokens themselves are slightly larger than dimes, and they have three holes in them
arranged in roughly the same pattern as the old “fallout shelter” signs. All tokens say “CTA” in
the middle of them. The older ones say “SURFACE TRANSIT SYSTEM” around the outside,
while the newer ones say “CHICAGO TRANSIT AUTHORITY”. They are silver in color, and
except for the holes in them, very easy to confuse with a coin.
After buying the tokens, we checked out the store. It was the sort of place where
people who lived along the Magnificent Mile would shop; trendy, but far from practical. They
sold packaged individual salad portions stuffed with all kinds of vegetables you've never heard
of for $8 each. The whole store was on the expensive side, partially because of their upscale
selection of goods, but also because they’ve inflated the prices to pay for their location in the
CTA token
high-rent district. I ended up buying a bottle of juice ($1.69 for essentially the same item they
sell at Casey’s for $.89; they justify the high price by noting it is produced in the store). I also bought a toothbrush ($2.11 for something
I could buy for $1.69 at K-Mart) and a newspaper ($.35, the same price as everywhere else). [… And these days 35¢ would be a
bargain—less than half the 75¢ price newspapers fetch in 2008. Chances are the juice and toothbrush have doubled in price
as well.]
The newspaper was the Chicago Sun—Times, one of the city’s two major dailies. The Sun—Times has always been a tabloid,
both in format and in the sense of featuring splashy headlines and somewhat sensational news. One of the top stories today was about
a woman who had abandoned her child at Midway Airport. There was a special insert section aimed at the back-to-college crowd. The
core article of that section was entitled “Teaching Grad Students to Teach”—not a bad idea that. Malcolm X’s half sister (Ella L. Collins,
age 82) was the lead obituary, and both the Cubs and the White Sox had won big last night. Most of the ads in the Sun—Times were
for home improvement, with several advertisers referring to a HUD program that allows interest-free loans for housing renovations.
The technical name for the neighborhood near the supermarket and the Chicago Store was "Streeterville". The history of this
area is fascinating, particularly when you hear that Streeter, for whom it was named, obtained title to the land here through squatter's
rights. Today it's certainly not squatters shacks you see around here, but rather some of the best addresses in the city.
After leaving the supermarket we accidentally ended up UNDER Chicago. Many of the major downtown streets carry two
levels of traffic. Most traffic flows at normal street level, where the sidewalks and business entrances are. Underground, though, there is
another whole network of streets, which serve as express routes and access for delivery trucks. The most famous is Lower Wacker
Drive, which rings the Loop and is easily visible from all the Chicago River bridges. There are several similar streets, and we ended up
under one of the lesser of them, a tunnel which eventually ended up under Michigan Avenue. Eventually we surfaced through what
looked like a subway entrance right next to Tribune Tower.
We walked briefly through the Chicago Tribune/WGN souvenir shop, which seemed to be primarily a shrine to the Chicago
Cubs [owned by the Tribune Company, which is now trying to sell them]. Frankly, the Des Moines Register has a better souvenir
shop. I was looking for something akin to the Register’s “Historic Pages” books, but except for porcelain doo-dads with old headlines
printed on them, there wasn’t anything even vaguely similar.
We made our way back to the 'L' and got onto the first train that pulled into the station. Our destination was Wilmette, at the
end of the purple line. This was a brown line train, so we rode over to Merchandise Mart, where we waited to switch to the purple line.
We saw plenty of purple trains, all right, but they were all headed the other way. None seemed to be going north. Eventually we
switched over to the opposite platform, got on one of the downtown-bound trains, rode around the Loop on it, and headed out to the

suburbs on the Evanston Express. [Had we waited, we would probably have caught an outbound train sooner, but riding around
the Loop was much more interesting than standing on the platform.]
The Evanston Express uses the same tracks as first the brown and then the red line through the city of Chicago, but the local
trains stop at sixteen stations that the Evanston Express passes by. Traveling southbound there is a surcharge for the express service
[a surcharge that was discontinued almost immediately after this trip]. We were headed northward out of the city, so we enjoyed
this speedy service at no additional charge.
Our destination was the end of the line, Linden Avenue in the wealthy
suburb of Wilmette. Wilmette is home to another of Chicagoland's architectural
wonders, the only Baha'i temple in the Western Hemisphere. Baha'i is a religion
that, as closely as I can figure out, is to Islam as the Mormons are to
Christianity. That is the Baha'is came out of the Moslem traditions, but they feel
the prophets continued after Mohammed. The sect was originally formed in
what was then Persia, and the nine-sided domed temple shows a definite
Middle Eastern influence.
Really more interesting than the temple was the stroll we made
through the neighborhood to get to it. Wilmette is a ritzy suburb. It appears lily
white (except for some service workers we saw headed from here back to the
city on the train), and the neighborhood we went through features gorgeous
mansion-like homes set on small, but immaculate lawns. Right in the middle of
the neighborhood is a golf course that extends on both sides of Linden Avenue.
The golfers just walk across the street to get from one hole to the next. Linden
Avenue also features a rickety old bridge over a dumpy little creek. I suspect
the neighborhood purposely keeps the bridge in bad repair to prevent this from
becoming a busy street. This was the first of many neighborhoods we walked
through in greater Chicago, and each of them was completely different from the
next.
The express train had stopped running by the time we got back to the
station, so we had to take the local purple line train, which ends its route at
Howard Avenue on the Chicago/Evanston border. I was surprised by
Evanston, which I know mainly as the home of prestigious Northwestern
University, that bastion of academia that shocked everyone by capturing last
year’s Big 10 football crown. I expected Evanston to look like a college town,
Bahai Temple – Wilmette, Illinois
which is to say I expected it to look like Iowa City, which in my mind is the
definitive college town. Perhaps it does a few blocks closer to the lake, which is where Northwestern actually is. On the west side of
town, along the ‘L’ line, Evanston looks like some of the dumpier parts of Chicago—three story brick apartments and warehouses
interspersed with long, low supermarkets and department stores. By and Iowa comparison it looks more like rough and grimy Waterloo
than trendy, gentile Iowa City.
[The area near Northwestern does indeed look like a college town—trendy businesses housed in relatively low-rise
brick buildings. Not far west of the ‘L’ line is an “old money” suburb of lavish Victorian mansions, the neighborhood where
Ceil and Guy now live. Likely do to the train noise, though, the center of Evanston is not an especially desirable area, so the
view from the ‘L’ is the seedy part of what is otherwise a nice city.]
At Howard we switched to the red line, which (in contrast to the purple express) seemed to crawl along, stopping at every little
station. [The north side stations are three blocks apart, which is far too close to provide “rapid” transit.] The books say the
north side of Chicago is predominantly white, and the riders on the train would confirm that. Near Evanston almost all the riders were
white, with the ethnic mix broadening as we got closer and closer to downtown. [This mix has changed quite a bit in the past
decade. The Lincoln Park/Gold Coast/Boystown area east of Wrigley Field is still almost all white—and extremely wealthy—
but the rest of the north side has become quite integrated. Today there’s a large Asian population throughout the north side
and a lot of black people near the Evanston border. Also, as everywhere in Chicago, Hispanics (mostly Mexicans) have
become the dominant minority. Many places, like the area just north of Wrigley, are almost exclusively Hispanic.]
We got a clue as to how the city has changed in overhearing a conversation. An elderly white woman was sitting in front of us,
and she was headed to the Belmont Hotel for some event. Her seatmates included an artsy young woman and an Asian college
student. She was boring them with stories of the glory days of the Belmont Hotel, back when she grew up near it. It was convenient
that the Asian man lived in the neighborhood of the hotel, and he could honestly say he walked past it everyday. When he and the
elderly woman got off at Belmont station, the platform was a cross-section of the world; the young Asian man came far closer to fitting
into the modern-day neighborhood than the old white lady did. I do hope she enjoyed whatever occasion she was headed for.
Probably the most notable sight we passed on our journey back downtown was Wrigley Field, the turn-of-the-century ballpark
where the Chicago Cubs play. I must say there's a reason the TV cameras never show you the outside of the stadium. Inside they have
those lovely, vine-covered bricks. Outside the place is grey concrete and blue-painted wood, both of which look like they're about to fall
over. It's not the beautiful hint of yesteryear you get in new ballparks like Camden Yards, the Ballpark in Arlington, or Coors Field.
Rather it looks like precisely what it is—a seedy old stadium in a neighborhood that has seen its better days. So much for nostalgia.

It was fun to ride by Wrigley on the 'L', though. Many times I've heard Harry Cary comment on the trains rolling by in the
background as he announces the ballgame. For all its flaws, Wrigley really is part of the neighborhood; it isn't separated from the real
world by expressways and parking lots. Instead it backs up against little side streets and the 'L'. You get the feeling that real people live
here and that going to ballgames is part of their everyday life.
[It’s not really true that “real” people live here, and it’s certainly not true this area has seen its better days.
Wrigleyville is the epicenter of gentrification in Chicago. Those buildings you see in the outfield with seating on their roofs
have condos that cost $3 million and up. Studio apartments around here start at more than $1000 a month. When you get out
and look at it, it’s also obvious that while this is an older area, it’s in no way run down. Everything is nicely sandblasted, and
the microscopic lots are meticulously landscaped.]
Not far south of Wrigley the 'L' passes another Chicago landmark—one that is well-known but definitely NOT written up in the
travel guides. Running west of the tracks for nearly half a mile are the towers of what is euphemistically referred to as the Cabrini Green
community. Cabrini Green is one of nineteen "residential communities" that are owned and managed by the Chicago Housing Authority.
Everyone except the CHA calls them "the projects". According to one source, Cabrini Green alone is home to over 20,000 people.
Throughout the city over a quarter million people live in public housing. Cabrini Green is probably the most famous of the projects,
because it was here nearly two decades ago that Mayor Jane Byrne took up residence as a way of showing off the awful living
conditions. All the drugs, gangs, and murders at Cabrini Green would probably go unnoticed by the outside world (as they largely do in
the city's other projects) were it not for the fact that Cabrini's neighbor to the east is the exclusive "Gold Coast" neighborhood, home to
some of Chicago's wealthiest citizens. The contrast is hard to ignore.
[Shortly after this was written, the CHA started to tear down Chicago’s infamous tower projects. They have gradually
been replaced with rowhouse developments that are designed to house people from a variety of income levels, including both
market rate and subsidized housing. Almost all the south side projects are now gone, as are the bulk of those on the west
side. Interestingly, Cabrini remains the last project standing. A couple of its towers have been bulldozed (mostly to make
room for upscale shopping centers), but the bulk are still there, and the ‘L’ still divides the right and wrong sides of the
tracks.]
Eventually we made it back downtown, where we crossed through the tunnel from hell to get to the other subway. As we
waited for the blue line train, I bought another newspaper, the Chicago Tribune’s evening update. Here I found out that they were
holding the national Knights of Columbus convention in Chicago. Joseph Cardinal Bernardin, who will have spinal surgery next month,
was saying mass for them. There was also a feature on the city’s history of hosting political conventions. [This was timely, as the
city would be hosting the 1996 Democratic convention.]
The “Your Money” section of the Tribune was an excuse to disguise the want ads. I was again interested in housing. I had
never before seen a classification of “Rooms” (as opposed to apartments). Rooming houses still exist in Chicago, and private
homeowners also rent out rooms. Prices range from $55 to $95 per week. The “townhouses—city” classification showed rents
between $1,375 and $2,600 per month. Suburban townhouses were somewhat cheaper. Single family houses rented for $800 to
$1,700 per month, while two-bedroom apartments ranged from $300 in assorted bad neighborhoods to $2,900 (monthly) in the
exclusive Lincoln Park area.
We rode back to Forest Park and were pleased to find Margaret's car just as we had left it. Our main priority on the ride back
to the motel was getting something to eat. We had eaten nothing but M&Ms since stopping at McDonalds for lunch, and both of us
were both tired and hungry. Most of the restaurants on Roosevelt Road were closed (which surprised me, but all of Chicagoland seems
to keep limited hours), and what was open didn't strike either of us as terribly appealing. Eventually we decided to stop at the
International House of Pancakes, where we both had omelettes. After supper we made our way back to Villa Park, got thoroughly
settled in at the motel, and eventually went to sleep.

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 7 – Chicagoland, Illinois
Both of us were up before our alarms this morning. Heat kept us from sleeping the night before; last night it was more the
excitement of the trip. It didn't help that early in the morning (around 5am) there were a number of sirens in the background. I’ll
complain, but I can’t really say I slept all that badly.
I had brought along the old percolator that used to be my mother's. I plugged it in and it perked as we showered, so we were
able to enjoy fresh (and really quite tasty) coffee to start out the day. [For a few years I’d regularly haul the coffee pot with me
when I traveled. Unfortunately, one time when I had stayed at the Motel 6 in Cedar Rapids, I realized when I was almost home
that I’d left that I’d left the coffee pot in my room. I still think percolator coffee is about the best brew there is.] As we sipped,
we watched the WGN morning news. The definitive cable station is, of course, a local TV station in Chicago, the originators of such
classic programs as Bozo the Clown. In news, today’s top story was that scientists had discovered life on Mars. Actually they had
found a meteorite believed to have originated on Mars that is thought to contain fossilized bacteria—not quite the same thing as little
green men. Locally the big story was the heat. Today was expected to be the hottest day of the year, with highs around 100 degrees,
and high humidity t boot. People were warned to check up on shut-in neighbors and family members.
Fortified by caffeine, we drove back to Forest Park and caught the rush hour train downtown. Our first stop this morning was
Fullerton station on the brown line. From here it was just a short walk past DePaul University to Lincoln Boulevard where the Biograph
Theater is located. The Biograph was where, in 1934, gangster John Dillinger was shot to death. The theater still lives on as a

quadraplex. There's nothing to see besides movies inside, but the outside still looks much as it did when the FBI shot down "public
enemy number one".

Biograph Theater – Chicago
My photos of the Biograph were recorded on a disposable camera, the first time I have ever used such a thing. Shortly before
leaving on this trip I was shopping at the local Hy-Vee. They had spaghetti sauce for sale in a special package that came with a free
camera. The spaghetti sauce alone was actually cheaper that way than in individual jars, so I got a free camera in the process. The
camera was blue and said “Ragu” on it. [This was probably the only time I ever bought Ragu in my life.] I just got the pictures
back, and while they’re not quite as well focused as those from my regular camera, they’re not bad overall. I can’t say I’d go out and
buy one of those things, but for free I can’t complain.
On our way back to Fullerton station we passed a moped chained to a lamppost. I’ve seen bicycles chained that way before
(indeed, I’ve done it myself), but I’ve never seen that with a moped.
We rode back downtown, switched lines, and traveled to Roosevelt Road station, named for the same street that runs past our
motel. Roosevelt is the only station that is even vaguely close to Grant Park, which is home to some of the city's prime attractions. The
"even vaguely" is intentional in the previous sentence, because on this incredibly hot day it seemed most distant indeed. From the
station we walked through a rather run-down neighborhood. It seemed perfectly safe by day, but I wouldn't want to be around here after
dark. Most noteworthy was the Roosevelt Hotel, which advertised "transients welcome" in its window. I was shocked that just down the
street was a Best Western with tour buses out front. For my money, the Motel 6 we were staying at beat both of those places, but I’m
willing to bet even the transient hotel probably cost more than we were paying in the suburbs.
[The area around Roosevelt station has gentrified quite a bit in the past decade. The Best Western is still there, and
Margaret stayed there once with her friend Marlene. It costs about three times what a cheap suburban motel would be, which
makes it just about the cheapest thing there is downtown. The transient hotel has been converted to luxury condominiums.
These days if I want to get to Grant Park I’ll either take a bus from Roosevelt station, or I’ll take the Metra commuter trains,
which stop inside the park, very near the museum campus.]
I stopped to buy a newspaper from a box on the corner. This time it was the Daily Southtown, which—as the name implies—
serves primarily the southern half of the city. The South Side begins roughly at Roosevelt Road and continues for more than 100
blocks south to the port area at Calumet Harbor. The near south side, where we now were, was once Asian and is primarily Hispanic
today, while further south is the single largest Black community in America.
st
[The South Loop area, near Roosevelt Road, is in the 21 Century overwhelmingly white and extremely wealthy. The
Hispanics have moved south and west to the former Chinatown and Little Italy areas. The biggest change further south is the
depopulation of the south side, as black people have moved to the suburbs. Vast areas of the south side are vacant today,
thanks to a city program that almost immediately bulldozes vacant buildings to keep them from becoming crack houses. The
south side is still heavily black, but there are increasing numbers of Hispanics and Asians there. In particular the Dan Ryan

Corridor, the area near Comiskey Park that used to be lined with public housing towers, has become home to thousands of
Mexican-Americans.]
Black Chicago mostly dates to the Depression and World War II era, the time of the “Great Migration” that I described in my
travelogue about New Orleans and Mississippi. Most Black Chicagoans trace their roots to Mississippi. Their migration northward
turned the Magnolia State from a black to a white majority, and it created some of the most heated civil rights struggles in the North.
Today the city of Chicago is home to over one million Blacks, and another million Blacks live in the suburbs. African-Americans are the
single largest ethnic group in the city, making up about 40% of the population. (According to the same source, about 25% is white, 25%
Hispanic, and 10% “other”—which, from what we saw, is mostly west Asian, Pakistani and the like.) [The 2000 census reported
Hispanics as Chicago’s largest ethnic group, with about 35% of the population. Whites in 2000 were also around 35%, and the
population of both groups had increased in the ‘90s. Blacks however had declined in both raw numbers and percent—down
to roughly one-fourth of Chicago’s overall population.] Even today, though, Black neighborhoods account for about 25% of the
land in Chicago, and Black people earn only 25% of the income. They are still concentrated in two major ghettos on the south and west
sides. Chicago has had one Black mayor (Harold Washington, for whom half the city seems to have been named), but today Irishman
Richard M. Daley appears to be following in his father’s footsteps as mayor for life. [He’s now been mayor nearly for nearly twice as
long as his father was—and there’s no sign he’ll be leaving any time soon.]
Headlining the Southtown news today was the largest citizenship ceremony ever held in Chicago. Eleven thousand, two
hundred people (mostly Eastern Europeans and Latin Americans) were sworn in as U.S. citizens at Soldier Field. In other news, they’re
opening a fourteen-screen cineplex in the southwestern neighborhood of Englewood, a Calumet woman miscarried a child and placed it
in the garbage, and there were updates on the Olympic bombing and the crash of TWA flight 800 off Long Island.
The police blotter was one of the more interesting sections. Four of the charges involved gang members trying to round up
new recruits. The formal police charge was “intimidation”. There was one drive-by shooting, three assaults, four car thefts, two bicycle
thefts, seven house burglaries, one theft of flower pots, and one car stripped down. The police also recovered one car that had been
stolen in Kalamazoo, Michigan. Then there were Tamir Samier Mohammed and his brother Jawidt Samier Mohammed, who were each
charged with smashing the windows of a van with a hammer, while the van was being driven down Cicero Avenue. Fortunately the
driver was unharmed. Also fortunately, we never experienced these or any other crimes.
I was intrigued by the insert ads. One for “Value City” discount stores was announcing the grand opening of two new
locations. It was intriguing that of the thirty-six models who appeared in the ad, two were Black. [It’s not really fair to make that
observation, given that The Daily Southtown circulates not only in the city, but in dozens of the southern suburbs, including
many heavily white areas.] The other insert was for Cub Foods. IT’s hardly a surprise that they were featuring hot dogs.
From Roosevelt Road we made our way north to the 11th Street Viaduct, a pedestrian footbridge that crosses the Illinois
Central Railroad. [The line is actually owned by Metra, as Illinois Central went bankrupt years ago; they in turn lease freight
rights to various railroads]. It looked like no big deal on the map, which shows a bridge over a railroad track. What the map doesn’t
show is that it’s a whole lot more than A railroad track; it's track after track side by side for more than a city block, creating an enormous
scar on the landscape right next to one of the most beautiful parks on earth. In the middle of all this is the Roosevelt Road Metra
station. Metra is a commuter railroad with eleven lines that primarily serve the suburbs. It also provides service to parts of Chicago that
the CTA’s ‘L’ trains don’t reach. If I was less than complimentary of the ‘L’ stations, they are utter palaces compared to this, the one
and only Metra station we saw. It was similar to the ‘L’ stations in the middle of the expressways, with stairs leading down from an
overpass to the tracks. The whole thing was built of wood, though, and time and weather had badly deteriorated it. The Metra trains
have funny-looking double-decker cars, and the fares are astronomical (starting at $1.75 and increasing by distance up to $5.50 one
way). The guide books describe this particular Metra line as having “a lovely view of Lake Michigan”. That’s obviously somewhere
other than Roosevelt Road. Here I think all you’d see are the retaining walls at the side of the hallowed out gravel pit that houses the
tracks. [I’ve since taken Metra Electric and the parallel South Shore commuter route all the way to Indiana, and I have no clue
where a nice view of the lake might be. The route runs in an open cut all the way through Illinois, and even on the upper level
of their double-decker trains you can’t get more than a glimpse of the lake.]
We made it across the railroad, but we were hardly done with obstacles. Lake Shore Drive was under construction, with all the
traffic funneled into half the usual number of lanes. Pedestrians basically followed a maze through the construction before eventually
making it to the relative safety of a parking lot. We then trudged across the steamy lot before we made it to the grand steps of the Field
Museum, our ultimate destination for the morning.
We eagerly ascended the steps to enter the air-conditioned museum. Today was free day at the museum, so there was no
admission. Each of the major Chicago museums is free on one day of the week, which allows everyone to see their exhibits, but it does
tend to make for extra-large crowds on those days.
Margaret needed to use a restroom, so we headed first to the basement level. While she was using the facilities, I ordered a
late breakfast at the McDonalds they have in the museum. I’m not sure quite why, but the Egg McMuffin I got here was one of the best
I’ve ever eaten. I can still taste it in my mind today. While higher than Algona, the cost struck me as comparatively less expensive than
when we took the high school kids here a few years ago.
One of the main things we saw was the ancient Egypt exhibit. Margaret had visited Egypt in the spring, and she was
particularly interested in the treasures they had on display. She said many of them were better organized here than in they were in
Cairo, where there isn't funding to do anything more than preserving the artifacts. There’s a gift shop at the exit to the Egypt exhibit,
where I bought a papyrus wall hanging of an ankh, an ancient symbol that looks like a cross topped by a circle. The certificate of

authenticity that came with it says an ankh is supposed to be the “key to life”, whatever that may mean. (I just thought it looked cool.)
Each of us also bought cartouches (hieroglyphic nameplates) from a vending machine. The figures are laser-printed on a vellum-like
paper that is supposed to resemble papyrus. Instead of putting my name on mine, I chose to spell out “Chicago” in hieroglyphics.
Since I had seen the museum in 1993, we primarily saw the things Margaret was interested in. These included the Latin
American gallery, the children's "sizes" exhibit, the large dinosaur in the lobby, a Navajo weaver, and the Chinese, Pacific, and Maori
rooms. It was interesting to see everything again.
After seeing the
Field Museum, we walked
back out into the heat and
steam. We crossed under
Lake Shore Drive to the
plaza in front of the Shedd
Aquarium. Neither of us
had much interest in
seeing the aquarium, so
we kept walking past it
toward
the
Adler
Planetarium.
The
planetarium is located on
what is called Northerly
Island, a narrow peninsula
that juts out into Lake
Michigan.
It primarily
houses a small airport
(Meigs
Field)
[since
decommissioned], but at
Skyline view from the Museum Campus – Chicago
the northern end are parks,
parking lots, and the planetarium. It looks close on the map, but in fact it's a LONG walk from the Field Museum to the planetarium.
The heat was oppressive, and about the only thing that made up for it was the incredible view of the Chicago skyline from out in the
lake. Chicago is one of the most beautiful cities anywhere, and the view from here is truly fantastic.
Eventually we made it to the planetarium, paid our admission ($5 each), and before long entered the theatre for the sky show.
The show consists of two parts. The first is best described as a "multi-media presentation", one of those things that uses three
projectors at once to make you think it's better than a standard movie. Its real purpose was to hold us while the previous group saw the
real star show. The show we saw was about the Hubble telescope, and the first part just gave us background information about it.
Twenty minutes later the screen rose and we ascended the "stairway to the stars", an escalator lined with Christmas lights that leads
from the new pavilion where they have their museum to the original domed planetarium where the real star show is presented
[presumably on that “overhead projector” John McCain cites as an example of pork barrel spending]. We saw the stars and
planets projected onto the domed roof, with slides from the Hubble interspersed among it all. I can’t say I’d pay to see a star show
every day, but the last time I saw one was five years ago in Mississippi, and that space between them is about right. [I haven’t seen
one since, but the next time I’m back in Chicago, I just might go back to the planetarium again.]
After the show we saw the planetarium museum, which was one of my favorite sights on this trip. The museum includes old
astronomy and surveying equipment, as well as "gee whiz" exhibits on topics like light and gravity. Of all the things here, the gift shop
was the disappointment. I'm not sure what I expected them to have, but there was absolutely nothing they did stock that I was
interested in buying. That's probably a good thing; I left no poorer than I came.
After leaving the museum we stopped at a semi-permanent street vendor. Margaret bought a cream cheese churro, and each
of us had Italian ice. Italian ice, for those who (like me) didn't know, is basically crushed fruit that is frozen in a tube. You squeeze it out
of the tube to eat it. [This particular Italian ice was commercially packaged in tubes. It’s actually more common for it to be
homemade and served in cups.] Its closest relatives would be sherbet and popsicles, but it's not really very close to either of them. I
had a berry ice that was delightful. Margaret had a lemon one that was more like frozen lemonade and definitely had less character
than the berry. Further along the walk back we stopped at a pretzel stand. They had many different flavors of pretzels. I chose
cinnamon, which they made by taking a soft pretzel, dipping it in butter, and then dipping it in a cinnamon sugar mixture. I’ve never
thought of pretzels as a sweet item, but these were good. Margaret and I also restored a bit of our energy by buying some pop at the
pretzel stand [including a Chicago Cubs commemorative can that remains part of my Pepsi collection today].
One of the most interesting things we saw on this trip was also near the pretzel dealer (in front of the Shedd Aquarium)—a
Streetwise vendor. Chicago, like all cities, has its share of homeless people. Unlike many cities, though, Chicago had Streetwise, a
newspaper that is published for the sole purpose of allowing homeless people to sell it. The paper describes its mission as "to empower
people through self-employment". Many members of the editorial staff are also homeless, and the stories in the paper depict life on the
street. [Some of them do, anyhow; others are some of the strangest filler articles you’d find anywhere.] Vendors sell the paper
for $1.00 a copy to anyone who will buy it. The vendor keeps $.75 of the money, with the rest covering the costs of publication. From
my point of view, hawking papers is a whole lot better than just begging for money, and the papers also help educate people about the
problem.

Streetwise has ten rules its vendors must obey. The vendors can not:
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.

sell the newspaper while under the influence of drugs or alcohol
solicit donations of funds above the $1 cover price.
Sell Streetwise without the proper ID badge.
fight with other vendors over sales pitches or territories.
use racial, sexist, or foul language while selling Streetwise.
verbally or physically harass the general public or anyone who refuses to buy the paper.
Use aggressive sales pitches, obstruct the public way, or sell papers in off-limits areas (including all CTA
property).
8. sell other products or papers while wearing the Streetwise ID.
9. Sell hats, bags, or any other articles that come with the Streetwise sales kit.
10. Supply newspapers to non-badged persons.

The vendor we saw here was probably pushing the limit on rule #7, but he was certainly not offensive. Both Margaret and I were
amused by him, and I ended up buying a paper.
The top story in Streetwise was entitled “People Need Jobs” and discussed the problem of corporate downsizing. The
secondary story on the front page saluted the five millionth copy of Streetwise to be sold. The woman who bought it won free airplane
tickets to anywhere in the U.S.A., donated by United Airlines. I noticed that this edition was Volume 4, Number 22, so doing the math
that works out to over 50,000 copies sold per issue, which can provide quite a lot of help for those in need. I was really impressed with
Streetwise. I hope their circulation keeps increasing, and I hope other cities copy the idea.
[Chicago remains the only city where I’ve seen Streetwise or anything similar. Supposedly there is a similar paper in
London, but I never saw it when I was there. The Streetwise vendors are well distributed throughout Chicago’s downtown
area, particularly in spots frequented by tourists and wealthy executives. They are very much part of the urban landscape.
I’ve bought Streetwise on almost all my return trips to Chicago, while I invariably avoid people who just sit on the sidewalk
and beg.]
We crossed Lake Shore Drive to the Field Museum, and we saw another interesting sight. A group of fire trucks was trying to
make its way through the traffic. Their lights were flashing and their sirens blaring, but no one would get out of the way for them. I hope
the result wasn't another homeless person.
We practically melted in the heat as we trudged back to the Roosevelt Road 'L' station. Both of us felt dead by the time we got
there, so we decided to just get on an air-conditioned train and just ride for a while [something I’ve done numerous times since, to
escape both hot and cold weather]. It happened to be the orange line we got on. We rode around the Loop and then out towards
Midway. The guide books say this is a beautiful view, but I think they must have been the same writers who found the Illinois Central
Metra attractive. Mostly we saw seedy factories (like the wire plant that had five different buildings) and tacky strip malls. There's a
lovely suburban neighborhood out by Midway, and coming back into the city there’s one point where the tracks are elevated particularly
high and you have a beautiful view of the skyline. [The inbound ride is really quite a bit nicer than the outbound.] Other than that,
though, it's nothing special.
We didn’t go all the way to Midway, because we weren’t sure how the increased level of security at the airport would affect the
train stop there. [The answer is basically not at all. The CTA station isn’t actually on airport property, so it isn’t affected by
airport regulations. That’s different than the underground terminal at O’Hare, which causes problems for the blue line
whenever they raise security to code orange. In times of heightened security, they delay the trains at Rosemont (one stop
shy of O’Hare) and search them with mirrors and dogs before they can proceed to airport property.] Instead we got off at
Pulaski Avenue, and almost immediately we got on a train going the other direction and went back to the Loop. We definitely got our
$1.35 out of that token.
We got off at the Qunicy station, which is one block away from the Sears Tower. I had been to the Sears tower with the kids a
few years ago, and Margaret was interested in going up in one tall building. The building has changed since we took the kids here,
though. At that point you entered the building through a lovely black marble lobby and then took escalators to the basement to catch
the elevator to the skydeck. Now they have all the tourist traffic go through a side entrance. They take you straight to the basement
level, completely avoiding the main lobby. That bothered me, because last time I enjoyed the lobby nearly as much as the skydeck.
Once in the basement we saw a Chamber of Commerce type of film whose sole purpose was to occupy us while other people emptied
out of the skydeck. Then we got into the elevator and ascended to the heavens.
The heat caused a thick haze that reduced visibility to less than ten miles. On a good day you can see Michigan from here;
today we couldn't even see Indiana. We did, however, have a nice bird's eye view of the city. We did the circuit, looking out in every
possible direction and noticing the various landmarks we had seen earlier from street level.
Sears isn't what it used to be—in more ways than one. First, it's no longer the tallest building (or even the tallest office
building) on earth. The Petronas Building in Malaysia takes the current top honors. […Sort of. There’s LOTS of ways to define
“world’s tallest”, and Petronas, which as since been surpassed, held only one of those honors. Sears is still the tallest by
another of them.] Second, it's not really the Sears tower anymore. Sears has moved its headquarters to Hoffman Estates in the
northwest suburbs, and today they don't have a single store in the city of Chicago. [That wasn’t actually true even then. They’ve
always had stores in neighborhood malls such Five Corners on the northwest side. A few years after this was written they

opened “Sears on State” in the Loop, just a block down from where they once had their flagship store.] One thing I found
fascinating was that a major point of interest highlighted in the Sears Tower brochure is the building that still is the headquarters of
Montgomery Ward [which went bankrupt shortly after this was written]. (Wards also has a store in the Ford City Plaza on the city’s
south side. [The Ford City Wards is now a Sears.])
After seeing the Sears Tower we walked across the Loop to State Street, the traditional heart of the downtown shopping
district. The guide books lament that State Street isn't what it used to be, which made me wonder just what it used to be. The place
seemed perfectly lively when we were there, and MANY other cities would be grateful to have a downtown area as healthy as
Chicago's. [That’s still true, though the class of business has traded down even more, and one more than it was in the ‘90s.]
We stopped first at Carson, Pirie, Scott, one of the city's two great department stores. [Carson’s is now owned by
Younker’s, and they recently closed the State Street location.] The Carson's building is supposed to be architect Louis Sullivan's
greatest work, but I have to say that frankly I didn't care for it. The exterior is a monstrosity in wrought iron and concrete (actually white
terra cotta, according to the guides), while the interior looks like a mall store—there's little interesting or unique about it. We went into
Carson’s looking for a restaurant, since I hadn’t eaten anything substantial since breakfast and Margaret really hadn’t eaten all day. We
found the Wall Street Deli in the basement. They displayed an attractive menu at reasonable prices, so we went in. The menu may
have been good, but unfortunately they weren’t serving any of it. They were obviously about to close, and all their hot foods had been
put away. We ended up having pastries and a product called “Nantucket Nectar”, juices actually bottled on the island of Nantucket.
They were overpriced and overly sweet, but at least it put something in our stomachs. Between the store and the restaurant (which is
apparently a chain), trust me, I won’t be rushing back to Carson’s very soon.
While Carson's was a disappointment, their main competitor, Marshall Field, was a joy. Carson’s merits three stars in the
Michelin guide, while Field’s gets only one, but to my mind the ratings are backwards. On the outside the Marshall Field building looks
like a warehouse (in white terra cotta), with the only decorations being elaborate revolving doors and ornate clocks over the entrances.
Inside it's a real treasure. The whole interior is tastefully decorated in marble, hardwood, and gilding. The shopping galleries are
arranged around two enormous atria—one topped by a skylight, the other by a Tiffany mosaic. It's definitely not just the department
store at your local mall.
Field's has nine main shopping floors, a basement (the classic bargain basement), and offices above. There are also shops in
the "pedway" tunnels (similar to the Minneapolis skywalk system, but underground) that connect the store with neighboring buildings.
The store features nearly two hundred different departments. Some of the more unusual include antique furniture, stamps and coins,
the fur salon, pillows, corporate gifts (for businesses to give their clients), and a personal shopping service. The sixteen-page store
directory includes a list of "firsts" at Marshall Field. The store pioneered the first bridal registry, the first “bargain basement”, the first
elaborate display windows, and the first restaurant within a store, among other advances in retailing.
Construction of the present store began as part of the World's Columbian Exposition, and it was finished in 1912. The building
was renovated in the late '80s, and today it is unquestionably the most beautiful store I have ever seen. It's like a museum that happens
to have things for sale. It struck me that this was what GUM in Russia was intended to be, but it took American capitalism to make it
work.
A fascinating fact is that both Field’s and Carson’s are [or were in the ‘90s] owned by the same company. The Minneapolisbased Dayton-Hudson Corporation [now Target Corp[oration] owns both the major Chicago department stores, as well as Dayton’s
(in Minnesota), Hudson’s (in Michigan), B. Dalton and Barnes and Noble bookstores, Musicland and Sam Goody record stores, and
Target discount stores nationwide. If you look at the check-out at Target, you’ll see that they accept the Marshall Field’s credit card. It
seems strange to me (not to mention a possible anti-trust violation) that the same company would own competing stores, but it seems
to work in Chicago. The main thing I noticed that brought this to mind was that both stores were having the same sale on Jockey
underwear.
[Upscale department stores have not been a profitable venture in recent years, and it’s no surprise that—even as I
wrote this travelogue—Target was trying to unload all its other retail holdings. They eventually sold Dayton’s and Hudson’s
to the May Corporation, which was at the time buying up just about every department store chain in America. They have
since re-branded all their stores as Macy’s. The New York name didn’t go over at all well in Chicago, and apparently the State
Street Macy’s has been struggling. I was in there last summer, and didn’t like it nearly as much as I’d liked Marshall Field’s.
The architectural surroundings are the same, but the merchandise is more mid-market, without a corresponding reduction in
price.]
The Marshall Field store features ten different restaurants. (God forbid you should leave the store to eat and end up shopping
somewhere else.) We ended up having supper at Hinky Dinky Kenna's, a dark-wood bar and grill in the basement. We both had their
garlic and onion soup (which was out of this world) and pork medallions with mango chutney. The meat was good, as were the spicy
and lumpy mashed potatoes that accompanied them. I passed on the sautéed zucchini on the side. The place was a little on the
expensive side, but I’ve paid more for less elsewhere. [Hinky Dinky Kenna’s would later morph into a sports bar, and when the
store became Macy’s, it closed all together.]
Marshall Field is next door to the Chicago Theater, one of the old "picture palaces" erected in the golden age of movies. As we
passed the theater, we noticed a sign saying they were having a free open house today, so we wandered in. We were greeted by a
most interesting character, a person who at first I thought was a woman but later I found out was a man. S/he wore a hat over his/her
dyed black hair and also sported an ill-fitting tuxedo. S/he also had on bright red lipstick. The manager (who was definitely a man) later
referred to this assistant manager as "him", though, so I guess that settles it.

The theater is truly gorgeous. The lobby is elegant and the main auditorium is just spectacular. It's hard to find words to
describe the combination of red velvet, blue and white clouds on the ceiling, and gilded highlights throughout. The manager explained
the history of the place. It was built in the '20s, and by the late '50s it had started to fall into disrepair—showing "B" movies at cut-rate
prices. They started renovating it in the early '80s, and now it mostly hosts traveling stage shows. The next scheduled event was Donny
Osmond in "Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat". The teen idol from my youth was going to be here in person Friday. [I
would later see Joseph in Minneapolis with other members of the Osmond family. By that point Donny was really far too old
to have any of the lead roles.]
We found out some other interesting facts, too. This was one of the first places to be “cooled by refrigeration”. That’s not the
same as air conditioning. They originally pumped air through the underground tunnel system beneath the Loop. The cooler
temperatures underground cooled the air, which they then circulated throughout the theatre. When the restoration started, they
installed true air conditioning and sealed off the access to the tunnels. That turned out to be a good thing. You may remember a few
years back when water in the tunnels backed up and started a flood throughout downtown Chicago. Well, Marshall Field’s was flooded,
but the Chicago Theatre remained high and dry.
Another interesting fact was the renovation they were presently carrying out, which involved the fire curtain which separates
the stage from the audience in case of emergency. The original fire curtain was asbestos, and it was removed just this summer. The
new curtain is a “virtual curtain” of water jets behind the decorative curtain at the front of the stage.
I picked up two more free newspapers as we left the theatre. The first was the Windy City Times. This is a newspaper geared
primarily to gay people. [Chicago has one of the largest gay populations in the country, and the Times is just one of many
publications catering to that niche.] I could hardly keep from laughing when I noticed the front page had a feature on Carol
Channing. The rest of the paper was pretty much what you’d expect—lots of articles dealing with AIDS and lots of political features. It
was strange and almost scary to see the number of hospitals that advertised in this paper; you get the feeling there’s profit to be made
off AIDS. There were also endless ads that almost seemed to reinforce gay stereotypes—tanning spas, florists, and designer furniture
… and I won’t go into detail on all the various phone services. One thing I will say—gay people seem to afford better housing than the
general public (perhaps because they don’t have families to support). Rents in the classifieds were much higher here than in other
newspapers. [I must say it amuses me that “Boystown”, the core of Chicago’s gay community is right next to that temple of
heterosexual males, Wrigley Field.]
The other newspaper was Extra, a bilingual paper geared to the local Hispanic population. One of the most interesting things
in this paper was a page of photos of Little League baseball teams around the city. As you might expect from the paper in which they
were featured, most of the team members were Hispanic. Some of them, however, had names like Carlos, Juan, and Rafael, while
others were called Nathan Ruiz, Ashley Panetolo, and Damien Nunez. There was one Black child on the entire page (William
Stanfield), as well as a handful of kids with Polish and Irish names—perhaps reflecting the earlier history of their neighborhoods. I was
also intrigued by the advertising in Extra. Some of it was in Spanish, some in English, and some bilingual. You wonder who patronizes
which stores. [There are at least three bilingual newspapers in Chicago, as well as several Spanish-only publications. While
the Hispanic population has exploded in recent years, Mexicans and Puerto Ricans have been in the city for nearly a hundred
years. It’s those long-term residents who have kids with names like Nathan, Ashley, and Damien.]
I read the papers as we made our way back to Forest Park on the 'L'. It was dark when we drove back to Motel 6, and before
long we were off to sleep at the end of another very long day.

THURSDAY, AUGUST 8 – Chicagoland, Illinois
I can’t speak for Margaret, but I slept much better last night. It was a bit later when we got up this morning, and again we
enjoyed a cup of coffee while watching the WGN news. The big news again today was the weather, but this time it was good news.
The front had passed, with cooler and drier air settling over the city.
We drove to Forest Park, paid our $1.50 parking fee, and rode downtown on the train. One of today's characters was a woman
in a CTA uniform who was trying to figure out if she was on the right train—doesn't that build confidence, though? It turned out that she
was a bus driver who rarely rides the train. She was filling in on a downtown route and had to get off at Jackson Boulevard. She was
indeed on the correct train, and she joined the mass of humanity getting off at the Jackson stop.
Today we transferred to the red line and rode southward from downtown. We passed the Roosevelt Road red line station,
which is closed for repairs until fall. I’m not quite sure what they’re doing to it; it looks pretty much the same as every other subway
station. [Roosevelt was the first of many subway stations to be restored. When it re-opened, it was much cleaner and
brighter.] At any rate, we went on past it and got off at the Cermak Road/Chinatown stop.
Chicago's Chinatown is a joke; thank goodness that's not the reason we got off here. There's a couple blocks full of
restaurants and a pagoda in the middle of a park, but that's about it. We did a quick gawk and then headed off to the northeast. [I’ve
yet to actually go to Chinatown, though I hear some of the restaurants there really are quite nice.]
The first thing we passed on this morning’s walk was one of the “CHA communities”—that is, a public housing project. There
was pretty much no one around at 9:00 in the morning, so there was nothing to be afraid of walking past there. [I’ve since walked past
other projects, both in Chicago and in other cities. There’s always a bit of a tense feeling when I do, but so far such walks
have been entirely uneventful.] Across the street was the elementary school that serves the project. I forget the name, but it was

something like the South Loop Annex. This was an entirely pre-fab building, very small, but decked out in bright colors. It made an
interesting sight as we walked past.
We walked up Archer Avenue, which was originally built to service the Illinois and Michigan Canal, the first connection
between Lake Michigan and the Mississippi River. The original canal no longer exists; its location is now the Stevenson Expressway (I55). Its descendent lives on, though, and still today water from Lake Michigan flows backwards up the Chicago River and through the
canal outward to drain into the Mississippi. By this magic of getting around nature, the city avoids seriously polluting the lake. (That they
pollute the Mississippi in the process doesn't seem to bother anyone.)
After a short walk up Archer we turned onto State Street and
walked a couple more blocks until we came to our destination, the
American Police Center and Museum. This is a fascinating place that is
written up, among other places, in the Guide to Roadside Americana. It's
not really a very god museum, but it was interesting. As you might
expect, they have police badges and uniforms from all over America, and
around the world for that matter. There's also an interesting display on
police communication throughout history, an over-dramatic exhibit
against drugs (whose centerpiece is a casket), an entire corner devoted
to the electric chair, displays on Bonnie and Clyde and Al Capone, a
photo booth where you can take your own mug shot, a memorial shrine
to Chicago officers who were killed in the line of duty, and a fascinating
exhibit on the riots of the '60s from the point of view of the police—a
different view than you usually get these days. I don't know that I'd hurry
back to the place, but I'm glad to have seen it once. [I’d later visit at
least three other police museums. Almost all were not as good as
they had the potential to be. Only Toronto did a truly good
museum.]

“Take your own mugshot” display
American Police Center & Museum

They had scads of free brochures at the police museum.
Neither Margaret nor I came close to taking all of them, but we both left
with a lot more than we came in with. Radio Shack sponsored a whole
series of brochures (in both English and Spanish) with a “How can I …”
theme. These showed you how to start a neighborhood watch, make
your home safer, reduce the risk of car theft, help a friend with a drug
problem, make your children’s school safer, protect your kids from
violence, and keep your kids from joining a gang; as well as showing
senior citizens how to protect themselves against crime. Most of the
other brochures also dealt with gang violence, drugs, or car theft. I also
picked up a brochure for kids that featured McGruff, the crime dog, telling
you what you should do when you are home alone, as well as brochures
describing the U.S. Marshals Service (which points with pride to its
assets seizure policy) and the U.S. Customs Service.

Probably the most interesting brochure was published by the Chicago Police Department (“We protect and serve.”) and told
how to describe a suspect. The things it tells you to pay attention to: sex, color, age, height (in comparison to your own or to a physical
object such as a door), build (fat, husky, slim, muscular, etc.), hair (color, texture, style, grooming, length, and possibility of dye or wig),
eyes (color, shape, clear or bloodshot, heavy or light brows, and distinctive features of the lashes), complexion (pores, pockmarks,
acne, razor rash, bumps, and type of shave), and peculiarities (marks, scars, deformities, facial hair, make-up, voice, speech—
educated, slangy, accented, etc., and gait). In addition, they suggest you notice the following about the suspect’s clothing: hat (color,
style, and ornaments), shirt or dress (color, design, type of sleeves, and type of collar), coat (style and color), trousers or skirt (style,
color, and presence or absence of cuffs), socks (color, pattern, and length), shoes (color and style), accessories (sweater, scarf, gloves,
tie, etc.). Then there’s a whole separate section telling you how to describe the hair, forehead, nose, cheeks, cheek bones, mouth,
neck, chin, and expression. On top of all that, you’re supposed to remember the time and date, be able to describe any weapons, see
whether accomplices are involved, note the type of get-away vehicle and its license number, and tell the direction of escape. Test
yourself—look at anyone even for an extended period of time. Have them leave the room and see if you can remember all those
details about them. It’s a wonder we catch anyone based on descriptions.
[One thing that did amuse me in the same brochure was a memory trick for remembering license numbers that was
identical to something I saw years before on Adam 12. They suggest you make a price tag out of the numbers and a sentence
that includes words beginning with the letters, so for instance “167 PSV” might become “For $1.67, Peter smashed a violin.”
While I’ve never used it in a crime-solving situation (thank goodness), I actually did use that method on later trips when I
needed to remember the license plates of rental cars when I checked into motels.]
We left the police museum and began a long walk through the South Loop neighborhood. The museum was located at 18th
and State. We walked north from there to Roosevelt Road (which is essentially 12th Street) [in fact it used to have that name] From
there we turned west and crossed both a series of railroad tracks and the Chicago River on a seemingly endless bridge. The bridge is
the equivalent of seven blocks long, which is seven-eighths of a mile in Chicago. The bridge was fascinating, with a series of pillars

along the side topped with small bronze sculptures depicting various fields of knowledge. Beside the bridge was the real South Loop
Elementary School, which was much nicer than the annex next to the projects. To the north we had a spectacular view of the skyline,
and to the west was an electric plant (an art deco palace) and an old flea market (now closed, but still a fascinating building), plus the
Chicago headquarters of Amtrak.
Before I go on, there was one
other fascinating sight in the South Loop
neighborhood I should describe—the
park. Chicago describes itself as a city of
parks, and the ones the tourists are
supposed to see are monumental indeed.
Lake Michigan is lined with fabulous green
th
Century
spaces named after 19
Presidents. There are also parks in the
“CHA communities”, but they aren’t quite
so grand. Next to the projects we passed
as we walked from Chinatown to the
police museum, we saw one of the
smallest city parks I have ever seen.
Signs clearly indicated it was a Chicago
Parks District property, but they didn’t
actually call it a park, but rather a “playlot”.
It also had no name, but rather a number.
I don’t recall the number off the top of my
head, but I know it was higher than 300.
One of the “educational” column capitals on the Roosevelt Road Viaduct
The park wasn’t much, but to Chicago’s credit, at least it was something for the children in public housing to use and enjoy.
Beyond the bridge we walked northward to the corner
of Clinton and DeKoven (nearly two miles all together), where
we found our next destination, the Chicago Fire Academy. The
fire academy is located on the site of Mrs. O'Leary's barn, where
the Great Chicago Fire started in 1871. Today a hideous bronze
sculpture of flames stands on the actual site where the fire
began. The fire academy also has a few displays of fire
memorabilia and old firefighting equipment in its lobby. Mostly,
though, it's the fire academy, where people learn to be
firefighters. We looked quickly at the displays and were on our
way again.
Clinton Street is home to numerous government
institutions. The Cook County Courthouse is nearby, as is the
county jail. We passed the Chicago Federal Building (and it
bothered me when I saw a Ryder truck across the street), as
well as the Customs House.
I snapped a picture of a
motorhome that is used as the U.S. Customs Mobile Laboratory.
Further north is the central post office, the largest post office in
the world [since closed]. The Eisenhower Expressway tunnels
through its first two floors, and the mammoth edifice dwarfs the
interstate. Eventually we came to the Clinton Street subway
station, where we dropped our tokens and relaxed as we took a
short ride.

Margaret Sullivan by sculpture memorializing
the Great Chicago Fire – Chicago Fire Academy

I took a photo of the Clinton Street station, and it
reminds me of something else about the ‘L’. While we were
there they were painting every station. [This was a cosmetic
renovation leading up to the Democratic Convention.] The
stations had formerly all been yellow, and now they were being
painted white and beige. Everywhere we went the pillars were
labeled “wet paint”. The paint was obviously quick-drying, but
here in the subway, where the humidity is always high, it was still
tacky. The pillars had obviously been painted many times
before, and I suppose a regular painting program discourages
(or obliterates) graffiti.

Our next stop, and our major destination for the day, was the Chicago Art Institute, one of the great art museums of the world.
Steve told me that the game "Masterpiece", in which great art is traded by the players, features exclusively paintings displayed here in
Chicago. It is a great museum, but frankly I found it overwhelming. It's badly arranged (mostly according to how and when it was

acquired, rather than what style of art it is), and the place sprawls over three buildings that don't connect well with each other. Having
said that, I did enjoy seeing the artwork. Especially nice were the Chagall stained glass windows representing America and many of the
important European paintings by people like VanGogh, Picasso, Monet, and Rembrandt. One thing that fascinates me each time I see
the originals of great works of art is that they are almost never the size I imagine them to be. I always picture artwork as poster-sized,
the size it is when you see mass-produced prints. Almost everything seems to be either much bigger or much smaller than that, though,
and it's fascinating to see what the artist felt was appropriate.

Nighthawks by Edward Hopper
Most of the American artwork was not on display due to renovations, but I did see Grant Wood's "American Gothic", as well as
one of my favorite paintings, "Nighthawks" by Edward Hopper, which depicts a Manhattan coffee shop late at night. We also saw an
entire floor of architecture and furniture in miniature, sculpture and handicrafts of assorted ancient civilizations, and also the 20th
Century gallery, with strange "sculptures" of things like a Kleenex box. One painting in the modern gallery was really moving. Entitled
"In My Mother's House", it depicted life in the Stateway Gardens public housing project. [This work would almost certainly actually
be described as “contemporary” or “post-modern” rather than “modern”, since modern art normally ends around 1960. This
would have been a work of the 1990s.]
It’s unfortunate to sum up the Art Institute so quickly, when I went on forever about the police museum. It’s hard to put into
words, though. As I said, the place really is overwhelming, and while it was enjoyable, it really struck me as unimaginably large. My
feet were literally aching by the time we finally sat down for lunch. It was a very late lunch, mid-afternoon. We ate in one of the
overpriced restaurants in the basement of the Art Institute. After lunch we visited the museum shop, where I bought a mug with
“Nighthawks” on it.
We decided to take the ‘L’ to nowhere in particular again, but as we waited on the platform, Margaret realized she needed to
use a restroom badly. So, we took the next train that came along to the mall at the James Thompson Center and actually went inside,
instead of just negotiating the escalators. Unfortunately, there was no restroom in sight. We eventually asked at an information desk,
and the man there told us there was a restroom in the Wendy’s on the first floor. We went in, and I stood in line at the counter, so we
would be official customers. Margaret went to the ladies’ room, but it was locked. When we asked for a key, we were told it was kept
unlocked, so there must be someone in there. Apparently there was, and she stayed in there for a long, long time. I had stood in line,
gotten coffee, and we had been sitting at a table for quite a while before she finally came out. Eventually Margaret was able to go in,
and finally we were on our way again.
[I actually needn’t have bought the coffee. In a high profile court case in Illinois, an advocacy group for the homeless
sued a Burger King after they had police arrest a woman who used their restroom without buying anything. The case made
its way to the Illinois Supreme Court, which ruled in favor of the homeless woman. They said that restaurant facilities had to
be available to the general public, regardless of whether they were customers or not. While I’m well aware of that case, I
generally do feel obliged to buy at least some token item if I use a business’ restroom.]
We were nearly out of tokens and happened to notice a place to buy them across the street. I gradually fed $13.50 into the
vending machine (something that takes some time), and a flood of tokens came out of the bottom, almost like hitting the jackpot on a
slot machine. As a matter of fact, we got 11 tokens instead of the 10 we were supposed to get—so I guess we really did hit the jackpot.

I put one of those tokens in a turnstile, but the arm wouldn’t move. As it turned out another man at the next turnstile was
having the exact same problem. We went together to the main part of the station, expecting our story to fall on the deaf ears of the
woman in the money cage. As it turned out, there was a CTA official operating the gate they use to let handicapped people through.
We explained the problem to him, he went over and checked the turnstiles, and, while he didn’t seem to find anything wrong with them,
he let us go through the handicapped gate without paying anything more. Margaret had watched all this and was smart enough not to
put her token in the turnstile. She instead went over to the cage and gave a token to the woman there in person.
This afternoon we followed the blue line out toward O'Hare, the opposite direction of the line from Forest Park. The blue line
stays subway quite a ways northwest of downtown, and then it surfaces in the vicinity of Damen, Western, and California Streets, in an
area that is obviously dominated by Hispanic people—where most of the stores had signs in Spanish. You get a hint of an earlier era,
though, when you see the Turkish and Russian baths in an elegant 19th Century building just south of the 'L'.. [The North Avenue
Baths no longer function as such. The landmark building was likely abandoned when I wrote this travelogue. It has since
been restored as condos in one of the most rapidly gentrifying areas of the city.] The train plunges below ground around Logan
Square and then surfaces again on the northwest side of town in a neighborhood of suburban-style single-family homes.
You can definitely tell this is the train to the airport; many of the people were toting luggage with them. I happened to be sitting
across from a United Airlines flight attendant who was toting the traditional "stewardess" bag that has become universal among
executives today.
We rode out to Harlem Avenue, three stations shy of O'Hare, and a fairly lengthy ride out of downtown. The train we got on
going the other way had apparently been delayed. The driver announced several times that it would be running express between
Jefferson Park and Logan Square. I thought the intermediate stations were fairly unimportant and was surprised at how many people
got off at Jefferson Park to change to a different train. [ALL the blue line stations are busy. Not only is the area it goes through
densely populated, but each station also has bus connections along the major thoroughfares.] We did indeed go express from
there on. As we reached each station, the driver sounded a whistle, picked up speed, and sailed right by the platforms. We reached
downtown much more quickly than we had left it. We just stayed on that same train and went all the way around the line, back to Forest
Park. We definitely got our money's worth from those tokens.
On the way home we detoured north on Manheim Road, where we stopped for a snack at a White Castle restaurant. I had
never been to White Castle before, but I knew of them as a Chicago tradition [though they were originally founded in Kansas]. I
ended up ordering a jalapeno cheeseburger (on the same funny little buns that Krystal uses in the South) and some delicious onion
rings. While there I learned that the famous White Castle buildings are modeled on the old Chicago water tower, one of the few
buildings that survived the great fire. [I’d later see one of the oldest White Castle buildings, which is now a jewelry shop in south
Minneapolis.]
[It’s weird to think of going to White Castle for the first time, since I’ve enjoyed “slyders” numerous times since—in
Illinois, Missouri, New York, New Jersey, Indiana, Ohio, Kentucky, Tennessee, and Minnesota. White Castle is virtually the
same as Krystal, though I personally think the Southern chain’s burgers have a bit more flavor. I’d never order the sacks of
slyders they suggest, but a couple now and then can be tasty.]
White Castle was more of a snack than a meal, so after resting up a bit at the motel we went to a nice restaurant next door.
Margaret had a pasta dish, and I ordered the fajita platter, which featured grilled beef and chicken, with onions and peppers served in a
skillet, together with lettuce, tomato, cheese, and sour cream, and an endless supply of tortillas. [The description makes me wonder
if this was perhaps the first time I had fajitas.] It was far more than I really wanted to eat, but somehow I managed to get most of it
down. To top this off, we managed to find room for their complementary dessert—rice pudding.
We returned to the hotel, and I went through the papers I bought today. First there was today’s Chicago Tribune, which had a
lengthy feature about life on Mars. The other was a Spanish-language freebie called Exito. Their lead story was about overcrowding in
the Chicago schools, especially in schools with mostly Hispanic students. They also had a special back-to-school section that featured
the 30th anniversary of the College of DuPage County (oh, boy!) Again it intrigued me that the insert ads in this Spanish newspaper
were in English. [This is something I’ve noticed changing over the years. Most of the major retailers now produce flyers
specific to their Hispanic customers.] After perusing the newspapers, I eventually went to sleep.

FRIDAY, AUGUST 9 – Chicagoland, Illinois
We dawdled a bit this morning. Partly we were just recovering from three hectic days in a row, but also I intentionally wanted
to get to the park-and-ride late. The lot officially provided twelve hours of parking for $1.50, and while no set time limit appeared to be
enforced, I didn’t want to find out the hard way that it was.
We killed a bit of time by visiting CeeBees, a supermarket in a little shopping center next to our motel. Most of the morning
shoppers at CeeBees were older white women, as was their help. We browsed through the store (which didn’t really offer anything
terribly unique), and eventually bought some danish and juice. The juice was Mr. Pure brand, made by the Home Juice Company of
Melrose Park, Illinois. Having grown up watching Bozo the Clown on WGN, I immediately recognized Mr. Pure as the dud prize Bozo
gave away for landing the first ping-pong ball in a bucket on the Grand Prize Game. (They still give it away today on the show.) The
label features a cartoon character of an orange (even though it was grapefruit juice) with a baseball cap on. Mr. Pure's shirt says "we
squeeze to please", and the captain says “Pick ME and put a little sunshine in YOUR day … everyday.” As you might imagine (for a
citrus product made in Melrose Park, Illinois) the juice is made from concentrate. Melrose Park, by the way, is quite near here; it’s just

north of the town of Bellwood and east of Manheim Road. Most likely it was the address of the White Castle where we ate yesterday.
[Mr. Pure has since been acquired by the Florida-based National Beverage Company, which is better known for Everfresh.
The old logo and slogans have been discontinued.]
The Mr. Pure juice was good (pretty much the same as any other grapefruit juice), but I can't say so much for the danish. We
bought them from the day-old section, and it definitely showed. They were hard and tough, and the jelly was more like Jell-O. Given a
choice, I’d take almost anything else.
I also picked up a copy of TV Guide at CeeBes, which was fascinating. The first of the newsprint pages identifies this as the
metropolitan Chicago edition, and my does it put the Iowa edition to shame! [I think back longingly to the days when TV Guide had
local editions, when they actually gave detailed synopses of the programs that aired on TV.] You realize why Chicago has its
own edition of TV Guide when you see that the city itself has thirteen different broadcast stations. There’s the three main network
stations (WBBM, WMAQ, and WLS), the local Fox affiliate (WFLD, which we used to receive on cable in Mt. Pleasant, because they
then carried White Sox baseball) [and how strange to think of Fox as somehow not a major network, when these days it draws
more viewers than NBC], WGN (which is just plain Channel 9 here), two public TV stations (WTW and WYCC), two Spanish network
affiliates (WSNS, which also used to be on cable in Mt. Pleasant—but wasn’t a Spanish channel then—is now part of the Telemundo
network, while WGBO is an Univision affiliate), and four essentially independent stations (one of which is part of the “United Paramount
Network”—whatever that may be). One other broadcaster is also listed in this edition of TV Guide—WYIN, a public television station
from Gary, Indiana.
There are also several cable networks shown in this edition that we don’t have in the Iowa TV Guide: BET (the Black
Entertainment Network), Cartoon Network, CNBC, CLTV (whatever that may be), Comedy Central, Court TV, E! Entertainment
Television, The Movie Channel, Nostalgia Television, Sci-Fi Channel, Sportschannel America, VH-1, and WOR—New York. (However,
the Iowa edition lists the “fX” network, but Chicago doesn’t.) They have an enormous chart listing all the cable systems throughout
Chicagoland, showing which stations are on which channels in which cities. There are other features in the Chicago TV Guide like
“Home Team Telecasts”, where they show who’s broadcasting which games of the local sports teams. Surprisingly, for all the available
choices, there was remarkably little advertising in the newsprint section of Chicago’s TV Guide. I compared with the same week’s Iowa
edition, and while Iowa had slightly fewer ads than Chicago, if you work out the ratio of ads to pages, Iowa comes out on top hands
down. I suppose that with a larger number of readers, it may be too expensive for some of the smaller stations to advertise in Chicago.
I was intrigued to look through the listings for the Spanish-language stations. Most fascinating, compared to TV in foreign
countries, was the lack of American network shows dubbed into Spanish. Everything was original programming. They copied the ideas
from Hollywood, but not the actual shows.
My other purchase this morning was the Villa Park Argus, the local weekly newspaper. Like the shopper I got earlier, this
“local” paper is not published in Villa Park. It’s publisher is Press Publications of Elmhurst. On the front page they had a special feature
entitled “History Revisited” that saluted community museums in Villa Park and Lombard. Among the real news stories, the Villa Park
police busted a keggar early Wednesday morning (which could have been the sirens that woke me up). Ten underage men, all from
suburbs other than Villa Park and most with Polish names, were arrested. In other alcohol-related news, there was apparently a big
scandal over high school kids who drank at a disco while on a school-sponsored trip to Spain. What seemed strange to me was that,
while the teacher was cleared of all responsibility, he admitted that he allowed and even encouraged the kids to drink.
The paper also had an in-depth feature on how welfare reform would affect the 7,000 DuPage County residents who receive
assistance. The feature concluded with an editorial that was strongly against this recently-passed reform. The editors also urged
DuPage County residents to band together in opposition to proposed expansions at O’Hare. The final editorial felt that it was time for
Illinois to do away with the concept of “township” government—an idea that does seem pretty absurd in a suburban setting.
Most of the paper portrayed a quiet, rather boring community. There was a full-page feature on a local high-school boy who
was about to become an Eagle Scout. (I wonder if he drinks like his classmates.) Upcoming events in Villa Park include bingo at St.
Alexander’s, meetings of the garden club and the Toastmasters, and singles night at the Genesis Fitness Center. The Oakbrook
Terrace Hilton will be sponsoring a rodeo (you read it right) next weekend. [A rodeo in suburban Illinois really does seem bizarre.]
Seven couples are getting marries (one in Jamaica), and two are celebrating their golden anniversaries. High school football practices
are about to start, and a nearby team won the state polo championships (now there’s something you don’t see in Iowa—and it’s polo
with horses, not in a pool, by the way).
Eventually we set out in the car for Forest Park. We got on the train, rode into the city, and this time got off with all the rich
people in business suits at LaSalle Street. From the immediate neighborhood of the subway station you certainly wouldn't know why
wealthy people get off here. There are pawn shops, check cashing services, and a run-down hotel that advertised "Men only" (I'm not
even sure that's legal).
A block away the neighborhood changes, though. This is the financial district, America's second-largest center of wheeling and
dealing. We were headed for the Chicago Board of Trade, a landmark building topped by a statue of Ceres, the ancient Roman
goddess of agriculture. Iowa farmers may produce the grain, but it's here in Chicago that the REAL money is made off agriculture. The
Board of Trade is an imposing building about forty stories tall. We entered the main lobby, where our first stop was a wall full of
automatic tellers (locally called “cash stations”). After replenishing the cash, I looked at the building directory and found the visitors’
center was on the fifth floor. We went to an elevator, only to find it was the wrong one. Different elevators serve different zones of the
building, and we needed the one that served the lowest floors. Finding the correct one, we went up to see the place.

The visitors' gallery overlooks the agricultural trading floor. In other areas of the building they trade other things, like precious
metals and financial instrument futures. Here they trade existing crops (corn, beans, wheat, rice, etc.) as well as options to buy those
crops in the future. The agricultural trading floor covers almost an entire floor of the building. Along the walls are enormous
computerized signs (like the schedule signs airports had, before they switched to TVs) that give the current price of the commodities
being traded. In one corner is a big-screen TV with nothing but weather information, which is relevant to the commodities market, if you
think about it. One end of the floor (about one-fourth of the overall space) is lined with row after row of computer terminals. This is
where the transactions are entered after they are completed. The rest of the floor is divided into "pits", octagonal depressions in the
floor, with steps all around leading downward. Each pit is designated for trading a specific commodity or option. The largest, for
instance, was for corn, while a much smaller one was for soybean options.
The pits are crowded with people (almost all white men) who wear brightly colored jackets. The jackets represent the
companies they work for, and they also have name badges that identify themselves and their company with a code. Some of the people
are actual traders. They stand in clock positions around the pit according to the month of delivery for the commodity they are trading.
The traders carry around order books and communicate with each other through a combination of shouting and a code of hand signals.
If you happen to see Ferris Bueller's Day Off, he and his friends visit the Board of Trade, and you can see them imitating the traders'
hand signals.
The exchange at the CBOT is called an “open auction”, which means there is no auctioneer in charge; it’s every man for
himself in the race to get the best deal. Most of the other people are basically “go-fers”, young employees who do the grunt work,
carrying the orders from the pits to the computers and running messages back and forth to offices on other floors. Everyone seems to
be moving at once, and the whole place comes across as slightly organized chaos.
As we looked out over the gallery, a guide at the information desk explained what was going on. I was interested to find out
that, while their main trading day ends at 2pm—that’s the one you hear the closing prices from on the news—they have a secondary
trading session overnight, primarily for Asian customers. Knowing that, it’s hardly surprising that the CBOT maintains offices in
Washington, London, and Tokyo. It was also interesting to find that memberships in the Board of Trade are bought and sold on the
open market, just like anything else, with prices in the hundreds of thousands of dollars.
We left the visitors’ gallery through a back exit, which took us down a series of escalators that are mainly used by the “go-fers”
from the trading floor. It was interesting to see their trading jackets and name badges up close. The whole experience was something
completely different from anything I’ve seen before, and overall one of the most interesting things I saw in the city.
[Since the World Trade Center attack in 2001, they no longer allow visitors at the Board of Trade. That strikes me as a
bizarre response, given that no one at the World Trade Center had to do with its attack. You’d think they could just step up
security in the building, while still allowing public access. At any rate, I’m glad that we saw the place when we did.]
Across LaSalle Street from the Board of
Trade is one of the most fascinating modern
buildings in the city. The Metropolitan Correctional
Facility is a federal prison located right in the heart
of downtown Chicago. Built in 1975, the
guidebooks describe it as looking like an IBM
punched card—and they're right. The reason for its
unique appearance is the cell windows, which have
no bars but measure only five inches wide. Those
long, narrow windows are distributed in a fairly
random pattern around the triangle-shaped
building. The prisoners' work and relaxation area is
on the roof, which is covered with a net to prevent
escape through the air. It really is a fascinating
building.
As we made our way through downtown, I
stopped again to pick up—what else—some more
newspapers. First there was La Raza, the old
established Spanish newspaper of Chicago. One
of the most interesting features in this paper was a
section like the “Across the USA” page in USA
Today where they went around the Spanishspeaking world and gave news from each country.
Those of us who speak English don’t usually think
of news happening in places like Uruguay, but here
it was. (The big news in Montevideo, by the way, is
Metropolitan Correctional Center – Chicago
that a poll of Uruguayan residents reveals that corruption in the country is increasing.) Elsewhere in the paper, there was an ad for a soap opera (“Nada personal”, which features “un
triángulo amoroso”) on WSNS and (in English) an ad for the Catholic schools of the Archdiocese of Chicago. It was also interesting to
read about the annual Chicago Pan-American Festival, which will be held August 17 – 18 at Soldier Field. Their corporate sponsors
include American Airlines (todo es especial), Western Union, Jewel-Osco (lo major de todo … con frescura), Lincoln-Mercury, Skoal

tobacco, Cellular One telecommunications, Sears (todo para tí), La Raza, and WSNS. The ad for the festival was in English, and it
touted such events as body building, low rider shows, international food, carnival rides, arts and crafts, and a soccer match.
It’s really strange to see the mish-mash of English and Spanish that comes up in some of the ads. One, for instance, was for
“36 nuevos fantásticos town homes en el corazón de Humboldt Park, norte de Kedzie Boulevard”. [This had to be a made-up
example rather than actual advertising copy. I can tell that because the location (in the heart of Humboldt Park, north of
Kedzie Boulevard) can’t exist, since Kedzie runs north/south.) In another, “el hospital Saint Mary of Nazereth tiene el placer de
anunciar su Feria de Regreso a la Escuela con School Health Exams”. I also got a laugh out of an ad in English for a school that
offered to teach you English.
The other paper I picked up here was a freebie called Skyline. It amazes me how many free newspapers and magazines
there are in Chicago, but I suppose all of them are just excuses to sell advertising. [That’s true of most; a few are ways people
share their political views.] One article that was rather scary as we walked through the Loop described the problem of chunks of
terra cotta, masonry, and glass falling off the facades of buildings in the downtown area. Another story said that two men had robbed a
man at gunpoint. They stole a wallet containing $12 and a leather briefcase containing $33,000 in cash. Don’t think I didn’t wonder
what somebody was doing carrying around $33,000 in a briefcase to begin with. I thought the only place people did that sort of thing
was in bad movies—and it’s never the good guys who do it. By the way, the victim obviously hadn’t read the brochure from the police
museum; he had a very poor description of the robbers.
Skyline was full of other robbery stories, but there were definite patterns to the crimes. There were two main types of victims.
One was foreign-owned businesses, such as Chinese restaurants. In these the victims usually lost fairly large amounts of money ($100
to $500), as well as electronic equipment. The other group of victims was mostly elderly women who had their purses snatched. With
them, I often wondered why the robber bothered. In one case, for instance, the woman lost $2 and three reduced fare ‘L’ tokens, while
in another she lost $5 and a pack of cigarettes. In one other trivial robbery (though a different class of victim), a Domino’s driver was
held up at gunpoint for $7 and a pizza (a medium pepperoni). Among the other crimes in this crime-ridden paper, a burglar broke into a
fire station while the firefighters were out on a call, a woman was stabbed in the stomach while she was out walking at 5am, a 13-yearold girl was raped in the gym complex of an exclusive apartment building on the Magnificent Mile, and a Streetwise vendor was
assaulted by another man who said the first man had invaded his territory. (Check those Streetwise rules again, sir.) [I’ve picked up
the latest edition of all the free papers on my subsequent trips to Chicago. Skyline does indeed appear to mostly publish the
police blotter, and to look at it you’d think Chicago was the most crime-ridden place on the planet.]
One of the most interesting ads in this paper urged wealthy readers to “Call now for immediate cash for your jewelry:
diamonds, gold, platinum, earrings, necklaces, bracelets, rings, pins, watches, and fine clocks. We pay highest prices for Tiffany, David
Webb, LaLaounis, Cartier, Cleef & Arpels, Bulgari, and Boucheron. Also Art Deco, Art Nouveau, Edwardian Jewelry, and 1-20 cts.
Diamonds. … Come in for a quote. A Name You Can Trust—The House of Kahn.” I don’t know about you, but that sounds like a highclass pawn shop to me. [Since the economic downturn, a local jeweler in Algona has been advertising that they buy old
jewelry—so I guess the idea is fairly common.]
There were endless ads for private schools in this paper [which caters to the ultra-wealthy Gold Coast residents]. One of
the most interesting told the reader that “St. Gregory High School is FUN”—yeah, that’s why you make those tuition payments, all right.
Then there was the Chicago Waldorf School [actually located in Evanston], “where educating is an art” and “where we measure
success through enthusiasm”. Tell me what that means, please. By the way, tuition at the Waldorf School is only $6,500 a year. We
were also urged to send our children to the Catherine Cooke School, where kindergartners are taught in French.
We made our way to the nearest 'L' station and waited on the platform. Across from us a worker was on a ladder painting the
canopy over the platform. Each time a train approached he climbed down, gathered up the ladder, and jumped up on the platform. It
was really fun to watch him.
We got on a brown train, went around the Loop again, and got off at the Sedgwick station on the near north side. I didn't know
it beforehand, but Sedgwick is the stop for Old Town, one of the trendiest parts of the city. (It also happens to be the stop for Cabrini
Green.) This is where famous clubs like Second City are located. We stopped for coffee at a McDonalds Express [across from Second
City. I’d never been to a McDonalds Express before. Apparently the “express” means that it’s smaller than a normal McDonalds (this
one had a microscopic seating area), and it may also have a more limited menu. They seemed to have everything I’d expect at
McDonalds, but they may have been lacking things like salads. We gazed out the window watching the passersby as we sipped our
coffee. [They’ve since taken “Express” out of the name of this McD’s, which is one of numerous cramped storefront fast food
outlets in Chicago.]
From Second City (North Avenue and Wells) we walked eastward toward the lakefront. Our destination was the International
Museum of Surgical Science. The International College of Surgeons (a professional fraternity) is headquartered in Chicago, and they
have a museum in an old mansion on north Lake Shore Drive. The building is in the Gold Coast area, one of the most exclusive parts of
the city, and just walking through the neighborhood was fun. The museum building looks fairly nondescript on the outside [though only
because it’s in a neighborhood of mansions and luxury condo towers]. Its door was locked, but a sign said to ring the bell. We did,
and after a while a young woman opened the immense front door.
The museum was most enjoyable. First there was the building, which was nothing special on the outside but truly gorgeous
inside. I was amused by the bathrooms, which had ancient, enormous fixtures. The building also offered some of the most spectacular
views in the city. From its windows we had lovely vistas of Lake Michigan, Lincoln Park, and the downtown skyline. Aside from the
setting, the exhibits were also nice. The best exhibit recreates a pharmacy from the 1800s. Interestingly one of the pharmacies they got

their artifacts from was located in Breda, Iowa, just north of Carroll. Much of the rest of the museum displays surgical equipment,
showing how it has evolved through the years. Some of the early stuff looks pretty nasty indeed. Two whole floors are devoted to the
International Surgeons' Hall of Fame. They go through country by country and salute great pioneers of medicine from around the
world. Finally there are exhibits on various fields of medicine. Parts of the museum are really grotesque (like the man with an infection
of the scrotum that made that part of his body swell enormously), but overall I really enjoyed the place. The price was certainly right,
too—free. [That’s no longer true; I think it’s $9 today.]
After seeing the museum we walked back through a different part of the ritzy neighborhood. I happened to read that this area
has the second highest concentration of wealth in America. (First place goes to Fifth Avenue in New York.) The per capita income on
the Gold Coast is $68,031. That’s per capita; you can do the multiplication to see what couples or families would make.
I stopped at a newspaper box to pick up another freebie, the Chicago Jewish Star, whose clientele should be obvious from the
name. The paper lamented that the area synagogues were losing membership, but they proudly proclaimed that the U.S. Army now
had kosher rations (made in suburban Deerfield, Illinois) available to the troops. They advertised things like “the right clothes for the
day he becomes a man”, and they had a whole section of Jewish-only personal ads.
We walked past gorgeous mansions to Clark Street, where we saw Carl Sandburg Village. Guide books describe this as "an
urban jewel" and "proof that urban renewal can be positive". If Carl Sandburg Village is positive urban renewal, I'm sure I don't want to
see what was here before it. Not that the place is bad, mind you; it's just nothing. It's block after block of very plain brick buildings, like
an endless dorm complex that some huge university built in the '60s. We got to talking about the place as we walked along, and we
came to describe t as "public housing for the rich". That's darn close to what it is, too. While it's not a CHA community, it has all the
charm and character of the projects. What keeps it above public housing is that these buildings are well maintained, while the projects
are left to rot. [The are also secure, with gated entrances accessible only to residents and their guests.]
Just south of Carl Sandburg Village we came to Clark and Division, which was the heart of another fascinating neighborhood.
The buildings appear well-maintained, and the shops seem prosperous, but the neighborhood also seems to be a gathering place for
Chicago’s down and out. There was a bag lady sitting beside a subway entrance here as we walked past. I’m not sure I’ve ever
actually seen a bag lady in person before, but there she was with her bags scattered out beside her. [This area has gone a bit more
upscale in recent years. Police now keep people from loitering in the area, so now the destitute have moved further west.]
We crossed the street and relaxed a bit at a Baskin-Robbins that happened to be on the corner. I had my favorite, pralines
and cream in a waffle cone. Margaret had the exact same thing, but somehow the prices came out different. Mine was $2.07, while
hers was $2.00 even. The listed price was (I think) $1.89, and judging by what Chicago tax usually is, I’d bet mine was the correct
price.
We entered the subway right next to Baskin-Robbins, conveniently avoiding the bag lady. [Her presence next to the
entrance on the north side of the street was the real reason we’d gone to Baskin-Robbins to begin with.] I picked up yet
another freebie paper as we descended. New City describes itself as “Chicago’s news and arts weekly”. The cover story was about a
pool player; I’m not sure if that’s news or arts. Inside the paper was a bit too artsy, and its ads tended toward things like “erotic female
bodybuilding shows” and “the alternative lifestyles hotline (1-900-FIND-LUV)”. Should I get to Chicago again any time soon, I don’t
think I’ll bother picking up another copy of New City. [I do still pick it up, since I will pick up anything that’s free. I’ve rarely found
much of anything I cared to read in there, though.]
At the same array of newsboxes there was a free magazine called Today’s Chicago Woman. Margaret looked at the “sleek
and chic” woman on the cover and said she looked like she was about to deck someone. She’s right; sleek and chic though she may
be in her low-cut pin stripe suit, I definitely wouldn’t want to meet that cover girl in a dark alley. Inside they had a shirtless picture of
Scottie Pippin and endless ads for night classes women could attend. There was also an ad for the CTA that showed Chicago Cubs
manager Jim Riggleman standing on the platform at the Addison station. “With the CTA Red Line”, he says, “I get to work on time
everyday.” That may be true for him [though it’s unlikely], but somehow I doubt that Ryne Sandberg and Sammy Sosa take the ‘L’ to
Wrigley Field.
It was the red line we got on at Clark and Division, and we rode just two stations south to Grand. As we got out a tour group
was also getting off the train. Their guide, an overweight woman with a blonde ponytail, was carefully counting to make sure everybody
was there—just like I did in New Orleans when the kids got off the streetcar.
Grand Station is strategically located near quite a few attractions. [That’s a polite way of saying it’s not really especially
close to any of them.] The Magnificent Mile, Water Tower Place, and the John Hancock Tower are all within walking distance to the
east, while westward is the neighborhood called River North. River North is another of those "next to downtown" areas that has been
gentrified, but it still looks rough around the edges. Today it's the second wealthiest area in the city, but it still looks like a bunch of old
warehouses.
Tourists go here mostly to see Chicago's Hard Rock Cafe. As we walked past, they were having an outdoor concert, and there
was loud music blaring throughout the neighborhood. Instead of going there, we went across the street o a unique Chicago landmark,
the Original Hard-Rocking McDonalds. On the outside this place looks like—well—a McDonalds. Inside, though, it's a museum of
nostalgia, rather like a Hard Rock Cafe. In fact it's actually nicer than most Hard Rock Cafes, because it's quieter and less crowded.
We got our quarter pounder value meals and then sat down between a life-sized statue of the Beatles and a shrine to James Dean.

I was fascinated by the placemats at McDonalds, which urged (in English and Spanish) that parents vaccinate their children.
The placemat answered questions like “Why immunize us?”, “When should we be immunized?”, “What if we don’t get immunized?”,
“Are vaccines safe?”, and “Will it hurt?”. It was illustrated with drawings of children of absolutely every conceivable race. On the back
was a list of every location in metropolitan Chicago where you could take your child to get his shots, and there was a bilingual toll-free
number you could call for more information. The McDonalds of Chicagoland and Northwest Indiana Owners’ Group was one of the four
co-sponsors of this immunization drive.
After we finished eating, we browsed the gift shop.
Yes, this McDonalds has a gift shop; it does, after all,
pretend to be a Hard Rock Café. Actually they have a
display of souvenir items you can buy at a special register
at the front counter. We passed on the T-Shirts, but I did
purchase a mug with the original single arch and
"Speedee" logo on it, as well as a jigsaw postcard showing
the Hard-Rocking McDonalds.
[This McDonalds has closed, with its land sold
to make room for a skyscraper. Apparently they’ve
opened another McD’s with a similar theme somewhere
else. I haven’t found it yet, though.]
Outside McDonalds I picked up another freebie.
Delivery Express is nothing but a booklet of menus from
restaurants throughout the downtown area.
You’re
supposed to find your favorite restaurant, browse the
menu, and phone or fax your order. They will deliver lunch
(and sometimes dinner) right to your home or office.
West of McDonalds the next point of interest is a
store called Sportmart. Neither of us went shopping there,
but it was interesting to look at their exterior. Across their
main wall they have handprints and signatures of famous
athletes set in concrete. It's the same idea you hear about
with movie stars at the Chinese theater in Hollywood.
[This is actually a very well known Chicago tourist
attraction; a lot of people essentially make pilgrimages
there.]
Near Sportmart was a fascinating parking lot.
Most Chicago lots and ramps are Self-Parks, and except
for their prices (from $7 to $15 a day, depending on
location), they’re not much different from what you’d see
her. This place was a valet lot, and what amazed me was
how many cars they crammed into a minimal amount of
space. Some of the cars were parked four deep; you’d
have to move three other cars to get the back one out. I’d
love to know what the charge for this place was, but they
weren’t advertising their prices.

Jigsaw puzzle from Rock & Roll McDonalds

Near the valet lot was a billboard advertising the
Inner City Games, which were held in Chicago in July. I
probably wouldn’t have noticed the billboard, except that I
had just seen a Biography portrayal of Arnold
Schwarzenegger on A&E. Schwarzenegger [who was not
yet governor of California] mentioned the Inner City
Games, which provides an opportunity for underprivileged
kids to compete.

We were walking west from downtown, hoping to find the Peace Museum, which several guide books had described. One
guide book, however, said it was closed, and that appears to be the one that is correct. We walked all the way west on Ontario Street
to the entrance to the Kennedy Expressway (where they recently dedicated a nice little park with a strange sculpture in it), and then retraced our steps back to the address where the museum is supposed to be. It’s an office building that includes an art school and the
headquarters of the tool and die makers union, but no peace museum. Oh well, at least we had seen another interesting neighborhood.
[The Peace Museum has re-located numerous times, and I still can’t say if it’s worth seeing. Supposedly the place is
now located somewhere in Garfield Park, near the botanic center on the west side. I’d completely forgotten about the place,
or I might have tried to visit it on my most recent trip to the city.]

The
‘L’
was
in
immediate view, but there was
no station anywhere close, so we
walked underneath the tracks
until we got to a station. We
walked along Franklin Street, to
Illinois, where we came upon an
obviously
Middle
Eastern
neighborhood full of furniture
stores. We turned with the ‘L’
and eventually ended up walking
south along Wells Street to the
Merchandise Mart.
The Merchandise Mart was built
by Marshall Field as a place
where the newest and best
"merchandise" of all sorts could
be displayed. It was built in the
'20s, and when it was opened it
was the largest building in the
world. During the Depression it
was sold to Joseph Kennedy (as
in THE Kennedys), and the
Kennedy family members are still
the primary owners today. Most
of the building remains what it
always was, a sort of permanent
‘L’ tracks along Franklin Avenue, with the Merchandise Mart at the back
trade show for the dry goods
business. You might call it a wholesale mall. Almost 10,000 people work here, with an equal number of corporate customers visiting
daily. That part, unfortunately, is not open to the public. What is open is The Shops at Merchandise Mart, which has a snooty name but
is a surprisingly middle-class mall. [I like Merchandise Mart quite a bit, but it’s definitely not a place tourists are supposed to
shop.] Here you’ll find all the definitive “mall stores”—the Gap, the Limited, GNC, and Musicland, to name a few. The one place we
actually shopped here was at another mall staple, B. Dalton. Margaret bought a science fiction book, while I bought two postcards and
a coffee table book on Chicago.
We also had coffee at a Starbuck’s coffee bar. Starbuck’s was one of the few nods to upscale Chicago we found in this mall.
Starbuck’s was founded in Seattle in 1971, back when coffee houses were a hippie thing. They have evolved into a yuppie staple, and
today there are more than 300 Starbuck’s in major cities nationwide. (The Merchandise Mart was one of three places I saw them in
Chicago.) [Starbucks has since proliferated, but there still are not nearly as many in Chicago as there are in other cities.] I
ordered an espresso doppio (which means double, but it still filled less than a demitasse), while Margaret had a cappuccino. It made a
pleasant break.
We came into the Shops at Merchandise Mart because that’s where the Merchandise Mart ‘L’ station is located. Eventually we
made it to the platform and caught a train back to the Loop. When we got off at State and Lake, I picked up two other free magazines.
W: The Windy City Sports, Fitness, and Recreation Guide was exactly what its name implied. The Discovery Center was yet another
excuse to publish personal ads, this time combining them with listings of classes where you could get out and meet other people.
Our next stop was back at Marshall Field's. We explored the store a bit and rode the escalators up to the seventh floor. There
we enjoyed ice cream in the charming Crystal Palace restaurant. After having that overly filling snack, we wandered around until we
had seen the atrium with the Tiffany ceiling (which is a gorgeous blend of indigo and gold). Then we went down to menswear on the
first floor, where I took advantage of the Jockey sale and bought some underwear. I was nearly as impressed by the receipt as by the
store. Their registers have dot-matrix printers, but they manage to print out the Marshall Field’s logo in an elegant script at he top of the
receipt. I bought four pairs of underwear, and for some reason I can’t figure out, one of them cost less than the others. (Who knows?)
I was also impressed with the bag. Marshall Field’s still uses paper exclusively for its shopping bags. They are green and feature a
gold-printed image of the clocks that hang out over the main entrances to the store. [This, to me, is the worst change since
Marshall Field’s became Macy’s. Today most purchases in this store are placed in white plastic bags with a red star on them.
The bags look remarkably similar to those that K-Mart uses.]
It was rush hour when we left Marshall Field's and went down to the subway, and it was standing room only when we got on
the train. We took the red line southward past Chinatown, where we had gotten out before, to where it turns to run down the middle of
the Dan Ryan Expressway. Our destination was the station called "35th/Sox", right next to Comiskey Park where the Chicago White
Sox play.
35th Street is right in the heart of the Stateway Gardens housing project, and the world' s largest project, the Robert Taylor
Homes, is just a little further south along the Dan Ryan. Between them, Stateway and Robert Taylor house almost 100,000 people in a
string of run-down concrete towers. I couldn't get over how much these buildings looked like the apartments in Russia, the "Kruschev
houses" that everybody thought were a step up. The projects were also a step up when Mayor Daley built them in the '60s. Civil Rights

leaders were correct that they tended to segregate Black people in "ghettos in the sky, where they won't bother anyone but the
Almighty" (the words of Jesse Jackson). For thousands of families, though, the projects offered a chance to live in a decent home, the
exact same chance that smaller-scale public housing developments provide in small towns all over the country. With the Great
Migration, hundreds of thousands of Black people moved into the row houses on Chicago's south side. Most of the row houses were
originally designed as single-family dwellings. They were quickly subdivided into apartments—first two, then four, and then even eight
one-room apartments in the same row house. Restroom facilities were communal, and trash piled up in the alleys. In contrast to that,
the ghettos in the sky really were a step up, and they were erected with the highest of hopes. Unfortunately they fell into decline quickly.
Today many (though not all) of the projects are badly maintained, and drugs and gang violence plague almost every CHA community.
The city has stopped erecting high-rise public housing. Today the new projects are townhouses and low-rise apartment blocks centered
around interior courtyards. These are being built with the highest of hopes. It would be interesting to see if they fare any better than
Stateway Gardens, Cabrini Green, or the Robert Taylor Homes.
The White Sox and the projects share this neighborhood uneasily. The new Comiskey Park was built on the old park's original
sight in Bridgeport, the row house neighborhood Mayor Daley grew up in. That was an Irish stockyards neighborhood when the old
Comiskey was around, but there aren't a lot of Irish people left around here. Bridgeport is largely Hispanic, and the CHA communities to
the south and east are black. The Sox attract a mainly white crowd, and they stick out like a sore thumb in this neighborhood. We could
see that uneasy relationship when we got off the train. Armed Chicago police officers were on the platform, at the top of the stairs, on
the overpass across the expressway, and across the street from there. We didn't see city of Chicago police at any other 'L' station; their
purpose here has to be to make White Sox visitors feel comfortable in these "unfriendly confines".
[The Robert Taylor Homes were entirely torn down in the late ‘90s, leaving a huge empty space next to the Dan Ryan
Expressway. A couple of the Stateway towers remain, but most of them have also been bulldozed. In their place are pleasant
th
looking rowhouses as well as additional parking for the stadium. There are still police on 35 Street before and after Sox
games, but the number is a lot less than it was at this game. Today the cops seem to be there more for traffic control than to
prevent crime.]
While the 35th Street station is right in front of Comiskey, it's actually a fairly long walk from the train to the park. That's
because you have to cross the Day Ryan Expressway, which has to be just about the biggest highway I've ever seen. This mass of
concrete, which carries Interstates 90 and 94, is fourteen lanes wide. It is built so that in each direction there are three lanes for local
traffic (with exits every four blocks) and four lanes for express traffic (which don't interchange with anything between 26th and 63rd
Streets). The whole mess, including southbound exit and entrance ramps, seven southbound lanes, the 'L', seven northbound lanes,
and the northbound ramps, is the equivalent of three city blocks wide. I can tell that clearly from one of the postcards I bought. I can
only imagine how many homes they demolished to build the thing, probably creating a need for the housing projects that line it.
Depending on your point of view, it's either a marvel or a monstrosity of modern engineering.
We made it across the freeway and onto Comiskey property. As we walked along, we were greeted by an assortment of
scalpers and vendors. Margaret said that, no matter what the game was like, going in was entertaining. I stopped by one of the
vendors and bought what he called a program. It wasn't the official White Sox program, and I'm not entirely sure the thing was even
legal, but it made an interesting and cheap souvenir nonetheless. For two dollars I got a newsprint magazine (which conveniently
featured the Sox on one side and then flipped upside down to give information about the Cubs on the other), a little pencil that was
supposed to keep score with, and a bag of peanuts. The peanuts alone would have cost more than that inside the park.
We circled almost half the perimeter of the park before we finally found an open gate. I had purchased tickets by phone earlier
(from a woman named Katrina at Ticket-Master), so we just presented them at the gate. Both of us were carrying large bags with us,
and the gatekeepers made a quick look through them. They are primarily concerned about bringing booze into the park (that, after all,
would cost them money), but after the troubles at the Olympics, they’re probably also looking for weapons. [These days our bags
would have gotten a MUCH more thorough inspection, and it’s quite possibly they might have been too large to have been
allowed into the park.]
Just past the gate it was time to get our bribes for coming. Tonight was Gatorade Cooler Bag Night at Comiskey Park; the first
20,000 fans received flexible orange insulated plastic coolers that said Gatorade all over them and had the "SOX" logo printed at the
top. My bet is Gatorade commissioned similar bags with other logos for distribution throughout the country. I doubt I'll ever use mine
[and indeed I haven’t], but it does make a unique souvenir.
I really wanted to come to this particular game. Tonight the White Sox were playing the Baltimore Orioles, whose franchise
player—Cal Ripken, Jr.—is about as close to being my hero as anyone is. In case you've been hibernating for the past decade, last
September 6 Ripken broke Lou Gehrig's all-time record for most consecutive games played. He did that by playing in every Orioles'
game since I was in college. When he broke the record he had played in 2,131 consecutive games. Tonight was his 2,266th. In
addition to coming to work everyday, he's also an excellent player. He's hit more homeruns than any other shortstop in history, and he
holds a wide variety of records for outstanding fielding. On top of that, Cal Ripken really does come across as just a good person. In
an age when most athletes act like spoiled children, Ripken is humble and polite. He knows that, like it or not, athletes are role models
for the youth of America, and he takes that responsibility seriously. Many credit Ripken with “saving baseball” after the players’ strike
that cancelled the 1994 World Series. While that’s certainly an exaggeration, I do wish there were more athletes with the quiet dignity
he displays.
[I’ve gotten to personally meet several well known athletes since my former student went into professional baseball,
and the vast majority of those sportsmen were both good people and good role models. There were a couple of notable
exceptions, and unfortunately it seems to be the bad eggs that the press focuses on.]

Now, even with all that, I’m not sure Ripken exactly deserves to earn the $6 million a year he makes. That’s not my business,
though. For some strange reason, our society seems to have decided that athletes deserve to make more than doctors, and if I had the
ability to earn that kind of money, I certainly wouldn’t refuse the check. To his credit, Ripken has given away many of his millions to
assorted charities—mostly supporting literacy and adult education in the Baltimore area. Sure it’s a tax write-off, but it beats shady real
estate deals.
No, I didn't get Cal's autograph—or shake his hand or speak to him or have any type of exchange that 24,000 other fans didn't
have. From our seats in left field, I had a better view of him on the Jumbotron scoreboard than on the field. I did however see him, and I
was there for what turned out to be a very significant game—the one where Ripken got his 2,500th hit. Actually, I didn’t even see that
hit, because we left the park before the game ended, unsure whether it was safe to take the ‘L’ late at night. I saw Ripken pop out
three times, but I didn’t see him get a hit. I did, however, see him make a double play and catch two different balls to end innings. And
if he stays at it a couple more years, one of these days I'll probably make the trip to Mecca to see him play at Camden Yards. [I would
see Camden Yards on a future quiz bowl trip out East. I still haven’t met Ripken, though I’d still like to.]

Cal Ripken on the scoreboard at Comiskey Park
I was surprised to see another ballplayer I like in the line-up tonight. Pat Borders, who was the MVP when Toronto became
the first team outside the United States to win a World Series, had recently been acquired by Chicago and was tonight’s catcher for the
White Sox. Borders has been struggling in recent years, and I was pleased to see him get a hit. [Ten years later, Borders would be
acquired by the Milwaukee Brewers, who assigned him to the same AAA Nashville team that Brad Nelson played for. Being
double Brad’s age, he was certainly not a close friend of my former student. Brad was glad to introduce me to Borders,
though, and we chatted briefly. While I disagree with his extremely conservative political views (fairly typical among baseball
players), I’m pleased to have met him.] Other players you may have heard of include Brady Anderson, Roberto Alomar, Bobby
Bonilla, Rafael Palmeiro, and Eddie Murray for the Orioles; and Frank Thomas, Robin Ventura, and Ozzie Guillen for the Sox.
The most exciting part of tonight’s game was seeing three home runs. Brady Anderson, who has surprised the whole
American League with his power this year, hit two homers tonight. Unfortunately he injured himself after making a third hit. Teammate
Chris Hoiles hit the third one. After we left, the White Sox won on a homer by Robin Ventura. It would have been fun to see the score
board explode in fireworks [something I’d later see from both inside and outside the park], a tradition at Comiskey after home-team
home runs. I had a good time with what I did see, though.
I bought the paper to read the game report the next day, and I got a kick out of the fact that here in Chicago the local paper’s
th
write-up of the White Sox game began with these words: “Baltimore’s Cal Ripken, Jr. played in his 2,266 consecutive game Friday
th
and got his 2,500 career hit, a ninth inning single.” It was also telling that Ripken got the biggest round of applause at the opening
introductions. The second sentence told of a White Sox player who didn’t play because he was late for the game (maybe he should
have taken the ‘L’ like the Cubs manager). Only then did they get around to discussing Robin Ventura’s homer that won the game.

The attendance (23,995) was lower than I imagined. Comiskey seats about 45,000, and the park seemed about two-thirds full
to me. There were a lot of empty seats, though; the legacy of the strike lives on.
It was interesting that Frank Thomas was intentionally walked repeatedly during the game. Thomas is a power hitter, and he
always seemed to be up with other players on base. Baltimore didn’t seem to want to take the chance that he might hit a home run,
allowing two runs to score. Each time they started to walk him, the crowd began to boo. On the scoreboard they put up a “W” after the
first pitch, followed by an “A”, an “L”, and a “K” for each succeeding pitch. The booing grew louder until he took his base.
It wouldn’t be a ballgame without ballpark food, and even though I had stuffed myself elsewhere during the day (I was still
tasting the Frango brownie fudge sundae from Marshall Field’s), I made a point of sampling the traditions of baseball cuisine. I had a
hot dog, nachos, and a tub of lemon chill (a sherbet-like concoction that only seems to be available from vendors in public places).
Prices were definitely lower than they were in Arlington last year and seemed lower than they were when we took the Garrigan kids
here in 1993. That may also be the result of the strike. I wouldn’t call anything cheap, but it didn’t seem like a total rip-off either.
[While the prices have certainly gone up, Comiskey still has some of the cheapest concessions around.]
I also bought Diamond View, the official program of the White Sox ($3.00 for a glossy magazine). One of the most interesting
features they had in here was on the decision this past year to commit the entire income from White Sox Charities (which comes from
part of the receipts on concessions, the sale of logo merchandise, and direct contributions from players and fans) to creating a Little
League program for children in the “CHA communities”. Especially given where the Sox are located, that does make it seem like
they’re being a good neighbor. The team acquired vacant lots near each of the nineteen public housing projects in Chicago and built
diamonds. They helped organize teams and provided them with equipment, uniforms, and CTA tokens so they could travel to “away”
games. They even held a “CHA World Series” with the top two teams playing their final game at Comiskey Park. The Sox noted that it
had been over twenty years since Little League existed in these neighborhoods. White Sox Charities spent almost two million dollars
bringing it back.
Comiskey is not a bad ballpark, but it’s not going to win any awards either. It was built at the wrong time, just before the
architects started hauling out the best of the old-time parks and placing them in modern settings. Instead Comiskey is the last of the
old, big, round stadiums. Still it’s bright and clean, and it’s not a bad place to watch a game. [They did renovations at what is now
U.S. Cellular Field shortly after the turn of the millennium, which improved it quite a bit. It’s still far from the best park in
baseball, but frankly it’s a more pleasant place to see a game than Wrigley.]
Both Margaret and I were amused by the music they played during the game. Margaret called it “musical commentary”, and
they most often played it to distract the opposing pitchers. Some of the songs were take-offs on the players’ names. They played the
“Brady Bunch” theme, for instance, when Brady Anderson first came up to bat. We also had a whole “Wizard of Oz” medley for Ozzie
Guillen. The organist (and the announcer too, for that matter) really seemed to get into things, and it really added to the game. The
only problem (and it bothered Margaret much more than me) was that they cranked the volume too loud at some points.
We left during the 8th inning, shortly before 9:30. I think Margaret had just about her fill of baseball for one lifetime, and neither
of us was too excited about the prospect of riding the 'L' late at night. So we spiraled down the ramp, exited (far from the first out of
there, I might add), and headed back to the train.
As it turned out, we needn't have worried about the 'L'. Our nighttime experience on the train was both positive and interesting.
When we returned to the station the police were still there guarding the entrance. Now, in fact, one of them was keeping a drunk man
from entering the station. We waited on the platform, and before long a northbound train arrived. It was a normal train with normal
people on it, pretty much the same mix we'd seen on any other ride. We rode downtown and exited at the Washington subway station.
It’s possible here to go through the tunnel and transfer directly to the blue line, but neither of us wanted to do that at night. So instead
we decided to go up to the elevated tracks.
Transferring from the subway to the ‘L’ is easy on the blue line, but complicated on the red line (the one that goes to
Comiskey). You go to one specific street-level exit from the subway station, but before you go through the turnstile you press a little
green button. Then, as you exit, a transfer card pops out of a slot on the other side of the turnstile. You can’t use this transfer to get on
a bus; it is only good on ‘L’ lines and then only at the State and Lake station. To use it you walk about a quarter of a block, cross the
street, and go up the stairs to the ‘L’ station. Then you give your transfer card to the persona the gate, and he lets you through the
turnstile.
[This was a REALLY stupid transfer. If we didn’t want to take the tunnel, we should have just walked on the street
one block west to Dearborn. The Loop is lively and perfectly safe until about midnight, so that wouldn’t have posed any
problem. I suppose we didn’t do that because it would have required an additional fare. These days, in the age of fare cards,
the transfer would have been free and convenient.]
We did all of that like clockwork, and got on a westbound train around the Loop. It was after 10:00 by the time we boarded this
train, and it was obviously a different time of day as far as the CTA was concerned. During the day the trains have eight to ten cars
each. Now we had a little mini-train, just two cars long. That alone helps with security. Fewer cars means that those that are in service
will be full, which is a lot better than just having you and some strange person as the only people in a car. The other difference was in
personnel. During the daytime, there is usually only one CTA employee on each train, the driver. [Actually there was also a
conductor aboard the train in those days, but I didn’t know that.] At night there were CTA conductors/police in every car. They did
not appear to be armed, but their presence did add to the riders' confidence.

We took the 'L' just one station westward to the "mixmaster" at Lake and Clark. There we went down the maze of escalators to
the blue line subway. When we got to the platform a dowdy white woman wearing a Subway sandwiches uniform wouldn't stop talking
to us. Eventually we excused ourselves and cowered away from her.
The blue line also had just two cars. We sat in the second car, where a young Hispanic man was serving as conductor. It was
he, instead of the driver, who announced the stations as we approached them. As we rode along we found out the other difference in
taking the train at night. Most of the minor stations west of downtown were closed. Actually "permanently open" might be a better way of
describing it. They lock the turnstiles open, so that anyone can enter the station. Instead of paying as you enter, you give your money to
the conductor on the train. Margaret and I both remarked that we were glad we didn’t have the conductor’s job. After all, I was just
reading about all those old ladies who were robbed for ridiculously small amounts of money. There’s nothing that would appear to keep
someone from robbing the conductor. Beyond that, I can’t imagine waiting for a train at night on one of those remote platforms with the
turnstiles open so anyone could enter the station. This procedure also explained why there’s so much graffiti at these stations.
[Honestly, locking the turnstiles open strikes me as just about the stupidest thing they could have done overnight. I
assume the point was to avoid paying station attendants. It would seem they were paying for additional employees on the
trains, though, and keeping the stations secure would seem to protect both CTA property and passengers.]
For all the extra security, the crowd in our car didn’t really seem very threatening. Downtown there were a lot of black and
Hispanic teenagers who were out on dates. Friday night is, after all, date night, and here you really can "scoop the loop" when you have
nothing better to do. As we got further out, the remaining passengers were rather obviously evening shift workers who were going
home. There was no one in the car I would have felt uncomfortable sitting next to. On the other hand, I don't know that I'd go pressing
my luck by riding after midnight.
When we got back to Forest Park, I bought one more newspaper. The Daily Herald bills itself as “DuPage County’s only
complete newspaper” [and it’s Chicagoland’s third major newspaper], and with eight sections on a Friday it was certainly complete.
In a front page story, Janet Reno announced that youth crime was decreasing nationwide. Inside, though, they reported that in DuPage
County teen crime had risen steeply in the past year. Apparently gang violence is becoming a serious concern in the suburbs.
Elsewhere there was a study in the town of Naperville that found there was a serious housing problem there. The problem is that
virtually all the housing in Naperville is geared to high-income people, while most of the new employment in town involves low-wage
service sector jobs (like it seems to everywhere these days). A survey found that local residents don’t want to “ruin” their town by
allowing low-cost housing. Unfortunately none of them want to work in service jobs, and out-of-towners find it difficult to commute
there. Somehow it’s kind of hard for me to feel sorry for Naperville. [Naperville continues to be almost exclusively high income.
The service workers almost all live five or ten miles to the west in Aurora. They spend a fair chunk of their low incomes either
driving or taking the Metra trains between home and work.]
We returned to the motel, and I spent quite some time reading through all those many papers and magazines I acquired
throughout the day. We also ate the complimentary bag of peanuts I got with the paper. Eventually both of us tired, and it was time to
go to sleep.

SATURDAY, AUGUST 10 – Villa Park, Illinois to Decorah, Iowa
Today was a comparatively relaxed morning. I slept in late and was well rested for a change when it was time to get up.
Again we watched the WGN news and sipped our morning coffee. Today the big story in Chicago was Bud Billiken Day. This had taken
over from St. Patrick's Day as the biggest parade in Chicago. It is also the largest parade in America organized by the African American
community. The parade began in 1929 when the Chicago Defender, one of America's great black newspapers, chose to put on an
event to honor its newsboys. The carriers walked down the main street of the South Side, and hundreds of community members joined
in after them. The parade has since grown to the point that well over a million people were expected to line Martin Luther King
Boulevard to watch it go by today. WGN was also broadcasting the parade in its entirety. The “official” parade is the same organized
collection of bands and floats you’d find at any such event. What participants say makes the Bud Billiken Day Parade special is that
after the official units have gone by, the spectators join in the parade, literally dancing in the streets behind them. The parade begins at
th
35 Street and runs sixteen blocks south, but then it basically becomes one big party when it ends in Washington Park, which is west of
the University of Chicago and the Museum of Science and Industry.
[The formal part of the parade includes numerous politicians, and I distinctly remember one all these years later. The
strange name Barack Obama stood out because it sounded so unusual. I supposed, as many Republicans have, that it must
be one of those adopted Black Muslim names. At the time Obama was in his first campaign for public office, and he had a
float in the parade. He would have just won the Democratic nomination (and in Chicago, the primary is the important election)
for state senator. Other than his name, he certainly didn’t stand out at the time. As I write this update, though, just today I
cast an “early voting” ballot for him in his bid for President.]
Don't be worried if you've never heard of Bud Billiken; we hadn't either, and there's a reason we hadn't—he's fictional. He
happens to be the African American version of that kindly old man who goes around doing good deeds for little children. It’s no
surprise, then, that he was chosen as the centerpiece for an event that was originally intended to honor newsboys.
We didn't see the parade [someday I’d love to go back to Chicago on an August weekend and see it in person]; indeed
we didn't really go into the city at all today, just barely nicking a corner of it as we drove by O'Hare. Today we saw the sights of the
suburbs, where the majority of Chicagoans now live. Today we saw some of the sights of the suburbs, where the majority of

Chicagoans now live. It’s fascinating, given the number of people who live there and the vast amount of land they encompass, how
little the suburbs have to offer in comparison with the city. Chicago has few rivals as one of the great cultural centers of America (and
really the world, for that matter), but no one would ever put places like Lombard or Desplaines or Northbrook in that category. Still there
were a few interesting things to see—not to mention some rather strange things.
We packed up the car, checked out of the motel, and set off for our
first destination—beautiful Villa Park. We were intrigued by the article on
the Villa Park Museum in the paper the other day, and we decided to check
the place out. So we drove all over town looking for it. It turns out that Villa
Park is quite a pleasant town. To the visitor it looks remarkably like Mt.
Pleasant—brick split-levels from the ‘60s on broad, tree-lined lawns.
Everything is neat and quiet, and the place has much more of a small town
feel than a sense or urbanism. [To my mind this is what a suburb
should be, as contrasted with the ugly modern suburbs full of fencedin “McMansions” on tiny lots facing circular streets.]
Once we found the museum, we had a few minutes to wait before
it opened, so we drove down the street to another Chicagoland institution,
the White Hen Pantry. This chain of stores, most of which have seen their
better days, had to be the prototype of convenience stores. They are
Ovaltine display – Villa Park Museum
unique in that they sell a fairly broad line of groceries, but they don’t sell gas
[A few do these days.] Margaret felt they more closely resembled the “supermercados” in Spain than American convenience stores,
but I myself always felt the “supermercados” basically were convenience stores. Call it what you will, it’s White Hen Pantry. I grew up
watching ads for them on WGN, WFLD, and WSNS (thinking back on it, it’s amazing just how much Chicago TV was a part of what I
watched as a kid), and it was interesting to actually visit one of these places.
We browsed through the store and ended up picking up some ice cream bars and potato chips. The ice cream was Ben and
Jerry’s, the Vermont company that combines Democratic politics and Republican economics. I bought a “cookie dough peace pop” at
the allegedly discounted price of $.99 (normally $1.49). [It’s likely $2.49 these days.] I also bought 128 grams of Vitner’s Chicagostyle salt and sour flavored potato chips for $.79. Vitner’s is based in Freeport, Illinois (near Rockford), and the artwork on their bag
features Vinnie, the potato chip bag playing a saxophone with chips flying out of the bell. I really bought it more for the bag than the
chips. I don’t know what makes these “Chicago-style”; every other time I’d have salt and vinegar chips, I was in Canada. (Maybe it’s
the Great Lakes connection.)
Needless to say, I also picked up newspapers at White Hen Pantry. In yesterday’s write-up, I already gave you a preview of
the Sun—Times sports page, so I’ll just briefly mention today’s Tribune and Herald. All the papers were featuring Bud Billiken Day, and
the Tribune also noted that the International Hardware Show at McCormick Place would also be causing heavier than normal traffic in
the city. In the “Home Guide” section of the Tribune, they spotlighted “A Neighborhood of Hope”, Chicago’s South Shore neighborhood,
th
th
between 67 and 79 Streets, south of the Museum of Science and Industry. This neighborhood was only too familiar to me, even
though we didn’t go there on this trip. I remember as a child riding past ugly brick row houses that were in disrepair then. I could only
imagine what twenty-five more years of neglect had done. As it turns out, today South Shore is one of Chicago’s up and coming
neighborhoods. They’ve made a conscious effort to renovate the housing there in a way that provides homes for people at all income
levels (unlike suburban Naperville that I was reading about yesterday). The neighborhood has banded together to fight gangs, burglars,
and litter; and they’ve also made a conscious effort to welcome people of all races. Today the Tribune describes it as one of Chicago’s
most “livable” neighborhoods. Apparently Habitat for Humanity has been instrumental in much of the renovation. I’m forever getting
letters “signed” by President Carter asking me to contribute to that group, and from time to time I have written out checks to them. It
was interesting to actually read about the results of some of there work from a relatively unbiased source. Oddly enough, the Herald
also had a feature on Habitat for Humanity, with a photo essay of people building inexpensive homes in the suburbs.
Another interesting article in the same section was about a new federal plan that would sell public housing units to their
tenants, basically making them poor people’s condominiums. The idea is that with pride of home ownership, people are more likely to
take better care of their buildings and neighborhoods. It’s an interesting idea, and it certainly can’t work any less well than the present
system has.
From White Hen Pantry we made our way back to the museum. While I was glad they didn't charge an admission at the Villa
Park Museum, it was interesting nonetheless. We almost felt as if we were doing the museum a service by visiting, since yesterday only
one visitor signed the register. I must say, however, that it was kind of nice to explore a museum in peace and quiet after fighting the
crowds downtown throughout the week.
One of Villa Park's primary claims to fame is that for 75 years it was a company town for Ovaltine. The Swiss powdered
chocolate manufacturer built its only American plant here, right across the street from the old stone depot that serves as the museum.
In addition to Ovaltine, they also made assorted caramel corn products, such as Fiddle Faddle and Screaming Yellow Zonkers.
Ovaltine left town for cheaper labor in the South, but the legacy lives on in an enormous collection of memorabilia in the Villa Park
Museum.
Another large section of the museum discusses Sears houses. Most of the "historic" homes in Villa Park (historic meaning they
th
date to the early 20 Century) were originally ordered out of the Sears, Roebuck catalog. Sears assembled kits in Chicago that they
shipped all over the country. Customers purchased the kits and with minimal additional materials and tools, they could build their own

homes. Being so close to Chicago, Villa Park benefited from low shipping costs, so it stands to reason that many Sears homes were
put up here. What interested me about Sears houses was that they looked like—well—houses. You don't get the feeling of sameness
that you see in so many modern suburbs. Sears had many completely different styles, all of which today come across as big old
houses.
There were several other sections in the museum as well. The Villa Park Men’s Garden Club (which now appears to count
more women than men among its membership) had a display on their civic beautification efforts. Villa Park calls itself the “city of
gardens”, and—away from the strip at least—it is a lovely town. There was also a major exhibit on the Chicago, Aurora, and Elgin
Railroad, which used to stop at this depot. For years convenient commuter service was available between her and the city, but when
Metra consolidated all the commuter railways, Villa Park was bypassed in favor of points north. [They’ve since re-established a stop
there.] You can tell from the exhibit that they’re still pretty upset about that. The final important display features china, silverware, and
small furnishings from the ‘20s (in the art deco and moderne styles), when Villa Park first became a real town.
There’s also tones of junk in the museum, more than you could imagine they could cram into a depot. I picked up a copy of
the historical society newsletter, which included a list of their recent acquisitions. Included among these are fluted glasses from the
1985 Willowbrook High School prom, the program from a 1980 school Christmas concert, and a 20th anniversary commemorative
scorecard from the local golf course—dated 1995. I call that junk, but who knows what its value might be in 20, 40, or 100 years. Most
of the "historic" items they have on display had no more value in their time than those prom glasses do today. Those glasses are
already eleven years old, and it’s not like I’ve managed to keep any souvenirs from my high school prom. As they keep acquiring
things, I do wonder where they'll put it all, though.
The museum depot (which is listed on the National Register of Historic Landmarks) is set in a strip park that the town has built
along the railroad right of way. What used to be the tracks is now a combination bike route and jogging path, and it’s definitely used.
You’d think we were at Grand Central Station from all the people who went past the depot. While we were there, though, only one
other couple actually stopped in to see the museum. I guess the newspaper story wasn’t that good of publicity after all.
Next to the museum was the St. John Syrian Antiochan Orthodox Church, whose sign indicated it in English and Arabic.
That’s hardly what I expected to see in the middle of Ovaltine country, and I snapped a picture of it [which didn’t turn out well].
(Recently I saw that very church on a cop show documentary on USA Network [Top Cops]; the police used its onion towers as a place
to stake out nearby house that was part of the biggest drug bust in American history.) I also got a shot of the Ovaltine factory, which,
even with knocked out windows and graffiti on its smokestack, still looms over the town. Then we set off again in the car.
We headed northward on Villa Avenue, which, back when Villa Park was a “real” town rather than a suburb, was the downtown
area. White Hen Pantry is the only real business left here today. I also saw a hair salon, a tanning parlor, a fitness club, and a baseball
card shop, but nowhere that sold “real” merchandise. All that business has either moved south to Roosevelt Road or north to North
Avenue. We headed northward, turned on the North Avenue strip (Illinois 64), edged eastward a few blocks, and then turned north
again on the Robert Kingery Expressway (Illinois 83). The “expressway” isn’t quite limited access, but it’s an efficient way of getting
across the western suburbs [at least on a weekend]. We drove through an endless industrial park on the west side of O’Hare and
then turned eastward again on Higgins Road (Illinois 72). Finally we entered the city of Desplaines (every consonant is pronounced in
the Illinois version of that name) on Manheim Road (US 12 and 45).
Our next destination was the McDonalds Museum, dedicated to Chicagoland's largest corporation. The McDonalds
headquarters are in Oak Brook, just a couple miles from the motel we stayed at, and they have a second museum there telling about
their founder, Ray Kroc (who was, by the way, the largest donor to the planetarium). The Des Plaines museum honors the first
McDonalds franchise, which Ray Kroc opened here on April 15, 1955. It wasn’t technically the first McDonalds, as Kroc bought the
name and idea from the McDonalds brothers who ran a hamburger stand in San Bernardino, California, but it was the first restaurant in
what has since become the world’s largest fast food chain.
What I found most fascinating was that McDonalds #1 still exists and still operates in the same location where it started 41
years ago, which is across the street from the museum. They've built a new building on that site (which looks like every other
McDonalds you've ever seen), but the restaurant has operated continuously the whole time. I thought about those old signs that said
how many billions of burgers the chain has served, and I pondered just how many sandwiches this single restaurant had served up in
nearly half a century.
The museum is a replica of the original McDonalds store design. It was built as new construction in the ‘80s to the 1955
architectural plans. The only piece of original equipment is the enormous neon highway sign outside. That sign features a single
golden arch and the Speedee character, holding a sign saying “15c”. The wording begins with tiny letters that say “Licensee of”. Then
in big letters it says “McDonalds” and “Hamburgers”, with a much smaller “Speedee Service System” between those two words. At the
bottom of the sign it proudly proclaims: “We have served over 1 million”. That sign also drew a laugh from me. I spent my entire
childhood watching McDonalds count its way through the billions; one million hamburgers seems like nothing by comparison. The
building is basically square, with a flat roof that slants steeply downward toward the back. Through the roof run the famous “golden
arches”, one on either side, and lined with neon. The back half of the building is covered with red and white tile, while the front is
mostly glass. There is no seating, inside or out. You were expected to order at the window, with no choice but having it “to go”. They
follow up on the theme of the museum by parking four classic cars from the ‘50s in the lot out front.

McDonalds Museum – Desplaines, Illinois
Inside
the
museum
they
have
mannequins set up to illustrate the crew of "cleancut all-American boys" who would have worked at
McDonalds in 1955. (It's hard to imagine a fast
food place where the majority of the employees
weren't female, but McDonalds didn't employ
women until 1968.) They have an original flat grill,
very similar to what I cooked on at the Iris
Restaurant when I was in high school. Those have
long since been replaced in the fast food industry
by “clam-shell” grills that allow the meat to be
cooked on both sides without flipping the patties
over. There’s also a stainless steel lazy Susan that
they laid buns on. As they made their way around
the circle, catsup (the appropriate spelling in 1955,
I’m sure), mustard, pickles, and onions were
added.
The only choices were hamburger,
cheeseburger, and filet-o-fish; no one had ever
heard of a Big Mac, a quarter-pounder, or an Arch
Deluxe (thank God) in 1955—nor would anyone
have dreamed of McDonalds serving salads or
breakfast food. They also sold their famous fries,
as well as soft drinks drawn from a barrel.
One of the most interesting things was the
item that started Ray Kroc’s career, the multimixer.
Interior of McDonalds Museum
This was a circular machine that had eight spokes
sticking down from it that stirred milkshakes. [They can be seen in the back of the photo above.] I’ve seen them in the distant past,
but the closest modern relative I can think of are the blizzard machines at Dairy Queen. They’re nothing at all like a modern shake
machine. Long before there was a McDonalds, Ray Kroc was a salesman who sold multimixers. He became interested in fast food
when the McDonald brothers put in a large order for their restaurant in San Bernardino. The rest, as they say, is history—corporate
history, anyhow.
An elderly woman who was a bit too gung-ho for McDonalds greeted us, gave us complementary postcards, and testified to
the corporate gospel. She was proud to tell us that there are now over 19,000 McDonalds restaurants worldwide. That's an astonishing
figure to me [though it’s double that now]. I remember hearing about ten years ago that they had opened their 10,000th restaurant.

Nine thousand more boggles the mind. Then again, ten years ago they had just barely started scratching the surface of the
international market’ you’d see McDonalds in big cities overseas, but not in every town like you do here. If they expand there like they
did here, they'll have 50,000 before you know it. According to our hostess the chain opens a new restaurant every six hours. No
wonder they’ve given up on trying to count how many billions of burgers they’ve sold.
In the basement there’s a display of early advertising memorabilia, together with the ledger from Ray Kroc’s first two weeks in
business. They also have a film that’s basically nothing more than a program-length commercial for McDonalds. As with so many
things on this trip, I don’t know that I’ll be rushing back to the McDonalds museum, but it was a fascinating place to see.
After seeing the museum we had lunch at—where else—McDonalds. It was actually kind of fun to eat at McDonalds #1, the
modern restaurant that is the grandson of the replica across the street. The place is decorated to be a museum in itself. The molding
around the ceiling, for instance, is painted with McDonalds advertising slogans from different eras: “You deserve a break today”, “We
do it all for you”, and the immortal “Twoallbeefpattiesspecialsaucelettucecheesepicklesonionsonasesamesedbun”. They also have on
display drink glasses, french fry bags, and burger wrappers from throughout the years. In many ways I found the actual restaurant
more interesting than the official museum. I was also intrigued that their prices were the exact same as what we pay in Algona, which
makes them quite a bit cheaper than they are in the city of Chicago.
After lunch we drove north on U.S. 45 to Lake-Cook Road, which straddles the border between Cook and Lake Counties. We
drove eastward across two expressways until we finally came to the lakeside town of Glencoe, home to the Chicago Botanic Garden.
We paid our $4 parking fee and set out to see the place.
As far as I know the only botanic
center I'd visited before was in Des
Moines, where it's housed in a one-story
building downtown. The Chicago Botanic
Garden is an enormous suburban park
that comes across like a zoo for plants.
We saw the Heritage Garden (with plants
native to each continent), the rose garden,
the English walled garden (which is
actually many different traditional English
gardens grouped together), the traditional
Japanese garden (where gravel is used to
represent water), the dwarf conifer
garden, the bulb garden (displaying
flowers grown from bulbs), the aquatic
gardens, the waterfall garden, the prairie
garden (featuring the native flora of
Illinois), the landscape garden (with ideas
homeowners could use for their own
gardens at home), and the tasting center
(where we got to sample a toothpick-full of
blueberries). I won’t begin to describe
each of these, or I'd be writing for twenty
more pages.
The people were nearly as much
Margaret Sullivan in the Heritage Garden
fun to look at as the plants. The park was
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quite crowded, which was no surprise on a gorgeous Saturday afternoon. There were people of every imaginable race, with a heavier
than usual concentration of Hispanics. We also saw a lot of Japanese people, including one group we saw strolling through the
Japanese garden that appeared to be the old-world and new-world branches of the same family. We also saw an Asian couple being
married in one of the gardens, which made a beautiful setting for a wedding.
We spent far longer than we intended at the botanic garden, and it was well
into the afternoon when we left. Since we knew it would be late when we got home
anyhow, we decided on a whim to stop by a mall we had seen while driving to the
park. Little did we know we were in for one of the biggest "cultural experiences" of
the trip.
Northbrook Court is located in the city of Northbrook, adjacent to Glencoe
and close to such towns as Winnetka, Kennilworth, and Highland Park. This is
called the North Shore area or the “suburbs off the lake”. It’s the place where Tom
Cruise was supposed to live in Risky Business, and when you see it you can
imagine that the boys here would cash in bonds to pay for high-priced call girls (the
premise of that movie, if you haven’t seen it). Glencoe and Kennilworth are two of
the ten richest towns in America, and the rest of the area isn't far behind. Northbrook
Court is definitely their mall, not ours.

Northbrook Court

We got our first clue of just what Northbrook Court was when we drove around the parking lot looking for a place to park.
Margaret’s Toyota was definitely out of place amid the Jaguars, Porsches, BMWs, and Acuras. I felt like I was at an auto show; I don't
know when I've seen more luxury convertibles in one place. The "bad" cars here were neatly waxed sport-utility vehicles.
As we approached the entrance, signs greeted us with the words "Welcome to civilization". I'm sure that's a slam at Iowa and
95% of the rest of the world, but I must say I got a laugh out of it. Civilization is in the eye of the beholder, but it became clear from the
moment we entered that Northbrook Court certainly is pretentious.
First, let me describe the stores that pay for space in the high-rent district. You won’t find a B. Dalton or Walgreens or the Gap
in there. The anchor department stores are Lord and Taylor, Neiman Marcus, and a Marshall Field’s store that tries hard to exude the
elegance of their downtown store—but can’t quite pull it of. Among the clothing stores you’ll find such things as Baby Guess?, Brooks
Brothers, and Victoria’s Secret. Three stores here sell nothing but leather, and there are three art galleries and four different jewelers.
Rand-McNally has a store here that sells nothing but maps and travel guides, the Imaginarium sells educational toys for children, and
the Museum Shop sells things you would find in the gift shops at major museums. There’s even the Store of Knowledge, which is
operated by public television station WTTW and sells the same items you’d find in the “Signals” public TV catalog. I haven’t even
begun to mention the dozens of bizarre specialty shops that line the two-level atrium.
They remind you that you’re in civilization in other ways, too. In the conversation areas where most malls would have wood or
plastic benches, here they have elegant Victorian furniture. Instead of muzak, a man dressed in a white tuxedo plays background music
on a grand piano. In the food court the tables are of gorgeous inlaid wood. We stopped at their automatic teller, and Margaret wondered
if they'd kick her out of the place for the measly amount of money she withdrew.

Schoolhouse Rock logos
The place we spent the most time here was the Store of
Knowledge, which is reasonable given that a fair amount of our family’s
Christmas gifts to each other come out of the public TV catalog. Here I
made an impulse purchase here of a bit of nostalgia. They had for sale
videos of the old Schoolhouse Rock cartoons that ABC used to air
between the real cartoons on Saturday mornings. Like all videos that were
offered for sale, these were severely overpriced, so I passed on things
like America Rock (“I’m just a bill, yes—I’m only a bill, and I’m sitting here
on Capitol Hill …”) and Science Rock (“Sometimes I think I’m running out
of energy …”) and settled for the original Multiplication Rock, with classics
like "My Hero, Zero", "Naughty Number Nine" and the immortal "Three Is a Magic Number". I also picked up the famous Grammar
Rock, which features "Lolly, Lolly, Lolly, Get Your Adverbs Here", "Interjections!" (note the exclamation point), "Verbs—That's What's
Happening", and the all-time classic "Conjunction Junction" (Conjunction Junction, what’s your function? Hooking up words and
phrases and clauses …) [Years later I’d get the complete set of Schoolhouse Rock on DVD, which by that time had become
much more reasonable in price. I’d also see the stage version of Schoolhouse Rock—Live in Chicago.]
There was a time in my life when I could have sung along with every single Schoolhouse Rock song. Those five-minute
interludes were often more interesting than "The Bugs Bunny/Road Runner Hour", "Pebbles and Bamm Bamm", or "Josie and the
Pussycats". They were fun without being stupid, they were timed precisely to the length of a child's attention span, and they really were
educational. Multiplication I've never had much trouble with (there’s a reason I teach math, after all), but a lot of my knowledge of
grammar and government comes straight from those songs. I hadn't realized until I saw the videos just how much a part of my
childhood Schoolhouse Rock was. The only thing that bothers me is that the videos are missing the classic lead-in jingle: "Multiplication
Rock is brought to you by ----- NABISCO!" [That’s also missing on the DVD version, which is interesting, given that a lot of other
“classic TV” DVDs include the commercial lead-ins among the “extras” in DVD sets.]

We couldn’t pass up the opportunity to snack in the food court of Northbrook Court. Rather oddly, the food court was the most
plebian part of the mall, with Baskin Robbins, One Potato Two, Taco Bell, Sbarro Pizza, and (gasp!) McDonalds. They did have the
food you’d expect here, too though. There were full-service restaurants called La Vie de France and the Zodiac, as well as assorted
specialty snacks. We stopped at Auntie Annie’s (I’m sure that it’s AHHHHHHn-tee AHHHHHHHH-nee here), a homemade pretzel
shoppe. You can get a standard German pretzel (supposedly based on an old recipe from the Pennsylvania Amish country—yeah,
right [“based on” are probably the key words there]) at Auntie Annie’s, but it’s certainly not what you’re supposed to order. They
make whole wheat, almond, sesame, garlic, cinnamon and raisin, and sour cream and onion pretzels. Once you’ve selected the type,
you also select a dip: caramel, cream cheese, honey, marinara, strawberry, mustard, or chocolate. I chose an almond covered pretzel
with caramel sauce, which was delightful. In fact, according to the registered trademark on its wrapper, it was “better than the best
®
you’ve ever tasted” . I don’t know that I’d go that far (nor am I sure just what that’s supposed to mean), but it was quite good.
We saw one more fascinating thing as we left Northbrook
Court. Near the exit they had a schedule of upcoming mall events.
Among these was an opportunity for parents to bring their children in so
they could "touch a truck"—not a fire truck, mind you, we're talking a
semi here. I guess trucks don't make it to "civilization", but it does make
you wonder how all those snooty stores get their merchandise. [Touch
a Truck is apparently a traveling show that makes its way to
snooty malls, convention centers, and farmers’ markets all over
America. I went to their website, and honestly, even after
checking it out, I’m still not quite sure what the point is. Perhaps
rich suburban kids really do lead such sheltered lives that closeup contact with trucks is something unique and special to them.
The parents of many of the kids I teach are truck drivers, so I
doubt such an event would have the same mystique here.]
We left the mall and headed back out Lake-Cook Road. Be“Touch a Truck” logo
Before long we turned northwestward on U.S. 12 (Rand Road), which leaves through what the magazines call the “exburbs” [that’s
actually a very old-fashioned term; today they’re mostly called “edge cities”], those distant owns that aren’t really suburbs but
certainly aren’t rural. We made our way through the outskirts of greater Chicagoland and on to the lake region north of there that
serves as a weekend resort area for rich suburbanites.
As we drove we entertained ourselves with a brochure we picked up at the Rand-McNally store, a checklist of what someone
at Rand-McNally thought were America’s top 100 attractions. Some of the selections, like the Smithsonian and Olympic National Park,
I agree with. Others made me wonder why they were included. Among the second group were the Corn Palace in South Dakota, the
Rock and Roll Hall of Fame in Cleveland [which I’d see later and very much enjoy], and the Tournament of Roses Parade. (I’d just
as soon see the last one on television as be there in person.) Agree or disagree, though, it did make for some lively discussion as we
drove.
We crossed into Wisconsin just south of Lake Geneva, and because of construction detoured westward to Delevan and
Janesville. Then we headed back up the interstate to Madison. [Our route out of Chicago was likely a lovely scenic drive fifty
years ago. In the age of endless suburban sprawl, though, the tollway would have been a better option.]
We had dinner in Madison at a Lum's Restaurant, a chain I'd never heard of that is similar to Perkins. I had chicken
parmigianna, and Margaret had steak. We were both quite hungry, and we literally attacked the meal. [I’ve never been back to
Lum’s, and I think the Wisconsin locations have since folded. In fact, I just checked Wikipedia while doing this revision and
found that there exactly two Lum’s left in the entire country—one in Nebraska and one in Florida.]
After dinner we bought gas at a convenience store in Madison. I picked up three more papers here. The Wisconsin State
Journal is a somewhat stuffy, proper newspaper. Isthmus is the sort of overly-trendy freebie paper you’d only find in a college town.
Their biggest feature this week was called “Brewtopia”, a survey of microbrewery beers. Then there was Mature Lifestyle which was
not risqué, but rather a paper intended for senior citizens. Here I could read about Medicare disputes, treatments for impotence, and
the stress of moving to a retirement community (“community” here meaning the same as it does in “CHA community”).
As we drove from Madison we sipped coffee from elegantly-printed foam cups we had gotten at the convenience store. We
stopped one last time at the McDonalds in Prairie du Chien, crossed back into Iowa, and eventually made our way back to Decorah. It
was late (10:30) when we got back to Margaret’s place, and before long, both of us were fast asleep.

IN SUMMARY
This was a really fun trip. We saw a fascinating combination of the things tourists are supposed to see and offbeat attractions
that most people pass by. In most cases there’s a reason most of the unknown things remain hidden from the general public; they just
can’t compete with the world-class museums the city is famous for. It was interesting to see them, though, and I think both of us had
fun almost everywhere we went.
I especially enjoyed taking the ‘L’ and getting to see “real” Chicagoans up close. This is the second time I’ve seen a city this
way, by staying in the suburbs and taking the train into town. (Atlanta was the other place [though that was certainly much less in-

depth].) Having enjoyed it here, I’d consider doing the same thing in Washington, Boston, or New York. Chicago is rightly proud of its
public transportation system. It got us where we needed to go safely and efficiently, and it does the same for millions of people every
day.
[I’ve since explored Washington, Boston, and New York by public transportation, and the list certainly didn’t end
there. I’ve also taken transit trains in Philadelphia, Baltimore, Miami, Pittsburgh, Cleveland, St. Louis, Denver, New Orleans,
Portland, San Diego, and Los Angeles in the United States—as well as Toronto, Vancouver, Madrid, London, and Paris. While
it’s still quite new, I’ve already taken Minneapolis’ Hiawatha Light Rail more times than I can count. I’ve expanded my transit
options to buses (which I don’t like nearly as well as trains) and taken them in several different cities. It seems silly to drive in
a major city, and I really do enjoy taking the ‘L’s and subways.]
While visiting Chicago is hardly the same as visiting a foreign country, the city is about as unlike the Midwest as anything in
this part of the country. It's close enough that I, at least, tend to take it for granted. It really is a glorious city, though, and I'm glad to
have taken this chance to explore it and get to know it better.

“File footage” of the Chicago Theatre and the State/Lake ‘L’ station

