Moving The Choo-Choo

If you've grown up in Chicagoland as I have, then you’ll know
what I'm talking about when I describe a few staples of a
typical suburban 1980’'s Chicago childhood. #1 - You've
attended a taping of the Bozo show. As I’ve stated before,
the girl I went to the show with was put on the waiting list
for tickets when she was a fetus. We went to the show taping
when we were 9 — that’s how long it took for her name to come
up, thus illustrating how popular the experience was. #2 — If
you had perfect attendance in school, you won tickets to a
White Sox baseball game. Even I, a true-blue Chicago Cubs
fan, ventured over to the south side as a youth to cheer on
the men in black as a reward for not missing any days in a
school year. Don’t tell anyone though; it’s not something I'm
proud of. #3 — You got your grilled cheese served to you by a
miniature train at the Choo-Choo restaurant in Des Plaines.

Now that it’'s 2008, I doubt they give away major league
baseball tickets for perfect attendance in school anymore. I
know for a fact that the Bozo show i1s no longer around, but I
also know that the Choo-Choo restaurant is alive and well -
for now anyway. The Choo-Choo is a small diner that serves
typical american fare — hot dogs, grilled cheese, burgers, and
the like. If you sit at the counter, your food is delivered
by a miniature train that circles the dining room and
disappears into the kitchen. It seems they are thinking of
moving the Choo-Choo to build a new police department. Not
putting it out of business, thank goodness, but they are
considering moving it. I hope this does not happen because
I'm not one to favor change, and I can’t help but feel that
if the restaurant is moved, it will suffer loss of business
which will eventually lead to its demise. I don’t understand
why the proposal involves moving the entire building; from
what I remember it is a very small crowded space, and the
magic is in the train serving your food, not in the building
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itself. Since 1951, this little diner has been there, and
many generations have enjoyed it. I think it would be a shame
to move it as it would lose at least a little bit of its
nostalgia for some people if it were in a different location.
Leave it there in its tiny building. Let people stand in
lines that often run out the door in order to get a counter
seat where the train runs as they’ve done for decades. People
are more likely to return with their children and later on,
their grandchildren if it’s left exactly the way they remember
it.

My husband and I had very different upbringings; his was a
life of “privilege”, getting every material item he could ever
want, although his parents were never home. Mine was the
opposite, a loving family always together although we had to
stretch the already tight budget just to be able to afford
such luxuries as an occasional happy meal from McDonalds. But
we are both products of Chicagoland, therefore we share the
memories of the Sox tickets perfect attendance prize (not that
my husband ever won any; this is no surprise if you know
anything about his school years), being at the Bozo show
tapings, and our visits to the Choo-Choo restaurant. My kids
have been to the restaurant also, and I hope it’s still there
for them to visit with my grandchildren someday.



