
Zoo Snoozin’ – Part 2 – And
Then Some
Bright and early at 7am last Friday at the Toledo Zoo, we were
gently  awakened  by  one  of  our  guides  (or  not-so-gently
awakened at 5am by the screaming parrots if you were in the
Michigan  group  sleeping  in  Nature’s  Neighborhood)  after
hitting the pillows at 1am just hours earlier.  No problem,
what better motivation could I have to get out of bed than
already being IN the zoo?  We got dressed and packed up our
gear and headed to the Carnivore Cafe for a generous breakfast
of  bagels,  cereal,  yogurt,  applesauce,  juice,  and  coffee
(thank goodness for that, and I chugged two cups for fuel). 
Oh yeah, if you’re not a regular reader and  happened upon
this post unintentionally, then you probably don’t know that
I’m talking about the Zoo Snooze my daughters and I went to
last week –  see installment one here.

After breakfast, we headed over to the gorilla exhibit, but we
got stopped halfway there because there was mis-communication
– we were supposed to be at the primate exhibit instead.  So
we did an about-face, and headed over to the primates to watch
them play with our tubes we had made the night before.  THEN
we headed over to the gorilla exhibit, and we had to take the
long way since they were re-doing the sidewalk between the
primate and gorilla exhibits.  For those of you who aren’t
familiar with the Toledo Zoo, there is A LOT of walking.  Not
as  much  walking  between  exhibits  as  other  zoos,  such  as
Brookfield Zoo near Chicago, but still a lot of walking.  As
frequent  visitors  to  the  Toledo  Zoo,  we’ve  found  ways  of
cutting down the mileage, especially when pushing the double
stroller.  But on the second day of the Zoo Snooze, we were
all over the place.  And I loved it.  It was a nice day.  My
kids were tired, but I was rarin’ to go, so I didn’t even mind
any of the detours.  So  we watched the gorillas play and
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tussle over their enrichment treats, and we listened to the
gorilla keeper tell us about their personalities.  The gorilla
troupe of Toledo holds a special place in my heart – their
silverback  (male  gorilla  leader)  Kwisha,  was  born  at
Brookfield Zoo in 1988 – right about the time when I was a
frequent visitor there as a child.  I remember ogling the
gorillas and especially the babies in the (then) new Tropic
World exhibit, and it’s quite probable that I admired Kwisha
(who  is  the  youngest  and  last  son  of  Samson,  a  famous
Brookfield silverback) way back when he was a gorilla tot.

After the gorillas, we had to walk across the zoo to the
elephant  exhibit  (the  long  way,  remember,  because  of  the
construction)  to  watch  Louie  play  with   our  enrichment
treats.  Louie is the zoo’s baby elephant – well, not so much
anymore…  he was celebrating his 7th birthday last week when
we were there.  I have a video of Louie popping our treat bags
into his mouth – whole thing, bag and all without even opening
it – but I put that in my previous post, so refer to the link
above if you’d like to see it.  And then it was time for the
Zoo Snooze to end, and the gates to open and let the real
visitors come into  the zoo.

So we hiked back to the car, and we got many a strange look
from regular zoo-goers who were wondering why we were carrying
sleeping bags and backpacks and pillows.  We stashed our stuff
and spent some time in the gift shop, which is not normally
something I do on zoo trips, but it was a nice change of
pace.  Besides, I was missing my little ones so much, and I
had that zoo membership card burning a hole in my pocket – I
just  had  to  buy  them  something.   At  this  point,  it  was
starting  to  get  rather  warm  outside,  and  my  kids  were
exhausted.  The rest of the group was going quite well, but my
kids kept asking if we had to go back into the zoo.  Keep in
mind that we come often, so they were old hats at the zoo who
were extremely tired.  I patiently explained that we were
going to do whatever the people who we were riding with were



going to do, and that was that.  As it was though, everyone
was exhausted and the people we rode with seemed to be asking
us for permission to not go back into the zoo.  FINE with us! 
I explained – not because I had had enough of the zoo – that
would never happen, no matter how little sleep I’d had…  but I
wanted to  be on their schedule, plus I had the potential for
two very tired and crabby kids on my hands AND a trip to
Illinois scheduled for the next day.  We ended up staying on
the side of the zoo where our car was parked (Toledo Zoo
straddles the Anthony Wayne Trail – a major thoroughfare, and
the zoo has a walkway above it.  But it requires a lot of
walking to get from side to side, and most of the exhibits are
located on the opposite side of the parking lot), so stayed on
the one side and still got to see the Polar Bears, Wolves (who
were passed out because of the heat), giraffes, and zebras. 
And then it was time to go.

During the entire Zoo Snooze, I had planned on  napping the
whole  way  home,  but  I  found  myself  having  an  intriguing
conversation with our drivers instead.  We arrived home about
5pm, and I unpacked and then I re-packed for the trip to
Illinois the next day and made up some lost time with my
little ones.  By the end of the night, I was seeing things and
not making much sense because I was so tired, but it was well
worth it!

We awoke bright and early Saturday morning and left at 8am
headed for Chicago, and wouldn’t you know it – a traffic
snarl.  It was too early for the kids to nap, and they were
awesome in the car – at least until  we hit stop and go
traffic just outside the Loop.  An hour and 4 miles later
(yes, you read that right – it took us an hour to go four
miles!), we discovered the reason for our delay –  a bridge
had begun to crumble, so  they had to close down 2 lanes to
repair it, which left all the traffic to merge into ONE lane. 
Ah, Chicago traffic, don’t you love it?  NOT!!!

The kids were pretty great during all of this, as was I for



running on fumes – I think I was still high off my Zoo
Snooze.  They did start to lose it a little, but luckily I had
some powdered donuts packed, so between those and the Veggie
Tales dvds I put into the car’s player, we managed to not kill
each other.  We arrived at my mother-in-law’s house 55 minutes
late, even after Jill the GPS had predicted us getting there
an hour early all morning.  This would have been fine, except
that my mother-in-law had previous plans, so we got to see her
for a whopping 15-minute-hi-goodbye-here’s-this-here’s-that-I-
love-you-hug-kiss-goodbye  session  while  my  husband’s  sister
and  brother-in-law  managed  to  avoid  us  completely…   long
story, there’s bad blood there, but I thought we were over it
by now.  Guess not.  Whatever.  We moved on to a local Chicago
beef place (NOTE to non-Chicagoans – just because you call it
Chicago Beef, a French Dip IS NOT CHICAGO BEEF no matter how
hard you try!!)  where we shared great food and even better
conversation with a friend from way back, Derek – SO glad he
called us and that the traffic jam didn’t ruin this part of
our trip!

Our next stop was my Grandpa’s nursing home, and that was
awesome.   It’s  pretty  much  on  the  way  from  my  husband’s
family’s house to my family’s house, and I wouldn’t dream of
going to Illinois without seeing him, especially since my
grandparents do not travel and have never been to our home in
Ohio.  Going to Hellinois Illinois is the only way I can see
them and so every time I’m in the area, I make sure to stop by
and let our kids have a  visit with their great-grandparents. 
My little boy, who will be 2 in July, had a special buddy in
my grandmother; it was really sweet, and I don’t even know
why.  But we were there for over an hour, and the whole time,
he kept saying “Grandma!  Grandma!”  making sure that she was
doing everything right along side him.  My grandpa made me a
bet – will the Chicago Cubs (my team – he is a St. Louis
Cardinals fan) or the Chicago Bears (a football team, also a
favorite of his and my husband’s, for that matter) win their
respective championship first –  World Series or Superbowl? 



Stay tuned to find out…  �

Next  it  was  on  to  my  sister’s  house,  where  there  was  a
birthday party for my nephews who both have April birthdays -
they turned 2 and 7 this year.  It was a great party; a
wonderful chance to see family; immediate and also my sister’s
in-laws  who  are  very  nice  and  interesting  people  to  chat
with.  My sister’s nephew is my oldest daughter’s age (10),
and he has been interested in the weather since he was about 3
years old.  His hero is Tom Skilling, a local Chicago WGN
weatherman,  one  whom  I’ve  always  liked  also.   Tom  always
teaches about the weather and its systems and patterns rather
than just simply forecasting it.  But anyway, my sister’s
nephew has his own weekly weather newsletter that  he writes
and  send  electronically  himself,  so  I  put  myself  on  his
mailing list.  When I got the newsletter this week, I was
impressed – just as I was when talking to the little guy and
being dwarfed by his weather knowledge.  As is usual, my kids
had such a wonderful time with their cousins that they hid
when it was time to leave, and we had to dig them out, this
time out from under my sister’s bed.  I’m done with being
embarrassed about this; especially since my sister dug up some
memories of us hiding from our parents while playing with our
cousins!  I don’t remember this, but I’ll take her word for
it…

Anyway, time got away from us, and we left my sister’s house
at 9pm –  which was 10pm Ohio time.  Arrived home at 2:30 in
the morning and had two crazy dogs and some kids to  put to
bed,  and  we  begrudgingly  gave  up  our  church  dreams  for
Sunday.  But lo and behold,  we were all up and ready for
church on Sunday, so we went, and almost one busy week later,
I’m still catching up on sleep as I write this, no surprise
there.  But thanks for reading my rambling, and may this
Mother’s Day find you blessed, happy, and healthy – hope you
have a good one!!



Presidential In-Laws
In-laws have a bad stigma in our country, to say the least. 
From sayings like, “You can choose your friends, but you can’t
choose your relatives” or “When you marry your spouse, you’re
marrying her whole family” to classic TV shows which depict
the dreaded mother-in-law as a horrible threat or consequence
for a character’s bad behavior (The Honeymooner’s, Bewitched,
The Flintstones, to name just a few), in-laws definitely have
a bad rap.  Scenes from these shows flooded my brain recently
when I read the following article on cnn.com – seems even the
leaders of the free world have had problematic situations with
their mothers-in-law.  The reason the article was published is
because  apparently  Barrack  Obama’s  mother-in-law,  wife
Michelle’s mother Marian Robinson, might move with the new
first family to Washington.  So will Mr. Obama’s situation be
comparative to poor Harry Truman, whose mother-in-law refused
to call him anything but Mr. Truman?  Or will it be more like
Dwight Eisenhower, who got along famously with his mother-in
law – in a good way?  In recognition of Inauguration Day, read
the following article for some interesting historical lessons
about the complex familial relationships formed as a result of
the union of two people:

From cnn.com, by David Holzel
(Mental Floss) — President-Elect Obama’s mother-in-law will be
moving  to  Washington  with  the  first  family,  at  least
temporarily,  his  transition  team  has  confirmed.  Marian
Robinson will be the latest in a line of presidential in-laws
who,  for  good  or  ill,  lived  under  the  same  roof  as  the
president.
President  Dwight  Eisenhower  and  his  mother-in-law,  Elivera
Doud, pose for pictures with some of the grandchildren.
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President  Dwight  Eisenhower  and  his  mother-in-law,  Elivera
Doud, pose for pictures with some of the grandchildren.

Here  are  four  stories  that  confirm  the  old  truism:  While
America can choose its president, the president can’t choose
his in-laws.

1. Ulysses S. Grant and ‘The Colonel’

You would think that the Civil War was settled at Appomattox,
and no question of its outcome would have been raised in the
White House of Ulysses S. Grant, who, after all, was the
general who won the war.

But you would be wrong, because living with Ulysses and Julia
Grant  was  the  president’s  father-in-law.  Colonel  Frederick
Dent  (his  rank  seems  to  have  been  self-selected)  was  an
unreconstructed  Confederate,  a  St.  Louis  businessman  and
slaveholder who, when his daughter Julia went to the Executive
Mansion early in 1869, decided to relocate there as well.

The Colonel didn’t hesitate to make himself at home. When his
daughter received guests, he sat in a chair just behind her,
offering anyone within earshot unsolicited advice. Political
and business figures alike got a dose of the Colonel’s mind as
they waited to meet with President Grant.

When the president’s father, Jesse Grant, came from Kentucky
on one of his regular visits to Washington, the White House
turned  into  a  Civil  War  reenactment.  According  to  “First
Families: The Impact of the White House on Their Lives”, by
Bonnie Angelo, Jesse Grant preferred to stay in a hotel rather
than sleep under the same roof as the Colonel.

And when the two old partisans found themselves unavoidably
sitting around the same table in the White House, they avoided
direct negotiations by using Julia and her young son, named
for  the  president’s  father,  as  intermediaries,  Betty  Boyd
Caroli writes in “First Ladies”: “In the presence of the elder



Grant, Frederick Dent would instruct Julia to ‘take better
care of that old gentleman [Jesse Grant]. He is feeble and
deaf as a post and yet you permit him to wander all over
Washington alone.’ And Grant replied [to his grandson and
namesake], ‘Did you hear him? I hope I shall not live to
become as old and infirm as your Grandfather Dent.'”

The  Colonel  remained  in  the  White  House  —  irascible  and
unrepentant — until his death, at age 88, in 1873.

2. Harry S Truman and the Mother-in-Law from Heck

Harry Truman and Bess Wallace met as children. He was a farm
boy; she was the well-heeled granddaughter of Independence,
Missouri’s Flour King. When they married in 1919, Truman was a
struggling  haberdasher,  and  Bess’s  mother,  Madge  Wallace,
thought Bess had made a colossal social faux pas. Until she
died in 1952, Madge Wallace never changed her mind about Harry
Truman. Her Bess had married way below her station.

Madge had plenty of opportunities to let her son-in-law know
it.  The  newlyweds  moved  into  the  Wallace  mansion  in
Independence, and the three lived together under the same roof
until the end of Madge’s life.

When Harry Truman was elected senator, “Mother Wallace,” as
Truman judiciously called her, moved with her daughter and
son-in-law  to  Washington.  In  the  family’s  apartment,  she
shared a bedroom with the Trumans’ daughter, Margaret. And
when Truman became president, she moved with them into the
White House, where she cast her cold eye on the new commander-
in-chief.

“Why  would  Harry  run  against  that  nice  Mr.  Dewey?”  she
wondered aloud, as Truman was fighting for his political life
in the 1948 presidential race, according to “First Mothers” by
Bonnie Angelo. And when Truman fired Gen. Douglas MacArthur
for insubordination, Mother Wallace was scandalized. “Imagine
a captain from the National Guard [Truman] telling off a West



Point general!”

In December 1952, shortly before Truman’s term ended, Madge
Wallace died, at age 90. For the 33 years they lived together,
she never called her son-in-law anything but “Mr. Truman” to
his face.

3. Dwight D. Eisenhower and the Mother-in-Law of the Year

If Truman’s story sounds like the set-up for a film noir, his
successor’s  relationship  with  his  mother-in-law  might  have
been a Technicolor musical.

Elivera Mathilda Carlson Doud, Mamie Eisenhower’s mother, was
“a witty woman with a tart tongue,” Time magazine wrote, and
Dwight Eisenhower thought she was a hoot. “She refuted every
mother-in-law  joke  ever  made,”  Time  wrote.  There  was  no
question that she would join her daughter and son-in-law in
the White House.

Ike called her “Min,” the name of a character in the Andy Gump
comic strip. Ike and Min “constituted a mutual admiration
society, and each took the other’s part whenever a family
disagreement would arise,” said Eisenhower’s son, John. The
New  York  Times  observed,  “The  president  frequently  looks
around him sharply, and inquires, ‘Where’s Min?'”

Widowed shortly before Eisenhower became president, Min spent
the winters in the White House and summers at her home in
Denver. It was while visiting his mother-in-law’s home that
Eisenhower suffered a heart attack in 1955. Two years later,
in failing health, Min returned permanently to Denver. She
died in 1960, at age 82.

4. Benjamin Harrison and the Reverend Doctor

Benjamin  Harrison’s  father-in-law,  John  Witherspoon  Scott,
bore a double title: “reverend doctor.”

Scott was born in Pennsylvania in 1800, did post-graduate work



at Yale and took a professorship in mathematics and science at
Miami University, in Ohio. He was also a Presbyterian minister
and an outspoken abolitionist. The reverend doctor was rumored
to have shielded runaway slaves in his home as a stop on the
Underground  Railroad.  Whatever  the  truth,  Miami  University
dismissed him for his anti-slavery beliefs.

He accepted a post at Farmer’s College, a prep school in
Cincinnati,  where  he  became  a  mentor  of  a  student  named
Benjamin  Harrison.  During  his  visits  to  the  Scott  home,
Harrison became friendly with the reverend doctor’s daughter,
Caroline.

Young Harrison spent so many evenings at the Scotts’ home that
he got the nickname “the pious moonlight dude,” according to
“The  Complete  Book  of  the  Presidents”  by  William  A.
DeGregorio.  He  and  Caroline  were  married  in  1853  at  the
bride’s house. The reverend doctor officiated.

John Witherspoon Scott later became a clerk in the pension
office of the interior department. He gave up the position
when Harrison was elected president in 1888. A widower since
1876, Scott moved into the White House with his daughter and
their family.

It was the president’s custom to lead the family in a half-
hour of Bible reading and prayer after breakfast, Anne Chieko
Moore  and  Hester  Anne  Hale  wrote  in  “Benjamin  Harrison:
Centennial  President.”  When  the  president  was  absent,  his
father-in-law took his place.

Caroline Harrison died in October 1892, two weeks before her
husband lost the presidential election. Her father died the
next month, at age 92. An obituary described John Witherspoon
Scott  as  “a  man  of  wonderful  physical  vigor,  tall,  broad
chested and well preserved mentally.”



Windy City White House
“Windy City White House” is more of a reference to our visit
to the Windy City rather than a blog post about the recent
election – it’s over and done with, and although I won’t talk
much about the outcome, I am happy to not have to hear about
it on the news anymore.  While in Illinois, my mother-in-law
kept talking about what huge news it is that Obama was elected
and how his pick for Chief-of-Staff, Rahm Emanuel is a fellow
Chicagoan – making it a ‘Windy City White House’.

But  back  to  our  family  –  it’s  my  blog,  after  all.   We
scheduled an early Christmas with our family in Illinois this
past weekend (the early Christmas theme is something that
seems popular with tangents.org bloggers), and overall, it was
great.  There are a few reasons we decided to do things this
way – 1) We’re sick of the hustle and bustle of opening our
presents  from  Santa  and  then  rushing  off  to  Illinois  on
Christmas Day  – add to that having the flu during this trip
twice and UGH.  Best to travel before flu season.  2) My
daughter was off school Friday for parent/teacher conferences
3) We wanted to beat the rush and other travelers.  Overall,
it was a really great decision, although the trip was last
minute, and so we did forget a few of the presents which we’ll
now have to send.  We left Ohio on Friday morning and after a
bit of traffic-sitting (of course), we got to my grandparents
house about 40 minutes past schedule.  But no matter, they’re
fully aware of the traffic problems plaguing their area.  We
were treated to a delicious lunch of my grandma’s sloppy joes
(love ’em), and the girls got to open presents.  My grandpa
gets tired really quickly, and so we didn’t stay too long
there, and then it was on to our hotel.  My husband uses
hotwire.com and got us a suite at the Sheraton for $49 – a
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nice price for the area.  When we pulled up to our hotel, we
were pleased to see it was the same hotel where we spent our
wedding night – that was a nice surprise.  My mom and my
sister brought her two boys over for some swimming, and we all
had  a  blast  even  though  their  indoor  pool  was  chilly.  
Luckily, I had thought to turn up our room’s thermostat so
when we got back to the room we didn’t freeze, although it was
quite crowded trying to get 10 hungry people changed out of
bathing suits and trying to order pizza at the same time.  It
was a suite, but it was probably the smallest suite I have
ever seen, and we had 6 little kids and 4 adults in there.  My
mother and sister wisely decided that they couldn’t wait for
the time it would take to get pizza, and they got something to
eat on the way home.  That was a good idea because my mom had
to get up early the next day and didn’t want to be out too
late.  They know their area well enough to realize that pizza
delivery on a Friday night would take over an hour – and they
were right.  My poor kids were starving and I had to raid my
diaper bag.  I found a little bag of oyster crackers and two
small  bags  of  peanuts,  so  I  divied  everything  up  3  ways
(Survivor-style) and it quieted them a little until the pizza
came.   Overall,  the  kids  were  kind  of  spastic  all  day,
especially my oldest for some reason…  My husband blames the
tension of the Chicagoland area, but then again, he hates it
as much as I do.  We love seeing family, just wish we could
visit them somewhere else!

Saturday  morning  we  were  up  bright  and  early  to  meet  my
mother-in-law  for  breakfast  at  Uptown  Cafe  in  Arlington
Heights – the place has the best eggs benedict in the nation. 
And I know this because way back when, before we had all these
kids, my husband and I used to travel constantly, and one of
the things we would look for was good hollandaise sauce.  We
never found any that came close to Uptown Cafe’s.  And the
owners remember us – we used to go there a lot when we lived
in the area; I was pregnant with my first daughter.  They are
surprised every time they see us because we usually have a new



baby or two.  After breakfast, we went back to my mother-in-
law’s house, and I felt badly for dropping in on my husband’s
sister and her family without any notice.  This is one of the
details that was overlooked in the last minute planning.  But
it was ok; I didn’t have my gifts for their 3 kids, so I’ll
have to send them.  But our kids had lots of fun playing
together, and it’s important to me that my kids know their
extended family, especially since a lot of hatchets have been
buried over the years on this side of the family.

Next, it was time to see our good friend, the author of the
sublife  blog  on  tangents.org.   It  was  great  to  see  him,
especially on his own turf, but he’s right in his blog – there
really wasn’t much time for chatting.  The kids wouldn’t have
allowed us to just sit and talk peacefully, and we wanted to
take them somewhere fun, so we went to an overflowing Chuck E.
Cheese.  After waiting in line to park, I realized that I
hadn’t seen our camera since I took a picture of the kids on
the luggage rack at the hotel that morning.  Sound familiar? 
Yes, I have terrible luck with digital cameras.  And worse,
this one was not mine – I had borrowed it from Jamiahsh for
the trip, so I was sick about losing it.  Luckily for me, it
turned up when we got home though – YAY!  I was especially
upset because I knew that I had put it in my diaper bag – I
really thought someone had taken it.  Pessimistic of me, you’d
think, except that we did have our tokens stolen from our
table at Chuck E. Cheese with my husband less than 5 feet
away.  Takes all kinds to steal game tokens from little kids,
doesn’t it….  at least they didn’t also steal my digital
camera.  We got lunch at a Vienna Beef hot dog place in
Arlington Heights called Jimmy’s – highly recommended you get
real Chicago-style beef sandwiches and ‘dogs if you’re in the
area – YUM!

The ride home was uneventful – the kids slept most of the way,
thank goodness.  We did manage to stop and get me my crave
case of White Castles, and so our car reeked of steamed onions



– thank goodness we weren’t pulled over or we may have gotten
a ticket for disturbing the peace.  Maybe I wouldn’t have
stopped if I’d known what White Castles would do to a 2-year-
old’s diaper.  I tried to deliver some to my friend Carol who
graciously pet sits for us, but for some reason, she neglected
to pick them up.  My husband says that not everyone likes
White Castles.  We picked up the slyders (as White Castles are
known) in Dolton, Illinois; not the best area, but it just off
the expressway so we made it unscathed.  Ironically, something
made me talk about Dolton just before the stop; I was telling
my husband how it’s gotten to be a really bad area and that I
knew a family that had left there in the ’80’s because it was
getting so bad, so imagine it now.  Then we saw a sign that
said “Dolton Bowl” right across the street from the White
Castle, and we laughed at the irony.  But overall, a nice
trip, especially considering the area where we had to take
it.  One positive thing I will say about the area is that they
have excellent food.

Three quarters of my kids on the luggage cart: 


