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
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
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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:
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