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  Help Us Keep This Guide Up to Date




  Every effort has been made by the author and editors to make this guide as accurate and useful as possible. However, many things can change after a guide is published—establishments close, phone numbers change, facilities come under new management, and so on.




  We would appreciate hearing from you concerning your experiences with this guide and how you feel it could be improved and kept up to date. While we may not be able to respond to all comments and suggestions, we’ll take them to heart, and we’ll also make certain to share them with the author. Please send your comments and suggestions to the following address:




  GPP




  Reader Response/Editorial Department




  P.O. Box 480




  Guilford, CT 06437




  Or you may e-mail us at:




  editorial@globepequot.com
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  Guilford, Connecticut




  

    The prices, rates, and hours listed in this guidebook were confirmed at press time. We recommend, however, that you call establishments to obtain current information before traveling.
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  To my children, Amy and Alex, who grew up in this weird and wacky state. May your travels take you near and far, but may you always come home to visit!
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  introduction




  What can you say about a state whose plant, the buckeye, is poisonous and not particularly attractive and whose wood has been described by its own state extension service as “light, soft, weak, and decays rapidly when exposed?” Or whose four seasons consist of Winter, Still Winter, Almost Winter, and Construction? Or if you’re on either coast and mention your home state, it usually evokes the reaction, “you’re from Ohio?” Not only is Ohio in the middle of flyover country, but we personify it!




  But if you’ve ever spent any time here you know that real buckeyes are these yummy peanut butter and chocolate concoctions and/or the champion Big Ten college football team. And that while we do keep road crews gainfully employed, Ohio has a ton of beautiful places and spaces that usually aren’t too crowded, so everyone can enjoy them. And Ohio has weird stuff. Lots of weird stuff. So much so that several books have been written on the topic, especially in recent years when folks seem to be looking for cheap and relatively safe thrills. Many of the sites and attractions that are open to the public charge minimal admission or request a small donation.




  So why this book? Well for one thing, there’s always something new and different coming down the pike. for example, in Plain City, Select Sires, the world’s largest artificial insemination service, just developed a “sexing technology” that determines with over 90 percent accuracy whether ’your baby will be a boy or a girl. If you’re a bovine, that is.




  In fact, the entire state seems to have a thing for cows. In 1926 Mau-dine Ormsby was elected Homecoming Queen at The Ohio State University (true Ohioans always preface any reference to OSU with “The”). One slight hitch, though; while Maudine was outstanding in her field and considered to be a star in her class, she also happened to be a Holstein. Then there was Texas Longhorn #215182, aka The Shadow. Born and bred at the Dickinson Cattle Ranch in Barnesville, weighing in at over a ton and with an amazing horn spread of 82 inches, his “shadow” was so large it might have been mistaken for a picnic shelter in daylight. Don’t bring a red tablecloth, however. Even one of Ohio’s premier cultural centers, the Dairy Barn in Athens, also pays homage to its milk-fed roots, although at one time it was also a mental institution.
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  Which brings up the next point: Ohio is a veritable font of strange facts and history, unusual avenues that this book explores. Take the Neil Armstrong Space Museum in Wapakoneta. Where else can you learn how the first astronauts went to the bathroom in space? (Answer: very carefully). Or the fact that Circleville has a Hitler Road, named after the family of the same name (no relation), although there was a dentist named Gay Hitler who passed away shortly after World War II. Or in addition to its world-famous collection of swallowed objects, the Allen County Museum in Lima has the dead stuffed animal stylings of one J. E. Grosjean (1892–1920), a normal-looking Lima businessman who loved to arrange them in various tableaux and put them in glass cases. And they say California has fruits and nuts!




  Ohioans are also great at manufacturing odd things, or items that we use every day but rarely think about. Many have quite a story behind them: the washboard factory in Logan, a popcorn maker and museum in Marion, swords in New London, baskets in Newark (including the World’s Largest Basket, which doubles as the company headquarters), shoelaces in Portsmouth, and doctors in Dayton. Doctors in Dayton? Made ya look: If you want to learn more, you’ll just have to buy a copy!
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  In this updated and expanded second edition, not only has a specific section on Cincinnati been added, but even more odd stuff has been unearthed: the Midwest’s own Stonehenge at the Temple of Tolerance in Wapakoneta, the self-explanatory World’s Largest Horseshoe Crab in Blanchester, Ernest Angley’s Cathedral Buffet in Cuyahoga falls where you can eat ’n pray, and many more. Each entry now has a ZIP code, making it easy to find via GPS or other navigation system. And weird stuff continues to proliferate and entertain, regardless of the economic climate. Indeed, some of the best things in life are free—or close to it, anyway.
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  Northeast




  The northeast corner of the state is a veritable mother lode of curiosities and in fact has the largest number in this book. It’s got quite an accumulation of Big Stuff, aka WLO (World’s Largest Objects), a distinction that is often the subject of heated debate among various states and even countries. (Wars have been started over less—just look at the Middle East.) Nevertheless, they grow ’em big around these parts: a giant cockroach at TNT Exterminating in Akron, a super-size rocking chair in Austinburg, and an Amish buggy in Berlin—and also in Berlin is Behalt, a religious cyclorama so immense and detailed that it just might make your head spin (hopefully not a la Linda Blair in The Exorcist).




  Speaking of religious representations, you’ll find a fifty-foot Madonna in Windsor and learn about the weeping one at a church in Barberton. At the opposite end—in so many senses of the word—is Hell Town, mostly a legend in its own mind, which has an “End of the World Road.” Perhaps this balances out the “Center of the World” in Warren. At least that’s what the Ohio Department of Transportation calls it, and how often has the government been wrong? (A question perhaps best left unanswered.)




  It gets pretty cold up here, so people spend lots of time thinking up unusual things to do. How else can you explain the Buzzard Homecoming in Hinckley that occurs on the Ides of March? People descend on the pancake breakfast like vultures . . . at least we hope it’s a pancake breakfast. Or the caterpillar races in Vermilion each autumn. Wow! It can’t get any more exciting than that . . . can it? Yet folks line up to see what the fuzzy fellers have to say about the coming winter.




  But if you’re really looking to stimulate both body and mind, the McKinley National Memorial and Museum can’t be beat. After climbing 108 steps to reach the massive dome-like structure, you can visit with the Prez and First Lady, both dead and alive (sort of). Not only are they buried there, but thanks to the miracle of animatronics, he and Ida will chat you up when you enter a ballroom-sized reproduction of their Victorian home. Of course it’s a one-sided conversation and they’re not at all interested in what you have to say, but still . . . The experience might even spawn a side trip to the Creegan Company in Steubenville. Since 1959 they’ve been supplying animated robots to Disney World, Sea World, and Hershey, Pennsylvania. They also perform Taximation—you guessed it—bringing taxidermy critters to “life.”




  And that’s just for starters. So much to see! So much to do!




  What’s Up, Dock?


  Akron





  It sits near the edge of an airfield at Lockheed Martin Tactical Defense Systems, a colossal gray-and-black behemoth bearing witness to an era when blimps were actually taken seriously and not eye candy bearing advertisements during nationally televised football games.




  At twenty-two stories high and two Washington Monuments long, the Goodyear Airdock/Goodyear Tire & Rubber Company’s Wingfoot Lake Airship Base (1210 Massillon Rd. 44315, 330-796-2800) is the world’s largest building without interior supports and even has its own climate, occasionally creating a lightning system or fog. Once, after a heavy snow, a mini-avalanche from the rounded roof flattened a nearby security office. Goodyear built the hangar in 1929 to construct blimps—more than 239 airships from 1917 to 1995—and now it’s used to manufacture aerospace products.




  But the bummer is you need security clearance to get inside. So you’ll be missing the cutting-edge stuff they’re doing in there, such as developing a High Altitude Airship (HAA) military blimp and the related Integrated Security and Identification System (ISIS), which provides powerful surveillance, staying aloft at sixty-five thousand feet for up to a month. you are also denied access to the University of Akron’s Lighter-Than-Air Society collection of documents and photographs, plus the corporate archives of the Goodyear Tire & Rubber Company.




  If that doesn’t float your dirigible, consider the fact that in May 2006 it was the site of a cool-looking explosion. Smoke and flames erupted from the hangar, and between fifteen and twenty Akron fire companies rushed to the scene. fortunately, no one was hurt and most of the damage was to the exterior. But it makes you wonder what really goes on in there.




  Twelve Steps to Freedom


  Akron





  To paraphrase that other reformed sinner, Martha Stewart, “it’s a good thing” that Dr. Bob Smith’s home, the birthplace of Alcoholics Anonymous (855 Ardmore Ave. 44309, 330-864-1935,), is now in the hands of members of AA. Unlike the previous owners, who lined up whiskey bottles on the front porch to mock passersby who wanted to pay their respects, it is now treated with the loving care it deserves.




  The story—which has taken on the patina of a legend—goes something like this: In 1935 stockbroker Bill Wilson went to Akron to engineer a takeover of a local company. The proxy fight failed, and Wilson was left with $10 in his pocket, unable to return to his home in Vermont (hey, during the Depression, everybody had lousy credit). Teetering toward a relapse, Wilson phoned local ministers to ask if they knew of any reformed alcoholics who could help him through his tough time. Meanwhile, an organization known as the Oxford Group had been praying for the recovery of Dr. Robert Smith from that very same disease. Wilson was introduced to Smith, and it was like the Reese’s Cup all over again. Smith’s last drink is said to have been June 10, 1935, the date of AA’s founding.




  Today AA’s membership is estimated at one hundred thousand–plus groups, with more than two million members in 150 countries. Visitors to the humble abode will climb up twelve steps—an intentional change when the home was refurbished after its purchase in the mid-1980s—to the smell of strong coffee, a staple at all AA meetings. Many of the furnishings are original and authentically shabby, and along with photos of Bill W., Dr. Bob, and Bob’s wife, Annie, you’ll see the first copies of The Big Book, which is basically the AA bible. According to the tour guide, upon entering the bedroom of Dr. Bob, some visitors fall to the floor sobbing in gratitude. Along with serving as a halfway house, it was also the site of meetings where the principles of AA were pounded out.




  [image: It’s no coincidence that there are twelve steps in front of Dr. Bob’s.]
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  Nonalcoholics may have difficulty grasping the need to hide empty bottles in various odd places, or the fact that Dr. Bob’s family pretended they didn’t know he was drinking when at one point his life was a nonstop bender. But anyone who’s ever had a major hangover may find Dr. Bob’s story testimony to the fact that the “hair of the dog” isn’t the cure.




  True Grits


  Akron





  Ever wonder what it would be like to sleep in a Quaker Oatmeal box? Even if the thought never crossed your mind, you can experience the next best thing at the Quaker Square Inn at the University of Akron (135 South Broadway 44325, 330-253-5970, www.quakersquare.com). Constructed from a cluster of thirty-six silos originally built by Quaker Oats in 1932, the complex once housed 1.5 million bushels of grain. Each silo is 120 feet tall, and all the rooms are perfectly round, measuring twenty-four feet in diameter (unless you get a suite, which while also round, consists of one thousand square feet). Along with being almost soundproof, they’re luxuriously appointed, as is the lobby with its striking combination of modern art and company memorabilia, including some original milling equipment.




  What eventually became the Quaker Oats Company was the brainchild of one ferdinand Schumacher (1822–1908). Since he used to grind oats and sell the meal as breakfast food in Germany, he figured he could do the same thing in Akron and the rest of America. By 1856 he bought an old wooden factory building along the canal, installed machinery, and was soon up to twenty barrels of oats a day. Despite fires, war, and economic setbacks, the company persevered, joining with other firms to form the American Cereal Company in the late 1800s. American Cereal went on to become the major component of Quaker Oats, which remained in what is now the hotel until 1970, when the company moved to Chicago.




  The property has seen several incarnations and changes in management. When it opened in 1975, it was privately owned, and later became a Hilton; presently it is under the aegis of the University of Akron, with floors four to nine being used as a residence for college students. The historic Trackside Grille, where you can dine in a circa 1880 Coleman railroad car, is usually only open when the college is in session.




  So if you can get past the occasional partying students who get off at the wrong floor, wandering in circles looking for their room, there is a complimentary breakfast. And they do serve Quaker Oatmeal.




  Rubber World


  Akron





  In 1898 thirty-eight-year-old frank Seiberling borrowed money from his brother-in-law for a down payment on a factory, with plans to process raw materials like cotton and rubber into durable goods. Never mind that the raw materials had to be transferred halfway around the world to landlocked Akron, and the process of vulcanization (apologies, Mr. Spock)—the curing of rubber invented by the company’s namesake, Charles Goodyear—had resulted in Goodyear dying penniless some thirty years earlier. (His heirs did quite well with royalties, however.)




  Yet somehow, it worked. Bicycles and “horseless carriages” were all the rage during the turn of the last century. And in no time at all, it seemed, “Goodyear pedaled its way toward becoming the world’s largest tire company, a title it earned in 1916 when it adopted the slogan ‘More people ride on Goodyear tires than on any other kind,’” according to the corporate website, www.goodyear.com. Today, with more than 80,000 associates, Goodyear rolls out sales in excess of $18 billion and is still the world’s largest tire company. Live long and prosper.




  Bounce over to the Goodyear World of Rubber (1144 East Market St. 44316, 330-796-7117) and experience this history firsthand—well, almost. Located on the fourth floor of the company headquarters, this slightly outdated museum starts with a rubber “forest” and a detailed discussion on harvesting rubber, including flow charts showing how synthetic rubber is made, as well as radial tires. One might be surprised to learn that although tires do not grow on trees, rubber actually comes from them. Other displays revolve around topics such as the history of the interstate trucking industry and a discussion of the glory years of blimps, which peaked in the 1930s with elaborate and luxurious airships.




  Looking for a spare? There’s a moon tire left over from the Apollo mission, giant tires created for Admiral Byrd’s 1940 Antarctic snowmo-bile, and—drum roll, please—the three hundred millionth tire made by the company, manufactured on August 9, 1939. Darned if it doesn’t look like every other tire.




  And if that’s not enough, there are more self-guided tours, accompanied by faded videos with warbled soundtracks. Thus educated, you can turn on your heel and take a spin over to the Stan Hywet mansion in nearby Canton (see this chapter’s “Life in the Big House” entry) and vicariously experience the real fruits of the Seiberling family tree. Who wouldn’t love rubber, after that?




  Roachzilla


  Akron





  If not for the giant, 15-foot cockroach on the side of its building, TNT Exterminating (92 North Main St. 44308, 866-535-6411, www.tntexterminating.com) would be just another pest control company. It also expels any doubts about what a cockroach actually looks like. It’s the thing that you’ve been telling yourself was a water bug that you found in the kitchen pantry the other day.




  In business since 1936, this family-run enterprise is currently owned by Michael Grace, a third-generation pest control specialist. you might say extermination runs in their blood, a scary thought if there ever was one.




  The oversize cockroach was his brainchild—sort of. “I was visiting a college roommate in Rhode Island, and I saw he had a giant termite on the roof of his company,” Grace recalls. “I thought, well, we could do something, too.”




  So in 1996 the TNT roach made its (his?) debut, but today looks a bit worse for wear. “It definitely needs a paint job,” remarked an employee who requested anonymity. “One year we dressed it up for Halloween, put a cape on it and everything.” Who says people who kill bugs for a living aren’t creative?




  [image: Better on the side of an exterminating company than in a hotel]
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  If you stop in during business hours, there’s a wide selection of sprays and other deterrents to rid yourself of creepy crawlies common to northeastern Ohio—carpenter ants, bees, wasps, fleas, ticks, millipedes, spiders, earwigs, and, of course, roaches. Plus they offer large and small rat and mouse traps, and as a bonus have several tableaux depicting bugs and other pests so you can recognize them in their natural habitat. fortunately most are fakes as well, though one certainly hopes that the giant cockroach is a gag, rather than a harbinger of possible mutations that might occur from spraying all this stuff into the ozone layer.




  Dead-End Downtown


  Alliance





  A lot of cities may need to revitalize their downtowns, but at least their streets allow you to head for brighter lights and bigger cities. Not Alliance. Its Main Street consists of two dead-ends, stopping at Sawburg Avenue on one side and Webb Avenue on the other. But people obviously have figured a way out, because Alliance has restaurants, shops, and attractions, just like any other small community.




  But still . . . why? According to the website for the town historical society, www.alliancehistory.org, “Two major railroad lines intersected in Alliance. . . . The fact is that when Main Street was platted, it brought people to the train station which was the heart of the city’s transportation hub.” So they didn’t really need to go anywhere, except to the railroad, right? Well, that’s as good an explanation as any.




  Once you circumvent the navigational confusion, there are a couple of things to do in the town, which was formed in 1850 in an alliance (get it?) of the villages of Williamsport, Liberty, and freedom. There’s the turn-of-the-last-century Glamorgan Castle (200 Glamorgan St. 44601, 330-821-2100), which is decorated in a mishmash of styles including Italian Renaissance, french Empire, Louis XV, Elizabethan, and Japanese and has bowling alleys, a billiard room, and a large swimming pool in the basement. you can also check out the Italianate architecture of the 1867 Mabel Hartzell Historical Home (840 North Park Ave. 44601, 330-823-1677). Considered a showplace in the late 1800s, it has an extremely long front porch and, according to Alliance’s Rodman Library website (www.rodmanlibrary.com), contains “an unusual desk made in 1875, an old time parlor organ, an ember pot which was used to carry hot coals from one fireplace to start a fire in another, kitchen utensils, china, furniture, clothing, pictures, the red and brown hand crocheted coat and plaid dress Mabel wore the day she arrived to live in the house, and a letter written by Abraham Lincoln.”




  OK, so maybe Alliance isn’t the most exciting place in the world. But at least leaving might be a challenge.




  Rock On!


  Austinburg





  This is one rocker that’s too big for the britches of even Meat Loaf at his heftiest or the hip-hop group the fat Boys. Built sometime during the 1960s or ’70s—no one’s exactly sure when—allegedly by a retired carpenter who’s never home but whose answering machine implies that he and the wife are spending porch time with the grandkids, it now stands, immovable, next to its smaller brethren at the Country Cousins store (1933 Rte. 45, 44110, 440-275-1266), which sells mostly Amish-crafted wood products. At one time the twenty-five-foot rocking chair served as advertising for a local furniture company, and according to the manager of Country Cousins, was in Guinness World Records as—drum roll—the “World’s Largest.”




  [image: Cheaper than shelling out hundreds of dollars to see “old rockers” like Mick Jagger.]




  Cheaper than shelling out hundreds of dollars to see “old rockers” like Mick Jagger.




  Or maybe not . . . Other places might say the folks in Austinburg are off their rockers, so to speak. The title of World’s Largest Chair has been hotly contested, with several cities building bigger and better Duncan Phyfe, Mission, Ladderback, and Heywood-Wakefield styles, among others. A thirty-one-foot behemoth has been sighted in Anniston, Alabama, and there’s yet another claim to the title in a seat of undefined height at Long’s Consignment furniture Store in Amity, Indiana (it’s the one next to the chest of drawers that’s several stories tall). A fifty-five-foot-high chair was completed on June 2, 2002, in Amboy, Illinois, with a reputed sixty-footer in Manzano, Italy, being catalogued in 2005.




  Well, how about the World’s Largest Boston Rocking Chair? Maybe. But does it really matter? It’s huge, it’s been around for decades, it’s vastly entertaining, and unlike two-legged rockers, it doesn’t charge an exorbitant admission. In fact, it’s free!




  The Bridges of Ashtabula County


  Austinburg and Environs





  Truss us: There’s something very romantic about covered bridges. Just ask Robert James Waller. He’s still out there somewhere, counting the money he made from his book and the movie The Bridges of Madison County.




  Ohio has several covered bridges, in particular Ashtabula County, which boasts seventeen original, restored, and replicated from the nineteenth century. Every year during the second week in October, the county hosts a Covered Bridge festival (440-576-3769, www.coveredbridgefestival.org), with information on guided or self-driving tours available year-round.
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  Basically, the Ashtabula bridges consist of four types: Howe truss, Pratt truss, Town lattice truss, and inverted Haupt truss. According to the engineering textbook Structural Analysis (fourth edition), “A truss consists of a group of ties and struts so designed and connected that they form a structure which acts as a large beam. The members usually form one or more triangles in a single plane and are so arranged that the external loads are applied at the joints and theoretically cause only axial tension or axial compression in the members. The members are assumed to be connected at their joints with frictionless hinges or pins, which allow the members freedom to rotate slightly.”




  OK, so you can truss them to hold up the bridges in different ways and make them look attractive, further enhanced by the fact that many are in picturesque rural places. And, to be perfectly honest, some of the bridges are kind of new, such as the one at Necher Road, a 100-footer funded by an Ohio Department of Transportation (ODOT) grant and opened in 1999. Still, there are plenty of oldies but still usable goodies, like the Mechanicsville Road Bridge, at 156 feet, the longest single-span in the county, built in 1867 and recently renovated and opened to traffic (including to the biker bar across the way), and, built a year later, the Harpersfield Bridge, a 228-foot two-spanner, the longest covered bridge in Ohio. It crosses the Grand River, adding the nail-biting tension of a possible collapse. (Not likely. Although it was partially washed away in 1913, it has since been reinforced and renovated).




  And then there’s the newest entry over the not-very-troubled waters of the Ashtabula River, the aptly named Smolen “Gulf” Bridge. Located on State Road, rising seventy-five feet above the scenic Indian Trails Park, this whopping 613-footer is the largest covered bridge in the USA. It opened in October 2008, just in time for the 25th anniversary of the festival. So there, Robert James Waller.




  The Big Picture


  Berlin





  In 1944 seventeen-year-old Heinz Gaugel was drafted into Hitler’s army. After only a few weeks of training, he was sent to the Western front as part of a unit to be “sacrificed” in a fake attack to draw fire away from the main troops. Nearly all of his unit perished, and Heinz himself, in addition to being shot in the head and chest, spent time in a U.S. prison camp in france. Not surprisingly, he became a pacifist, and unlike der führer, eventually gained renown as an artist.




  Mennonite peoples from their Anabaptist beginnings in Switzerland in 1525 to pretty What Heinz Gaugel is known for in Amish country is Behalt (5798 County Rd. 77, 44610, 330-893-3192, www.behalt.com), a 10-by-265-foot cyclorama illustrating the heritage of the Amish and much the present day. Referred to as the “Sistine Chapel of the Amish and Mennonites,” it is one of only four cycloramas in North America, and probably the only one of this size painted by a single individual.




  But like many artists with a vision, Gaugel was thought to be kind of nuts at first. In 1972 he relocated to Holmes County from Canada, because he found kindred souls among the gentle people who spoke his native tongue of German. When they complained about the incessant picture-taking and questions from curiosity-seeking tourists, he decided to help in a unique way, and in 1978 began what became a fourteen-year project that was moved several times and held hostage in lieu of various expenses incurred during its creation. Eventually, in 1988, the partially completed painting found a home at what’s now known as the Amish & Mennonite Heritage Center. Gaugel finished it there four years later.




  It takes about forty-five minutes to make the circuit, which is broken by detailed storytelling by friendly guides. The renderings are far from sophisticated, as Gaugel was mostly self-taught. But no matter what your religious orientation, the story is compelling and hits close to its meaning of behalt, which is “to keep, hold, or remember.” And it also rings true—in more ways than one—with the many Amish and Mennonites who take their youngsters there to learn about their history.




  Along with a gift shop that has books on the religions and local crafts, the center has a pre–Civil War schoolhouse and a barn with a Conestoga wagon. you can even “round out” your Amish/Mennonite experience by viewing a display of Amish clothes and trying on a cap (women) or straw hat (men).




  The Amish Hummer


  Berlin





  This is a great place to get hammered—or more accurately, to watch things being hammered, or to do your own hammering if you like.




  For more than eighty years, Wendell August (7007 County Rd. 672, 44610, 866-354-5192, www.wendellaugust.com) has been hand-forging works of art—including commemorative plates, bowls, trays, and ornaments—out of pewter, aluminum, bronze, and silver.
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  The perfect vehicle for the Amish midlife crisis




  Along with having a huge outlet for their stuff in Berlin, there’s a hand-hammered-aluminum museum (try saying that three times really fast after a couple of margaritas), as well as actual craftsmen doing their thing the way it’s been done for centuries, although some of the machinery uses electricity, so maybe it isn’t quite the same. you can also “make your own” piece of metal art, but if you’re looking for that perfect gift to help forge a good relationship with the boss or in-laws, you might want to check out what’s for sale.




  However, Wendell August’s biggest attraction, both literally and figuratively, has nothing to do with metal, heavy or otherwise: it’s the World’s Largest Amish Buggy. Created by Amish carriage makers in nearby Winesburg, the massive ride is located toward the back of the huge building (you can’t miss it). At 1,200 pounds, 10 feet½ inch tall, 13 feet 9 inches long, and 7 feet 4 inches wide, it’s a doozy. Even the wheels are five feet tall, which may give the somewhat vertically challenged a bit of a complex. But it’s a favorite tourist attraction, and you can have your picture taken with it.




  Even Amish country has its excesses, though they’re pretty tame in comparison to the rest of society. And unlike its very distant cousin, the urban assault Hummer, this truly horseless carriage doesn’t guzzle gas or look ridiculous in well-to-do suburbs.




  Gussied Up Gun


  Brighton





  If you’re ever at the intersection of Routes 511 and 18 in Brighton (44851), don’t blink. you might miss the World War II cannon with whitewall tires, possibly the only one in the entire solar system (excluding Pluto).




  OK, so it’s not Magic Mountain or a Target superstore. But it’s pretty exciting stuff for rural Ohio, especially since it’s a mystery as to how the whitewall tires got there in the first place.




  “No one knows,” says Marilyn McClellan, the town’s informal historian. “A bunch of surplus cannons were donated to places like Brighton and Rochester [another small town] right after the war, to honor the veterans.” Like all the other cannons, this one had boring black rubber tires. Then one day, shortly after the cannon was installed in the town square, “they just appeared. No one ever fessed up.”
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  Whitewalls on a cannon . . . now let’s talk rims.




  CHERYL HINES




  But hey, it’s a good thing. “Lots of people call and ask questions about it, and it attracts attention when they drive through the town,” McClellan says. Whitewalls were hot in the 1950s and gave the gun a fashion makeover, albeit a slightly dated one today. A one-gun salute, if you will.




  Rhett’s Rebirth


  Cadiz





  In 1983, some twenty-three years after his death, a call from a Quincy, Illinois, radio station came into the post office in Cadiz. The question posed by the DJ was simple: “Do you know whose birthday it is today?”




  The postman, Pat frazier, had no idea the DJ was referring to native son Clark Gable . Even worse, the town was doing nothing to commemorate it! And no one could remember the exact house Clark was born in. The approximate area had been razed in the early 1960s, anyway. Who knew that the Gable legend would live on after the man had shed his mortal coil?




  But Cadiz had bigger problems. Not only was it facing a tremendous economic slump due to a downturn in demand for bituminous coal, its primary source of income, but unemployment was at an all-time high, resulting in loss of population and other social ills.




  Not unlike his alter ego, Rhett Butler, Mr. Gable—or at least his celebrity persona—waited in the wings to rescue Cadiz, at least as a tourist attraction. A few months after that embarrassing phone call, three enterprising local burghers got together and decided to form the Clark Gable foundation and erect a monument near the spot where he was born. The foundation held the first of many Clark Gable birthday celebrations on february 1, 1985, to help raise the tens of thousands of dollars needed to re-create the four-room, second-floor apartment where Clark spent the first few months of his life (138 Charleston St. 43907, 740-942-4989, www.clarkgablefoundation.com). They even got his son, John Clark Gable, to come all the way to tiny Cadiz and dedicate the new building in 1998.




  Today visitors can tour the birthplace and check out memorabilia such as a sled, mug, pajamas, kitchen utensils, and his pipe. Stills and films, donated by Turner Entertainment, are on display, and there’s even Gable’s 1954 Cadillac. Then it’s on to the gift shop to get your very own mementos and Gone with the Wind memorabilia.




  But for the ultimate Rhett rush, stay at the adjacent bed-and-breakfast. It’s decorated in the fashion of the Gable era, with unlimited books and movies featuring the “The King of Hollywood” himself. That way, you can say you slept with Clark Gable . . . sort of.
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    Hey, Jude




    Who says good things don’t come in small packages? The Shrine of St. Jude, aka St. Jude’s Church of Barberton (594 Fifth St. Northeast 44203, 330-753-1155), can only accommodate a handful of people, but visitors have experienced a smorgasbord of miracles that would be pretty amazing even in the Vatican, although it’s an Orthodox Catholic church, not a Roman one.




    The story goes something like this: On March 10, 1992, one Anthony “Tony” Fernwalt was cleaning the twenty-four-seater, a former barbershop nestled between a railroad and a factory. At that time the church was only about a decade old and struggling to stay afloat financially.




    Then Fernwalt came across a strange woman in the chapel. She was dressed in red, with stiff robes and an otherworldly glow, and she told him Jesus Christ was her son. Fernwalt, who had a police record and a history of mental illness, asked her in so many words to “hold that thought” while he got the priest, Father Roman Bernhard. By the time Father Roman arrived some twenty minutes later, the visitor had disappeared. What a surprise!




    But what was verifiable were the tears rolling down a twoby three-foot portrait of the Virgin Mary that hung near the altar and several statues. Father Roman and his parishioners examined the painting carefully, checking for trickery that might lurk beneath the plywood mounting of the inexpensive oil canvas. They found none and contacted the news media. Soon thousands were stopping by to see for themselves what the Akron Beacon Journal described as “two very narrow glistening streaks . . . extending from the inner portion of each eye to the . . . [picture’s] lower edge.” They also made tracks in the paint, ruining the Blessed Virgin’s makeup.




    Accounts of other wonders began to trickle in. Some reported rosaries that changed from silver to gold. Others experienced an overwhelming smell of roses, a scent often equated with spiritual encounters. One morning a group of people in the parking lot who stared at the sky long enough even claimed to see the sun vibrate and pulsate over the church. Okaaay . . .




    Another icon in the church wept during a procession, and there were claims of miracle cures, most notably from eighty-five-year-old Irma Sutton, whose gangrenous, ulcerated left leg was slated for amputation but miraculously cleared up after her niece took her to view the painting, even stumping (so to speak) her physicians.




    Still, there were detractors and doubters, who cited reasons ranging from condensation to freak atmospheric conditions. And Father Roman and Tony Fernwalt parted ways, after the latter refused to abide by the rules of the sanctuary. At some point the sheriff was called, and Fernwalt left the area.




    Although the icon has stopped weeping, visitors still stream in from time to time. And the shrine garnered enough donations to pave the parking lot and for other improvements, such as new carpeting. So if a leak was the cause, we’ll never know—and Mary isn’t talking.
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  Drive-By Museum


  Canton





  This place is sure to rev the engine of any gearhead, and then some. There’s the 1981 stainless-steel DeLorean driven by Johnny Carson, a gift from the namesake automaker, supposedly worth a cool half-mil. Carson was pulled over in it a few months later during his arrest for drunk driving and eventually sold the gull-winged beast. A flawlessly refurbished 1911 ford Model S includes a “mother-in-law seat” behind the front bench (sorry, no ejection button). Canton’s one and only 1937 Studebaker President police and riot-prevention car boasts bullet-resistant armor plating and one-plus-inch-thick window glass in addition to a closable tommy gun porthole.
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  Cool cars in an eclectic array




  This is only a soupçon of the more than forty-five rare and antique vehicles interspersed with thousands of pieces of eclectic memorabilia at the Canton Classic Car Museum (555 South Market St. 44702, 330-455-3603, www.cantonclassiccar.org). Rows and rows of long, lean, and luxurious Packards, Cadillacs, Pierce-Arrows, and more conjure up mental pictures of gangsters, movie stars, and rumble seats (just because it was the Depression didn’t mean they had to skimp on size, not unlike today). At the other end of the vehicular spectrum are the now-defunct Canton-manufactured King Midgets, one-passenger, single-cylinder gizmos that resemble early golf carts. In between you’ll find gleaming 1950s, 1960s, and 1970s classics, blasts from the past, such as the 1956 V-8 ford Thunderbird, similar to the one in American Graffiti.




  Established in 1978 by Marshall Belden Sr. in one of the country’s earliest ford dealerships, it is maintained by his widow, florence, and seemingly arranged in no particular chronological order, though certain models and years are grouped together. But don’t be surprised if you’re wandering through and are sidetracked by, say, an accumulation of vintage radios, millinery, or Burma Shave signs. Or historic photographs of Canton and business and manufacturing artifacts, along with an exhibit on Oriental culture. Or a funeral coach placed next to a headless black sylph topped by a lampshade.




  It’s whatever struck the Belden family fancy, and now by extension, yours.




  Real-Life Wonka


  Canton





  You can tell yourself that you’re taking the forty-five-minute tour of the Harry London chocolate factory (5353 Lauby Rd. 44720, 330-494-0833 or 800-321-0444, www.harrylondon.com) for educational purposes. But the truth is, you want to sample the goods.




  And who wouldn’t? The largest candy store in the Midwest has some five hundred varieties of freshly made treats, from peanut butter crispy joys to freshly “minted” edible $100 bills to chocolate-covered pretzels large and small. There are peanut butter buckeyes as well as all manner of bonbons, truffles, and caramels, and even a complete line of sugar-free candies, which are probably similar calorie-wise but won’t raise your insulin level through the roof. Even thinking about the place is mouthwatering.




  And they’ve been doing it for a while, at least since 1922 when steelworker Harry London decided to quit his job and turn full-time to chocolateering, a craft he learned from his father, Gilbert. Thus an enterprise traveled from the family kitchen to America’s waistlines.
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  So much candy, so little room in the waistband!




  Tours take place by appointment only (so you’ll need to call first), and you’ll experience the creating, molding, wrapping, packaging, and storing of various concoctions, depending upon what day it is. There’s also a Chocolate Hall of fame, consisting of plaques honoring various innovators. But who cares about that? Along with the aforementioned samples, those taking the tour get two bucks off any regularly priced order of $20. Sweet.




  Girl Power


  Canton





  Behind every POTUS (President of the United States), popular or otherwise, is a first Lady. The National first Ladies’ Library and Museum (331 South Market Ave. 44702, 330-452-0876, www.firstladies.org) is dedicated to celebrating this particular brand of spousal support. (That is, until such time when there is a first Man. Then they may have to change it to The National first Ladies—and One Man—Museum.) And it’s a sight to see, a well-tended, impeccably manicured complex with two exquisitely refurbished buildings: a former City National Bank built in 1895 and the Saxton McKinley House, a Victorian gingerbread concoction constructed in 1840 by the family of Ida Saxon McKinley, wife of William and the twenty-fifth first Lady (see this chapter’s “Dead President Talking” entry). It’s mostly a girl thing, so guys might want to head for the Canton Classic Car Museum or Pro football Hall of fame instead.




  Most tours start out in the library (known as the Education and Research Center), which consists of more than 12,500 books, photos, and slides of first Ladies. Also on display are their outfits—a partially restored frock worn by Martha Washington, as well as those belonging to Dolley Madison and lesser-knowns like Jane Pierce (wife of franklin, fourteenth POTUS). Rotating exhibits of original, reproduction, and miniature inaugural gowns and other dresses testify that these women were petite (though sometimes the fabric has to be bunched to avoid fraying seams). Hey, they didn’t have a whole lot of time to sit around, eat chocolates, and watch reality TV. Another highlight is the intimate rococo Victorian theater, where special programs are held.
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  The power behind the Oval Office at the National First Ladies’ Museum




  Then it’s on to the McKinley house, with its gleaming wood and flowery “first Lady” wallpaper and its parlor, office, and sitting room mostly restored with furnishings from Ida’s heyday, circa 1880–1900. you’ll find more pictures of the Ladies at work and play in the third-floor ballroom. Many of the photos are so candid, you might not initially recognize who they’re depicting. Or you may glimpse a side of them that you’ve never seen before, such as the formidable and usually intimidating Barbara Bush biking along the beach accompanied by her dog. Displays change frequently, so there’s always something new.




  The gift shop offers first Lady–themed china, ornaments, books, and chocolates wrapped in everyone from Louisa Adams to Jackie O. No matter what you think of their husbands, the candy tastes the same.




  King (or Queen) for a Night


  Canton





  Ahh, the good life. Not everyone can afford it, and not everyone wants to. But if you’re looking for a brief foray into the upper crust, try an overnight stay at the Glenmoor Country Club (4191 Glenmoor Rd. Northwest 44718, 330-966-3600, www.glenmoorcc.com). It’s all the privileges of membership and none of the Groucho Marx issues that come with belonging to a club that would actually invite you to join.




  Formerly the Brunnerdale Seminary, for decades an austere training ground for Catholic priests, the 167,000-square-foot Gothic-style clubhouse is now a year-round social, business, and activity center, with luxuriously appointed guest rooms and a 7,018-yard, par 72, championship Jack Nicklaus signature golf course. Also located on the verdant property, which is surrounded by an equally ritzy housing development, are three dining facilities, a spa, tennis courts, and an Olympic-style swimming pool. Talk about doing a 360 . . .
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  A “fore”-star place to stay and play




  The building is so large that those staying in the hotel must walk down several hallways to reach the clubhouse. Restaurant choices include the Black Heath Grille—an exclusive setting with correspondingly pricey steaks, chops, and seafood, among other gourmet offerings—and the more informal Scot’s Grille (but still with an e), which overlooks the golf course. Or mingle with the old, nouveaux, and wannabe riches at the Loch Bar, with its eighty-inch flat-screen TV. No one will know, or care, what your credit score is as long as you look the part—and can pay the bill.




  Filling a Vacuum


  Canton





  The tour guides at the Hoover Historical Center in North Canton (1875 East Maple St. 44720, 330-499-0287) are probably tired of hearing about how their museum sucks. And Roomba jokes aren’t appreciated either, especially since Hoover doesn’t manufacture them.




  Still, the hundred-plus vacuum cleaners found in various rooms throughout the small house make for an impressive lineup and illustrate the, um, sweeping changes that have occurred throughout the last century or so. In one corner is the very first Hoover, the 1907 Model “O” invented by Murray Spangler, a janitor who drummed up support for his contraption by enlisting the help of his cousin’s husband, William “Boss” Hoover, the prosperous owner of a horse collar, saddle, and leather-goods factory. Spangler died a few years later, but did manage to pull in some royalties.




  Before Spangler came along, the quest for the perfect, practical vacuum cleaner created a virtual whirlwind of activity. Between 1850 and 1900 some 250 different types of sweepers were made, none of which worked very well, though an early Bissell manual sweeper on display is basically unchanged from what’s available today. After Spangler and Hoover teamed up, the latter placed a small ad in the Saturday Evening Post offering a free ten-day home trial of the cleaner and was swept off his feet with requests. By 1920 Hoover’s company had shut down its leather business and was producing 275,000 cleaners annually.
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    Main Street, USA




    Before interstates, the only way you could get from the East Coast to the West was through a series of gravel roads, mud paths and then perhaps . . . nothing. There were no signs and no maps to follow. So it was the train or else, because by the time the automobile came around, pioneer wagons were pretty much passé.




    Enter Carl Fisher, an Indiana entrepreneur who helped organize the Indianapolis Motor Speedway and was one of the driving forces behind the development of Miami Beach. In 1913 Fisher teamed up with Frank Seiberling, president of Goodyear Rubber in Akron, and Henry Joy, head of Packard Motor Cars in Warren. Fisher envisioned a coast-to-coast hard-surfaced road that would stretch almost 3,400 miles, the shortest practical route from New York to San Francisco, cutting a swath from Times Square to Lincoln Park, and snaking its way through some fourteen states.




    The men created the Lincoln Highway Association, with Joy as president. Not only did they obtain cooperation from various governmental and civic bodies, they also persuaded private and corporate sources to cough up the needed funds. Within a few years, you could snake your way coast-to-coast on two-lane roads and twisty turns via U.S. Highways 1, 30, 40, and 50 and even less exciting state highway numbers as long as you followed the signs. The “Main Street Across America” also brought prosperity to hundreds of cities, towns, and villages.




    By 1925, the U.S. Bureau of Public Roads had taken over the nation’s highways—leave it to the government to step in when most of the hard work is done. Although much of the original thoroughfare may be gone, it’s not forgotten. Today there’s still a Lincoln Highway Association (www.lincolnhighwayassoc.org) with state chapters. According to the Ohio chapter, the state has some of the best sites in the country, including several brick-paved sections. The Lincoln Highway enters Ohio from the east on US 30, and although much of it has been rebuilt as a four-laner, it mostly follows or parallels the original route. You can see markers on US 30 in East Canton if you’re not too busy whizzing by on I-77.


  




  If these vacuums could talk, what stories they would tell! Lifted by its own exhaust, the 1956 Walk-on-Air canister floated behind the user. The portable 1962 Model 2100 traveled to Paris in a light-green plastic suitcase—what museum folk jokingly refer to as the “Hoover in the Louvre.” There’s also lots of other memorabilia from the Age of June Cleaver, including miniature toy vacs from the ’50s and ’60s, portable hairdryers, and other assorted pastel-colored household devices. A 1910 Kotten weighed more than a hundred pounds and consisted of a platform over two horizontal bellows, oddly resembling a skate-board sans wheels. The woman—and it was always a woman—stood on the platform and rocked it back and forth. Today it’s a favorite with kids, and that sucker still picks up dirt!
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  A sweeping display cleans up.




  The museum is part of the larger Hoover Historical Park, which is affiliated with nearby Walsh University. you can also visit Boss’s boyhood home, with all sorts of farm and pioneer memorabilia, and maybe watch the baseball team, the cleverly named Hoover Sweepers, clean up from May through September.




  But most people are pulled in by the cleaners, anxious to hear the dirt behind the Hoover success story.




  Dead President Talking


  Canton





  The McKinley National Memorial and Museum (800 McKinley Monument Dr. 44708, 330-455-7043, www.mckinleymuseum.org) is a true American original. Not only are William and wife Ida entombed in a humongous, domelike structure reachable by 108 steps—a challenge for any would-be Rocky with excellent knees—but the museum itself has the world’s largest collection of all things McKinley, including campaign memorabilia, furnishings, personal effects, textiles, souvenirs, photographs, papers, correspondence, and books. It also houses Discover World, a hands-on science center for kids of all ages, with fossils, rocks, and the inevitable reproduction dinosaur, among many other things. Visitors can also explore the Street of Shops and Historical Hall, with their Victorian-era parlor, pioneer kitchen, antique toys, and more.
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