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  Motown and More


  Although Antoine Laumet de la Monthe Cadillac is given credit for founding Detroit in 1701, he was probably just the first to get enough cash from French king Louis XIV to build a fort using the brilliant rationale, “Hey, if we don’t do it, the Brits will.” So Louis forked over the twelve grand and Cadillac was off to Motown.


  Detroit is French for “strait,” and this crooked strait connected Lake St. Clair and Lake Erie. Antoine would probably be a bit surprised by what most people consider Detroit these days.


  According to the New York Times, it’s the area that swings Michigan and chooses presidents. Sports Illustrated has called it the NFL coaching counterpart to the elephant burial ground. Truck drivers first called it Motown as an abbreviation for “Motortown,” and former auto assembly-line worker Berry Gordy turned it into a fortune. Rolling Stone magazine says Detroit audiences are the greatest rock ’n’ roll audiences in the world.


  But to me, it’s a curiosity gold mine.


  And it’s a pretty sizable gold mine, composed of eight counties and five million people living in more than 250 separate and distinct municipalities. That’s a lot of politicians.


  No matter where you look in Detroit, there is something automotive in your face. Visitors coming in from Metro Airport know they’re in a “car town” when they’re greeted by an eighty-foot giant tire that was, in its former life, a Ferris wheel at the 1964 New York World’s Fair. The twelve-ton tire has been flat-free sitting along Interstate 94 since 1966.


  The thing that makes Detroiters interested in an eighty-foot tire is they can just imagine the size of the car it would have to sit under. Detroiter Tim Allen (now the voice of the Pure Michigan campaign) wasn’t the first to grunt, “More size, more horsepower!”


  That whole “Detroit horsepower” attitude isn’t an act with Tim. He’s the first one to tell you he’s a car guy (the Detroit counterpart to being a good ol’ boy down south). To this day Tim loves cars and everything about them. The last time I saw Tim a few years ago, it was at Waterford Hills Race Track just north of Detroit. It was a weekend of historic races. And what was the multimillionaire Hollywood star driving among the classic race cars?


  A tricked-out Chevy “Hello-Ralph-Nader” Corvair. That, my friends, is a big time Dee-troit car guy.


  Freeway Royalty Always Tired


  Allen Park


  There’s one tire out there that surpasses any extended warranty, having seen well beyond 50,000 miles and personally transporting two million people around its treads. It’s the giant Uniroyal Tire loftily watching over motorists along the Interstate 94 corridor in Allen Park. At eight stories tall and twelve tons, it’s grandiose enough to fit any SUV that automakers may be considering in the future.


  [image: Detroit’s best-known billboard, wheeling with longevity.]


  A shocker for some, the tire came into this world as a Ferris wheel, for the U.S. Rubber pavilion at the 1964 World’s Fair in New York. Twenty-four barrel-shaped gondolas carried ninety-six people on each trip circling its circumference, including many of the well heeled. It’s been said the Shah of Iran and Jacqueline Kennedy with her two young children, Caroline and John Jr., were among those burning rubber toward the sky.
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    OHOWIH8OHIOST8


    The rivalry between alumni of Michigan State University and the University of Michigan has never been a laughing matter for diehard fans. Either you bleed green or you’re true blue through and through, and you’ll do almost anything to prove your devotion.


    In the 1970s, as chairman of the Michigan State Highway Department, U of M grad Peter Fletcher was taking a lot of heat for granting permission to have the Mackinac Bridge repainted green and white. What? His colleagues were appalled to learn that the team colors of the chairman’s archrival would now be boldly displayed on the world’s longest suspension bridge. How could such a thing be allowed to happen?


    Turning a few shades of red, Fletcher decided to surreptitiously put his own stamp of loyalty into his work. While working on a new state highway map to commemorate the opening of Detroit’s Renaissance Center, he persuaded a somewhat nervous cartographer, who shall remain nameless, to give birth to a few new cities that only Wolverine fans could appreciate. When the 1978 official state map was introduced, within the Ohio border were two clandestine towns named Goblu and Beatosu. So what? Nothing was done to falsify the Michigan map. Everything within state lines remained totally accurate.


    More than a million copies were distributed, although most today appear to be missing in action. One of the few remaining recently was auctioned off for $1,200.


    If by chance you spot an official Michigan highway map lying around from 1978 with a picture of the towers of the Renaissance Center on the cover, look closely near Bono, Ohio, just east of Toledo. Find the fictitious Goblu on it and you’ve got one of the originals, likely worth a lot of money.


    A cautionary note: You can’t judge a map by its cover. Be sure to carefully check out the insides. There are before-Fletcher and after-Fletcher versions, the latter sans the bogus Buckeye listings.


    Decades later Fletcher, now president of the Credit Bureau of Ypsilanti, still gets teased about the episode, which only strengthens the pride in his Wolverine smile.


    [image: image]

  


  When the fair closed, the tire emerged as Humpty Dumpty, broken into 188 separate parts for transport to Detroit and requiring four months to be put back together again.


  Permanent placement was found as a freeway billboard outside Uniroyal’s sales office. A little cosmetic surgery (an updated hubcap) was performed, followed by work from a color stylist (neon highlights), and then four years later it got nailed—literally. In 1998, as a promotional gimmick for the company’s new NailGard tire, a ten-foot-long, five-hundred-pound nail was hammered into its side. But a million dollar makeover plucked the nail out. In 2003 the nail sold on eBay for $3,000—the proceeds went to the Allen Park Historical Society.


  Uniroyal left town some time ago. The plant was demolished in 1985, but the wheeling wonder remains as a symbol of strength for today’s automotive industry.


  Designed to withstand hurricane winds, the tire can be seen standing through rain, snow, sleet, or hail, on eastbound Interstate 94, east of Southfield, just a few miles from Detroit Metro Airport.


  And the Winner of the World’s Ugliest Trophy Is . . .


  Ann Arbor—East Lansing


  Without a doubt, the biggest in-state football rivalry is the annual fall matchup between Michigan State University and the University of Michigan. It’s a day when the blood pressure of fans reaches astronomical highs. The teams on the field are poised for contentious battle. It’s the Spartans against the Wolverines. (Somehow this doesn’t quite make sense . . . seems like a mighty warrior should be able to easily conquer a lowly weasel.)


  What has come to be known as The Great Divide officially began in 1953, the year MSU entered the Big Ten.


  In honor of this momentous occasion, then-Governor G. Mennen Williams donated a four-foot-high wooden statue of the mythical lumberjack character Paul Bunyan, wearing a cap, shirt, and blue-green pants. Straddling a map of the state, Bunyan’s legs are spread wide with an ax plunked down between them. This massive and colorful structure was then riveted on to a five-foot-high base and would be presented to the winners by the governor. Not a pretty picture, and definitely not a lightweight. Michigan Coach Lloyd Carr (1995-2007) called it “the ugliest trophy in college football.”


  Frankly, the trophy was so ugly Michigan said they would refuse it if they won that first year. Not to worry: Michigan State beat them in East Lansing (14-6), and the Paul Bunyan–Governor of Michigan trophy remained there for the next twelve months, until the two teams met again.


  The trophy has done a great deal of traveling between East Lansing and Ann Arbor, where it seems to be spending more time. Through 2011, Michigan has won it thirty-four times, MSU twenty-three, with two ties.


  When the Bunyan trophy is in Ann Arbor, it sits in Schembechler Hall (www.goblue.com). When it’s in East Lansing, it’s on display (under glass) in the Skandalaris Center (www.msuspartans.com).


  [image: Paul Bunyan puffs out his wooden chest as his boots appear to be crushing both Ann Arbor and East Lansing. ANDY DUBILL]
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    Unlikely Cofounders


    Who says religion and politics don’t mix? Not many people are aware that the University of Michigan was co-founded in 1817 by a rather unlikely trio: Fr. Gabriel Richard, a Catholic priest, Rev. John Monteith, a Presbyterian minister, and August Brevoort Woodward, the first Chief Justice of the Michigan Territory (for whom Woodward Avenue is named). Originally located in Detroit, under the name Cathelepistemian (University of Michigania), it didn’t move to Ann Arbor until 1841.


    Michigan State University was the first land grant college in the nation, established in 1855 as State Agricultural College. It became co-ed in 1870, admitting ten women, followed that same year by the University of Michigan, which enrolled only one female. It didn’t actually become MSU until January 1, 1964, when the word “agriculture” was dropped from its official name.

  


  Two Heads Make Beautiful Music Together


  Ann Arbor


  Ah, the sweet roar of an elephant tusk trumpet is music to the ear, at least in India. And in Ann Arbor, where it’s a member of the Stearns Collection, the largest assembly of musical instruments in North America.


  But these aren’t just your run-of-the-mill trumpets or drums. Every piece in the collection of 2,500 is a rare example of how people around the world view the art and science of sound.


  Take, for instance, the nineteenth-century “little Tibetan drums”—which, upon closer inspection, reveal their true identity as two skulls tied together like coconuts, covered with animal skins. Shamans believed that the spirit of the person remained tucked inside, waiting to be released by the hands of a capable musician.


  [image: The sharpest tongue at the University of Michigan sticks out at the music school, firing an arrow from this 1883 dragonhead buzzed-lip tromba.]


  Not every piece has the luridness of the cranium twosome or the thighbone trumpet. With greater aesthetic value is the floral porcelain violin from Germany circa 1309 or the taus, a peacock vina from India.


  And some of the ideas presented are extremely practical. The Gregorian Chant Book is sized almost larger than life at four by five feet, so that a single copy sufficed for the whole choir . . . an automatic guarantee that everyone was on the same page. One section includes a picture of Mary that chanters would kiss, but after accumulating more than a hundred years of saliva, it was decided this wasn’t the most becoming page to display.


  Most of the instruments were originally in the private collection of Detroit businessman Frederick Stearns as a manifestation of his intellectual interests. Donated in 1899, portions are rotated frequently in the Earl V. Moore School of Music Building, University of Michigan North Campus, 1100 Baits Drive (off Broadway Street). It’s open Monday through Friday, 10:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m. Call (734) 936-2891. Free. Additional instruments are on display in the lower level of Hill Auditorium. Learn more at www.music.umich.edu/research/stearns-collection.


  The Peaks and Valleys of Art


  Ann Arbor


  At the university, you’re walking along North Campus near the engineering building when you see something curious in the courtyard. At first it appears to be simply lumpy terrain, or some form of crop circles, or a new version of outdoor checkers. But no, it’s the Wave Field, an extraordinary earth sculpture by internationally acclaimed artist Maya Lin—creator of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial in Washington, D.C.—made entirely of soil covered with grass.


  Commissioned as a memorial to former aerodynamics graduate François-Xavier Bagnoud, Lin was determined to make this piece unique. After an exhaustive study, the decision was made to model it after the three-dimensional wave pattern found on the open sea. Two years in the making, the ninety-by-ninety-foot-square artwork, consisting of grassy waves rising six feet from the natural ground, was formally dedicated on October 6, 1995.


  Interaction with this monument is not only acceptable, but desirable. Some days you’ll see a slew of students with books in hand, lying comfortably among the ripples of earth, quietly absorbed in the presence beneath them, perhaps experiencing their personal earth-bound version of a Carnival cruise. With that, Lin knows that her mission has been accomplished, giving scholars the opportunity to “explore, study, play, enjoy.”


  The Wave Field sits in a courtyard adjacent to the François-Xavier Bagnoud Engineering Building at 1320 Beal Avenue. For more information call (734) 764-3310.


  [image: Forget dusting. It’s watering, raking, and weeding that maintain this $250,000 sculpture where students playfully dip into one of the fifty grassy waves.]


  Blind as a Bat . . . Not!


  Bloomfield Hills


  On the one hand, Kim Williams appears to be a fairly typical, fast-paced working mother, devoted to her two children. On the other, she’s quite atypical, with responsibilities for the daily care and feeding of nearly a hundred live bats.


  When nature called some years ago, she listened and answered. One day at the wildlife center where she was employed as a fresh-out-of-college graduate with a degree in zoology, someone brought in what he thought was an injured vampire bat. It was practically love at first bite. Upon completion of her master’s research project in “batology,” the Organization for Bat Conservation was established, becoming the only venue in Michigan where the furry mammals exist in captivity. (No, they’re not birds, although that wasn’t scientifically acknowledged until 1920.)


  As executive director, Williams’s duties are so diverse it would make most people go batty. (I’m sorry, I couldn’t resist.) One minute she’s stringing swinging chains of watermelon, bananas, and whole heads of lettuce for the daily . . . er, nightly feeding and exercise. The next, it’s the placement of frozen pig-bloodsicles, followed by preparation for one of the 1,000 outreach programs delivered annually, during which, inevitably, she’s sprayed with bat urine.


  Martha Stewart, a lover of bats, or depending on your point of view, an old one herself, has given Williams several shots at national TV fame, proclaiming the benefits of these nocturnal wonders. Did you realize a bat with a 3½-inch wingspan can consume 1,000 mosquitoes an hour, or that scientists developed birth control pills with the assistance of female bats? And surprising to most, bats have excellent eyesight. The author of fourteen books on her flying friends, the bat lady has the answer to everything you’d ever want to know and then some.


  Milly Hill Mine, in the Upper Peninsula’s copper country, hosts the largest colony of hibernating bats in the entire United States—which in some ways resembles the ultimate spa experience. Being the bigger eaters, female bats devour as much food as they can all summer long, achieving a more-than-pleasingly plump figure. Then they enter into their October hibernation period and, almost like clockwork, wake up exactly six months later . . . skinny! Where do I sign up?


  The Bat Zone, home to more than one hundred bats from around the world, is on the site of the former nature center at Cranbrook Institute of Science, 39221 Woodward Avenue. It’s open daily throughout the summer, with special Friday night programs. During the school year it’s open Saturday and Sunday only with special events during holidays. Admission is $5, plus a museum entrance fee. For more information and hours, call (248) 645-3232 or visit www.batconservation.org.


  [image: Kim Williams whispers to her batty friend to “spread your wings,” while those in the background remain hung up on being camera-shy.]


  Grown Boy’s Toys on Steroids


  Brighton


  Ken Lingenfelter’s love for the automobile is so strong that it seems he may have been born with motor oil in his blood. He can clearly remember when he was only four years old, standing on a ’55 Chevy, being able to correctly identify every car that passed down the street. It wasn’t long before he had the biggest Matchbox car collection of anyone he knew.


  Today his passion has driven him to have one of the largest full-size auto collections in the country. His first acquisition was a ’77 Corvette, when he “didn’t have two nickels to rub together.” After developing a successful title insurance company, which he sold “at the right time,” he now is the proud owner of over two hundred vehicles, most of which are housed in a 40,000-square-foot warehouse.


  [image: Does Ken Lingenfelter drive his 2008 Lamborghini Reventon at its top speed of 211 mph on Interstate 96?]


  Lingenfelter doesn’t like to just look at his cars. On any given day, you may see him driving his candy apple red Alfa Romeo, or his “seriously fast” 2007 Callaway C16, or his 1969 Camaro Z28, which still has the original window sticker of $4096.75. But then again it could be the 1987 Porsche, which goes 0-62 mph in 3.2 seconds, topping out at 215 mph. Originally, he designed his garage so that you “never have to move another car to drive one,” but that didn’t last long.


  The day I was there he wowed the crowd by revving up his 2003 660 hp Enzo Ferrari, which he purchased from Ralph Lauren, producing sounds and smells unknown to most ears and noses.


  Bugattis and Bricklins . . . they’re all here plus so much more, neatly divided into three rooms: foreign exotics, Corvettes, and muscle cars. Asking Lingenfelter which is his favorite is like asking a parent which child he or she likes best. He did disclose he considers the crown jewels to be the Bugatti Veyron EB and the Lamborghini Reventon.


  The Lingenfelter Collection on 7819 Locklin Drive in Brighton is open only for fundraisers, hosted roughly forty times a year. If you can’t make it to one of those, you can capture much of the excitement by visiting www.thelingenfeltercollection.com. Call (248) 486-5342 for event dates and time. Then you’ll be able to share the sentiments expressed by one satisfied visitor who said, “There are cars here I never thought I’d see in my lifetime.”


  Capturing a Breathtaking Moment


  Dearborn


  The rich and famous give and receive gifts much different from the knickknacks from friends most of us have sitting on shelves. Take, for instance, the largesse of Thomas Edison’s son, Charles, who presented to Henry Ford his father’s last breath in a test tube. As the famous inventor was passing on, a rack of eight tubes lay next to his bed, and when the final moment arrived, the attending physician was ordered to seal each with paraffin. Sure, it sounds wacky, but you can see for yourself what the not-so-fresh air of Edison looks like in the Henry Ford Museum.


  Dubbed “Henry’s attic,” this world-class collection of memories contains endless hidden treasures to pique an assortment of interests. A handwritten letter dated April 10, 1934, from Clyde Barrow—of the Bonnie and Clyde duo—thanks the automaker for the high quality of the V-8, handpicking the brand as his exclusive getaway car. “for sustained speed and freedom from trouble the Ford has got ever [sic] other car skinned.” Expect to hear that endorsement in next year’s Super Bowl commercial.
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    Will the Real McCoy Please Stand Up?


    Ask anyone about the Real McCoy and expect to hear answers like, “Wasn’t that a television show from the 1960s with Walter Brennan?” or “That was the guy on Family Feud, Hatfields versus the McCoys.”


    To tell the truth, most people don’t realize that there is a single individual associated with the “Real McCoy.” Born Elijah McCoy in 1843, he grew up in Ypsilanti to become one of the foremost African-American inventors of all time, awarded the rights to fifty-seven patents. His prized self-regulating lubricator for steam engines became so popular that dozens of oily imitators tried infiltrating the market, prompting wise customers to question, “Is this the real McCoy?”—a phrase born and bred in Michigan that’s gone on to become an authentic Webster’s entry.


    The “real” McCoy lubricator, patented on March 28, 1882, shares a portion of the Made in America exhibit at the Henry Ford Museum in Dearborn.

  


  The museum and village together will take you back to another time through actual homes, shops, businesses, and, of course, Ford’s personal gallery of gifts. Don’t miss two of the more notorious exhibits: President Lincoln’s theater chair the night he was shot and the limousine in which President Kennedy was assassinated.


  Touring the Henry Ford Museum and Greenfield Village will satisfy every out-of-town guest for hours or days. Part of what is now called The Henry Ford, the museum is open year-round. Hours at the Village vary. Located at 20900 Oakwood, their web address is www.thehenryford.org. Call (313) 982-6001. Admission is charged. Group tours are available. For information on the museum’s IMAX Theatre, call (313) 271-1570.


  Green Giant Sprouts Wings


  Detroit


  Ask anyone in the city, and he or she will tell you the Spirit of Detroit is hockey. To drive home that point, during the play-offs every year since 1997, the 26-foot bronze Spirit of Detroit sculpture, nicknamed Jolly Green Giant, turns a brighter shade of red, dressing up in his own Red Wings jersey.


  Bob Phillips, vice president of East Side Team Sports in Warren, is the responsible party, “borrowing” the idea from the Philadelphia Flyers. He figured, “What the heck,” imitation is the highest form of flattery, let’s ease the burden of the Spirit of Detroit, who’s been carrying around the weight of the world for decades, by turning him into the biggest Wings fan this town has ever seen.


  [image: Red Wings, Pistons, and Tigers . . . where are the Lions?]


  Former team captain Steve Yzerman, with his size 50 jersey (applied to a multiple of 5.5), became the fit model for the thirty-five yards of cloth, assembled in two days. That was the easy part.


  Getting Spirit dressed was the nightmare. A metal statue has a hot temper in the blazing sun, gets a little slippery when wet, and is about as cooperative as a two-year-old when it comes to moving a muscle, but when two guys finally were able to tackle his head and arms they snapped him up just like a pair of Dr. Dentons. Only to have the shirt erroneously ripped off the next day by a building supervisor. Another fine example of the exemplary communication skills in city government.


  After all that, the Red Wings did win the Stanley Cup that year, and the whole process was repeated in 1998, except for the building supervisor, who was probably transferred to Philadelphia.


  That jersey may be the team’s good luck charm—the Red Wings have been in the play-offs every year since. It worked for the Pistons, too. The team won an NBA championship in 2004 when Spirit wore their jersey. In 2006 he sported a Super Bowl XL shirt. Do you think it’ll have the same effect on the Detroit Lions?


  The Spirit of Detroit, dressed and undressed, sits on the west side of the Coleman A. Young municipal building (formerly known as the City County Building) at the foot of Woodward and Jefferson.


  When the Brim Hits Your Eye . . . Hat’s Amore


  Detroit


  Borsalino . . . Dobbs . . . Kangol . . . not a roll call at boot camp. Rather these are some of the head-toppers people have been buying at Henry the Hatter since 1893. Detroit’s oldest retail establishment has moved a couple of times to make way for the city’s new growth, settling in comfortably at its current location in 1952.


  The one and only Henry was Henry Komrofsky. Today it’s Paul Wasserman who’s carrying on the fourth-generation tradition of fitting the heads of the city’s well dressed.


  Every Detroit mayor since the store first opened has walked out carrying a new chapeau in one of the coveted hatboxes.


  So how do you make a living from a store filled with nothing but hats, save for the few umbrellas and canes? While you may not see men wearing a formal fedora every day, Wasserman credits his celebrated customers like Kid Rock, Jack White, Detroit Lion Dominic Raiola, and Lem Barney for keeping the fashion accessory out in the public eye. Okay, so the merchandise appears to be a bit sexist, unofficially labeled “for men only,” but a number of women have been known to break through those barriers and come out looking as chic as anyone.


  Obviously, business is good. With an additional location in Southfield, each year 10,000 hats (those with a brim) and 10,000 caps (those with a visor) find a new perch.


  Wasserman, who will custom-design anything your head desires, managed to deflate the rumor behind President John f. Kennedy’s inauguration. According to his version of the story, a silk top hat had been mailed to Kennedy, but when it was opened (at the last minute), it was discovered it was too small to wear comfortably the entire day. So sadly for the industry, it was the size of the noggin that gave all future presidents the nod to go hatless their first day in office.


  Sizes at Henry the Hatter range from 6¾ to 8, with prices ranging $45 to $600. This Detroit institution has been recognized as a Centennial Business by the Historical Society of Michigan. It’s located at 1307 Broadway, open Monday through Saturday. Call (313) 962-0970 or visit www.henrythehatterdetroit.com.


  Beware of the Two-Headed Bookworm


  Detroit


  This place should come with a warning: Bibliophiles may find the contents habit forming. With more than a million titles, John K. King Used and Rare Books has been satisfying the public’s hunger for the printed word since 1965. Once inside the main building, you can easily lose yourself for hours combing through thirty thousand square feet of shelves and shelves of books on every topic imaginable. It’s all highly organized, and the staff is extremely helpful if you should be in need of direction.


  A book about founder and owner John King could easily fill volumes. Defining himself as “the legendary two-headed bookworm,” he was bitten by the literary bug in high school. He found his way into the business world shortly afterward. In 1983 he purchased his own building, which has quite a history itself. Originally the Advance Glove Factory Building, rumors have been around that one day in 1949, the employee-filled edifice was literally picked up and moved to make room for the impending freeway! King swears it’s true, adding he has the confirming photographs locked safely away.


  King has become a master at instantly recognizing the value of any tome. Using his “sixth sense” and a relatively simple equation, based on supply and demand, he personally assesses each item. Recently baby boomers have driven up the price of Dick and Jane readers, which were never allowed outside the classroom. Thanks to the nostalgia trend, the primers are selling now for anywhere between $40 and $100.


  Some of the more valuable “finds” are next door in the former Otis Elevator Building. Larger than its neighbor at fifty thousand square feet, the rare-book room has a museum-like quality, hosting myriad signed, first-edition pieces from the likes of Babe Ruth and John f. Kennedy. It’s here that you’ll also find the collection’s oldest printed book: a Bible from 1491.


  Prices of all works range from “free” (you’ll always find a box of gratis goodies sitting at the front door) to “up to the stratosphere.”


  John K. King Used and Rare Books is located at 901 West Lafayette Boulevard in downtown Detroit. Open Monday through Saturday. Call (313) 961-0622 or visit www.rarebooklink.com. He’s added two other locations recently: on the campus of Wayne State University, 5911 Case Avenue, Detroit, and 22524 Woodward Avenue in Ferndale (open Sunday, too).


  Past and Present Dancin’ in the Streets


  Detroit


  As a kid, Jerome Meriweather lived across the street from 2648 West Grand Boulevard and watched inquisitively as three teenage girls and a middle-age woman would get in and out of a limo for hours, without ever going anywhere. Later he came to appreciate the girls as the Supremes and the woman as Maxine Powell, their etiquette coach, teaching them how in ladylike fashion to enter and exit the vehicle in a miniskirt.


  RESIDENT GRIOT—a tribal historian—is the title on Jerome’s cap nowadays, as he stands inside the famous address on Hitsville, USA, home to the Motown Museum. If the walls could talk, they’d resonate with the same stories he’s sharing about the music industry phenomenon of the 1960s, founded by Berry Gordy Jr. with an $800 loan.


  This stucco two-story studio where Gordy resided was in operation twenty-four hours a day seven days a week, turning out hit after hit from young Detroiters like Smokey Robinson, Stevie Wonder, and Diana Ross, who all did double duty as record packers and restroom cleaners.


  Everything inside is open for the public’s perusal, left exactly the way it was, with flooring worn out by dancing feet and piano keyboards marked with stickers for artists who couldn’t read music. Polish and pizzazz show up in the representative costumes . . . Michael Jackson’s black fedora and white sequined (right hand only) glove and the Supremes’ splashy sequined gowns, each weighing in at an astounding thirty-two pounds. No wonder they were all so thin—you couldn’t help but lose weight carrying that extra baggage.


  There’s even an opportunity to try out your voice in the famed echo chamber, guaranteed to make anyone sound good. Don’t get your hopes up for a recording contract, though. Motown headed to California in 1972, and was eventually sold for $61 million. Even though Gordy still maintains a home on Boston Boulevard, he’s not around to put your record to the lunch test . . . where he’d ask random citizens if they’d prefer to spend their money on the music or a sandwich. If the song got one sandwich vote, it was never released.


  Definitely worth a trip to “Stop in the Name of Love” of Motown memories, the Motown Historical Museum is open Tuesday through Saturday, plus Monday during the months of July and August. Tours leave at regular intervals. The address hasn’t changed—2648 West Grand Boulevard; (313) 875-2264. Visit the museum online at www.motownmuseum.com.


  No Refuse Refused


  Detroit


  A trip down Heidelberg Street is like entering the Disney World of recyclables. Tires, shoes, vacuum cleaners, street signs, broken dolls, cardboard taxis . . . all strewn across lawns or hanging from trees. Houses, adorned with so much old junk you can’t make out the windows from the doors. Despite all this, there’s a sense of whimsy that appears to have artistically awakened an otherwise tired neighborhood.


  That was the objective of artist Tyree Guyton when he created the Heidelberg Project in 1986, only to be met with acrimonious assaults from local politicians, claiming it wasn’t art at all, but just an unorganized heap of trash. Five years later city officials sprang a surprise attack, bulldozing four of Guyton’s bedazzled homes.


  Perseverance paid off, and today the project stands as garish as ever. For a picturesque pick-me-up, polka dots permeate almost everything paintable. Inspired by his grandfather’s love of jelly beans, Guyton started out painting the dots on houses, then trees, then the pavement, “and I wish I could polka dot all the people, too.”


  In cooperation with a local elementary school, Guyton educates young people in his style of “street art,” pleased to see that the block he grew up on is stamped, hopefully for a long time to come, with his personal trademark.


  [image: The city calls it junk; the owner calls it art. The mouse atop the OJ House (obstruction of justice) concludes it’s a toss up.]


  To celebrate their twenty-fifth anniversary in 2011, twenty-five painted car hoods were placed all over town saying, “What’s good in your hood?” or “Home is where the art is.”


  The Heidelberg Project is free of charge and gets more than 275,000 visitors a year. It’s located on Heidelberg Street on Detroit’s East Side between Elery and McDougall; a detailed map is accessible through their website: www.heidelberg.org. For other inquiries call (313) 974-6896.


  A Feather You Can Bowl Over


  Detroit


  Here’s a solution for the sports fan who has trouble deciding whether to spend a few hours involved in a tantalizing game of shuffleboard, bocce ball, or horseshoes. Try feather bowling, a unique fusion of all three that arrived in Detroit with Belgian immigrants during Prohibition. It takes the worry out of breaking a nail on traditional bowling balls.


  The playing field is a seventy-foot concave trough, or alley, covered with an appealing mixture of dirt and ox blood. (Not as gross as it sounds, bearing a close resemblance to tightly packed sawdust.) Each participant takes a three-and-a-quarter-pound wooden ball having an imagined similitude to dinosaur dung and whirls it down, watching it traverse the lane on its way to the upright feather waiting at either end. Closest to the tickler scores a point. Ten points and your team claims victory.


  [image: In almost one hundred years the only thing that’s changed on these bowling lanes is the feather.]


  The Cadieux Cafe is the only place in the country where feather bowlers can hang out. Not a thing has changed on the pair of lanes that have been here since 1929, not even the faithful league members who show up every night during the week for a game of three-on-three. Participants say, “Drinking doesn’t hurt the camaraderie either.”


  The Belgian influence extends to the beer—described as “funky”—and the food. Well known for its mussels, once a Friday-only item, Cadieux currently makes them available daily, although connoisseurs say for the best flavor, eat them only in months containing the letter R.


  A pleasurable party activity, feather bowling lanes are available for rent—$25 an hour weekdays, $40 weekends. Cadieux Cafe has occupied the corner at 4300 Cadieux for almost a hundred years. Call (313) 882-8560 or visit www.cadieuxcafe.com.


  In 2000 Bath City Bistroin Mount Clemens opened three feather bowling lanes, which they call trough bowling, but they’re covered with a compressed rubber padding. The health department said no to the plasma–dirt and food combo . . . Cadieux Cafe’s age kept it grandfathered. The Bistro—which has had its plumage pushed around by Pamela Anderson and Kid Rock—rents lanes by the hour also. Find it at 75 Macomb Place (586-469-0917) or visit www.bathcitybistro.com.


  Woodward Dream Cruise


  Detroit Area


  Detroiters still refer to themselves as East Siders and West Siders, with Woodward Avenue as the dividing line. Compared to these allegiances, Jerusalem is one big happy family.


  Every August, however, the same street that divides Detroiters also brings them together for an event called the Woodward Dream Cruise. It’s the world’s longest, largest, and loudest free automotive event, with more than 40,000 custom cars, hot rods, muscle cars, and antiques cruising up and down Woodward Avenue through eight cities. Add the music, food, and crowds, and it “ain’t nothin’ but a party.”


  Where else but Detroit would 2.5 million people line a street to watch cars drive by? Charles Brady King would probably roll over in his grave. He reportedly drove the first automobile down Woodward in 1896. But the inspiration for the Woodward Dream Cruise has a more recent history.


  In the 1950s, the eight-lane road tempted young men fueled by cheap gas and testosterone poisoning to bring their wheels to Woodward to do a little cruising. There was no better way to impress the bouffant-haired, poodle-skirted ladies at drive-in restaurants like Ted’s and The Totem Pole. The hottest of the hot rods
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  [image: Pharmacist Marvin Yagoda’s vintage carousel administers a dose of good medicine to happy kids.]


  

  

  

  

  La Blanchisserie Francaise . . . un Bon Endroit a Manger*


  

  

  

  

  

  [image: This French laundry prides itself on pressed garlic, steamed vegetables, and an eclectic array of furnishings. MARY NOWAK]
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    [image: Mirror images: Is that General George Custer or Monroe’s Steve Alexander? Roger Hoffman]
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  Make Mine Marsh Rabbit


  

  

  

  

  

  

  The Hunt for Big Foot Ends Here


  

  

  [image: A photo of Robert Wadlow towers over his size 37 shoe.]


  

  

  

  

  In This Place Size Really Does Matter


  

  

  

  [image: A flying saucer or a soaring burger?]
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  Hips, Poodle Skirts, and Blue Suede Shoes


  

  

  

  [image: The Elvisfest crowd has a “hunk of burning love” for their idol.]


  

  

  

  

  A Cow Who’s a Star on Facebook


  

  

  

  [image: The “One Way” sign must be hung so only the cow can read it.]
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Paul Bunyan puffs out his wooden chest
as his boots appear to be crushing both
Ann Arbor and East Lansing.
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This French laundry prides itself on pressed garlic,
steamed vegetables, and an eclectic array of furnishings.
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The city calls it junk; the owner calls it art. The mouse atop
the 0J House (obstruction of justice) concludes it's a toss up.
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The Elvisfest crowd has a “hunk of burning love” for their idol.
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Motown and More
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Kim Williams whispers to her batty friend to “spread your wings,"
while those in the background remain hung up on being camera-shy.
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Red Wings, Pistons, and Tigers . . . where are the Lions?
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Pharmacist Marvin Yagoda's vintage carousel administers
a dose of good medicine to happy kids.
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Forget dusting. It's watering, raking, and weeding
that maintain this $250,000 sculpture where students
playfully dip into one of the fifty grassy waves.
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Mirror images: Is that General George Custer
or Monroe's Steve Alexander?
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A flying saucer or a soaring burger?
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The sharpest tongue at the University of Michigan
sticks out at the music school, firing an arrow from
this 1883 dragonhead buzzed-lip tromba.
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A photo of Robert Wadlow towers
over his size 37 shoe.
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The “One Way” sign must be hung so only the cow can read it.
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In almost one hundred years the only thing that's
changed on these bowling lanes is the feather.
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Detroit’s best-known billboard, wheeling with longevity.
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Does Ken Lingenfelter drive his 2008 Lamborghini Reven-
ton at its top speed of 211 mph on Interstate 962
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