 DAY 3, MY AFTER SCHOOL TREATS, A TRUE CULINARY DELIGHT  
 The move back to Cincinnati from our two years in the wonderfully year-round warm Miami, Florida was traumatic, but the school change was even more shocking.  My school, Shadow Lawn, was a small, only a one story rough yellow colored stucco. We lived a few short blocks away a five minutes walking distance. Weather conditions were quiet warm and only in December and January did I have to wear a jacket.
        Cincinnati, oh my God, a completely different situation.  My grandparents’ house, where we were to live, was at least two, maybe three miles from my new school, Camp Washington Elementary School, Kindergarten through Eighth grade, was a three story, three building red brick structure with ever so many rooms. It was located on Hopple Street a half block off the busy four lane Colerain Ave where I lived. There were Streetcars with clanging bell and electrically generated by poles on top of car attached to electric wire that ran though out the city, small trucks and many, many cars. All of which expelled tons of dust, dirt and, yes, trash. 
         What would become my culinary after school adventure for the next four years began this day. The first half day I attended school, my parents  	 took off from work to accompany me there. We took the streetcar so I 
2 -	would know how to take it.  Getting off at Hopple, a couple miles from our house, we walked a block to the school.  As we exited the streetcar, my nostrils were filled with an odor of tomatoes, onions, and some spice.
	“What smells so good?” I yelled.
	“That’s the Cincinnati Chili Parlor and down this way, next to your school is the White Castle Hamburger place. See the smell is changing to frying onions, hamburger and, yes, hamburger buns being fresh baked.  After school you will have a nickel to buy an afterschool snack to eat on 
your long walk home. After we get you registered, we will get a hamburger and a hot dog. You will then know what your choices will be.”
Coming out of the school the aroma of frying onions, potatoes, and hamburgers mingled with fresh baking bread engulfed us. Entering the hamburger place which was all shiny steel and white on white metal with small black cushioned stools attached to the counter.  Sitting down, Dad order each of us an onion ladened hamburger.  I readily devoured the delicious savory hamburger and soft tasty bum smothered with mustard but spit out the yucky greasy onions and scrapped off the rest. “Yuck” 	 From there, a short 100 feet, the air was filled now with that tomato, onion, and some spicy smell. We entered the chili place. Dad stepped up to the 
3-	counter and order three chili hotdogs to go and asked them to add extra chopped onion and grated cheese. Well I did have one plus in my new life.
“We’ll stop at the park on our way home and have a picnic, OK?”
We crossed Colerain Avenue and turned left heading north to home.  Daddy pointed out was the library. Continuing we were suddenly overcome by the smell of potatoes frying. 
“We’re passing the potato-chip factory and soon will be coming to the cattle slaughterhouse. The smell might be nauseating. Come to think of it, you may want to walk on the other side. Let’s walk quickly. Up ahead are a couple bars and in around twenty minutes we will be at the park.” 
 	At the park, we sat on a bench facing the factory where mother worked. A concrete pond with a sculptured fountain was behind us.
 Father opened the bag containing the chili hotdogs and gave mother and I each one.	Taking a big bite, I gasped, “Oh my goodness, this is the best. I even love the fresh chopped onions with cheese.  I love your chili, but it tastes different then the chili you make, Mom.”
	“It seems the Greek person who started this, puts cinnamon, allspice, cloves and chocolate in it. We have another thirty-minute walk, let’s go.”
	
		
	   
                                             


  

