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  introduction




  In the December of 2006 I received a call from Jeannie Raymann of the Indiana State Fair asking if I thought it would be a good idea to devote an entire building to some of the oddities in my latest book. YES! YES! YES!




  “But wait, how will you do that?” I asked. I underestimated the talent and persistence of the team that worked on this, led by designer Emily Gilchrist. The exhibit opened on August 7, 2007, the first day of the 151st Indiana State Fair, and featured more than seventy examples of places and things gleaned from the earlier edition of Indiana Curiosities. Many items were transported to the fairgrounds—like the huge pumpkin launcher from Ellettsville; others were re-created, like the shoe tree in Milltown and the basketball gymnasium floor that is half in Indiana and half in Ohio.




  I sat in the Grand Hall twelve days, ten hours a day, selling books and talking to thousands of people about other curiosities around the state. There was even a computer where you could leave suggestions. Of the thirty new curiosities in this book, twenty came as a result of the fair. What a thrill it was for me to be part of that. And thanks to everyone who stopped by and for helping to make this third edition possible.




  But here’s the bad part about finding great new stuff. Writing the third edition of this book required that I make space by removing some previously published oddities. For ones that no longer exist, that was easy. The hologram store is out of business. There are no more concerts in the quarry in Carmel, so that entry had to go. But I found so many new possibilities that a few of the original curiosities—even if they are still around—had to be removed. If this is the first time you have bought an Indiana Curiosities book, you won’t know the difference. If you did buy the last edition, you already read about these people and places, so it doesn’t matter. Hey, when I explain it that way, it’s no big deal.




  Enjoy the new entries. The old ones have all been updated. Read this new book in your La-Z-Boy or stick the book in your glove compartment when you travel. If you happen upon any new ideas for the next edition, please e-mail me at Wolfsie@aol.com. The stranger, the better (like I had to tell you that).
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  Greater Indianapolis (aka Indy)




  I live in Indianapolis. It’s always harder to find unique, quirky things in your own city. When you see something odd every day, you get used to it and pay less attention to it. When I explain that to a married couple, they laugh and point to each other.




  Sadly, some of my favorite local curiosities are no longer around . . . like the 500-pound orchid. One curiosity came and went between the publication of the previous edition and this one. The Superheroes Museum in downtown Indy was filled with original Superman and Batman costumes, as well as other memorabilia, including a replica of the Batmobile. Then, whoosh! It was gone. Even superheroes have to make a profit. But check out AvantGarb (see “Dress for Success” in this chapter). The company designs and creates mascots. If you find mascots annoying, skip that entry. New readers will find some offbeat stuff in Indy, including the world’s only fire extinguisher museum and one of the few places in the world where you can get 1,000 whoopee cushions. Obviously, this book is for kids of all ages.




  Distorted Thinking!




  Tom Killion is not crooked, but his business is. He is the founder and creator of Bentcils, plastic pens and pencils that come in more shapes than you can shake a warped stick at. His Indianapolis company is unique in the world. Many companies have tried to copy him, but they can’t keep up. Maybe they should get the lead out.




  Tom was an industrial arts teacher back in the 1970s when, after demonstrating to a student what happens to plastics when they are heated (they become moldable of course), he started wondering what he could do with plastics if he could control the materials and the temperature. “If I could make a pencil that was twisted,” he remembers thinking, “I would have a product that anyone, at any age, anywhere in the world, would purchase.” Don’t laugh. He was right.




  It took a couple of years of trial and error, but by 1978 Killion was producing a half-million Number 2 pencils. They sharpened like a wooden pencil, wrote like a wooden pencil, and looked like a wooden pencil, but they were plastic. And they were bent like a pretzel.




  By 1983 Killion had about seven designs and remembers saying to his employees, “I think we’ve run out of shapes.” Now, with over 1,000 designs, his products are sold all over the world through promotional distributors.




  Most of the machinery in Killion’s plant was designed by him and constructed right on the premises. The bending process is proprietary, which means it’s none of your business. But it is Tom’s business. And he’s good at it, holding a number of patents for his equipment.




  You can call Tom at (317) 271-4536. Better yet, here’s the Web site: www.bentcil.com. Go to it. Plug in a category—like dogs, or flags, or cars, or syringes (nurses love those), or toilets (a big hit with plumbers). The available designs come up.




  Be creative. That’s the whole point.




  Never Too Late!




  Want to jump out of an airplane for your sixtieth wedding anniversary—or ride in a racecar at 180 miles per hour for your ninetieth birthday?




  Those are just two wishes granted by Never Too Late, a unique organization located in Indianapolis. Founded by Bob Haverstick, the organization’s mission is to grant wishes to seniors nearing the end of their life, wishes that range from the banal (go to Disney World with a great-granddaughter) to the bodacious (ride in a dragster).
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   It’s never too late . . . to do something totally nuts.


  Chad Stevens and Skydive Greensburg




  Haverstick founded the organization in 2000 after seeing a local play, Touching Lives, which inspired him to see if folks in nursing homes had unfulfilled dreams. Most wish organizations are devoted to helping kids, so this was a senior twist on an idea already operating successfully all over the country.




  One of Haverstick’s earliest requests was from a senior who had retired from his farm due to failing health and wanted to return one last time and sit behind the wheel of a tractor. A wish like this is relatively easy to grant, but it made Haverstick realize that even the most modest request may require “connecting a lot of dots to make everything run smoothly.” Haverstick and his corps of volunteers know how to pick up the phone and make things happen.




  Ironically, Haverstick is dealing with a population that was brought up to be “selfless, not selfish,” and the result is that many seniors have never thought about a last-chapter wish or are reluctant to express it.




  It’s easy for Jennifer Smith to make friends. It’s even easier for her to make a mascot. Like a good comedian, she does need the right material. But after that, it’s all about the design and creation.
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    Dress for Success


    It’s easy for Jennifer Smith to make friends. It’s even easier for her to make a mascot. Like a good comedian, she does need the right material. But after that, it’s all about the design and creation.




    AvantGarb is considered one of the premier mascot design creators in the country, and it all happens in a tiny shop in Indianapolis. Walk inside and it’s like Santa’s workshop, with Jennifer’s associates busy sewing, stitching, and hemming. They may be making feet, painting eyes, or attaching hair.




    Jennifer got her start in San Francisco in 1986 making costumes for local playhouses. To make a few extra bucks, she created a giant chocolate-chip cookie to help publicize a local bakery. The mascot ended up on the front page of the San Francisco Chronicle, and that’s when she got this half-baked idea to focus her work on creating living, heavy-breathing (it can get hot in there) corporate identities.




    She now makes mascots for companies all over the country, but locally she has designed Rex of the Children’s Museum, Rowdy of the Indianapolis Indians, and JJ Jumper of the NCAA. “Companies with mascots are fun to work with; they’re family oriented and have a sense of humor,” notes Jennifer.




    Sometimes people come with a concept; sometimes she makes suggestions. In the case of the World Basketball mascot, Jennifer says she started with the huge nose fashioned like a globe of the world, then built the body around it. “We did it nose-backwards,” she says, which is a clever phrase, but I don’t think it’s going to catch on.




    A successful mascot, says Jennifer, must be artfully constructed to please adults and (spoiler alert!) allow the person inside to move freely and safely during his public appearances. Eyes are important, too, says Jennifer. “They must be able to focus on the crowd or the individual, so people observing can feel like they are interacting.” This is even true for BarfBoy, a mascot she created to promote exhibitions at a museum that educates kids on the grosser aspects of being human. Like they need any encouragement.
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    Jennifer Smith—a hardworking woman in a cushy job.




    Each mascot comes with a manual that includes both safety instructions and tips on performing. “You must perform big,” says Jennifer. “Big gestures, big waves.”




    I hope that doesn’t go for BarfBoy.




    By the way, mascots are not just for kids or sports teams. For example, Jennifer has produced several mascots for pharmaceutical shows. “Who wouldn’t want their picture taken with a pancreas?” asks Jennifer. I’ll let you answer that for yourself.




    Their Web site is www.avantgarb.com, if you want to poke around; just be careful where you poke.


  




  Since 2000, Never Too Late has fulfilled almost 2,000 wishes. Many are heartwarming, like that of ninety-eight-year-old Pauline, who had not seen her institutionalized son for eighteen months. Bob arranged for Pauline’s son to be relocated from Rockville, Indiana, to a nursing home 4 blocks away from Pauline’s long-term care facility so they could see each other once a week.




  Here are some of the more adventurous requests Haverstick has received over the years:




  	84-year-old Mary Lou wanted to go rafting with her grandsons




    	94-year-old Ruth wished to ride a Harley one more time




    	79-year-old Bobby yearned to return to an old WWII naval vessel




    	88-year-old Albert wanted to take his wife parachuting




    	78-year-old Eloise dreamed of riding in a dragster




    	81-year-old Francis wanted to pet a wild tiger




    	87-year-old Louise wished to ride a railroad car




    	106-year-old Alvin wanted to be invited to a Colts cheerleader slumber party


  
All wishes but one were granted. Everybody survived. How cool is that?




  This is a curiosity you can’t get in your car and visit. With the price of gas these days, you’ll be glad I wrote a few like this. But you can call (317) 823-4705.




  You’re Fired




  Randy Koorsen caresses a fire extinguisher like it was a fine wine. Many of his best vintages go back to the late 1800s.




  Randy doesn’t have a cellar for his treasures; instead the collection is displayed in an old credit-union building on the property of his sixty-year-old family business: Koorsen Fire and Security. Now it’s starting to make sense, huh?




  Koorsen’s grandfather and father had dabbled in collecting, but Randy really caught the bug (which is not a good metaphor in the fire business) in the late 1960s.




  Koorsen’s collection grew over the years, but it was only recently that he thought his 700 copper, brass, and stainless-steel works of art needed a real home. Wait a second. Did I say works of art? Yes, indeed. Many of the canisters boast ornate decoration and a creative display of the company name or city where it was manufactured.




  Does this make them very valuable? To Randy, yes. But truth be told, Koorsen has been pretty lucky at finding extinguishers at garage sales and antiques shops at, well, fire-sale prices. “The people on eBay are starting to get smart,” says Koorsen, “and at some of the antique fire equipment shows, they know me now, so that may drive up the price.”
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  Randy Koorsen and his distinguished extinguishers.




  Most of the extinguishers look pretty shabby when rescued, but Koorsen knows several people who can restore them to their original look. The museum also has a few fire alarms, as well as a collection of grenades—glass bottles from the turn of the twentieth century filled with salt water that you just threw at the fire. Now that sounds like fun, doesn’t it?




  The museum is open to the public at 2719 North Arlington Avenue in Indianapolis (317-542-1800). The facility is open 8:00 a.m. to 4:00 p.m. Monday through Friday, but it seems to attract mostly firefighters. Well, go figure.




  Do the extinguishers still work? It’s hard to tell. Does the airbag in your 1993 Taurus still work?




  I hope you never have to find out.
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    Shooting Spree


    After thirty-six years of marriage, John Bowers and his wife, Lynn, have been around the block together. They’ve also been to all 2,099 Indiana cities and towns, as delineated by any official map you can pick up at gas stations throughout the Hoosier State. “Some of the towns should be expunged [from the maps],” claims Bowers, who has often headed for a destination only to find that it was no longer there. Other towns, some barely the length of a football field, still dot the landscape—mere detours on the myriad county roads.




    The initial goal was not to visit every city. John is a professional photographer whose work captures the essence of a sometimes ephemeral and forgotten Indiana, much of it rural and seldom traveled. Since 2002 his photo books have featured Indiana cemeteries, long-abandoned workplaces, and aging grain elevators.




    There are several counties where the Bowerses have driven on every single road and sections of the state where they have been in every graveyard. John and Lynn generally pack their rations and always return each night to their home in the woods near Bloomington. “We live a simple life,” says Lynn. “No cell phone, no iPod, not even a food processor.”




    Each day’s journey begins after some initial research. John chats with local historians, newspaper editors, and librarians and then creates a printout of places he’d like to visit and charts them on a map. Then the Bowerses head out. Do they get lost? Of course. “And sometimes that’s when we take our best pictures,” the couple admit.




    John and Lynn have heard many personal stories in their travels, but the stops are often devoid of a local population. “In many areas we don’t see too many people,” says John, “but so often I can almost sense the lives of Hoosiers long gone.” Gaze at the photos of deserted farmhouses and long-vacant factories in John’s books. You may hear voices from the past as well.




    More than a few people have broken down in tears after seeing his photos. In one case, a woman recognized an old chair on the front porch of her family’s former house. “It was my Uncle Woodrow’s favorite,” she said, “but we had to leave it behind when the old place was abandoned and we moved to a house with no porch.” Years later, in a tiny town that barely exists, the chair still languishes on the front porch, creating one of Bowers’s more haunting images.
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    John Bowers is a city boy—all 2,099 of them.




    John Bowers




    The Bowerses are not techies. John doesn’t even use a digital camera. But they do have a Web site (www.studioindiana.com) and an e-mail address (john@studioindiana.com). The weird thing is: They don’t have a computer.




    (Just kidding.)
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  Easy as Cake




  For more than forty years, people have stopped at the Heidelberg Cafe at 7625 Pendleton Pike in Indianapolis. Others have driven by the flamingo-pink building vowing to someday yield to their curiosity and venture inside.




  Regulars know what to expect. It never changes. The Heidelberg is a bakery, a gift shop, a cafe, a restaurant, a video store, and a museum. And every inch of the place is a celebration of old Germany. Okay, there’s a touch of Switzerland and Austria too.




  The owner is Juergen Jungbauer, known as JJ, a pint-size pastry chef who packs a lot of personality and knows his whey around whipped cream.




  JJ studied in Europe and was a master pastry chef by the time he was sixteen. He came to the United States while he was still a teenager and opened the cafe in 1968. Today people come from all over to sit at the counter or at the tiny tables and have a piece of kielbasa or some mettwurst. If you don’t know what mettwurst is, you really don’t know what you are missing. And don’t forget the hot German potato salad.




  The big draw, of course, is JJ’s pastry creations—authentic cakes and tortes made right in the back every day. The chef bristles at my inquiry about pies. “You want pies?” he says, “Go to a pie shop.” The Black Forest cake, with a ring of chocolate buttercream, is his most popular item, but he refuses to sell to other restaurants. “I can’t control the product,” says JJ. “If they kept it in the fridge for a week with a catfish, what do you think it would taste like?”




  The huge glass display cases in the store feature dozens of home-baked items, all of which can be purchased in individual slices for take-out. Once you’ve satisfied your sweet tooth, visit the bakery museum, featuring tools of the trade going back over a hundred years, including a coal oven and hand implements from the turn of the twentieth century. Schoolkids like the museum. They like the chocolate fudge cake even better.




  Inside you’ll find German gifts, German toys, German magazines, German candies, and German T-shirts. And all videos are rated G (for German, of course!). Call the Heidelberg Cafe at (317) 547-1257. You can go to their Web site (www.germanvideo.com/service_pages/heidelberg.html), but it doesn’t smell as good as the shop.




  Picky, Picky




  Geoff Davis hated the school where he was teaching. Then he found a better school. So he quit. Now he’s singing a different tune. Some of those tunes are “Five Foot Two,” “Chicken Ain’t Nuttin’ but a Bird,” and “I Like Bananas Because They Have No Bones.”




  Davis is the founder of the Key Strummers, a band of pint-size pickers who tour the country, bringing the plucky sounds of the ukulele to formerly grumpy people everywhere.
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  Talented kids, uplifting music, garage-sale shirts.




  Sandy Sheets




  “We put smiles on faces 100 percent of the time,” says Davis, who started the group after he began teaching at the Key Learning Community in Indy. A special program offered him the opportunity to teach something he was interested in. He was supposed to be interested in something to do with social studies. But he had a better idea.




  A musician, Davis had once fiddled with the uke and knew it didn’t require great talent to get started, just a little confidence and a sense of fun. “The problem with teaching musical instruments,” says Davis, “is that teachers pick music kids don’t enjoy. It’s like learning to read with Moby Dick.”




  Davis began with just a handful of kids and a bunch of silly songs, and before you knew it the band was playing not only at schools but also at retirement homes, picnics, and birthday parties. In recent years they have opened for Garrison Keillor at the Indiana State Fair and played a memorial service for the late Governor Frank O’Bannon, a big fan of theirs.




  For the band members themselves, it’s been a downright, down-home good experience. Before joining the band, many of Geoff’s students (ages nine to fourteen) were headed for some serious problems in and out of school. “The band has given so many of these youngsters something to be proud of, something to look forward to,” he says. Initially the kids balked at playing for retirement homes. Now, says Geoff, the group is eager to get seniors in a toe-tapping, hand-clapping mood.




  The group has also created an event called Midwest UkeFest, a yearly get-together of top ukulele players from around the country who come to Indy for five days of pickin’ and strummin’ every October.




  It’s unlikely that many of Geoff’s kids will ever make a living playing the ukulele. But playing the uke has made living a lot more fun for everybody.




  If this whole thing sounds like music to your ears, call (317) 363-5352 or visit www.bluestonefolkschool.org.




  Dino-mite




  Most of the material in this book is hidden. Just like the subtitle says, we are talking about roadside oddities—stuff the average traveler might miss unless he or she knew what to look for.




  This entry is a huge exception. And I mean HUGE. It’s the long-necked dinosaur that seems to be bursting from the confines of the Dinosphere at the Children’s Museum of Indianapolis’s state-of-the-art addition at the corner of 33rd and Illinois.




  The concept is unique in the world, although artist and designer Brian Cooley of Canada had created three-dimensional works of art for twenty years, including an outdoor tableau of an Albertosaurus (that’s T-Rex’s cousin) chasing his prey at a nearby museum.




  When the folks at the Children’s Museum were brainstorming ideas for their new wing, they went to Canada to see Cooley’s work.
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  Breakthrough art from the Dinosaur Age.




  In what must have seemed like eons of discussions, the idea of the dinosaur “escaping” the confines of the venue was born. “It was actually an idea my wife and I came up with,” says Cooley.




  But which dinosaur to erect? The museum folks did an informal survey of kids and found that the long-necked dinosaur was the most popular. When the choice was narrowed a bit more—although there is nothing narrow about this dinosaur—the museum opted for the Alamosaurus, which clearly had a presence in North America over sixty-five million years ago.




  Cooley and his company actually built the dinosaur out of fiber-glass in Calgary; and then it was transported to Indiana, a migration of prehistoric proportion. The dinosaur was built to scale, says Cooley. “There were some bigger and some smaller, but there was definitely one that size.”




  By the way, the project took a year and a half to complete—which is really not very long in dinosaur years.




  To see the dinosaur, just get on Illinois Street downtown and drive north to 3000 North Illinois Street. If you don’t see it, you shouldn’t be driving. Call (317) 334-3322 or visit www.childrensmuseum.org.




  Chalking One Up




  Matt Lewis has a great attitude. After a grueling day at work, he just picks himself up, dusts himself off, and prepares for the next day.




  He has to dust himself off. He’s covered with the stuff. Red dust, blue dust, green dust—about forty dusty colors in all.




  Matt is a chalk artist, one of only a handful of motivational speakers in the country who can create a 6-by-8-foot work of art right before your eyes. (Caution: Your eyes may need Visine.)




  Matt was a self-proclaimed nerd in high school, an awkward teenager who didn’t fit in. Toward the end of high school he realized he had a knack for the dramatic and decided he wanted to spend his life in front of fans (preferably adoring ones). He started a fledgling speaking career, but he lacked a hook.




  [image: image]




  Chalk Matt Lewis’s success up to hard work.




  One day at a conference, Matt watched another presenter, Ben Glenn, use chalk to create a beautiful image in fifteen minutes from a blank canvas. “I was blown away,” says Matt. That’s an odd expression coming from someone who works with chalk.




  Ben took Matt under his wing, providing some instruction that summer, but Matt continued to hone the skill himself and now travels the country spreading a message by spreading chalk on a canvas.




  The messages are simple but important: “Strive to be your best.” “Believe in yourself.” “Respect the power of choice.” Depending on his audience, Matt picks a particular theme and then fashions his artwork to that concept. He works quickly but methodically; his movements seem almost in time with the accompanying music. He sporadically blows the chalk dust from his fingers, swooping down to pluck a different shade of chalk from the myriad colors piled on the floor.




  He seldom speaks while “painting.” He doesn’t have to. His technique and talent mesmerize even the roughest groups of kids. It’s fun getting a standing ovation from teenagers. (I taught high school for ten years and never got one.)




  The presentation is an hour, but the drawing takes a snappy fifteen minutes. During that period, you often think that the picture is finished, but Matt continues to add layer upon layer, fine-tuning the mural and the message.




  Matt is a hit wherever he goes. The combination of talk and chalk is captivating. You can e-mail Matt at Mattlewis3@yahoo.com, call him at (317) 437-6756, or visit him online at www.mattlewis.us.




  Farewell, Fido




  The Pet Angel Memorial Center was the brainstorm of Coleen Ellis, a former pre-planner in the human funeral business, whose grief over her own lost pet made her realize there was a need for a full-service pet funeral home. Of course millions of people have lost their pets over the years, but apparently no one else thought of this until Coleen did. Hard to believe.




  Coleen walks people through the process from the first phone call about a pet’s death to the burial or cremation. Pet Angel picks up the pet at your home or the veterinarian’s office, wraps it in a blanket, and brings the pet to the funeral home, treating the death with dignity.




  Then it can get pricey.




  Urns run anywhere from thirty bucks to several thousand, and caskets can get pretty costly as well. The facility performs actual services, where the animal lies in repose while family members and friends speak, recalling fond memories of the pet. But if the dog dug up your rose bushes or chewed your lawn hose in half, you tend not to show up for the event.




  Coleen has arranged funerals for cats, bunnies, and even a rat. She gets calls for horses all the time, but all things being equine, you have to go elsewhere if you want your horse cremated.
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  They make money the old-fashioned way. They urn it.




  Part of Coleen’s service is to honor personal requests, like the woman who wanted to re-create her dog in a life-size bronze statue. No problem, said Ellis. Next!




  By the way, on the Pet Angel Memorial Center Web site (www.petangelmemorialcenter.com), Coleen claims to offer same-day service. Sounds like a good idea to me.




  The facility is ten minutes south of downtown Indianapolis at 4202 South Meridian Street. You can call them at (317) 791-1070. By the way, Coleen has franchised the concept, and Pet Angel Centers are opening up across the country to serve other grieving owners. Okay, are you like totally depressed now?




  Free Ride




  Don West is having a midway crisis. This is not about fast automobiles and beautiful women. It’s about bumper cars and bearded ladies.




  West is a collector of circus and carnival miniatures and models. His basement (he prefers “lower level”) is eye candy for anyone who has ever ridden a roller coaster, seen a sideshow, or gone to a circus.




  Don started out as a young man doing the traditional model railroad collecting, but somewhere along the line he got off track. Ironically, it was after the change in direction that he learned circuses and carnivals ran in his family, way back to his great-great uncle and grandfather, who owned a sideshow. “That’s when I knew it was in my blood,” he says.
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  Don West has a thing for bearded ladies. Doesn’t everyone?




  His first carnival model was a small die-cast replica of a tilt-a-wheel, which is still his favorite piece. But now his basement—sorry, lower level—is filled with models of more than one hundred rides and attractions, virtually all in working order. There are tiny replicas of sideshows, food stands, fun houses, and circus trains.




  He also has a workshop where he constructs his models from kits or, in some cases, builds from scratch, often combining parts from different sets. “It can take a hundred hours to build one of these rides,” says West, who enhances the final product by repainting each part to make it look even more authentic.




  West loves the “wow” he gets when anybody sees his collection. Says Don, “It’s the greatest little show on earth.”




  You can reach Don at ptbarnum@ptbarnum.us. If he doesn’t reply, he may be down below, if you know what I mean.




  Picky Farmer




  If an apple a day keeps the doctor away, George Adrian will never need an HMO.




  In 1980, on an apple-crisp day in late September, Adrian picked 30,000 apples (that’s eight tons, 365 bushels) at his orchard. And he became, according to the Guinness Book of World Records, the fastest apple picker in the world. By the way, that’s 2,000 pounds an hour.




  Adrian is a third-generation apple grower, and when he heard about the record in the late 1970s, he saw no reason he couldn’t break it. Working with only a ladder and a picking bucket, Adrian used both arms as he twisted and contorted his body for eight straight hours, stopping only for lunch. Not to be picky (which he was), he beat the old record by twenty-four bushels.




  Adrian’s record remains unbroken to this day, though more than a few have tried to outshine him over the years. Adrian claims that he has better technique now, but he has no interest in competing. “It’s tough on the knees and the arms,” admits Adrian, who says that after holding the record for so many years, he’d be happy to give it up to a new crop of record-holders.
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  Another Indianapples record-holder.




  You can find George Adrian at his orchard most days at 500 West Epler on the south side of Indy. For the best apple cider ever (made fresh at the orchard), drop by or call Adrian Orchard at (317) 784-0550.




  Monkey Business




  Walk over glass, stick a nail in your nose, eat fire, lie on a bed of nails!




  Heck, that’s just a day’s work for Bart Simpson and the men of the Blue Monkey Sideshow.




  These self-admitted masochists banded together in 1998 after performing at a Halloween party and realizing the audience was tickled by anything that looked like it didn’t tickle. “We realized that we were really doing a circus sideshow, and the audience loved it. So we decided to develop some of those acts.”




  Simpson and his co-hurts researched the sideshow traditions, threw in a few of their own creations, and billed themselves as the Blue Monkey Sideshow. “The name lent itself to some great graphics,” says Simpson, who can’t wait to get up and go to work, assuming he can get up.




  The Blue Monkey Sideshow has entertained (and grossed out) audiences all over the United States, but the group’s home is in central Indiana, where they work out of a garage in downtown Indianapolis’s historic Fletcher Place. They claim to be only one of a few such sideshows in the country and the only one in the Midwest, and you can see them at fairs, corporate functions, and colleges.




  Two of the Blue Monkeys have master’s degrees, and all of them love to live on the edge . . . and walk and sit on the edge as well. “The Three Person Shrink-Wrap” is three guys sitting in a huge envelope of shrink-wrap while an assistant sucks the air out of the plastic material with a vacuum cleaner. The result is not pleasant to look at. Hey, it’s a sideshow.
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  All the fun of a circus, but with a little something on the side.




  Blue Monkey Sideshow




  Bart Simpson also wants people to know that he is not related to the television character. Whatever that means.




  Get more info by calling (317) 435-1355 or visiting www.bluemonkeysideshow.com. We suggest you eat AFTER you look at their Web page.




  Carving Out a Living




  If you want to speak to Chie Kramer, YOU HAVE TO YELL. Why’s that? Because most of the time this guy is in his shed brandishing a chain saw. AND WHAT’S HE DOING? Hold onto your headdress. He’s making cigar store Indians.




  While Kramer was stationed in the San Juan Islands in 1976, he watched the native Indians craft beautiful totem poles. Years later when he was in college, a business professor asked the students to investigate an enterprise that was not in the Yellow Pages. Kramer, who up to that point wouldn’t have touched wood carving with a 10-foot pole, realized there was no listing for wood-statue makers.




  Kramer made a quick statue for the class, then another for a neighbor, who paid him cold hard cash for the little wooden Indian. Kramer was hooked and hasn’t looked back since. But looking down is a good idea, especially when you use power tools sixteen hours a day.




  Beginning with a chain saw, Kramer carves out the basic outline in about an hour. Then he fine-tunes his Indian with hand tools and a power grinder. Indians are painted by hand, always with authentic tribal colors. Total time for carving, painting, and drying can be a couple of months. Prices begin at $250.




  Today, more than 6,000 cigar store Indians later, Kramer is one of the few wood-carvers in the Midwest with this specialty. His work has been sold around the country, often to people with an interest in Indian history or some connection with cigars or tobacco. “The cigar store Indian,” says Kramer, “is a true American icon.” He has also carved Clint Eastwood in wood. That made his day. Chie’s, I mean.




  Kramer doesn’t want people just showing up at his house, so check out his Web site at www.cigarstoreindianstatue.com. But if you are on the northeast side of Indy, you’ll probably hear him.




  [image: image]




  Sometimes a cigar store Indian is just a cigar store Indian.




  Give Me a Sign




  OneAmerica has the two most popular signboards in Indianapolis. No joke. Well, actually it is a joke.




  The company’s two signboards have been providing Circle City residents with a wealth of witticisms for more than five decades. They were the brainchild of then-chairman Clarence Jackson and have been inspiring people to chuckle, guffaw, cheer, and, on occasion, even snort coffee through their noses since 1958.




  Over the years, OneAmerica has steered clear of inspirational sayings, advertising, political endorsements, and generally anything that’s “too preachy.” It has, however, made an art of humorous briefs without crossing the line into insulting or off-color. “Since people are usually driving past, we don’t want them to stare too long at our board,” says Kyle Proctor, manager of creative services. “We go for ones that produce a groan or laugh on the spot.”




  Here are some highlights:




  Puns




  Why isn’t phonetic spelled the way it sounds?




  Do horse breeders strive for a stable population?




  Cross a vampire with a snowman and you get frostbite.




  Definitions




  Laughing stock: cattle with a sense of humor.




  Pacifier: scream saver.




  Holiday Humor




  Can’t stop eating pumpkin pie? Try a pumpkin patch.




  Polite ghosts spook only when spooken to.




  Holiday blahs? Try Santa’s elf-help tips.




  Check out the signs at Vermont and Capitol and New York and Illinois, or visit the Web site at www.oneamerica.com. Select “About OneAmerica” and click on “OneAmerica Signboard.”
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  The OneAmerica sign—amusing Hoosiers, one-liners at a time.
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    Iddnat Intresting


    John Terhune is an Indianapolis chiropractor, and you’d better bone up on your pronunciation before you pay him a visit. Terhune has been listening to Hoosiers talk for ten years and is convinced that the people of Indiana speak a lean, economical language all their own, a language so simple and easy to use that it is destined for worldwide acceptance as “The New Global Language.”




    In his book Why Hoosiers Can’t Pronounce “Indianapolis,” Terhune treats readers to 263 pages of words and their pronunciations and definitions, Hoosier-style. In the book you will learn, for example, that “Auzhusinkinat” is really “I was just thinking that.” Yes, there are hundreds of examples like this. Just for the record, here is Terhune’s list of seventeen different ways to say our capital city’s name:




    	Annaplus



        	Indyplus

      
	Anyanapples



        	Inianaplus

      
	Anynaplus



        	Ininaplus

      
	Engineaplus



        	Innaplus

      
	Indianaplus



        	Innunaplus

      
	Indiaplus



        	Innynaplus

      
	Indianapois



        	Inyunaplus

      
	Indianapples



        	Nnaplus

      
	Indianaplus

      

Terhune also tells the reader which recognizable Indianapolis personalities are guilty of each of these linguistic massacres. His explanation for the wide variety of pronunciations? “Hoosiers have no use for a six-syllable word.”


  




  Don of Guns




  For more than a quarter of a century, Don Davis has been trying to convince people that he doesn’t want to make any money, he just loves to sell guns.




  Well, that may be true, but that doesn’t mean he hasn’t made any money. In fact, Davis, a former Teamster, admits to becoming a millionaire in large part due to a silly slogan that began because all his Teamster buddies wanted a discount at his gun store. Davis told them that he didn’t really want to make any money, he just wanted to give discounts to his pals. He took a sarcastic variation of that retort to the airwaves and soon became the best-known TV huckster in Indiana, maybe the Midwest.




  When Davis first began in 1974 with a tiny gun and fishing shop, he had a couple of grand in the bank. “At that time my goal was to clear fifty bucks a day and go fishing on Sunday,” says Davis, who by the 1980s had two 10,000-foot gun ranges, a residence in Florida, a home and golf course in Greenwood, and assorted real estate. “I went from 300 a week to 300 an hour,” notes the gun dealer, who has never made any apologies for his success. “In my wildest dreams, I never thought this could happen. Only in America.”




  Davis has not been without controversy. At first, TV stations shunned him. And when they finally did relent, they’d only put him on after midnight. He might be the first TV spokesperson to shoot a machine gun during his ads. He even performed in a rock band to stimulate gun sales. All that, plus more jewelry than a disco monkey, has made him a lightning rod for debate between NRA enthusiasts and gun control advocates.




  Davis believes everyone has a right to own a gun but thinks people should be properly trained—and the gun registered. He’s debated this issue on TV, radio, and college campuses. But it’s no matter. He will always be known for that one slogan that turned him into an Indiana icon and a gazillionaire: “I don’t want to make any money, folks. I just love to sell guns.”
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  He doesn’t want to make money, folks, but he does. Lots of it.




  Don retired for a while, but he hated it. So now he’s back at his one store just about every day. To make life interesting, Don stuck a seven-ton rock in his front yard and had the Second Amendment engraved in it. “Without that amendment,” admits Don, “I’d be broke.”




  Most of his neighbors think the rock is cool. Some are a little chilly about it. Like he cares. Here’s Don’s number at the store: (317) 297-4242. You can say anything to him you want. There’s that First Amendment too.




  Don’s Guns is located at 38th and Lafayette, or check out www.donsguns.com.




  Insane Museum




  Okay, so you’ve just had lunch in downtown Indy and you have a choice. You can go see the best racecar track in the world, the best basketball stadium in the NBA, or the best minor-league baseball park in the United States—all within a couple of miles.




  But why? Especially when you can visit Indy’s best-kept secret: the nation’s only remaining nineteenth-century pathology building.




  Now remember, this assumes you’ve had your lunch, because inside the Medical History Museum you will see diseased brains, kidneys, and livers. There are antique X-ray machines, old stethoscopes, and assorted quack devices—in total, more than 15,000 medical artifacts. You can also stroll through the lab or the photography department or sneak a peek at the extensive medical library.




  The facility was built in 1896 on the campus of Central State, a hospital for the insane, to use the nineteenth-century term. It was the second freestanding pathology unit built to serve a mental hospital. Today it is the only remaining nineteenth-century pathology building in the United States.




  Want a creepy feeling? Walk into the amphitheater where more than one hundred years ago, medical students were lectured by professors who knew nothing of antibiotics or aspirin. They did know something about leeches. By the way, in 1867 Dr. John Bobbs performed the first gallbladder operation in America at his downtown Indianapolis office, just a stone’s throw from the museum.




  New additions to the museum include a medicinal garden where you can find, among other plants, the foxglove, whose leaves are used to make digitalis. All the plants are labeled, denoting what healing powers they are thought to possess. More than a few really do work. There is also a facsimile of a doctor’s office from the 1950s, a look back to medicine in rural America a half century ago.




  The museum is at 3045 West Vermont Street (317-635-7329), or visit www.imhm.org. The co-pay—I mean the admission—is $5.




  Party Time




  You’re planning that big surprise birthday bash for your wife and you need 200 whoopee cushions, and you need them fast. Who ya gonna call? Kipp Brothers, of course.




  The Kipp brothers of Germany are long gone, but their more than one-hundred-year-old dedication to novelty items has never wavered here in Indianapolis. Having been housed in a number of locations in downtown Indy, the company recently moved from its historic building that stretched five stories up (and one below). That was six stories chock-full of every imaginable novelty item, including Slinkies, paddle balls, canes, hats, party favors, sunglasses, mugs, Hawaiian leis, cameras, cap guns, and toys.




  Need a yo-yo? Owner Bob Glenn can lay his hands on 4,000 dozen yo-yos without lifting a finger—except to his computer to see where they are in the warehouse. Huge quantities of items, most of them imported from places like China and Korea, are purchased in thousands of grosses to start.
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  What could be grosser than a gross of whoopee cushions?




  Needing more room, in fact, was what prompted Glenn to move from the old location downtown to a new location on the north side of town. His new building is 100,000 square feet, containing 38,000 different items, all listed in a 250-page catalog. If you can’t find what you want, they don’t make it. And if they don’t make it, Bob Glenn can probably get it made. But here’s a warning: It will be cheaper if you order a couple million.




  Of course if you need just one whoopee cushion, a scenario hard to even imagine, Glenn does have a retail shop where patrons can see the novelties in shiny glass cases before committing to any particular item.




  Glenn ships coast to coast, often filling huge orders, like a recent request for 30,000 purple bears. “After 9/11, I bought over a million flags. I won’t be stuck with them,” he says. “Patriotism will be hot for a long time.”




  Glenn never asks what people are planning to do with some of their huge orders. “If it’s legal, that’s all I need to know,” he says. “I mean, if you are going to rob a liquor store, you don’t need 10,000 pairs of Groucho glasses.”




  Visit Kipp Brothers, just west of Michigan Road on 96th Street, or contact them at sales@kiptoys.com or (317) 814-1475. They’ll send you a catalog. They’ll even deliver whoopee cushions. If you want a thousand of them.




  Loony Restaurant




  The Loon Lake Lodge is not a tribute to the movie starring Jane and Henry Fonda, but it is a tribute to the inventiveness of Chip Laughner, a local restaurateur who dreamed of a theme restaurant to mimic the fishing lodges of the Adirondack Mountains. “We wanted to provide a northern woods environment where people could relax and relive some childhood fantasies.”




  Laughner tore down one of his former cafeterias in the Castleton area of Indianapolis and rebuilt it with the outdoorsman in mind, creating several rooms like The Porch, The Trophy Room, The Lodge, and The Cabin, all decorated to reignite “the woodsman in all of us.” Well, most of us.
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  Plane on the outside. Wild on the inside. The Loon Lake Lodge.




  You can spot the lodge from blocks away by the hybrid Cessna airplane atop the roof, retrofitted with pontoons to add to the total fishing and hunting adventure. “We wanted to give the sense of people stopping at the lodge for a week or so, uninterrupted by the outside world,” says John Ersoy, a partner in the business.
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