The Observer! MONDAY, FEURUARY, 28, 1994

Greene’s

from page 1A

cludes & famous Detroit Piston
for throwing pickles all over the
place.

“To recelve Hazel’s qulck thumb
was something of a badge of hon-
or. It's also part of the Greene's
legend. So, too, is downing mas.
sive quantitics of cholesterol-la.
den burgers, whose fried onions
intoxicate the taste Luds and
could turn o militant vegetarian
{nto a collabarating carnivore.

Fetching a bagful

Greene's Hamburgers, named
after former owner Joe Greene,
opened In May of 1857, Little has
changed over the years, For Farm-
ington-area residents, the solitary
white edifice has become on insti-
tution,

It's a place where people came
ofter school or a night on the
town, Some used to fetch a bagful
for their dad.

A fow would even admit their
first taste of a Greenc's burger
came while in jail, Greene's cui-
gine is the officinl food of the
Farmington police lock-up,

Testimoninls are ap vivid as
those at a traveling church revi.

val.

Ellyn Domiani said her first
date with her husband, Craig, was
at Greene's. He threatened to
have thelr wedding reception
there.

Howard Zacks of Farmington
Hills stops by for breakfast on
Monday before his weekly journey
to Chicago where he's an nssoci.
ate dean of busi National

Saylng a mouthful; Harrison High alums chow down on burgers a
chat with Tom Victory and Patrick Rogers, also Harrison grads. Rogers and

1 just like the fact thatit's old fashlon. It's
the same as when 1 was a little girl. It's the
same grease on the burgers.’

Mary Golich
of Farmington Hills

soak up the excess; the wafting

onions become smelling salts.
‘Those behind the counter smile

at the inebriated, out-of-kilter ob-

Louls University; he's back on
Friday nights to eat hamt

servatione end blush at the alco-
hol. tahnd ndulatl

on the way home.

“] just like the fact that it’s old
fashion," sald Mary Golich of
Farmington Hills, “It's the same
as when I was a little gitl. It's the
same grease on the burgera,”

The ‘drink crowd’ comes

Early Saturday morning — af-
ter the bars have closed —
Greone's s transformed into
something more than a place to
feed n foce.

The serenc hum from an ice
machine switches to the extreme
buzz of too many ice beers. Wal-
treases call it the “drink crowd.”

‘The burgers become sponges to

But slip
up, and they'se shipped out.

One older man sidles up to a
woman, who I8 sitting by herself.
He questions her presence,

“Either you're o cameraman,”
he suhiwnhout prompting, “or a

whore.

With that, he waa told to pay
up ond leave. He paked for a
burger to go; they refused.

Alisa Thompson's tone would
make Hazel proud. She's been at
Greenc's for 15 years. The night
shift is her domain, with the help
of co-workers Brenda Harvey and
Angel Ryan.

Harvey, who is originally from
Elizabathton, Tenn., hovers over

the grill. She liberally applics the
teademark onions, squashing
them into a mulch with a spatula.

When things pick up at the car-
ryout window, the thrce women
form on assembly line: Horvey
cooks, Ryan drops three pickles
on each burger and Thompson
wraps them,

More relaxed at night

They soy there's a different
pace at night. Customers are more
relaxed, more willing to talk sbout
family, work and, occaslanally,
sex.

“Thot's how Angel got educat.
ed,” said Thompaon chiding her
younger co-worker with & laugh.

Later, one remarks about how
cute o particular  Farmington
Hills police officer is, “He's got
cute legs, Brenda,” one said.

Most customers arc spoken

about with reverence, They men-.
tion the “breakfast boys" and the
soccer players who drop in Mon-
day nights to cat, sing and dance.

The mood is one of frivolity as
evidenced by one regular, who ini-
tiates o tense-looking stranger
wi't)h an unsolicited neck and back
rub.

“My dad's a chiropractor,” he
said.

Those who work there may pro-
vide the food, but customers” hap-
piness eppears to nourish thelr
spirits.

As more pour in after 2 a.m,,
Greene's workers welcome the
onslaught. Ryan drops a couple of
quarters into the jukebox as the
Righteous Brothers' “Unchained
Melody" rises above the chatter
and the sizzle of the grill.

‘The fluorescent-lighted eatery
steps back in time.

“No matter where you go at
night,” said Annie Slasor of
Farmington Hills, preparing to
launch her teeth into a plateful,
“you always end up at Greene's."”

nd fries'at Greene’s as gr
friend Mono
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ads Tom Conlon (left), Mike Inch and Dennis Romps
Baca (not pictured) ate nothing but french [ries.

Hamburger
helpers:

Brenda Har-  ~
vey (left)and -
Alisa -
Thompson

have worked
acombined .
27 years at
Greene's.

: Ketchup on

. memotles:
Lo dJulie
Chamberlin
grew up in
nearby Bel-
Aire subdivi-
sion. She
and her hus-

band, Bill, /
d "DL?' resi-
ents of Kee- ’
Reg. 7.99
go Harbor, . Mens & Women's
stop by fora d X 3 Sweatshirts
: bite. e, ) ) 3 o 50/50 poly/cotton blend.

Reg. 1.00-4.49
Every Skein
. of Yam
In °g‘lhe Store!

Sizes M-L-XL.
Tos

ﬂnn Stock of

truct! . P skains,
Choose from fine art KNS K4 , Vald Sunday, February 27 thr |
to flower amanging, ™ T Saturday, March 5, 1694,
cross-stitch to crochet,

and much more,

89

Reg. 9.
18" Easter Tree Kit \§g
24 wood

Story-ine: At right, P.J.
McDonald laughs while
* Erik Meyer tells an ani-
: “mated story. Above left,
Farmington Hills police of-
ficer Michael Simkow

. comes into the “to go"
counter at Greene’s for
Diet Coke two or three
times a night. Above right,
Angel Ryan has worked at
. Greene’s 8ix years,
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