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Magic Lamp•s trés bon cuisine

By Stacy Davies

   I ’ve passed the Magic Lamp about a hundred times since my move to Claremont 
three years ago, and every time I saw that •re-breathing, neon-swathed teapot, I 
swore I’d check out what had to be a total kitsch dive. I imagined the place •lled 
with wigwam-headed waitresses with glitter ball earrings (Florence Jean Castle-
berry?), lots of beefy slab entrées all breaded up with lard, relish trays and Jell-O 
blocks. Perhaps I was wishing for my old stomping ground, the Prospector in Long 
Beach (before the snot-nosed hipsters ruined it). So when I •nally took a look at 
the Lamp menu and found escargots, I felt both retarded and elated.
   The Magic Lamp, born in 1955 and billed as a “landmark California steakhouse” 
(it’s on route 66—anything can be a landmark with the right address), is more like 
super-swanky-kitsch. The patrons range from your local Spandex-clad hobgob-
lins, to teens in tuxes (prom time, already?), and the upper-middle-class chi-chi 
cha-cha set who never look at the rest of us, yet still seem strangely, well, out of 
place. I wore my jeans, because that’s what I always wear, but our sweet server did 
not make me feel like a dirtbag when I ordered a French martini off their newly 
released martini menu that’s also laden with other novelty m’s like the Georgia 
Peach and the Hypnotic martini. You’re getting sleeepy. . . .
   While I perused the entrées and noted the large circular •replace in the middle 
of the room, popping and snapping its !amage, our server gal brought over my 
chambor martini (and, just the way I love it) with the extra in a mini carafe on ice. 
She also dropped off a relish tray. Yee-ef•ng-haw"
   Still, I knew I was in a nicer dive than I’d hoped, and since I do have a wee 
bit of the socialite in me, I ordered up the escargots. Now, I’ve been to France, 
see, twice, AND I’ve been to Bastille Day in Santa Barbara (you can touch me). 
Therefore, it’s safe to say that I know my buttered mollusks. This also meant that 
I was a bit sketchy taking a chance on steakhouse gourmet fare, and I kissed my 
lucky horseshoe that the chef knew full-well that the much salted garden snail of 
my youth was the bitter cousin/cousine of the farm-raised Fi•. Moments after they 
were dropped off, all done up in loads of garlic butter with a light !ake of pastry 
capping the tops, I merrily noted that they were the best I’ve had stateside. In fact, 
if you’re somewhat of a plaino Janeo and have yet to dig these slippery succulents, 
you might want to make the Lamp your virgin run on them.  
   I also tested the artichoke hearts (fancy), all deep-fried with a triage of side 
sauces, one of which I swore was 1000 island dressing.  It wasn’t—but close 
enough—and yet it was goddamn delicious. You know what they say about taking 
the girl out of the trailer, right? 
    I then ordered up the menu favorite, the prime rib, and my partner tempted the 
lobster tail, even though I told her there wasn’t an ocean around for miles and I 
hadn’t spied a lobster tank. She got the picture soon enough, and sent her crusta-
cean home—but if frozen-fresh is how you like snappy pappy, you won’t mind this 
jake’s rubbery texture. The prime rib was a whole other story—tender and bloody, 
yelping and growling as I doused it with horseradish—a  most excellent kill. Gar-

lic mashed potatoes and Yorkshire 
dumpling on the side, and some thick 
and stewy lentil soup that I  swore my 
Aunt Velda was in the back stirring up 
made for one Grade A supper. 
   After we sent the lobster back—no 
questions asked—the management 
presented us with a comped crème 
brulée, which was über professional 
of them, and they didn’t even know 
they were being reviewed. (That 
means you’d get the same treatment.) 
The only down side was that either 
the dessert tray had been sitting out 
a while, or the brulées came already 
prepared, because that crunchy, crack-
ling, sugary top on our custard was 
instead !imsy and soft. We ate it any-
way, of course, because even 6,000 
miles from France, it’s pretty hard to 
screw up a brulée. And since we’re 
from the IE, we know better than to 
look a French horse in the mouth.

THE MAGIC LAMP INN, 8189 
FOOTHILL BLVD., RANCHO CU-
CAMONGA, (909) 981-8659; WWW.
THEMAGICLAMPINN.COM. 
[DINNER FOR TWO $70-$100]

If you’d like your restaurant included in our dining 
guide, please email your website link to calendar@
ieweekly.com, or fax your menu to (951) 284-2596.

Average price per entree.

Under $10 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $
$10-$20 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $$
Over $20 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . $$$

Calfe Corner Veravilla Café
They sell every kind of Mexican food imaginable. 
Although small, they also have very affordable din
ner specials. 
(909) 393-7252. 

Flo’s Airport Café
If only we could walk in and be waited on by Flor
ence Jean Castleberry. Say it’s so!
Chino Airport, 7000 Meadow Ave., Bldg. A, Chino, 
(909) 597-3416.

Spunky Steer
We’re not sure how appetizing this sounds, but 
check it and let us know. 
Chino, (909) 628-6763.

Fazolis
This place is mostly known for their fast food. It 
is a medium-sized restaurant that seldom gets too 
crowded. Their most popular dish is something 
called the pizzarino and spaghetti combo. 
Peyton Dr., Chino Hills, (909) 364-2444. 

Hayaci Japanese Restaurant
Although not a tepanyaki, this Japanese restaurant 
still has a sushi bar and serves almost all kinds of 
Japanese foods. 
Hills, (909) 606-7866. 

Las Altos
This small restaurant occasionally gets packed 
but serves Mexican cuisine for a low price. Their 
specialties include the fajita shrimp platter and the 
quesadilla tequila. 
(909) 517-3560. 

Li’keLi’ke Hawaiian BB
Aloha! All your Hawaiian favorites, like BBQ 
chicken or Chicken 
can buy your own franchise. Mahalo. 
Dr., #E, Chino Hills, (909) 628-0225.

Aruffo’s 
Great Italian fare, especially the Aglio Arrostito 
appetizer—bruschetta, bread, fresh garlic, sun-dried 
tomatoes, olives and a variety of pestos to dip it all 
in. Yum.
$$

BC Café
Not the most beautiful place on Earth—looks like 
a regular old Ihop or something, BCC scores big 
points on fantastic food and friendly staff. The 
stuffed pancakes are to die for. 
Blvd., Claremont, (909) 482-1414.

Danson & Espiau’s Restaurant
Formerly two separate restaurants that a few years 
ago decided to merge. They serve American and 
Mexican dishes and are most known for their salad, 
dressing and chips. Espiau’s has been serving salad 
since 1928. 
1818.

Darvish
This Persian palace offers all your favorite kabobs 
and there’s a belly dancer on weekends, we hear. 
Call to con•rm. 
(909) 624-4910

El Ranchero
Authentic Mexican food in a mellow atmosphere. 
Great for the price. 
mont, (909) 624-8824.

Harvard Square Café
Not a huge menu, HSC concentrates and perfects 
what they do serve. The eggs benedict are some of 
the best we’ve ever had, the penne arrabiata is killer, 
just like the shitake-encrusted pork loin. For light 
lunch fare, try the ham and Brie baguette sandwich. 
206 W. Bonita, Claremont (909) 626-7763. 

IE

Rubbed the Right Way

Photo by Sally Egan

Photo by Meredith Gradishar


