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RoRo BBOQ

JOHN MCLELLAN/ THE DAILY

Scott Nielsen eats a basket of fries at the counter of RoRo BBQ in Wallingford on Tuesday.

Wallingford's cowboy hotspot

¢Chewing slowly and holding on to each bite
as if it were my last, I found myself giggling
like a third grader ...»?

BY WILLIAM DENMAN
The Daily

On busy Stone Way, tucked

in between storage units and

a roofing warehouse, a small
shack is home to RoRo BBQ,
also known as Rowdy Cowgirl
BBQ. Although the location is
bizarre, the fagade’s fitting shade
of barbecue red exemplifies
RoRo’s devotion to the art and is
a precursor to the truly mouth-
watering glory that lies inside.

The interior is decorated
eclectically with old cowboy
ornaments, empty hot-sauce
containers and cattle horns that
double as paper-towel rods.
Coming in for an early 4:30 p.m.
dinner, my presence alone made up
half the current customer count. By
all estimations, I had arrived just
before the storm, I hoped.

Behind the counter was a young,
dark-haired woman with bushy
eyebrows and bright-red lipstick. She
seemed in charge, helping me along
with my order in a no-frills, straight-
to-the-point sort of way. After
scanning the menu and narrowing
down my choices, I ordered the
barbecue pork sandwich with a side
of baked beans and garlic jalapefio
mashed potatoes ($9.95). Initially
perturbed by the steep sandwich
price, I was relieved to know that
each order comes with your choice of
two sides. To wash it down, I chose
raspberry from a list of homemade-

soda flavors ($1.95). Other menu options
that came highly recommended were the
beef brisket sandwich ($9.95) and the
pork ribs ($14.95).

As my soda was being mixed, I
stepped into the “little cowboys™
room to wash my hands. When
I returned, no more than a few
minutes later, my food met me at
my seat. While my meal went on
and the business started to pick
up, I realized that the speedy order
was a specialized craft. Most of the
customers ordered to-go and were in
and out of RoRo within five minutes.

Starting in on my side dishes, I
headed first for the baked beans.
They were terrific, holding a
backhanded kick that hits you
only after your bite is through.
Mixed with caramelized onions
and bits of what looked to be
chorizo, the flavors did a number
on Uncle Ben. Next it was the
potatoes, which were also first-
rate, though I had trouble finding
any sign of jalapeno. When I
ordered the special, I had wondered
apprehensively how garlic and chili
would merry in potato form, so,
despite feeling duped by the lack of
jalapeiio, I was glad to enjoy a fine

batch of pretty straight-forward
garlic mash.

Finally, it was time to take on my
sandwich. Served on a warm bun, the
pork came unmasked by sauces in a
smoky, moist brilliance. At each table,
you are provided with different types of
barbecue sauces to add at your leisure.
The selections include smoky sweet,
rowdy, spicy and RoRo reserve (extra
spicy), all offering a unique attack on
the tongue. I went with a combination
of smoky sweet and RoRo reserve but
taste-tested the lot and decided there
was no wrong choice.

Chewing slowly and holding on
to each bite as if it were my last, I
found myself giggling like a third
grader at the muted Loony Tunes
cartoon somewhere between food
nirvana and a coma. Now make no
bones about it, barbecue has long
been my favorite genre of food. But
honestly, this is damn good. Take the
30 bus, which runs every half hour,
by the Ave and Northeast 45th Street
stop, and it’s just a 12-minute trip to
where, I will proudly claim, lies the
area’s best barbecue.

Reach reporter William Denman at
weekender@dailyuw.com.



