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THE BOOKSTORE

LENOX, MASSACHUSETTS
1966 TO PRESENT

The Bookstore in Lenox, Massachusetts, started in a living room of a small
house in an alley behind a café in the neighboring town of Stockbridge.
The store moved to Lenox in the late 1960s. Current owner Matthew
Tannenbaum worked for the legendary bookseller Frances Steloff and
wrote a memoir about it called My Years at the Gotham Book Mart with
Frances Steloff.
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€€ Filmmoker Stefan Lorant,
author of the wiJely accloimed I Was
Hitler’s Prisoner; moved here toLenox in 19440
ond lived nearby until his death in 1997. 1 finall
asked him Jurn'nj one of his visits to the store if he
Iew Hitler personally and what sadletiiie e
stated in an authoritative voice, ‘We went with the same 3irls,’ 2
—Matthew Tannenbaum, owner
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mobile. Unfortunately, it was logistically impossible to visit all the stores, but I had many
people helping me around the world doing just that.

I would imagine that when I speak about this book, I'll be asked often, “What story did
you hear the most?” So, I'm going to save us both a lot of time and answer that now. The most
frequent story, not involving a shop cat, is someone proposing marriage inside a store (and
some of those who said yes then held their wedding reception in the store). In second place,
was a related story: men groping someone from behind who they mistakenly thought was their
wife. This happened with alarming frequency and many were disappointed there was nothing
original about their tale.

Bookstores are emotional places both for their patrons and for the employees. They are
built on the sweat and tears of hardworking people, each bookshelf lined with the lifework
of hundreds of artists. Each of those books represent endless hours of grind and toil. Often
the bookstore owner and employees are also writers. Is there a space with more fulfilled or
unfulfilled dreams?

The bookstore is also a hangout, a place of solace, a community center, and a venue for
cultural entertainment. There are many who absolutely live for bookstores and even those
who aspire to live in a bookstore, with some bookstores providing a place to sleep in exchange
for work. What other type of store does that? The relationship between bookstores and their

customers is give-and-take, reliant on loyalty and generosity. Customers work on the honor system
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and should be applauded—bookstores can be taken advantage of, dispensing free expertise and
human contact only to have their place of business used as a catalog for online shopping, or a
library, or simply a restroom. Bookshop owners and employees are a very patient group.

This book is intended to be a celebration of independent stores everywhere and for all
those who love books. It was an honor to create this collection of illustrations. While I was
unable to include every great shop in this volume—my apologies to those I didn't get to yet—
I'd like to think this book is about all bookstores, to all bookstore owners and employees, past

and present. This is for anybody who ever dreamed of living in a bookstore.

Bob Eckstein
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CITY LIGHTS

SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA
1953 TO PRESENT

For over half a century, City Lights of San Francisco has demonstrated a
commitment to preserving the diversity of voices and ideas in literature

and promoting literacy.
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“We once receved o letter froma young woman who wanted us to know,
and hoPeJ we wouldn't be mortified by the fact, that she had surrep‘titiously \
Placed her father’s ashes in various nooks and crannies -Lhroughou‘l: our ’
Poe'l:ry room. She said it was her father’s favorite place in the
world and she was comforted By knowing he was there.”
—Stacey Lewis, City Lights
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SCRIBNER’S BOOKSTORE

NEW YORK CITY
1913-1989

This Fifth Avenue Beaux-Arts masterpiece landmark building was
designed by architect Ernest Flagg specifically for Scribner Bookstore
for Charles Scribner’s Sons publishing, whose authors included F. Scott
Fitzgerald and Thomas Wolfe. The store was forced to move to the more
affordable downtown area before it was ultimately purchased by Barnes
& Noble, Inc.
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BoB ECKSTEIN
Foreword by GARRISoN KEILLOR,
% Trye Tales and Lost Moments from Book Buyers, Booksellers, and Book Lovers






OEBPS/images/Ecks_9780553459302_epub3_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Ecks_9780553459302_epub3_005_r1.jpg
FOREWORD

When I trotted off to the University of Minnesota back in 1960, three independent bookstores
stood near campus in Dinkytown, a stone’s throw apart—Perrine’s, McCosh’s, and Heddan's—each
with an owner on the premises, each holding fast to its own sturdy principles. Perrine’s stood on
an embankment above the railroad tracks, and as you perused the latest fiction hardcovers, you
felt the vibrations of the southbound Silver Zephyr heading for Chicago. McCosh’s was run by

a bearded anarchist who nonetheless loved the classics; he posted incendiary sayings on index
cards pinned to the shelves where you could find, reasonably priced, Ulysses and Sister Carrie
and the odes of Horace. Heddan's was run by a silent old Norwegian with a secret filing system—
the place was chaos, heaps and piles of books, orange crates for shelves, stacks and mounds and
hillocks of everything under the sun, but if you told the old man what you wanted, hed ponder
a moment and go and fetch it.

They were sociable to browsers, of course, and as you became a regular the owner would
greet you, maybe mention a book he thought you'd like, and when you left, you'd stand by the
counter and discuss the events of the day and feel welcomed and recognized though only a
college kid at a big state university—you were a reader, a citizen of the world of ideas.

You become a book lover in childhood because you want to know Important Things and
thereby enter the adult world, and the library is your first stop, but you crave ownership, and if you
grow up in a family short on money who are careful about turning out lights and mending clothes

and buying day-old bread and never eating in cafés, the thought of buying a book is thrilling,
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a sign of true love. You must have Walden in your possession, and Frost and Cummings and
Benchley and the great A. J. Liebling and Roget’s Thesaurus so you can savor all the variations

of “to walk,” and inevitably you find your way, like an owl looking for a field mouse, like a salmon
swimming upstream, like a souse finding a friendly tavern, to a little hole-in-the-wall bookstore
patronized by others of your ilk, and there you feel ease and contentment. Nothing against the
big chain bookstores, nothing at all, but the feeling is different: like the difference between eating
at a café owned by the guy who is cooking and eating from vending machines.

In due course I left the U and wrote a few bestselling books and got enough dough to open
my own little bookstore and thereby lose a lot of money in the first five years, but we've hung on
and learned a little about managing inventory and now the losses are less, and meanwhile it is a
sweet little shop, next door to a bakery, around the corner from a cheese shop and a coffee shop
and an Afghan restaurant. There is a big bust of Ralph Waldo Emerson in the front window.
Inside, you notice a saying by Flannery O’Connor painted on a column: Where you come from is
gone, where you thought you were going to never was there, and where you are is no good unless
you can get away from it. And farther on, one from Fitzgerald: Show me a hero and I'll write you
a tragedy. Tables of books, rows of books, piles, a big poetry section, a long wall of fiction, lots of
local history, and cheerful women behind the counter and one or two solemn men. There is no
sign on the front door, TOILET IS FOR PATRONS ONLY. We only ask that you won't go in the

toilet to read—there are couches for that.
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in the best customer category. The times reading, talking books and life, is something that could
not be paid for at any price. Watching my daughter learn to love reading and words is about all
a dad could ask for in terms of education. She is now in college, but over breaks just to catch up
we meet at a bookstore. While I have made my share of mistakes as a father, I'd have to rank the
bookstore journeys as one success I will always treasure, and [ hope that my daughter would say
the same thing.”

As far as choosing the bookstores, my selections were based on recommendations, word
of mouth, social history, and contributions to the locale. And of course, there had to be a
good story from someone I knew or met that was a reliable source. I started with a list of 150
bookstores and eventually narrowed that down to 75. I wasn't able to include all the greatest
bookshops, but I do know every bookshop in this book is great.

I didn't let personality sway my judgment. There was one store I went to Chicago to visit,
twice (I live in New York City), and each time they didn't want to talk to me. They were very
leery of me, assuming [ was a journalist looking for a negative spin about the state of publishing.
Another establishment insisted on full editorial control. But I didn't let those occasional cool
receptions affect the final decision of the list. Let me add, almost all of the bookshops were
delighted to meet me and anxious to tell their story. Many poured their heart out to me
(I wound up buying a lot of books). I was told the story of a late owner whose dream it was to

run a bookstore because as a black girl in Alabama she was not allowed to use the town book
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The little independent bookstore is dying out, they say. Too bad. Someday mine will, too.
The live radio variety show died out when I was a child. The mainstream Christian churches are
fading fast, newspapers are getting skinny, the theater is dead (again?), kids today don't know
how to use reference books, pop songs don't make sense, tomatoes are tasteless, train travel is
on the way out, modern art is hopeless, the celebrities of today are people you never heard of,
you can't get a decent egg salad sandwich anywhere, and they don't make movies like they used
to. But everything is ripe for revival, I say. Nobody reads poetry anymore and then along come
Mary Oliver and Billy Collins. My bookstore is across the street from Macalester College (which
is my landlord) and many of our customers are students, and someday one of them will invent a
new model for an independent bookstore and I'll be out of business. Perhaps you are that smart
person. Good for you.

The real problem with the book business is that smart people have gotten too busy to read.
You know it's true. When my bookstore goes under, I will at last have time to pick up a book,
sit down, and read it for hour after hour. That's the good life. I'll walk into your bookstore, dear
reader, and stand over the fiction table and glance at the wares, read the first paragraphs and
the jacket flaps of fifteen novels, pick two, go to the counter, commiserate with you about the

sad state of the world, and go home and read. I look forward to that.

Garrison Keillor
AUGUST 2015
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INTRODUCTION

Depending on where you are when you read this, independent bookstores are either enjoying
a happy resurgence or are still precariously endangered. My first draft of this introduction was
all about the struggles of the book business. After all, I'd just spent the past two years talking to
bookstore owners and booksellers. I had dates and proclamations from key people, and I went
on and on about the plight of bookstores. I couldn't help it—I was entrenched in that dialogue,
hearing numerous tearful stories of owners watching their dream being turned into a Foot
Locker. But instead of pontificating, I went back to my own rules for this book: keep it brief and
keep it interesting.

My project to paint the greatest bookstores of the world began when I did a small piece
for the New Yorker’s website about some of the beautiful bookshops in New York City. As I
expanded the project for this book, I collected over three hundred stories and quotes (if I
don't count the hundreds of “shop cat” stories I heard). Along the way, I collected lots of kind
words and insight on the value of bookstores. For instance, Alec Baldwin tweeted me, “I love all
bookstores. Chains, independents, big, small. Once you walk into a bookstore, time stands still.”
And this from a loving father: “I started taking my daughter to bookstores before she could walk.
Every week and sometimes more than that, we'd go off to a bookstore. We'd spend hours in the
kids’ section, me reading to her until she began to read to me. As she grew, we'd go in and divide
and conquer. I always told her to pick any book she'd like and I would get it for her if she read it.
I don't know how many hundreds of books this added up to, but I am sure that I rank pretty high





