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every time she’s been up for reelection. 
The closest a Democratic challenger came 
to beating her was in 2006, when she was 
up against Peter Goldmark and won reelec-
tion with 56.4 percent of the vote. Stuckart 
blames that on the backgrounds of the can-
didates who’ve run, most of whom focused 
on their business experience but hadn’t held 
elected office, leaving them no “track re-
cord” to point to.

The 5th District isn’t included on the 
Democratic Congressional Campaign 
Committee’s 2018 list of target districts—
Republican-held seats they think are 
vulnerable. And Stuckart’s campaign is 
still rough around the edges. He’s raised 
just $82,300, compared to the $2.7 mil-
lion McMorris Rodgers raised for her last 
election.

Stuckart has some time to catch up, 
though. This year, his campaign will focus 
on increasing his name recognition and 
talking about issues. To manage the cam-
paign, Stuckart has hired Alex Scott, a 
relentlessly positive twentysomething who 
has an encyclopedic knowledge of Eastern 
Washington and served on his hometown’s 
city council when he was a college student. 
If a group somewhere in the sprawling dis-
trict wants to host an event for Stuckart, 
Scott is determined to get his candidate 
there.

In 2018, they’ll knock on doors. Over 
lunch at a sandwich shop in Walla Walla, 
Stuckart diagrams on a brown napkin for 
me just how much they’re going to door-
knock: If 10 campaign volunteers go out 
every day of the month for eight months, 
and hit 50 doors every time they go out, 
the campaign can hit 120,000 doors by the 
2018 primary. (Maybe a little overoptimis-
tic, Stuckart initially does the math wrong, 
believing this plan can get him to 125,000 
doors.)

The median income in the district is 
$47,000, and 16.5 percent of people make 
an income below the poverty level. Around 
73,000 people in the district benefited from 
Medicaid expansion as part of the Afford-
able Care Act, according to state data, an 
expansion that would have been reversed 
by a Republican health-care bill McMorris 
Rodgers supported. Stuckart thinks he can 
sell his message here.

With fundraising and more name recog-
nition, Stuckart hopes to eventually catch 
the attention of the DCCC. He wants to 
use small events like the one in Pomeroy 
to win over communities some Democrats 
may write off as unwinnable. And he needs 
help from progressives all over the state 
to do it.

“If we’re going to change, we’re all going 
to have to help each other,” he says. “Just 
electing Democrats out of Seattle is no lon-
ger going to get us there.”

B ack at the vacant storefront the Dem-
ocrats of Garfield County use to hold 

meetings, Stuckart never looks at the pre-
pared remarks he brought with him except 
to flip the pages over so he can take notes on 
the back as the group talks about the intri-
cacies of dam engineering.

He delivers an improvised 10-minute 
stump speech and spends an hour and a half 
taking the group’s questions. He takes off 
his jacket, rolls up his sleeves, and clicks his 
pen as he talks.

“Trump is doing us all sorts of favors,” 
Stuckart tells the group. “I think there is an 
enormous opportunity for Democrats to ac-
tually take back this seat. I call people and 
ask for money over the last three months, 
and they don’t say, ‘Well, no, this is an im-
possible task’. They say, ‘This is the time, in 
2018.’” n
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I ’m sitting across from Rachel Dolezal, and she 
looks… white. Not a little white, not racially 
ambiguous. Dolezal looks really, really white. 
She looks like a white woman with a mild sun-

tan, in box braids—like perhaps she’d just gotten 
back from a Caribbean vacation and decided to keep 
the hairstyle for a few days “for fun.”

She is also smaller than I expected, tiny even—
even in her wedge heels and jeans. I’m six feet tall 
and fat. I wonder for a moment what this conver-
sation might look like to bystanders if things were 
to get heated—a giant black woman interrogating 
a tiny white woman. Everything about Dolezal is 
smaller than expected—the tiny house she rents, 
the limited and very used furniture. Her 1-year-old 
son toddles in front of cartoons playing on a small 
television. The only thing of real size in the house 
seems to be a painting of her adopted brother, and 
now adopted son, Izaiah, from when he was a young 
child. The painting looms over Dolezal on the liv-
ing-room wall as she begins to talk. I try to get my 
bearings and listen to what she’s trying to say, but 
for the first few moments, my mind keeps repeating: 
“How in the hell did I get here?”

I did not want to think about, talk about, or write 
about Rachel Dolezal ever again. While many people 
have been highly entertained by the story of a wom-
an who passed herself off for almost a decade as a 
black woman, even rising to the head of the Spokane 
chapter of the NAACP, before being “outed” during 
a TV interview by KXLY reporter Jeff Humphrey 
as white, as later confirmed by her white parents, I 
found little amusement in her continued spotlight. 
When the story first broke in June 2015, I was ap-
proached by more editors in a week than I had heard 
from in two months. They were all looking for “fresh 
takes” on the Dolezal scandal from the very people 
whose identity had now been put up for debate—
black women. I wrote two pieces on Dolezal for two 
different websites, mostly focused not on her, but on 
the lack of understanding of black women’s identity 
that was causing the conversation about Dolezal to 
become more and more painful for so many black 
women.

After a few weeks of media obsession, I—and 
most of the other black women I knew—was com-
pletely done with Rachel Dolezal.

Or, at least I hoped to be.

Right after turning in a draft of my book on 
race at the end of February, I went to a theater to 
do an onstage interview on race and intersection-
ality (a mode of thinking that intersects identities 
and systems of social oppression and domination). 
But before going onstage, my phone buzzed with a 
“news” alert. Rachel Dolezal had changed her name. 
I quickly glanced at the article and saw that Dolezal 
had changed her name to Nkechi Amare Diallo. 
My jaw dropped in disbelief. Nkechi is my sister’s 
name—my visibly black sister born and raised in 
Nigeria. Dolezal claimed that the name change was 
to make it easier for her to get a job, because the 
scandal had made it so that nobody in the Eastern 
Washington town of Spokane (pop. 210,000) would 
look at an application with the name Rachel Dolezal 
on it.

I’m going to pause here so we can recognize the 
absurdity of this claim: You change your name from 
Rachel Dolezal to Nkechi Amare Diallo because 
everyone in your lily-white town (Spokane is more 
than 80 percent white) now knows you as the Ra-
chel Dolezal who was pretending to be black, so you 
change your name to NKECHI AMARE DIALLO 

THE 
HEART OF 

WHITENESS
I WENT TO SPOKANE TO MEET RACHEL DOLEZAL,  
THE WHITE WOMAN WHO SAYS SHE’S BLACK

BY IJEOMA OLUO 
PHOTOS BY RAJAH BOSE
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cash and is still looking for work. Her rental 
house is a month-to-month lease. “Hopefully, 
after the book release and this round of media, 
maybe everybody’s questions and curiosities 
will be satisfied and then I can reintegrate into 
society,” she says with a smile.

We visit Dolezal’s studio. She is, in all hon-
esty, a very talented painter. The majority 
of her paintings feature black people. Other 
than the paintings of her children, most of the 
black people depicted appear to be dressed as 
slaves or tribespeople. Breaking this pattern 
was a series of portraits hanging on the wall 
of Dolezal herself. They were done Warhol 
style, each painting duplicated in a differ-
ent color. Dolezal explains them to me: “You 
know, people are always saying to me, ‘Ra-
chel, I don’t care if you are red, green, blue, 
or purple,’ so I decided to paint myself as red, 
green, blue, or purple.”

Dolezal chuckles as she says this, as if it 
is the most clever and original idea anybody 
has ever had. I don’t know how many times a 
white person has told me that they don’t care 
if I’m “red, green, blue, or purple” when they 
are trying to explain to me just how “not rac-
ist” they are—I’ve lost count. I do know that 
I’ve rolled my eyes every time. As my brother 
Ahamefule said to me once, “They may not 
care if I’m red or green or blue or purple—but 
they sure as hell care that I’m black.”

I ask her specifically about the problem-
atic sections of the book, explaining that her 
description of falling in love with blackness 
based on a National Geographic and a Sports 
Illustrated seems fetishizing to me.

“As a black person, as a kid,” I say, “I 
remember National Geographic being some-
thing that was used to mock me regularly. A 
lot of the images of black people in National 
Geographic have been incredibly fetishizing 
over the years. Is there a reason why you 
chose the language that you chose? Because 
honestly, if anybody came up to me and said 
their first encounter with blackness was 
through National Geographic, and they loved 
it, I would end the conversation immediately.”

Dolezal seems offended I would even ask 
that, reminding me that she was writing 
about her experience with blackness as a 
child. “Well, my older brother was fetishiz-
ing black women in National Geographic,” 
she says, looking at me curiously as she folds 
clothes. “And I talk about that [in the book]. 
I felt like my gaze was more humanizing, and 
more of, again, black is beautiful, black is in-
spirational. I had a different gaze than he did.

“I understand National Geographic has 
been exploitative. I understand that. But 
as a 5- or 8-year-old child, looking at im-
ages of people, you’re not looking with a 
doctoral degree of sociology and anthropol-
ogy and parceling this stuff apart. You’re 
just… you’re looking at representations of 
the human experience.”

I try to clarify that it is the fact that she 
thinks that her connection to blackness rep-
resented via National Geographic, no matter 
how inspirational, could be authentic is itself 
the problem: “But you are looking at rep-
resentations crafted by white supremacy. I 
mean, it’s not actually black people you are 
looking at.”

“Just like when people are watching TV,” 
Dolezal says in her defense. Then she seems 
to remember the interviews in which she had 
bragged that growing up without television 
saved her from viewing blackness through a 
white lens, and her tone changes and sounds 
almost bitter.

“In that sense, maybe I wasn’t entirely 
sheltered from the whole propaganda,” she 
sighs. “Or whatever.”

There was a moment before meeting 
Dolezal and reading her book that I thought 
that she genuinely loves black people but took 
it a little too far. But now I can see this is not the 
case. This is not a love gone mad. Something 
else, something even sinister is at work in her 
relationship and understanding of blackness.

There is a chapter where she compares 
herself to black slaves. Dolezal describes 
selling crafts to buy new clothes, and she 
compares her quest to craft her way into 
new clothes with chattel slavery. When I ask 
what she has to say to people who might be 
offended by her comparing herself to slaves, 
Dolezal is indignant almost to exasperation. 

She is done folding clothes.
“I’m not comparing the struggles, okay? 

Because I never said that my life was the 
same. I never said that it was the equivalent 
of slavery, of chattel slavery. I did work and 
bought all my own clothes and shoes since I 
was 9 years old. That’s not a typical American 
childhood life,” she says. “I worked very hard, 
but I didn’t resonate with white women who 
were born with a silver spoon. I didn’t find 
a sentence of connection in those stories, or 
connection with the story of the princess who 
was looking for a knight in shining armor.”

She almost spits out the last sentences.
I am beginning to wonder if it is blackness 

that Dolezal doesn’t understand, but white-
ness. Because growing up poor, on a family 
farm in Idaho, being homeschooled by fun-
damentalist Christian parents sounds whiter 
than this “silver spoon” whiteness she claims 
to be rejecting.

Dolezal feels she is different from others 
who would genuinely compare their hardships 
to slavery: “But those people are not aware, 
they haven’t been black history professors,” she 
says with a voice trembling with indignation.

I want to remind Dolezal that she is a for-
mer black history professor who has degrees 
in art, not black history, African history, or 
American history, but I don’t. I’m trying to 
not get kicked out of her place early.

It’s only been an hour, and I still need to 

RAJAH BOSE

INTERVIEW Ijeoma Oluo (left) with Rachel Dolezal and her son in their kitchen.

WANTED:  
Cannabis plant roots 

 for making tea! 

Contact Starr 206-353-2685
crystalmohawk@yahoo.com
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WEDNESDAY 4/19

Mount Eerie, Lori Goldston
(Neptune, all ages) Phil Elverum’s music under 
the Mount Eerie moniker has always been ex-
tremely intimate—an attribute inherent in his 
soft-spoken vocal delivery and largely acoustic 
guitar-based arrangements. But over the years, 
Elverum’s modest instrumentation has become 
increasingly majestic, with his expanding arse-
nal of instruments and resourceful recording 
techniques creating a lush world where even 
the lone sustained fuzzed-out bass notes on 
2015’s Sauna take on a symphony of micro-
tones. In the wake of the passing of his wife, 
Geneviève, Elverum channeled his anguish into 
A Crow Looked at Me, an album that explores 
death not through metaphors but through 
the literal details of life in the aftermath of 
loss. By eschewing the platitudes that often ac-
company the discussion of death, Elverum has 
made both his most deeply intimate album and 
a profound stand-alone examination of grief. 
BRIAN COOK

Skepta
(Neumos, all ages) North London’s reign-
ing champ, MC/producer/DJ Skepta, leads 
the charge of grime’s most recent surge of 
popularity in North America—as a veteran 
rapper and low-key athleisure icon. As the 
internet fl attens regional scenes, the insular, 
spare roadman style, American club excesses, 
and spacey SoundCloud swag rap all make 
comfortable fl atmates, as evinced on Skepta’s 
excellent 2016 album Konnichiwa, which sig-
naled his arrival in the colonies. Kanye needed 

him there when he performed on the Brits, 
and Drake even petitioned to join his crew, 
the legendary grime label Boy Better Know. As 
hiphop’s biggest cool hunters align themselves, 
this particular British empire just grows. The 
last time mans tried touring the US, visa issues 
stymied his rollout—but now he’s ready to 
bring his raucous nobody-smiling shit-talk to 
Seattle, and let’s hope it’s shutdown (in a good 
way). LARRY MIZELL JR.

NailPolish, Mommy Long Legs, 
Softboys
(Timbre Room) I’d reckon when most of your 
city’s top groups practice in your basement 
every day, it’s hard to NOT wanna see them 
play live in public, so for a while now the 
popular Capitol Hill practice space Crybaby 
Studios has been putting on locals-only shows 
like tonight’s rock action. Mommy Long Legs 
shred noisy rock and reverb-dunked 1970s/’80s 
punk; they’re self-described as “barf-core/fart-
core.” Actually, they don’t stink TOO much like 
farts! Bookending MLL are Softboys (not Robyn 
Hitchcock’s Soft Boys), but rather local Day-Glo 
punks who play knowing 1970s punk, and 
NailPolish, who play raucous, contemporary 
post-punk. All of tonight’s jams will be framed 
by visuals from Daisy Heroin. MIKE NIPPER

THURSDAY 4/20

Seagaze Festival
(Lo-Fi, April 20–23) Shoegaze rock is accru-
ing momentum akin to that of the jam-band 
circuit, with festivals dedicated to the gauzy, 
dreamy subgenre, reunion tours by the original 

key players, and growing acceptance from ma-
jor media outlets. For the second year, Seagaze 
Festival showcases this oft-transcendent music 
with 19 acts over four nights. Thursday be sure 
to check out the Malady of Sevendials, a family 
of teenage brooders evoking the hushed splen-
dors of Cocteau Twins and A.R. Kane. Friday 
is stacked with reliable psych-leaning vets like 
Kingdom of the Holy Sun, This Blinding Light, 
Black Nite Crash, and the kosmische solo-guitar 
sojourns of God & Vanilla. Saturday, producer 
extraordinaire/Stranger Genius Erik Blood fl ies 
in from LA to school everyone on lush textures 
and luscious melodies, while the songs of fest 
organizer Jeff McCollough’s band, Blackpool 
Astronomy, whiplash you like prime-time 
Swervedriver. Sunday, scope Portland’s Coloring 
Electric Like, who rampage beautifully, like a 
Northwestern My Bloody Valentine. These are 
but a small sampling of artists who strive to 
swirl your brain cells into a purple haze of bliss. 
DAVE SEGAL

Jóhann Jóhannsson with American 
Contemporary Music Ensemble
(Benaroya Hall, all ages) Icelandic composer 
Jóhann Jóhannsson excels at combining 
the sweeping melodies of fellow country-
men Sigur Rós with a modern classical sound 
palette. He fi rst broke through with the 
Pitchfork-approved Englabörn, which fused the 
impressionistic minimalism of Erik Satie, the 
spiritual stylings of Arvo Pärt, and electronic 
glitch textures not far away from the likes of 
Oval and even early Tim Hecker. While the 
composer continued to release one acclaimed 
album after another over the course of the de-
cade, Jóhannsson has arisen as one of the most 

in-demand fi lm and television composers of 
our time, striking up a highly fruitful relation-
ship with the French-Canadian fi lmmaker Denis 
Villeneuve, for whom he’s composed scores for 
Arrival, Sicario, and Prisoners alongside James 
Marsh’s The Theory of Everything. Jóhannsson’s 
next fi lm project is perhaps his most anticipat-
ed, as he will rejoin Villeneuve to pen the score 
for the director’s Blade Runner 2049. This is a 
must-see event for modern classical and music 
fans of all stripes. NICK ZURKO

Bing & Ruth, Zen Mother
(Fremont Abbey, all ages) Pianist David Moore’s 
ambient-modern classical ensemble Bing & 
Ruth’s meteoric rise from tiny RVNG Intl. band 
to big indie 4AD refl ects an increased inter-
est in ambient music. The genre has evolved 
beyond what its pioneer Brian Eno could have 
anticipated, and Bing & Ruth exemplify this 
evolution. Started in 2006 by university-trained 
Moore, the project was born of his desire to 
create “minimalist ensemble music with a 
certain fi lmic sensitivity, one that prioritized 
grace and texture over the style’s once-radical 
subtraction.” After the subtle, gradual melo-
dies found on the 11-piece recording City Lake, 
Moore pared the group to seven members for 
their breakthrough album, Tomorrow Was the 
Golden Age. That work’s more succinct and 
melodic sound led to the band signing to 4AD 
to release No Home of the Mind in February. 
Featuring clarinet, two bassists, Moore on 
piano, and a tape-delay Opteron, Bing & Ruth 
create slow-building, breathtaking music that 
should appeal to fans of Stars of the Lid, Erik 
Satie, and Jóhann Jóhannsson. NICK ZURKO

Continued

THINGS TO DO MUSIC Noteworthy Shows This Week
strangerthingstodo.com  @SEAshows

Thunderpussy
Fri April 21

at Chop Suey

MATHEW TUCCIARONE
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Spokane Is for Book Lovers
A Guide to the Literary Landmarks of a City Most  

People Have Sort of Heard Of
BY RICH SMITH

PHOTOS  BY  RAJAH BOSE

Baby Bar
827 W First Ave

Cinematic genius David Lynch 
used to drink here, but the only 

thing that matters is a story that hometown 
author-hero Jess Walter (We Live in Water, Citi-
zen Vince) told me about that time he tailed Evel 
Knievel all the way to this bar.

“I was a police reporter, and a cop told me 
they were investigating Evel Knievel as part of a 
cocaine trafficking ring centered on the old Rid-
path Hotel,” he wrote. “Evel had a Aston Martin 
sports car, and I’d see it parked in front of down-
town bars along Sprague [Avenue]. So one night, 
I tailed him from bar to bar with a friend of mine. 
There was a bartender named Reba at the Baby 
Bar who would sing Patsy Cline songs into the 
soda dispenser, and I sat with Evel and a buddy 
of mine and we drank and drank and watched her 
sing to us. We drank so much, I forgot all about 
tailing Evel. Reba later died, fell off a cliff in Can-
ada with her boyfriend. Evel never got arrested 
in the cocaine investigation.”

Spokane Falls
Downtown

Novelist Sharma Shields (The Sas-
quatch Hunter’s Almanac) says 

the falls “featured hugely in both Jess Walter’s 
first work of fiction, Over Tumbled Graves, and 
Nance Van Winckel’s poetry collection Pacific 
Walkers.” She adds that many local poets and 
writers have been inspired by both the darkness 
and the power of the river.

Paths running alongside the falls put visitors 
well within misting distance of both the over-
hang and the plunge pool. (I saw a big splash 
leap over the barrier wall and soak a little girl in 
pink sweats. She laugh-cried.) Because you can 
get so close, your body fills with the river’s roar 
after only two or three minutes of staring at the 
water rushing over the cliff.

Sherman’s Spiral Poem 
“That Place Where 
Ghosts of Salmon Jump”
On a platform in Overlook Park

According to Allie Todd at Spokane Historical, this 
poem is “written in its entirety on a polished gran-
ite spiral set in concrete, right at the spot where 
Alexie was inspired to write it.” The spot overlooks 
Spokane Falls. In the poem, Alexie’s speaker tells 
the Spokane Indian origin story of the falls and ex-
presses profound anger about the recklessness of 
white men: “Look at all of this, / and tell me that 
concrete ever equals love, Coyote, / these white 
men sometimes forget to love their own mothers / 
so how could they love this river which gave birth / 
to a thousand lifetimes of salmon?” 

Heavy construction surrounding Riverfront 
Park prevented me from seeing and reading the 
poem, which seems a little on the nose.

Vachel Lindsay’s 
Room at the Historic 
Davenport Hotel 
10 S Post St

Despite my advanced degrees in literature, 
I only sort of knew that Vachel Lindsay was a 
canonical American poet. So when Washing-
ton State poet laureate (and Spokanite) Tod 
Marshall told me Lindsay lived at the Historic 
Davenport Hotel for five years, I thought, “Oh, 
huh, I thought that guy was French.” But after 
talking about the famous/infamous poet with the 
Davenport’s concierge, Marshall, I wanted to 
read everything I could by and about the man.

The concierge and I were in the elevator head-
ed up to see Lindsay’s old room, when suddenly he 
turned to me and said, in the tone of a British spy, 
“Surely you’ve heard about his porcelain dolls?”

I hadn’t! 
“Well,” he went on, “the man owned two [tod-

dler-size] porcelain dolls, and he demanded they 
be sat and served at the restaurant. Mr. Daven-
port accommodated Mr. Lindsay’s request for 
nearly a year, but unfortunately Lindsay had to 
be cordially evicted.”

Lindsay didn’t end up on the street. He found 
a home in Browne’s Addition, the first residential 
neighborhood in Spokane, and lived there until 
he died. But while at the hotel, he wrote many 
poems and occasionally met with a very young 
Spokane poet, Carolyn Kizer.

Spark Central
1214 W Summit Parkway

On the other side of the river, 
Spark Central sits in a gleaming 

new development called Kendall Yards, which 
is named for the railroad tracks that used to 
be there. The place is a playground for famous 
writers and a fertile ground for emerging ones. 
“Think Hugo House meets 826 meets library, 
and throw in a bunch of robots for good mea-
sure,” said Kate Lebo, former Seattleite and 
current Spark Central board member. 

Check out fiction and poetry from local writ-
ers in the stacks, show up for a reading, or take 
some writing classes for adults on the cheap. A 
poetry-writing class with the city’s poet laure-
ate, Laura Read, might cost $40. 

They have reading parties and writing parties. 
Writers of all ages, executive director Brooke 
Matson says, camp out and listen to live music 
while they tackle their novels or poems. Parents 
can write with their kids or let them play with 
the robots (!) in a little high-tech workshop in the 
corner. It’s pretty magical.

Sherman Alexie’s First 
Apartment 
S Jefferson Dr

In this big white house converted 
into apartments near downtown Spokane, Sher-
man Alexie wrote major works of fiction, including 
the short-story collection The Lone Ranger and 
Tonto Fistfight in Heaven, which launched his ca-
reer. Look through the far right window on the top 
floor and you’ll see his first apartment. He wrote 
Lone Ranger and First Indian on the Moon there. 
Then he moved across the hall into a bigger space, 
where he wrote Reservation Blues. That’s the far 
left window. He wrote all those books on a Brother 
word processor. If you don’t know what a “Broth-
er” is, google it and weep. 

He’s a stay-at-home writer. “I have never been 
a coffee shop guy,” Alexie said. “And I was too poor 
to be a coffee shop guy even if I wanted to be.”

Atticus Coffee & Gifts
222 N Howard St

Excellent coffee shop attached to 
a gift shop that sells coffee and 

books. Young-adult novelist and former high-
school English teacher Kris Dinnison (You and 
Me and Him) owns the place with her husband, 
Andy. She worked at the cafe full-time while 
writing her book, and she says that pieces of 
conversations and characters from Atticus defi-
nitely made it into the book. 

The cafe attracts a lot of writers. Local YA 
authors Trent Reedy and Stephanie Oakes write 
here. Jess Walter wrote here on occasion until he 
moved to his new spot, which I will not blow up 
in these pages. Poet and professor Dan Butter-
worth still writes here, and poet Jonathan John-
son was writing on the patio during my visit.

Auntie’s Bookstore
402 W Main Ave

This indie bookstore has been 
serving Spokane’s readers since 

1978, but it’s lived in this large, airy, balus-
trade-intensive spot since 1993. It can be hard 
to convince authors to stop by on a tour, but 
their inland location hasn’t prevented cool shit 
from happening. Owner John Waite told me 
that in 2004, after reading at the store for Spo-
kane’s excellent Get Lit series, Kurt Vonnegut 
pied-pipered an impromptu bar crawl around 
downtown. A woman fainted here while listen-
ing to Chuck Palahniuk read from his grotesque 
book of shorts stories, Haunted. Antonio Ban-
deras and Viggo Mortensen shopped here when 
they were working on movies.

The store is charming and barn-like. Used 
and new books mingle in the stacks. There’s a 
huge game store inside of it, a remnant of its ear-
ly life as the Book and Game Company in 1978. If 
you want comics, the warm and knowledgeable 
booksellers will tell you to head down the street 
to Merlyn’s Comics and Games. A few decades 
ago, you might have seen fantasy writer David 
Eddings there, flipping through the new arrivals. 

Bookseller and Buddhist minister in training 
Melissa Opel, who has worked at the store for 
more than 10 years, calls Auntie’s an “oasis.” 
She’s right. n
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