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VIEWFINDER


Monopoli, Italy | c. 2018


Photo by Ky Allport
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“OLD BARNEY”


Long Beach Island, New Jersey | c. 1835


Photo by Kevin Plant
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PANCAKES STAND


Krka National Park, Croatia | c. 1985


Photo by Cathy Tideswell














The photographs in this book were taken by people I have never met, of places and things I have, almost without exception, never seen—but I must say: I intend to.


Wally Koval and his collaborators have put together both a very entertaining collection of images and also an especially alluring travel guide (at least in the opinion of this actual Wes Anderson). There must be about 200 locations here, which should keep me busy for several decades, but I plan not to let any of these experiences escape me, especially the Croatian pancakes stand (here).


I now understand what it means to be accidentally myself. Thank you. I am still confused what it means to be deliberately me, if that is even what I am, but that is not important. I send my very best wishes and much gratitude to this group for discovering and sharing all these peculiar and fascinating vistas.


—Wes Anderson
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YOU KNOW IT WHEN YOU SEE IT: whether it’s the symmetrical lines, pastel hues, immaculate composition, or something idiosyncratic and beautiful that you can and cannot describe at once, the director Wes Anderson has an immediately identifiable style to his films. How fantastic, then, to discover real places around the world that look like accidental captures from one of his films?


AccidentallyWesAnderson is now a global community of more than one million Adventurers who seek the most beautiful, idiosyncratic, and interesting places on earth—perhaps places they may have passed by, or others they have always wanted to explore—to find the unique and unexpected stories behind the facades.


I started this project as a personal travel bucket list for my wife, Amanda, and me back in 2017, after happening upon a series of photos of places that shared a resemblance to the look of a Wes Anderson film. As a fan of the director’s work and an avid, curious traveler, I was intrigued by these places that seemed “just so,” and I wanted to learn more about them. So, I set out to find where the photos had been taken. Slowly a community grew around this idea; we began sharing our own adventures, and soon thousands of submissions were pouring in from all around the world. The photos were beautiful, the narratives were intriguing, and the community was the positive, engaging, curious cherry on top.


My life has been immeasurably enriched by the opportunity to travel and experience other parts of the world, other cultures, and other people. And while we may think we need to venture far from home to find something extraordinary, there are so many amazing things in our own backyard waiting to be found.


Growing up in Delaware, I went to the Grand Opera House (here) on school field trips and for performances. I have been there countless times—but never knew the intriguing story of its past until this project drove me to discover it. I urge you not just to use this book as inspiration for where you might travel next, but to look at your own hometown with a new perspective. There’s surely something fascinating to discover once you start looking for it.


I am so inspired by the vibrant, active community of photographers, designers, artists, historians, and friends who have come together to share their discoveries. We are each Adventurers, joined together by a similar interest in learning more about the world we share. Think of this book as a source of visual and intellectual inspiration, and an invitation to look for the story behind every facade.


Get ready to explore!




IMPORTANT NOTE BEFORE EMBARKING


Accidentally Wes Anderson was created in the spirit of adventure and exploration. We encourage you to use this collection to find your next adventure and guide your travels. However, locations close, train departure times change, and hours of operation may vary—be sure to call, email, or send a telegram to confirm all details before you make any travel plans.


And when you do explore, please obey all local laws and treat every place—and every person—with kindness and respect.


Additionally, each story begins with a Name, Location, and Date. Each date, preceded by a “c.”, is meant to be provided as a point in time at which the structure or location was founded, established, built, manufactured, or opened to the public. Some locations have been built and rebuilt, or closed and reopened numerous times. We did our best to pinpoint the date that would not only be accurate but also true to the story.


Finally, if you come across any outdated or incorrect information, please let us know at Book@AccidentallyWesAnderson.com, or you can update the information directly at www.AccidentallyWesAnderson.com.
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Airstream Trailer—Jackson Center, Ohio


Glacier Bay National Park & Preserve—Gustavus, Alaska


Cape Hatteras Lighthouse—Buxton, North Carolina


Bartlesville Community Center—Bartlesville, Oklahoma


The Georgian Hotel—Santa Monica, California


Central Fire Station—Marfa, Texas


American Fireworks—Bastrop, Texas


Pittsburgh Athletic Association—Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania


Georgian Terrace Hotel—Atlanta, Georgia


Navy Pier—Chicago, Illinois


Camp Shady Brook—Deckers, Colorado


Roberts Cottages—Oceanside, California


Malley’s Chocolates—Cleveland, Ohio


Delaware & Ulster Railroad—Arkville, New York


Union Station—Seattle, Washington


Advance Wood Shop—Los Angeles, California


Ice-Fishing Shacks—Lake Nipissing, Ontario


Fire Observation Tower—Catskills, New York


Folly Beach Fishing Pier—Folly Beach, South Carolina


Hearst Castle—San Simeon, California


Mills House Hotel—Charleston, South Carolina


Detroit Institute of Arts—Detroit, Michigan


Ranger III Ferry—Keweenaw County, Michigan


Viewfinder—Newport Beach, California


Washington State Ferries—Seattle, Washington


Joyce Theater—New York, New York


Mishaum Point Yacht Club—Dartmouth, Massachusetts


Subway Pay Phone—Toronto, Ontario


Grand Opera House—Wilmington, Delaware


Stony Island Arts Bank—Chicago, Illinois


Rittenhouse Square—Philadelphia, Pennsylvania


Salem Towne House—Sturbridge, Massachusetts


Fire Island Lighthouse—Fire Island, New York


Snowcat—Big Cottonwood Canyon, Utah


Pierhead Light—Milwaukee, Wisconsin


Gramercy Typewriter Company—New York, New York


Post Office—Wrangell, Alaska














AIRSTREAM TRAILER


Jackson Center, Ohio | c. 1931


Photo by Lane Dittoe


The Airstream trailer was created by Wally Byam, a true visionary imbued with a fervent sense of adventure. He was born on Independence Day in 1896, in Baker City, a town along the Oregon Trail, where his grandparents had decided to tie up their wagon and mule on their westward search for a new life. Wally spent the early years of his upbringing working on a sheep farm, living in a wooden wagon equipped with a stove and all basic necessities—the genesis of his signature trailer.


By the late 1920s, Wally had married and was an avid camper, although his first wife was never as comfortable as he was sleeping on the ground. Always one to make things better, Wally fashioned a contraption that made it possible to place their tent atop his Model T. Though functional, it was not sufficiently weatherproof, and having to set it up each time wasn’t very efficient, so he continued to tinker with the design. He switched out the tent for a covering shaped like a teardrop and, having already gone far, added a stove and ice chest, making it a proper trailer. So many passing travelers marveled at his model mini-home that Wally decided that mass-producing it might prove “a pretty good business to get into.”


After he was satisfied with his own setup, Wally published instructions for creating one’s own trailer in Popular Mechanics. Soon after, requests started pouring in to build trailers like the one parked in front of his home. By 1931, after receiving enough orders (not to mention noise complaints from neighbors), he opened Airstream’s first factory, in Culver City, California.


The Airstream trailers built there were—and still are—visually distinct, identified by their bright aluminum shell and rounded corners, lending to the iconic silver bullet shape. The riveted aluminum panels that helped create the earliest trailers were made from material similar to what was used to build airplanes at the time.


Byam took adventure to the next level when he started shipping trailers across the ocean while acting as the principal organizer of Airstream Caravans. He led cavalcades of trailer-travelers on other continents, often in challenging terrain, for spans as long as six months.


Wally passed away in 1962 and did not witness the moon landing—or the role that his brainchild played in that historic event. Unsure of what chemicals the astronauts might be carrying home on them, NASA took every precaution: upon their return, the Apollo 11 trio were brought directly to an Airstream, which had been repurposed as a mobile quarantine unit. According to Airstream, NASA opted for the trailer based on its “aircraft-like construction, self-containment features, and high-quality living quarters that could withstand the rigors of transportation.”


The Airstream legacy lives on today in a number of ways, as Wally’s company, headquartered in Jackson Center, Ohio, continues innovating in his style. Embracing both the traditional and the alternative, adventurers have created waves of renewed demand for the vintage trailers, which owners decorate according to changing tastes.


Wally’s passion for bringing people together and igniting their enthusiasm for travel has also continued to be honored: the Wally Byam Caravan Club International, founded in the 1950s, holds rallies and continues to caravan widely. Enthusiasts wear identifying blue berets (just as Wally did) and adhere to their mission to be “a diverse community of Airstream owners with a commitment to Fun, Fellowship and Adventure.”


It’s not hard to understand adherents’ fervor for this pioneer, especially when one reads the Creed and Code of Ethics left behind by the man himself. It begins:


In the heart of these words is an entire life’s dream. To those of you who find in the promise of these words your promise, I bequeath this creed… my dream belongs to you.


The code that follows helps one appreciate why Byam’s vision is timelessly appealing. Its tenets include:




• To open a whole world of new experiences… a new dimension in enjoyment where travel adventure and good fellowship are your constant companions.


• To lead caravans wherever the four winds blow… over twinkling boulevards, across trackless deserts… to the traveled and untraveled corners of the earth.


• To strive endlessly to stir the venturesome spirit that moves you to follow a rainbow to its end… and thus make your travel dreams come true.
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GLACIER BAY NATIONAL PARK & PRESERVE


Gustavus, Alaska | c. 1794


Photo by Alice Brooker


Located within Alaska’s Inside Passage, Glacier Bay National Park is part of a 25-million-acre World Heritage Site—one of the world’s most expansive sprawls of protected wilderness. It serves as a national park, a living laboratory and research center, a biosphere reserve, and a globally essential marine and terrestrial sanctuary.


The Park is treated as a sanctuary for one species of particular note: the rare blue bear, also known as the glacier bear. Little is known about these sought-after creatures. A subspecies of black bears, they remain one of the world’s mysteries.


Should you visit the vast national park and happen to spot a blue bear—or any bear—do not approach it, do not let it approach you, and definitely do not choose that moment to phone a friend.
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CAPE HATTERAS LIGHTHOUSE


Buxton, North Carolina | c. 1803


Photo by Wendy Quiroa


The waters off Cape Hatteras are so treacherous that they are known as the “graveyard of the Atlantic.” There is no reliable tally of the many ships wrecked here, but estimates exceed two thousand.


When the warm waters of the Gulf Stream meet the Arctic waters of the Labrador Current here, the results are often violent. Heavy fog, quick-forming storms with sudden thirty-foot waves, and an ever-shifting sea floor create truly hazardous navigational challenges.


As early as 1794, Congress appropriated $44,000—then an exorbitant sum—to build a warning lighthouse on the headland of Cape Hatteras.


Over the next two centuries, the sea eroded the coastline, and in 1999 the lighthouse was moved to safer ground 2,900 feet from the water’s edge. The 200-foot, 5,000-ton Cape Hatteras Lighthouse became one of the tallest, heaviest masonry structures ever moved.
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BARTLESVILLE COMMUNITY CENTER


Bartlesville, Oklahoma | c. 1982


Photo by Samantha Smith


In the green heart of the Osage Hills in northeast Oklahoma sits the small town of Bartlesville. Surveying its sights, one could easily get distracted by Frank Lloyd Wright’s Price Tower (1956), the only skyscraper ever built to the design specifications of the legendary architect. But most locals would redirect you to its neighbor, the earth-toned Bartlesville Community Center.


The center was designed to be a public nucleus—not merely Oklahoma’s finest performing arts hall, but an intriguing and inviting space for every kind of event: symphonies, beauty pageants, church services, Weight Watchers meetings, and antique shows (to name just a few entries from its community calendar). Some patrons even come to view the original art, including a 25-foot-long mural revealing rural Oklahoma through the four seasons.


Opened in 1982, the building’s modern curves and bold orange interior were the vision of architect William Wesley Peters, a protégé of Wright. That influence is evident in its curving walkway and unique seating arrangement, which wraps around the stage. There is no center aisle in the 1,700-seat hall, so attendees beware: it’s advised that you use the facilities before the show begins.
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THE GEORGIAN HOTEL


Santa Monica, California | c. 1933


Photo by Paul Fuentes


White-gloved attendants first swung open the doors of Santa Monica’s Georgian Hotel in 1933. Run by Judge Harry J. Borde, the exclusive hotel was nicknamed “The Lady” in honor of Borde’s late mother, Rosamond—the true visionary of The Georgian and its adjacent sister hotel.


Rosamond was an audaciously modern, enterprising woman who bought the land and commissioned an upscale establishment in a style that married Romanesque revival and art deco. Much like “the lady” who dreamed it up, The Georgian was ahead of its time, enticing A-list celebrities and gangsters with its refined speakeasy at the height of Prohibition.


Santa Monica was still inventing itself at the time, and The Georgian’s stately elegance helped establish Southern California’s coastal aesthetic. While retaining its original charm, the hotel moved with the tides, later becoming a summer residence for first mother Rose Kennedy; creating a beauty parlor and playground before such amenities were commonplace; and consistently offering discretionary martinis on the veranda to Hollywood’s elite.
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CENTRAL FIRE STATION


Marfa, Texas | c. 1938


Photo by Emily Prestridge


Founded in 1883 as a water stop to replenish the steam engines running trains between San Antonio and El Paso, Marfa (Russian for “Martha”) was named by Hanna Maria Strobridge. Hanna, the wife of a Southern Pacific Railroad executive, was given the task of naming water stops along the new line by her husband. A voracious reader, she was inspired by a character in Jules Verne’s Michael Strogoff (a handful of other water stops also bear the names of characters from Verne’s work).


Over time, Marfa grew into a small community—one of such limited proportions that everybody has to do their part. The Marfa Volunteer Fire Department (MVFD) demonstrates that. Made up of seventeen volunteer firefighters, the department runs on donations and the limited funds it receives from the county and the town (which budgets a mere $20,000 for the entirety of MVFD’s operating expenses).


Every year, the capacity of the fire department is tested during the Marfa Open Art Festival. This three-week annual event attracts roughly 40,000 artists, collectors, and enthusiasts from around the world to what was once a water stop, and whose year-round population rests at roughly 1,700 people—in other words, the entire town could fit comfortably into an eight-car New York City subway train.
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AMERICAN FIREWORKS


Bastrop, Texas | c. 1990


Photo by Matthew Johnson


American Fireworks operates more than 200 fireworks outlets throughout the state of Texas, with stands and stores open for business only in the days leading up to New Year’s Eve and the Fourth of July.


The well-established American Independence Day tradition of a fleeting skyward spectacle originally began in ninth-century medieval China, where fireworks were invented for the purpose of scaring away evil spirits (using a natural application of gunpowder).


With greater safety measures being placed on celebratory explosives today than existed in medieval China, American Fireworks’ multiple outlets are quick to promote a pithy and professional mission statement. Found on their website, just beside the company’s animated logo, it reads: FEEL THE THUNDER!!
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PITTSBURGH ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION


Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania | c. 1911


Photo by Eric Reichbaum


A private social and athletic club, the Pittsburgh Athletic Association was developed by aesthete and real estate maven Franklin Nicola and modeled after a Venetian Renaissance palazzo. This impressive five-story structure officially opened in 1911, offering top-of-the-line spa and athletic facilities, white tablecloth dining, and guest lodging. Some of its more innovative perks included billiard and fencing rooms, rifle ranges, Turkish baths, a sleek bowling alley, and a magnificent 75-foot pool on the third floor.


The PAA quickly developed into a mainstay for those with ties to Pittsburgh, at one point boasting more than 2,500 members. It was a hub for annual social events and served as a lively meeting place for some of the most iconic figures to call Pittsburgh home, with a membership log that included names such as Heinz, Mellon, and Mesta. Most notably, it was visited with near-daily regularity by America’s most special neighbor, Fred Rogers. The American television personality and creator/star of Mister Rogers’ Neighborhood kept a strict daily routine, one that centered on the club’s pool here.


Fred Rogers grew up in Latrobe, Pennsylvania, forty miles east of Pittsburgh. He had a difficult childhood, which is perhaps why his capacity for empathy became seemingly limitless. Young Fred was shy, painfully introverted, and frequently homebound due to severe asthma. He was bullied for being overweight and taunted by the nickname “Fat Freddy” in his early years. After high school, he left Latrobe, earned a degree in musical composition in Florida, and then moved to New York to work on a variety of shows for NBC.


In his mid-twenties, Rogers returned to Pennsylvania in response to a request from the country’s first community-supported educational TV station, WQED Pittsburgh. He was tasked with developing their initial schedule, but his natural instincts for performance brought him onto the set as well. On one of those programs, The Children’s Corner, Rogers wore the caps of puppeteer, composer, and organist. During this span he found the time and will to attend the Graduate School of Child Development at the University of Pittsburgh and the Pittsburgh Theological Seminary; he became an ordained Presbyterian minister but was urged to keep working with children through mass media. In 1968, the iconic Mister Rogers’ Neighborhood became available on what is now PBS, and Rogers went on to represent the comforting face of kindness for children across America. Over the course of his life he was honored with every accolade imaginable, from honorary degrees to the Presidential Medal of Freedom.


Throughout, Rogers kept a disciplined private life, with his wife and two sons present to witness his methodical rituals. While he was a man of devout faith, waking each morning at 5:00 to read the Bible, often in Hebrew or Greek, he was also something of a numerologist, for whom the number 143 was exceedingly important. On the show, Rogers’s character points out that the number represents “I Love You”: one letter in “I,” four in “love,” and three in “you.” Love was his message, and invoking 143 was among the myriad of ways he broadcast it: the number appears frequently on his program; donating to the Fred Rogers Center means joining the 143 Club; the number was stitched into his trademark sweaters; and, astonishingly, he kept himself at that exact weight for the majority of his adult life.


And how? By checking into the Pittsburgh Athletic Association every morning at 7:00 and walking up to the third floor. Over the course of twenty-five minutes, he would swim a mile in the club’s pool, at a leisurely yet intentional pace. Rogers would then head to the scale to ensure that it read precisely 143 pounds. He proudly maintained the practice, the weight, the determination, and the affinity for the number for decades.


Mister Rogers once explained to children and parents alike: “Love isn’t a state of perfect caring. It is an active noun, like struggle. To love someone is to strive to accept that person exactly the way he or she is, right here and now.” For his part, love was also a verb, one he actively exemplified in both body and soul.
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GEORGIAN TERRACE HOTEL


Atlanta, Georgia | c. 1911


Photo by Toby Huss


When Gilded Age entrepreneur and investor Joseph Francis Gatins Sr. decided to build a hotel in his hometown of Atlanta, Georgia, he drew inspiration from the lodgings he’d enjoyed on trips to Paris. Gatins commissioned a hotel in the popular Beaux-Arts style, complete with an elegant café terrace, meant to resemble those found in European cities.


The Georgian Terrace opened in 1911 to a crowd of five thousand people arriving for a glimpse of its marble lobby adorned with Italian bronze chandeliers. In the grand ballroom, an orchestra from Spain provided entertainment while bellboys and maids serviced the waves of visitors.


In 1935, book editor Harold Latham was staying at the hotel when an unknown author named Margaret Mitchell Marsh handed him a copy of her manuscript, Gone with the Wind, in the lobby. The stack of pages was so substantial Latham had to buy an extra suitcase to transport it back to his offices in New York.


Over the next four decades, the Georgian Terrace became a residential hotel, an unfortunately unsuccessful music venue, and ultimately was converted into luxury apartments in the eighties. Finally, thanks to a great many Georgian devotees who, frankly, gave a damn, right before the turn of the century the hotel was fully restored to its original use.
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NAVY PIER


Chicago, Illinois | c. 1916


Photo by Sam Abrahams


The Navy Pier has served the city of Chicago for well over a century. Encompassing almost fifty-five acres of parks, gardens, and sights, it is the Midwest’s top tourist and leisure destination, with around two million annual visitors.


In 1909, Daniel Burnham, architect of the World’s Fair, ambitiously envisioned five piers in his “Plan of Chicago,” but Navy was the only one built. Reaching 3,300 feet along the shoreline of Lake Michigan, it was the world’s largest pier, supported by 20,000 logs felled in Oregon. The surrounding area would also become the original home of the first-ever Ferris wheel.


Although Burnham’s plans called it the “People’s Pier,” instead it was inaugurated in 1916 as the Municipal Pier, and wouldn’t receive its current name until 1927, honoring the military housed there during the Great War. But it wasn’t just for personnel—the pier also served as a prison for draft dodgers, and became an army base and pilot training center in World War II as Lake Michigan offered landlocked protection against Nazi U-boats and Japanese Zeros.


After decades of underutilization, the pier was revitalized in 1989 as a tourist destination, changing the scene significantly since days when the huge wharf teemed with some 15,000 young aircraft carrier pilots. Among them was a future president: George H. W. Bush.


Today, Navy Pier might well be renamed its intended “People’s Pier”: among the busiest attractions in Chicago, it features a mix of shops, restaurants, rides and even a World Record. In May 2013, park operations manager Clinton Shepherd spent 48 hours, 8 minutes, and 25 seconds on the Ferris wheel without sleeping—and made the Guinness Book of World Records for the “longest marathon on a fairground/theme park attraction.”
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CAMP SHADY BROOK


Deckers, Colorado | c. 1894


Photo by Timothy Li


In 1871, twenty-year-old Robert Bandhauer rode by horseback from Missouri to Denver to start a new life. He served on Denver’s first fire department and eventually opened a blacksmith and carriage shop that employed more than 100 men, providing the ironwork for the Tabor Opera House and Denver Stock Yards.


Robert met his beloved wife, Lizzie, while she was working toward a degree in music, specializing in the piano. They married, had seven children, and enjoyed a comfortable life until the United States switched its monetary system to the gold standard. The couple’s savings, which was invested in silver, swiftly depreciated, and the Bandhauers lost everything—except for one another.


In 1894, the family of nine (plus their dog) packed their belongings, including Lizzie’s dismantled baby grand piano, into two horse-drawn wagons and journeyed toward the mountains. They settled forty miles southwest in Daffodil (later renamed Deckers), Colorado, and began setting the scaffolding for what is today known as Camp Shady Brook.


By the dawn of the twentieth century, the family had built a barn, an icehouse, and a handful of guest cabins that they opened to the public, christening their property Shady Brook Farm. Thanks to an increasing number of visitors, the family was able to continue developing their property, which eventually centered around a new dance hall, serving as a hub for community activities and weekly dances. Local miners and lumberjacks ventured to Shady Brook every Saturday, finally providing Lizzie with a venue to play her reconstructed piano. Her placement on the bench also offered an ideal vantage point to scan the room for potential suitors for her five daughters. Eventually, all seven of their children met their spouses in the family dance hall, to the soundtrack of their mother’s piano playing.


Shady Brook Farm was sold in the 1920s and became a dude ranch until being purchased by the YMCA. Just over a century after the Bandhauers’ resettlement, the property was hit twice by forest fire. Almost all of Shady Brook Farm went up in flames.


The YMCA recognized the importance of the farm and its quintessentially American origins. They replaced buildings and restored life to what is now Camp Shady Brook, which serves thousands of kids each summer. The original cabin, the family’s eventual home, and the matchmaking dance hall somehow made it through the fires and remain standing today.














[image: image]














ROBERTS COTTAGES


Oceanside, California | c. 1928


Photo by Paul Fuentes


Shortly after the town layout was completed in 1883, Oceanside, California, was marketed as a seaside resort. A book titled Oceanside was even published, with a doctor’s decree: “The invalid finds health and bright spirits, the pleasure seeker finds variety and amusement.”


Investors bought up land along the beach, and visitors arrived in droves, quickly leading to a housing shortage. Entrepreneurial denizens converted garages into tiny homes and temporary trailer parks into permanent residences, and began scouting the coast for new development opportunities.


Soon after, in 1928, A. J. Clark bought a sizable strip of land, secured a permit, and built twenty-four beach cottages. The small pastel-colored homes, framed by the carnations and geraniums planted throughout Oceanside, opened for business by midsummer.


Harry and Virginia Roberts purchased the iconic double row of homes in 1941. Within a dozen years, investors began to sell the quaint cottages individually. Ocean view homes sold for $5,950, while second-row units went for $700 less.


The buildings, now rental bungalows, still stand, representing an important moment in Oceanside’s nascent days, a time when the town enticed visitors with the tremendous promise that “If you long for a beautiful country, with a matchless climate, come to Oceanside, where life is worth living.”
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MALLEY’S CHOCOLATES


Cleveland, Ohio | c. 1935


Photo by Aubrey Meadows


Towering over Interstate 480 on the outskirts of Cleveland, Ohio, written in large letters on the pink cylindrical storage tanks of Malley’s Chocolates, are the three ingredients that make chocolate delicious: cocoa, milk, sugar.


The popular local confectionery churns out mass assortments of chocolates, classic wafers, and candy bars—as well as local favorites like peanut butter and chocolate “buckeyes.”


Founder Albert “Mike” Malley learned to create handmade chocolates as a boy in Meadville, Pennsylvania, by using a simple copper pot over an open flame. In 1935 he borrowed $500, rented a small store in Lakewood, Ohio, and moved his family into its living quarters in the back. Out front he began to build his chocolate empire.


Within fifteen years, he was putting the finishing touches on his second establishment, which made headlines for being the first all-aluminum-clad retail store in America. On opening night, the eager masses resembled crowds outside Willy Wonka’s gates. They were so rowdy that the police arrived to keep the peace.


Each 88-foot silo holds roughly 100,000 pounds of its respective raw ingredient, and is fitted with a pump system that pipes directly into the factory. Such enormous quantities are especially necessary around Valentine’s Day, when a special fifty-person crew comes in to work around-the-clock with Oompa-Loompa–style devotion to prepare the company’s signature chocolate-covered strawberries.
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