


I dream of bookstores.

I dream of finding the perfect bookstore, the
oneitic storehouse of all the volumes which I
knew existed just beyond my fingertips.
When 1 explore corporeal bookshops, I
always compare them (unfavorably) to my
bibliophilic dreamscapes.

Like déja vu or a faintly remembered
conversation there are a few stores which
hint at the possibilities: Montréal’s The
Word, Vancouvet’s Pulp Fiction, Toronto’s
The Monkey’s Paw, Calgary’s Pages Books
on Kensington, and Washington, DC’s Bridge
Street Books all suggest the antechambers of
my imagined bookshops. But these are
merely appetizers for my yearned-for main
course.

Jorge Luis Borges in “Poemes de los Dones™
famously said that he “imagined that Paradise
will be some kind of library.” I agree with him
though bookstores haunt my dreams. It not
unusual for me to dream of nondescript
doors that open onto disheveled stacks and
shelves, piles of maps and chapbooks, gatret
rooms of obscure titles and rarely seen folios.

While Borges said, “I cannot sleep unless I 3
am surrounded by books,” I often dream that

books surround me.
But the bookstores of my dreams are not

filled with the stock of your average retailer.

Instead, they inevitably contain eccenttic
books T've heard of but never held
bisset’s Th Jinx ship and other trips
example); fantastic tomes mentioned
literature (Silas Haslam’s History of the
Called Ugbar for example); and unlikel
volumes (previously unpublished editions

Italo Calvino for example). Each of these
volumes are gathered in impossible bO‘.okshops
that populate my dreamed streetscapes.

Of coutse, the ironic thing about dreaming of

bookshops and impossible oeuvtes is that it is =

impossible to read in dreams. In dreams books
are merely the shells of themselves; they

to “bookness” but do not hold the
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