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IF-TI!LI. REMEMIER THE DAY MY FATHEN TOUK ME TO THE CEMETERY OF
Forgotten Books for the frst time, [t was the early summer of 1945, and
we walked throwgh the streets of a Barcelona trapped beneath ashen skies as
dawn ]Jl:mn:d over Hambla de Santa Manica in a wreaty of ];'n;luin:l COPpeT.

“[yanie], you mustn't tell anyone what you're about v see taclay,” my fa-
ther warned, Mot even your friend Tomds. Mo one "

“Mot even Mommy?"

My father Elighed, hil:!i:ng habind the sad smile that followed him like a
shadow diecugh life,

"0 course you can tell her” he answered, heavyhearted, “We keep no
secrets from hee You can tell El.-l:'r t:'\'l:r}'“jing.“

Shortly after the Civil War, an outbreak of chelera had taken my mother
away. We buried her in Montjuie on sy fourth birthday, 1 can enly recall
that it rained all day and all night, and that when ] asked my father whether
heaven was crying, be couldn’t bring himsell to ceply. Six years later my
mother's absence remained in the air around us, a deafening silence that |
had not yet learned to stifle with words. My facher and [ lived In a muodest
apartenent en Calle Santa Ana, a stone's throw [rom the church square, The
apartment was directly above the bookshop, a legacy from my grandfather
that specialized In rare ¢ollectors” editions and secondhand books—an en-
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chanted bazaar, which my father hoped would one day bee triime. | was raised
atnong hooks, making invisible friends in pages that seemed cast from dust
and whose smell [ carry on my hands to this day, As 4 child | learned to fall
asleep talking to my mather in the darkness of my bedroom, telling her
about the day's events, my adventures at schoel, anel the things 1 had been
taupht. L couldn’t hear het voice or feel her tauch, but her radiance and her
warmth haunted every corner of our home, and | believed, with the inno-
cence of those who can still count their ape on their ten fngers, that if [
closed my eyes and spoke to her, she would be able to hear me wherever she
was. Sometimes my father would listen 1o me from the dining room, crying
in silence.

On that June morning, | woke up screaming at first light, My heart was
pounding in my chest as i it feared that my soul wanted to carve its way oot
and run off down the stairs. My father hurried into my room and held me
in his arms, trying 1o calm me.

] can't remember her face, 1 can't remember Momimy's face,” [ mue-

tered, breathless,

by father held me tight.

*Don't worry, Danicl. ['] remember for both of us”

We lanked at each ather in the half-ligh, searching for wortls thae didn't
exist. For the first ume, [ realized my father was growing old, He stood up
anl drew the curtains to let in the pale glint of dawn,

“Come, Danicl, pet dressed. | want to show you something,” he said.

“MNow? At five o'clock in the merning?”

“Some things can only be seen in the shadows,” my father said, flashinp a
mysterious smile probably borrowed from the pages of ome of his worn
Alexandre Dumas romances.

Might watchmen still lingered in the misty streets when we stepped out
of the frome deor. The lamps along 1he Ramblas sketched an avenue of va-
por that faded as the city began to awake, When we reached Calle Arco del
Teatrn, we continued through its akch toward the Raval quarter, entering a
vault of blue haze. 1 followed my father theoogh that narrow lane, more of
a scar than a street, untl the gleam of the Ramblas faded behind us, The
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hrightness of dawn flcered down from balconies and cornices in streaks of
slanting light that dissolved before touching the ground, At lase my father
stopped in front of a large door of carved wood, blackened by time and hu-
midity. Betore us loomed what to my eyes seemed the carcass of a palace, 2
place of echoes and shadows.

“Daniel, you mustn't tell atyone what }'nu'rn;: absut Lo see tnda}'. Mat
even your friend Tomas. Mo one.”

A smallish man with vulturine features Framed by thick pray hair opened
the door. His impenetrable aquiline gaze rested on mine,

“Gocd morning, Iswac. This ks my son, Daniel,” my father announced.
“Scon he'll be cleven, and one day the shop will be his, It's tme he knew
this plage.”

The man called lsaac nodded and invited us in. A blue-tinted gloom ob-
scured the sinuous contours of a marble starcase and a palleey of Erescoes
peopled with anpels and fabulous creatures. We followed our host through
a palatial corridar and arvived at a sprawling round hall, a virtual basilica of
shadows spirali_ng up unider a hi_|__rl|'| _g|.:m; dome, s dirmmess p'u:rn:ﬂd b}' shafits
of light that stabbed from above. A labyrinth of passapeways anel crarrmed
bnokshelves rose from base to pinnacle like a bechive weven with tunnels,
steps, F-I:.H"urms, anel ]:Il.'il:igl.'.ﬁ that prnsagr-td an iemense library of seem-
inply impossible peometry. [ laoked at my father, stunned. He smiled at me
and winked.

“Weleome to the Cemetery of Forgotten Books, Daniel ”

[ eould make out about a dozen human figures scattered among the: li-
brary’s corridors and platforms, Some of them twrned to greet me from
afar, and [ recognized the faces of various colleagues af my father’s, Eellows
of the secondhand -bocksellers” guild, To my ten-year-old eyes, they lonked
like a brotherhood of alchemists in furtive study. My father knelt next to
e and, with his CYLE fxed on mine, adidressad e in the hushed voice he
reserved for [romises and secrets.

“This is a place of mystery, Daniel, a sanctuary. Every book, every vol-
utee vou sec here, has a soul. The soul af the persos who wrote it and of

thase wha read it and lived and dreamed with it, Every time a book changes
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