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Jorge Luis Borges

The detailed uncertainties of our selves, our world, nature
and destiny stir a longing for the eternal and immutable.
Borges tends to investigate the transcendent and finds that
even the realm of the lasting has its own variants,
unforeseeable dynamic, unknowable tempo.

For him, unmistakable beauty can reach us fully, without
forfeiting its mystery.

It is in its way profoundly reliable, helping us to be.

—Evelyn Hooven
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In Which Nothing Knows Itself

The moon doesn’t know it is tranquil and clear
and it may not know it is the moon,

the sand that it’s the sand. There may not be one
thing that knows that its form is distinctive.
Figures of ivory are as different from

an abstract chess game as from the hand

that ranges them. Maybe human destiny

with short-lived benefits and large sorrows

is an Other’s instrument. We don’'t know;

to give it the name of God does not help us.
Equally vain are the trembling, the doubt

and the pleadings we begin and cut off.

Whose bow—archer or musician—hurled forth

the arrow that I am? Towards which final hill?



Music Box

Music of Japan. Avariciously

the hourglass dispenses droplets
of slow honey or unseeable gold
that in their tempo repeat a dream

eternal, frangible, lucid, mysterious.



I'm afraid that each one may be final.

Are they yesterday returned? From which temple,
from which garden, fragile on its mountain,
from which vigil before a sea I don’t know,
from which reticent melancholy,

from which lost and rescued afternoon

does the remote future return for me?

I don’t know. It doesn’t matter. In this music

I am. I want to be. I shed my blood.
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