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Cosmogony

Jorge Francisco Isidoro Luis Borges

Neither darkness nor chaos.
Darkness requires eyes which see,
like sound and silence require the ability to hear
and the mirror needs a form to occupy it.

Neither space nor time.
Not even a divinity to plan
the silence prior to the first night
of all time, which will be infinite.

The grand river of Heraclitus the Obscure
has not begun its irrevocable course,
to flow from the past to the future,

to flow from oblivion to oblivion.

But something endures. Something begs.
And then, a universal history. Now.






That day was the fourteenth of the seventh lunar month,
the first night after her passing.
Tradition says someone must sit beside the fire,
keeping it alive-
lighting the way for the departed,
praying their souls find peace.




That day, too, was the Ghost Festival.
They say the gates of the afterlife swi opén wide,
letting the spirits
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Was it supposed to be a sorrowful thing?

mg and going of guests,
the clinking of glasses,
and the drunken traces left like wntermarks, 5
what lingers is only the thinnest thread =
~between one person and another.




by hurried d-purf
of ancient fears.







ol R AL 6 1R SRR RS
R A RAEFRREBRIRT

"I wish to stand on my own once the tears have dried.
I wish that the oracle I sought might show me the way."
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\/ / -- Tryly, even now,
Z I cannot say what I felt.



Since childhood, I'd feared this day,

imagining I'd be swallowe y grief,

the world grindi/ng/ to a halt.

- ]3? when it came,

I still smiled when something was joyful,
still did wha'f./ﬁeeded to be dg
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So did I love her as deeply as I believed?
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until I saw the stxcker cllngu}g to
a paper bag shaped




I had seen that Sticker befor a bobk.

Befor m,ymld ould e thp
myags ere ad.y gfll ing him
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Turning back, I saw a shadow.
It waved at me, telling me to go on.
The wind carried faint words:
"I'1l watch it for ten minutes."
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No time to ask,/no time for thanks-
I glanced at my watch, then hurried after

I ran and ran




When I finally reached out and touched the sticker,
the landscape around me had changed completely,
no longer leading to where it should have gone.
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The wind.

The souynd of cicadas.

The bamboo bed.

The cheap smell of cigarettes in the dance hall.

The phone booth, painted and moved by advertisers over the years.




The phone booth?

I looked carefully--
in this alley, everything repeated itself,
but not quite.
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Time here seemed layered-

year uypon year pressed together,

as if photographs had been taken every Ghost Festival
‘ and stacked one atop another.




r ‘ If I changed something,
could the outcome change too?
J . 1>
P 4

~ 1
y/’—fg‘»ﬂ - | | Dates blurred,
2 S — Q = | only the fourteenth
S8 :

” . day of the seventh
z G month remained

== I‘ clear.
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Even if fate is inevitable,
syrely there are many things I would still want to alter.




At that moment, I was gompletely lost.
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“It's my ocean,
The afternon sunlight slowly, slowly is infected"”
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But no matter what, it could not be worse than now.
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hafl promise her once:
i got fnto ﬁood. universit,
I woyld tgke her |{to see a big
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Unwilling to fail, yet too weak to succeed.










I thought that if I fulfilled her regrets,




everything would turn for the better.
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I remembered how, when no one was watching,
she would hum softly to herself.
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if I showed her a wider world,

maybe she woyldn't have to be
only a dutiful sister,

a good wife, a gentle mother.

She shouldn't.










T tore apart her apron,
but she simply put on another and continued her
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Then--
who was she, truly?

She was a cook.
She loved to sing.
She didn't need to serve anyone,
yet she had every right to love beauty.
y wasn't an accessory to anyone else's life.

4 ) She could be selfish.
= % - She had beautiful eyes.
7 - She deserved everything good.




"That have already done enough,"
her voice said from behind me.
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"Waiting--

until the rain-soaked heart begins to hear,
until warmth returns to this quiet body.
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