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“My postulate is that all literature, in the end, is 
autobiographical. Everything is poetic that 
confesses, that gives us a glimpse of a destiny. In 
lyric poetry, this destiny usually remains 
immutable, alert but always sketched by symbols 
that are congenial to its idiosyncracy and allow us 
to follow its trace.”

– Jorge Luis Borges, “A Profession of Literary 
Faith”. Selected Non-Fictions, 23.



“The esthetic of the complete works should be 
put aside, that of its diverse instances should 
remain. In any case, the one should precede the 
other, as its justification. 

Literature is fundamentally a syntactical matter. It 
is accidental, linear, sporadic and most everyday.”

– Jorge Luis Borges, “Elements of Rhetoric”. 
Borges: A Reader, 41



“Beckett is a bore — why bother waiting for 
Godot if he never comes? Tedious stuff!”

…
“I believe that metaphysics is no less a product of 
the imagination than is poetry. After all, the 
ontological idea of God is the most splendid 
invention of imagination.”

— from an interview with Seamus Heaney and 
Richard Kearney, 1982.



“The South”

To have watched from one of your patios the 
ancient stars,
...
to have heard the note of water 
in the cistern,
known the scent of jasmine and honeysuckle, the 
silence of the sleeping bird,
the arch of the entrance, the damp
– these things perhaps are the poem.

(Selected Poems, 9) 



“Unknown Street”

walls and cornices
took on the pastel colour of the sky that nudged 
the horizon
... 

Perhaps that moment of the silver evening 
suffused the street with a tenderness, making it 
as vivid as a verse
forgotten and now remembered.

(Selected Poems, 11) 



“The South”

Only later did I come to think
that the street of that afternoon was not 
mine, that every house is a branching 
candlestick where the lives of men burn
like single candles,
that each haphazard step we take
treads on Golgothas.

(Selected Poems, 9) 



“Break of Day”

... the dreadful conjecture
of Schopenhauer and Berkeley which declares 
that the world is a mental activity ...

(Selected Poems, 23)



“Break of Day”

... the shuddering instant of daybreak,
when those who are dreaming the world are 
few and only the ones who have been up all 
night retain, ashen and barely outlined,
the image of the streets
that later others will define.

(Selected Poems, 23) 



“The Crossroads of Berkeley”

In terms of denying the independent existence of 
visible and palpable objects, it is easy to agree 
with that by thinking: Reality is like our reflection 
that arises in every mirror, a simulacrum that 
exists because of us, that arrives with us, gestures 
and goes away, but in the search for which it is 
enough to go in order to always be with it.

(Inquisiciones, 127; my translation) 



“Sunset over Villa Ortúzar”

Evening like Doomsday.
The street’s end opens like a wound on the sky.
Was the brightness burning far away a sunset or 
an angel? Relentless, like a nightmare, the 
distance weighs on me. 

The world is like something useless, thrown away.
It is still day in the sky, but night is lurking in the 
gullies.

(Selected Poems, 47) 



“Verbiage for Poems”

Why not create a word, only one, for the converging 
perception of the cowbells announcing day’s end and 
the sunset in the distance?

And another for our lack of trust in ourselves after we 
have done wrong? ...I know there is something utopic
in my ideas, and a distance between intellectual 
possibilities and real ones, but I trust in the extent of 
the future and that it will be no less generous than my 
hope.

(Selected Non-Fiction, 22)



“Verbiage for Poems”

We invent nouns to fit reality. We touch a 
sphere, we see a small heap of dawn-colored 
light, our mouths enjoy a tingling sensation, 
and we lie to ourselves that those three 
disparate things are only one thing called an 
orange. The moon itself is a fiction.... All 
nouns are abbreviations.

(Selected Non-Fictions, 21) 





• “The Approach to Al-Mu’tasim”

– A History of Eternity, 1935

• “Pierre Menard, Author of Quixote”

– Sur, 1939

• “Tlon, Uqbar, Orbis Tertius” 

– Sur, 1940



“The Approach to Al-Mu’tasim” 



“The Approach to Al-Mu’tasim” 

• Falsified non-fiction

• “dizzying pullulation of dramatis personæ”

• “Somewhere in this world there is a man from 
whom this clarity, this brightness, emanates; 
somewhere in the world there is a man who is 
equal to this brightness” 



“Pierre Menard, Author of the Quixote”



“Pierre Menard, Author of the Quixote”

It is a revelation to compare Menard’s Don Quixote with Cervantes’. 
The latter, for example, wrote (Part I, Chapter IX):

… truth, whose mother is history, rival of time, depository of deeds, 
witness of the past, exemplar and adviser to the present, and the 
future’s counsellor.

This catalogue of attributes, written in the seventeenth century by 
the “ingenious lay man” Miguel de Cervantes, is mere rhetorical 
praise of history. Menard, on the other hand, writes:

… truth, whose mother is history, rival of time, depository of deeds, 
witness of the past, exemplar and adviser to the present, and the 
future’s counsellor.



Poetry

Sur literary 
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“Tlön, Uqbar, Orbis Tertius”



“Tlön, Uqbar, Orbis Tertius”

… vast debate over the way one might go 
about composing a first-person novel whose 
narrator would omit or distort things and 
engage in all sorts of contradictions, so that a 
few of the book’s readers – a very few – might 
divine the horrifying or banal truth. (Collected 
Fictions, 68) 



“Tlön, Uqbar, Orbis Tertius”

… a vast and systematic fragment of the entire 
history of an unknown planet, with its 
architectures and its playing cards, the horror of 
its mythologies and the murmur of its tongues, its 
emperors and its seas, its minerals and its birds 
and fishes, its algebra and its fire, its theological 
and metaphysical controversies – all joined, 
articulated, coherent, and with no visible 
doctrinal purpose or hint of parody

(Collected Fictions, 71-72). 



“Tlön, Uqbar, Orbis Tertius”

I suspect that a general scrutiny of fantastic literature 
would reveal that it is not very fantastic. I have visited 
many utopias – from the eponymous one of More to 
Brave New World – and I have not yet found a single 
one that exceeds the cosy limits of satire or sermon 
and describes in detail an imaginary country, with its 
geography, its history, its religion, its language, its 
literature, its music, its government, its metaphysical 
and theological controversy ... its encyclopaedia in 
short: all of it organically coherent, of course.

(“Adolfo Bioy Casares: La estatua casera”, 85-86) 



“Tlön, Uqbar, Orbis Tertius”

The world will be Tlön. That makes very little 
difference to me; through my quiet days in 
this hotel in Adrogué, I go on revising (though 
I never intend to publish) an indecisive 
translation in the style of Quevedo of Sir 
Thomas Browne’s Urne Buriall.

(Collected Fictions, 81) 
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