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In Memory of Borges 

By Beatriz F. Fernandez 

“Si me quieren buscar, búsquenme en los libros. No los lean, por favor, si no 
obtienen placer.” ~ Jorge Luis Borges 
 

The labyrinth that began in the distant land 
of your childhood, has led me unaware 
to this corner of the library I love 
to this simulacrum of your face 
this bronze bust with its sightless stare 
 
the irony of which would not escape you, 
who worked irony like a magician’s cloak 
the red silken touch beneath the black satin folds 
swirling like a dervish to distract the mind 
but you were never unkind, only sometimes 
 
smiled obliquely at the puzzled public— 
you had your secrets and your secret joys 
you proclaimed out loud and yet somehow 
never fully revealed—you wrote like the child 
you once were, mapping out your mazelike memory 
 
happy to trip along its by-lanes, turns and dead-ends 
and take us along for the ride, 
you showed us how silly it was to obsess 
over the patterns of these cobwebs and yet even I,  
most hapless of your readers, am completely satisfied 
 
 
 
 
 
 


