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J o rg e  Luis Borges

A d ro g u e

In t h a t  b e w i l d e r i n g  n i g h t  no  o n e  n e e d  fear  
T h a t  I m a y  lose m y  w a y  a m o n g  t h e  d a rk  
F lo w erb ed s  t h a t  w e a v e  t h e i r  sys tem in t h e  p a rk  
P ro p i t io u s  to nos ta lg ic  love affairs,

Or id le  e v e n i n g s  w h e n  a b i rd  e n t u n e s  
In d e e p  leaves i ts inva r i ab le  song,
T h e  s u m m e r  a rb o r  and  t h e  c u r v in g  pond,
T h e  h a z y  s t a tu a ry  and  dub ious  ruins.

T h e  coac h  house,  h o l lo w  in t h e  h o l lo w  shade,  
M a rk s  (I w e l l  k n o w )  t h e  w a v e r i n g  b o u n d a ry  l ines  
Of th i s  d im  w o r ld  of dus t  and  j a s m in e  vines,
So p le a s in g  to H e r r e r a  and  Ver la ine .

T h e  shade  is r e d o l e n t  of e u c a ly p tu s —
A n c ie n t  and  m ed ic ina l ,  i ts f r ag rance ,
P ie r c i n g  t h r o u g h  t i m e  an d  vagar ie s  of l anguage ,  
D eno tes  for m e  t h e  e ra  of t h e  quintas.

M y  s tep  feels  f o rw a rd  for and  f inds  t h e  e x p e c t e d  
T hresho ld .  T h e  level  roof de f ine s  its shadow,
And I can  h e a r  f rom t h e  ch essboard  pa t io  
T h e  pe r io d ic  d r i p p i n g  of a sp igot .

On t h e  o t h e r  s ide of t h e  closed doors  lie s l e e p in g  
Those  w h o  by v i r t u e  of t h e i r  d r e a m i n g  w o r k  
Are m a s t e r s  in t h e  v i s iona ry  d a rk  
Of bound less  y e s te rd a y  and  all dead  th ings .
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In th is  old b u ild in g  each  th in g  is familiar:
I r e c o g n iz e  even  th e  m ica  flakes 
In th e  g rey  g ra n i te  th a t  red u p lica te s  
Itself incessan t ly  in th e  sm udgy  m irro r;

B iting  an iron  ring , th e  l io n ’s head;
And by th e  door, th e  co lo red  lozen g es  
T h a t  offer trea su re s  to  a c h i ld ’s gaze ,—
A w o rld  of g reen ,  a n o th e r  w o r ld  of red.

Even beyond  th e  ra n g e  of d e a th  and  ch a n c e  
T hese  th in g s  en d u re ,  each  has its h is to ry ,
But it  all h a p p e n s  in a k in d  of t ran c e ,
A fo u r th  d im ension ,  w h ic h  is m em ory .

T he  patios  and  g a rd en s  still live on,
But th e r e  alone, p rese rv ed  th e r e  by t im e  past 
In th a t  fo rb id d en  c irc le  th a t  has e m b ra ced  
At th e  sam e m o m e n t  th e  e v e n in g  and  th e  daw n.

How could  I ever  lose th e  plain, p rec ise  
O rder  of th e se  beloved  th in g s  of ours,
Today as i r re t r ie v a b le  as th e  flow ers  
T h a t  th e  firs t Adam k n e w  in Paradise?

T he  a n c ie n t  w o n d e r  of th e  e legy  
O v erw h e lm s  m e  w h e n  I th in k  ab o u t th a t  p lace  
And I do n o t  u n d e rs ta n d  h o w  t im e  can  pass,
I, w h o  am t im e  and  blood and  agony.

translated from the Spanish  
by Robert M ezey  and Richard Barnes
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