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Andabamos sin buscarnos pero sabiendo que andabamos
M I N I M c para encontrarnos. No renunciamos a nada, simplemente

cambiamos de sitio lo que nos importaba. El tiempo, por
ejemplo, ya no era el mismo, porque ahora el tiempo estaba
lleno de nosotros, y el espacio era otro, con bordes mas
suaves, como si el mundo se hubiera vuelto mas permeable
a nuestra forma de estar. No era necesario decirlo, lo
RMos en el modo de caminar, en la forma de mirar una
ader un cigarrillo. Estabamos ahi, habitando
In embargo todo estaba lleno de
oS, Yy quizas por eso todo
omo si lo simple
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istado
Quai de
2| rio me
inscribia
D, a veces
h. Y era tan
2ntrar en su
Ein sorpresa,
era lo menos
citas precisas
ribirse o que
ella no estaria
el se asomaria a
uviera charlando
do una salchicha
pdas maneras subi
Maga no estaba en
icilios, cada hueco
liantes en Paris, cada
e o Ghirlandaio o Max
peles chillones, aun asi

. en la terraza de un café,
n gato en cualquier patio
arnos pero sabiendo que
hga, en cada mujer parecida
sordecedor, una pausa filosa
barse tristemente, como un
amente un paraguas, Maga, te
s viejo que sacrificamos en un
atardecer helado de marzo. Lo
El Aleph es uno de los puntg
00 Puntos, Eoth on ol cots a,d.o en la Place de la Concorde,
tocarloyo, vi el Aleph. Vig hisimo, sobre todo para meterlo
muchedumbres de Amér, .
de una pirdmide negra, metro Y éen los aUtObuseS, siempre
interminables ojos inm¢ . . . .o
espejo, vi todos los esp 2N pajaros pintos o en un dibujito
un traspatio de la callg a o
Shos vl an ol zagudn Cho del coche, y aquella tarde cayo
nieve, tabaco, vetas (8 abrir orgullosa tu paraguas cuando
n tu mano se armo una catastrofe de
E, jirones de tela destrozada cayendo
E desencajadas, y hos reiamos como
abamos.

ecuatoriales, vi cada uno de
y la modificacion de la muerte, vi el -
vien el Aleph la tierra, y en la tierra otra vez el A
la tierra, vi mi cara y mis visceras, vi tu cara, y senti vértig®
porgue mis ojos habian visto ese objeto secreto y conjetural, cuy®
nombre usurpan los hombres, pero que ningun hombre ha mirado:
el inconcebible universo.
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Uppercase Punctuation Woula times it had been enough just to glance, coming along rue de

Seine, through TN pbens onto the Quai de Conti, and even before the ashen, olive-toned

) * light floating above the TTvugget me make out any shapes, her slender silhouette would already be
A B ( D E F G H I J K L ' # ()/ & { } outlined on the Pont des Arts—sometimes walking back and forth, sometimes standing still at the
° O iron railing, leaning over the water. And it felt so natural to cross the street, climb the steps of the

bridge, walk into its narrow waist and approach la Maga, who would smile without surprise, just as
M N O P R S T U V . o — t? convinced as | was that a casual encounter was the least casual thing in our lives, and that people
+ — < — > @ i who set precise appointments are the same ones who need lined paper to write on, or who squeeze

y ° ° ° the toothpaste from the bottom of the tube. But she wouldn’t be on the bridge now. Her fine,

W XY Z translucent-skinned face would be appearing at old doorways in the Marais ghetto, maybe she was
617479 chatting with a fried potato vendor or eating a hot sausage on the Boulevard de Sebastopol. Still, |

e went up to the bridge, and la Maga wasn’t there. Now la Maga was no longer in my path, and even

though we knew where each other lived—every corner of our two fake-student rooms in Paris,
every postcard opening a little window onto Braque or Ghirlandaio or Max Ernst above the cheap
moldings and garish wallpaper—we still wouldn’t go looking for each other at home. We preferred
Lowercase Numerals to meet on the bridge, on a café terrace, at a film club, or crouched beside a cat in some courtyard of
the Latin Quarter. We walked without looking for each other, but knowing we were walking to find
° o one another. Oh Maga, in every woman who looked like you, there welled up a deafening silence, a

a b C d e fg h IJ k I m n O -I 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 sharp and crystalline pause that always ended up collapsing sadly, like a wet umbrella folding shut.
An umbrella, in fact, Maga—perhaps you'd remember that old umbrella we sacrificed in a ditch in

Parc Montsouris, on a freezing March afternoon. We threw it away because you'd found it in Place
O p q r S t u way Z de la Concorde, already a bit broken, and you used it constantly—especially to poke people in the
ribs on the metro and on buses, always clumsy and distracted, thinking about speckled birds or a

doodle two flies were drawing on the ceiling of the train car.
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