CHAPTER TEN

Vox in Deserto:
Borges and the Story of Sand

He told me his book was called the Book of Sand,
because neither the book nor the sand have either begin-
ning or end.

—Borges, Libro de Arena

Wr: would again have to allude to the writing of Borges, considering
it a writing avant la lettre, insofar as it anticipates and prescribes the
imagination and thought determining the historical, political, theoretical,
and aesthetic tendencies that define ambivalently the culture of the second
half of the last century, finalizing that century, that millennium, and other
times. The revelations of his paradoxical vision, the aporias of his incerti-
tudes, the disconcerts of suspended oppositions, the perfection of repre-
sentations so precise that they obliterate what they represent, copies that
surpass their originals, the vanishing of categories and genres, the undraw-
ing of disciplinary limits, the fatality of a writing that does not distinguish
although it is sustained by distinction, the progressive introduction of fic-
tion into history, the omission that is another recourse of fiction, the rotal-
itarian absurdity of inventories that impugn invention, the arbitrary
enumerations, the incidences of possible worlds that displace known ones,
the discontinuous parallelism of the encyclopedias that record or interpret
them, the theoretical crises and the hermeneutic rescues of a truth, fragile
and in flight, constitute some of the forms of those disparate definitions.

Observing these broken down gnosiological series, the meticulous
clarity of rigorous cartographic registers, the iconic solidity of diagrams as
valid as they are debatable, the measurable distances according to exact
standards, the terminating borders between jurisdictions that tend to con-
front one another, the orientation of cardinal points as symmetrical as
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