The Aleph

O God, I could be bounded in a nutshell and count myself a
King of infinite space. Hamlet, 7.2

But they will teach us that E ternity is the Standing still of the
Present Time, a Nunc-stans (as the Schools call it); which
neither they, nor any else understand, no more thay they
would a Hic-stans for an Infinite greatnesse of Place.
Leviathan, 1V:46

That same sweltering morning that Beatriz Viterbo died, after an
imperious confrontation with her illness in which she had never
for an instant stooped to either sentimentality or fear, I noticed
that a new advertisement for some cigarettes or other (blondes, 1
believe they were) had been posted on the iron billboards of the
Plaza Constitucién; the fact deeply grieved me, for I realized that
the vast unceasing universe was already growing away from her,
and that this change was but the first in an infinite series. The
universe may change, but I shall not, thought I with melancholy
vanity. I knew that more than once my futile devotion had
exasperated her; now that she was dead, I could consecrate myself
to her memory—without hope, but also without humiliation. I
reflected that April 30 was her birthday; stopping by her house
on Calle Garay that day to pay my respects to her father and
her first cousin Carlos Argentino Daneri was an irreproachable,
perhaps essential act of courtesy. Once again I would wait in the
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half-light of the little parlor crowded with furniture and draperies
and bric-a-brac, once again I would study the details of the many
photographs and portraits of her: Beatriz Viterbo, in profile, in
color; Beatriz in a mask at the Carnival of 1921; Beatriz’ first
communion; Beatriz on the day of her wedding to Roberto
Alessandri; Beatriz shortly after the divorce, lunching at the Jockey
Club; Beatriz in Quilmes* with Delia San Marco Porcel and
Carlos Argentino; Beatriz with the Pekinese that had been a gift
from Villegas Haedo; Beatriz in full-front and in three-quarters
view, smiling, her hand on her chin. . . I would not be obliged,
as I had been on occasions before, to justify my presence with
modest offerings of books—books whose pages I learned at
last to cut, so as not to find, months later, that they were still
intact.

Beatriz Viterbo died in 1929; since then, I have not allowed an
April 30 to pass without returning to her house. That first time, I
artived at seven-fifteen and stayed for about twenty-five minutes;
each year I would turn up a little later and stay a little longer; in
1933, a downpour came to my aid: they were forced to ask me to
dinner. Naturally, I did not let that fine precedent go to waste; in
1934 I turned up a few minutes after eight with a lovely confection
from Santa Fe; it was perfectly natural that I should stay for
dinner. And so it was that on those melancholy and vainly erotic
anniversaries I came to receive the gradual confidences of Carlos
Argentino Daneri.

Beatriz was tall, fragile, very slightly stooped; in her walk,
there was (if I may be pardoned the oxymoron) something of a
graceful clumsiness, a soupgon of hesitancy, or of palsy; Carlos
Argentino is a pink, substantial, gray-haired man of refined fea-
tures. He holds some sort of subordinate position in an illegible
library in the outskirts toward the south of the city; he is authori-
tarian, though also ineffectual; until very recently he took advan-
tage of nights and holidays to remain at home. At two generations’
remove, the Italian s and the liberal Italian gesticulation still
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