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Tiger Bones 

I remember him - back in the 70s 
we gathered to hear the great blind writer 
and Argentine poet, Jorge Luis Borges, 
reciting in a Austin, Texas hall; 

the sound of Borges’s “Other Tiger,” 
was in my mind - 
as he stood to move off stage - 
and I joined his fans 
following close behind - 

He was 80 and couldn’t stand; 
and blind with a cane, so we easily 
approached and I said, “thank you;” 

as I touched the fabric 
stretching over his bony shoulders; 
like the tiger in his poem, his bones 
held “Splendor, 
Beneath the Quivering;” 

and Borges nodded to me 
as our bodies flowed apart, 
leaving the memory of my hand 
brushing his tiger bones – 
under an old striped coat. 




