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Pretext of Place 
 
Stone and orange, 
their adjacency.  
 
Rock and pistil.  
 
Between both 
the lattice of a stained glass: 
a cluster of contrasts, 
 antinomies.  
 
The Forever and the Now overlapping  
in longevity  
  and  

the expired, 
 
immune hardness, 
or rind’s  
                softness.  
 
The eternal and the perishable 
demarcate their dominions, 
the stone field from the green field, 
the peel from the gravel, 
childbirth and convalescence  
on the same floor of the hospital.  
 
Between remaining and yielding, 
between arriving and leaving, 
but one wall 
and two rooms, 
 
the countdown begins.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Treaty of Thirst  

Life lived is part 
    of death approaching; 
    it passes through that art,  
                     and what has yet to come awaits; 
                     who hasn’t died before dying?  
    --Juan De Mena 
 
To think about what has not occurred  
is to think about the impossible. 
 
What is not will not be, 
      or will be 
in another time 
which is not 
today, 
this block of spells 
to divert the irrigation of history.  
 
Only nothing is guarantied  
or everything remains 
as it was.  
 
You squeeze three coins in your grip 
and upon opening your hand, 
there they are, the three coins. 
 
Everything is postponed.  Everything 
is invariably  
  stalking  
the ideal situation, 
the ideal convergence of roads  
in the exact fold.  
 
And we calm ourselves with the pleasure 
of awaiting the bias 
of facts, 
with the assumption that promises 
already contain 
a future.  
 
And we draw out the deficit.  



 
And thus we water 
the lands of lacking  
with drops of drought.  
 
Daily, each plants his seed 
awaiting who knows what fruit.   
Fingers Crossed 
 
You need a miracle.  
 
Let what you hope for 
be realized for you 
with the agglomeration of scarcity, 
with the categorical nothing 
you possess.  
 
Let the chunk from the quarry  
sprout wings 
and let it return 
   to the hole 
of your amazement lacking a cure.  
 
If luck has been tossed  
anything can happen; 
if the coin hasn’t hit the ground 
the probabilities continue radiating 
during its free-fall.  
 
“You’ll know it when you hit it,” 
      we often say. 
The lurch, the scoop, the backstitch, 
signs of life or death 
for a conclusion.  
 
As long as you know nothing, 
yours is what’s possible, yours  
the whole 
imprint of  
failure and tact.  
 
Every prediction is yet to be fulfilled 
at the expense of uncertainty.  



 
 
Biology Lesson 
 
The bird is lighter 
          than the branch 
in the garden of fragility. 
 
Detaching, sliding 
down, a drop 
  of water, 
 
presses 
the vertical weight of 
its glass bead 
on the leaf-veins.  
 
  Yet 
the bird 
perches among the cornices 
like a marionette tugged by rain-strings. 
 
We, on the other hand, 
never cease 
falling  
 
just as the sky shatters 
beneath the axe of thunder. 
 
Earthlings, the ground demands us.  
 
And thus, the only thing left 
for us to do is to attack the flood’s inertia 
and the bird’s ascent, 
 
from a view point which merely  
emphasizes the inabilities 
    of our life-form.  
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Jorge Ortega (Mexicali, 1972) is one of Mexico’s leading contemporary poets.  He has 
published over a dozen collections of poetry and essay collections in Mexico, Argentina, Spain, 
and the United States.  Among his poetry collections, one should mention Ajedrez de polvo (tsé-
tsé, Argentina: 2003), Estado del tiempo (Hiperión, Madrid: 2005), and Devoción por la piedra, 
which won the coveted Premio Internacional de Poesía Jaime Sabines in 2010, published by 
CONECULTA and the fine arts council of Chiapas, Mexico.   His poetry and essays have also 
appeared in such journals as Crítica, Letras Libres, Nexos, The Bitter Oleander, The Black 
Herald, Poetry International, and The International Poetry Review.  Although Ortega has lived 
on the border in the northern desert of Mexico, his poetry both alludes to the country’s border 
and the realities of contemporary Mexico and Mexican Spanish, as well as remaining deeply 
entrenched in the Baroque, Neo-Baroque, and avant-garde traditions of Spanish language 
poetry.  He is a noted critic and scholar of Latin American and Iberian poetry, and he 
completed his PhD in Hispanic Philology at the Universidad Autónoma de Barcelona.  Ortega 
is also a translator of North American and Catalan poetry, and he has published translations of 
such poets as Hart Crane and Ezra Pound.   Ortega currently resides in his native city where he 
is a professor at CETYS University, and where he also edits the university’s journal Arquetipos. 
 
 
 


