
 I read a quote yesterday that brought back a bunch of memories from college.  Don’t judge me! I got a 
second major in Spanish when I was in college.  Yes, it felt like cheating a little. I had grown up speaking Spanish; 
when I studied literature in high school, it was Spanish lit.  My little college in New York didn’t have enough classes 
for me to take to get the major, so I did an independent study on the short stories of Jorge Luis Borges.  I liked his 
fascination with labyrinths and libraries but mostly liked that they were all short stories.  Emphasis on short! 
 Deeply immersed in the shallow life of a college senior, I missed the significance or personal poignancy of 
the quote from one of those stories that I just reread yesterday.  It goes like this: 

“Time is the substance I am made of. Time is a river which sweeps me along, but I am the river; it is 
a tiger which destroys me, but I am the tiger; it is a fire which consumes me, but I am the fire. The 
world, unfortunately, is real; I, unfortunately, am Borges.” 

 Just a day before reading that, I read an article featuring a Philosophy of Physics professor by the name of 
Tim Maudlin.  He argued against Einstein (the horror!) that time is linear, not relative.  He said that you can’t talk 
about time without a past, a present and a future.  You can play with when they happen, but as humans we are 
bound by some point of beginning - and end - for everything. 
 And there comes Borges. 
 This is how I read Borges: “Time is the substance I am made of.”  Well, if I spit, I don’t spit minutes.  I’m not 
sure that this is literally true.  But, a la Tim Maudlin, without time, I don’t exist.  If my time “is up,” I am no more.  
Before the moment of conception, I was not.  If I am not made out of time, I am made in it.  “Time is a river which 
sweeps me along, but I am the river.”  Sounds poetic.  “It is a tiger which destroys me, but I am the tiger.”  If you 
have spent any time battling cancer; if you have been sick, or are growing older, you know what this means.  “The 
world is real” – this is the affirmation of the Christian.  Life is not an illusion.  We are not all part of some deity’s 
dream.  God made us, and God made time.  This is real.  And, yeah, unfortunately, I am the river, the tiger, the fire, 
called Borges, I mean Nelson. 
 A much wiser man than Borges, King Solomon, said in Ecclesiastes 3:11: 
“He has made everything beautiful in its time. He has also set eternity in the human heart; yet no one can fathom 
what God has done from beginning to end.” 
 If God made time, time is good.  And the oft forlorn writer of wisdom asserts that everything is made 
beautiful in time.  Praise God!  God redeems the time we experience.  God brings beauty out of that which we 
experience as hard.  God sees the river as gentle, the tiger as strong, and the fire as a purifier.  Everything is made 
beautiful in its time.  Wow! 
 He has also set eternity in the human heart.  That’s above my pay grade.  How can the mortal think about 
immortality?  How can the finite think of the eternal?  And yet we do.  We long for it.  And only God can satisfy that 
longing. 
 Finally, I may not be able to ponder what God has done from beginning to end.  I don’t even know where 
those points lie.  But here, in the middle, God is making everything beautiful.  Mine is to praise Him.  I invite you to 
do the same. 
  
Late already, 

Craig 
“Teach us to number our days, that we may gain a heart of wisdom,” (Psalm 90:12)
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