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Literature and Technology

I hurled a great novel by Camilo José Cela
at the night butterfly, smashing it against the wall. 
Got it? Step by step literature becomes practical,
while technology tries to somehow take its place:
The iPhone fits the hand better,
seems to have surrendered to the shape of fingers.
Well, let’s not behave as ungrateful people, 
but Camilo José Cela, we have to confess,
is better at killing butterflies. 
Once I used to bring a paperback edition of Lasha Nadareishvili 
to the bathroom
but then the super soft toilet paper appeared
(God bless high tech!)
and his books became useless.
That’s a pity, but what to do? That’s how 
technology deals with literature. 
I have nothing against my fridge from Bosch—
it freezes better than, say, Camilo José Cela, 
but, to be honest, with a book titled The Family of Pascual Duarte
you can thoroughly ruin a complete family of butterflies.
Look, this is where its power lies—
in practice, in destruction… Who would expect that!?

I’m looking at the butterfly right now, like a speechless mourner.
It seems to have become the sacrifice of great literature.
I think we might be able to understand each other better now—
me and the butterfly. 
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Orders

Let there be houses for the homeless,
millions for the broke,
inspiration for the poets,
a skeleton for the tongue,
sheep for the sleepless—one sheep, two sheep, three sheep…
let there be strenght for those in love 
to spead themselves in each other,
let there be toys for the kids,
for the dictators too,
let there be freedom for the imagination
and food for the hungry,
let there be trees for the winds
to get some rest in the branches,

let there be nothing at all for the politicians.
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Unsurviving

Even if my Lord defends the city,
the vigilance of the watchman is pointless—
nobody will survive. 

Houses will be set on fire,
roads will sway,
all infants will climb out of their cradles
and kill themselves in front of people
because
nobody will survive. 
The legs will start to melt on the one who is treading the long way
and a man half-buried in his own limbs 
can’t be saved by anyone;
snakes will flourish in our beds
and the split tongues will sprout from the walls,
and they will tell everything
that was inappropriate to talk about before. 

The vigilance of a watchman,
the vigilance of mothers is pointless—
nobody will survive. 

Fortune-tellers won’t be able to read any palms,
readers won’t be able to read any poems,
worshippers won’t be able to read any prayers,
politicians won’t talk so loudly, 
instead they will cough and throw their bleeding tonsils away—
nobody will survive. 

Plane trees will sprout leaves of cement,
passengers will lose their shadows,
words will be as heavy as stones,
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our mouths will be fed up with stones
and our shadows will murmur in our place.
Nobody will survive.

All baby-sitters will abandon the babies,
with rifles carried across their shoulders they are shaped as crosses 
and bless everybody in sight with a bullet
(as for the already dead, they will get their blessings 
discharged just in case)—
nobody,
nobody,
nobody will survive. 
Even the one likely to survive
will not survive at all,
because nobody will survive
the most severe intersection 
of reason and result,
a fatal attack of 
happiness and accidentality.
Nobody will survive. 

It was wrong to believe
they would fathom the reasons,
provide themselves with alibis
or make arrangements.
The vigilance of the watchman is pointless,
in vain as the vigilance of cities,
meaningless as the vigilance of parents,
doing anything is like chasing the wind,
nobody,
nobody will survive. 
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Solution

When the sky is about to crash down,
the highly-qualified God
lowers pillars of rain
to support the leaning sky.
That’s why it won’t fall down on us.
That’s why we always can take our chances
when it’s raining.

As it is raining—we have survived…
so many times.
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Anonymous Kontakion 13

I can hear Your name, my God,
Thou, who have transformed clouds into rain
and let us feel the dewdrops.
Thou who created the Universe wasting, as we all know, all Your efforts,
and Thou who were in the beginning,
let me be precise, Thou were the first, before everything appeared.
Thou have exposed a storm like a lullaby
and we passed through that lullaby,
we—who were tired and disgusting,
fearless,
hoping You are here, my God, 
Thou who have suppressed laughter with laughter  
and opened the gate of the hell with Your foot
and pushed the sinners kicking to paradise
(don’t hesitate, they have deserved it!).
Thou who have airdropped the holy spirit into our vulnerable bodies
and thus have alleviated the load of vanity on us,
thou who have opened Your body as if You had a zipper
and put Your eyelashes between the being and the non-being,
like the immortal Pont Mirabeau,
immortalized thanks to Apollinaire.
As for the bridge itself, it is no masterpiece at all.
Thou who have woven my dreams from autumn grass
and from the songs of the nightingale;
Thou who have created both genders in bed, and death in Somalia,
moreover taking it easy, Thou have admitted a massacre of children.
Thanks for having granted us soil under our feet and screams in our ears
along with words from the televised presidential speech,
along with banned phrases from disappointed madmen,
along with exasperated memories about mom,
along with handmade dreams 
quite offensively and rudely stripped of ornaments,
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Thou who have raised our tears to the skies
to hang our night shudders on stars,
to plant our everyday smiles in space
like banners.
Indeed,
that’s one small smile for man, one giant laugh for mankind!
We are all grateful to You, 
it could not be otherwise.
Thanks be to God.




