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AATA SHAMUGIA was born in 1983 in Abkhazia, the northern part of

Georgia now occupied by Russia, and graduated from the philological
faculty at Tbilisi State University. Since 2018 he has been a president of The
Georgian Pen Centre.

One of the most influential and provocative contemporary Georgian poets,
his texts, according to Georgian literary scholars, comprise a large amount of
self-irony and sometimes ‘weird linguistic performance’ as well. In 2015 he was
the first Georgian poet to receive the prestigious SABA literary prize twice.

After publishing his début collection Panthers Skin in 2006 (in which he
countered the so-called Georgian Bible ‘“The knight in the panther’s skin’), he
gained wide popularity with the Georgian public — along with considerable
controversy in the press and on television. Then 2010 saw the publication of
Preference, commended by critics as his best book.

Members of the Georgian parliament demanded that this book be banned
because of its ‘harmful attitude” and disrespect for tradition. Members of the
Radical Orthodox Parents” Union wrote a letter to the Asaval-Dasavali news-
paper asking the Georgian Orthodox Church to issue an anathema against the
author.

In 2015 Intelekti published Paata Shamugia’s widely-read Schizo-National
Anthems, for which he was awarded Georgia’s most prestigious literary prize
for the second time.

As the literary critic and poet George Lobjanidze has written, ‘Paata
Shamugia’s poetry is the most pertinent for today’s reality, because no reader
remains indifferent toward his texts. For some people — and mostly for his
peers or the younger generations — Paata is an idol. Some strongly believe he’s
a Mason, godless, subversive and anti-traditional . ..

‘One can randomly open Schizo-National Anthems at any page and find an
inspiring quotation — an influential social message, slogan, motto — as a
supreme example of intertextuality; an innovative and unusual creation born
between poetic and mathematical logic.’ This is strongly endorsed in a review
by the poet and literary critic Shota Iatashvili.

Awards

2012. Paata Shamugia won sABA, the most prestigious
literary award of Georgia, and his book Acatiste was named
the best book of the year.

2012. The art magazine Hot Chocolate named Paata Shamu-
gia Person of the Year.

2015. Paata Shamugia won the saBa literary prize for the
second time and his book Schizo-National Anthems was
named the best book of the year.
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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.



3930039000 golimgds

30 (9409, O™ Mowsa 893Mdgdo,
™I gdo3 9989derm sdgdgo,

56 5349030

5 bg0©sb 939330

365960

d9L5603bs30 9930MA0L 3900l Joblio.
3305605 bLobsbero,

SHOMO 35605 BOHOOW OB dOHIMST -
960 9930000530 MOKX GO 396 Tgb3zoe,
396 msfjmbgd mogly Igme9gco,

0536 505M9RM0m Bogogbobgdl.

365, 04M 9OHMO-MOM0 3500 d93™ad,
24965 56 oym!

35650 0Lobo - sbzgfowgdo, Labogsmmgdo -
bosb 359993696

5 Bgdm30L 2963mm360¢ J9300mdgdL
sbens 9339 bbggd0 LRs©0sb.

bdoMo 3m3bYdMd Jonby,

©5905dmdom IgloHIMYdY,

00omdmb 4y39wsHg o

©5 439esbg 809$H93909w
8930m3gdL 3799390

5 LObIOEOLYSD Fg030dgds.

Correction of Mistakes

I have special regret for not making the mistakes
I could have made,

ButIdidn't

And missed

The very opportunity

To make a number of great ones.

And now it’s too late to regret,

No use in fighting with the shadows —

You cannot throw yourself into the same mistake twice,
Impossible to parade oneself in front of it —

Never ever will it let you commit it again.

And, throughout my life I have definitely made one or two mistakes,
Indeed, I have!

But they all were delicate, dangerous —

Slipping out of my hand,

And the very mistakes supposed to be mine

Now are being committed by others.

I often dream of them,

Meeting them in my dreams at night
As if I am making the biggest

And most intolerable ones,

And wake up with joy.
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Alibi

We should interrogate the words,

each signification is a false alibi

covering up the blood,

the tail of crime appears at the end of the paragraph
with a blood-knitted crust.

Just pull the fossilized significations aside like a curtain
and you’ll discover the word CORPSE in the word DRESSER,
or the word DOoUBT embedded in the word LOVE,
or a coward in hiding behind the word FREEDOM.
The glowing syntax can no longer

agglutinate any fragments of imagination.

We should interrogate the words

meaning to be false witnesses,

covering their tracks so that we

will be eternally lost in the abyss of contractions.
Look:

The word LITTLE is bigger than the word BIG,

the black box is orange,

and LOVE... oh, what canIsay...

I used to know what it meant,

but from whatever I nowadays leap

I plop down on the bottom of language.
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I'm writing
this

poem
vertically
so as to
leave

space

for
swallows’

nests
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Why do I write?

I frequently ask this question
But have never been able to answer.
And every time there is no answer,

I do write.

It means I write as I have no answer —
This could have been an answer to this very question,
An indirect stone of a delicate Hedonist

Targeted at the garden of a reader and the read, simultaneously . ..

I stroll along in the wind

Thinking of writing another poem
Probably in a few months,

Which I'll start with description of nature,
Tottering of a toddler along a green alley,
And for more efficiency

I will invite into some of my lines
Pattering of pebbles around

And the dog

(The symbol of loyalty

And generally, evoking positive feelings.)

And this poem will be damned to answer,
As all the other poems,

As trustworthy as the grand witness:

And I swear, I will speak the poetry

The whole poetry, and nothing but the poetry.

And when I am asked: Why do you write?

I'look into the hunchbacked gap between my body and the very question

In horrible fear.

15
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Charity

What can we do?

The branch, our temptations used to flourish on,
Is cut off.

Can’t any longer cling to the metaphors,
Something more reliable is needed.

Who will protect us from love?

From so frequent kindness?

From the favour

Swung against us like a knife?

Who will stop outstretched hand,

When we are perfectly drowned in the sea?

Or when the arm is quite seductively set against our foreheads?

Who will put jealousy into suddenly emerging love?

What can we do?

How to domesticate moderation — a sign of time —

Weighting our minds thriftily.
Our bodies are overwhelmed by happiness

And no one seems to save us from it.

What can we do?

17
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A Fingernail

At the threshold of night, when twilight creeps abruptly,
I've noticed my fingernails grow rapidly, at the speed of light,
at midnight they’re already so long

I can easily reach the remote control

in the next room from my bed

or open the door next door and scratch the back of my neighbour,
towards the morning my thumb is erected to the sky
and touches the rising sun.

My thumb burns and I feel the pain,

as it is known to the world that the sun is red-hot.

In spite of actually being wickedly optimistic

(so optimistic that I believe in common justice,

bread becoming cheaper and the rarefaction of war),

I secretly cut my nails before full sunrise,

I don’t want anybody to notice them.

I go to work as if nothing has happened.

I try to find something suspicious

but without success.

Everybody is hiding their hands

as it is known to the world

that our fingernails grow rapidly at night

and hence people can kick stars with them

or stir the clouds,

or play with the sun with a pinkie.

But in the morning all nails are cut

and we go to work,

and nobody notices anything.

As if nothing had happened,

as if no one knew anything about long nails.
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A Busy Poet

No visa is required from my language,

I obtain business contracts from verbs and nouns,

I use intermissions for interjections,

I'm a busy poet.

I lead diplomatic negotiations with binary oppositions,
I stand after a prefix—like a gentleman,

but I turn a blind eye to the past—impudent!

I check my base—I have to stand strong,

I'm a busy poet.

I practise all forms of interrelations—I'm in shape.

I rebuild the crumbed infrastructure of my body—1I run.
For leisure I invest my hormones in the first girl I meet—oops!
Nothing personal, just poetry,

I'm a busy poet.

I set everyone free

from a life in the prison of ready-made answers.

It’s time to be sentenced to peace!

It’s time to be sentenced to love!

We deserve even worse!

Zero tolerance for petty obsessions!

I'm a busy poet.

I try to eliminate the separatism—

the separation of language (AxA the State)

and human beings (AkA human beings).

The one who speaks is always lying.

The one who writes is always

exposed by the lies he writes.

My lies are ordinary,

my poems extraordinary.

I'm a busy poet.
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Hero

Utilize the power (vibrant in muscles)
to make things happen,

hang your anger on the tail of winds.

Be flexible towards the dream,

be fragile and awkward towards reality.
Sow drought in the throat, already ripen,
and reap the water, the wine, the Coke,
whatever you reach, as long as it’s liquid.
Let your knee-caps travel

from bed to bed,

forge the dream,

become a hero!
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from Truisms to be Memorized by Heart

I'am criticized for being a radical author,

Attacking the musicality of the poem.

And what do I do — with delicate movement of the hand
point out

Where to stick their musical poems.




