Orders from the Dead
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The world is going up in flames. The world is going up in flame
s. The world is going up in flames. The world is going up in f1
ames, but these flames are not new to our dead. Our dead did cr
y their final prayer in those flames. Our dead did sing their 1
ast lullaby in those flames. Our dead prayed to our infidelite
god in those flames. Our dead whispered a last goodbye to their
mother in those flames:

Tnc eilma, "Mdva, pnv okidlecai. ®a yuplooupe. Eye yeira, paval"
(Tis ipa, "Mana, min skidzese. Tha yirisume. Ehe ya, mana!" [I
told her, "Mother, do not be saddened. We'll return. Goodbye, m
other!"])

The world is going up in flames. Our world clawed their childre
n close in the world is going up in flames.

"Ta naidid pou xaAé! Mnv eibate Ta maidid pou; Cia dvoupa Tou B¢
oU! Qy, pou Ta mnpave.. kat Tl va 0éAw tn lwn; Ta nmaidid pou! Ta
naldid pou!" Balel pia tpeydda yira tnv 8dAacoa.. mépTel kat nvi
yetat. ("Ta pedhia mu kalée! Min idhate ta pedhia mu? Ya oOnoma t
u Theu! Oh, mu ta pilrane... ke ti na thélo ti zoil? Ta pedhia mu
! Ta pedhia mu!" Vazi mia trehala ya tin thalasa... pefti ke pn
iyete. ["My dear children! Have you not seen my children? For G
od's sake! Oh, they took them from me.. and what should I live f
or? My children! My children!"™ She runs to the sea.. she falls a
nd drowns.])

Our dead watched their daughters butchered, raped, and beaten i
n the still-burning of those flames. Our dead watched an ax rem
ove their mother's skull and crown a wooden spit in the continu
ous burning of those flames. Our dead watched while Chrysostomo
s' eyes and tongue were pulled out, teeth and fingers broken, o
ne by one, in the laughing and the cheering of those flames.

Apndiave and tnv tetpdda pag, TOU okloave Tnv kKolAld pe pia pay
aipld, tTov PdAave kair RaSioe, xpatwvtag tT'dvtepd TOU oTa YEpla.
(Arpaxane apd tin tetradha mas, tu skisane tin kilia me mia ma
heria, ton valane ke vadhise, kratondas t'andera tu sta heria.
[They grabbed one of our quartet and tore his stomach with a kn
ife. They made him march, holding his viscera in his hands.])

Our dead watched their sisters drenched with gasoline and screa

m with melting skin: "The world is going up in flames!" Our dea

d gave birth to Turkish victories, the gurgling and then dying

trophy on a bayonet which marked the borders of the world which
is going up in flames.

F'ita 6vopa tou XpiroToU! Mnv pac aproete! Eyxyoupe pwpd pali pag, €



xoupe yepdvtoug, kopltora.. Elote umeUbuvol! Nduapye, vduapye.. @

wTtld! dwTtld! (Ya Onoma tu Hristu! Min mas afisete! Ehume mora m
azli mas, ehume yerondus, koritsia... iste ipefthini! Navarhe, n
avarhe... Fotia, fotia! [For Christ's sake! Do not leave us! We

have babies with us, we have elders, girls.. You are responsibl
e! Admiral, admiral.. Fire! Fire!])

Our dead were dragged in marches through the desert sun for wee
ks until the sun burned out their lungs and when the flames tur
ned inside-out their mouths and ripped apart their lips, we hea
rd their final prayer: "Lord God, have mercy, please, upon our
souls!"

Mac npodwocave! Mac EemoulAnoave! IM'avdBeud toucg! Ndauapyxe, TL kdAv
elg; Ndauapye, ocwote pag! dwtid! dwtid! (Mas prodhosane! Mas xep
ulisane! P'anathema tus! Navarhe, ti kanis? Navarhe, soste mas!
Fotia! Fotia! [We are betrayed! We were sold out! God damn the
m! Admiral, what are you doing? Admiral, save us! Fire! Firell])

They saw the world is going up in flames. Buried, not yet dead,
inside the pits, engraved: "Giaoure! Infideli! Our god has cho
sen you to die."

Fovatice xdtw! Kaur yovatilei. Eeyupvwoou! Katr &eyupvwvetal. Avo
1XTtd Ta okéAia cou! Kal ta avoilyelr. Xobpeye! Kal yopeUel. ®tUoe
TNV Tlun ocou kat tnv natpida cou! Kal yptUvel. Anapvhioou tnv nio
Tn oou! Kal Tnv amapviétal. (Gonatise kato! Ke gonatizi. Xeyimn
osu! Ke xeyimnonete. Anihta ta skelia su! Ke ta aniyi. Horepse!
Ke horevi. Ftise tin timi su ke tin patridha su! Ke ftini. Apa
rnisu tin pisti su! Ke tin aparniete. ["Kneel down!" And she kn
eels. "Undress!" And she undresses. "Open your legs!"™ And she o
pens them. "Dance!" And she dances. "Spit on your honor and you
r country!" And she spits. "Deny your faith!" And she denies.])

And now the unblessed dead have ordered us to say: "This is my
grave, my holy bed. You cannot take it. You cannot erase my nam
e'"

You cannot erase our dead. You cannot erase the dead, because w
e have been ordered now to list their names, their numbers, to
give their date of birth, their earthly city, their father's na
me, the sweetness of their mother's eyes.

"Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye, and forevermore we'll see you when
the desert meets the sky, but do not forget my name."

And so these were the orders from the dead, said, without a wor
d, but with a final glance: the second granted to the infidel,
since an infidelite hell should not require a prayer, should no
t require a silent moment, and now the infidel is told to forgi
ve and to forget, to understand.



"Advance into a paradise of dead memories, of living death, the

old folks' home of catatonia, of madness and despair. Do not a
sk me for the number of that grave. It has been stolen. What is
this love for bones and dirt?

"Yaur! Put this ancient thing behind you. You have no claim to
god. You have no claim to peace. You have no claim. You have no
claim. You have no claim. Yaur! Remember just how lucky, sperm
of Satan, that you are to even be alive. Now. Across the sea.
Yaur! You have no god. A man without a god cannot be burned ali
ve. He never was alive. Not as a man, yaur, but as a dog."

But I have orders from the dead that warn me: "Do not forget me
My blood will fill the air you breathe forever. My death-bird
is not dead. He carries all my teeth, my smile of unforgetfuln
ess, my laugh! BpukdAaka! (Vrikdlaka! [Vampire!]) I am the man
unburied who cannot sleep in forty pieces! I am the girl, disme
mbered and unblessed. I am the open mouth that drags your flesh
and that can never rest until my death is written in a rock th
at cannot be broken!"

And these are the orders from the dead.


http://www.tcpdf.org

