30660
Q3Im0IM
LOAYdM()

30J9-B3I3IWL
63330%A33J

GOD, | KNOW
THE WORLD
YOU MADE

IN THE FOOTSTEPS OF
VAZHA-PSHAVELA

nnnnnnn

Thilisi



udc (v9>3)821.353.1(0923535-83539¢ms)
o215

5\ 5 | wotci icmon I \ /
t;: Cq. _/; /\\\’,) 2 Whereoirke daesy 880%) 6RO \ /
J . < (:,"5/5 DIE FOLRLORE STATR CTINTNE @ eI
] T )‘3 2 m:smtum

03(hmMM-393003909mbn: 9oy comoMmandy, 930Mob6 sModymmo
Author-Compiler: Eter Tataraidze, Amiran Arabuli

MYEoJOMMIN: BoBS 0dBasbndy
Editor: Zaza Abzianidze

06amnbyMo@ MvM3a36s: mgmo JdMammndyd

MaMmadobnb Moadnmin: ghng JasengmBHbmba

398m(390007 9380mdbb: Babm MoBISdY, dond g99960dY, FoMngo 3o3a6odg
©0Banbn, ogadommbade: bobpfm Rbondg

39MJ30960b gmEm: mymn dmoambHogmgzo

aMEMaMogn: 990606 oMadyenn

IMmmgmnb ygmmaenbogmmn: 6nbm MoBady

Translator: Lela Ebralidze

Edilor of translation: Eirik Halvorson

The publication was prepared by: Nino Razmadze, Baia Zhuzhunadze, Marika Kapanadze
Designer: Sandro Chkaidze

Cover Photo: Leli Blagonravova

Photo: Amiran Arabuli

Project Coordinalor: Nino Razmadze

© 70 cremofmandy, 030Mob omodymn / Eter Tataraidze, Amiran Arabuli

© Logdofmaggmmb ggmmymmnb bobgmdBogim (396mMn / The Folklore State Centre of Georgian

© LogdoMmmzagmmb JofMmmodgbanb gMm3Bmn dndmamogds / The National Parliamentary Library of Georgia

© bogommgammb boudogfnafmImb B3nwme obrMno InfMagmBmepydgmnb bobgmmdab Johogmn
36039MLEYEN / Saint Andrew's Georgian University

© Logdzymdmgdgem gmben .Jofmoymmn goamds” / Georgian Chanting Foundation

ISBN 978-9941-9736-6-6



30635MLN

55 BIMnboY J3yobo..”

JmbBmIman@nB3n o JopMmompndan

@M03376030n (AmaBno, IGHmBY, ByFnangdn)

8mamb0900 oML MY (603bneEab .J0n ydoT)

3MAO M3 JoMmmnagm 3B3Mommy o B33tnY3oMcs JRabaddnm6
808505 M3JMNL AoBoIyoMd LobJmmn™ (33dob MoBNJodznennb BooBdMAN)
3mamB030n (00670nb BbofMgoBmEbamdalb 8nd)ndn)

Jfnenaam-3banbngma Baoebamadn:
Joama o gon ydo
»d80bL bodgdbgdmoE 653m3ym..."
ogbgdm
9n30M) - LEMMYPMN
ngemob doflomo
3m3ugmab Imaynn

6083330

CONTENTS

“The Meaning of Our Life..."

Cosmopolitanism and patriotism

Fragments (Poetry, Prose, Letters)

Memories of old days (From the book “The Man of Courage™)

Some of the Views Expressed by Georgian Authors and Scholars aboul Vazha-Pshavela
“Graced from God" (Narrated by Gulkan Razikashwvili)

Memories of Vazha-Pshavela, (Tianeti Museum of Local Lore)

Critical and Literary Digressions:
“A Woman and a Man of Courage™
“Looking for the Brother...”
Apkhusho
The Moon Symbolizing a Stsorperi
Lela’s Bachali
The Poet of the Future

Gleanings

23
26

62
64
157

213
213
218
221
225
227
230

233

157

213
213
218
221

225
227
230

233



»0 039Moboo J33yobo...

»963m00 3090b gbmazMmgdnb SmBaMmo;
odmmbaom bmd 336 Babgome Bobeo6.
3990 domenoo o dnb gbmamgdob
9gLIMY0 s3enns BMam..

3obewbg gmegdndanann

070-9530mob  gbmamgdo gfon aodByemn, mIazd YmmaB)
3mmgdno Bogbmgn, Im@LAYMBN YIMNLOZNL o8me LLLBI6N

bazEnobo bndmgms nym,
80b 33MdJM o EVINMNL6Id Bowdn Jongdgzedor: ,ofmnob
3nmbdg bndmaMmo poMoennb BogngMmna®.
»ONMHomoom 3ondmymeado 3yeb 8megbomo Jnfmno”, ~ v8OMd®Y
03000mb6 o, ONMNE3n“, sandod, 0s363nbrs bombymn 3myBnnb
00 Bogom o, 982LOWH, MBIBaB) P16 Bonfbobgmdobag
30mmnbbdmomo, .bIno Bomnhommo” bobymBmmpgdnm MM nbmdL
Agbemoen Bbopgmymn bneyanb Boaofiedm doemb BobnoMgdn
Jofhoggmn d3nombzaan...
900b ngdnon Lagbg, LMY, CMNNVMNLYIMHn donzaMmy sBmEnmE.,
bmanm Loggon”, bamag 3myon 893ynazmms @adnb b3am gomob,
6nbae 6333mmo ®> »abnmogore 3JdBnws Jagysbob bomymo-
a6b*,

»60606(038Mo 833, 30700b aMnaomyddn 3odmbokwby
agab 3o36gmadamn Easb@mn JEIOMES, Bo-63M3n  Jomoo
banfogdmmo, SonmmdmY, Hnomn Bymobmggmn owgnb abob
9njy3odmeo, d33MEI0mEs ,Logbmafigdobm Byboma* ©o ...
9onby .Bmymeo*...

9ngbromdmmo ... Aopyadmee bnpo ©7630Ls - Bywdm.);
#whobymy 0gdbgdso, dmay3madn, BagrdoMmpdn BnbBobom®, -
nBy39890wmo BgndMompdomn bmaMadnbasd JomBysmme 603390
owgb ®o bLyaEnb Osmomno” Bgdymmdnmn bLBNL 03oEL
KYImMIMmaMYdmn nnb” Mubbmadnm JoMLAMBEaLMN 3odogby-
@b Bobgebg 0dyoMmadeo...

3500gb)mEdmE ® 833-03380 M3 EoEEIOME., AsdmBMy-
OomEB6 o Bozo®@ ©EURBEYdMEB6 Bogdn;  Lodmmbobogno
30m036-gomnabgdb Aomybo o 0NgbnbyyMmo dmymagdmeo;
3onbLBgdMEE6 LudnMngdnoxm agbgdn o B3ndno AsMogbom, Ao-
Bododam bogeanb 33087 bogofEbensbn mamE. , BmsLadm-pat...
bmgEnabaed bymMBoMagby o O30ByYIdITL oMoy Lophgmb
afMnaamgadnb 36nbogemn ndgen 3gmbes. d3omadgMom vmom 3dg-
mdEb36 dobn ,amgeba" ogomgdn. oy oMy ,.dm3sag 336
©2300Mdmom, oy Bgasmamm BBgbmobom“, - 9HNERIdM®.,
obmo 06 anbrmdo mnogn, 3nbyng mMInko, BmnmEaom®, -

“The Meaning of Our Life”...

It is rather difficult to describe Vazha's life;

one is afraid that whatever he says about him
might sound as a platitude. Vazha stands too high
and his life is surrounded by an abyss.

Vakhlang Kotetishvili

azha Pshavela's life was one uninterrupled, sad song, a lamentation

over a bleak life pleasing lo the ear of (araway listeners.
An old saying born in the mounlains, which were Vazha's home and a
source ol inspiration, goes like this:
“Just like crying, singing cures heartaches.”
“Having a good cry heals broken hearts,” he said himself, while by
“crying” he meant a popular, though strange genre of folk poelry, which
1s known to the fortunate Georgian readers as “laments”...
A full pale moon would rise behind the mountain, whose nightly slopes
were a shelter for the poet, and a cloud of mist descended and “made
the visible world invisible.”
His “still dead” heart, which had suffered a lot, was buming in unfading
fire, his hair and beard were turning grey, while “the damned life” was
going on. As the "sorrow of life” increased, he kept “singing”...
He would trusl once more and... the bridge would fall down again (a
bridge thinner than a hair would break); “I'll die, take shelter in the
ground,” the poet, torlured severely by the cruel life, comforted himsel,
trying lo find hope in the spring and its herald — “a pretty litile violet"...
With the coming of spring snow would start to melt in the mountains
and they remained black and bare; the meadows were covered with
ferns and bugloss; the blocked paths leading to the other side were
free again and hoopoes sat on the grave dark stones, washed by rain...
Rejecled and forgotten by the fellow villagers he started to dislrust his
lover as well. His “twinkling" eyes ceased to sparkle, and instead of the
vow of true love (“The Sun's not half as beautiful as you, may you
not mourn my death, if that's not true.”), he wrote: “Don’t spare
a guileful woman, can’t you see, she’s like a bridge of thread
across the seal” There was a “damned” river flowing between Vazha
and Salome Molodinashwili, and Lhe only comfort for the sorrowful poet
was to watch his beloved from afar.
He could bear that pain.
Life had taught him how to endure suffering.
He was ready to give up all the pleasures of the world (of which he
knew too few) if only he could always hear the voice “from heaven”, and
the squawking eagle sitting on his righl shoulder did not get angry and
abandon him...
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His sad and sorrowful “songs.” which were filled with bitterness, the
songs that were “the movements of the spirit expressed in speech.”
(Grigo! Kiknadze) brought together a perception that life is too short and
a burning desire 1o fight for a better future: a wilingness to give up his
own personal goad and concern for his country's welfare: a refusal lo
put up with the baseness and a drearn to come (o this sinful earth as a
pure rain flowing from a bank of clouds...

The mists moved srmoothly over the narrow gorge singing a "song” ke
the poet himself, and the snow-while clouds blooming n the skies “were
drinking golden rays of the moming™... ligh mountans were “singing”
too, as well as fescue grass and a small spring with tasty waler. runnimng
dry among the butterbur...

He had nothing to cover his body and walked about “bare”, but slill the
whole world belonged to him, who was “the master everywhere he'd
go, in mountains and in meadows lying low..."” He was lke an ox
that had relumed from the pasture and was now digging the ground.
he warned a pretly and gentle violet 10 slay in the soil. in her safe home
and not to come to this world (“Don’t come, life’s full of dangerous
things"). Weighed down hy a heavy dark cloud, he was always worried,
having no resl and murmuring to himsell. “Please knock me down
with hail,” he begged the angry sky and lo comfort his homeland.
plagued by ill-wishers, sang: “I'm fortunate, born at the right time.”

He “felt like singing™ and he “sang,”

The three open wounds (past, present, and future) could not discourage
him from “singing.”

Life was not always kind to him. and he suffered misfortune. but he kept
“singing.”

Riding his “fiery” horse home [rom far away he thought atout his
orphaned children waiting for him in a cotd mud hut, and his heart would
bleed for them, but he still "sang.”

Sometimes he would complain: “The strings of my chonguri' have
all broken, no longer do | wish to sing my songs."” However, he had
no right 1o keep his lalent, the greatest treasure he was endowed with,
lo himsell and not serve his country because of his personal feelings.
The post playing the “weeping pipe” secrelly waged an intellectual
war against his harmlul, nameless opponent. arguing with him; he
argued with his glutton, sell-indulgent. and “incredibly stupid” felliow
countrymen, and, being well aware of his own talent and personal merits,
and hoping that in the future everyone would be judged according to
their merits, he proudly announced: “The day will come for you and
me, when who is close to God we'll see...”

Vazha sang sadly and the belief ihat “nature does not kill a truthful
heart, but keeps it, with such heart she’ll never part” gave him
courage to endure the pain... Vazha-Pshavela's short lite was pure as

! A four-stringed lute played by plucking and strumming (translator's note (TN)
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an infant’s tear, and burning like a lime kiln, filed with pain and “sewn
with bile.”
And his songs were like his life.

Vazha-Pshavela's birth, as well as his exceptional talent and productive
work indicalted thal he was chosen by God. It is remarkable that the
newly born poet had such long hair that it covered his eyes... Mountain
people believed that children bom with unusual marks on their heads
or the upper parts of their bodies (shoulders, head, chest...) resembling
small figures looking like the sun, moon or a slar; or with too much hair,
were "born with a caul™... That meant that God had given them a mission
to perform great deeds, and if such a person failed to accomplish his or
her divine mission, or lo keep iheir peculiarity secrel, God would take
{hem away from this world, so they died before their time...

In the book Graced from God writien by Eter Talaraidze, Vazha's daughter
Gulkan Razikashvili says: “My grandfather Pavle was bomn in a shirt,
and so was my baby boy. | lost him when he was two... He was
bom with a caul... One could see he was special, because he had
a lovely star-shaped mark above his upper lip... | threw away his
caul and probably that's why he died so soon... | shouldn’t have
thrown it away... The saying goes that he who is born with a caul is
lucky... My grandfather was said to be a happy man. He didn't see
the death of any of his children, and at his home a table was always
laid for feasts and weddings. They say that a big pot for cooking
khinkali? was never taken off the chain over the fire... Father said he
believed that people were born lucky. Father must have been born
under a lucky star, that’s for sure, born to have a different fate...”

It is not comect to ignore the mystic elements in Vazha-Pshavela's
biography. Even if there were not obvious facts that people could see,
his contemporaries or descendants would create legends about him
and add fantastic elements to them, making some of them sound like
unbelievable slories. However, one thing can be said for sure: there is
nothing in the memories of Vazha's contemporaries thal is not based
on real facts and sometimes on the daily routine they shared with him.
When Vazha was born, they predicled lhat he would be special and his
life would be different from olhers. The prediction of those mountain
“prophets” came true, as the whole Georgia, and all the educated and
cultured part of the world can see...

Vazha was born on July 14, 1861 (allhough in his autobiography he had
given the date as May 15, 1862) in Chargali, a beautiful village in the
mounlains of Pshavi.

Al that time Chargali represented lhe lwelfth community of Pshavi (as
it was wrilten in the charler issued by King Erekie Il in 1819), and was
setlled later than other Pshavian villages.

7 Khinkali is a very popular Georgian dumpling made of twisted knobs of dough,
slulfed with meat and spices. It is boiled, but is also delicious when fried (TN).
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According to both wrilten and oral sources, the ancestors of the
Razikashwvilis were the Ghudushauri family, Iiving in the wilage of Sno
(Stepantsminda distnct) from ancient times. Vazha's ancestors must
have passed the Tsabawta community, then Apkhusho and Lisho
before they finally settied in ittle Chargah “whose length and width
could be measured by a silk ribbon.”
Pshavians and Khevsurians had a great respect for their ancastors.
Their names were preserved in old, threadbare editions.
The simplified version of Vazha-Pshavela’s genealogy 1s Rasika-Kumsi-
Imada-Bero-Givi-Pavie-Luka.
The poet was very proud of his ancestors, who fought bravely to
defend their homeland. So, even as a child he would ksten carefully and
remember the stories about their heroic deeds.
Imeda Razikashvili, who comes third in the genealogy. is known 1o have
said these daring words (he must have been really annoyed) to King
Erekle: “"When you have tald me what you have to say, my lord, let me
say something too!”
These words demonsirate that ordinary people could admonish even
great kings if the latter happened to overiocok anything that posed a
threat 1o their country.
Imeda, known as the “Pshavian Chief”, was big and strong. and nding
his white horse he looked like an epic hero. He was famous for chasing
Lezgins, who, being murderers by nature, made conslant atlempls
to penetrate Pshavi via narrow paths to kil and rob its inhabitants.
Howaever, at the sight of the fonmudable Pshavian warrior, the atlackers
were terrified.
When Imada died, folk poets, admiring his courage, said these words
about the brave warrior: “Imedo, brother, Heaven's gate is open
wide to let you in...”
Many of Vazha's ancestors were distinguished people, but we cannot
speak about all of them in this arlicle.
However, it would be unfair and ungrateful to write about Vazha saying
nothing about his viluous, warm and kind parents!
Pavie Razikashwili, a Pshavian man who was bom to serve God. spent
his youth in poverty among uneducated people. but he learned to wnte
himseif, practicing on smooth stones.
(Later his granddaughter Guikan Razikashvili did t\he same: she used to
scratch or write about he bitterness of an orphan’s lfe on stones while
pasturing the cattle. However, the cows, bitten by insects, would run to
find cooler places and the young herder had to follow them, leaving the
stones behind. Later she tried to find the stones. but in vain.
In Pkhovi of that time, where the most important skills for a man
were being able 1o use a sword and a shield, and a bow and arrows,
reading and writing was considered a useless, devilish occupation.
The parents brought up in a heroic mood were categorically against
educating their children... Pavie's father Givi Razikashwvili, like many of
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his contemporaries, did not want his son to gel any education. “You are
betraying the community and the village by “behaving like Russians®,
stop il, if you don’t wanl to disgrace your familyl..” he used to tell his
son. Seeing that he could not make his boy change his mind, he tried lo
kill himn, but Pavie already knew that he belonged to the religious world.
So, feeling weighed down by the hopeless situation in his own family,
the young man was forced to leave his father's home and seek shelter
in one of the monasteries in Kakheti.
Among the monks he learned the Scripture and returned home well-
educaled... he slarted as a psalm-chanter at the Chargali church, then
was appointed archdeacon of Shuapkho and Magharoskari, and finally
became a priest in his native Chargali, where he slayed il the end of
his life...
Vazha look after his uncle Boigar, they were very similar in character.
Like his uncle, while hunting he had killed lhree hundred-hoofed game?®
and had buried his gun three times...
In tolerance he resembled his molher.
Barbare (Gulkan) Pkhikleshvili (people with this sumame were des-
cendants of lhe Gabidouri family), was from the village of Skhlovani
(Tianeli administrative unit)... She possessed bolh spiritual and physical
beauty, and was known as a very kindhearted woman who always
helped the orphans and the poor, she was an affectionate mother and
wile, caring for her family and feeding the hungry. She always weicomed
guests, being equally glad to receive her close relatives and friends and
people she hardly knew. Seeing that far away, a traveler was descending
from Mount Akhuni , she would call him and invite him for a meal, saying
that he would be tired and hungry after a journey... Priest Pavie would
grumble, just for show, that his wife was giving away everything, leaving
nothing in the house. Barbare knew many folk poems by heart. Her
uncle Paraskeva was a folk poet, who had no equal in Pshavi. No one
could see Barbare standing idle. She grazed the cattle, ook the grain to
the mill, brought waler from Chichakheva, tidied the house, and swept
the yard... In winter she used to comb wool and knit beauliful floral
socks...
When Luka was four or five years old, he absorbed his parents’ kindness
and cordialily together with the fresh air he breathed in the mountains
of Sashube and Sasoveti; he watched them work and listened to their
conversations.
Pavie liked telling stories about the heroes of old times.
“| loved listening to the stories about the heroic deeds of our
ancestors; later my literary works were based on those stories,”
Vazha wrote.
He clearly remembered his mother's stories and il seemed to him that
he felt the breath of the mysterious nights of Skhiovani Village.
Vazha's siblings — Marlha, Giorgi, Niko (Bachana), Tedo, and Sandro
(Alexandre) ~ were more or less aware of their brother's brilliant talent,

3 One hundred bodies of cloven-hoofed game was the quota over which
3 hunter had to bury tes gun for 3 days (TN).
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and though the future still seemed vague, they felt that Vazha would
attain fame. That feeling stopped them from arguing or joking with him
too freely in the happy moments, when they had fun together.

Their letters addressed to each other and their relationship s very good
material for quite a thick book, which, hopefully, will be wntten soine
day!..

*ae

Obviously, Vazha was fond of books from a very early age, which woulcl
surely have been noticed and encouraged by his father.

Pavie Razikashvili understood that in the realily they had to face. any
crealive talenl people were barn with was lost if it was not supported by
education. Without proper instruction and education a talent would ba
useless like a sword hanging on the wall idly and eaten away by rusl.
Fortunately, Pavle had enough means (o support tus lamily, all of them
were fed and clad, and he decided he could afford 1o take Luka to Telavi
Theological School.

The future “Mountain Eagle” was eight, when Falher put him on his
horse and rode him over the mountains, showing him the Alazani bank
meadows as they were heading to Telawi...

Luka Razikashvili spent six years studying in Telawi.

The environment at school was too cold, dull, and inhurnane, and the
rhythm of sludies 100 monolonous to arouse interest in the boy wilh a
different, unique vision and talents. Later Vazha noted with regret that
during his studies at school he did not gain much...

For some reason during his school years he wrote his surname as
Razikov instead of Razikashvili.

The young man liked having a foreign-sounding name.

He also signed his correspondence with that name...

Luka was willlul and determined. His physical strength was amazing:
he used to spend most of his iree time boxing and wrestling with other
boys, and beat everyone. No one could defeat him.

He did not have a proper seat in the classroom, bul spent two years curled
up inside the cold fireplace, watching the boring process of education.
So even that ironic detail distinguished him from his peers!..

According to the authors of his biography, the ten-year-old Luka was
already in love. He did not dare to show his feelings, so lhe future poet
suffered silently, admiring his love from afar. His pride would not let
him declare his love to her... Meantime, the date of his departure was
approaching. Probably his hidden, unrequited love was the only reason
why it was difficult for him to ieave Telavi...

In 1887 Luka enrolled at a secular school in Thilisi. Al that time he knew
many chapters and episodes of Vepkhistkaosani* by heart.

He lived in a room on Elizabeth Strteet, which he had rented together
with his friends Solomon Lashauri, Andriashviti, and D. Kadagidze.

* The Knight in the Panther’s Skin, a medieval Georgian epic poem, written by
Shota Rustaveli in the 12th century (TN).
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The new school did not change him. He was still frolicsome and
restless, and was often scolded by the teachers. Luka loved challenging
and making tun of his classmates, who were conceited because of the
higher social status of their families. He could nol tolerate injustice... The
waichman of Mushtaidi Park gave him the nickname “Red Pshavian”,
because he loved red mulberries so much. That nickname seemed to
suil him; at least, he did not mind being called Red Pshavian.

The Thilisi school also failed to suggest anything inleresting to Luka. The
same boring lessons continued, leaving him indifferenl as before. The
young man spent much more time boxing with his friends or discussing
abslract topics than sludying. He sought for the things that would
salisfy his aspiralions and spiritual needs... Luka Razikashvili's interests
and the educational systemn of his time diverged from each other, which
was lhe reason why he hardly managed to obtain the school graduation
cerlificate.

The best and most unforgettable of Luka's school memories was
a visit lo Anton Purtseladze, which he paid to him together with his
friend Andriev. The elderly Georgian wriler received the curious guests
cordially. Luka modestly handed a notebook to his host. The notebook
contained his fifteen poems and on the cover he had wrilten: “Poems
Composed by Luka Razikashvili”... The next meeting with Anton
Purtseladze proved to be more exciling and emolional for ihe beginner
poel: The experienced master of words liked his works and wished him
SUCCESS...
The secular Thilisi school was followed by Gori Teachers' Training
Seminary.
The director of the seminary Semionov was one of those people who
first saw and appreciated Luka's greal talent. He was a really kind and
considerate man, who lreated the young Pshavian man like his own
son. In students he valued dignity, diligence and a good memory, while
their origin and nationality did not matter to him... To this day his words
about Luka sound impressive: “BbicluaA no3Tudeckan Hatypal's
In Gori Luka look great interest in books by foreign authors. He read
them so greedily that soon he had read all the books in the library of
the seminary. He studied the works of Socrates, Plato, Epicures, Kant,
Bacon, Spenser, Homer, Dante, Virgil, Shakespeare, Byron, and others.
Luka ook part in preparing lhe students’ handwritten journal; he was
an active member of the Gori Populists, wrole papers about Davil the
Builder and Queen Tamar, and actively participated in organizing a
literary soiree for the peasant poet loseb Davitashwvili..,

LR

When holidays approached he got really excited.
Chargali was awaiting him with its cool Chichakheva and “the trout
water,” “the grove covered in hops”, and Sarakdari Hill. It also awaited

* The highesl poelic spinit(TN).
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with the khinkal made by his mother and the scythe sharpened by his
father. He would play with his frends and hunt wood pigeons, Swim in
the river. and togethor with his brothers, cousins, and fnends, pretend
to lake “the land of sorcerers” or Sula-Kurdghela Caslle by storm hke
the heroes of Vephhistkaosan

The inimitable, carefree penod of youth was coming 1o an end and the
next stage - full of worries ~ was starting in Luka Razikashvil's ife

It was not easy to find a job.

Upon the recommendation of the Association Promoting Luteracy,
headed by lia Chavchavadze, Luka Razkashvii was apponted a
teacher in Amtruskhevi School, which was the only school in the Ertso
Tianeti district.

He moved there together with his younger brother Tedo.

From the beginning, Luka’'s career was accompanied by complaints,
intrigues, and quarrels... He defended poor peuple oppressed by the
princes who made them pay land taxes. The dispute between him and
Priest Aghniashvili regarding a fence adjacent to the school territory
lasted for a long time...

Soon the “unruly” teacher, who would not talerate dishonesty and
wickedness, was dismissed Irom the schoal.

The harsh reality relentiessly persecuted the poet, not leting him fuily
realize his intelleclual “resources.” As scon as he revealed his poetc
talent, a pain began to follow him. it was expressed and cerpetuated by
the following lines:

“My wings of inspiration, they are cut

By living life like this, stuck in a rut.”

In his altempt to enter the poetical arena he came across cold. pallid
walls...

His elder brother Giorgi was sludying at St. Petersburg University.

So, Luka desired to join him.

One day his dream came true and with the help of the legendary wrestler
Kula Gldaneli he managed to go to Russia...

However, when he arrived in St. Petersburg, what he found lhere was
not exaclly a favorable academic environment.

Since he had not finished the gymnasium, he was admitted to the
university as a non-degree seeking student. He attended some courses
in law, which later greatly assisted him in litting justice to the customs ot
mountain people and to make the laws serve their interests...

During his stay in St. Petersburg, Luka had to live in a constant state of
misery and anxiety: he often engaged in unequal fights together with his
brother and onlookers were amazed at how skillfully he could beat as
many as ten opponents fighting against him...

In the autumn of 1884, Luka (already Vazha-Pshavela, as Dimitn
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Tsiskarishvili had named him) had 1o retum home as he could not stay
in Sl. Petersburg without money.

Fortunately, he heard that Otar Amilakhvari, who lived in the village of
Otarsheni, was looking for a private teacher for his son, so the poet
decided not to miss that opportunity and started educating the boy...
Here he met and soon married Amilakhvari's illegitimate daughter Keke
(Ekaterine) Nebieridze... He let his family in Chargali know about his
marriage and Pavle sent about ten Pshavian horsemen to meel him in
Mtskheta. Naturally, his brothers Tedo and Bachana accompanied him
as groomsmen. They rode up lhe Aragvi Gorge with cheerful cries...
Among the wedding guests there were still a few nasty feasters trying
to spread gossip and stir up fights, so one of lhese people losl an ear -
Vazha cul it off with his dagger at Khitsva Turmanauli's pub...

His return to Pshavl from “the big country” was a willful step.
He returned to his village, his icons and shrines, came back to
the Promised Land, as for him Pshavi was the affectionate and
fertile motherland, it was his haven, “the place of his existence,”
his “home,” where he “felt at home” (Tamaz Chkhenkeli)...

From that moment a new slage began in Vazha's life. It was quite
“stable,” but full of worries. He and Keke had a son (Levan) and lhree
daughters (Mariam, Tamar and Gulkan)...

Keke, who was shortish and frail, lound life in the mountains too hard,
but for the sake of her husband and children she tried her best to cope
with the tough living conditions.

Before finally returning to the dark ravines and slopes, lhe “vivid" violels
and purple heliotropes smiling near the abyss, the September mists
and the eagles soaring in the sky, Vazha had lo go lo Didloneti with
his family. He spent two years there working as a teacher, and during
this period he opposed the funclionaries, priests, bailiffs, the village
headman... There was no shortage of complaints, accusations, and
groundless slander directed against him... It took him a long time to
improve relations between parents and their children, he even wrote a
leaching about that issue... But his activity in Didtoneti had the same
ending as other efforts he had made before - despite the support of
aboul two hundred local residents, Vazha was fired and that experience
evoked unpleasant memories in him for the rest of his life.

In December 1902, during Vazha's visit to his sister Martha and her
husband Mete, Keke died unexpectedly in Chargali. The woman
pregnant with the fifth child had lifted something heavy and Lthat proved
fatal to her... Vazha learnt aboul his wife's death when he was hunting
roe deer with his nephew in the Kvareli forest. Next day he set off
for Chargali accompanied by his sister and when he arrived home,
the widowed poet found his young children wailing over their dead
mother... He took his panduri® off the wall and (to hide his grief from
the neighbors) touched the strings and his pain grew into a sad song.
He created anolher masterpiece - the poem "To a Pretty Violet | Say..."”

* A tradilional Georgian thres-string plucked instrument common in all regions
of Eastem Georgia, such as Pshav-Khevsureti...(TN).
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After two years he married Tamar Didebashwvih from the village of Khorkhi,
In tis letter dated June 2. 1904 and addressed to his brother Sandro.
Vazha explained and yustified the difficutt decision he had made to prove
him that it was the only way to save his children. The letter saucl “I read the
fetter you sent to Niko and leamed the wisdom contained in it. | can
see that you, my brothers, do not like my “rejuvenation,” but you
judge me wrong: you do not know my situation and that is why you
condemn me, you think it is easy to watch the destruction of your
own family and the misery of your children; You do not know what
it is, and may you never experience what | have gone through. You
cannot imagine how it feels when even your dog tries to find food
and shelter with your neighbors and cats will not stay at your home
either. That is the reason why | was forced to remarry..."”
In October 1905 Tamar gave birth to a son (Vakhtang).
During Vazha's entire life, which lacked joy {vath the exception of the
magic moments of ¢creative inspiralion) the year of 1890 was probabiy the
saddest, as in this year both his parents died: one in September and the
other in October. Now the gate of paradise was lightly shut and the whole
responsibilily for taking care of his anceslors’ house — “a hermit's hut”
(Smon Chikovani) — lay with Vazha...
“The members of Pavie Razikashvili's family scattered like the
biblical Jacob's children"” (Dimilri Benashvili).
Vazha setlled down in Chargah. Quiwardly he did not differ from typical
Pshavians, who had to work night and day for a living.
Among Vazha's weapons there were three good swords: a European
one, a short hiltless sword, and a Khevsurian sward; he had oxen and
bullocks named Kvarela, Ghila. Ghvinia. and Nizhara; his two horses
were named Tsetskhla® and Nikori®. He did not stand out as the best
farmer, bul was not bad at ploughing, mowing. and reaping: and was
quite good at hewing out and repainng spades, yokes, fixing pegs for
yokes, hook-bladed axes, ax handles, sledges and other instruments; in
his garden he used lo grow apples. pears. cherries. walnuts (some of Lhe
fruit trees planled by him still grow in Chargal; he had some neighbors
{Osa and Khekhera Zurabashvili, Ghvtiso and Mikha Mtibelashvili, Beso
Pirkushashvili...), who knew his verses and narrative poems by heart.
In 1892 Vazha became ill wilh anthrax “thanks 10"~ some infected ox
meat and lost one eye. He had to stay in bed lor eighleen monihs, lhen
he went to Tbilisi and had an operation, but it did not help. However,
that sad incident could not alfect his fate and luck (as Vazha's daughter
Gulkan Razikashvili mentioned in her conversation with Eler Tataraidze:
“His eye was red and somewhat disfigured. But he was bom
under a lucky star, and possessed great charm, so the distorted
eye did not make a big difference. Father was like a beam of light
in the dark...”).
He was stlill the best shooler...
Vazha-Pshavela was not only concerned with his family life and creatimty,

? Fiery (TN).
® in Georgian Nikora means an animal (ox et¢.) with a white-spot on its forehead (TN).
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but with social work as well. It was upon his initiative that a massive
setilement of Pshavians occurred in Shiraki; the healing (mineral) water
spring was made available and convenient for public use thanks 1o his
efforts. Both achievements cost him a lot of troubles, conflicts, and
confronlation... The poet always stood firm against the wicked hissing
of the selfish, spiteful crawlers and their impudent behavior, as he was
trying his best 1o relieve the suffering of his fellow countrymen exhausted
by hard work and injustice.
In 1898 Vazha was elected Headman of Magharoskari Village, and
during the period of revolutionary upheaval, the Pshavians gathered at
the Lashan Cross Shrine and made him the Chief Priest.
It was his dream to see his country free from the Russian colonial regime
as he was sure that independenl Georgia would have a bright future.
So, he tried 1o convince the Pshavians and Khevsurians that they had
to fight in order to change their fortune for the better.
The years 1905-1907 witnessed a revolutionary upsurge.
According to the plan made by Vazha-Pshavela, two armed groups,
each composed of one thousand warriors, had to set off from Pshavi
and Khevsureti. They would come together in Ortskali and would move
down the valley headed by Vazha. When they reached the lowlands
they would join other warriors and would occupy Thilisi, block the Dariali
Gorge, and declare 1he independence of Georgia...
As Vazha had planned, the uprising aimed at freeing his country from
the clutches of the dragon had to be starled in the mountains and then
spread to all parts of Georgia...
Alas, the dream of the impassioned mountain warriors was not destined
to come truel
The gendarmerie kept a tight vigil on what was going on in the counlry.
The Tianeli District Governor assigned the task of arresting Vazha to
Police Officer Oziashwili, but the latter refused to do it.
Vazha, who was sought after as a criminal, hid in a forest for two weeks
counting on the help of the brave, trustworthy Pshavians...

Vazha-Pshavela’s life, which was already joyless, was made harder by his
contemporaries, who could not fully understand or estimate his greatness.
Thepublicstartedto takeinterestinVazha'sworkafier liaChavchavadze's
noble-minded recognition and appreciation of his creations. However,
even such recognition did not produce any noticeable, drastic changes
for the poet, who, Iving in the “sullen mountains”, kept following the
way Fate had assigned to him.

There were times when bitter complaints of his cruel fate escaped the
lips of the poet who had to endure extreme poverly. These were times
when he applied to editors and publishers for financial assislance...
Vazha did not avoid exposing the bad qualtties of his own people,
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particularly their indiference to the suffering of their oulstanding
brolhers and sisters. Worned about his personal problems, Vazha was
also concemed with the moral development of his compatriols.

When at the creative peak he “was speaking to God”, the unbearable
spiritual pain forcing Vazha-Psavela to "moan” about his difficult ife and
the trivial, everyday problems was reflected in his apistolary hentaqe.
This is what Vazha wrote in reply 1o Petre Umikashwh® letter inquinng
alter him: “Thank God that someone in this world remembers me.
Dear Petre, | really appreciate your concern for me. | wish others
cared for me as much as you do. Now they don’t need and don't
remember me anymore, because | can't invite themn to dinner.
You are asking me how | am, what [ think or write. Well, to be
honest, | feel quite bad in every way, low in spirits...”

Earlier, in 1909, he wrote to Mariam Demuna, editor of the maqazine
Nakaduli: =... | am no longer able to live in the country. | need to
move to town. Physical labor has exhausted me, and | am getting
old... A miserable life like this is getting too hard for me to bear.
If the public values me, they should lend me a helping hand...”
Griel-slricken by Akalki Tsereteli's dealh and feeling Ml himsell, Vazha
replied to Mikheil Lobjanidze's letter: “...You say that the funeral was
sumptuous. Of course, it would be splendid, | have no doubt.
Georgians display great skills and talent when it comes to burying
outstanding people. However, such people are not honored during
their life. For example, they chose and fenced off the place for my
grave twenty years ago, but during those twenty years no one has
asked how | live. They know nothing about my life...”

Vazha was right; they did not know and did not care.

Meantime, he lived ke other Pshavian peasants of that lime, but his
“intelleclual work™ distinguished him from others; he used to write all the
time, in all places, as long as lhe eagle, which symbolzed inspiration for
hiem, would sit on his shoulder (“When the eagle is with me, perching
on my right shoulder...”); He would write dunng joumeys and in his
cottage, whose walls he had plastered with bare hands, sitting on the lawn
or among the stacks of mown com on the h; he wrote whie ploughing,
mowing and reaping, in the dense groves and on the Sula-Kurdghela hils...
When the weak candle light and the fire buming in the fireplace went
out, he would take eggs to Tianeli to exchange them for oil; then the
oil ran out as well and he lit rolled birch bark straps, which his daughter
Gulkan brought from Lhe forest... He could not always get paper 1o write
on, and sometimes used tree bark instead of paper...

He liked to drink with other Pshavians, but nobody had seen him heavily
drunk.

When he stayed in Thilisi he used to go to the pub called Kosebis Dukani;
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there he tried to drown his sorrow in a wild goat horn filled with wine: in
his village he rarely had time for drinking and feasting.

Somelimes he would take a panduri and sing a song... At feasls he
used to recite witly lolk poems, his brolher Bachana's poem “The Oak
Tree” and his own poem “The Eagle.”

When Lhe poet who had always been healthy and strong was no longer
young, he began to have heallh problems. As Shio Mghvimeli said, “he
was not the same man anymore"... Poverty did not let him brealhe
freely. The worries about his large family living in misery and the feeling
of hopelessness obsessed his mind and made his life unbearable. The
difficult situation he faced al home and oulside it made him bemoan his
fate and say lhese words in his poem:

“Life is too cruel, for as it's known

Misfortune never comes alone...”

In 1915 Vazha was taken ill: he caught cold, developed a slabbing pain
and a high fever. So he had to stay in bed for a while. He lay on the iron
bed which Sandro had given him. The rough wire netting hurt his back
and sides and gave him an unbearable pan. He was suffering from a
case ol severe pleuritis...

In April he left for Thilisi to stay al Sandro’s place on Mieti Streel...

Wilh time the youthful joy and excitement diminished; the poet's personal
pain and #lness was accompanied by the pain of the entirety of Georgia:
Akaki Tsreteli passed away in January 1915, and soon, in April of the
same year, his death was followed by the decease of Niko Lomoun, the
smooth-spoken writer who was Vazha's teacher at Gori Teachers' Training
Seminary... The poet was dispirited by his inability to attend the funerals of
those whom he valued so much, Moreover, the people who liked gossiping
spread rumors suggesting that Vazha did not attend Akaki's funeral
because he had resented him not liking his Pshavian dialect.

On May 23, 1915, a literary soiree was held at the State Theater to
celebrate the 35 years of Vazha-Pshavela's creative aclivity... A few
years before he had been invited to Akaki Tsereteli's jubilee and the
literary event commemorating llia Chavchavadze in Kutaisi and Tbilisi...
As another sign of recognition, Grigol Robakidze dedicated a detailed,
thoughtful, and profound paper to Vazha-Pshavela’s creative works.
The lilerary soiree honoring Vazha was really successful; the poet was
greeled with raplurous applause. The event grew inlo a banquet given
in Ortachala Garden... It was a cool spring evening and the poet wearing
only a chokha caught a cold... In the moming he complained to his
brother about his poor health. With the heat getting stronger in sumrmer,
Vazha became weaker and paler; he was losing his vigor every day.
Inthe middle of June, seeing that Vazha was not gelting belter, they took
him to the St. Nino Military Hospital (at present Tbilisi State University),
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which was hosting soldiers wounded on the Turkish Front. The doctors
removed fluid from his lung twice. Vazha-Pshavela was lreated by the
best doctors and the news about his condition and treatment was
regularly published in newspapers...

They hoped that he would recover, so they recommencdied that he spend
two weeks in Surami or Tsaghven. A representative of “The Peopla's
Paper™ was sent 0 rent a room for Vazha, but when ho retumed to
Toilisi it was too late: the poet had already died...

Vazha himself preferred to go 1o his native Chargah.

He had written to Davit Janashvili to make him a canopy near the minoral
waler spring and sent him twenty roubles. The poet believed that in that
place he would be cured...

He wished to drink water from the Mama Daviti Cliff Spring. Sandro and
Shio Mghvimeli brought him the tasty water in a container holding lour
cups. He drank it with pleasure...

The nurses Nino Tsitsishvii and Aniko Kobashwili never left im... Once, upon
the poet’s request, they made the bed for hmm on the floor and put fresh
grass and flowers around hum... the scent of plants reminded him of Pshav
and for a moment he felt relief... He cheered up and even made a joke...
OnJune 11, 1915, Vazha wrole his last letter and asked Bachana to gve
it to his family. In his lotter he expressed concem about his plougned
fields and mill. He asked Tamar to walch the hay meadows carefully,
as he was alraid that someone might spoil them... He hoped to retum
home in about ten days...

loseb Imedashvili brought the famous photographer Evtikhi Zhvania to
the hospital and had him take Vazha's photos.
The weakened poet, who was not fully conscious, was raving aboul a
soldier’s letter and breaking the front line...
Before death he was lhinking about Georgia “surrounded by
enemies”...
At 7 p.m. on July 27, he passed away.

“Vazha was burled in Tbilisi without observing the Pshavian tradition
of holding a funeral and mouming, while in Pshavi they held his funeral
and moumed over him without burying his body" (Gigi Khomaul).
His londest wish to be buried on the Sarakdar’s Hill was not fulfiled
after his death. Instead. his thin, exhausted body found its last refuge
in Didube soil... The lament of Nino Kartvelishvili and Natela Beroshvili
accompanied him on his endiess journey to the kingdom of souls...

“Unchanged from what | used to see, the world remained the
same to me,” Vazha “sang” in the year of his death, still trying to gather
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strength and withstand the blows of Fale:

“With evil Fate let's fight again,

Let us not die as ruined menl...”

He used 10 ponder over his own life, counl the blessings, and yearned
to fly to the sky... roses opened in his lap and manna from heaven fell
upon him...

Seeing the unchanging world, he wrote:

“The meaning of our life | wish to find

For day and night this question haunts my mind.”

Worried by the multitude of unanswered questions, he described the
“harmony” belween a man and nature with the words “flowing like
tears" from his long-suffering heart. The slatic image of that “harmony”
inspired him to say:

“...The rain comes fnllowed by the hail,

And mists above the mountains sail,

There's good and bad, the ugly, fair...

But nature’s calm, it does not care...”

Amiran Arabuli
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Vazha-Pshavela

Cosmopolitanism
and Patriotism

Some might think that real patnotism is incompatible with cosmo-
politanism, but it is not true. A real patriot is also a cosmopolitan just
as any clever cosmopolitan (not our countryman) 1s a patnot. If you wonder
how it can be possible, here is the answer. by semng their naton with
wisdom and trying (o increase its inteligence, wealth and raise its maral
standards, every person breeds the worthiest representalives and best
fnends of the mankind, and promotes the development and welfare of the
enlire human race. Just as the development of a nalion can be achieved
Llhrough bringing up particular indmduals, the development of mankind can
be achieved through the education of particular nations; it an indmdual
can benelfit from national, specific upbringing. then nations can also find it
useful, as thanks to such upbringing each of them will have the possibility
to spend more of its strength and energy and demonstrate its originality in
order to contribute to Ihe well-being of the entira human race...

Patriots should spare no effort in serving their homeland: they should
think of doing good for their countrymen, and, by being useful to their
own country, they will becomne useful to the entire humankind. Edison
is American, working in America, but all humanity reaps the fruits of his
labour. Shakespeare was English and he lived and worked in England,
but his works are enjoyed by the entire mankind. The same can be sard
about Cervantes, Goelhe and other geniuses, who toiled selflessly in
their home countries for their compatriots, but today they belong to the
entire humankind.

All geniuses were bom and bred in their own nation, which made them

so great that other nations also received them as their own sons and

daughters. This means that geniuses can find homeland outside their

native countries — they belong to the whole world, the human race.

However, the works by every genius are more benelicial and effective

In their author's native land. For instance, no one else can enjoy reading

Hamlet and King Lear as much as native English speakers, especially if
non-native speakers read translations of lhose works. It is enough to bring
the example of Vepkhistkaasani, as | do not think that anyone, who is not
Georgian, can understand and enjoy it like Georgians, no matter how
good the translation available to them or their knowledge of Georgian is.
A genius, as anyone else, has his or her motherland, dearly loved and
adored by them, while the geniuses’ works as knowledge belong to the
whole world, the entire mankind, not only to their motherland...

Knowledge and geniuses lead us to cosmopolitanism, but only
through patriotism and nationalism. If every nation achieves such stage
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of development, where it will gain a better understanding of its own
economic, political and social situation; if the current economic problems
are solved, then, surely one nalion will feel no urge to conquer another,
Lhere will be no raids and wars, which are so common in loday's world.
Patriotism comes nalurally to people, like life and emotions. Il is
composed of such things Lhat no sane person can deny, e.g. lhe
mother tongue, the historical past, famous countrymen, national
lerritory, lilerature etc. When a baby arrives in this world, except Lhe air
it will breathe, and a bed it will be iaid in, it needs someone to take care
of it, some milk to drink and lullaby to go to sleep.

All these things are done at home, mostly by the child's mother and
it is here that patriotism is born, Children develop a close relationship
with those who speak with themn, with the people who surround lhem
and are lhe source of their first impressions. That is why they love the
language they have heard since very young age, and feel kinship with
those who speak and sing in that language. Children love the way their
fellow villagers sound, even if their local dialect is only slightly different
from others. If they run into someone from the same village, they will
be really glad even if they do nolt really care for that person. So, until a
child's worldview becomes broader and his or her patriotism grows,
they will always have special feelings for the village or town where lhey
were born and brought up.

I cannot imagine a sane person who does not love one nation and one
place more than olhers. Why? Because one person can only be born
in one place, have one family and one mother! Anyone saying that
he or she loves all the nations equally, is either a har or a fool, or is
bound by the program of some political party. Even a neglected child
brought up in an orphanage, who may have different caretakers and
hear different languages, will finally choose one native language and
one native country...

Patriotism is guided by emotion rather than reason, allhough it has
always been appreciated and honored by prudence. Cosmopolitanism
is only fostered by human mind and reason, it has nothing to do with
human heart; it serves as the means of preventing the misfortune that is
still threatening the human race.

Hence, cosmopolitanism means loving one's own people, one’'s
own counlry, toiling for its benefit, at lhe same time not hating other
nalions and not begrudging their happiness, not hindering others in
their efforts to achieve their goals, not letting anyone to oppress one's
own counlry and making every effort to ensure it reaches the level of
developed countries. Those who repudiate their nationality and their
country lo show that they are cosmopolitans, have depraved minds



0n0b Ihmatodng ofnlb byengigb3gdmgomn. budmByosagm bobendn
o@mBmonemn 43303 40, GHmBgmbog., 370dmmgds, vowbo  mMoms
300myRbogh o 3oM30m soebn 565 gbdmmglb. dmenmb ol
MHm3gambody 9bob NBoBIdL o ML Jagysbob Bnnhbgab mognL
bLodIMdEMeD. ..

Sonmoddn JuMm aMdEmdnb Logdge. 30@MY Fyg9-3mbgdnbo,
019300 3901NmamMBngMYde BB ymgmneo o oMab 8obo Boosy-
306909@0 o 3ohn3nbBydgen. ygmbdmInannnddn Bbmanme d33-
b Boymgno, omaBnabnb  yyminenamBagfmgdnbs, ob @odnebnb
33@0106 bogddg ofo ogdaL, ngo LombsMmne N8 JdgEIMMANL Sboyo-
modeno®, MMBgmng ©mgdonb d;)mL JogmdMmnmdab 03l @o-
bMoomHdL.

28npm3d  3MmLIMIMENENDn oby PBmo 33gLAMEYL: any3aMEIL
960 gfn, 8960 dagyobo, nmaaby 8nb Loggmnmemyme, 69 adzmb
bbgo 9fMadn o 63 a8pMb nNBongnb dgbngMmgde, 63 3333emn
00007 AnbBMOgIOIL bymb ©o guowg, M3 3gbn LLBIMdmM
o306 ohoaMmb o gogocoBabBmfmgb 8mBnboay 9fMgdlb. 306
Jofhymgb ;magnb JMmmgbgdab, mognb Jagyebob n8 gndne, 3nomd
Jmb3mAmmngn gofm, nb oMb Gobnbsn gMdbmdnb Jo@mmBn, ngn
003nbo3g 893963 NN BRYMne JoEmoMmnmdNLy, MMBgmbog
3000m3 9HMgamdob o bnyzofmpmb nEbomdL. MIgMmmBs ©og-
30039Mmb nby gognamo JmbBmAmmnanddn, gnomd yagmod 0wgnb
9fMm3b6500dg bymo snmmbm. §o806 Bogmdo gopmdMnmdLd Jbm@o
2oM3ymb vgnbo cv3n. yzgmo g 01w3oLbIR|ENOL Jdgdh, Moo
01030 nYMb 01030bMSZNL JoHMBN, NNCIMB BmgaMmb 010aL, c3NL
LagaMomab doa-amBnm gobanmofigb. Fom-Eomyg 9Mm3bgdomo
3063000300 5730mMxdmn InMHmdos 8cgmnb opmdMHnmdnlb 3ob-
3noofigdnbo.

[1905 6.]

Ny

[¢))

and unintentionally become the worst enemies of mankind, to whom
they want to demonstrate their love and devotion. God forbid thal we
understand cosmopolitanism as a requircment that all nations should
disavow their nationally. In this case humanity will have to renounce
itself. Every nation aspires lo freedom, to being the master of its own
fate in order to take care of itself and develop independently. indeed,
the development of separate natons is a necessary prerequisite to the
development of the entire humanity.

[1905]
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Fragments
(Poetry, Prose, Letters)

“The two rivers known as the Mliuleli Aragvi and the Pshavi Aragvi
merge into one at Zhinvani, a former city. ThePshavi Aragvi River is for-
med by the confluence of two branches - the Pshavi Aragvi itself and
lhe Khevsureti Aragvi - at Ortskali, forty versts' from Zhinvani. The
Khevsureti Aragvi joins the Pshavi Aragvi from Lhe right side, and this is
where the terrilory of Khevsureli begins...”

Pshavians

“...There is a legend in Pshavi showing how paganism tried lo resisl
Christianity. According 1o the legend, in old times, Pshavi Valley was
conlrolled by ogres who used lo drive the local inhabitants mad. A hero
who annihilaled the ogres was called Kopala. Pshavians will stil show
you the ruins of an old shrine saying that il is where Kopala lived long ago.
This shrine was silualed on a wooded hill near the Aragvi River. At the
bottom of the ruins there is a slrange rectangular stone with bowed sides,
probably because the river constantly washed it. The legend says that
the sione used to be Kopala's chair, which was once slolen by an ogre.
The ogre tied it with a thick rope and while doing thal, held it between
his knees so tightly that benl its sides. On his return home from hunling,
Kopala noticed lhat the stone had been stolen and immediately ran after
lhe enemy; he shot an arrow at the ogre from twenly versls and hit him.
The ogre ran away leaving lhe chair behind. The people in Pshavi still
worship the slone, calling it Kopala's Stone. It is used as a communion
altar. Inthe past. stones used to serve as communion allars.

Pshavians

“It was the Feast of the Ascension. The Pshavians had gathered at the
Apkhusho Shrine. Apkhusho is very beauliful. 1t is situated in a deep valley
surrounded by high wooded mountains. These huge entities stacked
close together have whitened several ravines; lhe wooded hills have cut
inlo the valley withonly one of them not having reached its destination,
thus it has not cut into the valley like a spear point, but has descended
from the top of a mounlain and gradually lumed into a plain. That plainis
Iull of deserled houses; what once used 1o be the towers of Apkhusho
are now heaps of sione and rubble. The plain is shaded by old ash-trees
in some places mingled with wild pear irees whose branches have been
broken by bears. Sour plum trees grow among the ruins...”

Apkhushooba

* An old Russian measure ol dislance equal 1o 3500 feel or 1.6 km (translalor's
note (TN)).
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ambgdmb 3minn / Apkhusho hal

“...the Apkhushura River, streaming down belween Apkhusho Hill and
Salopia Field, seemed 1o have stopped lo histen to a roar of banging
guns. This liltle river has often heard the sound of guns, and what 1s
more, wilnessed lhe swishing of shiny swords, while the chopped-oft
heads ol Lezgin attackers rolled down.

Who said that fighters from Chargali
Are weak and cannot gain renown?!
At Chichakheva in Apkhusho
Three hundred heads of Lezgs fell down.
The Apkhushura flowed all red
In their own blood the foes were drowned,
Our men walked carrying swords and shields
The Lezgins' heads lay on the ground.
Apkhushooba

boomgno 3gmn / Satopia field
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bodogafoby / Sashavardne
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*...The mists sellled on mounlain lops looked like a whale sleeping at
the seashore. Only the rock called Sashavardne remained untouched
by the mist; it stood hollow-chested, with his head leaning forward and
looked glad...”

Apkhushooba

“...the Apkhushura River is flowing fast; it is beautiful and clear...”

Apkhushooba

A

9nbafy ogbydato / The River Apkhushura

“..When a saint's day is approaching a Khevsurian man, even while
away from his home on business, he leaves everything behind and
comes back to Khevsureti. He will bring at leasl one animal to offer
it as sacnfice to the saint. Many believers go 10 Khakhmati Village at
Khakhmatoba (Alenghena). The Khakhmali cross 1s worshipped by
Pshavians and Tushelians as well...”

Khevsurebi
"The Lashari Cross does not differ much from other Pshavian shrines.

There is a rectangular heap of stones in front of a fence. The icon and
cross ol St. Giorgi are placed on those stones togelher wilh a chalice for



bob3omnb 330N / Khakhmali cross
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@3oMnb 53060b boboMy / Lashan Cross shrine

holy waler. .. Inside the fence there is an area called asajare, where only
khevisberis' can enter. The sajare is built from dry stones and smooth
stones are used for its roofing; to the south of the sajare there is another
slone building serving as a bell-tower. It is a man’s height construction
covered with a lin-plated copper dome. A bell hangs frorn the dome of
the bell tower and a cross is erected on top of it...

The khevisberis know the place where the Haly Oak used to stland. It is
said 1o have been tied lo heaven with a golden chain. The oak tree was
cut down by the order of Zurab Enistav, who is still extremely unpopular
with the local population...”

Lasharoba

33 8ohomnbgdeb goon™ho 1odow booggl / Remnants of Bachali

2 A khevisberi is a secular and ecclesiastical ruler of a district (in the Eastern
Georgian highlands): He is an elderly man who tollows a monk-like lite (TN).
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*...Once, some Lezgins made a raid into Pshavian territory. A troop of
Pshavians gathered to fight the enemy and atlacked them in Bachali
Village (in lori Gorge). The Lezgins and Pshavians followed the enlire
course of the lon, from Bachali to Arkhali Village, fighting with each other.
Lezgins defeated by the Pshavians got confused and scatlered about...”

The Old Set of Laws and Household Rules for Pshaviains

8pagibm / Shuapkho
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sbmabogmn obomn / Akhadi loday

“lakhsar was an angel who descended from heaven. In old times ogres
used to live in Shuapkho; their home was the place wnere there 1s a
shrine now, but earlier it was called Avisgor®. lakhsar killed ogres with a
battle whip in Shuapkho and olher places as well. Only one single-eyed
ogre managed 1o escape. He hid in Tsalsada Lake in Akhadi Village, bul
the fearless lakhsar followed him into the lake and killed the single-eyed
ogre. too..."”

Kopala and lakhsar — The Ogre Fighters

3 In Georgian “avi” means "bad™: and “gori” means “hill" (TN}
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: e
g / Terghi

Aynbzafn / Mt Mikinvari

“...The village of Akhadi was raided by lhe Kists. They seized the fortress
and took a very beautiful woman hostage. The woman's neck and chest
were adomed with so much jewellery Lhat it was hard for her to wear
all of them. "Her neck is weighed down with beads”, the poem says...”

The Ideal of a Hero in Pshavian Poetry
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b3ymmamfin / Khmelgori

“...From Seplember of 1890, the Sociely for the Restoralion of Chris-
tianity in he Caucasus decided 10 open a school for Khevsurians. So
they rented a house in Barisakho from a Khevsurian peasant and hired
a teacher...”

Khevsureti

“Much has been said about Mkinvari and Tergi*: and | also wanted to
starl this letter from... | don’t know what, because it is impossible 10
add anylhing new to what has been already said by olhers... At first,
impressed by lheir beauty, my wingless muse was about lo glorify the
two of lhem, but before it had entered Parnassus, the mind suddenly
slopped il, lhrealened il with a fisl, and said firmly: “Calm down, you
fool! Think belore laking your lyre and singing the praise of these lwo
upstarts of nature! It is good to sing praises, but why don't you use
your brains first and ask yoursell: “What is good in this lanky monster
covered with ice and snow, which hardly fits into lhe space between
the land and the sky, and how can this rufiled up, bellowing Tergi be
lovely?” Whal is the use of the excessive height of lhe former and the
lireless, conslanl roar and buslle of the latler? What benefit can we get
from their grealness except misforiune?”

Odds and Sods about Mountains

* Mount Mkinvartsvern, amountain in northern Georgia, is one of lhe country’s
highesl peaks (5.033 melers). It 1s covered by ice fields from which flowthe
neadwalersof the Tergi River (TN).
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“According to the stories thal have been passed down to us by word
of mouth, all who intended to conquer Pshavi started their campaign
from the Cross of Lashari. This is what Zurab Enstavi did; he decided to
annihitate the shrine, so he took the Lashari Cross for his worst enemy
and cut down the Holy Oak. That tree was sad to have a golden chan
on its top. which was used by angels to descend from and go back to
heaven...”

The Feast of the Lashan Cross or | asharoba

“On January 3, this year, | happened to witness such an incident in
Ghuli Village.

People were gathering in front of one solitary house and making a
hubbub...

Three days later | passed through Ghuli Village again and once more my
altention was drawn by some noise and bustle. | saw a crowd gathering
in the field with a lot of ash-trees, in front of some dilapiclated dry stone
walls...”

A Letter from Khevsurcti

@3ma / Ghul
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2MBm / Enso

“In Tianeti District there is a large plain covered wilh some croplands and
villages. According to the legend, in ancient imes there was a lake in
this place surrounded by a dense forest. That forest had been watered
by heaven's dew and caressed by sun rays. Nobody touched it: only an
innocent deer would occasionally cross that area and a ragged-tooking
woodpecker would cry like a man complaining about his unlucky lot. No
one else had ever prolaned the purity of that virgin lorest.

However, later people living in poverty in diferent parls of the country
rushed 1o lhe foresl wilh oxen and hoes and disturbed ils peace.
Villages were built in Pshavi, Karlli, Gudamakari, and Khevsureti. Many
people slill live off this forest.

Those villages were given a common name of Ertso and the whole
place was a separate communily. After a while King Davit sacnlficed the
lands lying southward to lhe deity church, which is now covered with
moss as il il were a parl of lhe beech forest growing nearby. The local
Khevsurians used to pay a church tax to the monks...”

The Miscellaneous Stories

“If a place can be cursed by the evil eye, Tianeli is such place. All efforts
to do somelhing for lhe common good are doomed to fail. Tianetians
launch new initiatives, but can never complete them, things always go
wrong...”

Tianeti Village

onnobyoin / Tianet
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“About 12 or 13 years ago peasants from the mountains of Georgia
rushed to Shiraki and seltled there, as in that place they could find
enough lands for grazing their sheep, cows, and other animals...

.o

The new settlers occupied the northern part of Shiraki, the so called
Kedi" and built three villages: Zemo-Kech, Kvemo-Kedi and betwoeen
them ~ Arkhiio Kalo. Thesc three villages are dwirled into two com-
munities - those of Zemo Ked: and Kvemo Kedh. Each cornrnunity
has its own church with a priest and a deacon, and a number of
functionaries...”

A New Settliernent of Georgians in Shirax:

“..] am a pure blooded Pshavian, as bolh my parents came from
Pshawi. My mother's surname was Pkhikleishvili and she came from
Skhlovani Village silualed near the lori River where her relatives still
live. The community name of the Pklkleishvili clan s Gabidouri. My
mother's uncle was the besi poet in Pshavi. He wrote satincal poems
and all Pshavians still ry to foliow his style.

My Life

30700 baben-3ydyg8n / Vazha's house museum

Lbemm3aabnbo o dooaMnb agmmgdn / Skhiovana and Chiaura hills

3 “Kedi" means “mountain ridge” in English (TN).
¢ In Georgian "zemo” means “upper” and “kvemo" means “lower.” (TN).
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*_..We lived in a roadside house, so all the travelers, both Pshavians and
Khevsurians, passed by it. For my mother it did not maller whether they
were rich or poor, she thought that once they traveled, they would be
hungry and inviled everyone in to have some food. “Come in, have a
rest, dear, you must be hungry!” - These were the first words she used
to uller at the sight of a traveler passing by our house.

My Life

“...0ut of the stories told by my molher there was one - adream that
was like Jacob's vision — that impressed me most of all. When we grew
up and gained some insight into the world of science we began to have
doubts about her story though, but Mother swore on our lives that she
was lelling the truth: “I was still a maiden,” she would say (I will try 1o use
her own words), — my cousin and | were sleeping in the corridor of our
home in Skhlovani (a village). It was late, probably midnight, when | heard
a lernble noise. One would think it was the end of the world. Terrified by
lhe deafening roar | sat up in my bed and saw from {he window lhat the
whole sky was iluminated with a strange light. Two golden chains were
hanging down - one from Chiauri Hill and Lhe other from Skhlovani Hill.
The two chains were joined together and fiery children were coming up
and down lhe chains singing beautifully. They had ringing voices and
one cannot imagine anything sweeter than their song.”

Naturally, that vision inspired me to think that the fate of my parents and
their children was decided by God...”

My Life

4007fMnb gmfn / Chiaura il
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“As a child | studied al the Telavi Theological School: Before Shamil was
caplured in Gunibi, lhe Lezgins used 10 raid all of Kakheti. As soon as the
snow melted on the Caucasus Mountain Range. roads opened and the
lields and forests of Kakheli tumed green, large groups of Lezgins would
start marauding (hroughoul the place. Only in winter did Kakheti feel
somewhat relieved. During my stay in Telav everyone was speaking about
the Lezgins' misdeeds, although Daghestan had been pacified. Everywhere
one would hear stories about |he clashes between Georgians and Lezgins,
about the warriors who had fought bravely or had died in a fight.”

Qur Cowardice

“My humble requesl to the Sociely for the Spreading of Literacy among

Georgians would be to put me in charge of Did-Tonet School if it

considers me a worthy candidate for that post, which is vacant at the

moment...”

“...the Charglura is full of trout, in half an hour you will catch more than
you can eat. There is enough meat for khinkali’ too. So. you should
come, or | will not give you the panduri® — | know my sister-in-law likes
playing it. Please tell Tedo that | am expecting you all, perhaps he will
be able to come too.

Come home, brother, don’t you want to visil the parents' graves? Let
me know when you are coming, and | will prepare horses for you. They
will wait for you in Dusheli...”

To Al. Razikashvili
7 A very popular Georgian dumpling made of twisted knobs ol dough stuffed

with meat and spices (TN).
® A tradilional Georgian three-slring plucked instrument (TN).
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bo3on @fomddy / Trees on the slope

Brolm €055 AFAREA  Phoit L an Shenmadn

*...| will be back in about nine or len days. | am sure you will take care ol
everylhing; Tamar, walch the hay-meadows carefully, you never know
what 1o expect from people loday.

I was worried aboul Lhe mill, fearing that water might have flooded it. bul
Niko told me that Bekur had reinforced il. Good for him! He's a good
sleward and when | come home | am going o give him a medal for his
efforts.

To Farnily

2bo@nb nomomgddy / Akhadi pastures

¢ Mountains in Dusheli Municipality (TN).
' Vazha-Pshavela's ancestor (TN).



v ONBEOoIE dngnobmmamoo Agobb bmagmb. ©3aMm obgbo, on
LOLZYMBEN, 939 LadgMNLBN*. MOBMEYBY LNLVAM3BBVL 3aMdBmdmN,
Mo ©ogn6sbg Bnadm Agdnb bmgenaby. J96me y3MOGIMN, Mobog
307©03, 80308 MBBL MobTY H90B70s AL axmb gb dongda, gb
090 333MEBImab cmamno. v33M A3360 LoyaMn aadofamadam
3mMoB). EommBId)me FoMomedsmom 3s@dmbudaMnl oMuaanl
bIMOOL. on, 089EAL Jogommng, 833336900 BoBgmgdnbs, JboM-
3aBofmn, godomsmymo. o3nbuby Agghn Lobmng. Lagde® dgbfnad
Bommy SENMES dmma...*

~0m3mb0o° (bodmdom dmo;bmmd.)

Rofgmabaogn / Chraglistavi

“...Gradually, we came closer 0 my vilage. Akhuni, Sasvetavi, and
Sadzeriani’ could be already seen. It was such a defight o see my
village again. Al the things | saw were mute, but those mountains and
snowy forest said so much to my heart! There our church stood on a
solitary hill sadly overlooking Aragvi Gorge. Thare was a huge nut tree
with spread-out branches planted by Imedi'; a tree ke that can add
beauty to every estate. | saw our house o0, wilh smoke nsing from the
chimney in a straighl path...”

A Memory (Chnstmas Story)

b7 Ronb, Bonzamy 58m30 / The sun is setting, the moon will nse



.8n8o30mn 9adoamn Mm 6obogb Aodanm-HobaMaaalb Joamm-bod-
Jangdb, LobagdnLob oJo-ng EBIseb dMJIIAL o neAY3nb: oF 8o
©@o 08 EMML LMD nym © E@IL Jn DM oMb, @b BoheHm
Bobmgmofnom”, s bLadnbgenn, 8380dMBYGadgem0 boygos .bo-
Lmgmma! “

bmayennb byfMoopdn”

LHoomd ofm Bmpfno, dogdm?! aobo nby by dm3y3®y. Mmd
o0Jagbn bdo, oganba LEBmafMy agfM 3o3namMbm? MoAmA3 of nENbNcN?
@ndoenn 3onby Bohzabao ;gdzaba. sothandml. "

00060 Bomoenbn

ba30bdMBo dMndgd ;anoyyme Benmzogn 6 L.EVdBysmmd-
Bmb", g0, EommEML @INVGOL BboL V3yMmdno o BoMmIm-
bogdzeb: .enads m8yMmoby, oo mdgmoby. nmHds ©mILrmY-
bbby Mzam-gMHnbENBMOLY! ENEIdS B7bws. MICNLATMdyEm
RoMamnbom, Mobog gnmdy o Bbofdy 3760 IMLABLLbYMY ydo
30033600mab. N3 anmdy o dbofMmdy JonbzpBg. Jgbo oo
Amob8ofmy, 89Bn 3000b Jommy osBMY..."

+89Mnd) dogHgbaenn”

“When a traveler sees ruined barns and rolten pillars of houses, he will
say that once lhere used to be a village here, but now it is “deserled”,
“ruined”. God, how lerrible il is to hear lhe words “a deserted village!”

Pictures of a Village

“Why don’l you sing, mountains?! Am | never 10 hear your song in my
lile? And why don’t you laugh? You could at least smile my dear ones.
If 1 could see your smile!..”

The High Mountains

Khevisberi Beridze will ask God to "beslow Divine Grace" upon every
believer, i.e. he will bless lhem raising a bowl of beer and uttering lhe
following prayer: “Glory to God, thanks lo God, glory to those who
believe in Chrisl loday! Glory to lhee, Holy Virgin of Chargall! Please
heed the prayer of your servants if it 1s sincere and comes from their
hearl, please give them your grace and prolecl them...”

Beridze the Unshaken

@3010b3dmMdEnnb LoenmEagn (RafMaownn) / The Holy Virgin shrine (Chargali)



b godombymng dm3nco, The spring has come again, no snow
239, ARBMBMB76 Bonobno... Is left on lofty mountain peaks...




by3dae OmEnob Bnbanydn,
3ohgofMadymbn, damgMnomo...

Sofl mists are moving fast above
The valley, singing a sweel song...

®obybgdgmo, ofmogam,
mm agbobg. gognbofmgm...

nby3 gBognb baab 3960633,
3nmygonmb, 01030H006bs.

anbs BonndL, AmMmPmgdL dommabnom,
dofb dommgdb, amM-gamb MmynobLo.
39mg0L. Bmboybno ogdoMaymb,
ob oMyBofMab Bymnobbo:
08M-gomamnb bohmdob,
hHagbL modofnb 330ML BbMnobLY...

Aragvi River, | have missed
You so! Seeing you is ulter bliss...

You're sweeler, kinder Pshavi Gorge,
Than any place I've ever seen,

| love the mountains, meadows, groves,
The river banks and hills all green;

The fields where pretly flowers grow,
Springs. rivers flowing clear and clean;
Lashari Cross that's slanding strong.
The leasl of Tamar, our great queen...




= 3300007, gmnddLMom, Eiizbar, brother, tell us, please

Mo 03dag Bmboy gmmbo? About the siege of Hegho Fort.

(3b30M0 o dmbo dLbdno The herders graze their cows and sheep,
gomob o domnb nthgdbo, But in the meadow green and far,
©@a3NMoIgmb anme-bodogdnom Among the cattle | can sea

3b3Madb 3o gbawog 3nfMgdbe. Some loaded donkeys hero and there.
303739 067376 86ygdLgdn, To lowland herders aim to move,

oMb Bobgmy EodInfgLo... Look, lor a journey they prepare.

yafn oanhibps. bbngn JHonnb, Please, to my prayer give a heed,
LAHY@MOE EBNRGEN, dngofgm, Oh, genlle moon, | know you hear,
3BoogeMmaymbe, dpnfomby I've lost my way, shine down on me,
90839y, godobothgm, You can dispel my doubts and fears.
3089609, 0370 abo 360bm.. Help me to find the way again,
Byaeno@n dofpyog 3omm... So that through darkness | could steer. ..
LR & 4 - .
SEanemm 33Mya-aoMydm. The place with forests, groves and fields.
39n6-gomaobom. Delightful is your every part!
LaBMbyLZN EOBodm, You're just like heaven sweet lo me,
9nyzombom doanobom... I love you, dear, with all my heart...
- W "aw
L3BL n3Eo dodYMYEN Baburauli undisturbed

3006b ansbnb s30M3no... Was sitting in Gudani shrine...



AofMamnb Hdobn / Chargali districl

obawn my3gdb opamag.
ngnor Bogbbod Mmyaadn...
by bbb goagdaLMLg
333360-338030b 3mEgydo...

o300k Aoddabgdnmob.
80160 n30M(30656 MozgdbY,
6nbgdn goobBmmns
g0onMonb dbofMgbo..

Mo 39800MBYBdgmN bneyzes Hobmamofio”
How terrible the word “ruins” sound!

3700060L 33560 / Gudani shrine

Akhadi was atlacked by Lezgs,
Those villagers who were not dead
Were taken hoslage, while wilh blood
The Pshavi rocks were painted red.

Look at the mounlains silting still,
How they are combing misty hair,
Mists fall aside and their weight
Small Chiaura'* has lo bear.

03Mnb bgmdnmab AoMasmdn go@ababzmgmn dono
The mountain finking lori ravine to Pshavi

11 A village in Tianeli District (TN).



801369 8manwo dogeabe: Alarming news has reached Shatili,

= dobhndds BmaaunL Bnsbn, What herald's saying sounds too sad:
©033060mgab 3Bygdbgdn, - Kists killed our herders, took our catlle
93600, 530-B6n366n. Away, these robbers are too bad!
MmO Jaongmoyhn Aluda Ketelaun is

30400 ©I3moonbn, The man well-known throughout the land,
LogNb3abmL V3N ogdNL. Ha's brave and wise, respect and honor
bnhyaos Gonpnb gdnsbn... His actions and his words command. ..

30mg63bnboL ganbdn At dawn lhe bare racks were awoken
33MabBo oMo Bomam. .. By snowcocks’ sudden shrilly cry...

303, 9080-30300 bagymegbm, "Alas, lhe ancestors’ cold graves,
Jmgbm, odasmbm 363g0ocw.... The pointed rocks that reach the skies...

bognb3ggdn / lbex habitals



a;smﬁ;éo L

M 78 Fobiogodb 8nonb BaMmo...

*Ew

MoBg60 Lndgdn obygzo3!
B8mbAoBL v 3mEsdnb Infgdn...

230moE bLoebmdn nym
3930 donnb gfhnoo...

0707Mndebv, 3obgomn

byeEnb Imoab. bV Jhydmmo, -
Ba®ho30 y39mo modobbo

2bfMY bogzenmn 3bzmEadmEe!

omyb 33w baommy amno
amEbamn 6a9mmagdmmo...

bnoaan@n (.yofayomn®) / Giorgi Sesiashvili ("Stork”)

AG

The hill stands high against lhe sky...

v ww

How many stones lie in a pile!
All flat and smooth, here is the shrine...

The look of thal poor man revealed
He was a Pshavian indeed...

.38nMoo Lodofigh, Mmamim bagb..." /¥ ..lhe sacred graves of heroes™

With sunshine getling strong and bright
The rosy dawn began to fade,—

But such a death would bring delight
To every sweet and lovely maid!

Like dawn she'd die to rise next day
And always prelty would have stayed...




LIYHEBNINL JTENEd A chilly breeze is blowing hard

3030 60030 3037Mnbo... From ihe abrupt Sperozia rock...
PP e

08dmdy6: dvodmydnbo They say: the treatment of the snake

LBaImLM AIbDY oEaMB; Has cured Lukhurmi lying ill,

o@nmLbgdom enybzdLo Soon he'll be strong, and then again

madofmnb amMdyg Bomamdo! He'll stand upon Lashan Hillt

9aBnbn - 30g0b Agamdmnly

ngmgynb bamdo / Lioki ravine .opeab dof dugo yenggsn..”
doabmben Babegsamnb bmggmn “Black rocks at the bottam of Ghull...”
Asarusi - the village of Vazha's nend
Kakhosro Zandukeli
3BoL 3080md, cxmMgd o gdo, Aroad i call it, bul it was
3nBMm dnmngo Joogbyos... A narrow path through massive rocks...
35085 LALBL Jnbob bLmggmo “On other side Kists' fair village
B030b d3w09bI3000. . Shows looking like an eagle's nest...
mafmmgaenaym @odgofn, Under the feel of gathered lroops
@ndmanb gomob bonpmogmo... Liqoki meadow grass was crushed...
P
8n3nLBMoggdN ofMmabnbb, To Aranisi*? then | went
0g 893nmmgds ddmdomo For in (hat place | had a friend,
30@ns Joonadmdoann, Too kind and generous, with him
33m-3b3 Bob3nBdmor (36mdomn.. A litlle time I'd gladly spend...

2 Avillage in Dusheli district, Miskheta-Mtianeti region (TN).



dmamb3d9300 gofMpobymm mamo
(603600006 ,,300 y3o*)

...0030 baypromnb 8783 Bonby 3n303360 30g0L boyzofmym
23nmb — Jmbgdnb boMEogb o 08 mnEsb 853 dnba banfn
LyBoMn gogbn, 833 3o30BNVMY 3o70L OMO3ghn.

09 LoMEogydn bInMo 3bagdmmn 3050L Loygomgen 8gamdMmydb
- 9nm Bmandambs s 03967 dnJafMopmb. HMBmadoy 3ogobavh
omdmgdymadn oF, 08 LoMmEoxdn nimo3zb6 EIMEL JobyMmn
bogyIMA3NoId @ Jogody dmambgdgdnon...”

30@bm ogmdodznmn

~@on3nbdn gMo-gfMo obom Bymb mfMingg dds - 3070 @O dofvbo
3396303606. 00hBOL ocngnLEN BooxmMNdsds dyogmo — odo ofo-
ogen. hggbo ggamn o Modnoobn gMmnBamMmaboob Lydmsznmo
o Lob3gmnm AngEomeno. dds dMIdIMN MI3MEIYENMBIM 300
3MOImML6 obanmb aym. ogne 330080 FbMIMMOEY. VdL oM H3ne-
6o330ms B0dnbgmn bymnbygengds. vdnb omzebdn Lodm-
300y amdenn  3pbmaMmdENe. dnbonsoy od0d Bogmn dndo-
33n@mdo 3nagz03annge. myen 3gmboo Bomymofn, 3070-038037mob
bepdhmonb o8dogn MM3 303030, oL 396ng. BonbeaMobodoo
LY Jgogmonmobo” o .amammM o og33nbob” adbynly
Bobgo. Bomomn, BboMmdgdoobn gopn nym: dohobo gn - odoann,
Rogba3bnenn. mMng) dds Ambo-obomybno o JoBoM-bobsmpdnm
0yabghb dmmongann. Boo .O9Mobdng” 0106 Bmyeaboo.

@onBym Jpmmods. .GobInbdam gofgom FobInbdmmdl, gnmnoo

Memories of old days
(from the book “The Man of Courage”)

“...Afler roaming about the city for a long time | still managed to find
Vazha's favorite place — Kosebis Sardapi' — and from that day on |
also became ils frequent customer. It felt like having dinner with Vazha-
Pshavela.

In that tavern | olen met Vazha's close friends - Shio Mghvimeli and
Ivane Bukurauli, who feeling lonely after Vazha's death, drowned their
grief in Kakhetian Saperavi wine and memories of Vazha..."

Vepkho Akobashvili

“Once the brothers - Vazha and Bachana - visited us on New Year's Day
in Datvisi Village, where Bachana had a relative, the man whose child he
had chrislened. Thal man’s name was Aba Arabuli. Our family was on
good terms with ihe Razikashvilis, the two clans even had a tradition of
bringing meat and drink when they visited each other. Aba Arabuli was a
good [riend of the revolutionary Akia Arabuli. Akia lived in Jula. Aba did not
like the government either. At that time there lived about sixly families in
Dalvisi, including us. Aba, who was Mindia’s son, had brewed beer and
inviled all his cousins to his place. When | learned that Vazha-Pshavela
would be there | was really excited. | was keen to see the author of Aluda
Ketelauri, Gogolur, and Apshina. He was a tall and broad-shouldered
man, while his brolher Bachana was shorter and tightly knotted. Bolh
brothers were wearing chokha-akhalukhis and had daggers hanging
from their bells.'* They had even brought therr Berdan rifles with them.

©onanbn / Datvisi

¥ Here “sardapi” means a basement tavern (TN).

8 A chokha (a wool coat with cartndge holders on the ches!) was a par of
the Iraditional man’s wear amongpeoples of the Caucasus and in Georgia as
well. The chokha outfit includes a khanjali (the dagger), akhalukhi (a shirt wom
undemeath the chokha), masrebi (the bullets), and kabalakhi (a hood,
separate from the robe} or nabdis kudi (a tall fur hat} (TN).



Abnofyaneme”, 6o8maBym MHmdgmnmoy Fod2300. 3ogde LndmyM....
msobnb nobobmAbTs — 37608 ogob BbmYMN Bmyhebs. 3ogod
dbbgnann  onongdn @oMydL Aodmiymy. LIgboe gomagndapno.
©@IOYmO® INIMmMEo. sbrmog 8sbbm3L 3nbo MAsbnobn bdo.

3M3monJi vMudyemn

28mmgde Emab gdogamadl mogn dmgysmom sgibgdmb bogdn.
gnoMomadymn  3070-gdogomo  3znbeobay nodman dmanwms.
gbgbnob  Aodmgdagnmme ®o  Jnfadafh  bombde  AggMng.
3modnmo© dmagzabomds. yzamobn aofb 338m3gbgnam. obom-
dbogn 23870b Im3ymmeEno, GvaMad nd EEIL ogbzdmmds nbyon
dbnofgmn o bdoyMnobn (imon aym, Mmamfy bbzo ©Mmb.
030006 3MgEng ©LH3ENBIOIMN, EdYMdYmN dghagb....”

bgombm &34330830e0

~3070-g38033mo bnfae Aamnmos bmggem 3ohob3n, Lowsy dnba
90LINBdgemn aym o8 LmHENL dmgEgmo - Agda oy ogac
3amamanadg. @ognmnb 33nemn gobm obmm 3gamdafn oym 3og0bn.

o7 ndoMongdmmo vabdmmds / Apkhushooba used to be held in this place

3ofMzam Bobbmal, 8385 MmamM aodoEgdom 330380mdeo: Jhobgm,
8502690 3960096 yma@Bobob, 3080 Bnofigho dobeMnmBL, Mmd)-
o A3pBn 903606 JoMaae Aubeey...*

.A3gB0 bobnb 9n3o6b gogob sngabn 3gashdaeon...”

GofMnbg gmamamody

The feast started. “The host is cordial and kind, too happy to receive
the guests,” a young man began 1o sing a song. Others joined him and
soon all the guests were singing. A hostnamed Buba brought a pandun
and handed it to Vazha. He touched the strings with his large fingers.
We viere listening very carefully. He sang wonderfully. | stll remember
his mighty voice.

Gogotur Arabul

“It was Ascension Day and Pshavians had gathered in the Apkhusho
shrine. Vazha-Pshavela came armed ridng a red gelding. He got off his
horse and joined the crowd greeting everyone warmly. We all surrounded
him hoping to hear the news, but on that day Apkhushooba was not as
merry and noisy as usual. The poet himself looked sad and old.. ™

Khvtiso Bukukishvih

"Vazha-Pshavela often visited Matani Village. He stopped at the place
of the village priest - my grandfather Davit Gogoladze. Davit's son Vaso
was Vazha's close nend

350960 / Matani



Lofonbgan 3ogeboeb 873000, Lognmbogn Bnabn 3obmay. 30900
.3obafnmBn* 3mdEs o BnobMs, Baboignb gfMon @y Fgbbo.
S933nfhon o Bgmty Emob. dafomagy, 3930mdn babob bymes -
Jahomgmoo 3sdnmdn.

©0303390m7 3ofMoadnb cvgnEsb s eonb dmemb Lo — 3of-
©@Imom 30bab 0133509 39039, 3oMan bafMgdn dyogms ©o
30mnobomog 3bobn.

LoBbMMBSL AmgnEs 3o70. bLoBboMmn Bmdnmobs (3bgbno. apmsbo
309mdofmmzs, oznomb ongnfh, Momog dndybn obrem o dofhao-
3o ©opBym. Jobmdn bmmgdn gogsgoe @O aobBmhpdnl Bugng
33mo6n 3oB8ndfMpma. 08ob gn Jambo, JofMaom Bohmogwo...”

03067 gmmdodoyenn

byao- 3gMemgmmao 30bnb Badomn (Hofaomn) / Sula-Kurdghela fortress runs

. 3020-038039m0 0630 0030b dBobooB, 39MudY. Bmgonb Johody.
9dndy damBaMmymdndn aym o Bnpom 3nwaMIdam Infhimdyddn,
Jomofo mmubdn, boBnbym s dmzBymdgm gymbgdn..."

6n6m 3080 40dg — gngndgnan

Labmn 3mgonb gohoby / House on Mieta Street

Qg oanegrbagmy. s Proto Lo Botgeraama

I remember my falher enlhusiastically telling us how during his stay with
us in Matani, Vazha slared al Bakhtrioni, which he could see clearly
from our balcony...

Afler that we called our balcony “Vazha's balcony...”
Marine Gogoladze

Once | dropped in at Vazha's place to borrow a book to read. He gave
me Bakhirioni and asked me to plough his field for one day. | agreed
and next day began ploughing his land on Sula-Kurdghela Hill.

| started from the road and by lhe end of lhe day reached the Sula-
Kurdghela Fort. 1 I =~ ~annd oxen and was working zealously.

In lhe afternoon Vazha came riding his horse and brought me lunch. He
took my plough and tried to use it himself, then found fault with it and
began reparring il. He drove some wedges inlo ils beam and twisted il
inslead of repairing. However, he was sure that he was helping me...

Ivane Gorzamauli
"...Vazha-Pshavela was ill in bed al his brolher’s place on Mieli Street,
Vera Dislrict'®. He was very bad and had to live in lerrible conditions in
a small shabby room..."
Nino Vashakidze-Tsitsishvili
“...0nce he visited me in Aranisi and was very much impressed by my
cultural life. | had a grand piano at home.
“One could work in this place,” he said and | realized \hat poverty had

made his life really hard...”

Mikheil (Kaikhosro) Zandukeli

fabnbn / Aranist

16 A district in Tbilist (TN).



.- gMobgm Om3nmo AB0106 ofMubnb3n, domnob dmyBbmba RAgdn
3@ 3bmaMmade, Mmnaenn Bgwae 3nb.

on, of dgndangdo Fpdomdom. ) 3nafdabn, MM gogeb LnmoMndg
domnob 3dndgE vb3o 0vgdy..."

8nbgnen (Jonbmbfim) Bobrgsacn

w0, Gobodmmonann 3odmab, dbbmnbs o dmnb bggdh HMI by-
@33, 30g9b Bobgmogno. 30330 by InMzgmac 39700 838mnBobo
Jofmonmneeb oy obgonwob 6odygbn bgbnann, on, ab gogomng
3070b ofMananno, vbems 8nb 9BMIn MM gob...

3o70b dubotmn / Vazha's Pear lree
Brem o dagmbfogmas / Photo: Lek Bagonmvova

“Those tall apple. pear, and cherry trees all grow here thanks to Vazha.
He brought grafted fruit treas from Karlli and Kakhet. That nut tree now
standing n his garden was also planted by Vazha...”

My friendship with Vazha helped me 1o get acquanted with tha. Once,
Vazha took me to Saguramo Village to join in the celebration of iaoba.
We visited llia Chavchavadze. He was a handsotne man. ilia welcomed
us with open arms. He and Vaznha hugqed and kissed cach other...”

Osa Zurabashvii

nEnamd LoggMadmdn / hacoa in Saguramo

“...I was a youlh then. The Razikshvili brothers had come to Chargali
from the school where they were studying. It was summer and the village
boys had gathered on lhe bank of the Chichakheva. Luka used to carry
books wherever he went, like a warnor would carry his sword. On that
day he read us Vepkhistkaosani." Luka was sitting on a stump of an
ash tree curved like a brush bow of a sled and was reading Rustavei's
creation loudly...”

Khekhera Zurabashvili

7 The least of St la (TN).

'® Vepkhistkaosani (The Knight in the Panther’s Skin) is a Georgian medieval
epic poemn written in the 12th century by Georgia's national poet
Shota Rustaveli (TN).



.3070L016 Laocbenmzggd nmnd 3oBopbm. boggmoBman Radnygobo,
nannomdoBy BmbBoBnmmgmdnb Bnbomydom.

amno 903903000 39630300, nEmno @MeBoBA goEn nym. bymalmaLs-
mamo 398m3393000. nmnod o 30799 9MMBoBamn goosmibab..."

mbo BYModod3nenn

w.900730 30403, d8gdn MoBNISTznmodn LobBogmydmnEeb Ro-
3omdn v8mMLYmMNY3696. Bogbymne. Mobobmymomodds dndoby-
3089 8manyofMgo 01030. myaob bomdofn bdamnngnm 8nwed 60abgon
©a3dmBs. .,390bnboYembIBN* Boaggnsnoby. angys dofbnmnb yg-
mngno 3g8mbMnmm ngybnb 50M33Bg N30 o MIsbnobum Jnoby-
mmdEo Mgbooggmab Joboangdab..."

babgfio ByMmododznemn

LEYIME 3mIoBob / Visiting Guikan

.0mbeenceo 8030hHB3n bamongdBnb GoMmobAn ,3070b LedYELBY" M-
M3 3m3nob J303fmb o nBygdmmo LEIIMNEMBY. 3ncMBY3 gomn-
3o(hn390696 bmmdy, BoaMod 3ogo-8Bogame JMnEgdmms bb3ogeb
bPAMoE Lnofgmb o dmmmb Az)Baubog Bomg aonduaameos
bmdy...

bymondeb3n guzsmms Lobmnb H3sb, Jogmadnb 9393 6sBmMBmmy
©o B0gBgd0Lb 3nmbzo. gboMmmms, Hm BoBohRgaL 3ufMan dodmommg s
3gmbeoo..."

209 H®B0god30enn

00 00030aMb, bahoyrofnb agmfb, 8gLobnBBagn BrEdMamds o7aL.
JnfMeodnf 50mLbBIMN oanmny, - BafMs3bnc o BofMbbno pynom

ongom MaBNedanmnb 3afubn bymende6dn
Tedo Razikashvili's wine cellar in Khellubani

Tedo Razikashwili's jar for communion wine in Kheltuban

Father would open the forty-liter kvevn'® burnied in our wine-cellar in
Kheltubani Village, which Vazha called “the chalice”, and would invite
guests to have a least. The villagers did not only gather at our place,
but they also invited my father and Vazha to drink with them, but Vazha
avoided visiting people. Later he got inlo a habit of leaving soon even
when he was with us...

He enjoyed reading books, lying under the nut trees behind our house
in Khellubani. He was so pleased lhat my father had a good library...”

Eter Razikashvilt

“Sarakdari Hill overlooking the Aragvi Gorge has a wonderful location.
It is a magnificent place with forests on both sides - right and left. The

'® A kvevri is a Georgian clay vessel buried in the ground, wilh only a nozzle
sticking out (TN).
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entire Pshav-Khevsureti valley can be seen from here... That was Vazha's
favorite place in Chargali and it is not surprising that he wished to be
buned on this hill...

Coming from Lashar and Khevsureti, Father had often slept on the fresh
grass of Sarakdani Hill...”

Vakhtang Razikashvili
“They were speaking about the Queen Tamar’s Fort (then Khomabuiji or

Choeti Fortress. it was situated in the outlying area ol today's Tsiteltskaro
Town and was called Queen Tamar's Fort)...
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Vazha told his companions that he was going to write a hislorical poem
based on the legend about Queen Tamar's Forl, and expressed his
wish to altend the Eliaoba feast held on 20™ of July every year on the
ruins of the fort...

These are the ruins of a very interesting fortress. Once it used to be a
spacious residence of Kakhetian kings, a strategic gate 1o Hereti...”

Siko Pashalishvili

We got up early in the morning, loaded lhe horses with our things, and
set oul. Soon we reached Ortskali, where the Khevsureti Aragvi joins
the Pshavl Aragvi al the base of Borbalo Mountain. We drank some tea.
There were not enough spoons for everybody, so Vazha broke a (wig
from a lree, peeled bark from it and stirred his lea with it to dissolve sugar.

Akaki Shanidze

9mB3om / Motsmao

“One day | was silling among the guests at my home in Motsmao Village
and offering them drinking horns filled with vodka. Suddenly my lillle boy
came in and told me that a stranger was approaching our house. Soon
the door opened and Vazha crossed the threshold of my door. He was
wearing a smart chokha with a dagger hanging from his bell. He came
up to me and embraced me. We kissed each other. | seated him next
to me and offered him some vodka. Vazha joined our conversalion. He
carelully listened lo the elderly Khevsunans. then stood up, took the
panduri off the wall, touched the strings and sang: “Who shall we praise
as good, my fniends, so that we did not feel ashamed...”

Mghelika Arabuli
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“It was 1904 or 1905; a hailstorm had occurred in Mtiutet-Gudamakari
and Pshav-Khevsureli about four times... We had 10 ricle to Kakheli and
Kavkavi to bring food for our families. It was spring in the Mliuleti Aragvi
Gorge. We set out for Kavkavi. The Pshaviains joined us in Pasanaun...
My attention was drawn by a tall. broad-shouldered man wearng a
chokha...

“Who s that man in a chokha?" | asked my Pshavian companion.
“Vazha Pshavela,” he answered quickly...

We walked up the winding paths of Miet Hiil... The White Aragwi River
ghltered like a silver belt in the deep gorge. On Jvan Pass® Vazha
slopped his horse and looked wislfully over Aragvi Gorge...

From Jvari Pass we went down the Tergi Vallay...

2 Jvari pass (Cross Pass) is a high mountain on the southern siopes ol the
Grealer Caucasus Mounlain Range in Georgia (TN).
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We slowly walked lhrough Kobi Village... In one place the mountain slope
had the color of rust. Vazha went down {he path. “Il's Kobi Narzan, the
mineral water, thal's where 1the rust comes from,” he said, then took a
handful of mineral water in his palm and drankil...

Vazha visited Alexandre Kazbegi's grave and lhe eslale Lhat used lo
belong lo lhe writer. We squatted down for a liltle while to have a resl...
then conlinued our journey lo Dzaughi...”

Niko Kaviaradze

Lfhgn (RonL... / "Tergi is running...”
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~...Chiel Priest Gorgala Bagratauli sad the last prayer and beheaded
the tenth butlock.

Suddenly our attention was drawn by a man riding a white horse and
weanng a nabadi' who was irying to cross the niver.

It had rained the night before and the streams in Shalil had swollen. so
it would be too difficull for a horse 10 cross the river...

The Chief Priest seemed worried. “Youngsters! He shouted, "Go and
show him where the bridge is, he rust be a stranger. as he does nol
seem 1o be lamiliar with this place.”

I ran towards the rider. “Anaton Cross, Help him!” the crowd exclin
med. At first the horse would not obey tus master, but the man tumed
sharp round, hit the horse hard with a whip and drove it into the rivar
The slrong animal safely swarn across the river. “He's safe!” cries were
heard from the sajare. The rider approached us...

| was the first to welcome him. He jumped off his horse and grected me
warmly like a close fnend. His voice sounded sornewhat farliar.

I did not know what to say, just took his horse.

“Can’l you recognize me, Chalkhia?” the man said laughing and tcok off
his black lambskin hat...

“Oh, Vazhal Is that you?!" | exclaimed in surpnse. The man standing n
front of me was Vazha-Pshavela. We embraced...

Gorgala invited Vazha to the shrine to take “lhe seal for the elderly,” but
Vazha refused to sil beside the Chief Priest, saying that it would make
the Shatili Cross angry...

Sunday morning came... The young men ran a horse race and competed
with one anolher in shooting. Our guest watched lhe artful Shaulians for
a long time and then exclaimed: “Now | see what it means to be quick
and agile! That is why Shatili has never been conquered by enemies,

because it has such sons...”
Chalkhia Chincharauli

“...In 1906 people had gathered near the church in Magharoskari Villa-
ge. Men and women were standing together waiting for Vazha. He
frequently visited churches to make speeches urging the listeners to
fight for the freedom of their country. Vazha came on time as usual.
He was wearing a chokha and had a sword hanging from his belt. He
spoke about unity. Then the people swore on the sword...”

Tevdore Nakeuri

2 A felled woolen cloak (TN).
2 The shnne protecling sacred animals (TN).
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“...It was the spring of 1913. On that beautiful morning sun rays were
playing with the snowy tops of the mountains overlooking the Alazani
Valley. On his way to Shiraki, Vazha-Pshavela passed through Vakiri
Village with his companions. When he approached our gate my mother
greeted him. "Where is the boy?" Vazha asked, “Is he stlill asleep?” At
thal moment | came out and hugged Vazha, who was wearing a tighl
chokha. The poet gave me a cordial kiss. Vazha and my molher were
speaking as good friends...

Molher sel the table in honor of Vazha and his companions. She
opened a kvevn. Vazha was surrounded by the elderly men who were
well respected lhroughout the village... The poet and his companions
left for Shiraki on the same day...”

Ho Mosashvili

ammm 3mbodanennb babmmn 30Jn3n / llo Mosashvil's house in Vakiri

*...An armed group headed by Vazha was ambushed behind the narrow
rock of Kartani in Chargliskari Village. They had been waiting for the
Tsar's Corps of Gendarmes to pass by. If the gendarmes turned up,
they were going lo open fire on them and then throw the dead bodies
into the Aragvi River...

Tamar Razikashvili

“I was a maiden when | first saw Vazha-Pshavela in Roshka Village. He
used 10 come 10 my father Chalkhia Tsiklaun quite ofien. We lived near
{he high mountains of Abudelauri, where a lot of ibexes could be found,
and Arkhoti Valley. Vazha was going ibex hunting... L was in our family
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that he wrole down the legends about Sindiurisdze and Khoga's son
Mindia.

When my family gave me in marriage to a man from Datvisi Village, |
had to move from Roshka lo Datvisi... After Bachana had christened
my elder son, Vazha became a frequent visilor to our house. During one
of his visits, the conversation lurned lo Khoga's Mindia. My husband
Aba Arabuli lold Vazha a legend about a wizard spread among the
population of Khevsureli. Then Vazha remembered the story he had
heard from my father and said to Aba jokingly: “My dear kinsman, don't
you think that you were the first to hear that legend. because it is the
slory | wrote down earlier, when Chalkhia Tsiklauri told it lo me...”

Later | learned lhat Vazha had written a book based on the legend
aboul Khoga's Mindia. He sent it to us through his brother Bachana.
The book was tilled The Snake Eater.

Buba Arabuli

“There was a shrine to lakhsar (St. Giorgi) near the school of Tolaatsopel
Village. In that period the people lried to avoid that shrine. especially
women. They (considered ritually “impure”) kept away from it. Many
families did not send their children to school fearing that the shrine
might “do them harm and make them sick.” “They don't need to go
to schooll” they said. Vazha was making great efforts to persuade the
population that the shrine could do no harm to their children...”

Solomon Kubaneishvili
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“...It would be aboul 3 or 4 p.m. when we approached Saguramo. We
came to a big palace full of people. In the garden. where a lot of fruit
trees grew, a tablecloth had been laid on the ground and peasants were
naving a feast.

As soon as we reached the place, the people in the palace learmed
about our armval. It tumed out that Vazha was hurrying to attend lhaoba.,
which they were celebrating on that day. They ook our horses, Having
learned about Vazha's arnval, all the people, men and women, came
out on the balcony 1o welcome him. As Ihay v.cre speaking. the only
word we could hear was “Vazha"...

Vazha knew everyone. Everybody shook nands with him and then sat
al the long table placed in a big hall. They scated Vazha beside lia
Chavchavadze...”

Milkhed Sharnaniiuri

"My grandlather Davit Janashwili, Saghira Janashvih's son, nicknamed
Goldsmith, built a two-slory house in Magharoskari Village by huis own
means. Now 1t is the old schoo! building. The house was conslructed.
equipped with necessary facilities and rooled over by some craftsmen
from Katsalkhew Village. Their sumame was Antaun...

One of the rooms on lhe second floor of the Goldsmith’s house. which
used lo be the school staff room, was once the place where Vazha and
Bachana would stop to have a rest during (herr visits. Whnen Bacnana
worked as a teacher in Magharoskari (1900-1910), he stayed there. My
grandiather called that room “Vazha's room.”

Babale Janashvili
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Some of the Views
Expressed by Georgian
Authors and Scholars
about Vazha-Pshavela

“Vazha's writings are based on true stories of the life of mountain people.
He enriched his own language with powerful words and expressions
from the mountain dialect, which he needed to creale his unsurpassed
works, lo give them unique colorings... This makes Vazha's warks
untranslatable...”

Mikhako Tereteli

“...Vazha's poetry is deeply rooted in the abyss of the Georgian mythos,
which in its tum is reflected in Pshav-Khevsurian's magnificent poetry
and legends, its ancient and unique panegyrics. Vazha could not
ignore that amazing, absolutely unique folklore of Pshav-Khevsuret,
which is unrivalled throughout Georgia. From this point of view, Pshav-
Khevsureli, this small poetic “region” of Georgia, is really special and if
all the "regions” were arranged in a hierarchy, it would be placed at the
top of that hierarchy.

That is why Luka Razikashvili took the pen-name Vazha-Pshavela, which
indicated his poetic genesis and signified a Georgian man speaking lhe
language of thousand-year-old traditions, a man who was an ancient
and pure Georgian - such is the origin of his poetic pen-name.”

Tamaz Chihenkeli

“...Vazha was sullen not because he had penetrated into the depths
of Hades, but because it was his personal and creative nature, his
psychological constitution, the peculiarity of his artistic imagination, just
as his unusual oulbursts of rage, his calmness, childish compassion,
and tears were not the result of seeing the next world.

However, at the end of his life, no one could see tears in his eyes. With
stoic composure he faced the ghost of death and the doctors sent by
il, those who had been assigned the task to suffocate him in a hospital
ward so that he could nol see Pshavi Gorge and its surroundings...”

Rostom Chkheidze
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“Nobody could show as much respect and love for his literature teachers
as Vazha-Pshavela; he was always ready to go down on bended knee
before them, but not kke a slave, as he was a king himsefl. He had tus
own kingdom and his own people: he produced goid cons beanng hs
own impnnt.®

Galaktion Tabxlze

“Among the Georgian poets no one was able 1o bnng the scenery and
the characters of their works logether into such perfect harmony like
Vazha-Pshaveia. No one else could feel the greatness of the mouniains
as intensely as Vazha-Pshavela...”

Geronti Kikodze

“Georgia has never had a poet of greater elemental force than Vazha-
Pshavela. Vazha was the first to give hope to a Georgian word; he wrote
in the tanguage of the gods and his productivity could be compared
with Homer's.”

Paolo lashvik

Vazha and Kazbegi stand apart from all the other representatives of
world literature, and with them the Georgian spirit issheitered by the
mountains, It is very hard 10 approach the mountains, because the
people there have different feelings, ideas, and willpower. They are like
the successors of Amirani scattered around the traces of an ogre. In this
place people kive a different Ite and find it easier to die. It is some kund
of a pantheon where the treasure of an old spinit is hidden ke Queen
Tamar's grave.”

Vakhtang Koletishvili

*...No, none of the writers known to me can compare o Vazha, who feit
the deepest pain perceiving the essence of life on earth.”

Revaz inanishvil

“Iworried a lot about Vazha's house in Chargali, thinking that establishing
a house-museum meant leaving the poet’s property untouched without
adding anything, without painting and vamishing to "make it more
beautiful.” it should be given some breathing space... and not only
Chargali, but all of Pshav-Khevsureti can serve as a frame for Vazha's
house and grounds!”

Besik Kharanauli
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Graced
from God*
(Narrated by Gulkani Razikashvili)

A woman coming from the Maubarashvili family warned me
that all my efforts would be in vain, since considering Gulkani
Razikashvili's temper, she might not even greet me back, so
there was too little hope that she would tell me about her life and
let me take her story down...

At noon we arrived at Gulkani's place. We greeted her.

Martha asked how she was doing in the Pshavian dialect and
introduced me . ~ ~ Tushetian woman who had come to see
her. Then she added: "The one who writes poems in the Tush
language, don't you know her?” My hostess slowly looked up
at me. Her face brightened, she took my hand, put it on her lap,
and silently stroked it with her scrawny fingers. Never taking her
eyes off me, she just said: “Oooh, oooh, now they'll give you a
hard time, now it's you whom they’'ll pester...

Soon a conversation began to flow.

3mgdob Mobngadgnemn / Gulkan Razikashvilt

| have lived such a long life, but | don’t know what it feels like to be happy.
| suffer [rom heartache and even talking makes me feel bad. But | can’t

* The book “Graced from God™ was awarded the llia Cnavchavadze Prize at the
Literary Competition of the Georgian-European Institute in Paris n 1990.
Imagine? It pours with rain and you are standing in the field uncovered.

So you age faster, that's what hard life does to you.
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go lo doctors, because there are a few chickens I'm taking care of...
I've spent my entire life in the woods with cattle. | grew up and got old
looking after cows... Can you

Father and | had the same life and we grew old in the same way...

My father suffered a lot and now | am suffering the same fate. Neither of us
could find joy in our life... He named me after his mother - Gulkani. As | was
told, Father said on his deathbed that he was sorry (o leave me kko that,
not having secured my future. Oul of his five children only | had survived to
live a lonely life like an owl. | was only fifleen when my father died... Now |
am crooked and can hardly crawl. There’s nothing good in my life. Before, |
used to be afraid of people, but now I've gotien used to them...

Father worked day and night; | would brng him birch bark from the
pasture and make candles for him to wrile at night. From time 10 time
he would stop and read me what he had wntten, asking if | liked it... |
think he was just testing me, wondenng if | could understand his works.
When | said (hey were good, he would smile with delight...

1 got old looking after cows, working hard; | still never siop carding wool,
spinning, and knitting. Father was like that, loo, working all the time...
“Have you brought me some birch bark, my chid?" he'd ask. We had
no oil...

He was probably testing me, | didn’t understand much, but because |
loved him so much, | used to say: “It's good, Father, it sounds good...”
- "Good for you, my girll.." Poor Father!..

ee

Falher used to join the celebrations held on saints days. In theoden days
feasls were held here in Chargali. Once Father went (o the shop to buy
something (I remember everything told by him); the shopkeeper invited him
lo eat with him and Father stayed there till late at night. It was aimaost midright
when he left. On his way home he looked lowards what Lhey called the Beer
Spot to see if people were stil there. He looked at the place where the villagers
used to gather and saw a slrange thing: somelhing would fight up, go out,
and then start to bum again... just ke a candle. He stared at it in surpnse and
could not figure out what it was. He wondered who was lighting and putting
out a candle two days after the saint’s day. Then he came closer and saw
that a fire was buming in a tree hollow. Every blow of the wind kindied the
flame, and as the wind calmed down, it would fade out...

Later on he told people: “If someone else had seen it, he would not dare
comme closer, and would spread that story, assuring everyone that the
flarme was lit and put out by the saint and God... But neither an angel
nor a devil was present there, at that late hour | was the only one who
saw that, or else they'd say that the saint had lit up and extinguished
the candle... | was scared, too, but I had to see whal il was...” He asked
everyone to accepl the simple truth and stop spreading their concocted
stories...
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My father was always preoccupied with nature and never had enough
lime for his own children. He used to put his hand on my head, but
never kissed me.

He hated crowds and noise, and got annoyed by empty lalk. That is why
he never stayed in crowded places for long. Father didn't like playing
with children, because he was absorbed in thoughls all the time. Out of
many things people said, he only paid attention to a few.

I'm not good with people either: | can suddenly hush up, gel upset. A
loner, that's what | am... Yet I'm always glad to mest someone who has a
talent, it makes me so exciled... Just like water going down, | become quiet
enjoying solitude, when | can rest and wrap myself up in a mist of lhoughts.

The other day a young man came in and crossed himself in the hallway,
then near the stove he fell to his knees in front of me and kissed my
hand, this emaciated hand... People have so much love for Father!..

whw

We the small children were already in bed. A woman came in. Mother
was lying with her head resting on a smooth slone...

What a life my father had! The hard work, lhe troubles he took, the fame
he won led him nowhere. We suffered 100, living in poverly. We never
had good clothes and things like others.

So, a woman entered our house.

“Keke, Kekeee, woman!"My molher's head fell to the side...this |
remember. Father had gone hunting in Kvareli and they told him there
that his wife had died and the children were crying in bed... If only he
had been here, Mother could have survived!.. Father had just killed a
deer when a messenger brought him the news... When he came home
(Father was very strong, he was probably trying to find some activity
that would distracl him from the grief, because he did not want people
to see his pain) he took his pandun, played it, and sang:

Don't come, or you'll regret,
What is the good of coming...

Aflerwards | learned that before he had brought Mother to Chargali, he
had warned her that she would not be able to endure the hard work
and difficult living conditions. "Oh, yes, | will'" insisted Mother. So now
Father was reminding her of his warning, that she would regret coming
with him.

When he didn't like someone, he would say nothing to them: neither
bad nor good. He was too busy to waste time in idle chatter.
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Falher always told the truth, no maiter what the resuits. | don’t know
why he had such a personal trait.

| remember once he said: “Gulkani takes after me - she has my traits,
so don't talk to her any more, she won’t change her mind ... She is also
like her mother and grandmother...

| can be so stubborn! If | know that they are giving me goid. but | have
already refused, nathing will make me accept it. | can’t understand
myself as to why | have such a characler...”

Once Father travclled with Twrtvila Gugudashwili, who was a relative
of Tamar's husband. The Gugudashwli family was nch, whie Father
was a poor peasant, and naturally, Tvirtwla's horse was better. Father
suggested swapping horses: “Your horse must be good, let me nde it,”
he said. As relatives, the two of them were quite close... But Tvinvila
refused and laughed at my (ather.

Now lislen to what happened:

“You'll see whose horsa is better when crossing Saghalghi Field,” Father
told Tvirtwia, "My Nikora starts snorting when he gets excited, and not a
single horse can oulrun him,..”

Then the riders rushed off and soon Nikora left Tvirtwila’s horse behind.
He ran at least half a kilometer ahead of his rival.

When they stopped to have a rest, Tvirtvila asked Father 1o exchange
horses.

And suddenly Father answered: *! won't even give you Nikora's tai!”
A tail! My God! What made him say that?!

Nikora died of old age - he fell down at the door and died. People told
Father 10 shoot the poor animal to relieve its suffering, bul he said he
could not kill his horse... So Nikora was sick for a while and then died.
Father raised a foal. It was small, but hot like fire. He broke it for riding
himsell. When a man mounted thal horse, it would rush at such a speed
that looked hke a fly from a distance. Look at my hand. it’s thanks to that
horse... Father called it Tsetskhla.

1 think they buried Nikora. Falher must have dug him a grave. Once my
father and his horse both got infected with carbuncles...

Father had bought some meat which made him ill. When he recovered,
Nikora gol some carbuncles. “We gol through the same illness. both of
us,” he said.

His eye socket was red and somewhal disfigured. But he was born
under a lucky star, and possessed great charm, so the distorted eye did
not make a big difference. Father was like a beam of light in the dark...

Some say Vazha liked women!... Did he have time for women and love
affairs? Did they know my father better than me? Hah! Tell me, is there
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a writer who does not wrile about women? “What nonsense they are
talking!" he would fly into a rage. Of course he could not avoid writing
about women. “In this world one will see both beauty and ugliness. but
a man should not only follow his eyes, but the call of his heart,” he used
to say... Father was too busy writing to find time for that kind of thing...

Father was even ostracized, but only by men, not by God or the world.
Father had a vegetable garden which we called a korughi', But everyone
going to the mill used it as a shortcut, frampling on our corn field and
arguing that the path lhat ran below was too long... A donkey carrying
com (o the mill had a loal which used to run across our field, so it ruined
the whole crop. Father got very angry and told the villagers not to take
one step on his land any more. He said they had to walk on the path
instead of his com field.

Then the village decided to ostracize my father.

They used lo have a gathering under the nut trees opposite our place.
| was looking in that direction when | heard Father asking a neighbor:
“What are they cawing about? Why have they gathered?..."

At that moment a Pshavian woman came in. Gulkani did not
want to continue her story and cut it short, but her words were
also meant for the newcomer: “Over there, under the nut trees
opposite our house, they gathered to ostracize my father, but,
as | already told you, he wasn't ostracized by God and the worid,
because he was right...”

| never bear a grudge against anyone; there are people whose hearts
are filled with malice, but I'm not like them... No one else has had a life
like mine, but what is to be done?

Once my sister Tamar took me to a fortune-teller. | was very young then,
no more than seven. | hardly ever make a mistake about a person’s
age... Tamar said to the fortune-teller: “Now, dear Deduna, please say
something about this girl's future, | seem to have no luck, so let us see
if she has any...” We were in Bodavi. The fortune-teller said | would
have no luck in family life; that | might have a child, only one and even
that was uncertain. It came true, | only had one child and It died. Her
prediction came true...

“When one looks at the sky full of stars,” she said, “And one slar is
standing out among them, so does she stand oul among the people,
surounded by them, and everyone is looking at her, trying to find out
about her...” If | had an education, | would be really appreciated!..

1 A protected plot of ground (TN).
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When | had to take a horse somewhere, | would always mount it, play
with it, make it gallop... Look at this disfigured bone on my hand. It's
because of Tsetskhla, my father's horse. The other. uninjured hand
often hurts, while lhis one, mutilated by Tsetskhla, never does. Soitis a
blessing in the disguise of misfortune.
Father asked me to ride Tsetskhla. as he was afraid that the newly
trained horse would become wild again it we did nor ride it. It was
evening. | found the horse tied near lhe church, untied it, and got up on
its back. | rode 10 the hazeinut trees. The horse tried to throw me off,
but couldn’t. Then Father called me: “Gulkani, let the horse drink some
walter, please!” Tsetskhla and [ galloped down Lhe ravine, but there was
a pit at Ine edge of the ravine, and the front hooves of (he horse shipped.
I fell into the waler hitting my hand against a protruding stone. | was
afraid that if | starled crying, people would laugh at me, so | did not cry
until | got home. | wondered why | couldn't ride the horse ke my lather,
but | did not know that Father used o hang a saddle-bag with stones
on its back, and | had mounled it without the bag.
Oooh, my dear woman... «
When | was already at home | began whining, but | concealed from my
falher that the horse had thrown me off, saying that | had fallen over. |
cried all night, Next moming Father advised me to go to Andria. who
knew how to (ix dislocations. So | went lo thal man. He massaged my
hand and put the dislocated bone back. but my stepmother did not wait
til my hand had healed and asked me (o lift something heavy. | lifled it and
the bone fell oul at once! Since lhen it's been disfigured like this... Falher
sent me to Andria Padiurashvili, who lived near our house. He put my
hand on his knee and pressed it hard. | yelled from pain... | whimpered all
night, but Father could not hear me from his room. “How did you fall over,
did not you look where you were going?” he asked me. My stepmother
comforied me by saying that the next moming | would go to Andna and
he would help me... “Bring some water, gir, we need a lot of water!” she
said. | had to take a big waler barrel, how could my hand heal...
| don’t remember what happened to Tsetskhia, how it died...
Father and | were carrying some sheaves from the Sula-Kurdghela Hills.
| led the oxen. | was so small that my head was only a little above the
yoke. Father would seat me on the cart, and if he did not do that, |
would run away and hide in the cornelian cherry grove. | ate cherries...

We had four oxen which we used for ploughing. Falher worked as a
ploughman, but he was not very good, so | was teaching him how to
handle the plough. 1 must have been quite clever... “Father,” | said,
“Look, what happened to the ploughshare, it needs a wedge to hold
it up there, or it won't plough!... Later Father used to say that | was
teaching him and he would not be able to plough without me. Once the
frog piece broke, and the heel of the plough came off. Father got very
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angry. He scolded me saying that | was not able to drive the oxen...
Who knows how many troubles | have experienced. Falher was upset
and he hurt me, too.

One day my brother Levan built seven haystacks in this place. Guess
who brought all the hay? | carried the hay for seven stacks. God, how
hard it was!...

e

LYo MOt Go37gdn (307ab LOBBY3-LdeINGN) / Sula-Kurdghela lands (Vazha's arable and hay-meadow lands)
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“I haven’t told this to anyone before, my dear, | mean Tsivai's
story, but now I've recalled everything in detail. All of us have so
many memories buried within our hearts, and suddenly they come
to life... Ooh, poor Tsivai!” Gulkani slapped her knees to show pity.
We had a call, which Father named Tsivar.

Tamar once asked Father 10 slaughler the call, as il was ugly and
because of 1t all the caltle looked bad. Father said lhat first he had
to look into the call's eyes, so he looked at it, walked it a little, and
announced thal from thal day on lhe calf's name would be Tsival, a
name he had given it imself. Later, when it became an ox, we changed
its name to Ghvina®, but Father kept calling it Tsival. “Tsivai is strong”, he
would say, “and his slrength won't fail him easily”...

The call grew up and turned into a very handsome ox. There was no
olher ox like it among our catlle. He had beautifully shaped horns and
was an absolute delight.

| dropped out of school. When we finished studying the alphabet, |

became a high achiever. My uncle Bachana was my teacher. | still

%In Georgian ~Tsiva™ means dry manure (TN).
2 Wine-colored (TN).
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remember everything we leamed at school, and | can swear on my
father's grave that if | recall the titles, | will say all the poems by heart.
Now when | ask litile children to recite “The Bird and Cherries” or “The
Apple and Shakara™, they cannot, they just run away or sneak off... "lsn’t
it the book with a picture of a nightingale?” | ask. “No.” the teachers
defend them, "In your childhood everything was different, you studied
with different books...” Why did | drop out? I forgot the tille of a poem and
began reciting it withoul the: title. Bachana was looking out of the window.
Suddenly he turned around and cned. “What?'" and hit me on the head
three times. The children began o laugh. | don’t know what exactly | feit.
bul | left school... To this day, when | walk near the school building, | seemn
lo hear Lhal laughier... My uncle came lo our place to find out why | didn't
go to school any more. | said that my classmates had taughed at me and
I would never go back. Father made a geslura, which meant that there
was no point in asking me to change my mind; he could understand me,
because | had his character... Bachana knew lhat | loved birds, so he
promised to buy me a kerchief decorated with cuckoos calling ke reat
ones if | went back to school. Falher promised to bnng me an accordion
Irom Pelre’s shop. | said that if they did not leave me alone, | would climb
the big slone in Charglura River, close my eyes, and jump into the waler. ..
| wouldn't go to school, no way. | was stubbom...

Bachana and my father were talking about education. | was there too.
Bachana said that women needed education just like men, but they also
needed to know how 1o spin and scutch. “| have no money,” Father
said, “If | had any, | would give education lo Guikani..."

wen

In those days oil was hard to gel. So before Father would ask me to get
him some birch bark straps, | had already brought a bagful. I'd roll them
and make candles...

“Why are you shy?” they often asked me, “You should be proud of your
father, all of us would be happy if we were Vazha's children...”

1 wasn't accustomned to mixing with people, so | was shy. Besides that,

| did not want them to think | was conceited because of my renowned
father. | have always been humble and will remain humble until | die...
My father’s job was wiiling and mine is knitling. He knew how to wnte and

| know how to knit socks. | will soon meet my end. but | cannot give up
knitting, [ slill make pattems. Wait a minute, I'll show you how Khevsurian
women do it; look at these neat lines... | lived in Pudznari, on this side ot
Tianeli, | mel some Khevsurians there... It will be a real shame it Gulkani
knits white or plain socks... and | can still eat apples with the only toolh
I've left. My God, I'm ninety years old, can you imagine!

1 was young when a horse kicked me in the mouth and 1 lost my front
teeth. | had replaced them with six gold teeth, but they fell out too.
Since then I've gone without teeth, what do | need them for, when I'm
expecting death every day...
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“It's Friday evening and tomorrow is a day of rest. The sun is
already setting. Maybe you're tired of listening to me, Eteri.”
“No, I'm not.”

He used 10 keep a panduri at hand and played it so sadly that | could
hardly keep from crying...

Poor Father, he suffered so much in his life and | share the same late. My
entire life has been full of suffering. We are bolh sufferers - Father and 1.

| used to go to help Father plough so often, lhat my feet hurt and bled.
“Let's stop here, my girl,"he would suddenly say, then he would sit down
on the freshly ploughed furrow and start to write. He sat there dripping
wilh sweat and writing. He was quick-tempered. “Come on, children,
drive lhe callle, turkeys, and everything else out and keep themn out of
the ploughed land!” he would dermand.

| was only seven when | had to bring firewood home. | used to drive the
oxen hauling the sled alone, without any help, while others worked in
groups - sometimes it took nine people to do the same.

We had nothing to play with. The adults were too busy to think about
our entertainment. When we were little, we would sit down on the
wooden plank and rush forward. That was our only way to play...

This apple tree is from my father's time. The fruit it yielded would weigh
a pound. Today Luka's apple trees are growing in every garden in
Chargali, but we only have Lhis one left...

Why don’t we sing a little song, my dear...

| love my yellow-eyed cat,

It is my sweetest, dearest friend,

My cat will slink in neighbors’ homes .

Bringing scones from cottage cheese prepared.
Whoever beats it with a stick,

May God damn them and their dead...

Father didn’t have time for singing, he was always absorbed in thought,
always busy, but if he still sang, he would sing that song...

"My daughter should wear Pshavian clothes even if the crown prince
marries her,” Father used to say...

I'm like a broodhen. Wherever |1 tum, always come back here...
Look at me now, I'm going to take some snuff... Oooh, you don’t
care for me, you're busy writing...

My grandfather Pavie was bom in a shirt, and so was my baby boy. | lost
him when he was two. Now, what 1 mean by that... He was bom with
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a caul. | didn’t know what it meant and asked the elders. They told me
that usually only one person in a clan was born with a caul. My child was
born covered by something like a veil. One could see he was special,
because he had a lovely star-shaped mark above his upper lip... | threw
away his caul and that's probably why he died so soon. The saying
goes that anyone who is bom with a caul 1s lucky. | shouldn’t have
thrown it away. There was no wood 10 make a fire and he died from
cold. I found him deadly pale when I got home from ihe forest... Thoy
say that caul-bearers are the luckiest people, that it means bappiness
inone’s life. | went to a fortune-teller. | didn’t believe in such Lhings. but
still went to that woman... “You had a child,” she said. “Bom with a caul.
If he had lived, his caul would have fed the whole village...”

My grandfather was said to be a happy man. He didn’t see the death
of any of his children, and at his home a table was always sel for leasts
and weddings. They say that a big pot for cooking khinkali was never
taken off the chain over the fire. My grandmother, atier whom | was
named, was a very kind woman, and when she saw a traveler passing
by, she would at once ask him in to take a break...

Falher would say he believed that people were bomn lucky. I've heard
that if one member of a family is born with a caul, the whaole family will
live in abundance, having many sheep and cows...

My falher was more fortunale than his father, though. Priest Pavie is
no longer remembered loday, but Vazha's name is heard everywhere.
Father must have been born under a lucky star, that's (or sure, born to
have a different fate...

I hardly knew Tedo and Sandro, my poor uncles.

| grew up in Bachana's family. His wife was a very good woman, named
Mariam, may her soul rest in peace...

“Mummmy, Kukunti is coming!” (| was given that name by Nino, as she
could not say “Gulkani”) Bachana's children would shout joyousty and
{ake me into their home...

Nino was better educated than me, but Razikashvili women, as well as
men, seem to have no luck...

There were five Tamars and | was the only Gulkani, but I'm lucky in a
different way, | was chosen by fate to tell about Father... It's a matter ot
luck, some days are lucky and things go smoothly, while on other days
everything goes wrong.

{ was born much later than Tamar and Levan. So neighbors used lo say
that Luka had only lwo children - a gir and a boy...

For many years, I've been asked lots of different questions about
Father, but so far you are the only one who has asked me if | ever
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dream about him. Indeed, | swear on the dear soul of my father,
that never In my life, and I'm already old, has anyone asked that
but you, my dear...

The other day | dreamed aboul Falher. He opened the door and looked
into the room. In my dream | didn’t remember he was dead, so I received
him as if he were alive. | was too shy lo talk to him, though... He came
in, bul didn't seem satislied: “Girl, is that how you live? You shouidn't
live like that!” At that moment | woke up... | wonder why dreams end so
quickly, and our beloved people disappear so soon! Why couldn’l I talk
to my father in a dream? Am | asking too much?...

If somelhing bad should happen to me, Father always warns me aboul
it. Once he lold me in a dream: “Be careful, my chid.” | had a really
narrow escape then...

| dreamed about Father last winler: | was grazing some cows in the
grove, then | suddenly drove them in a different direclion where the grass
seemed very good and | found myself in a beaulilul place. | wished | had
a hut in that field and could graze the catlle there... Suddenty | noticed
a small church in the forest. | was surprised to see a church in such
place. | went towards the church, and offered my companion. | don’l
remember who it was, to go with me, bul she said she was alraid and
refused 1o go. I'm feariess in real life and wasn't Irighlened in a dream
either, so | went to the church and looked inside through Ihe window.
And what did | see! Falher was silling alone al adesk... | wanted to run
back and tell my friend that | had seen Falher, but he suddenty tumed to
me: “Wait, girl, wait!” He stood up and handed his pen over to me. “Take
it,” he said. “I am an ignorant shepherd, how will | write?!" | exclaimed.
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“Take it,” he continued, “and write down afl that you remember, write
everything down...”

With these words my father disappeared without answering my question.
That was the last dream | remember clearly...

“And It came true when you arrived, Eteri. That's why Father was
giving me his pen and asking to write my memories. There are so
many things | have told you, 30 many memories we have revived
together, so that's how my dream has come true, my dear...
Pass me the walking stick, dear. My back hurts badly. I'll lie
down, rest a little, and then tell you another story...”

Once, Father danced while teasting with his guests. He was in high
spinils and it was delightful to watch him dance. He couidn't dance well,
but he looked good anyway. He was Jusl bom lucky...

God! He'd give away the shirt off his back!...

Once a poor man, known as Sanuka's son lvane, died and his wife
Mzevinani came lo my stepmolher asking for my father’s old clothes to
dress her husband's body. “We can’t bury tum without clothes, and he
has none of his own.” she said. “Sorry, but how can | help you?! Luka
doesn't have any clothes save the ones he wears every day. And he goes
10 so many places. If | give you his clothes, he will have to walk naked,”
my stepmother Tamar answered. But Father told her to bring his chokha,
akhalukhi, and vest which were hanging on the wall, wrap them up and
give them to the woman. "What shall | wrap them in?” Tamar asked.
“We have got a piece of tablecloth, you can use that,” Father said. “I'm
a living man, and can slill get whal | need, but a dead man cannot be
buried without clothes, can he?” My stepmother went inside the house
and brought the clothes. So Ivane was buried in my father's clothes.

Once, when our whole household was at home, some beggars

approached the house. Father looked out and saw lwo young men.

*Whal the hell are you doing going around begging. youasses!” he

cried, “Take the spade and dig my vegetable garden. work hard and I'll

pay you. You loafers! Never show your face here again!™

The beggars ran away as (ast as they could, thunderstruck by Father's
cries, which followed them as they were running out the yard.

“I've finished one sock and started another since you arrived, Eter.
I've finished embroldering it too. | made a pattem with leaves”... Qut
of her little bag, in which she kept her needlework things, she took
a finished sock and compared its size to the sock on the knitting
needle. She was counting something and mumbling to herself.

e

I haven't mixed it up, now I'll calm down... Though one of my chickens
died, it tumed all blue: the children must have beaten it.
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My father’s mission was wriling and mine is knilting. He never used to
stop until he was salisfied with his own work. So am | with knilting. Until
| embroider the very pattern | have chosen, | will never know anyrest...
Oops, | dropped a stilch, but I've already taken it with my needle. There
are days when knitling goes really smoolhly, but sometimes my eyes
are misted over, damn them! | don't know what il is... Hah, don't |
know? I'll be 100 years old soon...

Khevsurian women knit plainly, without any patterns, but lhen lake a
needle and embroider so beaulifully, that you can’l take your eyes off
their work...

These socks are Pshavian, made in the Pshavian slyle...

And Tushetian women are such skillful knitlers...

“Look, over there, at the house and yard on the other side.
It's Khekhera's property. They had a wedding at that place. |
remember that day as clearly as | can see you here today. People
were gathering in that yard... Oooh!” Gulkani tilted her head to one
side and began:

N> R WA
39andeb MoBayodsnmn o J0M MofMand)
Gulkan Razikashvili and Eter Tataraidze

Khekhera Zurabashvili was our relalive. My father had chrisiened his
child from a previous marriage. Now he was gelting married for the
second time and it was his wedding. Among the guesls there was a
boy from the village of Sopfioni, the brother of Khekhera's wife. He was
well-known for his improvised verses. Prushka was his name...
“People have already galhered,” Father said lo us, *l should go lo
Khekhera's wedding.” So he wenl away.
He arrived when the guests were singing some improvised verses.
Father didn’t usually take part in such amusement, but that day he sang
a lew words to the boy:

Come 10 me, Soplioni boy.

To hear (he slories you'll enjoy.
The boy answered:

I'm just a simple rhymester, friends,

With poetshow can | compete?
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| will not write the verse | said,
That's why a pen | do not need.
Although the challenge Vazha sent,
With great pleasure | will meet...

He was being humble. laughing at himself, how clever! Prushka was a
popular verse-writer, a versifier, not a poet.
Then Prushka’s Khevsunan fnend came.

Khevsunan: Why don't you hght a lamp at night?
Don't sit in darkness, make it bnght.
Your Sopbon’s a town, | hear.
Where's Ortachala then, my dear?
Give me that stick; it's in the hearth,
Here, Daro, bring it quickly, please,
A cal has sneaked n, | don’t want
To let it close to our cheese.

Prushka:

Prushka meant the amival of the Khevsunan. Everybody laughed to
death... Prushka was probably smoking tco much since one of the
guests tumed to him with these words:

Two women and that old man. too,
Gol tired of bringing fire to you.

{ forgot what Prushka answered; | can’t remember...
When my father joined the guests, they were eating, drnking, and
singing verses. So he felt free to sing such a verse:

A Pshav-Khevsuri poet, I've come,

To a wedding, look, how rich | have become!
Now twenty-five roubles | have got.

With money life will change for me a Iot...

‘They gave him twenty five roubles when his “Bakhtrioni” was published.
He was proud lo get money and go to the wedding, poor father!

| remember how Father wrole a verse about the mill, which he borrowed
from Mikha Kotilaidze:

Look how it rumbles, how it works,

The mill which Mikha has arranged.

I's grinding coarsely, ‘cause it lacks
The part to make fine flour, how strange!

Father said thal because the newly arranged mill could not make fine
flour, the flour ground by it was rather coarse.
When Mikha heard Father's verse he sent him such a response:
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If Mikha passes by your mill,
He'll make it worse, be sure, he will...

Father didn't like palterned socks, but he would wear anything, because
he didn't really care about clothes. His only concern was writing.

He had a homemade black leather case which he used to carry his
writings in when he went on business...

| always ask them not to send excursions here to me. They still do. I'm
tired of talking, | can’t stand it anymore. What have we left from Father
save his name?!... How do | differ from other women in Ihe village, from

“When you were little,” my siepmother used to tell me, “You'd lake
chicks and hold them in your hand. While you were caressing them,
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they died, because you squeezed them too tightly.”

Father would ask me to bring foxgloves and violets and plant them in
our yard. I'd pick them after it rained and bning them home.

Father loved flowers more than his own chlidren.

| would drive cattle to pasture. Father often asked me to bring him birch
bark straps, which | would roll up and make him candles to light them
at night. “I've kited some wild pigeons in our comfield, let's boil them
and write tonight.”

Somelimes he would suddenly stop working. throw the sickie or the
scythe down, and begin to wnle...

Once we had been threshing when the weather got worse. Il was going
lo rain and we didn't have enough lime 10 gather the crop and separate
the grain from the chaff. My father was sitling at the edge of the threshing
floor and writing. Suddenly my stepmother passed by and told him:
“What are you scribbling!” Father looked at her and said: “If you could
understand anything, you'd beg me to write...” No one ever cared for my
education.Father was 100 busy. During the day hemade notes aboutthe
things around him and at nighl he would sit down and write. | would take
a sack and bring him birch bark... He'd lie on the sofa and smoke a pipe.
Someone had given him a tobaccopipe as a present. it had a big knotty
bowl... He would fill up one page, then pick the paper up, read it. and
contentedly put it aside... God, how nealty he would copy the first drafls
of his wiitings! He was never rewarded for his hard work. He spent all his
time writing, then fell il and died... Father would send all of us to the bam,
stay at home alone, and write... Sometimes he had khinkali. He would
ration them out so that they lasted lwo or three days. He roasted cold
khinkali and ate about lhree of them for dinner. If he was very hungry,
he would have four, but not more than that.

It's amazing how people recognized things that belonged to us. We
might drop somelhing and continue on our way not noticing it, but no
one would touch it for fear of my father.

He would ask me o pick fresh violets for him every day, put them inlo a
glass of water, and place them on his writing desk...

| drove oxen for my father when he ploughed. He would stop me all of a
sudden. | was scared... He'd sit in the furrow, take out a piece of paper



bag0d3nog nbg EMES. (GIL EXI3EIHE. I Bgob EoFEIdm®.
LE3MES © BaM b3 Ndab EINBYIO®.

omgn AJmBEob cubBo. JMHON 340N 3o bacndowbo. Bodm-
LbEdmEE6 Jowbadn N gogmanb Jando. A3b 3nb3aaBIdEno. 8a3-
Jmagoe B 970mB3m0H Jooobby ©y Lomadmb ndalb Rabnmob
8935300735c0n0.

bImO-39MEE@3n y3obros dmmbgdn. ngd Im3nmB36 Lodsadn Agd
$omoi6n... 97 bubEobeb dBoLEY 33MBL3EN, 0W3MIZL 33MIT/EN...
ngdo 3500 @ 0 @B TBY. ©Eed63ms. bY EdBIS.
bogmbBomn B58nBmd. EoEae, oM aanfbaafodmms czamn. dadx8s
g3, Him - Im, Imm, Mo gyenem, bobbmnbmzgfnb 60806na, MAn o
2OY®EILM... 3obHBY BobggaMm Lovcbo... 393900 Nbgo. Budwd oNb-
3060. Jodnmbn Bodbgno. oxmgn gbimamo. Jomsbn Avdovarom...
808nb 603300 ©Eo3nBaby LUBgomnb InM3n. o3nmY. 300MMD B0
3030. doannob 8nbeoo. im EognbBoganm... 6 603MB3NBY, Bm Eo-
06gm0. Aogneoby 633ammn. 3m3dnda 030gN. EIBnLibenme Ggbn.
©0o3030 ©0 ®o3ndaMm onon. on, gb Bodnbrpgmny (6g30 MMy
6ogdfngpmdgab ohggbgdL)... 3ododofionm  8uBody  6odgoma.
Soynfgm, on, gbg 6o Bgom. 6o3zomn oo BsdmYb) ®o
30807b30m. Yobab 930y 8obBogmmy o AmMBagMnpe. mobog dod3
AmBaaMn o 3aMApbn. gofowmdn cugnbangnby, omdo-addmmds
Mobod Bogwagde Lomydbmmo, badmgMmoms. gboy 3nun. Rgdo
JaMEnBMN sfMogghno.

LoNdYRL 33nddn3BI6 Bomanmo. JoYmm 80Bon, 6y Bnamnm
©o 9n3gMubadon LuoNdYdLOM. — oo, mdod. H3gd o A3gb oM
30837300, ofd, MYdom.

ofobamoy gosagMmy B08on o 03, 3930330, 3nbaday VMNSG,
Y33 fim 3MHMdbm. Bognes MaBnvBIE LuodBN. Jomedyngznemdn ng
03m36a LagmBN. Jodomn B nae N3 LuoNd3n, nBab Jagd dpmpan
333mbeoo, nd dgeomdn odompmnym s agdaob Jmzemmgambs
LOFMBNLOZNGY. CWINLNVBLYZY BagyaMBY LucNd3n.

mnya60 @ Foyomo 30380, N3 MOBnobomo. UBNYaBy 39 dogbo,
013n0mb Eandnbo. Songm @odab MM JyaMaga, pdacam nym, Bnob-
6o - 83nam, 99 nsad, 013 3nB8Y Bmzga bogmbamonabo. 89 wodndoby,

e

200gM0 mdmmn ©o3fMfin, mnangday of 8939y 3adobs 3B,
©o3n357m03@0 ©> BYL3nB3mn doangeb Bnaaagdmeen. Snyzafes
0L ©JEosopn. JMon 3Mdomn gofpmn oJmbrmo, Bom @ouIMe

o

and slar to write... After a while he’d tell me to go on. He did the same
during haymaking. He used to throw away his scylhe. sit down and
write for a short time, and then continue mowing.

He used to carry a gun with him. There was a nut tree near the hay
meadow. It was a favorite place for wild pigeons lo sit. If Falher saw
them while we were resting under the tree, he would kill a pigeon and
we'd make pigeon stew for dinner.

1was grazing caltle on lhe Sula-Kurdghela Hills. Alt our famity came there...
1 used to bind sheaves, gather gleanings... Suddenly the sun went dark,
completely dark. The callle got scared and stood motionless. Father
said it was loo bad, because the eclipse of the sun was an il omen - it
could forebode bloodshed, possibly a war... It continued for half an hour...
then we went back to reaping. Falher had a resl, rolled a cigarette. Then
took his gun and killed a wild pigeon... | saw Falher's sickle lying on the
meadow, took it, and tried to cut the crop. | was eager to leam how 10
useit... The fall of darkness was accompanied by a drizzle... | was holding
the sickle against the ears of com which | had grasped with the other
hand. But my foot slipped on the wet grass, | fell over, and cut my finger.
Look, this is the mark lefl on my finger (She is showing me the scar on
her little finger)... Father took the sickle from me and showed me how
to reap with il: "One has to hoid the sickle at a steep angle while cutting
wheat.” He laught me how to cut the crop... and how 1o play the chonguri
as wel. | still have a chonguri and an accordion, so | can entertain myself
whenever | am in the mood for singing verses. Yes, | can sing and play
tunes. There’s nothing | cannot do.

Someone would stealthily graze catile in our hay meadow. Father wamed
the neighbors not lo do that anymore. Everybody said it wasn't them.
Once Father got really angry and decided to find out whom the catile
belonged to. Thus, he went to the meadow late at night to keep walch
over the crop. He hid in the granary under the nut tree. At last one of our
relatives brought her cows 1o graze in our hay meadow.

Father caught the caltle and drove them into the paddock. The dawn
was slill dark. Father hadn't slept all night, so he wenl to sleep and
asked me to stay by the paddock and watch for who would come to
take the cows. | had to call him if someone came to take the cattle...

ew

| was a poor orphan; | lost a mother very early and had no one to sew
buttons on my dress. Often, when feeling miserable, I'd run barefoot to
my uncle’s wife. | loved that woman, because she really cared about
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me. She had one long wooden trough which she used to cover with
a board. In that trough she kept leflover pastnes, khabizginas®, and
khinkali. When | came to her place. she would heat the food up and
feed me. t was so kind ot her to care lor an orphan like me... So. that
woman came and told me that the cattle Father had caught were hers.
“What did Luka say, was he very angry?" she asked. “No. he wasn't,” |
answered, “But he told me not to let anyone take the catlle without him,
| have to call him..." The woman promised to bake me a sweet pie if |
didn't call my father and i let her take her catlle away. We agreed that |
wouldn't wake my father up until she had reached Chichakheva River. In
return she promised to make a sweet pie for me on Ascension Day. She
took the cows away and when they were out of sight, | told Father that
someone had let the cattle out. He jumped up at once and ran toward
the road. Meanwhile, my aunt drove the cows across Chichakheva
Gorge. Father said nothing Lo the woman. Later, when he found out the
truth, he told her: “That's what you are, all of you. Wait a httle, let me
reap the crop and then lake the whole land away, it'll be yours!”

On Ascension, my aunt brought the sweet pie to me in the pasture. Father
didn't find out that | had let lhat woman take her cows in retum for a pie...
“| still feel guilty about that. When | meet my father in another
world, I'll ask his forgiveness first thing. It was the only time that
| lied to Father...”

Father was rather quick-tempered, if something went wrong, he'd
reproach us for being negligent. “Why are you so careless,” he'd say, “If
you carry on behaving like lhat, you'll lose everything...”

He used to walk slowly, he didn't run to and fro like many others. He
walked in a quiel, slow manner. Only when he was in a hurry did he
move fasler.

One day a man came to me. He was talking nonsense, as if Father had
beaten me. Says you! Nobody had ever touched me. | was so stubbom,
that if they did. | would never forgive them, I'd run away... “She’s so
disobedient,” they complained to my father, “She's a little devil!” Yes, |
didn't listen to them. What could they teach me when they didn’t know
as much as | did?! t was a child, but | already knew many things.

Clothes with shoulder pads look good. don’t they Eteri? Here | was
the only person who knew what shoulder pads were, so | used to sew
them into my garments. The clothes looked fine and they suited me
too.

* Khabizgina is another type of traditional Georgian khachapuri. In the region of
Osselia, its main ingredient, along with cheese, is potato (TN).
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I loved pigeons very much and was always looking for a pigeon’s nest. it
was my dream to find pigeon fledglings and bring them home.

One day a pigeon flew down from a tree. | saw that it had a nest up
there. It was a three-forked tree, all three trunks were very tugh and
branchless like this pipe. The pigeon's nest was althe very top. | started
climbing up. The thin branches shook in the wind. | chose the middle
one, hugged it with my arms and thighs, and slowly worked my way
up to the lop. The nest was emply. When | returned home, | told father
aboul it. "How dare you climb that tree, girl! It you had fallen down, you'd
have burst like a tickl” Father said to me...and soon he brought me two
fiedglings: “Here, Gulkani, lake the pigeon chicks, they're yours.” Oh,
my goodness! How happy | was! | raised them and they got so used
to me, theynever left the head of my couch. They were wild pigeons.
At dawn they slarted cooing. | didn't know then that pigeons can be
domestic or wild. Mine were wild, so | could not make them stay with
me. I'd cut their shoulder fealhers, but they still flew around. Oh, yes,
they recognized me. When a stranger came in, they'd hide under the
couch... Then | would call thern. | was very affeclionate and said many
tender things to them. Hearing my voice, they'd come out. If someone
else entered the room, they'd bend their heads and hide again...

Whal animals and birds didn't | havel..

I had a quail chick. Once it got lost and | was very unhappy. | gave lhe
cat a really hard time, because | suspected that it had eaten the chick.
Meantime, the baby quail had gotten into the fireplace and was raking
the ashes. It looked so funny with one wing pouring ashes on ilself,
while its other wing was covered with ashes... | was sweeping the floor
when | found it. | took the chick out of the fireplace, tied a string around
its leg. and fondled it.

| loved it like my own child. The poor chick was all covered with ashes,
only its eyes could be seen...

“The baby quail, baby quail'” | would call it and it started cheeping, as if
it spoke to me in ils own language.

One day it went to the door, then into Father's room. Itflapped its wings
and flew from me taking the string with it. The cat might have eaten the
poor thing... Every lime | remember my quail chick, my heart sinks.

I had a squirrel, 100. It was surprisingly smart. Someone brought it to
me, he was riding a horse and a baby squirrel was sitting on the saddle.
"Take it, Gulkani, you love such things,” he told me. | raised the squirrel.
It knew when 1o eat like a human being. It used to eat three times a
day... The clever thing also responded when | called it "my squirrel.”

It left me when the damned dog ran after it. The dog could not calch it,
but the squirrel got frightened and fled away.

Before that, it had disappeared for a few days. | called for it day and night...
In this room we had a frunk where we kept some holy bread. | probably
didn’t feed my squimel on time and it was hungry. There was some wool
in the trunk and the squirrel was sitting in the wool. It had found both a
bed and some food. It had been missing for four days. | found it when
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| opened the trunk 10 take the wool out and wash t. When | put my hand
into the Irunk, something grabbed my hand. “My squirrell” | exclamed and
it showed fts teeth. | ook it out, gave it food and water, but it didn't stay with
me lor long. The dog frightened it off...

My God! How long would that wild rabbit circle round our house! It
used to come close without fear. A hare would never do that. The rabbit
would come [0 us, it never shied awayprobably fecling comfortable
here. | don’t know. I'd kiss it on the teeth, for it was very dear to me.

But most of all | loved my quail. it's hard to imagine loving a human
being more than I loved that bird...

The rabbit would run around on the threshing floor. It could recognize
my voice, maybe my face (00, | don't know!... | used to call it sweet
names.

A shepherd’s dog had frightened il, but that didn't stop it from coming
lo our yard. It would still come...

When they took me 1o Bodavi, lhey showed me the brown deer grazing
on lhe other side of the valley. | asked the cowherds to bring me a fawn

if they could find one, but the deer disappeared into the forest and they
didn’t see her again.

Some cowgirls brought me a fawn. They saw how lhe deer gave birth
to its baby while they were grazing cattle. The frightened mother ran
away leaving her offspring behind. The women dried and warmed the
fawn up. When they brought it to me. | gave them the woal shorn olf
four sheep in return. The baby deer soon got used to cow's milk and
drank it three times a day. It drank a lot. My God! How beautiful it wast...

| called it Puras. When | called ils name, it would cry: “Aaaal™ It sounded
like a kite. It used to hide in the tall grass by the threshing floor, When |
went to the threshing floor and called my fawn, it would not appear at
once. | had to call three times, only then would it show up. We used to
play together. I'd run and it followed me; it used to cling to me. Once
we gol lired and | sat down. Pura lay by my side. All of a sudden it died.
Someone might have pulled its tail. Deer have their gallbladder close to
lhe tail, so its gallbladder might have burst... What a shock it was to me!
When | remember that, | still feel the pain. | raised it like my own child
and grieved like a mother who had lost her child. Woe is me!

| had a grouse as well... God, how | loved itl...
| was driving the callle to the mountains, when a child herding some
cows came to me and said he had seen a brooding grouse in some
azalea shrubs. The child offered to bring it to me. | was so happy!-L,
begged him to bring the grouse and promised to knit him patterned
socks... The child brought me the grouse. but it didn't want to sit on its
own eggs. Every time | checked, it was standing. | couldn’t bring a hen
to the pasture to brood the eggs, so | threw the eggs away, but kept
the grouse. | tied it to the hut door with a string. | could see that it didn't
eat anything. My hut was covered with bark. Finally it ate grass, the sort
of grass with earslike corn... | wanted to gather lhat grass and on rainy
days feed the grouse at home...

® “Pur” means a doe in Georgian (TN).
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It would fly away from me, too, and took the string with it. The string
was so long that | couldn’l help worrying, fearing that the bird might get
entangled in some twigs...
As | had promised, | knitted some patterned socks for the child who
brought me the grouse.
| had a badger. too. Some child brought it to me. | called it Khalta®. Bul it
was flea-infested, so full of fleas, that | could nol bear it and got rid of it...
| cannot understand it...
How my father-living in poverty, surrounded by small children, and
always worried and tired-could find time to think aboul the fate of a
fawn...
Whal can | lell you! How can | narrale stories like my father! Father was
graced from God!

27.V.-6. VIIl. 1987

e

She is sitting at the fireplace putting on shoes and muttering to
herself. She recognized my voice. “Come in, what brought you
here in this winter!”

A rooster kept crowing and | knew someone would come...
You, chirpy swallow,
Your song s line,
| know your visil's
A good sign...
It someone's in a hurry, | cannot say a word, | don’t know what happens
lome...
Woe is he, poor Chantian man,
What will he do? His gun got wet...
What can | do? | can’t knit any more..

“My children, we should go now, when roosters start 10 crow al day-
break, we should circle a round the church”... Wilh the first crow of the
roosters they would ring the church bell, inviting us to church...

On Good Friday we would paint eggs in red. Ignoring this tradition
would be a great shame.

At dawn we would go to the church and bring red eggs to the priest. The
priest would read the gospel and we would come back home. Some
khinkali was ready upon our arrival. We also had nuls and dried fruit.
The big meal was followed by sweets. Every family had a low table
wilh sweets which was blessed by the priest and then would smell of
incense. The priest came to every family to bless the table of sweels. He
would swing the censer, adding coal lest the fire should go out. Every
family gave a part of their sweels to the priest. Such a tradition was

¢ In Georgian Topikhalta and Khalta mean a badger (TN)
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meant as a tribute to the souls of the dead and no one would leave their
dead wilhout a table of sweels...

Our anceslral shrine is in Tsabaurta. Father used to go there to leam
about lhe old customs and never took us with him...

Pshavians have a tradition of entrusting their children to a shrine. They
sacrifice bullocks for the well-being of their sons and wethers for their
daughters... | ofien think: who knows, perhaps | am unlucky because |
wasn't entrusted to the shrine...

Once | was milking cows and saw two lines of people over there -
another excursion had arrived. The cows unaccustomed to people got
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scared and one heifer stepped on my foot so painfully, that | almost
fainted. | shouted al them desperately: “Go away! I'm not Vazha Psha-
vela, I'm Gulkani, what do you wanl from me!” (sheis laughing). They
wenl away amazed, some of them praising and others reproaching
me... Tell me, my dear, could | receive excursions in such a situation?!

e

Falher used to have guests. They drank and made merry. Father always
had fresh fish, he went fishing himself. We had vodka, too. I'll sayl It was
my father who started the tradition of distilling vodka from wild pears
here...
He sang very rarely. Once | remember him walking around with his
hands in his pockels and singing:

My vineyard, good bye, my dear,

The town of Zastaponi too,

I'm going far away, 'cause Nina,

Is urging me to part wilh you...

She made me leave, and | fear

| will not see you for three years...

ey

Does my delight ever show? Never! No one will guess I'm delighled by
looking at me... Others, seeing someone coming from afar, will welcome
them with open arms, but not me. Falher was also like that, my father...
Even if | saw a dead man coming back from the other world, | wouldn't
meel him with open arms... No one will notice that I'm delighted, no way...
| had a dream: Father, dressed in Cherkezian clothes, was riding his
Nikora downhill... “Where are you going, Father?" | called him. “I'm
going down, my child, the country needs help. I've got some unfinished
business and won't come back until | take care of it™... Later | learned
that Levan's wife had died. Poor Father was probably going to his
daughter-in-law's funeral...

Once they wanted to deceive me, saying that my calf had died. Father
appeared to me in a dream and gave me some advice: “Tell them to
bring the calt back or they'll hang a millstone about their necks.” |
followed Father's advice and got the calf back...

I saw him in a drearn the other day... You know, | had lost my axe in this
cold winter. Can you imagine losing an axe in such alreeze?! So in my
dream Father was coming downhil. There was a cherry tree up there,
he went past il. | was slanding at the door. He stopped. He was holding
a glass of water in his hand. “Gulkani, my girl!” he called me. "Go and
bring that axe here...” “Where is i1, Father?” | asked. "“It's laying in the
wood chips beside the cleaver.” | looked in that place, but coulkdn't find
the axe. “The axe isn't there, Father!l” Then he replied (it's amazing how
he can help me through dreams)), "Yes, it is. Look around and you'll see
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its handle...” When | woke up, | got outside and started looking lor the
axe. Suddenly | saw the axe handie hidden in some shrubs... | don't
know how | can have such dreams, it's strange indeed...

ane

Oilis the best remedy for anthrax. *QOil can cure anthrax,” Falher used to
say. When pus appears, it's already anthrax...

ee

Now I'll grow so fond of you, that I'll miss you when you're not
with me. You've kept your promise and | love honest people...

ree

On the New Year we always had khinkali and fish. Father prelerred
poultry to red meat. He always had a fishnet and a gun hanging over
the saddie of his horse...

| remember one verse. My mind is not clear any mare, and my memory
can sometimes fail me... lI's about the love between a boy and a gurl.
The gint's brother knows that Gedekhauri loves his sister and challenges
hirn at a feasl singing this verse:

The girl’s brother: A donkey eating thistles, is that you?
| know, Gedekhauri is your name...
Yes, I'm Gedekhauri. dear Iriend,
You sister is like me, we are the same...
The girl’s brother: She says: “he’s so ugly,

What a shame!..”

Gedekhaun:

Gulkani made an attempt to get up, but wasn't able to stand up.
“Damn old agel Is a life like this worth living?...”

My uncle Bachana was a very kind man. He often played the chonguri
and sang songs. “Now | wanl to sing a song from my chiidhood.” he
would say suddenly, taking his panduri and beginning to sing...

This story goes back lo Bachana's childhood, to one cold and
snowy winter when his feet got frozen. So. a nine or ten-year-old boy
came home, dined, got warmed up, and said this verse, or sang it
accompanied by the panduri:
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My God. I've come to hate winter,
| wish bad weather went away,
The sun shone bright,

The sky was clear,

I could enjoy a nice, warm day,
I'd wash mysell in clear water
And in that walter | could play...

It's beautiful, childish and simple...
| loved Falhey and my uncle equally. Uncle would show affection to us,
but not Father. "How are you, my sweetie?” Bachana used to ask us...

Little Anano got moody, but Mindia cheered her up. Gulkani
looked at me, smiled, and said: “My dear woman, haven't you
heard the old saying: ‘A child is the best helper for another child.’
Children would rather listen to their peers than to adults...”

While we were talking, there were some chickens surrounding us.
“Why have you come here? I'm not going to feed you yet. | must
train you, so you won't get food till evening,” Gulkani spoke to the
chickens. Then she gave Anano a task to drive the chickens away.
Anano did what "Gulkhan” had asked her... “"God bless you, my
child, may you find a good husband and be happy," Gulkani said
and she lightly touched the chicken herder with her walking stick...

Somelimes | wish to see how | looked in my youth, but | don't have a
single photo remaining. Others must have them at home, but will not
relurn my pholos to me, because everyone I1s too lazy to look for them...
| had one photo, it was so beauliful thal you couldn't 1ake your eyes off
it. Khevsunan women said they would hang it on the wall as an icon, for
I looked like the Holy Virgin in that picture. | looked good indee
Damned Gugula! May he drop dead!...

I used to hke one Khevsunan man. He had a good heart and good
manners. | wasn't 1n love wilh him, but | liked him a lot... Then they led
him astray, he started drinking and | was disappointed in him...

“I've already asked your name, haven’t 1?” She turned to Amirani...
“Amirani is your name, now | have remembered... So, being
Khevsurian you won't be surprised to see someone taking a snuff,
will you? I'm going to take a snuff, and beautify my nose...”

I can't sit idly. People will see and be amazed by the things | knit. Yes,
my works are real treasures(laughing)...
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How humbly some intelligent people can behave... Who am i? I've got
no education, | haven't seen the world. Who am I? They have respect
for my (ather...

! love sausages so much, | ate them without anything, didn't even boi
them. Only two were left and | had kept them wrapped in paper. But a
cat found them and feasted on them. One day it'll snoak in here and 'l
make it pay lor that!...

Spring has come to Chargall, and flowers are averywhere. In old times,
as soon as flowers started to bloom, Father would call me and ask:
“Have snowdrops and violets appeared, Gulkani?”

While wandering alone in the grove,

| saw white snowdrops looking svieet and (arr.
Beside them pretty wiolets n bloom,

With craned necks were scattered here and there. ..

I'm sitling all alone. ..

You're lar away from me, how will | come?
There is a hill of pearis belween us two.

But if you care lor me, just send your love,
And then, be sure, I'll find my way {0 you...
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Write it down, dear. Can't | recall another verse? Here it is:

As | was riding my own way,

Your love seized me and won't let go,
I'm all confused; I've lost my whip,

I toss and lurn, peace | don't know...

Just tell me you're not mine, I'll go,
Elsewhere, if this love's a mislake,
The water sleeps sometimes, | know,
Bul thoughts of you keep me awake.

When I'm alone, | sing these verses; ! greet my guests wilh Father's
sayings.

They’ll tell you how | as a child

In need and poverty was raised,
My orphanhood, my wretched life
On me have left their painful trace.

“Eteri, now | want to hear your verses, too, I'm citing Pshavian verses
all the time. Will you tell me something in Tushetian, which sounds like
a brook’s burbling?...” | chose one of the verses that | knew by heart:

I'm silent like soft snow

That lies for long,

Like snow I'll come and go,

| don’t belong

To this small world, unkind
Time flies away,

And when 'm gone they'll find
Just one more grave.

Gulkani didn't say a word - neither good nor bad, only two long
tears rolled down her cheeks...

The withered beech? Of course | remember! It was up there, on Akhuni
Hill, where | used to graze cattle. How could | forget the withered
beech!... Nothing could scare me...

Once | lost some cows and went to look for them. It got dark. It was then
that | started throwing stones at the tree, because some strange light was
coming from it. | thought there were some wolves, but as it tumed out
later, the tree was lit by fireflies. | had heard that a wolf’s eyes shine in the
dark. So seeing a faint red light shimmering over there, | threw stones in
that direction. A liny thing crawled along, | came to the beech tree and
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saw a beetle. In search of my cows | combed the threshing ficor, then
the place where hogweeds and butterburs grew and stopped. | feared
nothing. | don't know how old | was, probably eight or nine. When | hit
the beech with the last stone, it split open and the hollow shong in the
darkness. On Vazhaoba’ | was looking around and it seemed to me as if
Akhuni Hill was looking down joyfully... Luka was sitting next to me, our
Luka. “Haven't you noliced anything unusual?” | asked him. “What on
earth should | notice, what is unusual!” (mocking him) ha answered...
Without education you are nothing in this world, nothing at al. I'm
following my own path, the path leading to my own grave. | have already
reached it so now I'm standing at its edge and looking inside...

Father never used to remind us of things. Bachana never ceased in-
structing his children.

Once, some people came to our place. | was busy churning milk.
Bachana's Nino was here, too. While | was making butter, the chuming
stick broke and | got really upset. Suddenty a young man came up to
me and asked something. | told him that Bachana's daughter knew it
better than me, but he wouldn’t go to her, he wanted to talk to me...

I am like a builder assisted by someone passing him stones. Something
is prompting me with the words, some force unknown lo me.
A branch growing from a tree will be the same as the tree itself. It may be
used for making a frame. or a handle, or something else. The same wood
can be tumed into different things...with the help of a master craftsman. A
master craftsman can create different things, and creation requires flar...
Like matching colors to each other, one word needs to be matched to
another so that il can touch one’s heart, and sound reasonabie at Lhat.
The other day someone read me some poems prinled in a newspaper.
They went like this: “Leaves were rusting and the wind was roaring...” My
goodness! | threw them into the fire... That's all | can say about them...

Snow... snow... What can it do to me! | have survived so many winters...
'l still go outside, like a giant’s old mother... I'm not afraid of death, |
only have a fear of getting ill... The flower of my youth faded long ago,
it has gone. Her strength has left poor Gulkani. It's so hard for me to
get up in the moming. | sit numb and hungry in my nightdress like a
lonely owl... Lite would be easier somewhere else, bul St. George curse
me! | can't leave this place, though I'm tired of being alone. I'm just
stubbom. | was so close to Father. followed him everywhere. | don"t
know why | can't leave Chargali, what's the matter with me... | can

" A feast celebrated in Chargali to commemorate Vazha Pshavela (TN).
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give up something that is part of my being, or | will be losl. Here, in this
house and yard | hear my father's voice. Sometimes | have a vision of
him. | beg him to stay with me, but he disappears...

16. Il. 1988.

Before the first footer® would visit our home, the kharigoga® had been
already baked. There was anolher round loaf of bread which was given
lo the first footer in the doorway before he or she would enter the house.
The first footer would roll il three times in the direction of the fireplace.
If it fell with its front side up, it predicted a successful year for the whole
famnily. If il fell hke that three times, the family was very happy.
Bachana's son Pavie was our first footer. He had performed that mission
before and always brought us good luck...
Our ancestors were really wise. They would examine the ashes on New
Year's day. If they saw a mark like a hoof print, lhen they expected their
callle to grow nexl year. Looking into the ashes lhey also predicted
whether they would reap a rich harvest... Once, my aunt asked me
to examine the ashes in her fireplace. When | looked carefully, | really
noliced a hoof print... The first footer would come in and say: “I've
siepped my foot in here, God bless you the entire year. I'm following
the angel's foolsteps and bring abundant crops, lhings, and caltle to
this place...”
They called this the New Year's Eve lilany.
Father would tell me: “Gulkani, my girl, this evening everyone scalters
nuts on the floor. Bring me a lot of nuts and 1'¥ scatter them in front of
you. You play even or odd and I't bake a bediskvera'™ pastry for the
winner. Then let’s prepare a bowl of honey and boiled butter and start
making some khinkali. The New Year is coming. Play the accordion |
brought you and let the children dance...”
He would scatter nuls for us...
The accordion...he made sure | had an accordion!...
“If you play the accordion, you will have good luck, feasling, and
mermment in the coming year,” he said.
He would let us outside, and we ran to the threshing-floor, where we
played the accordion and danced. He had to work and that's why he
didn’t want us to stay at home. How would he work in such noise!...
“Do not fight today, or you'll spend the whole year fighting,” he wamed us.
Children from the whole neighborhood would join us, because | had an
accordion...
| spent my entire youth bawling funny verses:

In our master's garden,

Vine's growing on a tree,

On top it's borne some grapes,

They've ripened, | can see.

* First-fooling 1s an old tradition in Georgia. Il is betieved that the first person to
enter the house on New Year's Eve brings either good luck or bad luck (TN).

® A big round bread baked on New Year's Eve (TN)

19 A pasiry baked on New Year. Each family member got the pastry baked
especially for them (TN).
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So, Bagrat's daughters eal them,
Sweet grapes from that tall tree...

Which verse did | ke most of all? This one:

Oh, boy, have mercy, don't be cruel,
Don’t let dogs bite me, help. I'm scared.
Let them have you. you nasty qu,

Why should | help! What do | care!

Another song grrls loved 1o sing on New Year's Eve was lhis:

- You, carefree rider, bold and proud,
On your bold horse you pass me by,
And never look at me. not once,

With bitter tears you make me cry.

- So il is you, the maiden who
Looked down on me the other day.
Just like a strning you will pull through
A needle, | will make you pay.

| don't remember everything, | get confused...

Once Nina, Bzaka's daughter, having come from Kidula's home{Bzaka
was a nickname, the man's real name was Khoshia,) asked me to be
their first fooler, since | had brought their family good luck before.

My father wouldn’l let me go lo anyone’s place...

“My dear uncle Luka, please let this girl come to our place in Lhe morning.
The year she was our firsl footer was so good lor us!™ she begged.
Now I'll tell you what happened.

Father got me ready the next moming. He filed a large wooden bowl
with khinkali he had made. The bowl held about fifteen khinkali...The
khinkali cooked by Father were really delicious| He'd season them with
pepper and greens. Grease would seep out...

He also filled my pockets with sweets and gave me a bottle of wine...
But their dog frightened me so! Why wasn’t he eaten by a hungry waoit!
When | reached the house, | started calling: “Nino!™ And suddenly a
dog rushed out. First | threw a bottle of wine at it. | missed that damned
bottle! Then | threw the bowl of khinkali, but that cursed dog didn't look
at them, so my father’s khinkali spilled out on the frozen ground...

All the dogs that family kept were damned angry...

Nino ran out crying: "Oh, dear! Has it attacked you, sister?”

No, sister. It couldn’t. | had warded it off...

“You've gained much, may God give you more. Happy New Year, may
the comning year be good for you!..”

We were kissing each other and joking...
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Bzaka filled my father's bowt with khinkali and | went home alter per-
forming my mission so well...

It was already afternoon when we arrived in Chargali. The door
was open as always. She was sitting on the bed slouched, with
her feeble legs hanging down. She turned her head towards the
door and looked at us carefully...

They've come, my ltowers have come, my girl Anano has come lo me.
Don't you love chickens anymore? Anano is so restless, she's a playful
girl...

Eteri, if I had fire, I'd boil eggs for children. | had run out of firewood and
an excursion brought some yesterday. They cul it. too. It’s in the yard,
near lhe iron slove.

Anano, Gulkani hasn’t knitted any socks for you, the granny is blinded
by the smoke. All winter thal damned smoke has been dimming my
eyes...

You look thin, Eteri. Have you been ill? | was expecting you earlier. not
so late. I'm knilling plainly and I've dropped stitches here and there. |
don'l have a figure to follow, and if | don't look at a figure, it’s difficult for
me 10 think of new palterns.

| heard the word “design” for the first time when a guest, seeing my
work, asked me where | had got the design. | couldn’t understand that
woman’s question and asked my father whal she was talking about.
“The picture you look at and copy when knitling ts called a design. my
child,” Father sad. “So, a design is the figure | use, i1s that s0?" | asked.
“Exactly. my girl.” Since then I've known that a “design” means a “figure”.
You've come al a good time, because a while ago lnes upon lines of
people were coming and going...

Eteri, the other day | saw Father in a dream. He asked me for some
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vodka, | swear by his name that he did, so | drank some liqueur for
the peace of his soul. *| want 1o drink some vodka,” Father told me.
“Gulkani, why aren’t you giving me any vodka?” He was dressed in the
same clothes he wore when | saw him for the last time. He would never
ask for anything when he was alive and his request surpnised me. | had
no vodka, but there was a fillle liqueuwr left, so as soon as the sun rose,
| had bread and water and drank the liqueur for the repose of his soul..

“Where did you graze the cows this morning?” Father would ask me
“Near the shring,” | often answered. | used 1o milk them myself. Then |
ate what | could find: maybe some cottage cheese, buttermitk, or just
some plain bread. When the sun was high in the sky, | would bring the
callle back home, and in the afternoon drove them to the pasture again.

| asked Guikani: “Where were you when you learned about your
falther's death? Do you remember that day or place?”

| wouldn't wish that on my worst enemy! | was grazing the cattle. The
day before, a boy from Khomi had come to ask me toa marry his brother.
Later | became his sister-in-law. | met Swmon Turmanauh, and he told
me he had heard that some people in Tianeti had read a newspaper. The
newspaper said thal my father had undergone a stomach operation. |
was glad to hear that.

The next day | drove the cattle to lhe shrine. | used 10 graze big cows
there... Then a man whose family name was also Razikashvili (1 was
Nikipore coming from Basil's home) told me dolefully: “What is to be
done now, Guikani! Your father has died, you're lost, you poor thing,
what will you dol...” My gnel was so strong that | lost sight in one eye.

| was sitling under an ashtree at the shrine and looking around. That
was my favorile place, | loved 1o sit there and gaze at the beauty of lhe
forest. | would eat lhere as well. So, looking at lhe lorest, | suddenty
noticed that the forest was not as beauliful as it used to be belore. It
had changed. | was heartbroken and started weeping and wailing. then

| dropped down on the ground and cried. Nikipore was crying too. Then
he stood up and lefl. | continued crying alone until | fainted... While
watching the cows | carried my bag wilh me so that the field guard
wouldn't take it away. It was a shoulderbag made from a quartered calf,
where | had some bread... My goodness! | grew up in such poverty, my
childhood was miserable, very miserable indeed!...

Then people came to me saying that my cows had strayed into the flield.
“There's no good in lamenting over him now, you can't help him,” they
said... Grief affects one's eyes. Yes, il does! If it's not true, why didn't
the forest seem beautiful to me anymore?! Because something died
deep inside me, something went wrong and that's why the forest lost
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its color. | went there every day before | got married, but the forest didn't
seem beautiful to me anymore, it wasn't the same as belore...

“Tears won't help,” they told me, so | gathered the cows... The ash
tree still stands there, now it's venerated as a shrine. We used 10 have
a corral under it, so | drove the caltle into it and went home... People
were lamenting over my father's death, they had spread his clothes
oul. Men and women from the entire village had come to bewail him.
I still remember the words of one woman - Natela Beroshvili from
Katsalkhevi, whose husband's name was Butla:

This is our Luka,
He's worlh the whole world...

Eteri, wrile the meaning of “worth" for those who don't know it. Il means
“valuable.” Some will understand it, those who won't, will read.

Can't you see, Chargalians,
Our iron gate has been unbarred...

She wept and yelled over my father's clothes. | also wanted to say
something aloud to my father. | slarted:

Alas! You tiger, mountain eagle,
How could death defeat you...

Father, you promised to bring me some fabric for a blouse... | stopped,
ashamed of mysetf. | started so well and | shouldn’t have mentioned a
blouse! There's no comparison between a liger lhat cannot be defeated
by dealh and a blouse. So | fell silent... The people wept, yelled, and left...
They took no heed of me, | meant nothing to them. “Go and milk the
cows, girl,” with these words they gave me a pail. Nobody would listen
to me or care for me... In old times it was normal...

That woman, my stepmother, wasn't crying. She couldn’t cry because
she felt ashamed. She was sitting in a miserable state and moaned.
"What shall | do, how can | feed his children,” she whined, “They need
10 eat and drink, how can | suppori theml...”

She would give me a tiny piece of bread and ! had to make do with it for
{he entire day. | couldn't take bread when | wanted to, as it was locked. |
wonder how we still looked well-fed. The children who had both parents
were skinny and we orphans were robust and full-bodied. | think it was
thanks to our good health that we didn't die of hunger and a meager
amount of bread was enough for us.
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They sad Ihal a telegram had arrived for me, but | was not toid about
Father's death until | got home. Then | leamed that the only person
Father had mentioned before death was me. He was worned because
he had not been able t0 ensure my future. That was his concem when
he was dying... Ooohl

They went to town to bury Father.

| couldn’t go, because | didn't have any suitable clothes to wear. Nesther
could | leave the house and the caltle unatiended. | had to stay and look
after them. When they came back, | had a good cry. “Where have you
left Father, where is he?” | demanded.

“We couldn't bring him home, because they didn't gve us his body.
Your father was buned in Didube Church. There’s no point crying now,
it won't heip,” they told me.

| suspected that Gulkani hadn't been to her father's grave, but
1 still asked her If she had seen the place where he was buried.
She looked at me Intently for a while...

| haven't seen my (ather's grave, because 1 can'’t look at it, I'll gie that
very moment. I'll be buried in my own grave withoul having seen my
father's grave. When they offer to take me there and show it to me, | he,
saying that | have already been there. Eteri, you should know the truth:
I haven't seen my father's grave. How can | look at it! How can | look
at the graves of those | loved! Il never look at it, never. Seeing it, ('l
imagine that only bones are left and my heart will break.

e

Little by little I'm getting used to seeing crypts, though. Father had a
straight small nose, and there he looks very different.

e

| ike Father's picture where he is standing with his feet apart, his hat
in his hand, and wearing a dagger at his waist... | ke that picture of
Falher: it looks so much kke him.

I wish Father was buried in a place covered with soft green grass like
velvet. He loved green. Bul they say that his grave is in a rocky place.

| love seeing him in a dream. | should pour libations for him'' more
frequently, because he was going downhill holding a glass of water.

¥' One of the ntuals performed for the repose of the soul of the deceased (TN).
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Father comes to me in a dream because he chose me - he wanils to
speak through me, he wants me to pour the waler and pray for the
repose of his soul...

| can predict the future. | have a gut feeling lelling me what is going 10
happen. It's good to know what to expect. 1 often ask mysell: “Will that
come true?” It surely will, | know it without asking Nino the forluneteller
from Koda...

That woman was a clairvoyant whose prediclions always came lrue.
She was known as Nino from Koda, but | don't know where she was
from. | can't say it.

When someone was sure of something, they'd say that it didn't need
Nino from Koda...
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When | retumed from the pasture in the morming, | found my father
shivering. He was doing something 1o his bed... Oooh, if people had
known as much as they do now, he wouldn’t have died. Now doctors
are more careful. My father died due to lack of care. That moming he
was busy putling boards on his bed, complaining that the bed was
too rough and his side hurt. Thal bed was Uncle Sandro’s present. It
was made of iron and for a frame it had a tangled cellutar tin net, which
looked like a coarse sieve, not the fine netting used now...

Oh dear! That was the last night Father spent at home, the next day he
wenl away and never came back to Chargal. He said he was going to
see a doctor. We had some mattresses and blankels brought by my
mother Keke as a dowry, and Father used to make abed with them
Alas, | don't remember my mother!... Write: That night (| wonder how my
intuition has always warned rme about everything, how my gut feeling
has never been wrong!) | opened the dcor and stood dumblfounded
in the doorway. Father was sitling in Ihe corner. | burst into tears and
couldn’t stop for a long time... If someone who's dear to me s going 1o
die, I'll cry my heart out not knowing what makes me cry. Sometimes |
say something and then cannot undersland how | could say that having
no educalion. [ can uller somelhing unexpecledly, words come to my
mind and at once fly out of my mouth like bullerflies.

“Do lhose who are educaled say such things?” | ask myself. No, they
never do, because they can't!

Now, as I've mentioned a butterlly, it reminds me of my school and one
poem from my primary school book. | swear on my handsome father's
grave, that | haven'l revised it, but | seem lo know it by heart. Let's see
il | can say the poem:

A butterlly got dizzy from the scent

Of violets while it was flying around,

A litlle boy sneaked up and caught il then.
Delighted by the beauty he had found.

He was going to see a doctor to find out what was wrong wilh him,
because he felt feverish and his side hurt.

They said he underwent an operation. so why did he die then?!

So, Eleri, that night | cried because | saw that Falher's beard was
touched with gray. | was sorry Lo see himn getting old and my tears were
caused by self-pity. The next day he went away never {0 come back...

When the news about my father reached Chargali, the harvest fields
were ready for reaping.

We didn’t give anything away. There was a tradition to give the clothes
and silver things of the deceased to the person he had loved. Every
family had to give away at least one set of clothes. But my stepmother
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was from Mtiuleli and she was rather tightfisted. So we didn't give
Father’s clothes to anyone...

She looks very good in this picture, but she wasn't so beautiful in
real life. This necklace wasn't hers, she had borrowed it from Tamar,
Bachana's wife. She didn't have a necklace of her own.

I'm feeling awful tonight, | have a fever, and I'm too weak to drink some
medicine... When | get angry, I'm harsh to everyone including myself.
What can | do. | can't pretend to be blind or deaf. Sometimes | say
terrible things about myself...

I can foresee the fulure. It's not pleasant to know that something bad is
going o happen, but | have foretold good lhings as well,

ey

Everything wrillen and said in one’s own dialecl is good....

e

None of Father's descendants are like him. My father had a difficult
nature; his stern look would strike terror into our hearts.

Do you know this?
How did you fighters act,
When Bakur's fort in Egho
By Lezgins was attacked?
...Two boys were murdered here in Chargall...

ey

Mikha Khelashvili had such a muse! He wrote verses which drove
people mad. He had brains and a blessed muse.

1 can see that you're truthful and that's why I'm happy when you are

by my side. | often miss you, Eteri, I'll miss you when you go away,

so please don't make me wait too long and come back soon...
15.V. 1988.
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When we entered the room Gulkani was lying in bed staring at
the ceiling. She looked at us feebly...

“How are you?”

“It's my wretched heart, a heart disease. | felt so bad the day
before yesterday that | thought | was going to die.

But don’t you worry, Eterl. I'll telt you some stories anyway. Even
if | were dead, I'd still get up from the grave for Eteri's sake,
Amiranl.”

My father and | went 10 the forest. Father wanted to cut and hew some
wood to make a hatchet helve. So he cut the wood whie { coliected acoms:
“Bachana’s wife makes coffee rom acoms, Father, let us make cofice t00.”
Father had cut the wood for the helve; but | was sull busy picking acoms.
Then | asked him to cut a branch of some tree covered with red berries.
°It's called dogwood, girl,” Father said to me, "They say that if you sirike
catlle with its branch, a-woll will eat them. Who knows, maybe it's true.
So what will you do f you accidentally hit the cows with it and a wolt
eats them indeed? Will you put new life into them?" | was so scared that
| no longer wanted the branch.

Once my father and | went o the forest. The rest of our family had gone,
too, and nobody was at home. So a hawk attacked our chickens and
killed them. | had a favofite pullet, which'l called Gugula. Another one
| loved was Naplsia. | was so fond of them that I'd pick them up and
kiss therm. When we retumed home, Father looked around the yard and
said: "A hawk has tom your Gugula to pieces, Gulkaru.” | started crying and
lamenting over my chickens, but Falher promised to buy me some good
fabric for a dress. "Don’t cry, my child, crying won't help them anyway,” he
sad. Hearing his promise | stopped crying at once. “Father, when will
you go to the shop to buy me the clolh for a dress™? | asked.

“On Saturday, my child. 1'll go on Saturday and bring you the fabric with
pictures of your Gugula and Naplsia,” Father consoled me.

He kept his promise and brought me some good malenal tor a dress.
He bought it at Petre’s shop. Petre was my godchild’s lather, he was a
good man and a good shop-keeper.

Now ['ll tell you how Father and | went to eat raspberries. Raspberry
bushes grew in Akhuni Ravine. Father hoped there would be at least
a few berries, if not much, and it would be stifi nice to eat something
sweet. The dried beech was there too. Raspberries grew right below
the beech tree. Falher and | came to that place. Suddenly something
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black with a white chesl crossed our palh. | thought il was a black cat.
bul Father told me that il was a maren. Il had eaten some raspberries,
because martens like raspberries.

1 am in no mood for dressing up, but they can't understand it. They keep
asking me (o put on my best clothes.

Being good nol always means being very lall,
A strong and daring man can be quite small...

I'm not the same man; |'ve changed of course,
Now I'm loo old lo gallop my grey horse...

My only pleasure is snuff, I've had a bilter life, and now | find joy in
smoking bitler snuff.
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Like my falher, | adore meat, both while and red. but where shall | get
meat!...

Bachana's family would atways drink coflee after dinner, bul their coffee
was different. “Whal is real coffee compared to this!™ Bachana would
say, “The best coffee is rnade from acorns.™ They would roast acorns,
grind lhem up, and make coffec

“This weather won't settle down, I'm fed up with hearing how it's
pouring down with rain,” she complained.
It was raining cats and dogs. | think | was about nine or ten years old at
that time. | was grazing callle ke other children. Soon everyone excepl
me covered lhemselves wilh the (hings their parents had brought them.
Only | had nothing to cover myself bul a lhin dress. Father was away.
My dress was soaked through. | was standing lhere and freczing. |
was frozen 1o death. Then the summer sun shone bnghtly agan and
| warmed up and gol hungry. too. | had a tiny piece of stale bread.
Suddenly | thoughtl that if I had not been an orphan. my lite would have
been different and this verse came to my nungd:

Why have you made me human, Lord?

t wish | had been born as rain,

A child of clouds, by Ihem absorbed.

With them in skies | would remain.

3®9380b nbeangtn / Museum interior
Gmpm. e demoambmagmgs / Proto: Leu Blagorvavova
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| had put all my pain caused by orphanhood and hard life with in those
few words. Hearing that verse, Father was deeply louched and he
kissed me for the first time. He felt pity for me.

Father told me that those words were really great, and | had shown even
more lalent than he. “When such verses come to your mind, write them
down on stones and bring them to me. I'll copy them on paper,” he told
me. Laler | learmed thal my rhyme had been published. When | wrote
something on a slone, il would start to rain and wash my writings off, or
having been bilten by wasps in the heat, the cows would run to cooler
places and 1 had to run afler lhem. When | came back, | could not find
the slones anymore. Ooohl... My falher asked me lo write verses on
stones and give them lo him...

| was his favorile. He always brought me things. When Father bought
me a sewing machine, my sister Tammar seemed to resent it, as they
hadn’l given her a sewing machine as a dowry, and Father bought it for
me, though | was too small to use il. He used lo bring me accordions as
well, | had so many of them...

So, Father bought me a sewing machine. He paid sighly roubles for it. it
was Nikala's machine, very strong and durable. It wouldn't break even il
you lried to sew lhrough a melal sheel. il was an old Singer with a round
shullle. Ten roubles were siill left 10 be paid for it and Bachana's family
paid lhern, taking the machine with them,

How can | lorget the day when Father bought it for me! | was grazing
the catlle, when | came across a woman called Kuka. She came from
Beso's family and was a mother-in-law of the woman who looks after
me now. Kuka told me that Father had broughl me a sewing machine
and | ran home as quickly as | could...

The machine was called a Singer. It had a picture of a woman near the
needle bar. She must have been its creator, since she was painted on
the machine.

A little while ago [ stood up to drive the chickens out, and | felt so weak,
loltering aboul...

| can't look after myself any more, my dear Eten, but I'm not afraid. My
father wasn't harmed by dirt and old clothes, so | won't be harmed either.
The woman who looks after me lives quile near. She has to go across
lhe bridge and walk a couple of sabelis'? from here to her home...

There have always been ill-wishers around me, even among friends...
But I've never said bad things about anyone. One shouldn't do anything

1 A sabeli was a unit of measurement in old Georgia (TN)
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thal’s beneath one’s dignity. Nobody would like me if | condemned
others. They'd say that if | ived a good Christian life, | wouldn't condemn
other people...

At the Feast of Epiphany Father used 10 wisil the graves of his parents.
Our stepmother wouldn't let us go with him, so | don’'t know my
grandparents’ graves. They aren't fenced around at that.

My grandparents are said 10 have been very good-looking and of well
repule, exceplional indeed.

| know my falher had told lha Chavchavadze about me: “My daughter Guikani
is really fond of callle,” he said, “And my ‘Eten’ is about her, but | keep it
secret because her stepmother will be jealous.” Yes, this poem was vritten
exclusively about me. | must have been prelty, and Father exaggeraled my
beauty in his work... He predicted, though, that | would have no luck.

| used to hate men and be alraid of them. If | saw a man coming toward me
on a narrow path, | would avoid him even if | had to cimb up a sleep rock.
Have you read “The Owis™, Eteni? My poar falher wrole it about his orpha-
ned children | remember how often we would wander about in the dead
of night in search of the lost cattle, calling to one another. Oh, dearl..

“Won't you stay with me tonight? As if you're keeping vigil in
church on asaint's day. Don't leave me, stay here just for one
night, and let's tell stories, Eteri... Is that kada?" I'll eat that, too...
| have some snuff in my hand and it's going down my throat
while I'm laying down."

“Try to be like Tushetians, boys,” Falher used to say. “Fine fellows like them...”
He liked Lezgians too, admiring their courage.

Don't you know Zezva? He is said

To be Tusheti's pride, my frend...
There is no doubt that my lather loved Khevsurians, because (he bravest
heroes of his works are Khevsurians:

They knock him down, don’t let him rise,

To cut his throat upon the grave.

“No. | won't be a sacrifice

To this dead man.” his words are brave,

“May dogs be with your dead,” he cries,

“Not me, a dog will be his slave.”

13 A Georgian pastry (TN).
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Have you read “The Oath™? Kichiri acts like a real hero, his deeds are
SO daring:

... His gun is drenched, now it is mute,

Now no more bullets it can shoot...

The poem about Kichiri is good indeed... They are going to burn him
alive and build a fire. The ruler of the Cherkezians has brought his two
sons to walch Kichir be burnt to death. So they bring him to the fire...
Are you writing?
(My God! | wasn't scared of anything as a girl. | didn’l know whal fear was!)
| don't remember well, | think it sounded like this:

Still want to sing for us, don't you?

Why nol? Kichiri won't mind singing,

He's calm and ready to get through

The trial, slaves will quickly bring,

A panduri, and he'll play the tunes.

Suddenly he catches the ruler's sons and jumps with lhem into the fire.
Kichiri’s enemies were mocking him asking if he would still sing: *Still
want lo sing lor us, don't you?" This section was wrilten so well, wasn't
it? And Kichiri was a real hero.

“m not sleepy, | take sleeping pills to fall asleep. You make
yourself at home. Eteri, if Lukai’s wife comes to spend the night
here, move closer to me.”

30. V. 1988.

The power went out and it took us a lot of trouble to find an oil
lamp... “Put it near me, please. You sit down and write, let us not
waste time,” Gulkani asked me.

In the morning she seemed to be In better spirits.

| asked Falher to buy me silk cloth, because | had seen other girls
wearing shirtfronts and | wanted to have one, too. About twenty eight
inches of that fabric cost sixty kopecks, and it was very thin. So | asked
my father for the silk cloth, from which my stepmother would sew me
a shirtfront. Father promised to buy it at the shop, and he kept his
promise. He bought me some fine silk. It was crimson and if you puffed
it out, it would stick to your hands. My stepmother sewed a shirtfront
for me.

When | grew up | also learned how o sew a shirtfront. It was a sleeveless
garment having a lining. It had to be stitched by a sewing machine or
embroidered by hand. Embroidered ones were more beautiful. | was
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good at embroidery and used 10 make beautiful flowers.
Brides had to wear gither sik or satin dresses.
Now. having a sik shirtront. | wanted a satin dress. | decided o ask
Father to buy it for me. My goodness. how Father used to submit to iny
willl... When my shirtfrent was ready, | asked for a satin dress. “Father,
won't you buy me a salin dress?” | asked him, ~It will go perfectty wath
the silk shirtfront.”
"Yes, why not,” Father said, “if you take good care of the cows and
ward off cattle from our crops, if you don't Int the fieldwalchman lako
our cows away, !'ll bring you a satin dress.”
In the past if a field guard founa the cattle grazing in cornfietds he would
take them away and the owners could only get their ivestock back alter
paying the fine...
“Oh, my kidney hurts! You will find the cure for it in the garden,
near my chair. I'll show you tomorrow, Eterl, it's called foxtail,
but we only need female plants, not males with white flowers.
Males cannot cure kidney pain. Female foxtails have no flowers,
just bushy leaves. That plant, its tincture Is used as medicine.
You should pour boiled water over the leaves and cover them to
keep them warm, then drink the extract...”
Father brought me a satin dress. | was only exght at that trme, stil a
child...
Then | asked for some ankle boots. Father promised to buy them, too,
and he really did. He brought me boots with golden braids. Their hacks
were braided up lo the ankles. Those braids were called gold threads.
When Father came home | rushed out to meet him. He was nding a
horse wilh a bag on its saddle. | ran 10 my father, but couldn't dure to
ask him what he had brought. Father took the saddlebag off the horse
and entered the house. Then he took out the boots braided up o the
ankles, the boots wilh gold threads...
He wouildn't let anyone into his room, as he loved being alone. Only |
was allowed to enler there. He would read his writing to me, then tum
to me to see il | had underslood it. | remember being by his side while
he was wnting *The Cliff and the River”. When he read it to me, | jumped
to my feet and exclaimed: “Oh, my dear falher!” “Why, my girl?” he was
smiling. “You've written it so well..." | siill love that poem.
Alas! Many hopes are disappointed, good times pass away, and many
who used to be happy are ruined.
If someone made me angry, I'd make them regret it! I'd turn into a
shrew, a real witch!
Having such fine clothes | feit really pleased with myseif... | remember |
got it into my head lhal the next day | would go to the pasture dressed
like a bride. | was so excited that | couldn’t sleep at night. How could |
sleep knowing that | owned such things! Only once in my life did | have
lhose kind of clothes. just once and no more.
So, the next moming | set out earty andemboldened by my new attire,
let lhe cows waik where no one was allowed 10 step - in the vegelable
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garden of the Zhamurashvili family. The twenty-two-year-old Shakere,
who had already gotlen married and was soon going to her husband's
place, rushed out of the house and pounced on me:

“God damn you! Where are you driving these cows! Are you going to fet
them into my pen when your pen stands empty?”

“Get losl,” | answered, "Or I'll throw stones at you and you won't dare
show your face here again...” | thought | was a queen.

“You little devill Why, Father has brought you a satin dress to wear!...
| walked off, my dress swirling around carelessly. In the evening Shakere
came to our place and complained to my father. She said that | had
behaved so badly because of my new clolhes.

“She’s siill a child, while you're a grown-up woman, don'l be angry with
her, don’t curse her,” Father told her.

“Damn youl™ She continued, “Did you drive your cows inlo my garden
because your falher adorned you wilh salin and silk?”

A

| was once wounded. | still have lwo dagger scars on my head. At
Father’s anniversary lhe government! presenied me with one thousand
five hundred roubles. Two people came to my door: a boy and a girl.
The boy told me they were hiding from his family, because they didn’t
want him 10 marry that girl. “We love each other, please have pity on us
and lel us stay here overnighl,” he begged me.

Lord! How ugly that woman was! She had green eyes, thin harr like grass,
and extremely high cheekbones which made her resemble a horse...
That day | had brought some hay and was very tired. | was sitling in
front of the stove wearing a tattered coal. | had the money in a pocket
of that coat...

Later | saw thal they were behaving somewhat strange, throwing dag-
gers. | was busy sculching and wenl to bed late. They got up and
starled whispering. | gave a cough and they went back o bed... Who
knows, maybe my eyes hurt because | was wounded in the head then...
It's them who took my money. But | have a very strong watcher - my
guardian angel - and I'm sure they wouldn’t benefit from my money,
and whal is more, | don't think they are sl alive!

Smoke also damages my eyes. | used to knit socks with seams, now my
eyes are not good enough for that. When it's windy the room is filled with
terrible, choking smoke. Twice | had a narrow escape, | just ran outside...

A fellowvillager came to me asking for money. She said her husband
had sent her lo borrow one hundred roubles from me. | was surprised:
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“Do you think | am an accountant or that | mint money?" | asked her,
bul she still managed lo wheedle the money out of me. If psopie leam
about her swindle, they 'l rub her nosa in the dirt, then she’ll see what it
is like (o be fooled!

It is so embarrassing when people call me “kalbatono.™ " I'm sitting with
an unwashed face, unkempt fingernails, looking miserable, and thay
address me as “kalbatono!...”

“With time it becomes more and more painful to me when some-
body mentions Levan,” she groaned.

He was a real angel, our Levan. | remember his perfectly shaped mouth
and teetlh. There was no one to help him and save his ife. May those
who destroyed him be cursed by God. His small children were left
without a father,

| swear by Levan's narme, Iswear on my falher's grave, thal he could
mow enough hay for thirty haycocks. He would mow and sweep. . To
this day people cannot lalk about him without crying...

Once he took six haycocks tied up by a rope and hooked and draycged
them salely down the icy slope to the grove.

Whoever saw him was amazed at his skill.

Levan and | harnessed an ox 1o a cart, ted two haycocks to the
carl,atlached one more with a hook. and then drove the ox home. We
did thal twice and managed to bring all the haycocks home before they

got dry.

onggdn / Haycocks

* “Kalbatoni™ is a polite form of address for women in Georgia, ke madame (TN).
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Kakutsa Cholokashvili wanted to go over the mountain with his squad.
Levan served as a commissar in Magharoskari Village. The windows of
his office looked out onto a big grove. The grove was full of haystacks
(I'm not going to justify Levan because he was my brother, I'l never
do that! My father had the same character, and perhaps that's why
he loved me), so at night Kakutsa's people let their horses graze in
lhe grove. When the horses devoured the haystacks, the boxes full of
ammunilion became visible. Levan was arrested: “Did you not know
that the ammunition belonging to Kakutsa's followers was hidden in
front of your office?” they asked him...

A Pshavian woman came to see Gulkani.

“Why should | fear? | know that | will die one day, sooner or later.
Only at the moment when [ feel that I'm dying, I'll be frightened.
Even very brave people are scared of death, and | know that
when my time comes I'll be scared...”

They held Levan in Tianeti. | was there loo. They called me and asked
me if | knew Levan Razikashvili, who had been sentenced to death.

I had a dream. | didn't know if my brolher had already been shot or not,
bul in my dream | saw a man who told me: “There's a bag hanging on
the sweelbrier bush up lhere, above your house. It's yours and why
don’l you take il off?" | saw the same dream lwice. Then, in my dream
I went up 10 see what it was. Il was a bag with a heart and a liver. So
the sweelbrier berries were carlridges and the heart and liver were my
brother’s body. That was my faleful dream. And they say dreams mean
nothing. See how my dream came true!

They tell me to drink slewed fruit compote. How can | get compote every
time my throat gets dry!

If I'm not drained of all energy, | won't die. I'm only afraid of suffenng.
My nearest and dearest people are in the other world, who is left here
to delight my heart!...

In childhood? Yes, Levan used to beal me.

How innocent and pure he was! My poor brother! He wrote o his family
that he would visit them soon and they learned aboul his death. Afier
he was shot they didn't tell us what ihey had done with his body, if they
had buried him properly, and where his grave was... They brought him
from Tianeli by horse. My goodness, how his shoulders were shaking!
Woe is me, his sister!
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4aaBBBn ma3.6 MoBagodznaal Sefeonnsd
Excerpt from Levan Razkashvili's pastcard

I saw him in Tianeti on a horse. We followed him with our eyes. Could
we imagine then that we would never see him again? Oh dear, how
many severe trials one has to undergo in one’s lifetime! He looked al us
and said nothing, not a word...

They didn't question him, just took him outside and killed him like a
beast, paying no heed to whose son he was, making no attempt to find
out if he was guilty or nol... Dear me! Poor Father must have moaned
and lumed in his grave, he must have died once more.

Woe be to your sister, Levan, damn me!

wan

Dear, dear! What a dream | had! Whalt | saw in my dream last monthi
A woman who lives nearby came into this room... t was Salome,
Prushka's daughter-in-law. | was holding a heart in my hand, but | cidn't
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know whose heart it was. It was cut into four pieces. The woman was
eating a liver herself and she passed the heart to me. | was going to eat
it, but then | changed my mind. A big liver was hanging on the wal, |
took that, | took a little piece, too.

After that a murder was committed in our neighborhood: they killed a
boy along with his friend. Soon Salome's husband's sister killed herself
and now... one more piece is lefl, one piece of that heart...

[

“l couldn't get up. My entire body aches. | took a pelt, spread it,
and sat on my knees. Tell me, what's the use of a nurse if she
cannot tell what you are suffering from! Why didn’t she say what
causes burning eyes? | think that my feet and shins fee! swollen
and heavy because there’s something wrong with my kidneys or
heart...”

Lislen, that woman must have been a real clarvoyant. I'm speaking
about my namesake, my grandmolher Gulkani. When she was a maiden,
she already knew that she would marry a man from Chargali, because
she had a dream. In her dream she saw five young men walking on a
golden chain. Then four of them got off and only one was left. *I knew
I would gel married in Chargali,” she had told us. My grandmother was
known as a wise woman, she had a really bright mind.

Some people don'l undersiand what dreams are. They come from
somelhing that’s above us, like our master, but we don't see it.

What a wonderful dream my granny had! Indeed, her life was full of joy,
and her house was full of guests dnnking and merrymaking. The big
pot for cooking khinkali was always hanging on the chain. The happy
family was even spared by death, only songs and laughter were heard
in lheir house...

Pupils from some secondary school in Kutaisi arrived in Chargali.
They passed by Vazha's daughter as if she were a museum
exhibit, none of them said goodbye to her. One would think they
were just doing their duty visiting that place. Gulkani waved her
hand dismissively: “They study from childhood to old age, but
still don't know that they should say goodbye when leaving...”
Then three boys from the same school came In: “Hello, how are
you?” they asked Gulkani. “That’s how everyone should behave!”
she said approvingly...
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Father loved spring very much. He had his favorite birch lree and asked
everyone not 1o cut it down. “Why, Luka?" they asked. “Because it's a
herald of spring. seeing it | feel the armval of spring.” he'd tell them. “Soon
after il tums green, new grass and buds appear everywhere.” Aryway,
people honored my father's request and the tree was spared. He used to
waitch the tree carefully warting for it to tum green. The birch grew beyond
Beso Rusulashwvili's house, at the foot of the hill. | don’t know it it 1s stil there,

e

“I've got a cough. Once you're old, all kinds of ilinesses begin to
trouble you,” Gulkani complains.
The flow of excursionists never ceases. Seeing Gulkani, they're
asking me in a whisper how long she has been in a bed, how old
she is... Gulkanl cannot hear them well and is asking me:
“Are they saying | am seriously ill?"
Wait, I've remembered a Pshavian verse:

I'm tired of waiting, come torght,

Come to my place, for you | crave,

if you don't come this time, may you

Inslead of bed lie in a grave...

Poor Uncle Tedo. | don't know exactly what happened; | only know that
he was killed. People used to say different things about him: some said
Lhat he caught the thief of his bee hives red-handed; that the man was
stealing lhe bees oul of spite, because he liked Tedo's daughter and my
uncle had refused to give her in marriage. Tedo's Gugula was said to be
breathtaking in her beauty... So, as they said, my uncle killed the thief's
brother and after that they ran after him and killed him at once...

| remember Tedo's death, as it wasn't too long ago. He didn't have
a son, only daughters. One of them, whose name was Guikani, died
of tuberculosis. She had finished schoo! with a golden medal. At that
lime Tedo was living in Kheltubani. Two daughters — Gugula and Nina —
were left.

That woman used to keep the food in a coffer, under lock and key...
[ don’t remember a day without food, she spent our supplies thnftily and
{hey lasted a long lime. You know, when | was young, no one let children
have as much food as Ihey wanted, because lhey were economizing.
If the mills were frozen and we were left without bread. we'd boil pota-
toes...
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Falher wasn’l very good al building haystacks. He didn't know as
many things about larm work as others did. He was good al ditferent
kind of work, for which he had a great taleni. So many people come
10 see me, how can | remember all of them?! But he could. he had a
special talent. He would never inquire about other people's lives, he
had no time for that. He gave all his time to writing. which he enjoyed
most of all.

Father and | were driving some oxen loaded wilh hay across Chicha-
kheva. Suddenly the wicker by which the oxen had been tied to the hay
sledge was lorn by a stone... The oxen lollowed us while the sledge
remained behind. Father told me 1o go and make a new wicker from a
bough, or we wouldn'l be able to 1ake the hay home. | said | didn’t know
how lo do it, but Falher sent me anyway. “You must learn how lo do it,”
he said, “The time will come when you'll get married, and have a family
ol your own. Whal will you do, if your husband dies one day? You will
have 10 do everything yoursell. So if you don't learn how to do it now,
you'll regret about it later.”

So | went 1o Chichakheva and made a new wicker...

an

Some children from Karaleti enter the room while Gulkani is still
telling her story... We hear their words as they leave: “This woman
speaks such bad Georgian!” Gutkani is hurt by those words...

It is really deplorable that the already grown-up pupils from a
school in the Kartli region do not know that the Georgian language
is enriched by dialects just like a big river is fed by small tributaries,
and Pshavian is one of the sweetest dialects of Georgian...

Our pigs gol into Kaltamze’s comfield and ravaged il..

Falher went to see why his pigs had been locked up, then that woman,
Kaltamze, rushed out with an axe and wanted to hit him. Father realized
that she was out of her mind and left at once.

Later he laughed a lot, telling people to call him a coward as Kaltamze
had turned him oul of her house threatening him with an axe.

o

My father wasn’l good at improvising light verses; his vocation was to
wrile a diflerent kind of poelry, he was nol a rhymer, but a bard of
nature.
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My slepmother Tamar was in Thilisi. It was aulumn, | don't remémber
the month. | hadn't visiled her for two years. Vakhtang wouldn'l say
anything. He could have said thal she missed me... But I'm sure she
didn’t miss anyone, because it wasn't in her nature. They said she was
buried in Didube Church.

When | arrived | found her lying in a coffin, | looked inside and touched
her. I removed the shroud from her chesl and saw a bulge the size of a
walnut on the left side. | don't remember what | said to her. | utlered a
few words, which | can't recall now

While | was in Thilisi allending the funeral of my slepmolher, some writers
came up lo me. One of them, Gogla Leonidze, was very kind to me. There
were others, 100. Gogla invited us to his home. He talked so sweelly, his
words could charm anyone. | became very fond of that man.

| didn’t know llia Chavchavadze. | had heard much of him, that he was
just and kind. Bul | had never mel him in person, where could | have
mel him!

Father would never mention our mother's name in the presence of Lhat
wornan, because she was jeatous. He didn’t even publish his “Eten”, fearing
that she would guess thal il was about me. There were many subjects my
father avoided when she was there, and kept silent. When she was away,
he still remained silent as he would not talk to young children erlher.
“What else does he want.” that woman used to say, "I've raised his
children, what else could 1 do for him?" Father had a really difficult life
afier the death of my mother.

We were very young when our mother died. | could walk and Mariam
was laking her first sleps. Afler Mother's death Father took us to Uncle
Bachana's wite. Our uncle was a teacher at Magharoskari, and it was
there that Father brought our stepmother. Did I tell you last year, Eteri,
how I clung to her apron? Our aunl told us that we had a new mother.
When | heard this, | stole away to see that woman. Bachana’s wife
lolliowed me and when we came (o her, she said: “This is your mother,
my child.” Our stepmother was standing 1here, so | came up 1o her,
lited her apron and hid under it. She pushed me aside at once. Seeing
that, my aunt stopped her: “Don'l do it, Tamar, have pity on her!" But
the stepmother wasn't iouched by her words and she didn’l caress me.
They took us home, but how? They must have taken us in a saddie-bag,
for we were too litlle to heave ourselves up and lay over their backs...

“Didn’t you say you would stay today and go to Thilisi tomorrow, Eteri?
I’ll rest a little and carry on. What pains you're taking, poor youl..”

In a newspaper my father read the poem in which Akaki Tsereteh said he
didn't like Vazha's style. | don't remember the poem. Father just joked
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about it, didn’t seem to resent being criticized.
He said he had thought much, but still couldn’t think of an answer...
He just said this:
“All Georgian accenls seem (o me
Quite good, to use them, all are free.”
Why don't | cniticize them?
Why don't | find faults wath therr scribbles?...

He had a table, no, not a lable, just a sofa. Now all hus writings are: on
the lable over lhere. The sofa was covered by a carpet. There weare no
sloves then, we used 10 hght a fire in a fireplace.

30700 Ladgdom Bogncoe / Vazha's wriling desk
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My father was the first to bring an iron stove home. My stepmother went
outside to greet a guest. Our uncle nicknamed Didoela had come. He
{hought the stove was a coffer made by the “damned™ Russians and sat
onil. His real name was Giorgi Razikashvili. He didn't have a son, only
daughters, who were real beauties.

When he sat on the hol stove, the back part of his sheepskin burnt out.

We had guests. They were eating and drinking. Father sang:

Black beer, red wine will drive you mad,
Don't drink too much of them, believe,
Don't speak too much, it's always bad

To wear your hearl, friend, on your sleeve.

Black beer, red wine... Have you written it down, Eteri? | don't remember
how they replied to Father.

The husband and wife used to argue quite often... Once Father took her
things oul of the house, | remember that very well.

He told her to go away from his house. | remember him throwing
her things on the balcony. Suddenly he came across a casket full of
medlars (You know this frut, don’t you? Its berries are soft and sweet
and have five leaves, so they call it the five-leaf fruil). Seeing the fruit
among Tamar's belongings, Father said to her: “Bring your things in,
woman, you seem to be practical, since you've filled your casket with
ripe medlars, take your bags and come here.” My father was mollified
by such a small thing and they madse up.

Father had a bear skin, which was red on the back and had blackish
sides. | wonder where it is now. Vakhtang took it to Thilisi. Then they
brought it here and | think someone stole it. It wasn't Vakhtang who killed
the bear. | hear it is written somewhere lhat Vazha had a liger skin rug.
What nonsensel Where could my father get a tiger skin! They are telling
cock and bull stories. We only had a rug knitted by that woman and it is
kept in the museum with other things.

They’'ll tell you that Vakhiang said Father had buried his horse Nikora
wrapped in a rug. What rug are they speaking about! How could we
afford a rug for wrapping a dead horse when we didn't have proper
clothes to wearl

When a horse gets too old, it falls down and starts kicking its legs. Our
Nikora also fell down at the front door. | think he lived for twenty four
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hours after that, and then the poor horse, who had been my father's
most faithful friend, died...

When my shoutders get hot | feel very bad. My kidneys cannot stand
the heat. Last night | sweated while | was floundenng near the stove. Is
one's life worth living when one cannot look after onesell?

When the power goes off | just gel stupefied and cannot do anything.
It'll go off and that's it.., If there is power for two mights in a row, then |
won'’t have electricity for a whole month. | need oil most of all, so if you
want to help me, bring oil in the first place, my dears.

e

One shouidn't dnnk and drive, no! Drinking is desiroying the youth,
So many people have died because of that. When one 1S drunk. he
shouldn't drive a car, no way!

| remember that day very clearly. Father prepared really well for his
godchild's funeral, because he was so upset by his death...

He took catlle for slaughter, bread and pastry. and vodka to Khekhera's
family, whose son had died. That boy was my father’s godchild and he
had named him Luka. Khekhera's family called their second son the same
name, but lhey lost him too - he didn’t retum from the First World War...
Eartier Father had been at the wedding at Khekhera's place. Then he
announced that he was inviting the groom’s entourage to drink a bottle
of vodka at his home. A lot of people followed Father to our house and
he took a huge glass bottle that held twenty-six bottles (twenty-six litres)
of liquid. Such boltles were used by vets looking after catlle, and my
father had two. Soon the guests went off their heads. Some people at
the wedding parly thoughl my father had too little vodka, that's why he
had invited only the groom's entourage. So, to find out what he had
1o offer, haif of the guests came to our place. My father took out the
twenty-six-liter boltle and brought it to the table. “But you said you had
one botlle,” the guests exclaimed. “It's one boltle, not nine.” Father
answered. So he poured thern the drink and didn't let them go until they
had emptied the boltle. "We thought Luka had just one bottle and he
brought us a demijohn, Luka has outwitted us!” Indeed, he outwitted
themt...

That woman had a peculiar character. She wouldn’t show her grief
over her husband at any price. It was impossible to tell what she feit,
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impossiblel She was rather standoffish. “Poor Luka,” she would say,
“He wouldn't listen to us, he spent all his life writling and what did he get
for his pains! Did the world appreciate his work? No. He left us hungry
and wilhout clothes and died himself hungry and without clothes.” That
was the only thing she used to say aboul my father.

-

They say no other country has a nature's bard like my father, and his
own country killed his only son, Georgians killed him...

Alas, | can hardly crawl, if | were stronger, | wouldn't let Levan's death
go unpunished, no, | wouldn'L...

We were poor, but once our home was (ull of life...

Our dog's name was Almasa. One night it was tied to the front door of our
house when a pack of wolves attacked it. Father was away. My stepmother
was at home, but she was so faint-hearted, that even in her old age she
was afraid to go outside alone and always asked one of us to accompany
her. So she heard the wolves fighting with Aimasa and threw pieces of
wood al the wolves from the balcony. The dog was saved, but the wolf
bites were so deep it only lived for a couple of days. The woman said there
were nine wolves, they probably were in heat, God damn them...

Wik

We had a cat too, named Chochkhonia. Father would call it: “Choch-
khonia, Chochkhonia, come here, I'm going to feed you...” It was
motley, a motley cat.

“Come, Chachkhonia, I'll give you khinkali,” Father used to tell the cat.
“In return you sleal collage cheese scones Irom earlhenware jars,
where our neighbors keep them,” he would laugh heartily. Meanwhile,
Chochkhonia gobbled down the wrinkled khinkali. How could my father
leave that funny creature without food?!

He was very fond of lhat cat, but never et it onto the bed. Some cats
never get off of their masters’ beds, but my father wouldn't altow that.

1 used to set dogs on Chochkhonia for fun. Once, Father got really angry
at me: “You'll let the dogs rip it apart and leave us without a cat. Then
mice will eat us up,” he warned.

Afler thal | never pitted dogs against that cat.

.

“A wolf is a dog running along. Why should | be scared of wolves?”
Father used to say. | am like my father; | don’t know what fear is. Only
death scares me now, when | hear that someone has died, | am afraid
of my own dealh.
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“One should be alraid of sin, a man should not be unkind to others,”
Father used lo say and he always dreaded evil mself. “A man should
be known for being good.”

“And what does Luka call unkind?" they would laugh. “They don’t even
know that,” my father said, “It's unkind to do harm to those who have
done nothing bad to you.” | remember that very well. | remember how
people used 1o hurt him.,..

e

He did his best to educate Levan. *Were all my offorls in van?" he
asked his son, "Have | been working so hard to see you got stuck in
Magharoskari? Why did you finish the gymnasium then?”

When you leave, I'll die, Eteri. I'm no longer able to do anything. | used
1o get up, knit socks, and lay down again. Now, who will | talk to when
you're gone, my dear?”

{ can't tell you anything about Khelashvili, as | didn‘t use to know him.
They say that the poor man had done nothing wrong.
Aliltle while ago | remembered Mikha’s poemn, | was singing it... But then
something else caught my attention and | forgol it. Now ['ve recalled it
again:

Mikha's climbing up and down

The slopes of cold Gombori Mount...

In one of his poems he praises a woman; | don’t remember that poem,
just a little piece of it:

Oh river, how | wish you could

Talk fike a human, then you'd tefl

What's new in Pshavi, bad or good.

It people there are doing well.

I've heard he met a woman in the mountains while herding a flock of
sheep and wrote this:

A Talar woman crossed my way:

She charmed me, stole my heart away.

Haaa... Khelashvili had a great muse.

Eteri. tell the Tushians that Gulkani is sending her love to her god-
daughter. | christened the Lekaidze family's little gil and named her
Tamar. Her father Vano Lekaidze worked as a police officer. Sixty years
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have passed. | have ten godchildren and only know four of them. Some
went away to Shiraki and othersare scaltered all over the place.

The Lekaidze family had found one more godmother for their daughter.
We christened her Tamar. The chrislening was followed by a big feast
wilh songs and dances.

Khinkali roasted on the fire,
And vodka - all one can desire...

Wrile this verse as well, it won't be too much!

e

As a family of a deceased person we carried out a tradition — we laid
Father's clothes on his bed. They first laid the shirt, then the torn Cher-
kezian chokha over it and a papakha' on the choka. They also laid a
while camet wool bashlyk's, My poor father loved it, it suiled him weil.
Sometimes he'd lel both its bands hang down in front, and his face
looked brighter. There were his sword and whip, as well as his belt and
dagger. Everything was laid down on Falher's bed, which was covered
wilh a rug. | remember the dagger and ihe belt very clearly. The belt had
ihree pendants on each side. We placed all those things on Father's
bed and kept them lhere for forty days. During this period we it funeral
candles and poured water for him every day. The mouming continued
for forty days. Soon | got married and when | visiled my father's house,
| couldn't see my [ather's bed and one of the beds we slept in as
children. My stepmother said lhose things took up too much room. My
heart sank when | found a leg of Father's bed and a child's little bed
thrown away...

Alas, how good and reliable my falher and his brothers werel With them
| felt sale, to me they were like a strong fence for a house, but now all
are gone, dead...

I helped her to sit up in bed. She straightened up and reached
for the snuff-box:

“Eteri, when It's raining | always worry about not having firewood.
I'm afrald of freezing to death, of dying from cold.

Let's make some khinkali with cottage cheese. They are good,
1 love them... But I'm no longer able to do anything, what can |
make? Nothing!

1 hear the sound of thunder very close. The sky and clouds have
changed, it was thundering further away, over there, but now the
sound is getting closer and it's so frightening. Damned thunder,
can't you find any other place? Do you need to roar here to scare
me?! They say it is attracted by light.”

8 A tall Caucasian hat usually of sheepskin (TN).
% A hood with long ends (TN).
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"

I was happy when | got married. | was in love with that man, His family
name was Turmanaul and his first name, as | remember, was Khwtiso,
but I'm not sure, as | knew him by his nickname — Ugemuri." | loved him
and thought he was good. He was quite good-looking. Once, when we
were going somewhere together, scmeone asked if we were brother
and sister, saying that we looked like each other...

Every time | traveled with my husband, we would come across someone

who took a fancy to me and inquired about me, asking who | was.

where | was from, etc. | don't know why that happened. for | wasn't any

more beautiful than olher women...

The rain became stronger. Someone stomped his feet down at
the front door. Then a thin man appeared on the doorstep. His
cheeks were rosy and his face had a warm, friendly expression.
“Hello, may | come in?" he asked. “You are welcome!" said Gul-
kani. The man came in and approached Gulkani.

“Good afternoon, Aunt Guikanit®

"Good aftemoon, are you Lazare?"

“How are you?”

“I'm feeling ill as an old woman should. Is Salome at home?”

“Yes, she is.”

“And where are you going?”

"l was going to drive lhe cows from the pasture, but the rain started.”
“They'll come home themselves, they won't stay out in the rain.”

“Even if they don't come back, | can’t go there now {(helaughs).”

“Sit down, where can you go in such rain? Tell me how things are; have
you celebrated thesaints' days? Didn't you go to the festival togay?”

“l saw some people going to Apkhusho."'?

“In the past there were big celebrations, Lazare, | remember how we
rejoiced during saints' days when we were children! We used to look at
Akhuni Hill and cry “The plainsmen are coming!” upon seeing Kaknelians.
Now nobody comes here... Do you give straw to the cows?"

“We do, but rarely.”

“I think I'm going to die soon. Lazare, there is nothing to be done! They
say | should see a doctor. but | don’t want to.”

“Wait a little, and if you don't feel belter, then go to a doclor.”

“Some nurses examined me, but | wish they brought a doctor. They
promised to, so let’s see...”

“What are you looking at, Eter, why are you sad?”

“It's raining.”

“Let it rain, we'll stay together, staying here you do good for me,
you make me feel good, dear {| am caressing her) - How sweet
is your caress, Eteri. If | suddenly faint, there's no one to give me

¥ In Georgian the word “ugemuri “means insipid, duil (TN).
1 A vilage in Pshavi (TN).
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a glass of water. It's so hard to be alone. | wish | had someone
who would stay with me day and night. Marusia, the woman who
takes care of me, has her own family to look after, she can't sit
by my side all the time... But can someone with a heart disease
live alone? it's impossible to believe it.”

“'m feeling awful this spring, I'm too feeble and weak in the
knees. There's nothing | lack, I've got all the things | need,
but | have no strength, no more strength left. Lazare, Eterl has
brought me some leaf tobacco, the real stuff, for | can't do
without tobacco, snuff Is what keeps me alive.”

“Did you happen to go uphill, Lazare? Maybe you've seen my cows.”
“I've seen one of them in Sula-Kurdghela.”

*Do you know Ghvtismshobela? Poor soull Sula-Kurdghela is like Tbilisi
for such people. il’s their capital city. They won't leave Lhe cattle outside,
they will drive them home.”

What are you writing so intently without asking me anything,
Eteri? You needn't ask, I'll tell you anyway:

My girl, so pretly and so nice

Is starved, with you she's not well fed.
You didn’t feed her with white rice,
Like you we give her barley bread.

Now another one comes to my mind. Even if | were dying, Lazare, |
would never stop reciting rhymes. Such poems come to my mind! |
wonder who made them up. I've never lorgotten anything so far. Now
| may forget unimportant things at times, for example, where | put
somelhing, but not stones, | remember all the stories...

No one else can hurt or please with their words like lhe Pshavians:

All demons gathered, all are here,

| cannot see Adua, though...

They caught him in the town, | hear,
When freed, he'll come, where will he go?

When I'm alone, my voice starts 1o sound weaker, and my eyes get blurry.
When someone comes to see me, 1 sound stronger and cheer up at once.

To deaf Giorgl's wedding feast
Comes the police officer | hate.
Now, even wasted, I'll be pleased
To beat him up, | will not wait.
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More vodka wouldn’t do me harm,
It' hearten me, at any rate.

Some people have a habit to sit morosely. | ke having fun, when I'm joking,
my voice sounds better and | feel better, I'm always glad o have guests.
That woman is my brother Levan's daughter-n-law. She ts Russian and not
farmiiar with our customs. So she s never amused when she's with me,
she'il get bored, then jump o her feet, and go away. She s sarl herself and
makas me sad too. | was an orphan as a chid and now I'm unattended at an
old age. When the secretary of our district committee wsits me, 1l tell hen;

My story must be known to you,

All know how sad my iife nas been,

An orphan's fate, pains I've gone through
Have lett the mark that's clearly seen.

I'l tefl him that one must beware of how he treats an iliterate person, lor
people without educalion are more daring and have the courage lo con-
front anyone. Heaven forbid they make me really angry!... Someone wha's
educated will try to contain themselves, thinking it's benealh their cignity.

Once Father passed by some wrilers who had gathered logether. He
was dressed in shabby clothes, as he didn't have anything else to wear.
The writers paid no heed to what my father said. just \gnored him. They
surely recognized him, but did not invite him to their table because aof his
rags and wom out bast shoes. Why would smartly dressed people want
1o sit with a ragged man! Offended by such Ireatment, Father changed
clothes. He didn’t have anything better himself, so | think he borrowed
his brother Sandro's clothes. Then he passed near the same place
again and this time the writers called him: “Vazha, why don't you jon
us!® and handed him a glass of wine. My father took the wine and began
pounng it over his bandoliers. “What are you doing, Vazha?!” asked his
astonished companions. “You've showed respect to good clothes, not
me, for you didn't notice me when | passed in rags a little while ago.”
my father answered. They were really embarrassed by those words...
But soon they made up and came to an understanding.

e

My Uncle Bachana ioved the woman he married very much. Once they
had a quarrel and my uncle wrote this rhyme:

How you feel about me, say,
Woman, this | wish to hear.
To the mountains ran away
A herd ol wild, carefree deer.
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The woman is suggesting meeting in the mountains in a pasture.
Mountains make one feel free; living in the country is so good. People
should come to the counlry. Lel them raise pigs, one pig will feed a
family for the entire winter. It's good to live in a village, so why has
everyone gone to atown that's full of noise and bustle? | don't know...

e

When | arrived in Chargali, | found Gulkani even weaker, bedridden...

“I can ses it's difficult for you to talk now, so I'll come later, when you
feel better,” | said. She didn't let me go.

“What else can 1 do for you, Eteri? Shall | take all my memories 1o the
grave? Ask me and 'l tell you everything, however hard it is for me.
You've got no luck in weather. Since you left il's been raining all the time.
How did you come up here in such a downpour, poor you..."

A while ago a good verse came lo my mind, we haven't written it down.
1"l try to recali it again. Listen:

The sight of you is like a cure
To me, not seeing your lovely face
Would mean a dealh for me, be sure...

| know you're more interested in stories than poems, but write this one
down, too:

Maria and Nunua will not pour
A drink for me, lhey give me no more.

Ha-hal! They got tired of pouring him vodka.

Oh, women, you can make me really glad,
| ask for vodka, won’'t you pour me some?
What can we give you, you've already had
‘Your portion, now another man will come.

What happened? Is that a chicken? Open the door, it'll go oul and
come back.

My darling, how | wish lo know

If you love me, how much you care.
The swallow passed your words 1o me,
The message you asked her to share.

| think we've wrilten this:

I'm lost in roses, filled wilh love,
From here 10 you the whole way
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I'd run, my sweet, with all my might,
It) were free to go away.

And what about this?

Don’t say “'m good” about yourself,
One should be worthy in the eyes
Of others, but a man who's bad

By his own mother i1s despised.

Falher’s writings? Who would dare touch theml If any of us came close
{o his desk, he'd find out at once.

No, il was impossible, for if he saw that someone had touched his pa-
pers, he'd make such a row, shouting at us: *What have you lost? What
are looking for on my desk?”

1 would never leave the catile outdoors. I'd have no rest until | found
them. Falher was angry at me, once he even chased after me to beat
me. “Stop looking for them and come home! Aren’t you afraid to wander
about at this hour like a stray goose? Aren’t you afraid of wolves? What
if a woll devours you?...” | just feit pity for the cows and used to look
for them at night.

Once, Father got very angry at the whole family except me. He would
not even let them enter the house. | don’t remember what happened,
though. Anyway, they had to spend night in the hayloft having straw for
a bed. My father and | were alone at home. Father told me to bring him
the biggest chicken called Mamakalta. He slit its throat and cooked up
some chikhirtma.*® Then he asked me to see where they were. | ran up
the hayloft and saw them lying on the straw: my stepmother, Vakhtang,
and Mariam. “Don't show your face here, you litlle devil! What are you
peeping al?” my stepmolher shouled at me. | came back and told
Father where they were. He turned aside, averting his face from me, but
in the light of the fire | could see he was trying to suppress a laugh. Then
he tumed towards me and, pretending to be angry. announced: “That'll
teach them. That's what they deserve - to sleep there.” My goodness!
| went to bed, but Father sat at his desk and continued writing. When |
woke up, he was still writing, { don’t know what it was.

Next day they came home. Some of them swepl the yard, others
brought water, and Father said nolhing. As for me, | took the cows to
the pasture. They put a little piece of bread into my bag and | set out.

** Chicken stew with beaten eggs. flour, onions, and vinegar (TN).
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My sister Mariam never knew happinass. Never! Now people speak
about Tamar, my elder sister, with respect. Poor Mariam was 100 little to
remember Mother or Father. She was brought up by our sister Tamar.
When she grew up, some orphan boy abducted her and they got
married. No, she didn't live long enough 1o know happinessl They spent
two years logether and were very much in love with each other. The
boy’s name was Giorgi Bekoshvili, he was also a Pshavian, from Ertso.
Mariam didn’t have any children; she died when she was pregnant. She
was carrying straw for the collective farm in a cart pulled by oxen. She
was holding a tail strap to make sure that the straw lay well on the carl
and didn't fall off, or maybe she was going in front of the oxen and they
gol scared and crushed her against the fence. Poor child!

I didn't go to Mariam's (uneral eilther. | don’t know where Tamar's
or Mariam's graves are. By God! | can't sland funerals. Something
happens to me. A doctor told me lo stop my ears and leave a place
where people are quarreling.

Vakhtang's grave is here and | avoid looking at it. | imagine him alive
and it kills me. Seeing a grave | always imagine how bones are decaying
inside it and my heart breaks.

| used to drive the cattle to the pasture through the cemetery. Once |
saw a graveslone with the name Keke and suddenly my legs gave way
and | fell down on Lhat stone sobbing bilterly for my mother. | had cried
near that slone many limes belfore, but | was alraid to come too close,
1 just shared my misery with Mom from a distance. | have often cried in
Ihat place. My child’s grave is there too, Imeda was his name, but | also
called him Giorgi.

| called him Giorgi because | saw St. Giorgi in my dream when | was still
pregnant. You surely know St. Giorgi's picture in which he is piercing the
dragon’s jaw with his lance. So | dreamed about him. In my dream my
husband Ugemurn and | were going to Khomi and my husband told me
1 was holding ihe bridie the wrong way. | tumed the horse around and |
saw St. Giorgi flying on his horse towards us. He descended in front of
us and asked us why we had stopped. Then he told Ugemuri to make his
way and ordered me to follow him. We proceeded, al the end of the tum
he caught up with me, look off a golden ring from his thumb, and put it on
my finger. So, when a boy was bom to me, | named him after St. Giorgi.

1 worried a lot in dreams, thinking that after giving me a ring St. Giorgi
would follow me everywhere and make me serve him.

When one has no luck, she will have lhe same foolish thoughts both in
a dream and in real life...

Later a fortune-teller told me that if that child had survived, the whole
village would have been safe and happy.

They say that Priest Pavie had been born with a caul and his wife Gulkani
kept that caul sewn in a bag for him till the end of his life.
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Such things are hereditary. | wish my sister Tamar had given birth to
such a child instead of me. She would have raised him and everything
would have been fine. | didn’t know what to do, what would | know living
with that Muuli® woman...

| lost my child. | went (o bring some firewood and left him at home.

There had been a falling out with my husband and | had returned to my
father's house. We had a threshing floor and lhat woman was there,

winnowing the wheat lrom the chalf. We had no firewood. Thay never
had firowood. | put lhe baby lo sleep. lhen took a rope and went to the

grove to get some lirawoad. It 100k me guite a while to collect irewood

and when | got back, my baby was crying. but very fantly. He had lost

his voice. | didn’t know that children born with a caul are more likely to

be attacked by evil spirits than others. | could see that (he baby was

cold, lor he had bared his chest. so | heated some water and bathed him

to warm him up. He didn’t want (o eat, he refused the breast. | went to

bed and laid him beside me. Soon the baby began to move. | breastfed

him and he fed quile well. In the moming | told him: “That's enough for

you, liltle chicken.” He squeezed my breast with his gums so tightly,

that it hurt, he was already dying, but | didn't know that. | made a fire

and put him on my knees. My stepmother went back to the threshing

floor. My little boy began hiccupping and could not stop. Suddenly, a

woman coming from the Dojurishwili family entered the room. Her name

was Tamar and her babies had died soon after birth. “Dear me,” she

exclaimed. "Dear me, that baby's no good for you anymore...”

| looked at my baby boy. He was lying motionlessly, his tiny hands balled

up and arms folded. | screamed at him, but he was already dead. So |

lost my son, bom to be fortunate and wealthy.

| have one wish: when | die, | want my boy to be painted by my side. No

one brought me a panter o make such a portrait for me: my son and

me together, side by side.

| was unable to have anolher baby. | suffered a miscarriage and
prematurely gave birth to a dead boy. | was very unhappy. Then | began
to be jealous of my husband. | was angry at him because he had found
someone else. | couldn't forgive him and decided to ieave him. So | did
— I left Ugemuri forever...

I've grown old, but never in my life have ! flaltered anyone. | wouldn't
Natter people even if | depended on lhem. | always say everything to
one's lace. A while ago | fell of my bed twice and could hardly get
up withoul any help. Next day a whole crowd gathered here and |
lold themn: “What would you have done if | had died? Wouldn't you be
ashamed to show your face to people?”

“You are right,” everyone said.

Don't they know that | need a doctor and medicine?

I haven't shown this wound to a surgeon. It's too bad; probably it's the
cause of my ailment. Even my speech became slurred and ! started to
wonder if my brain was damaged. They should have been shot on the
spol, those scoundrels. the Russians who robbed me...

 Mtiuteti is a histoncal province in easlem Georgia, on the southem slopes of the
Greater Caucasus Mountains (TN).
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My father, his Mtiuli wife, and | went to a wedding. It was my godparent's
wedding. As | leamed afterwards, Svimon, my future brother-in-law saw
me there and decided I'd be a good wife for his brother Ugemuri. Next
year we got married.

“Who is that giff?" he had inquired about me. "It's Vazha's daughter
Gulkani,” they told him. Then he came up to me and we gol acquainted.
They had cousins here in Chargali and he 1old them that he wanted me
to become his brother’s wife, but didn't wish to go to my father to ask
my hand In marrlage. He preferred to kidnap me. At that time Father had
{aken ill and become bedridden.

| was grazing cows near the cemetery. My uncle Giorgi had a daughter
Nino who lived in Jieti. Suddenly Ugemuri's cousin Tekle appeared.
Svimon had asked her to pass me a letter, but she was 100 shy to do that
and was pretending to pick flowers. Al last she came up and gave me the
letter saying that it had been sent by my cousin Nino from Jijeti. | took the
letter and unfolded it. “There are many who want to marry you, but please
choose my brother, do not lum him down. Please let me care for you
as your brother-in-law.” | wasn’t really eager to gel married, but | quickly
guessed whose letler it was. He was asking me to let him care for me.
Tekle ran away and | remained alone with Lhe letter in my hand.

The next letter was delivered by the cousin Elizbar, who used to come
to Chargali on Fridays. We had a stockyard. so | was lhere milking cows
under an ash-tree. He brought the letter lo me there; the boy was all
shivering... “Svimon went away and before leaving he gave us one task -
to bring you to our home. He 1old us he would never come back, if we
didn’t do that,” he told me. After my father's death all their pains ended
in the marriage between Ugemuri and me. They came and took me with
them.

| leammed later that other boys had been lrying to kidnap me in the
meantime. Ugemuri's family had found out about it and Ugemuri guarded
me here in Chargali for a week before | became his wife. Later, those boys
who wanted to kidnap me came to my new husband's place looking at
us angrily. They kept slaring at me, the bride. | asked Tekle, who was
silting close to me, who they were and she told me about them.
Why?Was | the only woman in that area? They decided my fate for me
and made me miserable for the rest of my life.

We were just kids, | was fifteen and my husband was sixteen. | was so
slubbom, that for a year after we got married | didn’t sleep with him. He
never said anything that would offend or hurt me. Another couple had a
wedding on the same day. The groom's name was Aleksi Khevsurishvili.
He was of a mature age and his bride was called Mzekala. In a year they
had a boy, while we hadn’t slept together.

Ugemuri's father once asked his son what we were waiting for, as the
couple who got married on our wedding day already had a baby...

We didn't have a big wedding. They were rather poor, so it was a small
gathering where people had lood and drank to us.

... fell in love with him. When | became a part of that family, | was pure



87430/, 30Y3961B0, b 3MEm-33nab J3EJ YIM! 6d EIOHLY
(5303 by Jomomnn 230MNL. JBoMn bgBbm, — NBBNLG. nby o1g0-
@AP-CIFIENHPO ©IPIIEN gm domnubo, Boafad 8 Mo @I3393)?

oF 3ma, 8580L bobandn BmBny3060 oMb 0dobo - 13gdaMds. 8
oo, fm Mmammg 8mny306, nby Badnyaebym. 8m3nygobo...
afhon Baan gn 30Yog. odabame Mod anmbdomo. mf dmby 8odpo
38389MB0. Madny Boyasfio, nbagdag Bmdue. JIfMEEImn ©EoBMA
0o, 080010b0 @O Nbn Bmgy3s60 GornMmbom3n: Jhom gnmgobl
YOO, 3oEoJy306900m. gming JaMmab Lebanday dmdngnmo bebo-
bogomy.

g bogdzan 308300030. IFNYaMY J dfmbgdn. aomaasd ubabdy
© boggonbog 30030. 0 Boondn 3admBEs. Bufie-0daMasmdn fo-
BmafMasoaeno LagmBLy, 333My gdomong 30dBaNbEdME. 3amdg-
fog 33dmbeeo, 13983M0be aym. 0gosb 89 306 uBncbmam.
oMognbo. 9gdaMadnbs A8 ymmnm Bobanbo, LnBaBLY, fm Aizgh
8mgnaeado yafby, ayo3 Babmom. ghan 8 3angfmd: goyfinan gn
3060 JBoMbo, BoaMmad JoMmnb Labmdns 3o o 833aEVE 3NEbM3MYD.
M03nb 850567070bm o o7 Bobmamadn s3nnywob. Agdct ghmwe
bogombya 0 3370Mnb 3dnwodznmn o 3bmammdb...

MO0 @IS @ MFongaamn dngo dmgnEo, 30cmd @bgbn Jbms
3nyotemm, a8 30b 3baBom. 6300M goynmom, - 33300000, - MI830d
0b960m. Byoemn odoang3nbao, Byamn o anmgsom?

IO EPEIMIBY AuBmaanmommo Byoma. gonMdnby, dohom, -
J0003M, — Byamn 3xedongubym. 0 dndn JofMgddy @aswa. 8g0azn0bs
3oMmaBs. Bab: gm 396 agmnb;ge Bmaam, 3babob yaw3o 8m-
3n3abgBom... 393503MEN. 50M oMmN By os Bagdab AmBMAsmo.
= onm, = govbof, — 93 Jommob JBofn pbpom. MHmamy gngn Byoeno
3o00bbo, 93MY 303, ooy, Bognwmo. Jobof Jofn @o Ba6)-
... 8030L EILBIMm, gogfm? By, Im, IBIMY. 3oHo6-
390 gbm3aMmgdo, gogFim... 33, 33360 JENEO JOMOIYIMI.

e

©33320606 @8y dndadnon. Boadgomadgo. 338> BN @andobo,
Hmamm 303306 853nbo, B> oy Budnano! yofomado a3o-
8mbg6 99 o ohonbe.

= m3obaabmm!

08 @82 nEbobL gnbbaenm 87 @ BaMcmon, 33nuEmdadg. nboon
693350 @2 3dodnw, Bim ggomnbaeb of gongomgde.

= 3gm! - 8 ceapdaby.

= tmgobnobmml

-390l

~ dmbdlL 35000, dmbdby, dfmbgdn bm oo AXBM3NEY Mom Jffio-
bognmobom g domodnm? bmeo, oM, ofoml — 39 ogdoby. 89869

like water. Even now. when I'm no longer with the Turmanauli family,
they all have great respect for me. Gogia Turmanaul would embrace
and kiss me on the cheek every time we met. He wouldn’t let anyone
say anything bad about me. He always defended me.

I'm also very fond of another Gogia Turmanauh, Svimon's son. He was
a sick, poor soul. | wonder if he has recovered. They tell me he is better
now, | don't know. He once wrote me a letter.

| was Ugemuri's wife for five years. | loved him, but | still couldn’l forgive
him...

| loved him! So what! One should have asked his wile and children what

kind of man he was! They say his wife often covered her bleeding nose

with paper, because her husband used to beat her. By the way, she

was very good-looking, but did | deserve to be treated ke that?

| retumed here, to my father’s house. Ugemuri brought me himsell after

1 told him to bnng me back, to the place he had once taken me from...

| spent a yearhere and my heart was somewhat heavy. Ugemuri gave
me two cows and everything else | had loved while living with him. He
even brought my favorite rabbit, which | had left there. He took the rabbit
to the Padiurashwili family and asked them to give it lo me. He also came
to see me at my second husband's home.

Once we ran out of food. So | mounted a horse and quielly led the
cows to Turmanauli land. We had mown grasslands there, which we
used as a pasture for the cattle in February and March; soon the grove
would tum green. There was a catlle-shed, it belonged to Ugemun.
Nobody would mind my staying there. Sumon, my former brother-in-
law, had said | could live there and they would take care of me. Although

| was separated from my husband, | liked the idea of slaying in his
house, which was emply then. 1 thoughl | would be sale there, living in
peace and quiet, but suitors found me there and disturbed my peace.
Ugemuri's cousin Martha was staying with me...

One day a boy from Tvaliv Village came to our place. He told us he
wanted to buy a horse from Prushki. “| wonder il he still has thal horse,
or if he has already sold it. May | have some water? Could you bring me
some water please?” he asked us.

The water ran in a tube of dried hollow hogweed stems. | asked Martha
to bring water for the boy. who was sitling down at the door. Martha
took some time getting waler and while she was away. our visitor told
me he had come to see me and buying a horse was only an excuse... |
got very angry. | hadn't gotten over the loss of my love yet.

| pointed at Martha and told him: “This woman needs a husband.” He
was dumbfounded. Then he lefl without saying a word. He went away
because | had turned him down, to hell with him... Will you write that
down, Eteri? Write it, please, about my troubled life, about the
horrors I've gone through.
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At night a group of young men approached our home. It was a pitch-
black night. When | heard a man calling, | was so frightened that my hair
stood on end! Martha and | thought we were being attacked by robbers.
“Hey, who's here? Hey, the hosl!”

That night Martha and | had stayed up till late. The ravines and paths
leading to our place were almost impossible o pass in the dark. So who
could that be?

“Hey, where's the hostli"they called again.

“Hey!"l called back.

“Host!”

“Hey!"

“I'm looking for some cows, have you seen them? They must have
come down from Arakhija. Have you seen lhem in this grove?”

| told them | hadn’t seen the cows, but suddenly | remembered that my
godchild’s father was (rom Arakhija and regretted nol having opened
lhe door.

After a while they lold us they needed fire to smoke some cigarettes.
The door had a bolt, so they couldn’t open it.

“What fire do you wanl at this hour! Do you know what time it is?”
“Fire, give us a light!” they insisted.

“Woman, bring my gun here! My brother left it for me to shoot everyone
who'd come at the wrong time!” | shouted, then took a grater and made
a noise that sounded like a gun being cocked. Hearing my words and
the grater's noise they drew back. | heard the footsteps of several men.
After a litlle while we heard some slones pounding upon the housetop.
They had galhered stones and rubble on the roof of the cattle-shed and
threw them down [rightening the cattie and us too. After that they left.
God damn theml

In a few days Prushki visited us. He asked if we were okay and if anyone
had bothered us. We lold him what had happened. “That's nothing,” he
said, “A real danger is coming from eisewhere. The Gomborians graze
sheep on Shushani Plain. | heard one Gomborian saying he was going
to kidnap you, Guikani. His name is Mgelbicha?'. Can you imagine who
is threatening you? Even his name is frighteningl”

| realized that | couldn't stay there anymore. My godchild’s falher
Basil mentioned one man who had enquired about me. As he said, he
first wanted to marry Tamar, but when he went to ask for her hand in
marriage, Tamar was already married to that Lezgin man. Both brothers
of that man had disappeared during the war, poor them! “You're a pretty
woman, Gulkani, they won't leave you alone until you get married," Basil
advised me.

“Being a malure man he will make a good husband, he will take good
care of you, and will never hurt you.” He was speaking about my second
husband.

So he persuaded me and | did marry that man, although ! didn’t want
to. | got married for a second time, wilhout love. That's how | suffered,
how my youth flew away.

3 “Mgek” means a wolf in Georgian. Mgelbicha is a wolfman (TN).
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That Mgelbicha came here last year. He had joined an excursion. | saw
some old man was looking at me with a cunning smile. We were sitling
on two opposite edges of the bench. The visitors tock photos with me
and then stood up from the bench getting ready to go. And that man
said: “Al least | took a photo with her..." It was him, Mgelbicha. | was
told later that it really was that ill-fated man who scared me so much
that | married Papi Khispekhishvill. my second husband. | lived with Papi
for thirty years in Bodawi. | wasn't lucky enough to have a child; it was
my misfortune lo remain childiess and to have nobody who'd care for
me now. What did | do wrong to be neglected in old aqgo like this| Why
has God punished me so7?...

One man from a noble family who lived in Kobiantkari Village used lo
pester my father, saying that Father had brought me up to be his wife.
Once he came along wilh Falher to our place. Father asked for some
sour buttermilk and drank il from his wooden bowl. Then he filed the
bowl again and passed it to his guest. “What's that, Vazha?" he asked
“Drink it and you'll see,” answered my falher, “You say you want to
marry Gulkani, but she is used lo drinking buttermilk and whey, and
where will you get them? Even if she eats something really delicious,
she'll drink buttermilk or whey after every meal.”

“I'f buy a cow t00,” said the vistlor.

“You may have a cow,” Father replied, “But the buttermilk and whey
you'll make won't be as good as ours.”

“Vazha, | want us to become relatives,” the man said.

| didn't bring the cows back from the pasiure where | had taken them
in the morning.

| didn't go to my father, but hid in another room waiting for the man to
go away. | didn’t leave my hiding place until the man had gone past the
grove.

Then | went to the pasture, but to avoid that man [ hid in the wood with
my cows. Because of him | brought the cows back too late - toward the
evening instead of the aflernoon. From behind the trees | watched him
as he rode by. He had an amazing ginger horse. It moved so smoolhty
that the rider would not be shaken on its back. It had a beautiful gait.
So Father didn’t marry me off to that man because of his riches. No, he
wouldn't be tempted by weaith.

| didn’t want to marry a Kakhetian, | don't know why, | just had a difficult
character. Later | learned thal he had been arrested and exiled. His wife
hanged herself. They said that Vano Kobiashvili had been arrested; |
think his name was Vano, though I'm not quite sure...

“These mansions used lo belong to the man you once rejected,”
someone told me. Some of them were turned into shops, others were
schools or something else, | don’t know... Probably such was my fate -1
wasn't destined 1o be rich and happy...

# Talatnuri bast shoas, which were tied by strings, were more elegant, but less
durable than ordinary bast shoes. They were not usually worn by peasants.
They were lor wealthier people (TN).
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They married Tamar off against her will, my poor sisterl He was no
match for her. That man was good for nolhing, could not even speak
properly but would mumble nonsense. He was rich, but very mean. We
were children when he married our sister, but he would never bring us
sweets, not once.

What could that woman do! She gave us what she had to give. One
wouldn't say we wenl hungry, though. It's strange, but we looked quite
well-fed. Il would be unfair to blame her: she brought us up as she
could; thanks to her we weren't maimed and didn't get ill. Did we really
need to eat much? No, | cannot say that she was bad (o us.

That woman, Tamar Didebashvili was remarkable as she could read
Khutsuri scripts as freely as we could read in modermn Georgian. She
had been educated at a convent...

e

When | fly into a rage | can say terrible things, | become impossible,
lhat's why they're alraid to make me angry... I've been like this since
childhood. Once the cows got lost and | went to look for them. It was
already dark. When | passed our house | noticed the light coming from
the windows. The room was lit by a birch bark candle. ! looked inside
and saw themn ealing khinkali. Father was already in bed. | called at my
family from outside: “How can you eat khinkali when the cows have
gone astray, come on, let's go look for them!” Father looked from the
window and shouted at me: “Girl, why are you meandering along at this
hour! Aren’t you alraid that a beast may attack you? Come in at once!”
Suddenly | was overcome by anger and shouted back at my father:
“May you go blind! May you go blind, for you are lying at ease and feel
no pity for the lost cows!™ “Are you saying that to me? You bitch!” Father
jumped oul of his bed and rushed towards me.

In the place where a lilac tree is growing near the old house, there used
to be a bush of wild roses that had climbed up the lilac. Chickens had
undermined the rose bush and there was a big hole, so | ran to that hole
and hid in it. Father could not see me, and unaware of my hiding place
at his feet, ran lowards Chichakheva in his white pajamas.

He walked around the ravine and went back home. My heart was
pounding like a hammer. | expected Father to beat me and | knew that
| deserved much more than a beating. After a while, when | thought
Father would have fallen asleep, | sneaked into the house and hid under
the sofa in our room - we, the children used to sleep in a separate room
from the parents.

Poor Father! He opened the door and asked Mariam: “Has that witch
come back?” My heart was beating very hard. Mariam starled to mumbie
something. She didn't know what 10 say, because she was between
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two fires: to betray me and to lie to Father. Heanng her mumble, from
which it was impossible to understand whether | had retumed home
or not, Father smiled and went away closing lhe door behind him. |
crawled out, very hungry. They had put the pot with khinkali on the
upper shelf, which | couldn’t reach. But | wanted to eat so much, that |
found a way out: | cimbed some block of wood to reach the pot, took
it down, and ate to satiety. Then 1| put back the pot, which didn't feel
as heavy as before. Father didn’t say anything 1o me the next day and |
tried to be as meek as a lamb.

“Look at her! If we had said that, he would have shol us, but he didn't
say a word to her. Why are you s0 dear to your father, you litlle devil!”
my stepmother protested.

My godchild's father Petre lanvarashvii was a very good man. The
entire lanvarashvili tamily was good, but my Petre was worth a whole
village. Poor soul! How many presents Father had brought me from his
shop al the edge of Khomi Village! Once he bought me an accordion
with five creases. Another accordion Father gave me was an Asian one,
as he said.

It had while buttons which easily came off. One day Father brought
me some Talalnuri®? bast shoes from Petre's shop. Later some boys
learned how to make them, but such shoes were quite rare. My new
shoes were black and looked good with motley socks and leggings.
Sometimes father would make bast shoes for us from the skins of catlle
and calves.

Uncle Sandro bought me another accordion at Petre’s shop, and from
his wife | received a brooch and a green gemstone ring as a present.
Later | gave the brooch 10 the bride whose maid | was at the wedding,
and as for the ring, | gave it to Tamar, as | didn't like the green gemstone.

| didn't want to wear gold either.

| have already told you, Eteri, how | lost seven teeth when a horse
accidentally hit me in the mouth. So they were all replaced with golden
leeth. Once my stepmother told me | had better get new teeth made
from bone, because the gold ones looked ridiculous, just like maize
kernels. Since then | have disliked gold. My stepmother couldn’t show
affection to anyone. She would never address her own son Vakhtang as
“my child.” That woman had a really tough character. Only once, when
she was already old, did she call him “my dear child.” At any other time
Vakhtang was just a “boy.”

As for me, | call everybody “my child.” You shoutd act your age. I'm old
enough to be a mother of most people. so | call them my children.
Somehow, my face has changed color! | haven't eaten anything.
Well, maybe | have a fever. God damn a life like this! What's the
good of living such life!
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My father didn't use lo play favoriles among us. You would never see
him caressing his own children. He would just put his hand on my head
and say: “You're a good girl”

“He loves you because you're hardy like him,” my family members used
lo say enviously.

Hmm, hardy means slrong...

Out of his brothers he would mention Sandro mosl frequently, saying
that he was kind. Bul he loved all his brothers equally. Indeed, they were
all very good and he was proud of them. The only 1hing they could be
proud of was their wits, and il's especially true for my falher, for we were
very poor. Apart from her slalus as Vazha's wile, my stepmolher had
only a pair of silver earrings and one pink horn ring. She had bought that
ring from a pediar who used to bring goods 1o Chargali. Those things
were her only adornment.

When Father lefl home for the last time, we didn’t make khinkali and
didn’t invite our neighbors. They say it's an old custom to do so, but |
don’t remember asking anyone to come by. Uncle Sandro said that on
his deathbed Father yearned to be at home. Then | begged my uncle
Lo tell me what he had longed for. "He missed khinkali, fish, a mountain
slream, grass, plants, and bultermilk, sour butlermili.” Of course!
Feeling il and feverish he would want butlermilk all the time!

Father loved collage cheese scones. He didn't know how to make
lhem himself. They would be kepl in a jar for a couple of weeks, then
laken out and they were ready. | remember Father playing chonguri and
singing a funny song about a cat which stole coltage cheese scones
from neighbors and brought them to his master. | love playing the
chonguri lke my [ather. | used to keep it al hand until this winler. it must
be up on a shell. | ofien played it, though I'm nol really good al it

I'm not happy aboul Vakhtang's grave being in the yard. | don’t know
why he wanted himself and me 10 be buried here. He could have been
buried in the wood nearby. | don't want my grave to be here. Eteri,
please read me your poem on a grave. Were you thinking about me
while writing it?... | love that poem, it touches my heart, because it is
really great, wrillen so beautifully. Butl you're 100 young 1o have such
thoughls, Eteri. Nobody would believe you could write such a poem.
But your behavior shows thal you could, | swear on my dear father’'s
grave thal seeing your behavior no one would doubt thal.
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"Where is your companion from?"

“I'm from Imereti.”

“Imeretians are very good people. They are special. | got
acquainted with two women at the hospital. One was from
Samtredia, and the other..it's a difficult name, yes, from
Makhinjauri. They were really nice women; one was called Tsutsa
and the other Klara. They showed great respect towards me.
They gave me envelopes and notebooks to write them letters,
but I haven't used them yet: they're still in my suitcase. | didn't
send them any letters.”

I wish to be buried beside my father. There is no one else in this world
that | have loved like him and | would rest in peace by his side. it it's
not posstble, then I'd choose Khomi. | don't want my grave to be in
Chargali, they say pigs dig up graves here and scatter the bones. My
mother and my baby died so long ago that I'm sure their bones cannot
be found any more. Salome's father made a coffin and buned my cluld;
| couldn’t attend the funeral, but wailed over him here.

...How will | enter Lthe other world?

I'll go in with heavy steps. slowly. I'll ask my father how things are there.
Then I'll tell him sadly that life is deceitful and too shert, that it spares no
one and comes to an end so cuickly. U'll tell him just this... Father used
to hate challerers... I'll kiss my mother. but | won't rush at her like a mad
man, bul act with restraint. No matter how much | love a person, | won't
go out of my mind. I'll tell my falher that this world is rather strange, ana
nature is where we find relief. I'll tell hm: “Father, you cannot imagine
how many people were coming in homage to your love and your pains.
You are adored by Georgians. you are admired by all who have a sound
mind and a heart thal can feel.” As for you, Il tell him that | used to know
one person, who did her best to make his name known to everyone;
who appreciated him and asked me 10 ieli her about every detail of his
character, his life, she wanled to know everylhing.

| will meet my sisters and brolhers reservedly; | will not greet them cor-
dially, because | hate hypocrisy...

“When will you come again, Eteri?”

“When do you want me to come?”

“When I'm better, better than now. | hope to recover, | probably
will. My knees and heels hurt and | keep rubbing my feet against
the bed. I've already torn some new socks. | curl up and then
slretch out, just like a geometer moth.”

No one should say “Nothing can overcome me.” It's really terrible when
one is drained of energy.
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Age does its work, It weakens your mind and body...
When | was younger | believed | could move mountains.
So now I'm like a geometer moth, curling up and stretching out again.
Those who're saying that nothing will overcome thern, are mistaken,
that's for sure...

28.v.1988

“You've got a visitorl...” )

“Have you arrived, Eterl? How did you come here-at this timel...”
“Where are you coming from?”

“From Barisakho.”

“From Barisakho?... It's a good village!”

Where have lhe children gone? Don't let them calch the chicks. They
only halched out yesterday and are too little to play with. You know,
I can’t eat bread. They brought me some fruit and | ate a lot of. ...
strawberries, sweet cherries. Lasl night | ate very little bread.

So I live, confined to a bed. I'm not able to knit any more. If | could do
somelhing with my. hands, it would give me some relief, but... | wonder
how many pairs of socks | have knitted. My goodness! Who can count
them! Belore | gol ill | knitted small ankle length ones for schoolchildren
lo use as bookmarks. Did | knit socks for my father? Yes, | did. When
he put on the molley socks | had knitled for him, he praised me saying
that | had talent. '

“Where did you copy that pattern from?" he ‘asked. “Nowhere, | just
knitted a pattem that would be to my liking.” | answered. “You have
surely got a talent,” Father said.

| remember those socks had two rows of flowers: one green and red
and the other blue and black.

i

Once, Father asked me if | knew “The CIiff and Lhe River”. “Yes, | do,”
| said. | knew half of that poem by hearl, because | liked it very much.
“Can you recite it now?”

“Of course | can.”

The cliff has cut into the gorge,

On stones the narrowed river flows,
So big and steep, the mighty cliff
No mercy on the river shows.

Then the heavy rain fell and the river, which had been low, swelled up
and destroyed the cliff....

“How did you learn that? Who read it to you?” Father asked in surprise.
| told him | had read the poem and leamed it myself...
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Father was really amazed how | could memorize things so easily, having
heard them just once...

The river's asking: please. be kind
Letl me run downwards to the plain,
I'm tired of jumping on rugged rocks,
To Now like this is such a pain,

I'll stream across the plain in peace,
Won't clash againsl the rocks again.
Please let me go, it begs the cff...

The cliff answers back:

Why, are you joking asking that?

For you are saying | should die

To make you happy. is that fair?
Meanwhile the river rises high.

Ils waves are hitting like whips,

The cliff, though firm, already shakes.
The angry river gathers strength,
Againsl the rocks the current breaks.
Who needs a favor from the cliff?

The river now is crying aloud:

Out of my way! Make room for me!

Or you'll be smashed, there’s no doubt.
The fearless cliff stands firmly still,

To take the blows and meet its late,
And though it seems to lose the fight

It shouts: come on, §'m not afraid!

But flood’s prevailing. it's too strong
The cliff can stand its rush no more,
Look, it gave way, the strearmn broke through,
The river gained what it fought for.
Across the plain now it has stretched
Just like a plough tug on the ground,
It’s raised its head and shakes its mane,
it is the winner, so it's proud.

It's flowing freely, long and wide

Wilh all the bars it’s done away,

We've seen how dancers move their hands,
The river does the same with waves.
It's shouting at the bealen cliff:

Where is the courage you once had?
Oh, what a sight it is to see -

The world and river both are glad.

1 used 10 love that poemn and slill do.
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In this picture titled “Vazha with His Family”, | am standing on the edge
wearing a kerchiel. Cute? Come on! | took that photo with my lps
pressed inlo a grimace...

When | opened my eyes in the morning and looked from the window it
seemed to me thal the whole forest was covered with snow. "We didn't
have so much snow during the winter, what's happening now?" | asked
Marusa. She told me thal there was no snow, everything was green.
So it was jusl a vision... Are you asking me aboul Papi?

He died of old age. | learned later that he was twenly years my senior
and had hidden his age from me to not upsel me.
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Once my first husband Ugemun visited me at the house where | lived
with Papi, my second husband. He said he was going to have an
operation and couldn’t go 1o town without seeing me.

We cooked some khinkalt and the three of us had dinner. Then he left.
Before leaving he said: “Who knows, maybe I'll die,” and he really died.
He was going to have an operation.

I have knitted so much woolen cloth for chokhas, trousers, and leggings. ..

I've made galloons for you, my boy,

If you want them, then come up here.
I'm coming down myself, just wail,
On wings of love I'm fiying. my dear.
Lest my galloons shoula not help you.
For your well-being. oh, boy, | fear.

Thoughts bring words and words bring thoughts, Ooohl... Here's a
dialogue between some lovers:

Oh, let me go, the sun shines bright,
It's day, | thought it was stil night...

Here's Bachana's verse for the woman he loved. They must have
quarreled and he wrote tis:

Such pnde's too much for me to bear.
Your speech is haughty, hair is loose,
So many other girls are fair,

I'll go and kiss the one | choose...

Thal woman started 10 worry, not knowing what to do. They were in
love and had sworn their love to each other. So she wrote to him:

When you're in (he mountains may the rain,
For you tum to a warm sunshine.

Boy. let me knit you moltley socks.

Wash them and give you as a sign

Of my lrue love when we both wed,

And | can see that you're still mine.

| like lhat poem so much!

Do you want to hear Vakhtang's poem? He was in Shuapkho when he
wrote it:

Oh, splendid mountain, high and green,

Don't look so sad. have | hurt you?

I've praised your beauty. your thick coat
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Ot mist adomed by morning dew.
Please don't feel hurt, | have to go.,

I'm leaving ‘cause with you I'm through,
Chargali's waiting, | must know

How things are going, what is new,
How boys and girls are doing there,

To themn I'm going. so adieut...

All of us, my siblings and | had some talent for composing poems, but
neither of us wrote them down.

What did my father say aboul our origin? He said that we had mixed
blood, as our ancestors were Khevsurians, Lezgins, and Kists. | have
no idea where he knew it from, probably the story about our origin had
been handed down to him by his forebearers.

e

No, I'm not tired, | want you to write down everything 'll tell you,
Eteri. Now I'm better. For the last two days | had been speaking
under my breath and you couldn’t hear me. | had lost my voice,
but now it has come back...

Like mountain peaks are lost in mist,

I'm lost in thoughts, my love's so strong,
Please love me back, my prelty git,

It's by my side where you belong.

But | can see you're mine no more,

And trusting you | was so wrong...

| want to tell you more, so whenever you come to visit me, Just
ask me questions and I'll tell you everything...

g

I'm still i, but I'm not in the habit of complaining. My sister Tamar
wouldn't complain either. Some people are very annoying, they keep
whining all the time, giving their families a hell of a time. People like us
never say a word no matter how bad they feel. We may die without
anyone knowing about it...

I'm ready to tell you more, Eteri, you just have to ask me. I'll tell
you things even if I'm in bed, nothing will stop me...

12.v1.1988
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“Where have you been for so long, Eteri?...”

“Wait, Amiran, I'll show the baubles I'm wearing round my neck
{Amiran was taking her photo).”

So you're asking whal kind of rugs they used to knit. They knit rugs with
bandoleers, garlands, and others. They had good paltems to lollow.
People used 1o knit rugs depicling a lion or the beautiful Eteri. One
woman, named Tekle Motodinashvih, had knitted a rug with a picture of
Eteri which made her famous, because her works were quite perfect...

e

We bought a house in Kvareli and moved there. Time passed, the
summer was already half over when | saw my father in a dream. | was
very ill. In my dream Father came to us and totd all of us: “Go back lo
the place you've come from, or you'll get into trouble.” “Bul how can we
go, when I'm ill?" | asked him. “You'll soon recover, and then go back,
or you'lt share the fate ol the trogs croaking in the big pudale in front
of our house” (This puddle used to appear in froni of our house. A hole
dug by a bullock cart wheel would fill with water, and frogs would croak
in it, which nauseated me). “Now those lrogs are croaking carelessly,
boring you to death,” Father continued angnly, “But thay don't know
whalt awails them in summer, when it'll get hot and Lhe puddie dnes up.
Then they’li die withoul water, They don't know what awaits them, and
neither do you,” (We all left this house for Kvarch, Vakhtang came with
us 100), "You'll perish too if you don't go back.”

We gave the house in Kvareli to some others, our relatives or godparents,
just a year after we moved lhere and came back to live here, lorever
taking care of Father's house. When Father tells me somelhing in my
dream, | know that it's not without purpose and always do what he asks
me to do. My father also had such dreams and his mother Gulkani used
to leam whal awaited her from her dreams.

are

When | was ill a while ago. | dreamed about Father. | saw him very
clearly. | was getling ready to go to town to see a doctor, but Father
didn’l like that idea. He didn’t want me to leave this place. So | obeyed
his will and changed my mind. Now I'm better. Father knew that it | had
gone 1o town, | could have died... That's what happened to hm! | was
told that he yearned to be at home when he was dying...

e

At the age of seven | had lo take care of seven cows. Father told me to drve
them to Bezhana's house, where | would find an old woman to help me.
“She will count them for you, give you some advice and tell you interesting
stories. Just ask her to tell you a tale and she will,” Father said to me.
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When | arrived at that place. the hostess was 1alking to a young woman,
so | came up to them and listened to them. The old woman was
swearing that what she was saying was true: I swear by my eyes and
by my soul, the boy said yesterday thal people wearing funnel-shaped
hats will come.”

“Come on, granny, who will wear such a hat?”

“I have no idea, my girl, but that boy said so. Take my word for it, | know
he won't tell a lie.”

People used 1o be so strange in the old days, she was speaking aboul
her own son, but she said “that boy" instead of “my son."”

“But that’s nothing, my dear; he said that people will walk in the sky.”
“Now this is oo much, dear granny. No one will believe itl..."

| slared at them in amazement, for il was hard to believe what | had heard.
Then | told them how | had asked Father to make me a big ladder to
reach the sky. | had mistaken fog for lhe sky and thought the sky was
low enough 1o touch it. “il’s impossible, my child,” Father said. “We can’t
reach the sky, that’s just fog, thick fog. Don't ask me for something that's
not possible.” I remember it very clearly. The young woman said all that
was really strange and asked Granny how she knew about such things
Granny answered that she had heard that from that boy - her son.

So, didn’t the people wilh funnel-shaped hats appear during the war?
And don't people walk in the sky, Eteri?

| remember how the lirst airplane appeared here...

| was grazing the cattle in Chichakheva...

“Have you ever traveled by plane?”

“Me? Never. | couldn't have stood it! | have suffered from a
heartdisease since childhood...”

My God, how frightened | was! Everything went dark before my eyes. It
was making a terrible noise flying lower, getting closer to the land. | hid
under a nut tree and when it got closer. | moved to the olher side of the
tree. | was terrified, thinking that it could eat me up. When | got home, |
told my father aboul it. | couldn’t understand what it was: it couldn't be
a bird, for it was too big and noisy.

Father seemed worried. He said thal things were bad. He 1oid his wife
that it was no joke: that a war was going 1o start.

One old man living in Chargali was going to the mill to grind his grain
and suddenly an airplane appeared. Nobody knew what it was. Most
villagers lhought it was God; some of them fell to their knees and prayed
o God until lheir knees started to bleed.

So, the old man was on his way to the mill when the plane appeared
above him roaring fnghttully. He was carrying some sacks of grain on a
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donkey's back. He wanted to hide somewhere, but where could he hide
in a field! The poor man lay on the ground thinking that St. Giorgi was
coming to whip him. “Probably my ancestors had promised to make
an offering to him andl then didn't keep therr promise,” he thought,
“That's why he is punishing me.” He forgot atout the donkey and was
wondering why the sant was so angry. at tmes casting a furlive glance
at the plane. Meanwhile, 1 was runrung arouncd the nut tice...
Maro Razikashvill kiit a saddlebag for iny father per fus request
“Maro. could you knit me a saddlebaq? I'd be proud 16 carry a saddiebag
made by you.”
“Why not, Luka. if my handwork is goad enough for you.”
“Itis, my dear. it surely is. 1'll bring you some go'd Ihtead to embeoder o™
So she knit a sacidlebag. it was kept here at the museun looking rather
shabby, as Father had worn it out...
That woman was well-known for her handicraft. She married at the: age
of thily and had only lwo children: a boy and a qgirl...

4.1X.1988

bfanBa ©o 3bogn 7 A saddle-bag and a nddie sieve
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My feet are killing me...

“What title are you writing now, Eteri?”

When | tumed seven, my family entrusted me with the cows and senl
me to pasture lands to graze them. My cousin Salome and | were very
fond of each other. She was known as Ghijuri's Salome, for her father
was nicknamed Ghijuri. His real name was Giorgi.

Each of us was given a callskin saddlebag with some bread and cottage
cheese (I don't need any light, Eteri, it's bad for the eyes, and the
light bulb may burn out, turn it off, please). We had to graze the
cows first and then we could sit down and eat. They gave us walking
sticks and told us to follow the calile closely and stop al Gutanauri
Glade, as it was a good place to graze livestock. Soon afier we reached
thal place il slarted to get dark. We were sitting together and the cows
were scatlered around, when we saw that the sun was selting and it
was gelting cool. (I'll put some socks on you. “No, you don’t have
to Eteri, then I’ll have to take them off and it's already ditficult for
me.") Seeing the twilighl sky we quickly stood up and started looking
for our cows to drive them home, but we couldn't find all of them -
some had gotten lost. When we returned home they thoughtthat we
had been amusing each olher Instead of watching the cattle. On the
next day they didn’t let us go together, and we went our separate ways.
Salome didn't graze her cows, but spent the whole day looking for me.
In the evening when | was driving the cows down Dikela Mounlain to
bring them home, | heard a cuckoo cry. | could imitate a cuckoo cry and
we had agreed lo cry like cuckoos to let each other know that we were
near. | was surprised and very glad. She came up to me and kissed me.
We hugged each olher and had a good laugh. Salome told me that she
had not stopped to let the cows graze, bul had been looking for my
traces all day long. We waited uniil it got dark, for if our families saw us
together again, they might beat us. So we came home at night. "Have
you seen Salome?” they asked me {(we couldn't live without each other).
“No, why?" | answered. Salome drove the cattle into the stockyard and
went home... The next moming her mother Eteri went outside and was
horror-stricken by what she had seen. The hungry cows had broken out
of the stockyard, gotten into her vegetable garden, eaten everything,
and were now lying there. Nothing was left of the vegetable garden,
which had yielded an abundant crop that year. The infuriated woman
went back home and pounced upon Salome, who was still sleeping.
She began beating her very hard and stripping off her clolhes. When
Mother had stripped her child naked, she kicked her out of the house.
The naked girl ran to the forest, but before that she managed to get out
the elastic waist band from her pants to make her mother think {hat she
was going to hang herself - we must have been big enough to come
up with such things. She ran up the hill behind her house, which was
near the forest. That was he place where the Zhamurashvili family lived,
so Salome climbed an apple tree in their garden. At dawn the head of
the family drove the calves out. The old woman was accompanied by
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a little chid, who saw Salome in the tree and cried: “Granny, a naked
child is stealing our apples!” The woman looked at the tree and saw the
naked gin, but she couldn’t see clearly and thought it was a demon. She
began crossing herself and went back into the house really frightened.
She told her lamily she had seen a demon. Hearing this, they alt ran oul
to see what a demon looked like. Meanwhile, Salome had picked some
apples and thrown them to the ground, then sheclimbed down the: tree,

took the apples. and ran into the forest.

One of the cows belonging to the Zhamurashwilt faniily had dieed a whilg
ago and now the appearance of the “demaon® led them to think that the
place they wera living at was haunted. So they abandoned their housa
and moved upwards to Tkhiliant Plain, which 15 quite near here. We

call that place Grove Villages and their residents call it Tkhuiant Plan,

A fellow came here yeslerday and said he was afraig to go across that

place in the dark, as it was haunted. Then | told him Saiome's story.

They didn’t know 1t yel... Hee, heee... Salome...

Lel's go back to Salorme. She picked up the apples and went (o the forest.
Meanwhile her mother began o wail over her lost child. That woman,
Eten, took Salome's clothes and went to look for her. While her mother
was looking for her, my friend piled some dry leaves by a tree, covered
herself with those leaves, and began ealing the apples. Mother passed by
Salome's leal hul several imes, but (ailed to notice the girl eating apples.
The sun was gelting brighter and it shone slrarght into her face...

Woe is me, your mother,
Because of me you killed yourself, my child...

Salome was slill angry at her mother and didn't answer her. Suddenly
the sun brightened her face and at lhat moment Mother saw her. She
embraced her child and began kissing her, feeling sorry for distressing
her child so much, that she decided to kill herself...

This damned foot is so bad! Doctors told me they'd come to see me
again, but | don't believe them... Oh, now 1 feel pain in my heart too!

| can't hear anything, Eteri. Now Il tell you my dream and vision...

I only have two cows left, one of them is barren. What will | do il a woll
eals them up?!... May the wark entrusted to olhers be damned! You are
happy when you can do your own work yourself. | don't know what the
matter is with me, but | have grown too thin, as thin as a ral. | wanl to
be around people, to talk to them, but my lips are swollen and my voice
shows how weak | am. | have lost appetite. Those who say that vodka
increases the appetite are wrong. Beer is good, but | loathe chicken.
They don't lel me know anything. damn them...

Pass me the snuff, Eteri, | wonder whal's wrong with my heart...

They told me he was a writer, the man who visited me. He got really
surprised at me, lhough he seemed quite clever. | examined him closely
wondering who he was...
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My feet are killing me...

“What title are you writing now, Eteri?”

When | tumed seven. my family entrusted me with the cows and sent
me to pasture lands to graze them. My cousin Salome and | were very
fond of each other. She was known as Ghijuri's Salome, for her father
was nicknamed Ghijuri. His real name was Giorgi.

Each of us was given a callskin saddiebag with some bread and coltage
cheese (I don't need any light, Eteri, it's bad for the eyes, and the
light bulb may bum out, turn it off, please). We had to graze ithe
cows firsl and then we could sit down and eal. They gave us walking
slicks and told us to follow the caltle closely and stop at Gutanauri
Glade, as it was a good place to graze livesiock. Soon afler we reached
that place it started to get dark. We were sitting togelher and the cows
were scattered around, when we saw that the sun was setting and it
was getling cool. {I'll put some socks on you. “No, you don't have
to Eteri, then I’ll have to take them off and it's already difficult for
me.") Seeing the twilight sky we quickly stood up and started looking
for our cows 1o drive them home, but we couldn’t find all of them -
some had gotten lost. When we returned home they thoughtthat we
had been amusing each other instead of watching Lhe cattie. On the
next day they didn't let us go together, and we went our separate ways.
Salome didn't graze her cows, but spent the whole day looking for me.
In the evening when | was driving the cows down Dikela Mountain to
bring them home, | heard a cuckoo cry. | could imitate a cuckoo cry and
we had agreed to cry like cuckoos to let each other know that we were
near. | was surprised and very glad. She came up {o me and kissed me.
We hugged each other and had a good laugh. Salome told me that she
had not siopped to let the cows graze, but had been looking for my
traces all day long. We waited unlil it got dark, for if our families saw us
together again, they might beat us. So we came home at night. “Have
you seen Salome?" they asked me (we couldn't live without each other).
“No, why?” | answered. Salome drove the cattle into the stockyard and
went home... The next moming her mother Eteri wenl outside and was
horror-stricken by what she had seen. The hungry cows had broken out
of the stockyard, gotten into her vegetable garden, eaten everything,
and were now lying there. Nothing was left of the vegetable garden,
which had yielded an abundant crop that year. The infuriated woman
went back home and pounced upon Salome, who was still sleeping.
She began beating her very hard and stripping off her clothes. When
Mother had stripped her child naked, she kicked her out of the house.
The naked girl ran to the forest, bul before that she managed to get out
the elastic waist band from her pants to make her mother think that she
was going 1o hang herself - we must have been big enough to come
up with such things. She ran up the hill behind her house, which was
near the foresl. Thal was the place where the Zhamurashvil family lived,
so Salome climbed an apple tree in their garden. At dawn lhe head of
ihe family drove the calves out. The old woman was accompanied by
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a little child, who saw Salome in the tree and cried: "Granny, a naked
child is stealing our apples!” The woman looked at the tree and saw the
naked girl. but she couldn’t see clearly and thought it was a dermon. She
began crossing herself and went back into the house really inghtened.
She told her family she had seen a demon. Hearng this, they all ran out
to see whal a demon looked Iike. Meanwhiia, Salome had picked some
apples and thrown them to the ground, then shectmbed down the tree,
took lhe apples. and ran into the forest.

One of the cows belonging to the Zhamurashvil fanuly had died a while
ago and now the appcarance of the “demon” led! them to Ihmik that the
place they were living at was haunted. So they abandoned thesr house

and moved upwards to Tkniiant Plain, which is quite near here. We

call that ptace Grove Villages and their residents call it Tkhdant Plain.

A fellow came here yesteraay and said he was afraid 10 go across that

place in lhe dark, as it was haunted. Then | told him Salome's story.

They didn’t know it yet... Hee, heee... Salome...

Let’s go back to Salome. She picked up the apples and went to the forest.
Meanwhile her molher began to wail over her lost child. That woman,
Eleri, took Salome's clothes and went to lock for her. While her miother
was looking tor her, my friend piled some dry leaves by a tree, covered
herself with those leaves, and began ealing the apples. Mother pas<ed by
Salome’s leaf hut several times, but failed to notice the gid eating apples.
The sun was getting brighter and it shone slraight into her face...

Woe is me, your mother,
Because of me you killed yourself, my child...

Salome was still angry at her molher and didn't answer her. Suddenly
the sun brightened her face and at that moment Mother saw her. She
embraced her child and began kissing her, feeling sorry for distressing
her child so much, that she decided to kill herseif...

This damned foot is so bad! Doctors lold me they'd come lo see me
again, but | don't believe them... Oh, now | feel pain in my heart too!

| can’t hear anything, Eteri. Now I'll tell you my dream and vision...

| only have two cows left, one of them is barren. What will 1 do if a wolf
eats lhem up?!... May the work entrusted to others be damned! You are
happy when you can do your own work yourself. | don’t know what the
matter is with me, but | have grown 100 thin, as thin as a rail. | want to
be around people, to talk to them, but my lips are swollen and my voice
shows how weak | am. | have lost appelile. Those who say that vodka
increases the appetite are wrong. Beer is good, but | loathe chicken.
They don't let me know anything, damn them...

Pass me the snuff, Eten, | wonder what's wrong with my heart...

They told me he was a writer, the man who visited me. He got reaily
surprised at me. though he seemed quite clever. | examined him closely
wondering who he was...
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I had a bad dream about my cow. Someone was asking me: Have you
losl your Mzia? That cow could get very fat, If they lold me a lie and
slaughtered her themselves, make them pay for that, Eteri, let them be
fined. What | say always hits lhe mark like a gun. So, that cow always
got very fat during the summer. Later | found out that they had fed my
cows only once during the winler, what would make themn fat!

In a dream | saw what had really happened: some woman came in and
brought me a bowl of red beans. | slirred them a little and saw that there
were some spotted beans as well. My cow was spotted and red beans
meant blood. They told me that a bear had eaten my cow. They said
that two more cows had been killed by wild animals, and one of them
belonged lo the colleclive farm. Not likelyl... I'm so angry with them. |
had a foreboding and often inquired aboul my cow... May God punish
those who belrayed me! Bears and wolves, they say, nothing of the king!
Khinkali won't spoil in aulumn, there are enough mouths 1o eat them,
They ate up my bull-calf and 1old me the same thing — they blamed a bear.
A brother! How could he do that to me? Why did he bring me here,
where | have been miserable all the lime!...

My father?
He had a small straight nose...

e

A child that has no respect for adulls is a little dewill...

[

It's not my habil to cry, even over the dead. “Happy you, you're going
to live in your father’s house!” With these words they saw me off to my
house in Pudznari Village. ! left a full house behind. Now | don't know
where all my belongings have gone; now my suffering continues in this
place...and they say I'm happy!

Dear me, how Mzia used to love me! (Mzia was the name of the cow
which was said to be eaten by a bear). She loved me like human
beings do, how will | live without herl...

Oh, why do | have this gut feeling?! Why should | always feel what's
going to happen to me!

It's my curse to know everything beforehand!...

Thal's how | abandoned that house, and | cannot slop worrying about it!...
| have no callle left, no more cows, they won't find a cow if | ask them
to slaughter one for me...
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Meantime, some have become so fat that they can hardly walk... My
God, how | hale glutlons!...

What could poor Mzia do? It wasn't her fault that | lacked milk. She
loved me and gave enough milk, but neither her milk, nor the products
made Irom it reached me.

e

“Are you asking if | sce Mother in my dreams?”

| don't remember my mother and even if | dreamed about her, | wouldn't
know who it was...

They borrowed my mattock, pitchfork, spinning wheel, as well as some
melted butter and a jug that cost eght rubles... and never gave them
back...

There are so many mice here, lhat I'm malang an offort not to step on
them...

If 1 have to die. let it happen at once, | don't care... "Long Wfe to you,”
that's what I'm told, but how can a sick old woman who has undergone
an operation and takes a lot of medication live long without any support!
| sense it when someone tells me a lie: if | sneeze three tines, | know
someone will tell me a lie. | have never been a gossiper or a liar mysell,

| hate lies.

They gave one sick calf to my brother-in-law’s (husband’s brolher)
crazy, good-for-nothing son and my relatives settled there. They have
lived in my former house for twelve years now... What could | lake with
me from Pudznari on one lorry?! There was enough room for us, the
cows, sheep, and nothing elsa.

| left seven nut trees, seven apple trees. and eight pear trees there... Am
| thal stupid to believe what they say?

They think I'm old and silly and it’s easy lo cheat me, that I'll believe their
lies... you see?

Please write down my dream, Eteri, wrile about my ill-fated possessions...
At that moment a visitor from Dusheti came in. It was a Ukrainian
woman who inquired after Gulkanl in her broken Georgian, then
hugged and kissed her.

Gulkani couldn't recognize her.

“m Peno’s daughter-in-law, from Ukraine; I'm Irakli's wife
Sonia... | was last here when | was twenty...”

“Dear me! How different you look now! You look quite happy, but
how much you have changed!.. Alas! They say the same about
me, that I'm just a shadow of the woman 1 used to be. Now,
when you have gained flesh, you don't look as good any more.
My God, how beautiful you used to bel Look, Eteri, how people
can change, look at this woman, how different she is now!”
“This is Sonia, the daughter-in-law of Peno, my step mother's
sister.”

“What do you eat?” Sonia asked Gulkani.
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“1 don't know, Sonia, sometimes | do have something to eat, and
sometimes | don’t.”

“Poor you,” tears gathered in Sonia’s eyes. She took out some
food from her bag and put it on Gulkani’s table, then kissed her
again and left...

Qooh, Eleri, every morning ! sit for one hour until | begin 1o freeze, trying
to move my sliff knees and gather hot coals to make a fire. If nobody
comes, who will make a fire for me? Tell me, can someone as old as |
am go withoul a fire? | will live in such misery until | die...

1 need someone to look after me, but not the kind of person who will
make me wait for ages and lie to me...

Won'l you come again soon Eter?

You should come and let's send everyone else oul and fill the whole
nolebook, you and me...

Then she sighed again: "My heart won't slop hurting, my Mzia died... |
don'’t need a favor from anyone, don't need to be buried for a favor. I'm
no longer able to look after mysell, cannot keep my own blankel from
shding off to stay warm. So | come down with pneumnonia every year...
Get me someone who'll take care of me, give her enough to...

I wanl a middle-aged woman, it would be the best... But they say they
cannot lind one, | don'l know why they have sellled all lhe wretched
tramps here... My death will go down in history; they won't manage to
hush it up and will disgrace lhemselves...

Woe is me, | cannot find
A soul, I'm here alone all night...

Alas, Father wasn't able to secure my future, but left me without an
education...

Smoke has damaged my eyes, these socks need legs, and I'm asking
everyone 1o finish lhem, because | cannol do it myself. Only once in my life
someone said 10 me: “Goodbye, and good luck to you!...” It seems that
kind words are the most precious gift one can leave you, my dear Eten...

At that moment a young man entered the room. He joined in our
conversation and then suddenly asked Gulkani: “Dear granny,
do you remember what Vazha said about sports?”

Gulkani stared at him in surprise:

“] don’t remember, to be honest, | didn't even know what sports
were...”

Then she conlinued groaning over her favorite cow:

“Oh dear, my Mzia, how helpful she was...”
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| had twenty roubles. As a trade union activist, | used to shear and milk
sheep, look after chickens and do other work for eight years. Dcing all
this, | got more money and now | have eighty roubles in totat...
Tris money will cover my funeral costs. Who will bury me if | don't have
my own money' | don't want to become a burden to the vilage. How
can | count on them seeing that they don’t really care about me! | don’t
even have a vegelable garden. You can’t change people...
Just ke my (alher. who got no reward Jor his pains... i'm dying in
misery, all alone... They say Falher sweated profusely and when hw
blanket slipped off, there was no one lo cover tum agan... Lord, | was
born under an unlucky star!
Sometimes the light goes oft when I'm hawing a meal, because somoeone
connects clectricity to his house, slealing it from me. | go to bed with
difficulty and when |I'm alreadly lying down, the elecincity comes back.
I hate saying bad things aboul people, but the people here are
impossible! | always wash my face in the morning, bul today | fargot
to do that. Eteri, when you come here again, bring the children, teo.
| sometimes think about them, Anano is so cute, and she s also very
smart... May all your near and dear ones live long...
With these words my conversation with Gulkani Razikashvili
ended. “When you come next time, let us send everyone else off
and 0'll tell you stories, so that you can fill the whole notebook,”
she had told me, but neither | nor that blessed woman knew that
we would never meet again.

Eter Tataraidze
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GULKANI

Gulkani is looking at me from the photograph wilh her tired, sad eyes...
The memories of the seconds. minules, and hours filled with her warm
presence come alive...

She lived among us, Vazha-Pshavela's favorite child, his flesh and
blood, and we didn't know much about Gulkani Razikashwvilil...

We liked 1o visil her because during our visils to Chargali we were
amused and distracted from our own problems; by gazing at Akhuni
Ravine, Dikeli, Sasovetlavi, and Miant Hills we would saliale our hunger
for beautiful scenery, and drop in at Gulkani's place o see how she
was doing. Later, delighted by brealhtaking landscapes., we wenl back
home.

She always had visitors and they were always welcome at her place, no
malter if it was one person or a noisy tour...

In early spring lhat elderly woman, who was almost a centenarian,
would sit silently enjoying the intoxicating warmth, carefully doing her
handwork and thinking to hersell...

Lots ol people came; the bank of the Charglura River was full of cars;
there was quite a hubbub and lurmoil... But she remained calm as il she
didn't see the crows going 10 Vazha's house-museum...

Although she mighl be bored with repelilive questions and lired of
pointless dialogues wilh curious visilors, nobody had ever left her place
leeling ignored or disappointed.

39™3ob MudnoBanen / Gulkan Razkashvili
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Such were the sumimers at Gulkani's place, and not only summers -
visits started from early spring. when snow was melting m the hills and
the first violets appeared in the meadows by the Aragvi River in Pshawi,
and continued through the autumn. Then white clouds would appear
in the sky and snow would come. il was the trme when the frazen
Chargiura was temporanly plunged into sience... and winter came.

In winter Gulkani would take her chickens and roluctantly move into the
uncomfortable room with scorched and cracked walls,

Tho old woman, weakened and hunched over, siently pottered about
taking care of her meager belongings...

She loved 10 sit on a hide-covered block of wnod. with the tools and
materials she needed lor krilting and weawnqg on the Hoor near her.
Whenever you visited her you wouldn't see her sitting «dly. She was busy
all the time knitting Pshavian socks adorned with beautiful patlems

She complained about blurry vision. "Damn old age,” she used o say,
“l can't see well anymore.” She was upsot by her disabibty, but ccaldn’t
sil around doing nothing. “It helps me to amuse myself and to endure
Iife's hardships,” she used to say...

During the winter her eyes used 1o suffer due to smoke, because the iron
slove was placed so awkwardly that the room was always full of smoke.
She needed help, but nobody wanted to hear about her misery, nobody
would pay heed to her complaints'...

She often had 10 go without oil and firewood. When she ran cul of fuel,
the old woman remained alone in her cold room hoping that one day
authonties would learn about her problems and would help her...

She had a sick-nurse. a very kind and considerate woman who did
everything she could for her, but...if we had done even half of what
Guikani Razikashvil deserved, she would have lived longer and lfe, too
shorl and merciless as it is, would not have been so hard for her. ..
VazhaPshavela seems to belong to the unlading world of etemnal
myths; he seems to have lived and created his masterpieces not at the
beginning of the twentieth century, but in ancient times.

So, it is dilficult to believe that you are talking wiath his daughter, who
remembers her cheerless youth very clearly, remembers what life was
like in Pshavi, how they celebrated saints’ days, weddings, funeral ntuals;
she remembers her father. poorly dressed and needy ke most of his
villagers, but proud and uncompromising, a defender of the bereaved,
a man destined for greatness. kind and merciful, who had ascended a
spiritual peak to talk to God...

“Poor Father,” Gulkan would say time after time. She thought that her
father and herself had the same late, the same miserable life... She
recalled how she used lo help Father when he was mowing, reaping.
and storing the harvest: how hard they worked dunng the threshing
season, how she used to herd cows as a child... “If | were educated, |
would not be sitting here alone like an owl, but would prove my worth,”
Gulkani said. “But Father didn't have enough money to give education
to all his children...”
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However, Gulkani didn't need education to be an understanding and
merciful woman, someone who couldn't stand meanness and who
highly appreciated unseffish kindness.

Like her father, she didn't like “poorly said” words. She had a natural,
unmistakable flair which enabled her 1o gain deep insight into poetry, to
judge the merits and faults of poetic works.

She used to recite some lines from her lamous father's poems and then
look at us tryingly, as il she expected recognition of her father's genius.
She remembered what Luka used to sing when he was tipsy and fell
good; which were his favonte folk poems...

She would be silent for a little while, as if peering into the dark caves of
the distant past, (hen she would mumble something and finally, with the
air of someone who has overcome the weakness of old age, would cile
a fragmenl from Bachana's decades-old poem:

How you feeil about me, say,
Woman, this | wish to hear.
To the mountalns ran away

A herd of wild, carefree deer...

Every single word Gulkani utlered was lrulhful. Falsehood, which is so
characteristic of the authors of similar memoirs and Lheir publishers,
was absolutely alien to her. She was telling what she had seen with her
own eyes, what she had heard and expenenced herself, not adding or
omitting anything. Her stories described the miserable existence of Luka
Razikashwvili's family, lhe pains lthey had to take to eam their daily bread,
their poverty on the one hand, and the peculiarities of Priest Pavie's
descendants, e.g. being born with a caul, on the olher hand...

Her expression was truthful and playful, like that of a child. She would
openly criticize or laugh al those whom she considered to be good-
for-nothing. “Ooohl” she uttered angrily and slightly touched the floor
with her walking stick. She hated two-faced, deceitful, and gluttonous
people... She was very straight forward and always called a spade a
spade. She would never criticize anyone unjuslly, though. She disliked
tactless, slanderous remarks and never listened to them...

Gulkani often mentioned her orphanhood. She would sadly shake
her head and tell about her blessed father, siblings, and praiseworthy
uncles in her sweet Pshavian dialect... She talked slowly, carefully
choosing each word, finding the right ones... That's what one would
think fistening carefully to every word she uttered. For Gulkani it was
only normal and natural to 1alk like 1hat, as natural as rustiing leaves and
swaying grass in the wind.

She was surprised at her own “stubbomness” and could not understand
why she preferred to stay in Chargali when she could move to her
relalives, who promised to take good care of her. She even refused to
consider such a possbility...
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Gulkani Razikashvili died in the spring of 1989, at the end ot a capricious
March.

She was buried in the village cemetery near the church.

Her funeral was attended by few people.

“The most miserable man or woman in Kakheti, known to no one outside
their wvillage, would have more moumers,” the wnler Karlo Kobendze
menlioned in his funeral speech...

One woman cned:

Guikani, you let this world rest from you
And this world let you pass to your rest...

The bareheaded elderty Pshavians stood silently at the grave.
The sun, having reached its zenith in the clear blue sky, shone aver
Gulkani's pale, radianl lace.
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Memories of
Vazha-Pshavela

(Collector of Tianeti Museum of
Local Lore - llo Bezhanishvili)

One rainy day, | don’l remember the year, Vazha-Pshavela unexpectedly
visited us. Hearing the loolsteps | went out an the balcony 10 see Vivzha
hanging his felt cloak on a hoox. Then he turned round, said hello and
camein. As he entered he told us that he had some business 10 discuss
with some man. | don’t know who he was tatking about. My mother
slarted to cook dinner. It was pounng with rain oultside and Vazha was
waiting for the rain 10 slop. Meanwhile he was talking to Mother or to
me. He was especially considerate of me. | was al school at that time
and he was telling me that | had to study well. { was knitting a pouch and
Vazha liked it a lot. | had already finished another pouch and showed
it to him, bul he liked the uncompleted one more. | promised to gwve
the pouch to him when it was ready. | soon completed it and kept it for
Vazha for a long time, but he never came to our place agam. Anyway, |
didn't give the pouch to anyone else.

While | was busy knilting, Vazha told e ta bring him an nolghook and
he would wrile me a verse in il. Before | brought him the notebook. he
wrote a small poem on the paper he had ripped from his writing pad

| remember how | treasured that poem, but, unfortunately, | still lost it.
| don't know it by heart, can only recall the contents: in his pcem Vazha
was calling on me to be a real Georgian woman, a uselful person in
society, and first of all a worthy Georgian mother. At school other pupils
read the poem and afterwards used to call me a Georgian mother,
Vazha had promised me another, bigger poem, but he never brought
it tome.

After the rain stopped. Vazha left. Scon his brother Niko — Bachana
came to enquire about him. This is my small memory of lhe great post.

Eva Doliashvili-Dedabrishvili’
64 years old Pensioner, Tianeti?
June 9, 1961.

In Georgia a maried woman can retain her maiden name and assume her
husband's name as well, hence the double name mentioned here {transtator's
note (TN)).

2 A small town in easl-central Georgia, in the Caucasus Mountains (TN).
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d7bmb yJobo / Beso's shop
G TN Gmagmbi Mg / Proto: Lek Bagonravova

| was seven or eight years old when Vazha used to come lo our place to
visit my father Luka. The two of them were friends and relatives too, as
Vazha was the godfather of my brother Zurab.

Once, Vazha visited us in aulumn of 1900. He was coming from Tianeti
and on his way home passed through our village ol Zaridzeebi. Father
was away, but he slill came in and had dinner with us. Then he told
my molher he was going lo take me lo his home in Chargali Village
to show me Pshavi. My mother did not want to let me go with him,
but could not make Vazha change his mind. He seated me upon his
horse and took me o Chargali. We passed Tvalivi Village and stopped
at Beso Shanidze's shop. Thal man was said to be very rich, he was a
merchant. Beso invited Vazha to the table and offered him some wine.
He gave me some candies and | ate lhem.

| clearly remember a conversation between lhem. it was a fiendly talk,
and Beso Shanidze told Vazha: "Who are you! What can you do! | have
so much money that if you e down, I'll cover you with gold and hide
you completely”...

Vazha smiled and said: “What do you 1hink, which of us will be better
known when we die?"

| remember one more episode. Vazha took me to his home for lhe
second lime. | was about 12 or 13. When we arrived, Vazha told me:
"Come on, my boy. help me drag some hay bundles. So | wenl with
him. He tied a rope to one bundle and | pulled it, bul the hay tipped over
and fell on me. | had to stop. Vazha laughed and helped me oul of the
hay. He dragged iwo bundles himself.

loseb Tsalughelashvili,
Collective Farmer
Zaridzeebi village
1960

LT
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Tinibek Chincharauli, living in Gudari Village in the Dusheti district died
tragically, leaving his little son lvane without a father. The widowed mother
and her child found themselves without any means of subsistence. The
village lreated them heartlessly, trying to banish them from their house.
When lvane tumed 17, he set off towards the lowlands hoping to eam a
living there. When he reached the village of Chargali, he tumed left and
followed the Charglura River,

Al Chargali he started looking for work and came across a Pshavian
man. One of his eyes had been impaired by anthrax. lvane did not know
who it was, all he knew was that the man was dressed m Pshavian
clothes and was wearing a sheep skin hat.

“What are you looking for, young Khevsurian, why are you wandering
about?” the Pshavian man asked the boy.

“I'm looking for a job,” he answered.

They talked for a little while and then the man lold the boy to follow him
Thus, Ivane started working for Vazha. He had to mow down the grass,
build a dry stone wall, and help his servant in housework, He soon
learned that his host, who was dressed like a Pshavian peasant, was
a poet and his name was Luka. lvane spent about five or s months
at Vazha's place and recalled a few incidents he had witnessed. He
characlerized Vazha as a very quick-tempered man. “Once | was in
Tianeti,” he said, *and a crowd had gathered inside the fence around
the building of the present Soviet Executive Commiltee. The govemor
of Tianeti district* was among the people, so Vazha-Pshavela came up
to him, greeted him, and lhey started talking. | was standing at some
distance, so | couldn’t hear what Vazha said to the governor, or what
lhat man answered, | just saw that Vazha got angry and slapped the
governor in the face. At that moment one end of Vazha's bashlyk fell
forward, Vazha siraightened it and lett. People began to buzz presuming
that Vazha would be arrested, but that never happened.

Once, Vazha was forging a scythe. When he had forged it. he sharpened
it and tried to use it, but the scythe wouldn't cut lhe grass. He forged
and sharpened it again, but the scylhe was still useless. Enraged by
this, Vazha hit the scylhe against a pear tree and broke it. The scythe
dropped down and only the handle was left. Vazha threw lthe handle
away with the words: “Damn you, if you don't cut lhe grass!”

There was a ruined house near Vazha's place. Il was all grown over
with nettles. Once | walked there barefoot and cut my [oot as | stepped
on a piece of broken glass. Seeing that, Vazha called his wife Tamar
and asked her to bring a rabbit’s liver. The woman brought us the
rabbit liver. Vazha broke it into small pieces and put those pieces on
my wounds, then bandaged my foot saying: “Don’t worry, Khevsurian,
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