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To the memory of Terenti Graneli (1898 — 1934).
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Foreword

The life, full of sorrow and distress, and marvelous verses of the great Georgian poet
Terenti Graneli have long broken the chains of forgetting and negligence.

More and more people are sharing the sad and painful perceptions of the author.
Refined, elegant versification, stirring and emotive charges, the cosmic outlook, poetry
that is on the verge of prayer, and the whisper that distinguishes Terenti — make him,
70 years after his death, confidant for those whose free minds have overcome time and
space.

Therefore, the interest of the modern American poet Edward Robert Raupp in the
works of Terenti Graneli seems only natural.

The professor, an author who arrived in Georgia with a noble mission, has studied
Georgian in a strikingly short time span and, rejecting outdated methods, with the
assistance of Georgian scholars Ketevan Chkheidze and Mari Manvelishvili, translated
Terenti Graneli’s works directly from the original.

Dear Reader, you have the translated verses at hand.

When you start reading them, you’ll make sure that Dr. E. R. Raupp has succeeded
not only in conveying the basic concepts, ideas, and messages very closely but has
preserved the melody, the unique simplicity of artistic images and the reasoning style
that tends to be mystical at times. All the features that make the author of “Memento
Mori” distinguished, original, and unique have been transferred into the English version
thanks to the commitment of E. R. Raupp and his colleagues.

I'd like to express my gratitude to Dr. Raupp for his lovely efforts to honor the genuine
Georgian creator who has been the object of oppression and persecution from the
Communist regime and still managed to rise from the ashes.

Revaz Mishveladze
Laureate of the Rustaveli Award
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INTRODUCTION

So far as we can tell, the works of Terenti Graneli have never been translated outside
of the Georgian language. This book, therefore, is the first opportunity that speakers
of other languages will have to sample the deeply spiritual and highly complex verses
of this conflicted writer who is famous among Georgians but inaccessible to others.

It may be well to start with a brief summary of the problems of translating in general
and in translating Terenti Graneli in particular. Such a summary may try to answer three
questions, perhaps in order of importance:

(1) Is the translation faithful to the concept of the author?
(2) Do the translated verses sing with the same or similar thythm?
(3) If there is a rhyming pattern in the original, does the translation rhyme?

In each case, we tried first to be faithful to the concept, but this is easier said than done.
Even Georgian readers must wrestle with the intent of Terenti Graneli’s verses. In order
to get to the deeper meanings of his verses, we had to immerse ourselves in his letters
and other materials by and about the man.

Certain themes or motifs are evident in the body of work that is the legacy of Terenti
Graneli. One is given expression in his simple tercet from Drops of Blood from the Heart:
“Not life. Not death. Something else.” What is the something else? In a physical sense,
we know that an organism may exist in either of two states, but not both: either the
organism is alive or it is dead. It is, therefore, in the spiritual domain that we must search
for meaning in many of Terenti Graneli’s verses.

This understanding of the spiritual as the realm of the poet leads us to another recurring
theme: flying. Again, we know that humans, unlike birds, are incapable of unaided
flight. But this is a physical constraint, one that does not bind to the earth the poet who
sings in the spiritual domain. When Terenti Graneli writes, “I want to fly. I want to be
everywhere like GOD,” he expresses a universal yearning to escape from the bonds
of sullen ground. We find in the mythologies of many cultures the idea that man was
formed from the earth; Terenti Graneli gives voice to the need to put distance between
our earth-bound origins and our celestial aspirations.

Who is Terenti Graneli? After having two daughters, Samson Kvirkvelia and his first wife,
Ivlita Lukova, welcomed a son on June 3, 1898 (old style calendar). Terenti Kvirkvelia
and his family lived in the village of Tsalenjikha in the Samegrelo region of Georgia in
the Caucasus. By all accounts, the family was poor in material possessions. His mother
died in 1903 at the age of 28, when Terenti was just five years old. His father remarried,
and Terenti enjoyed a warm and loving relationship with his stepmother,

Daria Mebonia. But it was to his two sisters, Masho and Zozia, that he would remain
devoted for the rest of his life.
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In his childhood, Terenti is said to have been quiet, perhaps with what now may be
seen as an inferiority complex and full of fears. He was a slender boy with blue eyes
who started reading at an early age. He enjoyed wandering and he was attracted to the
church. He often sat outside the church on a stone and wrote poetry. He knew Russian
well, although he never studied it in school. After Terenti completed his 7* year of
schooling, his father took the boy out of school so he could work with him.

Samson Kvirkvelia died in 1918, about the time of the Bolshevik Revolution. In the
same year, Terenti moved with his sister Masho to a small room in Georgia’s capital city
of Thilisi, a city he would come to adore and to celebrate in his poetry.

Masho earned a little money as a dressmaker and married a poor man. With no money,
and little support from his family, Terenti was on his own. He could not afford to
continue his studies. Biographers describe the young Terenti of this time in his life as
tall and handsome with a beautiful forehead and curly black hair and dark blue eyes.

There followed a period of a few years of Georgian independence and of the flourishing
of the arts in the post-Tsarist era. In 1918, Terenti published his first poetry, in People’s
Newspaper in Thilisi. In 1919, he began using the surname “Graneli,” as a grain of
wheat. In 1920 and 1921, under his new name, Terenti Graneli published two small
books of poetry: Morning Lines and Requiem. In 1922, he published a larger book, Souls
Sfrom the Grave.

Terenti Graneli’s poetry was praised in letters written by such Georgian literary luminaries
as Konstantine Gamsakhurdia, Valery Gaprindashvili, Ivane Gomarteli, Vasil Barnovi,
Konstantine Kapaneli, and others. Yet none of these translated his poetry out of the
Georgian language.

By 1924, at the height of the post-Tsarist renaissance, Terenti Graneli published his
Memento Morz, and the literati of Georgia held a Celebration of Graneli at the Rustaveli
Theatre in Thilisi. In the same year, he started drinking heavily, and this made his already
fragile nervous system even worse. In two years’ time, in 1926, he would write his last
book, and in 1928 began his slide into mental illness, most likely depression.

In 1930, Terenti Graneli was committed to the hospital for the insane at Surami west of
Thilisi, near Khashuri, in central Georgia. There is some evidence that the facility, with
its clean upland air, also treated tuberculosis. He escaped every three or four months
and returned to Thilisi, where he walked through the streets, sometimes recognized,
other times not, but always avoiding contact with other people.

During this time, Terenti was writing constantly, on old book covers, boxes of matches,
cigarette packs, napkins, and walls. As Revaz Mishveladze asks, who knows how much
of Terenti Graneli’s works were lost on these media?

During one of his escapes from Surami, he slept overnight in a railroad station and
became ill. A man took him to Avlabari First Hospital in Tbilisi, where Terenti asked his
nurse to allow him to remain incognito lest he be returned to Surami.
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Terenti Graneli died on October 10, 1934, of tuberculosis and was interred in Peter and
Paul Cemetery in Thilisi. In 1987, his body was re-interred by his friends in “Didubis
Panteoni.”

Terenti often thought and wrote about his death and grave. As an example, the reader
is invited to turn to page 1 of this collection to “After death™:

My dead body will be lowered into the ground.
And a rude gravedigger will throw the first dirt onto my face.
Earth and stones will make the last dull sound on my coffin.
The ritual will end.
Only quietness and I will remain.

Terenti Graneli never married.

Although biographies have been written about Terenti Graneli, it is impossible to
capture the essence of the man in narrative form. Indeed, some experts in Georgian
language and literature say it is impossible to understand him at all. Readers in the
Georgian language say that, even in Georgian, the works of Terenti Graneli are difficult,
if not impossible, to understand. How, then, can they be brought out of the Georgian
language into English with any fidelity?

In her translator’s preface to Shota Rustaveli’s epic poem, The Knight in the Panther’s Skin,
Venera Urushadze writes about Rustaveli’s complex meter, “The translator, though
he cannot directly imitate it, should at least try to respect it.”” In the case of Terenti
Graneli’s verses, we have tried to respect the 10-syllable lines that characterize most of
his works by using, for the most part, iambic pentameter, 10 syllables in each line, as is
the original. What we give up in the Georgian rhythm of repeated sounds we gain in the
English what is often compared to the beat of the heart, the iambic foot.

Some verses are written in other than 10 syllables. Some are 5 (e.g., “Rainy Day”), 7 (e.g.,
“8™ of June”), others 8 (“A Sad Light Appeared”). In these verses, we have tried to use
the same number of syllables as in the original, but often as not, the English translations
are given in iambic pentameter.

“After Death” and “Drops of Blood from the Heart” are prose poems. Here we tried
to focus on the meaning with less attention to form.

Some of Terenti Graneli’s verses rhyme, while others do not. When they rhyme,
sometimes they are in the English sonnet form—abab cdcd—and at other times they
vary. In each verse, we have tried to adhere to the original as much as possible. Again,
referring to Venera Urushadze’s analysis of Shota Rustaveli’s epic, “As is well known
the English language is a language so poor in inflexions that we cannot produceaaa a
in double or triple thyme as in Georgian.” Although Terenti Graneli’s rthymes are not so
complex as Shota Rustaveli’s, they may still offer significant challenges to the translator.
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If meter and rhyme cannot be precisely translated from Georgian to English, what then
remains of the original Terenti Graneli? For this, we turn to the Rustaveli epic itself,
Quatrain 12 of the Prologue (translated by Venera Urushadze):

Poetry is, first of all, a branch of divine wisdom,
Conceived by and known by the godly edifying to all who hear it.
It pleases the ear of the listener if he be a virtuous man.
A poem uttered with surfeit of words lacks grace and excellence.
Terenti Graneli, again drawing from Rustaveli’s Prologue (Quatrain 16), composed
Verses capable of penetrating deep into one’s heart.

If we could not in English capture the meter or the rhyme of Terenti Graneli’s verses
with precision, we at least tried to be faithful to the passion of his work. It is in this
regard that we studied his letters and the biographies of others.

Finally, there is the matter of selection. Which of Terenti Graneli’s works did we choose
to translate for this collection? In general, we selected his shorter verses, many consisting
of two quatrains. While there are also a few longer pieces, the two-quatrain form is
representative of his works, and they lend themselves more readily to translation. That
does not mean they are easier to understand! The hard work of discerning meaning still
had to be done.

In this first volume, and we hope there will be further volumes, we thought it
necessary for the reader of English to have access to “Drops of Blood from the
Heart,” a letter written by Terenti Graneli to himself in which we read some of his
most famous lines:

I WANT TO FLY
I want to be everywhere like GOD

and
Not life
Not death
Something else

It is the hope of the translators that the reader will approach the verses of Terenti
Graneli with a cutiosity that opens the mind to the possibilities of the man, of the poet,
beyond the physical and into the spiritual, the domain in which the poet lived and wrote.
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GEORGIA IN THE EARLY 20™ CENTURY

By Tamaz Beradze, Manana Sanadze, and Giuli Alasania

Terenti Graneli lived his short life in an epoch of suffering and political tension. This
was the epoch of the fall of the Russian Empire, the brief restoration of independence
of Georgia, and its subsequent annexation by the Soviet Russian Empire.

Russia conquered Georgia in 1801-1810. Annexation was followed by the destruction
of a Georgian state that had existed for 3,500 years; cancellation of the autocephaly of
the Georgian Orthodox Church; denigration of the Georgian language; ban on the use
of the national language in schools and other institutions; introduction of a legal system
previously unknown to Geotgians; and administrative and territorial segmentation by
Russia. All this led to the disappearance of Georgia from the world political map.

The national movement for the independence of Georgia started from the very
establishment of Russian rule. In 1802, the Georgian people organized an anti-Russian
rebellion in Kakheti. In 1804, there was another riot in another region of Georgia,
Mtiuleti.

In 1812-1813, there were anti-Russian insurgences in Kakheti and in 1819-1820, in the
western regions of Imereti and Guria.

In 1832, the Russian authorities uncovered another big uprising that was aimed at the
restoration of Georgian statehood.

In the 1860s, there was a new outburst of the national movement for independence.
The leaders of the movement were the great Georgian writer Ilia Chavchavadze and his
colleagues - the so-called “Tergdaleulebi,” Georgians who studied in Russian universities
and returned to Georgia. Since then the idea of the sovereignty of the Georgian State
and the independent Church has never died.

Georgians took an active part in the 1905-1907 Revolution in Russia. The Revolution
seemed to hold the promise of a movement for independence for the nations involved.

In August of 1914, World War I broke out. The Russian Government called up over
200,000 Georgians for service. This was a huge loss for such a small country as Georgia.

The beginning of 1917 was the year of the commencement of the February Democratic
Revolution of Russia. The Revolution ended with the defeat of the autocrats and the
appearance of a new republic. This gave hope for independence to Georgians and other
nations oppressed by Russians. On March 25, 1917, the Georgian Apostolic Church
restored its autocephaly.
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Unfortunately, Russia failed to pursue the road of freedom. On 7 November 1917, the
Bolsheviks seized Petrograd. As a result, the Bolshevik regime was established in Russia.

The Russian Bolshevik Revolution of 1917 was not acknowledged in the South
Caucasus. Initially, Georgia, Armenia, and Azerbaijan were integrated into a federation.
In 1918, the federation broke apart. On 26 May, Georgia declared its independence and
founded the Democratic Republic of Georgia.

In its short period of independence, Georgia carried out effective reforms. The status
of the Georgian language was also reestablished. The Russian language at schools was
replaced by Georgian and other national languages, respectively. Georgia carried out
land reform. The Georgian culture began to revive. On 21 October 1921, the Founding
Council of Georgia adopted the first Constitution of the country. This Constitution
was among the most democratic constitutions of the time.

On 11-12 February 1921, the Red Army of Soviet Russia besieged Georgia from three
sides. By the 25", the capital of the country was already occupied. On 18 March 1921,
the democratic authorities of Georgia left the country and emigrated to Paris. This was
the start of the occupation of Georgia by Soviet Russia. Georgia was declared a Soviet
Socialist Republic on 25 February.

In December, 1922, against the will of the population, the Communist authorities in
Moscow decided to integrate the Soviet Republic of Georgia into the South Caucasus
Soviet Socialist Federation (with Azerbaijan and Armenia). On December 30, 1922, as
a member of this Federation, Georgia was forced to enter the newly established Soviet
Empire — the USSR.

The occupation of Georgia by Soviet Russia was the start of the period of dreadful
repression that touched all strata of society. All the parties except the Communist Party
were declared self-liquidated. A severe censorship was placed on the press. In 1921-
1923, the Communist Party closed over 1,500 churches and monasteries in Georgia. In
1928-1930, the anti-religious campaign was even more severe.

The Georgian people were furious about losing independence. From the very
establishment of the new regime, there were anti-Communist activities. These grew into
armed insurgences in some parts of Georgia in 1921-22 and were brutally repressed.

In 1922 the Catholikos Patriarch of Georgia, Ambrosi Khelaia, addressed the Geneva
International Conference with an urgent memorandum. The document was concerned
with the persecution of clerical and civil representatives in Georgia, a severe anti-
religious campaign. The Patriarch asked the International Conference to condemn
the Russian aggression against Georgia and take measures to force the occupation

forces leave Georgia. This memorandum resulted in the arrest of the Patriarch and the
Catholic Council.
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From 1923, the Georgian people started to prepare large-scale anti-Communist
uprisings. The Soviet Government managed to put down every attempt of the Georgian
people to express its will. The Soviet occupiers managed to arrest and liquidate the
“Military Center,” composed of the 15 organizers of the revolts. Yet preparation
for a unilateral revolt went on. The insurgency started on 28-29 August 1924. The
Communist authorities brutally put down the rebellion. More than 5,000 people fell
victim to the repressions. The larger part of those victims were representatives of the
intelligentsia, though they hadn’t had any part in the organization of the revolts.

In 1924, after the defeat of the insurgents, it was clear that victory over Soviet rule was
impossible. There were two alternatives for the people: emigrate or obey.

In 1921-26, almost all who could afford it emigrated from Georgia. The bigger part of
the population was forced to obey the new rulers. Terenti Graneli selected a third way
out.

That way was the one of which the better part of the intelligentsia was well aware. In
1923, the well-known Russian writer Alexander Block committed suicide. Suicide was
also the choice of Sergei Esenin. In 1930, Vladimir Maiakovski put an end to his life.

Terenti Graneli chose a different way to escape from the reality that was all around him.
The basis for his “mental disorder” was more obviously a protest against Bolshevism
than a mere illness. It was advantageous for the Soviet authorities as well to consider the

writer mad. Thus they would get rid of another insurgent.
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My life is a poem

In this good place one even finds the flowers.

This feeling’s higher than the skiey towers.
My life is full, as petals on the bowers.
My life is short. It’s measured by the hours.

of Y3030emydoi dmodmz9ds

od 43080emgd0E dm0dmzgg0o,

9b gtdbmoo 308y Pdomemglino.
Bgdo bmghgds otols dmgdo,

hgdo 3bmatgos dbmmmem mgdbos.
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After death

Winter will come...

I will die early in the morning, before dawn, when a winter moon will shine on the
frozen street. Before I die, I will remember Thilisi’s nights and my beautiful sister: these
two inflamed me all my life.

So will be the end of the light, and remembered seconds will disappear.

I will enter into Death’s quiet hands.

My tormented body will become one with the world’s elements.

And I will be at rest.

My coffin will be plain.

And my passing will be without tears.

My body will be burned at two o’clock in the afternoon near Thbilisi.

My funeral day will disturb colored clouds and the wind will blow.

The pall that will cover my body will be old and white. A simple priest, one who had
not read my bloody book, Memento Mori, will chant a requiem. He will pity me who did
not know the story of my soul, which is incinerated. Only poets will be standing with
my dead body. They will remember from my prose: lines.

Despair will follow.

The requiem will end in the wind.

My dead body will be lowered into the ground.

And a rude gravedigger will throw the first dirt onto my face.

Earth and stones will make the last dull sound on my coffin.

The ritual will end.

Only quietness and I will remain.

On their way, the people will speak about me.

Night will come...

I will be alone at night in the cemetery, afraid. I will leave my coffin and run naked
away from my grave:

And I will cry like a crazy man. Won’t someone help me, hide me!

No one will deliver me from my torment, and I will fall down—I will feel myself in
the grave, and I will fall asleep forever.

My sister will stand like a light over my head—quietness.

Three days after my funeral, my grave will be covered by snow.

The whole country will be white.

That village where I was born will become like a desert.

Winter will pass with rain and winds.

Spring days will begin.

The trees in the cemetery will be filled with leaves.

Sunday morning, when the church door will open for all pilgrims, some lady lost in
thought will come to my grave. She will remember my burned face. She will remember
my torment and she will pity me.
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So the centuries will pass.

On my grave the distant sun will shine.

Mists of the evening will cover the long-forgotten stone, and the darkness will cover
my grave.

The rains will come, storms will howl, and yellow leaves will fall on my jaded grave.
In time, moss will cover my grave in black drops, and grass will grow over me.

Women dressed in white will pass by my grave in the summer time. Dimly, as in a
mirror, strange fingers will play on a grand piano.

Passing trains with no hope will cry early in the morning. Sunday will come, and near
me bells will ring and candles will be lighted.

Pilgrims with hands raised to Heaven will become tired. The Mass will end.

The church will close. Icons, imprisoned like captives, remain inside. And in the
cemetery a crow will fly and caw.

The eyes will disappear by which Thbilisi’s night lay like heavy stones.

And my grave’s eternal guard will be my sweetest sister—and quietness.

PR

34



olg 8o0gem00b boynanbggdo.

Bgd Lommogl odagdy 3dg dmbgym Mogbgol.

Bgd Bogh ybogmog Lomodmb 6060 oggeMogl d0306ygdnm mmegdl o Hgdo
boggemagoi dg0dmbgds Lodbyemoo.

Bodmgo 63005, Jotodbogmo o dmbygboem boxmogdy adoghol ggomgm RMogab.
ol hmme dogo 639mgdom oboglicogds hgdo Lodatyg, B Bodmodigds dogmsbo.

Bogbymdo, Lomodm mb, Bgdl Loxmogh Roygmosd mgmMow godmbymdommo
Jomgdo, dmeU, Lomzgbmed YEbmdo MomMYdn EOY3MBZ90 Bamoomb.

00eMO8MO0D J0dgmE 0303900 mMmmgmadogmgda. dmgs 330Momg s Agdl
sbemmb oMg3o890 Botgdl, 00bmgdgh Lobmmgol.

000MMYd00b bgmmodygdmdogmo demmggemgoo.

Botgo 80008009d0.

bogoml o39(hog9b, bohgdo odbyggnmm Hybomgoogom ©oMPgdosd dog. o
bobogemoml Abogomom goonwtgbl yg0go.

30d6900 m30emyd0, MHmdgamdgog gliggbs mdamobol Mmodggdo 8dody cmm©Y0g00.

0 Hgdo bodotmol Lodywedm otmogo 0gogds Hydo PbBglo o — Lohydy.

R

35



36

Poet prisoner

My thoughts are black; they come again to me.
My torture’s hour is white as bakers’ paste.
My quest is not the earth, like Christ I flee,
My flight from sullen earth prepared in haste.

It’s you alone are welcomed by my heart.
It’s you! The angel of a painful past.

It’s you who know how I was torn apart.
It’s you who know my torture will not last.

I had no other I could call my friend.

I only have the wind behind my back.
I fall into a trap and meet my end.

I yield to the despair so cold and black.

A silence came to me. Now let me stay.

A long and troubled time has slowly passed.
A clear blue sky is sparkling far away.

A call from Christ among the stars at last.

The month of June will come in just a while.
The day is now the 27" of May.

The ache I feel is for a peaceful isle,

The land enfolded by a quiet bay.

This tortured heat, this noise and fevered pain.
This drizzling rain now falls with little sound.
This fortress prison and its iron chain.

This heavy leprous place on putrid ground.

When in my heart there is a stronger ache,
When I am looking at the thug and thief,
When thinking that this night will never break,
When from the darkness there is no relief.

And all my hopes are washed away with tears,
And all I am is mournful once again,

And all around me given in to fears,

And I must now accept the fated pen.

Now comes no dawn, and now I am upset.
Now night is quiet and the ground is soaked.
Now maybe someone will recall me yet,
Now like the poet and the pris’ner yoked.
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Spring evening

It is a quiet evening of spring.

From tree to tree a bird will take to wing.
The soaring soul will pass its bounds in flight
And, Darling, I recall one blissful night.

One night and we’ll arrive at Heaven’s gate.
Oh! joy and bliss have come to my estate.
Another dream space stretches out its girth.
The moon is tired of looking at the earth.

It is a quiet evening of spring.
From tree to tree a bird will take to wing.

Forever shining

To cry—1It is the only thing that is left for me to do. Alexander Block
I cry, but tears refuse to wash my cheeks,

And distant space will carry me along,

My soul took wing as if a bright white dove,

But left my frame on darker sinner ground.

Perhaps there was someone who grieved for me,
But then when I was not aware of that,

My thoughts go to my everlasting soul,

A pale blue light that shines till end of days.

In just a little while my blood will dry,
And I can see the yellow gown of death.
I’m like an ash, around my heart is cold,
But in the world the fire of grief is lit.

I cry but tears refuse to wash my cheeks,
And distant space will carry me along,

My soul took wing as if a bright white dove,
But left my frame on darker sinner ground.
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I’'m burned with my own flame

I’m burned with my own flame.
I vanish from the earth.
Somewhere my little foes

Are glad to see me go.

What can I do in chains?
Desire takes to the sky,
And here my saddened soul
Is like a dying leaf.

It’s Saturday and then

It’s Sunday and a ghost
Arrives in vivid dreams—
My dead mother appears.

The poplar’s bent by wind.
Now glow the music’s sound.
I’m burned with my own flame.
I vanish from the earth.

This day

Alone again, the wind is all around,

And the tornado hunts the ship of dreams.
This day, my dear! is just another dream,
This day that seems to be an autumn day.

It’s life again, and I don’t want to die,
And here, I bring my sacred soul to you.
This day reminds me of a time now past
This day that seems to be an autumn day.
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Wandering without aim

This autumn season and this field of grass
Are calling me to wander without aim.

I want to fly away, to fly on high,

Because the soul’s impatient on the ground.

Now dries the pool of blood from aching heart.
I’m to the streets as bees to honeyed hives.

And on the cemetery’s winding paths

I meet the beggars and the prostitutes.

Now, too, the hardships press upon us all,
And I am in the wine; I cannot stop.

And so I greet the person that I meet

Whose salty tears are rolling down his cheeks.

And I recall the night not long ago
When I was sleeping in the box of trash.
The wind is howling and the organ cries,
And on his perch the jaded parrot sits.

And you, my Motherland! You’re scaring me
When all alone I dream during the day.

Oh, Holy God! Why did you give me birth?
You know I did not ask for this my life.

I feel that I am chained to solid ground.
(Somewhere there’s fear; someone is turned to ash.)
Someday, someone who’s tortured then will come,
And on my grave he’ll stand and ponder hard.

For then such thinking is more difficult,

For then my eyes are waiting for the light.

Oh, God! What darkness is around me now!
Oh, God! What mist there is around me now...
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To Vano Sarajishvili

The curtain now descends; the scene is dark.
The final curtain falls; the play is done.

Oh, Vano! Now we know your song is true.
“Alas, poor me! You do not have a fate.”

And now are seconds grieving all around.

The ticking seconds grieve beside the tears.
The Georgian scene is dark, a heavy night;

The Georgian scene becomes a mournful place.

On your way you’ll fly across the light,

For only mist will be the campground now.

And only sorrow will the garland be

That shields your upraised coffin from the glare.

You are no longer dear today, and yet

You leave with us your brightly gleaming light.
How sad that all you were has disappeared,
Your voice: That fire that froze us in our skin.

The curtain now descends; the scene is dark.
The final curtain falls; the play is done.

Oh, Vano! Now we know your song is true.
“Alas, poor me! You do not have a fate.”
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Thoughts to Tzaghveri

The cold winds blow and I’ve no chance to rest,
And there you are, giving me hope for life.
There was the silence of a cloudy day,

And we were waiting at the high fir trees.

And you were sleeping there as if a queen.
I walked along with sadness in my heart,
Amid the dark despair and hopelessness,
And misty mountains of my Tzaghveri.

In blowing winds you could not hear my cry,
And somewhere near a bell pealed out its call.
It was in evening and I felt the pain,

And in my silence time was passing by.

The winter wind did not afford me rest;

I dreamed of summer’s garden and the field.
The sad rough sea encompassed me around,
And I was waiting for a sudden death.

High Heaven!

High Heaven! Now I look at you again.

Perhaps one waits for me in some strange place.
My Darling! I am at a crossroad here,

And I know now which is my own true way.

Still T am here, but I am there, as well.

My poem is my heart; it is my blood.

I hear the music in a silent place,

And now my death will come to me with case.
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From Village to Tbilisi

I still prepare my strength to meet the morn,
And in my soul an angel makes her home.
What I must do, Thilisi T must see,

T must see her, but she does not see me.

From morning sun a sparkling light descends;
The afternoon arrives on brightest beam.
And still Thilisi’s light is calling me,

And still I want to see Thilisi’s sky.

This sunny day I’'m gazing at the lamp.
The devil quietness is standing guard.

I will die soon. I know within my heart
That I’ll be thrown onto Thilisi’s ground.

My fate

My melancholy follows stormy days.

I felt the heavy burdens of the earth.

I want to go and see my mother’s grave,
And there to shed the tears of innocence.

The heart should sing but in a different way,
But I, I had to carry different sins.

And Georgia loves me more than I can say,
A poet heaven sent to sing its songs.

Still I am thirsty walking in dry fields.
I wait to see the rain on village green.
This is my constant sorrow and distress:
That I will stay a stranger for all time.



beoggemowb :mdnamobo

d9 obgg dogmoll 8030Mgd omobmgol
0 0bggmmdo Bgd bymdo bmgemob.
Mo ggbo, Mol dobo gbobm mdogmolo,
3b0bm mdomobo o dgysbmgmb.

930l bodghbgoemo gdggde (300000,
dmeol dyomg, MHmgmbiz sbmgoo.
obgg mdomobiol dydo dodogoogl,
obgg mdogmobol 3o dgbohEgde.

3800060 omge, 39 Bobotl gnddgc,
booggeml Bohydol gdmbo oEogl.
Bogmg dm3330900 O 3030 BYDY,
Mhm3 d04&mH00b mdogmoliols 306,

hgdo 390

dmbygbo dmloggl odboot dg0MU,
d9 bmd g0gtdgbo dmgomo bodgobm.
d0boo 3030009 90l BogMEgmMOb
o 0g p0ob3m 3M9demo O3MIIMIM.

390 LbgoggoMo e vdmgtegl,
d9 bbgo 3megg9o0 nboo dgdocoo.

o Logobrmggmm obg Fomdghmgdl
3mghl, Bdmbyeml domomm Bg300eb.

obgg 36yyMood B0bghoe goMgods
0 3960htgos 6300s Lemaggmob.
9L hgdo Lgge o 6gbotgde
oMhgde doto dgyEbmogmo.

49



8% of June

Tt is the 8" of June and it is hot,

My dreams are climbing high into the sky.
I want to get away from everyone.

I want to run away to somewhere else.

But still I have some strength that’s left in me
Some strength to feel the rose’s quietness.

It’s only you who feel and think of me,

—And do you know my constant sorrow’s name?

Here I am standing rooted to the ground,
And yet I want to wander in the field.
And still it is 2 warm and sunny day,

And still I wander as I look for joy.

I saw the ugly dreams that saddened me;
It was, I think, the morn of yesterday.

I think, I know, it will not have a face:
And now there is Thilisi without me.

My dreams are climbing high into the sky.
And I regret that I am in this place,

And I am like a thief, a fugitive;

And I will hide myself in heavy woods...

R
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Rainy day

First comes brisk wind,
And days depart.

And still the rain.

The weathet’s bad.

You wait afar,
Hear arias.

A darkened room
Your silent tomb.

Alas, poor mel!

My heart’s afire.
The weathet’s bad.
You yearn for sun.

First comes brisk wind,
And days depart.

And still the rain.

The weathet’s bad.

My thoughts

My thoughts come only after you have gone,

A windstorm blows, the mountains on all sides.
And this may be the night that I will die,
Before my death I will not see you more.

My life cannot protect me from all this,
The time will come and I will still be drunk.
And even now I thirst to see your face,
And I'll remember you forevermore.



Fa0d0060 MY

Joto ggoo bob
0o 0Myo0 30000b.
3oMgm obgg 300U,
3000 63060000,

dmbgymb gemo,
obdgb o0 oMo0sbs.
9l d0bo dbgmoo
dgbo bodomye.

dgb, hgdm mogm,
atdbmd gyemol vbmgool.
0800690 BHokmbl

o %9 g9bohtgoo.

Joto ggoo bob
0o 0Myb0 30000b.
3oMgm obgg B0d,
3000 3060000,

b98n a050930 Gbmenme 96 dmgmgal

Bgdo @ogtgdo dbmmme dgb dmawgsl,
gérol Jotmodbogmo, dmgdos sbemm.

dg 390dgmgdd 000med dmg33w9
00 boggomol Gob dgb ggmot gbobm.

3bmgkgos oby g9t 9dnbobogl,
dmgo Mm o 39 obgg o3m3Myoo.
obemog 3bygntos 0y dgbo bobge,
obemog 80gmbgd o dgbohtgdo.

53



A sad light appeared

On this dark day sad light appeared,
And now today’s the twenty-third.
Just like a candle time burns down.
This night’s more quiet than the rest.

That I’'m exhausted you can see,
There someone gazes at the field.
And even now are hanging there
White earrings in the moon-lit sky.

Down from the sky are falling thoughts,
Rough roads go on eternally.

I’'m still behind the prison walls;

And Oscar Wilde’s torment is mine.

Strong passion yet will come to me,
And my desires will disappear.

Just like a candle time burns down.
This night’s more quiet than the rest.

Thoughts Fly

Thoughts fly, some thoughts are white, some thoughts are black,
And these dark, tortured days transform my face.

It’s time to kill myself, to end it all,

I can no longer wait for something else.

Even my poetry can’t save me now,
Even my poetry—my book of blood.
I know I am so great in poetry,

And yet I find myself so lost in life.
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The time for Flowers

The time for flowers comes in May,
And greater grief ascends the throne.
As I await some hoped-for day
Perhaps my pain will disappear.

T am in tune with sorrowed bells,

The sorrow of the wind is mine.

The day before the rains poured down.
And now how good the weather is.

And still in torment I can feel

A thousand painful thoughts intrude.
The row of dreams is far away,

The air is heavy with the rain...

These thoughts will go away

These thoughts that come to me will go away,
And like a fortune teller you will come.

And still I think that you do not know me,
That you could not meet me so long a time.

But still I find my life is very good,

The night whirlwind is flying round my head.
What is the word? It is not Death

Describes my grief and my excited state.

I think tomorrow I will have some strength,
I think my task is very difficult.

And still I think that you do not know me,
That you could not meet me so long a time.
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Waiting for you
My heart beats faster as I wait for you.

I think of you, and as I see your face,

A welcome sun breaks through the darkened clouds.

Oh, Darling! Why was it so hard to come?
Oh, Darling! What caused you to be so late?

Now in my heart and head this feeling grows,
And now the winds do shake the willow tree.
My tragic story I will tell to you,

And I'll begin to cry much like a child.

So torture and my sighs will go away

And you will come to me with snow-white hands.
You will come tired and ask about my health.
You will come close and you’ll caress my cheek.

The night will be a long and tortured night,
The night will be both cruel and merciless.
And these impatient searching eyes, blue eyes,
My eyes, my longing eyes, still wait for you...

The sky is clouded

The sky is clouded, and bad weather comes,
My shoulders bear the grief of all the world.
So this is how we passed the winter days,

So this is why the hate is in our hearts.

Now hear the chorus of the rustling leaves,
And teeming rain intends to soak the ground.
Today I wander all about the place,

Already I am weary of the day.

Now passes by a woman of beauty,

Where voices of the bells sound out their grief.
Look here! It’s evening and my reddened eyes
Are full of sorrow and they want to sleep...
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Mystery

I now recall who is my enemy,

I’'m talking with a stranger even now.
Consider now this verse - a mystery,
And this the feeling that I soon will die.

I'm now as quiet as a mummy bound,
And maybe there is nothing to my life.
And all around the somber quietness
The stillness of a garden in decay.

Today the weather is a welcome guest,

But I am following a tired dream.

I stand beside a spreading cypress tree,

And just beyond the pleasant light blue house.

This eye of mine looks for a better life,

And weeping, tears flow down across my cheek.
A fragrance now surrounds me and I sense
Pink blossoms of the early wild plum.

I now recall who is my enemy,

I’'m talking with a stranger even now.
Consider now this verse - a mystery,
And this the feeling that I soon will die.
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To dear sisters: Masho and Zozia

What must I do? There have been many days
In which I have not seen my village home.

I walk alone; the night is dark and still.

I walk as though a stranger on the land.

A poet will be tired by blue dreams,
Because the life is difficult to bear.

And in my dreams I see our family’s house,
The house that’s sold so many years ago.

I’m loved by many hearts sincere and true,
(And now this moon is shining with more light)
My sisters, I believe! That what you think
About the tortured life I lead is right.

Now I’'m alone; the times are now long past,
When in the streets I shouted out my voice.
You must not worry now about my life

I soon will come to you dear sisters mine.

Today I destroyed yesterday’s thoughts

Today I dashed the thoughts of yesterday,
A different colored dream appeared to me.
I think, my Dear! I bear the heavy guilt,
For all the consequences of my acts.

Still every day is horrible for me,

Before me there’s a book that’s stained by blood.
I’m sad and grieving, still I do not know

The cause of my distress, of my torment.

My soul ascends, my heart now disappears,
As I'look down at my imagined corpse,

I do not know if it is really mine,

Or if this vision now is but a dream.
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You will light up

The time may come when you will light my life,
But now sad minutes hang like heavy weights.
A quiet sky is standing on the ground,

And this dark country’s like a wooden box.

There are but these: there’s life, and there is death,
The fate of all the people here is cursed,

Up in the tower there’s a quiet bell,

As if the bell’s the church’s silent heart.

So much I think, and then the night comes on,
The shadows may soon come across the land.
Green quietness is standing on the graves,

The church stands out against the land like snow.

Night came so clear

Night came so clear, no clouds to hide the sky,
Night came, and grief so soft an enemy.

I could not rest ; I threw the window up,

So I could see Thilisi from my room.

And so I think and find that I’'m alone,
And I’'m still waiting for a miracle.
They took me from Thilisi for a while,
Thilisi now becomes for me a dream.

It is still night, the sky is lightning black,
And there’s no end to my tormented state.
I think in two days’ time I’ll leave this cell.
I'll be exhausted on Thilisi streets.
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Old thoughts

OId thoughts still rise unwelcome in my mind,
Perhaps it is my fate to care for them.

So many stars bedeck the midnight sky,

The sky is lighted like a candle’s flame.

My hopes are hidden by these prison walls,
The lightning always lights Tbilisi’s skies.
The darkness steals into my prison cell,
Where I am sitting motionless alone.

I’m not the man the others think I am,

And I sustain the tortures with no word.
Some understand, but only I can feel

My thoughts until my body turns to stone...

Innocent tears

The tears of innocence fell on my heart.
The people said to be is just a dream.

I always gaze into the eyes of death.

I feel that I am sinking and rejoice.

These windy days, the leaves fly through the air,
And even hopes are coming near to me.

Why do I wait? What lies ahead for me?

I do not know why I am filled with joy...
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You

Now you are gazing at the budding rose

In front of you you have my book of verse.
As tender poet you remember me,

You sit alone with memories and thoughts.

Me

In my distress I want to see my heart.

And how it burns and leaves me full of woe.

The others come, and you are not with me,

My heart is broken and I lean against a tree...
—25 May 1926

Dear Beethoven

Even today I remember dear Beethoven.
With joy I'm looking at nature.
Yesterday I said goodbye to Thilisi
Today I want to come back to Thbilisi.
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Memento mori

Now I more often make mistakes

Now comes June and around is green grass.
My holy name will stay with poetry

My heart and blood is this “Memento mori.”

Today is the third of June, I want it to be the 13,

Around me is a prison, grief purgatory [paradise, beaurtiful place to rest]
If 1 wanted life I would not pray for death

The ground had not been for me the black grave.

Somewhere near the mountain it rained, somewhere on the mountain is mist
Such kind of laugh I did not know before.

Now I am looking at the sky and the sky is lighted up

By star’s symbols of white eternity.

Now I don’t know what to do when I am in this situation,
When the ghost of age steals (creeps) on my soul.

I am a strong talent, celestial creature,

My soft country is azure.

What I have to do the night is black, heavy and hopeless,

I remember my village and its deaf places.

Now I want something different, something different without a name,
I know surely that I will be lost (dead).

The days are passing very slowly, and it’s difficult to analyze,
My dear! I cannot come, the road to you is very long;

My surname “Graneli” will stay with poetry,

My heart and blood this is “Memento mori.”

R
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Drops of Blood from the Heart

I’m writing these lines on a windy evening, when drops of rain fall at
the window-pane and when the grand piano weeps in the distance.

Now I’'m remembering the stormy days of my life and shivering with a
feeling of regret.

But I'm glad I’'m TERENTI GRANELL

There is an abyss in front of me and I’'m wrapped in a dark mist.

From the very birth of the earth, I was slowly coming to the light, to
see the sun.

Perhaps I was attracted by the distant and invisible.

I came early.

And now, again, I’'m approaching the darkness, which looks like the sea,
where my body will be drowned once and for all.

Every night brings thoughts of death and distance.

And I am afraid...

I think the time will come when I am not alive. But I believe in my
immortality.

Poetry convinced me that somewhere, far away, there is a blue world of
immortality, the very place where my sorrowful soul is flying,

It is a stormy night and I want to be somewhere, in the other place.

Sudden happiness is typical for poetry, happiness that is equal to flying.

I didn’t want life.

Not death either.

I wanted something else.

Again I think and believe in the existence of “the third,” something
secret.

I am still standing at the silent boundary of eternity, as a mourning
angel, waiting for the phantom of Christ that will save me from the peril.

And I believe in life without the body. I address the whole world with
the following words:

I WANT TO FLY
I want to be everywhere like GOD
I am stuck like a child in this sinful world and do not know how to come

out from the mud called ground.

NOT LIFE
NOT DEATH
SOMETHING ELSE

I say: there are no words for feelings... It is still stormy outside; drops of

rain fall at the window-pane and the grand piano weeps in the distance.
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My silence goes on until today

My silence goes on until today

Now I remember the same flower.
And they will hear after a long time,
What fire burned me and what I was.

And undoubtedly is a fate today,
Undoubtedly now the mask.

And they will hear after a long time,
What fire burned me and what I was.

Father

T meet him there, where lies the shadow of the fir tree,

I meet him there, where the light is.
He remembered the son who was killed
And in front of me (before me) he began to cry.

He retold me, how he was punished,

In his heart how the rage is lighted.

He retold me his need (want)

And in front of me (before me) he began to cry.

You can see a few Flowers in the garden

You can see a few flowers in the garden,
The rays wait for a silent (quiet) ground.
Finally, I could rest,

Finally, I found my apartment.

Next to the garden are stones,

Here you can hear the sick person’s groan.
Below are the blue garden leaves,

And high still is my mother heaven.
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I loved one

T loved one; I left her, too.

And you, now, help me, Mary! (mother of God)
Slowly I go and (I see) after the garden

The space is white and silent.

Sister, soon I will go up to you,
Oldish house is going to ruin.
There is some kind of deaf evening,
Or what a quiet space this is.

The windstorm has already finished

The windstorm has already finished,
I'love the rose but the violet more.

I hear from far away, some woman
How she is playing the grand piano now.

And still around me are,

Now I don’t want to mention you.
It’s night, I’'m lying and I’m happy
That tomorrow will come.

Nobody comes and I understand

Nobody comes and I understand, that

It would have been better to find my grave in a different place.
This hospital is horribly bad,

Itis a death flat and kingdom.

From the ground comes the night gradually,

In the garden in the evening nightfall is blowing.
I cannot, my heart disappeared,

I will grow wings and fly away.
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White thoughts

White thoughts are going somewhere,
As if the wind is my life.

What I have to do, that now I cannot
To correct these mistakes.

Itis good to walk into church like this,
I stay alone in the whole world.

Now like an ill person I go,

So untimely killed child.



090060 0900900 oo dnwavh ..

®mgnho 30dMgoo bomei 900sb,
momdmb gotmoo Hgdo bmgtgde.
o 3dos, md obo o dgdodmoos
00 d9i300m0g00L godmbbmEgde.

306g0o olg Bhodotmdo gbigmo,

00 g3gyobodg 39 dobrpym oogkho.
080000YMx0300 030008306 gbmy,
obg yoodmme dmzmymo 308d30.

79



The Translators

Ketevan Chkbeidze is a graduate of the Faculty of English Language and Literature of Gori State
University. She is a teacher of English and a tutor of Georgian to native English speakers. She now

lives and works in Thilisi as Procurement Specialist at - Georgian Water and Power.

Mari Manvelishvili is a gradnate of the Faculty of English Language and Literature of Gori State

University. Mari is an interpreter, translator, analyst in Thilisi.

Dr. Edward Robert Raupp is a former Peace Corps Volunteer at Gori State Teaching University. He
earned the degrees of Bachelor of Science from Carnegie Mellon University in Pittsburgh, Pennsylva-
nia; Master of Business Administration from the Wharton School of the University of Pennsylvania
in Philadelphia; and Master of Arts in English Language and Literature from the University of
Minnesota in Minneapolis. His first Ph.D. is in Economzics from The University of Georgia (Tbilzsi).
His second Ph.D. is in English anguage and Literature from Selinus University in Bologna, Italy,
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honorary degree of Doctor of Literature and Tskhinvali State University awarded him the degree of
Doctor of Honor. He is anthor of Peace is Better, Lines from the Caucasus, My Life is a Poem, and
Come, Aquarius, four collections of original po ems, several novels, and many published scholarly jour-
nal articles. He now lives in Gori with his wife, Danna, who is Editor in chief of Caucasus Journal
of Milton Studies. Edward and Danna are co-editors of Dictionary of Economic Terms: Expanded
and Llustrated. Edward is a Professor of English Philology at Gori State Teaching University.
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