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Foreword

The great wealth of Georgian poetry is all too
little known abroad - and among the reasons is
lack of knowledge of its traditions and develop-
ment and the many challenges of making satisfac-
tory translations.

This small volume presents 28 of the over 700
poems which the much-loved Ana Kalandadze
wrote, but it is hoped that they indicate the breadth
and depth of her sensibilities, her concision, and
the power and delicacy of her voice.

Not least, it is also hoped that this volume
will inspire others to undertake similar work with
other of Georgia’s many distinguished poets and
help make their work reach the wider audiences
that they deserve.

Peter Skinner
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My self-being is dew-like oversprinkled upon
the grass

Anna.

Anna’s poetry is a place — cozy for the
souls to come into touch, where only two can
face each other to contact through the bonds
— highly private, covert and unattainable.

This convergence of the poet and the reader
terminates for the latter with the cognition of two
worlds: via fathoming the poet’s spiritual world,
the reader discovers and cognizes the soul of his/
her own that happened to always strive to fly up
high in the heavens or be in proximity to divinity...
though having failed to acknowledge or external-
ize their own sacramental buried deep at heart:

‘I am after your voice

Who summons to hover up in the clouds,
I do hear it —

Enigmatic.... able to recount...’

These totally metaphysical though clear and
non-enigmatic psalm-like cadenzas — their bibli-
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cal mood — resound in Anna’s poetry as simple
and natural:

‘Here, the refuge for thy rays,
Great Luminary, here the refuge!
Thrive in this grot, - You eternal
And spare me my Santuri'....
Here, the refuge for thy rays’.

It is common knowledge that Anna’s poems
have been seen to bear a clear semblance with ‘re-
ligious hymns’ which assuage or ennoble the soul
as an embodiment of spiritual loftiness and integ-
rity, that admittedly sounds quite apt. However,
to comprise Anna’s poems as any of the religious
genre — in classical sense — would be inadequate.
It is noteworthy, that the impression of created af-
finity between Anna’s poems and religious hymns
springs from the contents so much of definitive
essence to Christian ethics: inner purity, calm, vir-
tue, God lovingness... on their part, found effu-
sive in her poems. Nevertheless, spirituality in her
case is looked upon as all impregnating, ubiqui-

! Santuri - Georgian harp-like musical instrument.
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tous and luminescent a substance simultaneously
being the vertical of morals.

Anna’s poetry, as much as poetry by and large,
genetically and ontologically is found heathen by
nature, accepting the thought, that the soul exists
jointly with the form. Upon this creed of the po-
etess there dominates no biographical consecu-
tion even when rhetorical and insistent a query is
posed:

‘What is celestial in isolation from power of
earth?’

Truly, when the spiritual and perceptible
mingle — the truth and beauty comes to exis-
tence:

In the world beyond,

Mercy of God shall be upon us both.

Here... I’d rather thy arrow overtook me

To drag the wing like a partridge wounded.’

The same is confirmed in other masterpieces
of Georgian poetry featured in other poems of the
book such as — ‘What Am I, A Flute!”, ‘Sakart-
velo, The Beautiful,” ‘The Mulberry’, “You Art So
Deep’, ‘Nino Was Coming By The Mountains’,

11
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‘Was The Sun Shining As Now?’, ‘The Gipsy
Woman’, ‘I Say, Arjakeli’s Ivy’ etc.

One of the essential appeals among the rest in
Anna’s wondrous poetry that comes forth is also
her pursuit of mystery, calling upon her to enjoy
celestial delights next to her poetic confessions
that introduce her self-being as a dew drop ‘over-
sprinkled upon the grass.’

Late Academician Gucha Kvaratskhelia.
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With his mouth, up will draw a flower’s pollen
A frail bee,
Upon the heaven will he cast his eyes beggingly

And salute the sun from the mimozas.

1946
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I Long So, So Much To Be With
You, My Magnolia!

Like a leaf of yours, glinting in the sun,

Who chums up with the winds —

Has gone from you, flown away —

And emblazed the ground with a kiss,

So the heart of his mutely heeds

Others, others, others...

He might remember me not, might
remember me not,

My Magnolia!

Toward the blazing suns and the raving seas

The same affection we’ve chanced to feel...

Should they — the winds of the South

Tend to forever leave us,

I am in doubt...

19
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But the heart of his mutely heeds others,
others, others...

I don’t know why...neither do you know why,

My Magnolia?

O the moment that is forever lost,

Have you known it as well?

Will it come back, will it come back?

You too doubt?

Toward the gorgeous seas and the deligthful

mountains

The same affection we’ve chanced to feel...

O I long so, so much to be with you,

With you...

My Magnolia!

1953
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What Am I? A Flute!

These are tears of joy, don’t think
I’'m crying!

The wind will breathe into me

And shall I sing: am I not a flute

Raised in the wind to be severed

By fools?

Winner of hearts, my brilliant voice

Sings to the valleys...

Of your heart

A weeping conqueror it is too...

From the open fields blown I am

Love to bear...

In your heart alone have I found

A refuge for this soul of mine...

23



dogM0d... obgogo g5bhnbgdsols
535 bmgyemabsb:

398930, LEYdoM, 358oMS Jomm...

3003396y, Jotrm,
bobmb dogms Rgdn amdbmdabs!

1945

24



But...behold the judgment of this world:

“Little woman, thau art wrong”...

O wind, breathe into me,

Just let the power of my feeling be seen!

1945
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Even in the skies are fires, volcanoes

And borne-up geysers ...

All colours are mingled

On the earth too, on earth...

The pine trees, the pine trees

Cover their eyes with their green hands:
Oh, the naked bodies of the trees of pine —
Growing so red ...

Bashful they feel before the sun, their elect
Who spills his scarlet and garnet

In the skies and on the earth ...

Even in the skies are fires, volcanoes

And borne-up geysers...

1958
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Like a peach tree, I greeted joy to every
stranger
That some third one would share our
happiness...
Like a peach tree, my rosy blossom I

couldn’t but manifest

And made the trees all around aware
of myself...
Lo, the bliss — supreme and burning —
is vanished...
And in the gutter it lies, this rosy dream of

mine!

1969
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A Gypsy Woman

O what a woman, wowing all...

What eyes, that flash with lightning blaze ...

The Gypsy woman, to the stars be likened ...

Gazed upon and cursed,

She walks teasingly around the sailors

And answers back if a word to her is said ...

Arms parted, a sailor blocks her way...

‘Just one Kkiss, sweetie!’

This little artisan of love

Couldn’t care less! Free from tears —

The Gypsy woman glows with a smile and,
barefoot,

Walks her way whistling along the harbour

bank...

1946
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Sakartvelo,! The Beautiful

Can Sakartvelo elsewhere be?
by Gr. Orbeliani?

The wind sings to you a lullaby,
The plane tree tells you a fairy tale ...
The willow’s caresses smother me
Though with jealousy I was ill ...
Sakartvelo, the beautiful!

Can Sakartvelo elsewhere be?
Lustrous is the sky with stars,

The sky knowing no match ...
When the moon bejewels the sky,
The heart is ready for flight ...
Glory, glory to you,

Can Sakartvelo elsewhere be?

' The Georgian name for Georgia.
2 Gr. Orbeliani (1804-1883) - One of the most disting-
wished Georgian romanticists and public figure; the
great grandson of King Erekle II.
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These fields of Kartli!, these fields,
The broad-shouldered ridges around...
The woods twilit among the hills,
The branch-antlered deer abound...
The lowlands rustle from the plane tree
Birds sing songs to the sun...
The country clothed in glory is you
Can Sakartvelo elsewhere be?
The blue grass sways shoulder high,
The quail walks daintily in the grass...
On Tetnuldi’s? peak — eternal snows,
The vineyards — dappled with rubies and

the suns...
Who’s seen another place like her?
Another Sakartvelo, — where on earth?
When the stars are noisily ablaze in the sky,
The cliffs heaven’s light caught

! Kartli, the central region of Georgia (where Thilisi is
located) is named after the Karts, the prominent tribe
living there.

2 Tetnuldi: mountain peak (4853 m) in the region of
Svaneti.
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Will crash the sea...

The auroch startles in the rocky mounts,
The peach sheds a tear in Gori,!

And poppies you cannot walk round,
Can Sakartvelo elsewhere be?

Here is the birthplace of Suliko,’
Merani® has flown away to the suns...
And if the foe tresspassed our land
Aluda* smote off his right hand,
Where would Lela® let him go?

Here is the birth place of Suliko,

1 Gori - a city in eastern Georgia, serves as a regional
capital of Shida Kartli.

2 Suliko: verse by A. Tsereteli that has become a Geor-
gian national song from the day it was published in
1895.

3 Merani: a poem by the Georgian romantic, N. Bara-
tashvili, which takes its name from the Georgian
mythological stallion symbolizing creative energy and
strong national character, the Georgian Pegasus.

4 Aluda: protagonist in Vazha-Pshavela’s poem ‘The
Guest and the Host.’

> Lela: the heroine in the work of Vazha-Pshavela,
‘Bakhtrioni,” remarkable for her willingness to lay down
her life for the freedom of Georgia.
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Merani has flown away to the suns...

The mountains have grown eagles’ wings,
The kite soars high in the skies,

Below, a carpet of wheat swishes unreaped. ..
Onise' is weary of thoughts,

To Bakhtrioni® Lela sallies forth...

The mountains have grown eagles’ wings
The kite sores high in the skies...

The wind sings to you a lullaby,

The plane tree tells you a fairy tale...

The willow’s caresses smother me
Though with jealousy I was ill...
Sakartvelo,lamazo,’

Can Sakartvelo elsewhere be?

1945

! Onise: hero of A. Kazbegi’s work, known for his phil-

osophical struggle to cope with life’s ‘sea of troubles.’

2 Bakhtrioni: a feudal fortress in Kakheti (Eastern Geor-

gia), XVII" century.
*lamazo - the Georgian for beautiful.
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Thy sadness is of the sea,

The cypress — the blue sea,
Oleanders and the magnolia...
— Not of the sea,

Nor of the moon,

It’s even of no cypress ... see!

1974
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In Elsinor

Still proudly stands the old castle,

A coronet still hangs upon it unfaded...
Far off ... blue is the Swedish shore
And beyond, the fog lifts over Albion...
Around the palace, on the water,

The plane tree has scattered her leaves...
Two swans glide in solitude —

The souls of Hamlet and Ophelia. ..

And each night one of these

Transforms, with features new.

By this narrow bridge, the Prince of Denmark
Of his parent awaits the ghost...

— O my son, doth Vice

Still wear the mask of Virtue?

Far off...blue is the Swedish shore

And beyond, the fog lifts over Albion...

1961
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The light hovers over the walls of Tkalto':
A place encompassing the labour of great

Georgians...
Even today we wear their crown...
Here was heard the luxuriant
Ennobling beauty of the Georgian

language —

My country’s
Vital heart and halo brilliant!

1956

! Tkalto: a monastery complex in Eastern Georgia dating
from the XI"-XII". Tkalto was an important academic
and cultural center.
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Intoxicating
Flora Descends To Earth

This spring’s path is white,

Far amidst the stars making its begining,
And in fair flower chariot

Descends Flora to earth...

The blue bushes cover themselves. ..
With unearthly flower ash

And the glorious sun of spring

For roses awakens zephyrs:

They too sleep here, amidst the stars...

Intoxicating Flora descends to earth.
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In St Vitus’s cathedral, O St Vitus’s,
The heavy organ of malachite stands reticent. ..
And the embodied vigorous soul of

the Venetian
Walks here brush in hand
And, magnificent, he paints these walls ...
In St Vitus’s cathedral, O St Vitus’s,

The heavy organ of malachite stands reticent.
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I shall place upon you a beautiful wreath
Into earthly secrecy —

O into my thoughts to initiate ...

The blue of thy sky shall I ascend

To twinkle for you

Blaze and burn into cinders!
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Rome, Genoa, Pisa, Verona ...
In the Arno’s fields, the falling of leaves ...
Beneath the ground — the Leta and

the Acheron ...
‘Grazia plena,” ‘Plena grazia’...
The Colosseum warms his old bones

in the sun ...

Vesuvius has worn out her crown ...
O Verrocchio and Veronese ...

‘Grazia plena,” ‘Plena grazia’.
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See the rose tent of mine,

Inside — the sweet breath of spring ...
An earthly joy lodges here —

The eternal place for souls to dwell ...

Lo, the spring icon of violets...
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Here Is The Realm of The Moon

Here abides the white rose

And nobody but the magnolia ...
And ... the quiet avocado

And ... the sea waves slumber...
Here is the gentle zephyr —
Communing with the roses,
Here, the realm of the moon

And the white chrysanthemum...
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— The night of flowers

With secrets pregnant...

— Lady Anna,

You might not remember...

A long way to come had the blazing candles...
Lady Anna,

You’ve forgotten me, otherwise...
Why this silence

So long and burning?

— Just disheartening

To escape!

— Shan’t we climb

To the old castle — up there,

At the end of the white clouds?

— We shall,

In spring only!
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From the soporific of flowers intoxicated,
A motley butterfly will seek caresses
of breezes warm...
O who can tell, my dear, O who can count,
How many times today, have you too opened
the book by David —
The Psalms —

Pauring balm upon your soul?
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The Mulberry

The mulberry almost bursts into my home,
He almost strokes my hair...

He calls me and winks to me, always
Magnificent, the tree of emerald green ...
What whispers reach my ears!

What whisperings!.. glowing, burning ...
The mulberry is almost in my home,

Of my waist he almost takes hold...
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You Think That He Has Come?

You think that he has come?
It’s only my dress conversing with the
south wind ...
You think his hand has touched my hair?
O it’s an acacia flower, only a flower...
Has his trembling hand left my hair?
O no, it’s the flower again snowed
on my hair —
The wind took her, — off to the furrows the
wind took her

And, past hope, left with the nights alone!
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You Have Somehow
Hurt Me, Lily...

You’ve somehow hurt me, Lily,
Something unpleasantly stirred in me ...
And everything vanished around,

O everything — at once...

Perhaps, you still think my heart to beauty
I will always hold open?

Soon the sun-fairies left us

And the devils took you to Hades. ..

You’ve somehow hurt me, Lily...
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Nino' Was Coming
By Mountains ...

‘I alone remained in the rose thorns,
as the time had arrived for the rose
and almond to blossom.’

Nino.

The wind shrouded the summits in

a milky fog ...
And when roses bloomed in the low lands,
Snow lay on Javakheti’s*> mountains
And in the woods bellowed the tempests ...
Screaming, after the clouds the wind

was screaming

' Nino: St Nino, a holy slave woman from Cappodocia,
responsible for converting Georgia to Christianity.

2 Javakheti: a region in southern Georgia, bordering on
Turkey.
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And shuddered over Paravani' Lake...
Coming, by the mountains Nino
was coming,
Bringing the long-awaited cross of vine...
Marvelled the alien traveller at the snowy
mountains, —
Who’s seen snow in the rose season
on mountains?
She asked a shepherd: — whither lies
the road to Kartli?
— Thither lies Sakartvelo...
the shepherd replied.
Amidst a garden in bloom she fell asleep...
Shaded by the willows from the sun: Oh,
Who is this? Who appeares before
the traveller’s eyes?

‘Fear not!” — Jesus was saying...

! Paravani Lake: located in Javakheti.
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She awoke... for a moment felt

a parent’ s sadness,
But was she not so bound by faith?
Snow lay on Javakheti’s mountains

And in the woods bellowed the tempests. ..

1945
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The Once Love-Sick Winds

Of what was the lilac by the wet steps

Thinking?

Her stripped, flowerless sprays

The wind wouldn’t twirl...

Heavy-hearted, they kept the heads
drooping...

The once love-sick winds

Dropped no courtsey...

Their gaze flickered

Already contempt and the cold...

Nonchalance, O what nonchalance

Breathed the winds...
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What’s Happening
In The Palace Of Flowers?

To Besik from Queen Ana

What’s happening in the palace of flowers?
The lament of the rose knows no end...
The heavenly forces’re betraying her,
Just see how they’ve betrayed her —

So proud and full of queenly dignity —
At the grievance she bridles

And comes to the cursed cliffs again:
For your love she yearns

(The flames are relentlessly fed),

She thirsts to see you again!

Oh! to her palace is she calling you
Graciously to give solace...

Art thou not intending again to praise,
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Again to glorify the queen of thine,
‘the blackbird?”!
What’s happening in the palace of flowers,

What’s happening?

1960

' The Blackbird: lyric by the Georgian XVIII®
century poet Besik Gabashvili. The “blackbird”
is one of his well-known metaphors for a dark
beauty.
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And The Sun Of Bronze...

Thou art Tubal' and thy hand is of unfailing
strength...
By the law of forgemen on a magic land you
ignited a fire
Reaching to the heaven —
And worked the first iron and bronze in the
world.
Thou art Tubal, O dark eyed, thou art Tubal.
To reach Caucasus, you walked the longest
way:
King of iron, you settled by the Chorokhi® —

And spread occupation of Caen...

1 Tubal, known as the father of the Caucasian Iberi-
ans — ancestors of the Georgians (Kartvelians), well-
acquanted with blacksmith’s work. The name also ap-
pears in W.Shakespears’s ‘The merchant of Venice’.

2 Chorokhi river: a river in the southwest of Georgia.
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Built a hut — carefully roofed with the
sedge ...

And chased the dear in the mountains...

‘HOOW!"...
Iberian' thyself,
You took delight in his eyes!
To light breezes
You unfurled the first sail
Towards beholding the unknown lands...
And the sun of bronze

Tagged nimbly along the wondrous sail...
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— I say, Arjakeli' Ivy,

Who passed along the Ksani*?

— I dunno, ... was thinking of clouds...why?

— Em, nothing particular, I too, was just
asking —

Just asking...

1954

1 Arjaka - One of the town Tsalka’s Municipality vil-
lages, Georgia.
2 Ksani - a river to the south of the Caucasus.
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Was The Sun Shining As Now?

The sun rose on his tiptoes,

The sun peered down into the sun’s town,

At the Nari' Fortres —

Stood Thilisi

Like Erekle? — belligerent...

In wild dance, in the wind,

The clouds plied to the mountains tinged
with stone of azure...

Was the sun shining as now

When Tbilisi was ravaged by Persians?

1965

! Nari: fortress in Tbilisi built by Persians in the
XXIIth-XIIIth centuries.
2 Erekle:Il, the last king of Georgia (1720-1798).
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Thou Art So Deep...

Thou art so deep, Georgian sky,

Thou art so deep...

Those who arrived meaning harm

No root were able to take beneath thee...
Neither Osman' nor Mongol

Nor Persian...

The singers of thy glory
Are Oshki and Zarzma?
And ancient Tao’...

Thou art so deep, so pure,

O Georgian sky...

1945

1 Osman: Georgian name for Ottoman’

2 Oshki and Zarzma:Georgian Curches located inTurkey
3 Tao: former territory of Georgia taken under the Ot-
toman empire in the XVIth centery.
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Raised in solicitude nigh by a cave,

A tree of Almond ot small stature —
Allegedly lacks in heartiness —

As this Mount Sarkine',

Have you even seen in what manner she meets
The winds penetrating from Skhaltba??

O almighty wind, —

If in love, — just tell her!

1954

1 Sarkine: An iron rich mountain near Mtskheta
2 Skhaltba: a village near Mtskheta
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