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How should Anna leave undrunk 
The poppy wine - merriment full? 
It begins to gently rain
Gets bedewed a great plain.

Anna Kalandadze
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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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არსება ჩემი ნამივით ბალახებზეა 

ცვრეული

ანა კალანდაძის პოეზია სულთა შეხების 

მყუდრო ადგილია, სადაც ერთმანეთს პი­

რისპირ ხვდებიან მარტო ორნი და კავშირი, 

რომელიც ამ ორთა შორის იბმება, უაღრე­

სად პირადული, სხვათაგან დაფარული და 

მიუწვდომელია. პოეტისა და მკითხველის 

ეს პაემანი მკითხველისათვის ორი სამყა­

როს შეცნობით მთავრდება: პოეტის სულის 

შეცნობით მკითხველი აღმოაჩენს და შეიც­

ნობს საკუთარ სულსაც, რომელსაც თურმე 

ცათაფრენა, ღვთაებრივთან მიახლოება 

სდომია და... არ სცოდნია, ან თუ სცოდნია, 

ვერ გამოუხატავს გულისთქმა, რომელიც 

პოეტის სულთან შეხებამ ცხადად აგრძნო­

ბინა:

„მე მივსდევ შენს ხმას,

ცათაფრენად რომელიც მიხმობს,

მე ვუსმენ შენს ხმას,

იდუმალსა, რომელიც მითხრობს...“

ამ, აბსოლუტურად მეტაფიზიკური, მაგ­
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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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რამ ცხადი, არაენიგმატური სტრიქონების 

ფსალმუნური ტონალობა, კადენციის ბიბ­

ლიისეული კილო სადად და ბუნებრივად 

ჟღერს ანას პოეზიაში:

„აჰა, სადგური შენთა სხივთათვის,

დიდო მნათობო, აჰა, სადგური!

დახდი ამ ქვაბსა, მარადიულო,

და დაიფარე ჩემი სანთური...

აჰა, სადგური შენთა სხივთათვის“

წერდნენ, რომ ანას ლექსები „რე­

ლიგიურ ჰიმნებს, ლოცვებს ჰგავსო“, ისინი 

„ადამიანის სულს ამშვიდებენ, აწყნარე­

ბენ, აკეთილშობილებენ“, განასახიერებენ 

„სულისმიერი სიმაღლისა და უანგარობის 

იდეალს“, სავსებით საფუძვლიანია მა­

თი მსგავსების აღნიშვნა ფსალმუნთან თუ 

საგალობელთან, მაგრამ მათი მიკუთვნე­

ბა რელიგიური პოეზიის ამა თუ იმ ჟანრი­

სათვის, კლასიკური გაგებით, არ იქნებოდა 

სწორი. მსგავსების შთაბეჭდილებას სუ­

ლიერების ის შინაარსი ქმნის, რომელსაც 

ქრისტიანული ეთიკისათვის განმსაზღვრე­

ლი მნიშვნელობა აქვს: შინაგანი სიწმინდე, 
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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 Santuri1….
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-

1  Santuri - Georgian harp-like musical instrument.
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სიმშვიდე, სათნოება, ღვთის სიყვარული... 

რითაც მდიდარია ანას პოეზია. აქ სულიე­

რება ყველგან მსუფევი და ყველგან შემღ­

წევი მანათობელი სუბსტანციაა, ამასთანა­

ვე - ზნეობრივი ვერტიკალიც.

და მაინც პოეზიაში (ანას პოეზიაშიც), 

რომელიც გენეტიკურად და ონტოლოგიუ­

რად უეჭველად წარმართულია, სული მხო­

ლოდ სხეულთან ერთად არსებობს. პოეტის 

ამ მრწამსზე ვერ ზემოქმედებს ბიოგრაფი­

ული ქრონოლოგია, რომელსაც გასდევს 

რიტორიკული შეკითხვა: „რაა ციური, თუ 

მიწასაც არ ექნა ძალი?“ სწორედ სულიე­

რისა და გრძნობიერის შერწყმა ქმნის ქვე­

მოთ მოყვანილი სტრიქონების მშვენიერე­

ბასა და სიმართლეს:

იმ ქვეყანაში წყალობა ღვთისა

გადაგვაფარებს კალთას ორივეს...

- ამქვეყნად მინდა მესროდე ისარს,

ფრთას მივათრევდე დაჭრილ გნოლი­

ვით

ამასვე ადასტურებს წინამდებარე კრე­

ბულში წარმოდგენილი ქართული პოეზიის 
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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’, 
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ისეთი შედევრები, როგორიცაა: „რა ვარ? 

სტვირი ვარ!“, „საქართველოო ლამაზო“, 

„თუთა“, „შენ ისე ღრმა ხარ“, „მოდიოდა 

ნინო მთებით“, „ასეთი დარი თუ იყო მა­

შინ“, „ბოშა ქალი“, „თქვი, არჯაკელო ხვი­

არა“ და სხვ.

ანა კალანდაძის პოეზიის ერთ-ერთი 

არსებითი ნიშანი იმ ხიბლშიც არის, რასაც 

ქმნის, ერთი მხრივ, ცათაფრენად მხმობე­

ლი იდუმალი ხმის დევნა და, მეორე მხრივ, 

პოეტური აღიარება: „არსება ჩემი ნამივით 

ბალახებზეა ცვრეული“.

გუჩა კვარაცხელია
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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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* * *

bagiT yvavilis mtvers amozidavs

susti futkari,

zecas miapyrobs Tvalebs mudariT,

miesalmeba mzes mimozidan...

1946
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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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როგორ მინდა შენთან, 
ჩემო მაგნოლია!

viT foToli Seni, mzeze mocimcime,

qarebs ahyolia

da wasula Sengan, gafrenila Sengan,

miwas dahkonvia,

ise guli misi sxvaTa, sxvaTa, sxvaTa

utyvi gamgonea...

ar vaxsovar albaT, ar vaxsovar 

albaT,

Cemo magnolia!

Cven cxraTvala mzeTa da mZvinvare 

zRvaTa

trfoba gagvyolia...

migvatovon marad maT, samxreTis 

qarTa,

raRac ar mgonia...
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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…
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magram... guli misi sxvaTa, sxvaTa, 

sxvaTa

utyvi gamgonea...

me ar vici, ratom... arc Sen ici, 

raTa,

Cemo magnolia?

o, aseTi wuTi, daubrunebeli,

Senc xom ar gqonia?

dabrundeba isev, dabrundeba isev,

Senc xom ar ggonia?

mSvenieri zRvebis, mSvenieri mTebis

trfoba gagvyolia...

rogor minda SenTan, rogor minda 

SenTan,

Cemo magnolia!

1953
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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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რა ვარ? სტვირი ვარ!

es sixarulis cremlebia, rodi 

vtirivar?

qari Camberavs, avmRerdebi: 

me xom stviri var

qarSi gazrdili, ugunurTa

moWrili mere?

xmiT saamuriT mpyrobi gulTa

vumReri velebs...

atirebuli mpyrobeli var

Seni gulisac...

ialaRebiT moberil var

siyvarulisad...

mxolod Sens gulSi mipovnia

vani sulisad...
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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… 
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magram... daxedeT ganCinebas 

ama soflisas:

metyvi, scdebio, patara qalo...

STambere, qaro,

naxon Zala Cemi grZnobisa!

1945
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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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* * *

caSic cecxlia, vulkanebia

da Setyorcnili heizerebi...

dedamiwazec, dedamiwazec

areulia yvela ferebi...

fiWvis xeebma, fiWvis xeebma

TvalT aifares mwvane xelebi:

rogor wiTldeba, rogor wiTldeba

SiSveli tani fiWvebis xisa...

TvalT aifares mwvane xelebi:

Tvisi rCeulis rcxveniaT, mzisa,

rom dauRvria caze, miwaze,

mewamuli da Zowis ferebi...

caSic cecxlia, vulkanebia

da Setyorcnili heizerebi.

1958
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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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* * *

me Sevfrfvinavdi yovel gamvlels 

atmis xesaviT _

ziareboda Cvens sixaruls vinme 

mesame...

atmis xesaviT ver vmalavdi 

vardisfer yvavils

da Tavi Cemi xeTa Soris sacnaur 

vyavi...

da umaRlesi netareba gamiqra

 mwveli

da lafSi gdia vardisferi 

zmaneba Cemi!

1969
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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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ბოშა ქალი

da ra qali?! xelisguliT 
satarebi...

ra Tvalebi?! elvis cecxlis 
damWeri...

boSa qali, varskvlavebis sadarebi...
Sexedes da... SeukurTxes gamCeni...
mezRvaurebs gamomwvevad gverds 

auvlis,
etyvian da... isic etyvis urigos...
xelgaSlili gadudgeba mezRvauri:
_ mxolod erTxel makoceo, 

suliko!..
es pawia, siyvarulis dostaqari,
gana dardobs, Tvalebs cremliT 

iosebs?
mxiaruli, fexSiSveli boSa qali
stveniT midis portis sanapiroze...

1946
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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 kiss, 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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საქართველოო ლამაზო

“sxva saqarTvelo sad ari”

gr. orbeliani

qari gimReris nanasa,

zRapars giambobs Wadari...

Zewnam alersiT amavso

eWvebiT naavadari...

saqarTveloo lamazo,

“sxva saqarTvelo sad ari”

ca varskvlavebiT inTeba,

ca _ arca risi sadari...

mTvare rom amobrwyindeba,

guli gafrenad mzad ari...

dideba, Seni, dideba,

“sxva saqarTvelo sad ari?”
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Sakartvelo,1 The Beautiful

Can Sakartvelo elsewhere be?
by Gr. Orbeliani2

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?

1 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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mindvrebi, qarTlis mindvrebi,

qedebi mxargaSlilebi...

mTaSi _ tye danabindebi,

tyeSi _ qorbuda irmebi...

barad Srialebs Wadari,

mzes umRerian Citebi...

mxarev, mosilo didebiT,

“sxva saqarTvelo sad ari?”

lurji balaxi mxaramdi,

mwyeri gogmanobs balaxSi...

TeTnuldze _ Tovli maradi,

venaxze _ mze da badaxSi...

sxva saqarTvelo vin naxa?

“sxva saqarTvelo sad ari?”

ros varskvlavebi xmauriT

ainTebian caTani,

kldes moawydeba zRvauri

meSvide caze atanils...
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These fields of Kartli1, 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’s2 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 
1 Kartli, the central region of Georgia (where Tbilisi 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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kldeebSi jixvi dafrTxeba,

gorSi itirebs atami,

yayaCos gverds ver auvli,

“sxva saqarTvelo sad ari?”

aq daibada “suliko”,

mzisken gafrinda “merani”...

da Tundac gadmosuliyo

mteri Smagi da verani,

marjvens mosWrida aluda,

siT gauSvebda lelai?

aq daibada “suliko!” 

mzisken gafrinda “merani”...

mTaT orbis frTebi moisxes,

caSi asula Zerai...

dabla Srialebs molisebr

yanai gauyelavi...

fiqrs dauRlia onise,

baxtrions midis lelai...
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Will crash the sea…
The auroch startles in the rocky mounts,
The peach sheds a tear in Gori,1

And poppies you cannot walk round,
Can Sakartvelo elsewhere be?
Here is the birthplace of Suliko,2

Merani3 has flown away to the suns…
And if the foe tresspassed our land
Aluda4 smote off his right hand,
Where would Lela5 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.’
5 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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mTaT orbis frTebi moisxes,

caSi asula Zerai...

qari gimReris nanasa,

zRapars giambobs Wadari...

Zewnam alersiT amavso

eWvebiT naavadari...

saqarTveloo lamazo,

sxva saqarTvelo sad ari?

1945
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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…
Onise1 is weary of thoughts,
To Bakhtrioni2 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, l a m a z o,3

Can Sakartvelo elsewhere be?  

1945

1 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), XVIIth century.
3 lamazo -  the Georgian for beautiful.
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* * *

zRviseulia Seni naRveli,

kviparosisa _ lurji sarosi,

oleandrebis da magnoliis...

_ arc zRvis,

arc mTvaris,

arc... kviparosis!

1974
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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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ელსინორში

kvlav amayad dgas Zveli sasaxle,

gauxunari kvlav adgas jiRa...

Sors... cisferia Sveciis zoli,

albionia nislebis miRma...

sasaxlis irgvliv Semomdgar wyalze

Wadris foTlebi mimofenilan...

ganmartoebiT Cans ori gedi _

hamletis suli da ofelias...

da yovel RamiT erTi maTgani

gardaisaxvis, Tvis saxes icvlis,

am viwro xidTan Tvis mamis aCrdils

daelodeba daniis princi...

_ o, Svilo Cemo, ukeTureba

isev atarebs keTilis niRabs?

Sors cisferia Sveciis zoli,

albionia nislebis miRma...

1961
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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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* * *

iyalTos kedlebs adgas naTeli:

aq moRvaweobdnen didni 

qarTvelni...

dResac gvirgvini gvaxuravs maTi...

aq yurs esmoda Zvirfasad mkuli

tkbili qarTuli _ cxoveli guli

Cemi qveynisa da Saravandi!

1956
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* * *

The light hovers over the walls of Ikalto1:
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

1 Ikalto: a monastery complex in Eastern Georgia dating 
from the XIth-XIIth. Ikalto was an important academic 
and cultural center.
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თავბრუდამხვევი ჩამოდის 
ფლორა

es gazafxulis gza aris TeTri,

Sors rom iwyeba, varskvlavTa Soris,

da yvavilebis lamazi etliT

dedamiwaze Camodis flora...

ifarebian lurji buCqebi

raRacnairi yvavilis ferfliT

da gazafxulis mze didebuli

vardebisaTvis aRviZebs zefirT:

maTac iq sZinavT, varskvlavTa Soris...

Tavbrudamxvevi Camodis flora.

1958
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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.

1958
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* * *

vites taZarSi, o, wminda vites,

mZime orRano dums malaqitis...

da xorcSesxmuli suli Zlieri

aq yalmiT dadis venecieli

da didebuli am kedlebs xatavs...

vites taZarSi, o, wminda vites,

mZime orRano dums malaqitis.

1956
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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.

1956
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* * *

me Sen dagxurav lamaz gvirgvins

da miT miwiers

Cems saidumlos gaziareb, 

o, fiqrTa CemTa...

me avmaRldebi Sens lurj caze, 

SenTvis vibrwyineb,

aRvinTebi da davSrtebi Senda!

1956
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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!

1956
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* * *

romi, genua, piza, verona...

arnos mindvrebze foTlebis cvena...

miwis qveS _ leta da aqeroni...

”gracia plena”, “plena gracia”...

kolizeumi Zvlebs iTbobs mzeze...

vezuvs gvirgvini SemoZarcvia...

o, verokio da veroneze...

“gracia plena”, “plena gracia”.

1960
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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’.

1960
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* * *

ai, es Cemi vardis karavi,

Sig _ gazafxulis lamazi sunTqva...

aq miwiuri dgas sixaruli _

maradiuli samkvidro sulTa...

ha, gazafxulis xati, iisa...

1970
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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…	

1970
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აქ საუფლოა მთვარი

aq TeTri vardi cxovrobs

da magnolia marto...

da... Cumi avokado...

da... zRvis talRebi Tvlemen...

aq zefiria wynari,

vardebTan moubari,

aq saufloa mTvaris

da TeTri qrizanTema...

1953
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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… 

1953
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* * *

yvavilebis Rame
saidumlos mqone,
qalbatono ana,
aRar gaxsovT, mgoni...
mobriale sanTlebs
gzai hqondaT Sori...
qalbatono ana,
dagaviwydaT, Torem...
maS... dumili raa
xangrZlivi da mwveli?
_ gulgatexisagan
damcvelia Cemi!
_ Zvel cixeze, maRla,
TeTr RrubelTa boloT,
ar avideT?
_ diax,
gazafxulze mxolod!

1965
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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! 

1965
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* * *

Wreli pepela yvavilebis bangiT 

daiTvris

da guls gauSlis saalersod sioT 

salbunTa...

o, Senc... vin ityvis, Cemo kargo, 

o, vin daiTvlis,

dRes meramdenjer gadaSale ukve 

“daviTni”,

wigni fsalmunTa,

sulis saamod?

1945
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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?

1945
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თუთა

lamis saxlSi SemoiWras TuTa,

lamis Tavze gadamisvas xeli...

damiZaxebs, Tvals Camikravs mudam

xe maRali, xe zurmuxtisferi...

ra CurCuli esmiT CemTa yurTa!

ra CurCuli!.. damdagveli, mwveli...

lamis saxlSi Semovides TuTa,

lamis welze Semomxvios xeli...

1945
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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…

1945
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შენ გგონია, რომ მოვიდა იგი?

Sen ggonia, rom movida igi?

Cemi kabaa, rom saubrobs samxreTis

 qarTan...

Sen ggonia, rom misi xeli Seexo Cems 

Tmebs?

o, akaciis yvavilia, yvavili marto...

aTrTolebuli misi xeli moSorda 

Cems Tmebs?

o, ara, igiv yvavilia Tmebze 

naTovi _

waiRo qarma, napralebSi waiRo

 qarma

da RameebTan usasood marto 

datova!

1950
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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!

1950
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რაღაც მეწყინა შენგან, 
შროშანავ...

raRac mewyina Sengan, SroSanav,

usiamovnod raRacam gamkra...

da yvelaferi gaqra Cems irgvliv,

o, yvelaferi uecrad gaqra...

albaT, ggonia, mSvenierebas

me guls gavuxsni yovelTvis 

mainc?...

male dagvtoves mzis feriebma,

Sen eSmakebma wagiRes aids...

. . .

raRac mewyina Sengan, SroSanav....

1958
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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…

1958
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მოდიოდა, ნინო მთებით

“xolo me davSTi ekalTa Sina vardisaTa,

rameTu vardi da nuSi yvavoda Jamsa”

nino

lurj mwvervalebs qari rZisfer

 nislSi hxvevda...

da, rodesac barSi vardni 

hyvaodnen,

Tovli ido javaxeTis mTaTa zeda

da tyeebSi qariSxlebi bRaodnen...

mohkioda, qari Rrublebs mohkioda

da faravnis tbasa zeda Zrwoda 

qari...

modioda, nino mTebiT modioda,
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Nino1 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’s2 mountains

And in the woods bellowed the tempests …

Screaming, after the clouds the wind 

was screaming

1 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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da mohqonda sanatreli vazis

 jvari...

Tovlis mTebiT kvirdeboda ucxo 

mgzavri, _

vis unaxavs vardobisas Tovli 

mTebze?

mwyemssa hkiTxa: 

_ romelia qarTlis gzai?

mwyemsma uTxra: 

_ saqarTvelo aris ese...

mieZina... erT walkotSi mieZina

da fSatebma mzisgan mouCrdiles: o,

es vin ari, gamocxadda 

mgzavris wina?

“nu geSinin!” _ miugebda ieso...
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And shuddered over Paravani1 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…

1 Paravani Lake: located in Javakheti.
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gaeRviZa... wuTiT igrZno 

mSoblis sevda,

magram rwmena avalebda raodens?

Tovli ido javaxeTis mTaTa zeda

da tyeebSi qariSxlebi bRaodnen...

1945
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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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შეყვარებული ოდეს ქარები

iasamani svel kibeebTan

raze fiqrobda?

misi gaZrcvili rto, uyvavilo,

qars ar mihqonda...

guldaxuruli misi rtoebi

Tavs Zirs ixridnen...

Seyvarebuli odes qarebi

muxls ar iyridnen...

ukve zizRi da sicive krToda

maTi TvalebiT...

rogor gulgrilad, 

o, ra gulgrilad

qrodnen qarebi...

1954
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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…

1954
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რა ამბავია ყვავილთ 
სასახლეს?

ana dedofali besiks

ra ambavia yvavilTa srasa?

gauTavebi glova aqvs vardsa...

uRalateben ciurni Zalni,

o, am mzakvrobas daxede maTsa _

esoden amays mefur RirsebiT

daaviwyeben Tvis ganrisxebas,

isev miscemen qarafs tialsa:

moanatreben Sensa trfialsa 

(ar dacxrebian cecxlTa matebiT),

o, Sensa xilvas moanatreben!

Tvis sasaxleSi gixmobs iseve

“wyalobianad momcemi Svebis”...
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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 cursèd 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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ar moixseneb iseve qebiT,

isev didebiT ar moixseneb

Sensa dedofals, “SaSvsa Savians?”

ra ambavia yvavilT sasaxles,

ra ambavia?

1960
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Again to glorify the queen of thine, 

‘the blackbird?’1

What’s happening in the palace of flowers,

What’s happening?

1960

1 The Blackbird: lyric by the Georgian XVIIIth 
century poet Besik Gabashvili. The “blackbird” 
is one of his well-known metaphors for a dark 
beauty.
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და მზეც რვალისა

Sen Tubali xar, gaqvs marjvena 

uSreti ZaliT ...

mWedelTa wesiT

grZneul miwaze cadamwvdeni 

daagzne cecxli _

gamogeWeda qveynad pirvels rkina 

da rvali ...

Sen Tubali xar, o, SavTvala Sen  xar 

Tubali ...

kavkasiamde uuSores manZils 

gaivli ...

moxval, Woroxze emkvidrebi rkinis 

ufali

da xeloba mogaqvs kainis ...
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And The Sun Of Bronze...

Thou art Tubal1 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 Chorokhi2 – 

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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qoxi aage da mzrunvelad daxure 

isliT ...

mihkiodi mTaSi iremsa ...

hau,  ibersa

Sen Tvalebi mogwonda misi!

pirveli afra gauSale niavqars

saxilvelad ucxo mxarisa ...

da mzec rvalisa

mkvircxl misdevda ucxo ialqans...

 1946
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Built a hut – carefully roofed with the 

sedge …

And chased the dear in the mountains...

‘HOOW!’…

Iberian1 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... 

1946
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* * *

_ Tqvi, arjakelo xviara,

qsanze vin Camoiara?

_ ra vi, Rrublebze vfiqrobdi

da ara gamigia ra ...  

_ mec sxvaTaSoris vikiTxe,

salaparakod ki ara ... 

1954
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* * *

– I say, Arjakeli1 Ivy,

Who passed along the Ksani2?

– 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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ასეთი დარი თუ იყო მაშინ

mze aiwia TiTis wverebze,

mzem mzis qalaqSi Camoixeda,

idga Tbilisi, rogorc erekle,

xmalSemarTuli naris cixesTan ...

Rrublebi rokviT daiZrnen qarSi

da miaSures lilisfer mTaTa ...

aseTi dari Tu iyo maSin,

odes Tbilisi aikles sparsTa? 

1965
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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 Nari1 Fortres – 
Stood Tbilisi 
Like Erekle2 – 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

1  Nari: fortress in Tbilisi built by Persians in the 
XXIIth-XIIIth centuries.
2  Erekle:II, the last king of Georgia (1720-1798).
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* * *

Sen ise Rrma xar, qarTulo cao,

Sen ise Rrma xar ...

samkvidro Sens qveS mtrad 

Semosulma

veravin naxa:

verca osmalom, verca monRolma

da verca sparsma ...

Seni didebis momReralia

oSki da zarzma,

beberi tao ...

Sen ise Rrma xar, ise faqizi,

qarTulo cao ...

1945
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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 Osman1 nor Mongol
Nor Persian…

The singers of thy glory
Are Oshki and Zarzma2

And ancient Tao3…
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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* * *

nuSis xe morCili tanis,

faqizad gazrdili mRvimes,

rogorc es sarkines mTaa,

civi egoneba vinmes...

ginaxavT, viT xvdeba igi 

sxaltbidan gadmoWril qarebs?

o, yovlad Zliero qaro,

Tu giyvars, uTxari barem!

1954
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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 Sarkine1, 

Have you even seen in what manner she meets

The winds penetrating from Skhaltba?2

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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