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Georgia is a country in which poetry plays a vital
role in the national consciousness, and Georgians hold
the poems of Galaktion Tabidze in especial affection.
To this day his works are studied by every Georgian
schoolchild, declaimed in countless toasts, and remain
a great influence on modern Georgian poets and artists.
Although he spent almost his entire life in Georgia,
surviving both the Revolution and Stalin’s purges,
his work carries a variety of influences from the west,
particularly from Baudelaire and the French Symbolists.
Beautifully translated by Nana Bukhradze, these poems
weave complex themes of love, loneliness, memory
and homeland with musical grace. Though this small
collection represents only a fraction of Tabidze’s work, it
contains some of his most popular and powerful poems;
‘Snow” and ‘Blue Horses’ in particular are masterpieces
of lyrical subtlety and invention.

I hope this edition will allow English-speaking
readers to acquaint themselves with one of the greatest
poets of the Georgian language.

Henry Roe,
London, January 2017



In memory of Mr. Zurab Gelekva, late professor
of Ivane Javakhishvili Tbilisi State University. His
patriotism, dedication, enthusiasm, perseverence, spirit,
and personal charm enabled him to assemble together the
greatest and most brilliant Georgian scholars, scientists,
and students from the faculties of the University and
the former Georgian Polytechnical Institute in order to
create a new interdisciplinary training programme for
Georgian diplomats and young specialists. Despite the
vicissitudes of the 1970's Soviet Union, Mr. Gelekva's
programme had a transformative effect on the field, and
its legacy can be seen in many diplomatic missions and
UN bodies today. Through his work, Mr. Gelekva made a
great contribution to Georgia's successful evolution into
a sovereign state.
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Sl

A child fell in the dusty city,
Fawn-eyed, with hair like mimosa.
And in gentle gusts of sorrow,

The blue angels arrived.

The street screeched with distorted faces:
The hearth and the sun were far off!
A plum tree flowered under the village sun,

And the sisters were heard in song.

1915
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Chitdhood Days

Childhood days are gone,
Fields, cornfields, woods,

All of a sudden — from far afield
Arrived another child in black:
We flung into a mournful dance,
From tears our sight blurred,
Grass, river, trees,

Days, childhood days.
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A Reose Ire Sard

Mother of God, Mzeo! Mariam!
Like a rose in sand after the rains —
My life’s path is a dream

And the azure of distant heaven.

The crags merge in the mountain gloom
And if day somehow sidles along,
Sleepless and merry, like a woman intemperate

I shall go to the icons!

Sleepless and still drunk
I'll lean on the sacred door
To see the sun’s ray break upon Zion

And the white stoles? flash like lightning.

! Mzeo: in Georgian denotes the celestial body - “sun’.
% Part of the vestment worn by Ortodox priests before
receiving the Eucarist.
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—HereTam ...
A wounded swan m the dream garden!
Look and rejoice in the fate of youth

With listless hands and a martyr’s countenance!

Look! My eyes, that once
Burned with the morning dew, with violets,
Now gaze sleepless and melancholy —

Filled with tears of revenge.

Tell me, is it so for every poet?
In wait for you, do they all feel the same?
In stunned supplication, the soul

Dies under your feet like a butterfly.

Where is my requital?
Where is my soul’s happiness?
As Alighieri was in Eden

Am I overcome in hell!

14



s 35dob 3o@ygo: 93! Bmgzqgen

3900 Moo m36530l domnom!
dnbag, @abE 330 ydsbgnerm@ 3ol
oo bymgdom, Badgdmen baboo!

dnbawg! ab@ goo! Rgdo ;mgsmado,
Bobsor B3 9o Jaabb (336300, 0gdom,

madgbsmyggo o baBongFommyggo
baglgs (30g8mas qolidogdom!

©obB 3o0! sbgs yggmes 8ambbgda?

396 8mmmpnbdn sbgs yzgms?

beyemo, 39@M 9800 gobam(zgdn,

d9blb g39Mbo 393 330985, MmgmEis g9dqme.

bag G0l Hndmzob bsdegngmm?
bedgebogmm L s&ob bmma?
3oo badmmbomasb stmngngfn,

d5 Roxmbgmoo 356 ogsteama!

15



When the phantom of death
Shadows my way — accursed by fate,
My last Eucharist

Shall not mention your name!

I will fold my hands and like a windstorm
The swift horses will whirl me away!
Sleepless and still drunk —

I shall lie in my grave.

Mother of God, Mzeo Mariam!
Like a rose in sand after the rains —
My life’s path is a dream

And the azure of distant heaven.

1917
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Never before was a moon born so gentle!

This night-time lyre, clothed in white splendour.

The blue shadows rise in the wind and weave

into branches

O so quiet, so tender a sky [ cannot remember!

The moon, as if an iris from the string of pale

beams,
Holds all in his light, and dream-like

Swathe white Metekhi and the Mtkvari ...

O never before was a moon bomn so tender!

! Mount of St Davit in Tbilisi; the eastern slope providing
for the pantheon of Georgia’s the most eminent sons and
daughters.
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Here, the old man’s! ghost takes its rest in a kingly
sleep
And above the grief-filled churchyard, the joyous

stars’ flicker

Strews around in roses and chamomiles ...

In solitude, Baratashvili strolled this place fondly...

And may I die in songs, like a saddened lake swan,

To learn how night could look into my soul,

How a dream spread her sky-to-sky wings

And unfurled the blue sails of daydreams;

It’s a wonder how death’s approach can transform

The dying swan song’s waterfalls and roses,

! Akaki Tsereteli (1840-1915) - the most revered peolpe’s poet
of Georgia reposing on St Mount in Tbilisi.
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Why does my soul, raised by the sea,
Deem the path of death no different from the path

of the rose?

The poet’s boldness is a fairy tale on this rosy path,

O never before have I seen a night of such calm.

Ghosts, close to you, I welcome death

And die as a king and a poet,

Next to yours, my lyre shall outlast time ...

Never, never before was a moon born so gentle!

1915
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I cleave to my heart

A lyre as I wish

And come into the brilliance
Of a magnificent ray.
Whoever built it

Built it unyielding

And graced from heaven

Great Nikortsminda!

Who,

What hand could raise

In consuming labour

The tender lightstream wreaths
Of wondrous ornaments —
Lacing gracefully

On the stone

M.D.

! The monument of Georgian architecture of the XI* century

in Racha (Georgia) named ofter St Nicolaos.
28
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Of Nikortsminda?

O what treasure we have —
Invincible, rich,

The stones trill in harmony,
Felicity swells inexorably.
He who carved,

Carved well

With sagacity —

Mighty Nikortsminda.

The vaults,

The pillars’ merging —
Contrived —

As if in a dream.

O who,

What genius

Or loving kindness

Conceived — the colossus Nikortsminda?

30
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The twelve great windows
Stun in splendour,

The fire of love’s care
Embraces the lines ...

He who lit it

Lit it with feeling

And entrusted fairly to time
Nikortsminda!

In the sinuous grandeur
I still see exuberance,
Time has shrouded

Its diadem in reverence,
O who made

And embosomed

In this array

The zeal — Nikortsminda!

32
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The accomplishment of lines —
Smooth and supple —

Is a wish fulfilled

Once deemed unviable.

This clarity,

This opulence

Has made you

The adamantine memorial —

Nikortsminda!

To receive your soul’s blessing
Y ou raise up the nation:

Your dome’s neck —

Long stemmed,

Set aloft —

Compliant and genial —
Becomes you so

Nikortsminda!
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The gaze is Georgian
That treasures this space,

The eye is enthralled

By the fire birds’ plumage:

Wings, O wings we need ...

Many more wings
To conquer this space,

Nikortsminda!

The present sentinels
Your wings’ sweet coo—
The vigorous art,
People’s art —

Shines ever

For Georgia’s praise —

Nikortsminda!

36
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Vitanel”

All is a vision and the wind!
Life too is a sudden wind ...
Beauty — the only constancy.
To alternate day with night
You agree, my soul, is a dream.
All is a vision and the wind.
Pegasus’ wings’ whirr

Is the old area to sing....
Beauty — the only constancy.
To tear down

Again to build —

Is a monotonous tolling bell,
All is a vision and the wind.
The sight of a coffined corpse

Is joy to every vicious soul,

! Vilanel - poetic metre spread in Midcentury Europe.
38
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Beauty — the only constancy ...

Though bitter —

I seek rest and eternal sleep,

All is a vision, and the wind.

Beauty — the only constancy.

40
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What Ssthe Time?

The hour, no doubt has grown late, -

This night’s long grief is my heart’s constant
servant.

This stinging remorse gives me no peace

What is the time? What is the time?

Through the window the night won’t wane an inch,

All of Autumn’s miseries deluge me.

It might only be three!

What is the time? What is the time?

It must be a quarter past three, surely?

But the night is still as dark as pitch.

The station bell screams thirteen —

What is the time? What is the time?

Ah, strains the gloom-shrouded corridor

This night coachman to accommodate fitly.

Again the telephone — ringing nervously:

44
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What is the time? What is the time?
God, this vengeful early morming rain
Pours incessantly like a jet of pitch!
Won’t it end, this spiteful night?
What time is it? What time is it?
‘Time for drunkenness,

Bitter and precious

Wine’s hour has struck!’

So answered Charles Baudelaire,
When the question was asked —

What is the time?

46
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ynow

How fiercely I love the violet snow

As its virgin fall spreads beyond the bridge,
The sorrowful feel of the cold and damp
And of love’s such endurance.

Darling! the snow overwhelins my heart:
And days run by to make me old!

Far I roamed across my homeland:

A desert of glacial velvet was all I found.
Ah, that’s my destiny:

To January’s companionship [ vielded,
Yet I can never quite forget

Your hands’ pale snow.

Oh your hands! Darling, I see them

Wan and bent in a garland of snows.

I see the glint of your veil —

Intermitent — in this desert...

That’s why I love the violet snow 8
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As it falls from our river bridge,

Also, a sorrowful spirit that swirls and whips —
Pinning to their beds the banks of irises.

It is snowing! The dawning of such days
Covers me with a snow-flake, exhausted and blue,
If I could only survive the winter, '
If only the wind would leave me alone!

There is the road, and there the gentle game. ..
And you go towards it all alone!

I fove the snow, as once | loved

Your voice’s secret melancholy!

I loved then, was drunk with love

In those peaceful days of crystal brilliance,
The wildflower petals strewn in your hair —
Windswept and free.

I long for you now, as much

As the vagabond longs for the abode...

A guard of white trees bear me company

And loneliness stands before me once more.
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It is snowing! The dawning of such days
Covers me with a snow-flake, exhausted and blue,
If I could only survive the winter,

If only the wind would leave me alone!

1916
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Yowu e Slileer

You are thirteen but have a captive —
A hoary heart’s evil dreams:
Load the gun with thirteen bullets,

I must kill myself thirteen times.

Another thirteen years will come round
The road of twenty-six you’ll tread,
The scythe will fell the tallest iris,

Time will weep, so will my verse.

O how quickly is youth run through —
The lion’s ferocious lust!
And all softens into air

At the approach of Autumn sun.
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Homeland

If one has not walked barefoot upon the dew-
soaked grass

What then is homeland?

All the ancestors have departed,

The clamour of other peoples’ fills the land.

The breeze gently uncloaks the plain,
And in the depths, [ discern a figure —
An old, old father — shears in hand

Rambling in the vineyard.

Each stem and bud
Of it shall ever resemble a dream!
The valleys and knolls turn verdant again!..

Iamble along ... regret and feel grieved.
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Fhe Fnow Fell, Hartled

The snow fell, slanted and sidelong.
And 1 - sunk in thought by the fireside like heroes

from Dickens.

The furnace is aglow. While I think,

the flames sink lower.

The window opened: the snow fell slanted

and sidelong.
White thoughts are scattered, manuscripts turned

to ashes...
Burn on ... and there too, there deep in the soul...

The snow fell, slanted and sidelong.
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Blue Horses

Like mist’s snowy drifts at sunset touched with

colours,

Lay a shore flashing in the land of eternity!

Around, no inlet, I discerned nothing

Except the starkness of silence — cold and desolate.

Except the silence and the roving of the cold —

In the land of eternity there is only griefl

Your eyes’ light is extinguished in the cold of the
tomb,

The cold grave holds no solace either for your

soul.

Through skeletal woods of crazed faces

The soulless days race and haste!

Through dreamful visions my biue horses

Will hearse you over to me; they are all here!

The minutes pace by, but I care not:

The eternal pillow lies undampened by tears:
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All passion and torture vanished like phantoms of
night,
Like the cry of the soul in a blaze of prayers.
The blue horses dash away with a swift thunder
| and bolt
Like swirling fire and the whirlwind of fate!
Here flowers or respite — a dream!
Now the place of your rest is a grave!
Who knows your face, who will utter your name? -
Your call, whose ear will it reach?
Who will trust it?
Y ou find no comfort in this bosom of wonders,
Riddle-wrapped chimeras sleep in the land’s
dark spirals!
But in the rough desert of dry numbers
The arch of light stands in triumph!
Through skeletal woods of crazed faces
The soulless days emerge to be buried in chasms.

Only in the mists’ rampage, in the eternal land,
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Above and below, cursed and condemned,
The blue horses thunder away
Like the ocean’s roaming, like the whirlwind

of fate!

1915
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