
sarusoSi

mexuTe dRe Tendeboda, rac deida
mariasTan vcxovrobdi sof. sarusoSi.
axla ukve Sinaurulad vgrZnobdi Tavs,
Torem pirvel xanebSi, cota ar iyos,
gamiWirda. sofelSi adrec gaxldiT,
sagazafxulo dResaswaulzec Zalian
Tbilad migviRes, magram axla yovel
nabijze mainc vxvdebodi, ra ̀ ucxo
sxeuls~ warmovadgendi am erTi muWa
Taviseburi samyarosTvis, koxtad rom
SeyuJuliyo mTis ferdobze da misTvis
damaxasiaTebeli, erTi SexedviT mSvi-
di cxovrebiT cxovrobda. fotoapa-
ratmomarjvebuli davdiodi soflis
`planebSi~ (ase eZaxian ubnebs mezobe-
li qarTuli Tu araqarTuli soflebis
msgavsad) da vcdilobdi, nacadi meTo-
di gamomeyenebina: gamovlaparakebodi
quCebSi aqa-iq Cadgmul xis skamebze
Camomjdar qalebs da ase saintereso
respodentebisTvis mimekvlia, magram
dRisiT qalebi quCaSi TiTqmis ar dami-
naxavs. mxolod mxarze Tunggadakide-
buls, wyaroze mimavals Tu Sevxvdebo-
di erTi-ors, TavCaRunuls, aCqarebu-
li nabijiT rom Camivlida gverdiT,
anda ezoSi mofusfuses, SeumCnevlad
rom gamoaparebda Tvals da Tan saqmes
agrZelebda. kacebi ki blomad iyvnen
soflis birJaze, zogi ̀ qveynis ambebis~
ganxilviT irTobda Tavs da zogic –
dominos TamaSiT. Cems danaxvaze Rimi-
liT gadaulaparakebdnen erTmaneTs
lekurad da mere isev Caacqerdebod-
nen koWebs seriozuli saxeebiT. pirvel
or dRes aSkara yuradRebas mxolod
soflis bavSvebi Tu iCendnen. yviTel-
Tmiani, TaflisferTvaleba gogo-biWe-

49. sofeli saruso
     The village of Saruso
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It was the dawn of the fifth day of my stay
with Aunt Maria in the village of Saruso.  I had
already become familiar with the surroundings
and felt at home, yet, at first it was sort of diffi-
cult for me.  I had been to that village before:
they welcomed me so warmly during the holi-
days, but now everything I did made me real-
ize how "alien" I was to this tiny original world,
comfortably nestled on the mountain slopes,
and living its own peculiar life there that seems
so peaceful at first.  Armed with a photo cam-
era, I browsed through the so-called "projects"
(that’s what the locals call neighboring Geor-
gian or non-Georgian villages) and tried to em-
ploy an already tried method: try to get in con-
versation with women resting on wooden
benches placed here and there in the village,
and thus locate interesting respondents; yet, I
could not find any women during the daytime.
I rarely saw only those women with a copper
jar over the shoulder that passed by me with
heads down and rushed toward the water-
source; or those busying themselves in the yard,
giving me a quick secretive glance while con-
tinuing their labor activity.  As for the males,
there were a lot of them idly keeping one an-
other a company; some entertained themselves
discussing "world news" and others playing
dominoes.  Upon seeing me, they made com-
ments in the local language, while giving one
another a subtle smile, and then resumed dicing
with serious looks on their faces.  During the
first couple of days, it was only the local villager
little kids who showed obvious interest in me.
Blond girls and boys with honey yellow eyes in
not too small groups chased me around with
loud noises mixed here and there with Georgian
expressions, and thus playing cozy with me.

VISITING  SARUSOVISITING  SARUSOVISITING  SARUSOVISITING  SARUSOVISITING  SARUSO

52. iqve saxlis win, wyalTan
    In front of a nearby house, near the water
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bi arc Tu patara jgufad damdevdnen
ukan xmamaRali JriamuliT, romelSic
qarTul sityvebsac gamourevdnen
xolme da amiT viTom Tavs mawonebdnen.
Tu mivbrundebodi da gamolaparakebas
vecdebodi, kiskisiT gaiqceodnen, dai-
fantebodnen da karga manZilze dam-
Sordebodnen, Tuki ̀ arafrad CavTvli-
di~, win gadamidgebodnen da gadagvi-
Re, gadagviReo, xelixelgadaxveulebi
poziorobdnen fotoaparatis win. bo-
los ki, roca bavSvebis jgufi kidev
ufro gaizarda da mivxvdi, aRar momeS-
vebodnen, aqeT-iqeT daviwye yureba,
iqneb erT-erTis deda mainc iyos siax-
loves da ̀ mixsnas~-meTqi, Tumca ama-
od, dedebi ar Candnen. es cota meuc-
naura, magram mizezi maleve gavige:
ivlisis dasawyisi iyo, es ki gagania si-
mindis Toxnis sezonia da am dros
Turme maTi umravlesoba daqiravebul
muSebad mihyavT umTavresad qarTve-
lebis da xandaxan azerbaijanelebis
yanebSi.  vifiqre, am xalxTan daaxlo-
vebis yvelaze mokle gza swored ̀ si-
mindis yanebze gaivlis~- meTqi da maT-
Tan erTad wasvla gadavwyvite. pirve-
lad, es rom gaiges, sicilad ar eyoT,
Seno? Sen simindis saToxnad wamoxva-
lo? ar damijeres. me Cemi daviCeme da

Every time I tried to get into conversation with
them, they dispersed giggling and kept quite a
distance from me; yet, when I ignored their
comments, they elaborately kept posing in
front of my camera begging, "Please, please take
our picture."  Finally, when the children’s group
grew larger, and I realized that there was no
way I could get rid of them, I started looking
around in search of at least one of the kid’s
mother nearby, hoping that she could "rescue"
me; yet, to no avail: there were no adults
around.  It looked a bit strange to me, however,
I found out the explanations to it very soon: it
was the beginning of June, the season of corn
tilling, and, as it turned out, all of the adult
women worked as hirelings in mostly Georgian,
and sometimes Azerbaijani cornfields.  As I fig-
ured it out, the best way of coming closer with
those people would be going with them to that
so-called "corning", so I decided to join them in
that venture.  When they first learned about
this plot of mine, they laughed their hearts out
asking, "You?  You are going to till cornfields?"
To cut it short, they would not believe me.
Yet, I insisted and, as I think, it was the right
thing to do.  When my hostess Aunt Maria’s
daughter, Gulisa noticed that I was not kidding,
she began to look for the attire that would be
appropriate for corn field tilling.  Judging by
her sympathy, I became more and more con-58



vinced that she was becoming a supporter of
mine and the goal of mine’s: to the extent that
when after returning from the cornfield, she
offered me to visit some good weavers in the
village.

We ended up seeing only one of the well-
trained weavers at home.  Before we entered
her place, Gulisa had to explain in Lezghin lan-
guage why we were there.  I do not know
what they spoke about but the hostess kept
shaking her head in denial at first, then she wel-
comed us; so, we entered.  Gulisa kept asking
her with insistence; as a result, the hostess as if
unwillingly brought out a huge packed case,
opened it and endlessly unearthed innumerable
socks of many ornaments, some of them in-
tended for betrothing, some for casual use,
some woven as stockings and some as house-
hold wearing, some for infants and others for
adolescents: yet, all of them, without an excep-
tion, as part of a dowry.  When I asked her
who taught her the weaving or ornamenting
technique, if there existed some sketches left, it
turned out that there was only oral tradition
handed down and even that tradition, as I see
it, decreased as time went by, and even that
tradition handed down by the ancestors is di-
minishing since there are no more artists who
know traditional weaving.  As a substitute of
the authentic examples of traditional art, I can

vfiqrob, kargi vqeni kidec. Cemi mas-
pinZlis, deida marias Svilma, gulisam
rom Sematyo, aRar vxumrobdi, yanis-
Tvis Sesaferisi tansacmlis Zebnas Se-
udga, am mzrunvelobaSi ki vatyobdi,
sul ufro didi gulSematkivari xde-
boda Cemi da Cemi saqmis. ise, rom meo-
re dRiT, yanidan dabrunebulma, Tvi-
Tonve SemomTavaza, wamodi, sofelSi
marTla kargad mqsovel, saintereso
qalebs gagacnob da meCeTsac dagaTva-
lierebinebo.

mqsoveli qalebidan mxolod erTi
dagvixvda saxlSi. sanam SegvipatiJeb-
da, gulisam misvlis mizezi auxsna le-
kurad. ar vici, ras eubneboda, magram
maspinZeli Tavidan yvelaferze Tavs
aqnevda uaris niSnad. mere SemodiTo,
gviTxra da Cvenc SevediT. gulisa isev
daJinebiT sTxovda raRacas, imanac fe-
xi Zlivs aiTria, gamoitana erTi uzar-
mazari Cemodani, gaxsna da amoalaga da
amoalaga sxvadasxva zomis, sxvadasxva
ornamentiT naqsovi da sxvadasxva da-
niSnulebis uamravi winda, zogi niSno-
bisTvis, zogi ubralod saxlSi saxma-
rad, zogi maRalyela da zogi faCuCi,
zogi didisTvis da zogic patarisTvis,
magram yvela qaliSvilebisTvis mziT-
vad gamzadebuli. vin da rogor gaswav- 59
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la ase qsova-meTqi, vkiTxe. dedamo,
qsovis dros maCvenebda da mec vimax-
sovrebdio. sofelSi, merec rom gavi-
kiTxe, aRmoCnda, rom aravis hqonda
arc ornamentis Canaxati, arc qsovis
sxvadasxva teqnikis aRmweri raime Ca-
naweri. is codna, rac SemorCenilia ase
zepirad, gadmocemuli Taobidan Ta-
obaze, meCvena, rom TandaTan Raribde-
ba da praqtikaSi ki aSkarad naklebad-
Ra gamoiyeneba. amaze metyvelebda
Tundac ̀ CiTebi~ (rogorc TviTon uwo-
deben), gacilebiT mSvid ferebSi, dax-
vewili ornamentiTa da maRali gemov-
nebiT Sesrulebuli, romlebic bolos
gamoitana maspinZelma da faCuCebis
gverdiT dado. es erTgvari maRalyela
windebia, romlis zemoTa nawili wmin-
da, Zirebi ki uxeSi Salis ZafiT, gan-
sxvavebuli ornamentiTaa  moqsovili.
CiTebs, romlebsac adre yoveldRiuri
daniSnulebac hqonia, xolo axla ki
mxolod qorwil-niSnobebSiRa acviaT
ufrosebs (patarZlis dedas an sade-
damTilos, romlebmac ase ̀ fexdam-
Svenebulebma~ aucileblad unda gamo-
icekvon nefe-dedofali) TiTqmis
aRaravin qsovs. sarusoSic, swored
qsoviT rom yofila gamorCeuli yvar-
lis lekur soflebs Soris, sul ramdeni-
me wyviliRaa SemorCenili. amitom be-
biebisgan gadmocemul, reliqviebad
qceul CiTebs saTuTad inaxaven qalebi
Tambaqos furclebSi (Wiisgan icaven)
qorwilidan qorwilamde, anda ucxos-
Tan iwoneben Tavs winaparTa naxela-
viT, Torem axla, Cveulebriv, windebs
xelovnuri ZafiTRa Tu qsoven, romel-
sac daRestanSi yiduloben Calis fasad
da ferebsac imis mixedviT uxameben, esa60



see examples of artifacts of more cute, soothing
weaving, calming Magdalene style and per-
formed in a more "artistic" style that our host-
ess revealed the last and placed next to the al-
ready exhibited items.  Those were stockings
made of comparatively soft wool; however,
their soles were made of a rougher material,
woven from a different material. And the use
of the material that is employed as an everyday
wear, and nowadays one that newly-weds’
parents have to wear (in other words, that the
parents-in-law have to wear off in their
children’s wedding while dancing with their
children-in-law) is almost lost.  That is why, be-
cause Saruso has always been distinguished for
its pattern weaving among the Lezhgin villages
of the Kvareli region, just a couple of pattern
weavings have been preserved there.  And that
is why those pattern weavings handed down
from grandmothers are being carefully perse-
vered wrapped in tobacco leaves (to protect
them from worms) from wedding to wedding,
or to show themselves off before guests and
demonstrate the art of their ancestors; other-
wise, nowadays they weave stockings with the
materials they buy for a penny in Dagestan and
use whatever color thread they have stored.

The village mosque is located at the eastern
edge of the village.  If Gulisa had not told me
we reached the place, I would have never
guessed that was the place.  It was a small build-
ing, fenced with metal and buried in a green
yard, painted in brown and roofed in clay.  Its
wooden gate was locked.  Over the gate, in its
right corner, right next to the roof, a metal
staircase was hanging.  I asked, "What is this
staircase for?"  The answer was, "This is not a
staircase to ascend; if somebody dies, we place
his corpse on it and carry to the graveyard; it is
common for all."  Since they noticed that I

wanted to see the mosque’s interior, one of my
hosts, Aunt Maria’s daughter-in-law, sent one
of the kids to get permission from the village
mullah.  The child arrived soon with his breath
short, his cheeks red, and brought the keys.
We took our shoes off and entered the mosque.
The floor there was partially covered with
sheep skin, the rest with colored thin rugs.  The
only crescent-shaped room in the mosque had
two windows from the west, it served as a
chapel and was separated with a small curtain;
because, as they explained to me, that’s where
the mullah usually prays.  Nearby, on a small
wooden shelf, two books with Arabic inscrip-
tions were placed.  Below the shelf, one could
see a rosaries and shabby oriental caps.  There
was a calendar nailed to the wall as well, which
obviously ceased to serve its purpose.  The
question is, "Has it ever served its purpose?"  It
seemed as if just to remind the villagers that
they belonged to a different religious realm that
followed a different time pattern, according to
which, something that in reality in 2000 AD
(never mind the date and month of the dis-
cussed event), happened in 1420, as told by the
Moon calendar.

After we left the Mosque, it was late and we
headed toward home where Gulnaz, Gulisa’s
younger sister, had prepared "Gordila" supper
and was waiting for us.  There were steaming
plump chunks of boiled dough awaiting us on a
large platter.   Gordila is mixed with cheese
base, and the fattier the base is, the tastier the
dish becomes.  It is considered a Lezghian dish,
and it is served quite often.

That evening, Gulisa told me a lot about her
life, even about her marriage:

"They did not want me for a daughter-in-
law that much.  It was my father who pushed
for it.  I was forced to get married, so badly 61



Tu is Zafi rogora aqvT morCenili.
meCeTi soflis ganapirasaa aRmosav-

leTis mxridan. gulisas rom ar eTqva,
movediTo, ise Cavuvlidi gverds, ve-
rafriT mivxvdebodi, rom meCeTi es
iyo. rkinis badiT Semovlebul, xexi-
liT savse baRSi erTi patara Senoba
idga, nacrisfrad Selesili da Sife-
riT gadmoxuruli. xis karebi boqlo-
miT iyo daketili. karebs maRla, mar-
jvena kuTxeSi, WerTan, rkinis kauWebze
xis kibe ekida. es risTvis aris meTqi,
vikiTxe. es kibe ar ariso, roca vinme
kvdeba, amaze vawvenT da ise vasafla-

vebTo, sofelSi es erTia da yvelas-
Tvis saerToo. raki Sematyes, meCeTis
Signidan daTvalierebac maintereseb-
da, Cemma kidev erTma maspinZelma, de-
ida marias rZalma, raisam, bavSvi afri-
na soflis molasTan Sesvlaze nebar-
Tvis asaRebad. isic male dabrunda aqo-
Sinebuli, loyebawiTlebuli da gasa-
Rebic mogvitana. fexze davixadeT da
SevediT. iatakze zogan cxvris tyavi
iyo gafenili, zoganac Wrel-Wreli
Txeli sabnebi. Sida sivrce daunawev-
rebeli iyo,  erTiani, ori sarkmeli
hqonda dasavleTis mxridan. naxevar-

54. meCeTi sarusoSi
     A mosque in Saruso
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wriuli, fardaCamofarebuli niSa min-
baris rols asrulebda, aq mola zis
locvis droso, ase amixsnes. iqve ax-
los patara xis Taroze, oriode wigni
ido arabuli warweriT. Taros qvemo-
dan ki krialosnebi da gacveTili aR-
mosavluri qudi ekida. gverdiT ked-
lis kalendari iyo lursmniT mimagre-
buli, romelic aSkarad aRar asruleb-
da Tavis funqcias. sakiTxavia, an Tavis
droze ki wevda kalendrobas?! TiTqos
mxolod imisTvis iyo, rom Seexsenebina
soflisTvis: religiurad is sxva samya-
ros ekuTvnoda, drois aTvlis sxva
sistema rom hqonda. faqti erTi iyo,
TariRi, romelsac ukanasknelad ga-
daSlili furceli gvamcnobda, kai
xnis Cavlili iyo isedac da asedac,
radgan, Tvesa da ricxvs rom Tavi dava-
neboT, masze qristianuliT 2000, xolo
mTvaris kalendriT 1420 weli ewera.

meCeTidan rom gamovediT, gviani iyo
da saxlisken gavwieT, sadac gulnazs,
gulisas umcros das, vaxSmad ̀ gordi-
la~ momzadebina da gvelodeboda. ma-
gidaze moxarSuli comis fumfula naW-
rebi ido didi larnakiT da oSxivari
asdioda. gordila yvelis SratSi izi-
leba da miT ufro gemrielia Turme,
rac ufro cximiania Srati. mas  lekur
kerZad miiCneven da xSirad amzadeben.

im saRamos dawolamde gulisa bevrs
miambobda Tavis cxovrebaze, gaTxove-
bazec:

`amaT ar undodaT, ufro mamaCems.
ise ZalaT gavTxovdi, ise ZaliT. mama-
Cemis Zmam, su patara biZam, Cemi qmaris
da, muli daniSna. me patara viyavi ma-
Sin. beWedi iyo xelSi da is kide uCum-
rad sxva biWs gayva mTaSi. amaTic kai

55. kedlis kalendari meCeTSi
     A wall calendar in the mosque
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siyvaruli iyo, magram imasTan rogor
gaipara es gogo, ar vici. me roca gavi-
zarde, ToTxmeti wlisa viyavi, skoli-
danve siyvaruli gamovida Cveni. Cemi
qmari, Samila, mezobeli iyo, karg iyo,
magram Cemebma araferi ar icodnen.
mere 15 wlisa ro viyavi, Txovnaze moi-
dnen egeni. mamaCemma Tqva, rom erTi
weli damacadeT, sanam Cemi Zma ar movi-
da daRestanidano. is ro Camovida, ki-
de iZaxis, erTi weli kide undao. tyu-
ilad, viTom datovebs, rom vinme Tavi-
si gamoCndeboda, imaze undoda gaTxo-
veba Cemi. Samila iyo wasuli aqedan, iq
muSaobda. mainc mindoda magaze daniS-
vna. mere Samilas biZaSvilma Tqva, ro
Senma siyvarulma biWmao sxva daniSna
mTaSi. eg yofila magaTi tyuili lapa-

raki. Samilas kide wamosvla undoda.
mere mTidan sxva biWi moida, biZebs

moswondaT. arc miyvarda, arc araferi,
magram magaTma xalxma ro Tqva, Samilam
sxva daniSnao iqa, imis gulisTvis wave-
di jibrze. amis colad viqnebi-meTqi
erTi Tve, mere wamoval, gavSordebi da
aravis ar gavyvebi colad-meTqi sxvas.
marto Samilas vnaxav-meTqi. iq ro wave-
di, gogoebs SevekiTxe, ari-meTqi egre?
ras ambobo, Senze aqo guli sul. vaime,
es ra gavakeTe-meTqi. mere miTxres, ro
exla Samila modis, Seni qmari unda ce-
mos da Sen unda wagiyvanos aqedano. Ce-
mi qmris Zmam ro gaigo, Cxubi gamoida,
ar SeiZleba, ro sxvisi coli waarTvao.
erTxelac Samilas biZaSvili moida bi-
Wi da uCumrad eZaxis. Samilas ise uy-
varxaro da Tu Senc giyvars, raT ginda
aq ro cxovrob, uCumrad wadi imasTa-
no, Seni gulisTvis tiriso. mec su ti-
riliT viyavi. erTi Tve ro gavida, wa-
moedi saxlSi. tiriliT SevekiTxe ma-
mas: mama-meTqi, wasvla ar minda, saxlSi
davrCebi da aravis colad ar gavyvebi.
arao, Sen isev SamilasTan wasvla gin-
dao, albaT. geficebi, ara-meTqi. sit-
yvaze vTqvi geficebi-meTqi, gana mar-
Tla. ZaliT isev iq wamiyvanes. erTi Tve
ar iyo wasuli, Cemi mama iq moida, vuT-
xari, aRar gapatieb, aqedan saxlSi Tu
ar waiyvane-meTqi. wagiyvan, Tu im pir-
vel SeyvarebulTan laparaki ar iqne-
bao. marto im biWs daanebeo Tavi. gefi-
cebi mama- meTqi, arc is biWi ar minda,
arc imis danaxva, wamiyvane-meTqi. kar-
gio, maSin wamodio. Samilam gaigo, ro
me maxaCkalidan gamoedi, ro iqidan
gavSordi.

 zamTarSi saxlSi viyavi, aprili iyo

56. gulisa
      Gulisa
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forced.  My dad’s brother, his youngest
brother, became engaged with my husband’s
sister.  I was just a little girl back then.  She al-
ready had the engagement ring on, yet, she ran
out into the mountains with another boy.
They had a true love, but I don’t understand
how she could run away with that boy.  When
I grew up, if you can call a fourteen-year old
girl a grown-up, I fell in love while I was still in
middle school.  My engaged husband-to-be,
Shamil, was our neighbor, he was nice but my
family knew nothing about our love.  Later, I
was fifteen then, they came over to ask for my
hand.  My father told them to wait one year till
his brother returned from Dagestan.  After the
brother came back, Dad asked them to hold on
an extra year.  He did it on purpose, hoping
that someone from his clan would shop up to
marry me.  Meanwhile, Shamil was gone some-
where else, doing some job.  I still wanted to be
betrothed to him.  Then my husband’s cousin
told me, "Your beloved became engaged with
some girl in the mountains."  That was a trick
they played on me.  In reality, Shamil wanted
to leave there because of me.

Then, some other young man showed up;
my uncles seemed to like him.  I did not like
him or anything.  But since I was told that
Shamil became engaged in the mountains, I
made that step just out of revenge.  I decided to
become that young man’s wife for a month,
then divorce him and remain unwedded for
the rest of my life.  I planned to reserve the
right to see Shamil only.  When I arrived there
and asked the local girls, if the whole story was
true, and they answered me, "Are you out of
your mind?  You’re the only one he’s dreaming
about!"  I said in my heart, "Goodness, what
have I done!"  Then they told me that he was
on his way to beat up my husband and take me

away.  When my husband’s brother found out
about that, he argued that that was not the way:
one cannot take away somebody else’s wife.
One day, Shamil’s cousin showed up and asked
me to have a private conversation.  He said,
"That boy is in love with you, and if you really
love him, go with him.  Why are you staying
here?  Leave with him in secret.  After all, he
keeps shedding tears over you."  As a matter of
fact, I was shedding tears, too.  After a month, I
returned to my father’s home and told him with
tears in my eyes, "Father, I don’t want to go
back.  I’d rather stay here and remain nobody’s
wife."  He answered, "No, you still want to be
Shamil’s wife, don’t you?"  I swore that I did not.
I just said it but deep in my heart I lied.  Well,
they forced me to go back to my husband’s.  In
less than a month, my father came over, and I

57. raisa SvilTan erTad
     Raisa and her child
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Tu maisi iyo, moida Samila, orivem da-
vinaxeT erTmaneTi. samni biWi da TiTon
iyo meoTxe. mere moida, raT sxvas gaye-
vio colad, me xo miyvardio. Senc rato
ar moxvedi-meTqi saxlSi, mamaCemma xo
Tqva, erTi wlis mere qorwili SeiZle-
ba-meTqi. magram eg tyuili iyoo, modi
exla wavideTo sadRac. ar SeiZleba,
cota xani davicadoT da mere wavideT-
meTqi. Cvenebma kide araferi ar ician
Cveni laparaki. erTxel Cemi Zma iyo
saxlSi, ise mcema, erTi Tve loginSi vi-
yavi magis gamo, ratom is biWi Senze
uyurebso. deda Cem mxareze iyo, mag-
ram kacebi mainc xo ici... Cemma biZam ki-
de, ro mivdivar, bazarSi iyos, an gogo-
ebTan iyos, Tavmoxdili Tu iqneba, eg
ra ario, Tu gaiSleboda Tma, maSinve
Tavsafari daifareo, igre Caicvio, vi-
Tom beberi qali iqnebodi, ise. mere Sa-
milasgan werili moida, modi, am dRes
wavideTo. meore dRes avdeqi da wave-
diT. mere iseTi Cxubi gamovida, mama-
Cemma Tofi aiRo imaTi Zmaze, rato wa-
iyvana Cveni gogoo. mere waarTves To-
fi, ar gauSves. ori dRe axalsofelSi
viyaviT, Cemi qmarisa nacnobi iyo, meo-
re dRes wamovediT saxlSi. Cvenebma ar
icoda, ro saxlSi wamovediT, ukve aq
ro viyaviT. Tve gavida da tualetSic
ar SeiZleba gasvlao. Tu daginaxavs,
gcems, mama iyos, Zma iyos, biZa iyos,
yvelani yarauloben Cemze, viTom kata
iyos, raRacas ro moiparavs. erTi Tvis
Semdeg Serigdnen. is biZas daniSnuli
ro wavida, imis gulisTvin ar undodaT
egre Zalian. mamamTils uyvardi, de-
damTils exlac ar uyvarvar. sxvagan
gaTxovili ro moiyvanes, ar mindao.
magram Cemi bedi yofila. pirveli siy-

told him that I would never forgive him if he
didn’t take me back home.  He agreed on one
condition: there could not be any conversa-
tions about or with my first love.  He said, "Just
forget about that boy!"  I answered, "Dad, I
don’t want to see that boy, nor do I want to
hear about him.  Just take me home, please."
He said, "Alright, let’s go home."  Shamil found
out that I left Makhachkala just to get out of
there.

I spent that winter at home.  It was April or
May when Shamil showed up; we saw each
other.  When I noticed him, I told my mother I
was going to the store.  The store was up the
road.  There were three young men accompa-
nying him.  Then he approached me saying,
"Why did you marry somebody else, you
knew I loved you."  I replied, "What about
you?  Didn’t my father tell you we could get
married in a year?"  He said it was a lie and sug-
gested we go somewhere.  I told him it would
be wrong and asked him to wait a bit and then
find a place to go.  At that time, none of my
relatives knew about that conversation.  But
one day, my brother beat me up so badly that I
was bedridden for an entire month, simply be-
cause, as he said, "That boy has got an eye on
you."  Mother was on my side, but you know
men… According to my uncle’s beliefs, walking
with my head down when I went to the mar-
ket, even in the company of girlfriends, was not
enough: I had to wear a scarf, as old women
do, so that my bare head would not show, as it
is a shame.  Then a letter from my husband ar-
rived; he wrote, "Let’s sneak out one day."  I
agreed.  And the next day I escaped with him.
That event caused such a helter-skelter that my
father threatened my husband’s brother, blam-
ing him for kidnapping his daughter.  Then
they took away the rifle and would not let him66



varuli... ra jobia magas. eg didi xal-
xebma araferi ro ar ician, magaT unda,
Tu biWi iqneba dasaqorwinebeli, vinc
TiTon uyvars, is unda moiyvanos biWma,
gogo Tu iqneba, eubneba, ro ara, eg biWi
kargi ar aris. TavisTvis kargi ar ari,
magram gogos SeekiTxe jer. iqneba go-
gos unda, ra ici. cota magaTi wesi ar
varga...~

gulisas ̀ imaTi wesi~ TvalSi rom ar
mosdioda, marto qorwinebis tradici-
ebTan dakavSirebiT ar uTqvams. mas arc
is moswonda, bavSvebis da miTumetes,
gogonebis ganaTlebas rom arafrad da-
gidevdnen sofelSi, arc qalebis mdgo-
mareoba xiblavda mZime yofiT rom iyo
gamowveuli da arc religiur ritua-
lebs asrulebda zedmiwevniT, rogorc
aRmoCnda. ar loculobda dReSi xuT-
jer zustad gansazRvrul dros, ro-
gorc amas ufrosi Taoba da axalgaz-
rdobis erTi nawili akeTebs. da rac
ufro mets miambobda gulisa, miT uf-
ro vgrZnobdi, rogor kargavda mniS-
vnelobas asaki, socialuri mdgomare-
oba, anda religiuri Tu eTnikuri mi-
kuTvnebuloba, rogor irRveoda kidev
sxva socialur-kulturuli Sreebi,
gars rom gvartyia TiToeul Cvengans
da zogjer gadaulaxav winaaRmdego-
bebs qmnian urTierTobebSi. ar vici,
amas sulieri siaxlove davarqva, Tu
`SeRweva~, rogorc mkvlevarebi uwode-
ben xolme, magram erTi kia, es friad
sasiamovno, mdgomareobaa mTxrobelis-
Tvisac da msmenelisTvis, roca geuf-
leba gancda, rom CamoiSore raRac xe-
lovnuri, Zalad mitmasnili da piris-
pir aRmoCndi adamianTan alali Sinaga-
ni samyaroTi. am dros TiTqos enobrivi

use it.  We spent two days in Akhalsopeli, at
my husband’s acquaintance’s place; then we
returned to my husband’s home.  My family
did not even know we were coming back, that
we even arrived there.  It had been a month
after our return, yet, we were scared to use the
outhouse, "Do not let them see you, be they
your dad, your brother, or your uncle: they
will surely beat you up."  They were all watch-
ing me like a hawk, as if I were a stray cat try-
ing to steal something.  Then one day, my
brother came straight to my husband’s place.
It took them a month to reconcile.  They were
still upset over that failed engagement fixed by
my uncle.  My father-in-law came to love me;
however, my mother-in-law never has, even
to this day.  She keeps saying, "I refuse to ac-
cept an already once married woman."  Yet, it
was my destiny… The first love: what can be
better than that?!  According to the so-called
experienced people, if an unmarried boy is in
love, he can marry any girl he wishes; as for a
girl, they tell her, "No, he ain’t good for you."
Well, maybe he does not look good to you,
but why don’t you ask the girl first?  Maybe he
is good for her.  Anyway, that custom of theirs
is a bit wrong."

The fact that Gulisa was not too fond of
"that custom of theirs" was not made clear
only by her comments connected with matri-
monial traditions.  She also did not like how
they neglected the education of children, and
especially girls, in the village; nor was she
pleased with the tough state of the women
there.  And as it turned out, she did not follow
religious customs too scrupulously either.  She
did not pray five times a day regardless of her
duties at the prescribed time, as it was prac-
ticed by the elderly and some of the youths.
And the more Gulisa opened her heart to me, 67



barieric ki kargavs Zalas da naRdi
grZnobebi xan sxeulis eniT, xan ki ua-
misodac gasagebi xdeba. Tumca gulisam
sarusoelebis fonze qarTuli kargad
icoda, magram TviTon mainc xSirad
daayolebda xolme ama Tu im ambavs, eh,
ena ro vicode ise mogiyvebodio... ase
daamTavra Txroba im Ramesac. arcerTs
ar gvindoda saubris Sewyveta, magram
xval diliT adre unda avdgeT da co-
do xar, gagiWirdebao, damemSvidoba.

meore dRes is dila gaTenda, TavSi
rom vaxsene, imaSi ki, Sinaurulad rom
vgrZnobdi Tavs, swored es gatexili
Rame iyo mTavari ̀ damnaSave~. eqvsi sa-
aTic ar iqneboda, gareT rom gamovedi,
kameriT mindoda ̀ Cavsafrebodi~ qa-
lebs, simindis yanaSi wasasvlelad rom

the more I realized how the age, social status,
or religious or ethnic belonging lost its impor-
tance, and how other socio-cultural borders
that limit all of us and sometimes create impas-
sible barriers in relationships are being broken.
I am not sure whether I should call it spiritual
closeness, or thorough insight, as it is sometimes
referred to by scholars, but I am sure of one
thing: it is an extremely pleasant feeling both
for the storyteller and the listener when you
feel that something artificially created and in-
voluntarily enforced upon you is done away
with, and when you find yourself face to face
with a human being’s unvarnished inner world.
At those moments, even the language barrier
seems to disappear, and true emotions find
their way out either through bodily language
or even without it.  Although, Gulisa knew

58. mlocveli qali diliT
     A praying woman in the morning
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ikribebodnen. quCaSi jer aravin Canda,
garda erTi moxuci qalisa, romelic
skamze Camomjdariyo, xelSi krialo-
sans atrialebda da Cumad, butbutiT
loculobda. iqve axlos ori Taflis-
feri Zroxa icoxneboda da moTminebiT
eloda naxiris gamoCenas. garSemo mTe-
bis simwvane, sisxam diliT mlocveli
qali da saqonelic ki, uCveulod mSvid
suraTs qmnidnen. moxucs mivuaxlovdi
da Soriaxlo gavCerdi, Sematyo, gada-
Rebis nebarTva mindoda. TvaliT maniS-
na, gverdze Camojeqio, meti yuradRe-
ba aRarc mouqcevia, TiTqos arafrad
sTvlida aparatis Cxakuns, mxolod –
fexze wamodga da locva ise gaagrZela.
axla ufro mkafiod gamoTqvamda fra-
zebs da drodadro xelebs aRapyrobda
xolme caSi. me, ra Tqma unda, arcerTi
sityva mainc ar mesmoda garda – ̀ ala-
hisa~, magram misi gabmuli xma Citebis
WikWikTan erTad, romelsac xan mamlis
yivili uerTdeboda, xan Zroxis zmui-
li da xanac ZaRlis Soreuli yefa, sa-
siamovnod Caesmoda yurs da Tavisebu-
rebas matebda sarusos dilas. es ucxo
simfonia sul male qalebis xmamaRali
gadaZaxilebiT gagrZelda, kantikun-
tad rom modiodnen ToxebiT xelSi da
meore ubnis gzajvaredinze grovde-
bodnen. mec maT SevuerTdi.

manqana igvianebda. mas Toxze Camoy-
rdnobili qalebi erTxans mTqnarebiT,
mSvidad elodebodnen, magram male mo-
usvenroba daetyoT da ase Teqvsmet-
Cvidmeti wlis sifrifana gogona, xadi-
JaTi, pirvel ubanze gagzavnes dasaz-
verad. Sromis bazarze konkurencias
sarusoSic SemoeRwia, oRond, me Tu
mkiTxavT, moraluri TvalsazrisiT

Georgian pretty well in comparison with other
inhabitants of Saruso, she still uttered once in a
while, "Oh, I wish I knew this language better, I
could tell you my story so much better."  That’s
how she finished her storytelling that night.
Neither of us wanted to finish our conversa-
tion, but she said, "We both had to get up early
in the morning.  I think you’d better get some
rest."  And she bade farewell.

The next day was the morning that I had
mentioned earlier in the beginning of this essay,
the morning when I felt at home, and that sud-
denly broken night’s conversation was to
"blame" for it.  It was even before 6 AM when
I decided to hide in wait to catch on my cam-
era women gathering to go into the cornfield.
The street was empty, save one elderly lady,
sitting on a bench, shuffling rosary beads, and
silently murmuring prayers.  There were two
honey yellow cows standing nearby, chewing
on grass and patiently waiting for the rest of the
herd.  The green of the surrounding mountains,
the woman praying at the gate of the dawn,
and even the cows created an unusual picture
of tranquility.  I came closer to the elderly lady
and stood nearby; she realized I needed her
permission to take pictures.  The expression of
her eyes made me understand that she wanted
me to sit next to her; she never showed any
feelings or reaction afterward, as if the clicking
of the camera never bothered her.  She only
stood up and continued praying.  Now she pro-
nounced the verses more clearly and raised her
hands once in a while.  Needless to say, I never
understood a word, save "Allah"; yet, her
recitative, along with birds’ chirping and some-
times joined by the rooster’s crow, or the moo-
ing of a cow, or sometimes a faraway barking
of a dog, sounded pleasant to my ears, and gave
more uniqueness to that morning in Saruso. 69



arcTu ise jansaRi saxiT. saqme imaSi
iyo, rom wina dRiT pirveli ubnis qa-
lebi damqiravebels soflis dasawyis-
Sive daxvedrodnen, TviTon SeevsoT
manqana da aRar gaeSvaT winaswar mori-
gebul mesame ubnis qalebamde, romle-
bic, ase dilauTenia samuSaod gamzade-
bulebi, xaxamSralebi daetovebinaT.
sabednierod, xadiJam Cveni, meoreub-
nelebis SiSi, TviTonac ase ar dagve-
marToso, male gaanela, simSvideao.
amasobaSi erTi didi satvirTo da erTi
msubuqi manqanac movida, danjRreuli,
ukana sajdomebamoclili. satvirTo,
rogorc iqna, Semobrunda gzajvare-
dinze da Zaris mxridan miadga SequCe-
bul qalebs. isinic xmauriT, didi wva-
lebiT abobRdnen zed da momRimari sa-

That unusual symphony was very soon en-
riched by the loud voices of women with mat-
tocks over their shoulders who gathered at the
crossroads of another block.  So, I joined them.

Their ride was running late.  At first, the
women leaned on their mattocks and yawned
peacefully while keeping waiting for it; how-
ever, a bit later one could tell they became
restless, so they sent out a young girl of sixteen
or seventeen, Khadijat, as a reconnaissance
party to the first block.  Competition on the la-
bor market had already reached Saruso, too:
yet, in my opinion, not in an overly healthy
moral way.  The point is that the day before
the women from the first block halted the em-
ployer right at the entrance of the village, filled
up the bus, and would not let it reach the
women from the third block, who already had

59. manqanis molodinSi
     Waiting for a ride
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xeebiT gadmogvcqerodnen dabla dar-
Cenilebs. me pativi mces da msubuqi
manqana SemomTavazes, igi sul male ise
gaitena Cemi CaTvliT rva qaliT, ro-
gorc wiwakiT an kitriT datvirTuli
minaxavs xolme misnairebi kaxeTis
gzatkecilze. aRmoCnda, Cven sxva ya-
naSi mivdiodiT. amitom didma manqanam
aRar dagvicada da ufro adre daiZra.
cota xans vuyurebdi, qalebiT Sexun-
Zluli, xmamaRali signaliT rogor mia-
pobda naxirs, romelsac is ori Taf-
lisferi Zroxac SeerTeboda, Semdeg
ki pirvel ubanze gadauxvia da Tvals
miefara. Cvenc aRar dagviyovnebia da
yvarlis gzas davadeqiT.

yanaSi rom mivediT, jer kidev adri-
ani dila iyo. axladamowverili mze
verc aisis sigriles da verc Tavs wa-
momdgari mTebis silurjes jer vera-
fers aklebda. iqve, gverdze, karga di-
di adgili iyo daumuSavebeli da min-
dvris nair-nairi yvavilebiT gadapen-
tili. maTma velurma silamazem, mTebi-
dan monaberma dilis niavma da uecrad
aqa-iq amofrenilma torolebma mZime
mgzavrobis Semdeg saocari Sveba mag-
rZnobina da raRac amaRlebul xasiaT-
ze damayena. vcdilobdi, rogorme fo-
toze aRmebeWda bunebis simSveniere,
ramac wuTierad damaviwya kidec qale-
bi, ukve rom gamowyobiliyvnen Calis
qudebsa da kacis grZelsaxeloebian
perangebSi, bolomde SeekraT yvela
Rili da ToxebiT xelSi Seseodnen si-
mindis rigebs.

isini ganiv mwkrivad misdevdnen ram-
denime rigs erTad da miwas gulmod-
gined urtyamdnen Toxebs. me xan ukan
mivyvebodi, xan winidan moveqceodi da

an arrangement with the employer, who got
up before the dawn ready to work, and who
ended up just standing there in vain.  Fortu-
nately, Khadija assured us, those from the sec-
ond block, that our fear of being left out was
groundless.  In the meantime, one bus and one
sedan arrived; finally, the messed-up bus with
no back seats somehow pulled back toward the
crossroad to seat the waiting women.  They got
on the bus with a lot of noise and plenty of
trouble, and gave those of us left outside con-
descending smiles.  I was honored and they of-
fered me a seat in the sedan.  Very soon it be-
came so packed with eight women (including
me) that it reminded me of those cars that I
had seen on the Kakheti highway and that are
loaded with bell-peppers or cucumbers.  As it
turned out, we were going to a completely dif-
ferent cornfield.  That’s why the larger vehicle
would not wait for us and left before us.  I
watched for a while how the bus loaded with
women kept honking the horn in order to
make its way through the herd of cows, which
was joined by those two honey yellow cows;
then it turned toward the first block and disap-
peared.  We did not hesitate much longer ei-
ther and got on the highway leading to Kvareli.

When we arrived in the cornfield, it was still
early in the morning.  The newly risen sun
could not help the cool of the dawn yet, nei-
ther was it able to change the blue of the
mountains that stood over us.  Nearby, on the
side there was an uncultivated piece of land,
full of various types of flowers.  Their virgin
beauty, the morning breeze blowing from the
mountains and larks that suddenly turned to
flight here and there gave me the feeling of ease
after the tough ride, and raised my spirits.  I
tried to catch on film the beauty of nature,
which made me forget for a moment or two

60. ganTiadi mindorSi
     Sunrise in the field
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ise viRebdi videokameriT. ori-sami sa-
aTis muSaobis Semdeg mivxvdi, xalisi
TandaTan merTmeoda, amitom yanis
patronis SeTavazeba, modi Senc manqa-
naSi dajeqi da aqedan gadaiReo, rac
Tavidan didad viuare, axla miviRe.
vifiqre, cotas davisveneb da isev qa-
lebs SevuerTdebi-meTqi. patronma,
rogorc ki Tanamosaubre mipova, jer
politikaze damiwyo laparaki, mere
glexobis mZime ekonomikur mdgomare-
obaze, bolos ki avareli qalebis daxa-
siaTebas mohyva: yoCaRebi arian da nak-
lebad pretenziulebio, Tumca bolo
dros esenic Zalian gaeSmakdnen, adre
Tu naxevar fasad dilidan daRamebam-
de muSaobdnen, axla ufro met gasam-
rjelos iTxoven da samuSao dRec Sea-
mokleso. amasobaSi qalebma ramdenime

about the women who were already dressed in
felt caps and men’s long-sleeve shirts (all but-
toned up) and worked the rows in the cornfield
with hoes.

They simultaneously followed several wide
rows and diligently stroke the ground with
their hoes.  I followed them from behind, then
ran ahead and videotaped them from the front.
After two or three hours of work, I realized
that my enthusiasm was fading away; that’s
why I partially accepted the previously de-
clined proposal of the cornfield owner, "Why
won’t you get in the car, too, and videotape
from here?"  I decided to rest a bit and then re-
join the women.  As soon as he recognized me
as good company, the cornfield owner began
to talk about politics first, then about the hard
economic situation of peasantry, and finally
turned to describing Avar women: he said that

61. avareli qalebi simindis yanaSi
     Avar women in the cornfield
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rigi kidev gamoamTavres da manqanas-
Tan Camosxdnen Sesasveneblad. aTiode
wuTic ar iyo gasuli, rom kaci manqani-
dan gadmovida, aba, aba, Zalian gagit-
kbaTo, daucacxana da isev yanaSi Sere-
ka. mec isev Sevyevi. mze ukve kargad
aWerda. qalebi Zveleburi tempiT ur-
tyamdnen da urtyamdnen Toxebs. me ki
kamera ukve autanel tvirTad meCvene-
boda, xolo sadilis dro rom movida,
ara Tu gadaRebis Tavi aRar mqonda,
ZlivsRa mivlaslasdi gzispiras diliT
datovebul CanTebTan da mZimed da-
veSvi erT veeberTela qvaze.

saxeldaxelod gaSlil sufrasTan
qalebi sxvadasxva saxumaro ambebs yve-
bodnen da Tan gemrielad miirTmev-
dnen mokrZalebul sagzals. am dros
yanis patroni maT mier Sesrulebul

they were tough and less pretentious, yet, lately
they began moonlighting, too.  If before they
worked from dawn to dusk for half a wage,
now they demand full-time wages and shorter
work days.  In the meantime, the women fin-
ished working several more rows and sat down
to rest near the car.  Not even ten minutes had
passed when the man got out of the car, re-
buked them ("Ok, that’s enough!  You’re get-
ting too spoiled!"), and drove them back into
the cornfield.  I followed them, too.  It was al-
ready very hot.  The women continued to
strike the ground with the same rhythm.  As for
me, the video camera already seemed an un-
bearable burden, and when lunchtime ap-
proached, I barely made it to the bags that I
had left at the roadside in the morning, heavily
dropped on a huge stone, and never even con-
sidered continuing videotaping.
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62. Sesveneba sul aTi wuTiT
      Just a ten-minute break
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samuSaos amowmebda da ivarauda Tu ara,
danayrdebodneno, maSinve isev Tavze
wamogvadga. is gasamrjelos SromadRe-
ze aZlevda da ara gaweuli samuSaos
mixedviT, amitom xan uwmawuri xumro-
bebiT da xan uxeSi brZanebebiT cdi-
lobda eiZulebina, rac SeiZleba meti
emuSavaT. aq ki fatimam, romelsac
bolo lukmis Caylapvac ver moeswro,
veRar moiTmina: giTxariT, biZa, am
yanas dRes movrCebiT, kargi ra, suli
nu amogvarTvio. yanis patroni isedac
iyo darwmunebuli, rom im dRiT mor-
Cebodnen, magram mainc jajRanebda,
samuSaos uwunebda, etyoba, maTi gane-
bivrebis eSinoda. sadilis Semdeg ki,
qalebi isev simindebSi rom daigula,
mSvidad daqoqa manqana da wavida. mo-
imizeza, Tan xorblis mosavalsac vi-
Reb da unda mivxedoo. iqaurobas sic-
xisgan ukve buRi asdioda. me isev im
veeberTela qvaze vijeqi, radgan qale-
bi gamifrTxildnen da simindebSi aRar
Semiyoles. roca isini yanis boloSi mo-
eqcnen da me ki TavSi davrCi mindvris
gasayarTan, roca maT xmamaRal lapa-
raks, romelic yrudRa Camesmoda, ir-
gvliv WriWinebis WriWini, mwerebis bzu-
ili da xvlikebis faCuni faravda, cota
SemeSinda. jer simRera SemovZaxe yov-
lad suleluri, mogonili teqstiT,
riTac sakuTar Tavs vamxnevebdi da
qvewarmavlebs ̀ vafrTxobdi~ Cemi Wku-
iT. mere xmeli toti aviRe iqve da vur-
tyamdi da vurtyamdi garSemo miwas,
qvebs da mindvris yvavilebsac ki, di-
liT fexs rom varidebdi, araferi da-
vuSavo-meTqi. meCveneboda, sruliad
martoni viyaviT me da es Svidi avareli
qali ukacriel adgilze da calke sic-

The women told various jokes at the elabo-
rately set table while eating their modest nour-
ishment with gusto.  In the meantime, the
cornfield owner was checking their accom-
plished job, and as soon as he decided that they
were all already fully sated, he approached and
stood over us.  He paid the women daily wages
instead of paying them for the amount of work
accomplished; therefore, he used nasty jokes
and sometimes even openly insulting com-
mands to make them work as much as possible.
That’s when Fatima, who did not even have
the time to swallow the last bite, could not take
it any longer, "We already told you that we will
finish this field by the end of the day!  Come on!
Don’t work us to death!"  The employer al-
ready knew that the job would be done as
promised; nevertheless, he kept whining and
complaining about the level of the women’s
job, probably he was afraid to spoil them.  Af-
ter the meal, when he made sure that all the
women were back in the field, he quietly
started the car and drove off.  He was harvest-
ing wheat as well and had to take care of that,
too: that was his excuse.  Haze hung over the
surroundings because of the heat.  I was still sit-
ting on the mammoth stone because the
women tried to protect me and would not al-
low me to go with them into the cornfield.
When they reached the end of the field and I
remained at its opposite edge, when their loud
conversations, which I could barely hear to be-
gin with, became covered by the chirrs of
cricket, the buzzing of insects, and the rustling
of lizards, I became slightly scared.  At first, I
uttered a song with spontaneously made-up
and absolutely silly lyrics; in my imagination, I
used this song to cheer myself up and "ward
off" the reptiles.  Then I picked up a withered
tree branch and kept banging it on the ground, 75



xisgan da calke SiSisa da gabrazebis-
gan, ase udardelad rom Segvatoves
Takara mzes, oflad viRvrebodi.

ramdenime saaTSi mobrunebuli qa-
lebi kmayofilebi iyvnen, gagimarTla,
male movrCiT da Tan dRes ioli dRe
gvqondao, aba Sen is unda naxo, muxlam-
de balaxSi rom vmuSaobT da erTi To-
xis dartymaze xuTi-eqvsi gveli amo-
diso. gulisam Tavisi qmris naxevrad-
sveli perangi gaixada, arc Camomjda-
ra. uguneboba rom Sematyo, mindorSi
gadavida, yvavilebi mokrifa da patara
Taiguli momarTva. Cemi Tavis Semrcxva.

eqvsze saxlSi viyaviT. cota rom da-
visveneT, gulnazi, gulisas umcrosi
da, axali iniciativiT gamovida, mTis-
ken gaiSvira xeli da Tqva: aq, maRla Zve-

stones and even wild flowers, the flowers that I
tried to avoid with such care just that morning,
lest I damage them.  It seemed to me as if those
seven Avar women and I were all alone in that
desolate place; I kept sweating profusely, partly
because of the heat, and partly because of my
fear and anger over the fact that we ended up
abandoned there in the burning sun.

The women who returned in a few hours
seemed pleased, they told me, "You’re lucky!
We finished early, it was a short day.  You
should see us when we are forced to work in
knee-high grass, and each time we swing a hoe,
five or six snakes appear from the grass."  Gulisa
took off her husband’s half-wet shirt; she did
not even sit down to rest.  Upon noticing my
bad mood, she walked over into the field,
picked some flowers, made a bouquet and pre-

63. sicxeSi garinduli
      Dazed by the heat
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li qarTuli eklesiaa da wamo, gaCveno-
To. es ambavi yvelas WkuaSi daujda
Cems garda, magram veRar viuare da co-
ta xanSi cicabo ferdobs SevuyeviT
wminda barbares saxelobis eklesiis-
ken. gamixarda, raisac rom wamovida,
raki vatyobdi, rogor undoda CvenTan
yofna. arada, misi umcrosi SvilisTvis
sul ramdenime dRis win CaetarebinaT
winadacveTa, axla Wirveulobda da mo-
ridebuli rZali dedamTils ver ube-
davda, bavSvis datoveba rom eTxova.

me SuaSi Camiyenes, patara waborZi-
kebisas erTdroulad maSve-
lebdnen xels da ase nela mi-
viwevdiT win. gulisa gzad Tan
ambavs miambobda: oriode wlis
win Tavis or megobarTan erTad
axlad restavrirebuli ekle-
siis sanaxavad amosuliyo.
erT-erTs kedelze miyudebu-
li xis didi jvrisTvis fexi
ekra da udieradac moexsene-
bina. sofelSi dabrunebulebs
jer am megobris saxli unda
gaevloT. dasasveneblad Se-
suliyvnen da gulisas megob-
ris ToTo bavSvis fereba da-
ewyo. bavSvi atirebuliyo da
dedisTvis miewodebina. maSin
mimxvdariyo, im Tavis mego-
bars ena rom Cavardnoda da
`am qveynisa aRar iyo~. mas me-
re ra ar eRonaT, Sinaurulad
emkurnalaT, eqimebSic etare-
binaT, magram araferi eSvela
Turme. meore wels erTi qar-
Tveli qali Casaxlebula sa-
rusoSi, es ambavi rom gaugia,
samive isev auyvania

sented it to me.  I felt embarrassed.
We got back home at six.  After we had

some rest, Gulnazi, Gulisa’s younger sister,
came up with a new initiative: she pointed in
the direction of the mountains and said, "Up
there is an old Georgian church; let’s go there!
I’ll show you around."  Everyone seemed to
have liked the idea, except for me; yet, I could
not refuse and in a little while we set on our trip
up the steep slopes toward Saint Barbara’s
Church.  I was glad that Raisa was able to ac-
company us since I noticed how much she
wanted to be with us.  Yet, her youngest son

64. mze ukve kargad aWers
     The sun is already rather hot
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eklesiaSi, saklavi dauklavs da im ena-
CavardnilisTvis urCevia, midi da
jvars sadac fexi daartyi, iq emTxvi-
eo. imasac Seusrulebia da gamojan-
mrTelebula kidec. am ambavs, rogorc
idumalsa da sakvirvels, ise miyvebo-
da. Txroba rom daamTavra, mivuaxlov-
diT kidec eklesiis ezos. gulisas di-
di mowiweba daetyo, arada Cems bavSo-
baSi aq nangrevebze ise vTamaSobdiT,
arc ki vicodiT, eklesia rom iyoo. ax-
la danarCenebs xmamaRla laparakis
uflebasac ar aZlevda. eklesiis ka-
rebTan mec gamomcdelad SemekiTxa,
Sexvalo? ki-meTqi. maSin gulnazim, ro-
melic qarTulis arcodnis gamo Zalian
cotas laparakobda, Tavisi wiTeli
gamWvirvale Tavsafari moixsna usit-
yvod, damafara, Tavisive xeliT Semik-
ra kefaze da gixdebao, gamicina. sanam
me SigniT viyavi, samive erTxans garin-
duli idga SesasvlelTan. mere guli-
sam maniSna, SeiZleba Cvenc Semovide-
To? rato ara-meTqi, mxrebi aviCeCe.
etyoba im jvris Cveneba undoda, ro-
melzec miambo da romelic isev ise iyo
kedelze miyudebuli.

had been circumcised just a few days earlier, he
was still recovering, and the modest daughter-
in-law would not dare asking her mother-in-
law to let her leave the bedridden son and leave.

They walked on either side of me, support-
ing me each time I stumbled; and thus we slow-
ly moved toward our destination.  While we
were walking, Gulisa told me a story: just a
couple of years earlier, she and her two friends
went to visit the newly renovated church.  One
of the friends kicked a cross leaning against one
of the church walls; she even pronounced pro-

fanities in that regard.  On their way back to
the village, they had to pass that friend’s house
first.  They entered there to get some rest, and
Gulisa began to caress the friend’s infant child.
The child started crying and Gulisa handed it
over to its mother.  It was then that she realized
that her friend lost her tongue and "was com-
pletely spaced out".  They tried everything to
help her, took her to medicine men, took her
to doctors, yet, nothing worked.  A year later,
one Georgian woman moved to Saruso.  When
she learned about this story, she took all three
of them back to that church, slaughtered a sac-
rificial animal and advised that inarticulate
woman to venerate the cross right on the spot
she had previously kicked.  She obeyed and in-
stantaneously became whole.  She was telling
me that story as something mysterious and
wondrous.  When she finished her story, we
reached the church yard.  I noticed Gulisa’s re-
spectful attitude toward the place, yet, she told
me, "When I was a child, we used to play on
the ruins here and didn’t even realize that it
was a church."  Now she would not even let
others speak loudly in the temple.  When we
reached the church gate, she asked me as if
testing me, "Are you coming inside?"  I an-
swered, "Yes."  Then Gulnaz, who spoke very
little because of her poor Georgian, silently
took off her red transparent headscarf and
covered my head with it, tied it on my neck
with her own hands and gave me a smile, say-
ing, "It looks good on you."  While I was in the
church, all three of them stood immovable at
the entrance.  Then Gulisa silently gestured as if
asking my permission to enter the church.  I
shrugged as if saying, "Why not?"  I guess she
wanted to show me the cross she had just told
me about and which remained leaning against
the church wall.78


