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Foreword

Raw Material is a poetry selection focusing on artistic material in
the work of Georgian women poets from the late 19th century to
the late 20th century, translated and compiled by Ana Gzirishvi-

li. Through this artist-led research, Gzirishvili, an artist and poet
herself, is interested in how the question of material is regarded and
reflected in the discipline of poetry by women poets. Her interest
began with her translation of Marijan’s 1921 poem, which lends its
name to this very collection, first published in Danarti.' However,
her interest in Marijan and in translation as practice began long
before the translated poetry was introduced to a larger audience,
making translation one of the aspects of her practice.

It is of note that the compilation at hand is not research led by a
poetry historian, rather its uniqueness lies in it being a valuable
example of artistic research. Therefore, the compilation is free of a
historian’s framework and resembles raw material in itself — to be
made available for future use.

A cross-generational dialogue emerges across the pages of the
anthology. The poems echo one another through time, bringing
forgotten voices into the present. The anthology impresses upon
us a view into the lifestyle of Georgian poetesses. We learn about
events and places, such as the teahouse, Brotherly Solace, where

1. Danarti Issue 15, Marijan, 2021, Edited by Lika Tarkhan-Mouravi, Tbilisi.



women poets found refuge.? Established by Dominika Eristavi /
Gandegili, a poet featured in the compilation, the teahouse served
as a gathering place crucial to the struggle for female emancipa-
tion. A strong persona and public figure, Eristavi founded The
Georgian Women’s Society at the end of the 19th century. Known
for its educational work and championing of women, the Society
also actively supported workers from across the country through
fundraising. Brotherly Solace was often visited by then-young poet,
Toseb Grishashvili, who describes the teahouse as the place to meet
wonderful women poets, always “open for discussions about their
homeland.”

The collection of poetry is gathered conceptually rather than
chronologically, so as to maintain the axis of its conception, that of
the question of artistic material.

Raw Material and other poems by Marijan mark the beginning of
the anthology:

“Fate itself has handed me the wet material,
raw material, pristine, unstained,

on a ditferent soil, carved out from the sun dust
and spray-sprinkled with heavenly balm.”*

Raw Material is a key piece of writing for the author of translation,
due to its subject of artistic material, or at times lack thereof. For
Ana Gzirishvili, as well as for peer artists and poets in Georgia, this

2. Marijan, Coral Rosary, Dominika Eristavi / Gandegili Monography, Nino Chikhladze,
Soviet Georgia Publishing House, 1960, Tbilisi; Pg.43-44.

3. Dominika Eristavi / Gandegili Monography, Nino Chikhladze, Soviet Georgia Publish-
ing House, 1960, Tbilisi; Pg.43-44.

4. Marijan (Mariam Tkemaladze), Raw Material, Pg.21.



artistic material has become a means to produce, write and reflect.
In response to the lack of available contemporary poetry research,
Gzirishvili constructs a narrative with which to navigate Georgian
poetry history. This allows her to reflect on her own position and
perspective within cultural discourse, leading to new findings and
materials to share locally and internationally.

The following poem, Topic that concerns me strongly, shows how
Marjian posed similar questions through her practice in the 1920s:

“..I thought: Someone else will follow -

A new woman, A new vision.”>

The selected authors vary in style and in subject matter. Probably
the closest to both Gzirishvili and Marijan is Esma Oniani, a late
20th century artist and poet, also known for her essayistic practice.
In the selected poems Oniani illustrates the process of painting,
focusing on the material and immaterial aspects of color.

“Slithering out from the crushing of tiny, shiny tombs,
paints. Summoned out of the compressed, powdery death:”°

In her series of poetry on color, Oniani zooms in and out of paint

as a solid container, a hard material holding the softness of the
memories and associations of her lived experience. Her poetry is
exceptional, bridging the tactile and the untouchable matters within
written text.

For Elene Dariani, material exists as one body, that of well-known

5. Marijan (Mariam Tkemaldze), Topic that concerns me strongly, Pg.24.
6. Esma Oniani, Tightrope, Pg.35.



poet, Paolo lashvili. It appears that he served as muse and material
for her writing, for his death left Dariani wordless.

“If the heart is dead, what’s the word to do,
aren’t words an essence of the heart’s blood.””

It seems that for Dariani, personal and professional lives are inter-
twined through the figure of lashvili. Pointing to his importance,
Dariani writes: “In my feelings, I can no longer compare to my
former self, Sacred realm of thought has shut its doors to me.” $Out
of the selected poets, Dariani probably embodies politics the least.
In contrast, her contemporary, Sapo Mgeladze, takes a radically
different stance. If most of Dariani’s practice is devoted to her male
lover, Mgeladze writes about peer poets, friendships, and wom-
an-centred sociality. Her admiration for and solidarity with female
figures is striking. Sapo Mgeladze is probably most associated with
writing as a tool for the emancipation of women. The struggle is
well-described in her work, especially in the poem devoted to Babi-
lina Khositashvili - a poet and public figure of an older generation.
To Babilina reads:

“Harems will be built in Georgia,

if Amazons of thought we don’t become.”’

Babilina Khositashvili herself is presented as a poet and mother,
combining the practices of care and writing.

“I couldn’t unweave it, quite a tangle. . .

7. Elene Dariani, To Paolo, Pg.51.
8. Elene Dariani, Untitled, Pg.55.
9. Sapo Mgeladze, To Babilina, Pg.66.



Such a tangle is a thread of slavery!” 1’

Her interest in the invisible labor of mother and housewife makes
up the core subject of her writing as a true feminist thinker. As a
labor rights defender and a researcher in life, Babilina Khositashvi-
li is probably the most vocal about feminist struggle in her writing
amongst the list.

Closing off the anthology is the work of the most senior woman
writer of the selection, Dominika Eristavi, also known under the
pseudonym Gandegili (Hermit). Her writing is marked by the
epoch and is stylistically very different to the work of other poets.
Gandegili is of the time when women were not often publicly
represented as writers. Therefore, writing poetry was already a po-
litical act, claiming the practice as something women could do, too.
Here, one can see how poetry itself becomes the subject matter:

“I can turn the spring to winter.

And make the winter bloom as a spring fair.

I can part the seas, chain the blowing of the winds,
Make the heaven weep, and the abyss sweetly sing.” !

Raw Material engages with the works of these exceptional authors,
shedding light on them, returning them to the consciousness of the
Georgian public, and presenting them to an international audience.
Selected works have been translated from Georgian to English for
the first time.

Elene Abashidze

10. Babilina Khositashvili, Tangle, Pg.71.
11. Dominika Eristavi / Gandegili, The Thought of a Poet, Pg.79.






30603(050 (30(4)003 03330@00’3}
Marijan (Mariam Tkemaladze)



bgocmo dobogmo

dg mg0m 30639009, bgendo dmde dobogme bggmo,
bgemo dabogns, byem sbogma, bgmybmgogema,

bbgo boowagdy, 380l 653(hg9GHd0 8dmboyggmo

©o 3930760 dogmbodmbom bodgyd-bohggmo.

39 gbogepbweb gowgz 3g3hasl 0dwgbo dowo,

G0d sdfhge6 bymdo hogedbmgm byoemo dobagme,

o bobbol 3g306m0m 0bg dg3360 o dg30d800m,
6®3d 9934965 ¢mgdbo, mgdbo Hdobes, mgdbo ndopm.

99 dog bogodbemg: woddowm 339G 0ol 33b9Lo-Hgoemgdals,
dogob gbgem 3930L, Lbgnem bobob gongddzbmaogmgdsbs,
©0dbbg®gm 0dgob, goemd boggedymb, 316z bgedoowbs,
©oghmgoe 3bgdal Jod@gbool JOmmgel pospbe.
..dg by dodoboglh dd596096H0 bgoma dobogme,

0 03 hggneds, ©edbow gymds gope dogows....

1921

20



Raw Material

Fate itself has handed me the wet material,

raw material, pristine, unstained,

on a different soil, carved out from the sun dust

and spray-sprinkled with heavenly balm.

Although lifeless, still I hold enough strength,

to weave into the burnt soul the raw material,

assemble, foregather with the ripple of the blood current,
to compose a poem, poem pure, poem flawless.

I will weave into it: moaning-tormenting of the wounded chest,
hot pulsating of the wrist, fading of the ailing face,
broken hopes, fake love, mute fervor,

magnificent blasts of turbulence from accumulated lust.
...In my hands I hold a lovely raw material,

only if this damned, wounded heart would let me. ..

1921
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Topic that concerns me strongly

After my first poems,
I also carried the name of the poet.
Now, as if I stepped on the ice,

my poems reveal nothing outright.

I stepped down, although
I also wanted to act or to work with the word,
...I thought: Someone else will follow —

A new woman, A new vision.

How many words disappeared unpublished, —
how many rhythms were taken by night.
I want to tell this feeling to paper,

to revive the poems that have faded

Why did I hush, when my skills

were no less than anyone else’s,

24



when the feelings ever blazing

would profusely transform into verses!

I have bored myself with inaction,
word doesn’t shatter the gateway to life.
I feel people for whom I was toiling,

are gladdened by my poems no more...

If the old verse has turned into mould,
and smell of decay pervades all,
what is my legacy for new generation?

What have I done? Why have I come?

Why should I be exhausted,
when my heart delights and flutters:
Either renewal, or demise!

There is no alternative choice.

1931
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Response

I was not born filthy, right,

I had conception, feeling pure,

I had thoughts, laid over my heart,

I had my conscience — that fits a virgin.
When on the market

I exposed my body for cents,

When escaped from home

I have become a street whore —

You were the first one

Who handed me my bit of copper coin
And now you are calling me defiled!
Why have you defiled my innocent heart?

I will be defiled — that is for sure,

I will be defiled, I know this, severely,
Nevertheless, believe me, eternally proud I am,
I won’t ask from you, what I have lost,

And if you met me today, to fix

My heart, that is already bruised,

Oh, you will never get what you want —
You are late! You are late!

This poem is Marijan’s response to You Will Be Defiled, a poem written to her
by I. Grishashvili.
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(..)

I was considerate in my every word.

Responsibility was in me since childhood.

Oh my god, I used to be so kind.

Now I’ve become vicious.

I think: Is there really not a single human on this earth that can fully
understand the hunger of my soul?...

I don’t want to be enslaved by my feelings.

Love that brightens one and abuses another

is deplorable, I don’t believe in such love.

I long for hatred! Hatred, with my every cell, with my nerve’s ev-
ery string, with my blood’s every drop. My word should be soaked
in venom and poison the atmosphere.

My vicious breath should shrivel the flowers, my bitter smile
should slice the earth. ..

Okh, my heart should fill up with malice, so that it wont fit into the
heart’s socket, it should burst, it should spill out as toxin, it should

deluge me fully...
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My weak voice should turn to dreadful thunder.

My soft pace should bear down on the earth, so that the bones buried
for centuries may feel the pain and shudder.

Akh! Even the ocean can’t fill my desires.

I have spat on the past.

I have rejected the present.

The future, I burn with my blazing eyes and I want all planets to
collapse onto each other, to forge a new universe:

ruled by my own laws.

()

1925

Excerpt from the book: Random Themes. First published in 1926 in the second issue
of the Georgian women’s artistic literary almanac.
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Tightrope

You must manage to erase the edges,

to cast the bodiless, passionless light on us

as if a scintillating bliss-in-flesh.

That existence beyond the verge,

that existence, nonexistent but implied,

nestled in the heart’s kernel as a remembrance,
unrevealed, unreleased as mucus,

that existence, for our being in the world nonexistent,
you must deliver for us to comprehend,

This you must manage with an earthly, luscious body
with the blissful-fleshy weave of a coarse canvas —
with the thickness of dripping white oil, of a viscous paint —
familiar scent of the studio —

a bitter saliva of vaporized chemicals.

Slithering out from the crushing of tiny, shiny tombs

paints. Summoned out of the compressed, powdery death:
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Red

Summoned out of the compressed powdery death
roots of rubia, the crimson fate of worms;
kermes scarlet, red lead, my sister and |
remember as tangerine dresses,
it was the time, when mothers embroidered silk collars for us,
or sewed wavy-ruffles,
on each button, fastened at the neck,
crocheted with their own knitting.
Blood craved, with large clusters of crimson flowers,
filling the mouth, the tongue sliding into the fiery frame of Chinese
brocade,
the spewing redness chokes the “dragon’s blood” vapor;
during exams with a torch-reddened ear
I wrote essays in highest grades and I experienced
emptiness and hunger of the bud pressing against my throat,
and the unborn echoed,

and the flames of oblivion seared me!
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Black

Summoned out of the compressed powdery death

burnt bones, burnt pulp of the grapes

their suffocated, black, cinder;

(Smell of the “tar” — saddened pupils

seen in the street wearing white aprons,

fresh smoldering-black asphalt mush is hot —

connection of grandfather’s torch, railway, black and the smell),
the black mush of the skin of peaches seeds,

the black ribbon of the oil lamp in rooms covered in soot.
And my grandmother, double chinned,

with a black-mottled headscarf,

with trembling hands, with tears I long for her.

In the fire charring of children into black butterflies!

Our Giorgi,

tears choke me, knowing your small shoulders,

your innocent smile,
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vulnerability shrouds you as a white veil,

so easily swept away by the double-faced wind
from your nascent surroundings.

Someone arrived,

our old doorbell doesn’t ring, we dismantled it —

the warm knock, the touch of fingers and joints

reveals everyone by their own scent,

rustling on the wood as a false call of lingering familiarity.
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Yellow

Flowers, berries, bark, aroused saffron,
squeezing out the yolk from sorrowful ducts;
in the yellow blaze of India, fed by mango leaves, the cows
spill from within,
golden lilies illuminate the silk;
here and there it ignites
in the mottle-winged beings in frescoes, in the gardens,
in the open windows of inner courtyards, in the yellow towers,
smiling one-eyed
profiles

in the flower-leaved garlands, lolling in front of ears.
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Pink

Pink was the beginning of Red,
the pale offspring of Red.
From the middle into a circle spreads the warm darkness into
corners —
under the lampshade table gleams,
backrests elongate into gentle shades,
sweetness of sugar-powder’s white crusts on buns,
through the lampshade light sifted in pink
spreads on the shoulders of the shawl
and enlightened by some notion
all that is pink flourished gently.
Wafting the scent of roses by the doorstep, erected as a bush in
the warm evening,
It’s still light, mother leads us through the quiet street,
dizzying us with the scent of yellowish, pink-spraying
sweet buds,
mother’s fluttering ribbon on her chest Crepe de Chine

unfurled in pink,
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we - speckled leaf by leaf, and the sidewalk quivered
by the shadow’s tremble,
shaded as a green tunnel through the street, we return home
step by step clomping.
That waft of those roses, intoxicating, with the trembling of a
perpetually gentle scent,
amongst so many roses, recognizable with it’s slow taste and color,
of cakes, peaches, of a thin mottle-cornered handkerchief
pressed in a bag,
slumbering, as a rising warmth, like a dizzying evening
revealed-forth conceives the sedative memory as a syrupy flame,
It wafts-forth unceasingly — the evening melts, it flows above —
into the sweet tangerine flowing vanilla
from the rose petal’s soft hollow,

It wafts-forth unceasingly from the warm evening, sweet and dark.
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To Paolo

If the heart is dead, what’s the word to do,
aren’t words an essence of the heart’s blood.
Without you, dearest, my present is mute.

Isn’t present an essence of the same heart’s thought.

If we would together look over our Tbilisi,
Thilisi is a gushing thought of homeland.
We would then unveil our concealed talisman —

Elene, Paolo — aren’t they the blood of the heart.

If Mtkvari rejoices with homeland in rumble,
isn’t homeland an impassioned blood of the heart,
why has silence settled upon me without you?!

silence, my dear, is surely the thought of the heart.
If weary on road I fall silently,

my fall too is the essence of the heart’s blood,

you must forgive me for sleeping without you,

for falling asleep is the essence of the same heart’s thought.

E.D-I
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Sorrow

You tell me, I got old, I lost my spark,

tear accumulated in my heart has fogged my eye,

that I weep for the far-off, vanished one in Kajeti,

that I look for my double around the streets and houses.
None of you can help me, nightmares torment me,
always his apparition, with the blue lined wrist,

he is in front of a bullet, he is branded by iron,

he is losing his blood, he is mocked, he is scorned.
With Christ’s gaze, tormented, he looks at the fools,
he, unflustered, destroys them with wisdom,

on his forehead Georgian blood seeps in drops,

he fumbles long fingers, his heart gets full with sorrow.
In the end he falls to the ground in exhaustion,

into gloom his face fades, from this world he fades away,
“Sky, turquoise, dear” - he will bitterly sigh,

“My friend, farewell” - he will drip into my soul.

You repeat, I got old, I lost my beauty,

my face has faded, despair has fogged my eye,

that I weep for the far-off, vanished one in Kajeti,

that I look for my double around the streets and houses.

1939
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kok ok

My wrist is weary from carrying heavy coral chain,

Your flaming lips left a spot on my cheek as ornate brocade,
My wrist is weary from carrying heavy coral chain,

I’ve shed tears profusely for the pleasure of one night.

My wrist is weary from carrying heavy coral chain,

God will punish my tormentor by transgressing him into fiend.

P.S. Yet your heart has grown weary from much comparing
(Don’t get upset, still again accept these twisted verses).
In my feelings, I can no longer compare to my former self,

Sacred realm of thought has shut its doors to me.
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Dialogues between me and a young critic

They — I call you a poetess, good and smart,

but you sometimes take clay for plaster,

there’s no god, and human has no soul,

but you meddle with these words in your poems often.
1—you, my friend, what do you call it,

when strength and beauty are merged in harmony,
every big deed I call beauty,

every big personality is god for me,

they — and a soul?!

—I don’t believe in a soul, the kind of course,

that after death travels to heaven,

that, which up-lifts, which elevates us I call a soul,

Is this wrong?! Then find another word.
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To a Friend

(To Kato Mikeladze)

Here around me is a desert,

1 too carry a desert in my heart,

My dear, if I had any precious treasure,
If T have anything at all,

The reality of life

Blows it away, wrecks it.

And dark thoughts, pitch-black thoughts,
My heart’s permanent dwellers,

Carry my soul away

And there ignites hell.

I know, no one can save me now

Not the demon, not even god.

I am so small,

So weak, so frail,

As a thin reed twig,

As a tinkling crystal box.

I will shatter, my dear,

1 tell you, I will shatter

And the flood will carry me away,

And the whirlpool will carry me away.
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Convince me once again

Of your pure love,

Place me, my friend,

In your strong, proud soul.

So that [ may take refuge there,

So that I may shelter my soul there,
Save me, [ beg you,

Save me, my friend!

If you don’t want your Sapo,

To be perished, to be lost,

To be embroidered as a flame of torment
On life’s black board,

Come to me once more,

Once again give me your hand.
Stranded in the desert

I call for you again, I wait for you still.

1921
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To Babilina

You were and are a willful woman, full with feelings,
many have tried to scorn — and judge you
and into this world if you wouldn’t come as a poet,

Bacchus would find its fitting home within you.

Your eyes till today throw sparks of thunder,
what is marching the drums of passion in your chest I know not,
you leave the fluttering dusky swallows in your house

and heavy from sleepwalking you call for the princes.

They come, as Persian khans,
they turn us to servants, lovers, concubines,
harems will be built in Georgia,

if Amazons of thought we don’t become.

We must shatter this rim, tangled around us,

they did throw us crudely into ashes,
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when sky covers its crimson wing over us — the victors

and the rulers will come bowing repenting,

but let’s corrupt Zeus with the pure tariff,
let’s head to Parnass with the poet’s fervor,
chosen sister, in the chosen row of chosen women

proudly we will stand together In this severe battle.
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Tangle

I couldn’t unweave it! quite a tangle. ..
Such a tangle is a thread of slavery!
I couldn’t unweave it, I’'m exhausted and

I strive towards nothing!

I choose silence, I have no good news,
I have no joyful tale to tell,

Sorrow has barred off delight

And anguish stoned it to death.

I have no good news! tangle of anguish
Tumults and conquers me,
' ”»

“Thirst tortures the seeking soul

I almost want to moan to my children.

I couldn’t unweave it, what a tangle
Mother’s slavery thread in the family!
I couldn’t unravel, I’'m exhausted and

I strive towards nothing.
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Alone

Who will ask and what, who will still ask
My being shrouded in such dark!
If I’m left alone, if alone I am,

Only then I’ll open notes of my poems. ..

Here now, I’m alone, at least for a bit,
No one will meddle with the flow of my thoughts,
Alone! - I open the notes of my poems,

As a thief, as if it’s something sneaked in.

Why so?.. well, maybe in such a vast world
The blind destiny will lose me
And instead of inspiration and feelings

Jackals will befall me-the creator!

What a woman? What a creator?

What a woman! — lot of the world will say;
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Plenty, plenty they will giggle
A man and a Mephisto.

Who will ask and what, who will still ask
My being shrouded in such dark!

No longer will they call me a creator,

No longer will I open notes of my poems.
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The Thought of a Poet

I can turn even the paradise to anguish

And grant the luster of heavens to hell

I can turn the spring to winter.
And make the winter bloom as a spring fair.
I can part the seas, chain the blowing of the winds,

Make the heaven weep, and the abyss sweetly sing.

Then, why can’t I turn over the throne of the king,
Give his treasury to the poor and wretched.
And that mantle, gracing his shoulders

Why can’t I raise his scepter to the sky as herald of salvation?
A feeble nation, accustomed to the yoke of idols
I will rescue and teach them how to guard their land

Before them I would lead, as Moses led his kin

And with my staff I"d part the crimson sea.

1896

79



skok ok

3933306dag Ladlbo gohyggpoemb
0309336960690 dogmoa,
3033003 30dmg36H03 momgdbe
Bogbdagoomagd Pybobdowo.

30 homow 3od33. bywb gggboe
360dbmdal IPggm badgbhzomowo,
009000 — dmgmbe sdbgdels

306 ©0Jdbomb gobyem bomao,

398beb dogg00nd dob 3737bb, —
30(hy30m 0560@ 3mdobogpogpo,
0300Om™30b98 mbgdol

obg dogodeboel dogmago.

393060306090 30bo 396

dgg030domgd dmgocglbo,
393700 dnbabhbabgbs.

80



989 G0d gob obodl Igbhgmébols,
970030390 bboggobe

99 b9l 39 xmb 0dob 30d30ddo
hogdedgog Gmgmei ddaggobe.

1902

81



skok ok

I’11 knot the broken string
1’1l force it to moan,
I’1l sweep my fingers to and fro

And gently I will sing through.

My heart I"1l turn into flint, my soul - into firesteel
My feeling into a fervent spark,
And my whole being — frozen to solid ice

I’1l turn to a blazing soul,

I’1l set fire to its rumble, —
With sweet calls of jubilation,
"1l wing-up my dreams

Thus fallen to slumber.
"1l sweep them to heavens

I’11 challenge the moon,

Coquettely swaying.
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When the sun hurls its arrow to the sky,
I’ll play with its rays
And my ashes into their shimmer

As beads on a string I will embroider.

1902
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Marijan (Mariam Tkemaladze)

1890-1978

Marijan is the pseudonym of the female poet, Mariam Tkemaladze.
She first appeared before readers under this name in 1916. In 1921,

her first collection of poetry was published.

Marijan’s poetry was characterized by exceptional boldness for its
time, addressing issues such as female sexuality. Due to its erotic
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content and other reasons, the female poet was unacceptable to

the Soviet Union’s Academy. From 1926, she turned her hand to
children’s poetry and prose. During this period, she also worked on
translations, primarily translating Russian literature.

Only in the 1960s were several of her poetry collections published,
though a large amount of material remains unpublished and unstud-
ied.
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Esma Oniani

19381999

Esma Oniani was a painter, poet, and essayist. Art historians attribute
the formation of her artistic language to the 1970°s. She was an
Honored Artist of the USSR, and after her death, she was awarded
the State Prize of Georgia as an artist.

During Oniani’s lifetime, four collections of her poetry were pub-
lished, including: Poems, Merani Publishing House, 1978, Birds
Soaring Quietly, Merani Publishing House, 1982, and others.

After her death, her poetry and essays gained more appreciation. Her
collections were published: Poems, Essays, Letters, 2000; Esma Oni-
ani, One Hundred Poems, Intellect Publishing House, 2010; Esma
Oniani Is It Still Me?! I've Come Again!, 2021, Artanuji Publishing
House, and others. Her poetry is included in many collections.

Oniani stands out among the creators of her generation both for her
poetry and for her analytical essays and letters. In her critical works,
she discusses the importance, structure, and style of poetry. In her
letters, she addresses her contemporary film and theater directors,
writers, artists, and other creators.
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Elene Dariani-Bakradze

1897-1979

Elene Dariani is the pseudonym of the female poet, Elene
Bakradze.

Her poetry in literary history was often attributed to her friend
Paolo lashvili, as it was published under Iashvili’s name as the
Darianian Cycle. Later, based on archival materials, historians con-
sider Elene Bakradze to be the author of the Darianian Cycle. The
cycle comprises 14 poems, where the author speaks about women’s
erotic and romantic feelings.

A close friend of famous Georgian male poets and the creative
collective Blue Horns, the female poet used a male poet’s name to
avoid Soviet censorship and oppression by socio-cultural norms.

The significance of Paolo Iashvili’s figure in Elene Dariani’s work
is evident. lashvili ended his life by suicide in 1937. After the
rehabilitation of the Blue Horns, his first poetry collection, which
included the Darianian Cycle, was published in 1959. It’s known
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that Elene Dariani unsuccessfully attempted to protect her copy-
right during the publication of the collection.

Dariani often changed her poet’s name. Only two poems published
under her own name are known: To Prince Darian (newspaper
Bakhtrioni N24, 1922) and Solitude (newspaper Kartuli Sitqva
N26, 1924).

In 2021, the Georgian State Museum of Literature published the
first comprehensive publication of Elene Dariani-Bakradze, which
includes the female poet’s poems, letters, translations, and archival
materials.
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Sapo Mgeladze

1894-1930
Sapho Gigineishvili (Mgeladze) was born in the Gurian village of
Jurkveti, in the family of the nobleman loseb Gigineishvili. Mge-

ladze is her married name, which she carried until the end of her life.

The poet’s work is distinguished by a multitude of pseudonyms.

92



From an early age, her poetry was published in magazines and
newspapers: Kavkasioni, Chveni Gza, Tribuna, Komunisti, Khma
Kartveli Kalisa, Literaturuli Sakartvelo, Proletaruli Mtserloba,
Lomisi, Kartuli Mtserloba, Mnatobi under the names: woman from
Guria, woman from Etsera, female worker and Sani.

Between 1928-1935, Sapho Mgeladze’s novels were published:
Liana Lordia, On the Wings of the Storm, Along the Way. In 1931,
her first collection of poems Prelude was published, and in 1968, a
collection of her poetry and prose Selected Works was released.

Mgeladze’s work includes both love lyrics and poetry with political
messages, though these and other diverse themes are united around
the figure of the woman as the main axis of her work.

In 1922, Sapho settled in Tbilisi, where she continued to work as
a member of the Writers’ Union. Her Tbilisi apartment became a
gathering place for poets of that time, visited by: Marijan, Daria
Akhvlediani, Terenti Graneli, Lado Asatiani, Galaktion Tabidze,
and others. However, her friendship with the public figure Kato
Mikeladze is particularly notable. Mikeladze’s name is associated
with Sapho Mgeladze’s interest in ideas of women’s freedom and
equality, which she openly describes in her own work.
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Joemab 00babhmdmdal bogombgdal goddgdem 0336 gd0.

bogx006 bodbhmdgddo bobopedgomo gobobowmogl Joemals
bggbyoemmdol, Jomobs o 3ogobmgol Hobobhod gobbodpgdyem
3oboné o (076 Gmgdl s boodmgbgdal bazombl. gbgoo
obgm gdgol, Gogmboges: dsz00g0, 3Gobhohyzs, megobngomo
boggedrymo, Gg3emndges. dedomabs bobo@edgoemals
bgmbohgdgdawsb hobl, bmd ob odpeybow 03300©g0m©s
dbogmomndo dodobobg 3Gmigbgdl: ggdobobpm® dodbomdsl,
b7y RGo7083b o Jorms §doblbodognobomeb woz03d0bgonm
Bmgo0 (9bwgbr0gdb. boggmed badbmdgodo, ol 0d 3G m3gbgol
bodobmggemmdo dodwabobdg 36 m3glgol swabrgdws.
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Babilina Khositashvili

1884 -1973

Babilina (Barbare) Khositashvili was a Georgian feminist poet,
researcher, publicist, and labor rights advocate.

Babilina was born in the village of Bodbishkhevi, Kakheti, in the
family of a village deacon.

In her youth, she entered the Bodbe Monastery boarding school,
but soon became disillusioned and abandoned her decision to
become a nun.

In 1901, she settled in Tbilisi. She worked in a printing house.
From 1907-1910, she taught in Sunday schools for the illiterate; In
1921, she enrolled in the Philological-Historical Faculty of Tbilisi
State University and, despite poverty, managed to complete her
studies in 1929. From 1921, she was the library manager in the
Soviet Writers’ Union; she worked as a proofreader and expeditor
for the magazine Jejili; In 1936, she worked as a literary worker
and stylist in the editorial office of the Borjomi District Executive
Committee newspaper.

Her first poem was published in the newspaper Mitsa in 1905; the
next poem in the weekly magazine Glekhi;, Her early poems de-
scribed the condition and struggle of the working class, later focus-
ing on the theme of love and women’s issues of the time. The main
motif of her poems revolves around issues of women’s equality.

In her works, Khositashvili discusses female sexuality, predeter-
mined passive and active roles for women and men, and the issue
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of pleasure. She touches on topics such as makeup, prostitution,
free love, and reproduction. Babilina Khositashvili’s manuscripts
show that she actively observed global processes: the feminist
movement, suffragism, and general trends related to women’s
emancipation. In her works, she compared these processes to those
occurring in Georgia.

Q)(")a()BOdO 8&)0[)0)030 / 606@360@0
1864-1929

©®dgbo3o ghobmogo bodmgomem dmpgehy o dmghns, Gmdgmoag
“80begg0mol” glggombodom hghs. ob, 0gdgmgg, ogo
306390 g0dgdhode Joma. dob 9hmgdwebgb Jobmggm

7067 bobpl. 0060ddbmImmis 3ghomonm godmizgdgdmab:
10396007, ,,36080b gndEgm0”, 33007, ,mgd0”, ,,bmdoma”,
»00b37mbz0”, ,,bobsmbe gybgmoe”, ,0mdsboba”, 2930007,
,0030070” ©o bbgo. 1904 Hgmb mdgboge gbobmago gndboe
Lbmdomal” Ggodhemdow onbodbe.

ﬂl) 08(") 3&)0)'86)0)0 (8'{](138@363@0 bodoé)mSa@(")’aO do@o—)‘)
306390 @G30b0dsgaab - ,,Jeboggm Jomms bodmgzoomgds”,
Godgmog odhon@om ago hodommo bogebsdobsomgdme
bogdoabmooda, ddbmIgmms 7amgdgoel oggols o goboblyd
336)3633@8(’0030'80 30[) l)Ob:]Q)l) 3603306(\036\) l)«)BOOU “da'{]é)ﬂ
673930L” aodbgdog.

30(4)33@0 @003(4)003(4)"3@0 0900(4)3(\).) 30)3@060 donbdhmdsd
,,d060bg” (1897). dxdomdws 3pdmagobpogoda, 3éad0gz0doa,

l)nl)(l){]al)(l)né)ogp odgggﬁgbg\)o 6(4)0(1)053@ 53(4)0@3(\)13. 03(1)(0(4)00
3(4)0309370 306000'360[), 5(033@0[)0, (OH)] 033@30(*)60[).
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dobo cngdbgdobs s dmmbdbmdgdal Sodggma 3hgdyemo
30d0d399b0s 1910 Hgmb, mgdbgdals 3égdmema - 1918.

Domenika Eristavi / Gandegili

1864-1929

Domenika Eristavi was a public figure and poet who wrote under
the pseudonym “Gandegili” (Hermit). She was also the first female
proofreader. She was called the Georgian George Sand. She col-
laborated with periodicals such as Iveria, Tsnobis Purtseli, Kvali,
Temi, Nobati, Paskunji, Sakhalkho Purtseli, Almanakhi, Jejili,
Nakaduli and others. In 1904, Domenika Eristavi was appointed as
the editor of the magazine Nobati.

She was one of the founders of the first women’s organization in
Georgia - Georgian Women’s Society, which was actively involved
in educational activities, protection of workers’ rights, and finan-
cial support. The establishment of the tea house Brotherly Solace is
also associated with her name.

Her first literary recognition came with the story Marine (1897).
She worked in journalism and criticism, systematically publishing
critical letters. She is the author of many miniatures, short stories,
and feuilletons. Her first collection of poems and stories was pub-
lished in 1910, and a collection of poems in 1918.
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