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Foreword
This collec�on of human stories aims to bring to the
fore some excep�onal examples of human behaviour demonstrated by Georgians and Osse�ans at the �me of conﬂict
in August 2008. The stories illustrate that even hardships of
war cannot suppress human values.
The stories were collected by the non-governmental organisa�on Bridge of Friendship – Kartlosi and were published
with assistance of COBERM, a joint mechanism established
by the European Union and managed by the United Na�ons
Development Programme (UNDP) for building conﬁdence
across conﬂict divides.
We sincerely believe that this publica�on will contribute to restoring trust and communica�on between the communi�es.

Philip Dimitrov
Ambassador, Head of Delega�on
Delega�on of the
European Union
to Georgia

Jamie McGoldrick
UNDP Resident
Representa�ve in Georgia
UNDP Resident
Representa�ve in Georgia
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Published with ﬁnancial support from COBERM funded by the European Union and implemented by the United
Na�ons Development Programme (UNDP).
The contents of this publica�on are the sole responsibility of the authors and can in no way be taken to reﬂect
the views of the European Union and the United Na�ons
Development Programme (UNDP).
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Introduc�on
War kills but cannot destroy love, compassion and
humanity. This publica�on is a collec�on of true human
stories of the August 2008 war published by the nongovernmental organiza�on Bridge for Friendship – Kartlosi.
Representa�ves of Kartlosi were at the epicentre of
events as the military ac�ons broke out in 2008. A�er
being internally displaced we tried to help our co-villagers – friends, neighbours, rela�ves and people who
needed help. As we assisted with the se�lement in temporary shelters and distribu�on of humanitarian aid,
we heard many personal stories. It was fascina�ng to
ﬁnd out that Georgians and Osse�ans tried to help each
other during the war. We decided to write them down
and make available to the public. We discussed the idea
with our Osse�an colleagues and discovered that they
also had a lot to tell.
The publica�on includes 40 out of more than 100
stories collected by two Georgian and two Osse�an
journalists in the course of four months. All of them are
true stories but in several cases we avoided men�oning
real loca�ons and names.
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The stories tell of neighbours, friends and rela�ves caught up in the war. They tell of soldiers and local residents whose lives have been changed forever.
They show people separated by the war who found the
strength and courage to stand side by side and help each
other.
Although quite diﬀerent, all stories have something
in common – the understanding that even at the �me
of war there is s�ll room for kindness, friendship and
mutual support.
We very much appreciate the openness and coopera�on of our respondents who agreed to talk to us and
to recall most painful experiences of the war.
We thank the journalists who helped us collect the
stories even though this was not always easy.
We sincerely acknowledge the assistance of the
programme COBERM funded by the European Union
and implemented by the United Na�ons Development
Programme (UNDP) that has made it possible to publish
this book.
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THE SAVIOR
That guard is my friend and I will always pray for him

In August 2008 when war was raging in Tskhinval/i the
isolator of preliminary detainment of the city was overloaded;
more and more captured peaceful Georgian residents were being taken there. One could even see elderly couples among
them. Women seemed to be stronger; men and especially
those hypertonic and with heart diseases could not take the
unbearable heat, violence and humilia�on. Luiza Nasuashvili
and her spouse were also put in the isolator.
A lot of �me has passed since the war ended and she remembers her hometown Tskhinval/i with tears in the eyes…
Luiza lived in Tskhinval/i un�l 1991 the year when ﬁrst hos�lity between Georgian and Osse�ans appeared. The situa�on
forced her to move to Tamarasheni, but she did not completely
leave the city; she worked as an accountant at a factory. At ﬁrst
she feared that they would dismiss her from the job as a Georgian due to the appearing hos�lity, but her fears did not come
true. Nobody pursued her in Tskhinval/i due to that reason.
“I could not leave my home even in August 2008. The situ-
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a�on was extremely tense but were could I go? I had my hypertonic, ill husband with me. I hoped they would never loot
and harass peaceful popula�on. Unfortunately, the situa�on
developed tragically.
Osse�an soldiers approached our house on August 10; at
gunpoint they took my husband and me to the Tskhinval/i preliminary detainment isolator. My husband was dieing on me;
due to the stress his blood pressure jumped up.He was ge�ng
worse and worse, we desperately needed medicine. All my efforts were hopeless; the situa�on there was so desperate that
I could not ask anyone for help. Other prisoners were even in
worse condi�on. They were taking people out of the cell and
bea�ng them up severely. They did not touch us, so I was afraid
if I would ask for medicine I would draw their a�en�on to us,
but when my husband’s condi�on went cri�cal I decided that
there was no point hiding. The decision was made and I asked
the Osse�an guard for the medicine. He looked at me with disgust and shouted at me: “Do you want that I will even call an
ambulance?!” I did not know what to think or do and my husband was dieing.
A li�le later the same guard rudely called me to go to him.
I approached them with fear and lost my speech; he gave me
a pack of virulent pressure medicine. I will remember the face
of that man, when he was giving me the drug, un�l I die; he did
not look in my eyes; a�er at gunpoint he yelled at me to get
back to my place. I hurried back and hugged my husband. I
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was crying; crying from happiness. My husband was saved and
I became a witness of humanity in war. I was happy that the
war did not erase the kindness from that guard; he was rude to
me just to show it to others. My husband would die if it was not
for the kindness of that man.
That guard is my friend and I will always pray for him. Can
you imagine how much more cruel every war will be if there
won’t be such people on the earth? Since then I always think
that the given war is our common pain…”
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MOTHER’S HANDS
Thank you, mother; you are my guardian angel

It was the morning of August 11 2008. Giorgi’s family did
not know anything about where he was. His parents only knew
that part of their son’s ba�alion was bombed by ar�llery the
evening before. They could not reach him on the phone either; the connec�on failed. At midnight they received an SMS:
“Mom, I’m alive. Don’t worry.” Mother could not sleep a�er
that. She tried not to think about anything bad, but somehow
she thought that Giorgi was wounded and was hiding somewhere. She was imagining many situa�ons but hoped that
even if Giorgi was wounded, someone would save him. That
someone could be a mother, sister, girlfriend, or even a wife of
one of the enemies.
“Wouldn’t I do the same if I saw a wounded person, or
even a soldier? But I am a doctor; if Giorgi does not meet a doctor, how will he be helped? “, she was thinking and the morning
came. Everyone was afraid even to look outside their houses.
She heard someone quietly knocking on the door downstairs. At ﬁrst she was afraid, but then thought that an enemy
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would not knock. “It must a neighbor”, she thought and quietly
went down the stairs. Her neighbor Nunu was at the kitchen
door; “Please check my pressure; I haven’t slept all night,” she
asked and sat down. Nunu told her how she could not sleep because of the moaning of a Russian soldier. Russians had a small
camp nearby her house, by the church of the Mother of God.
One of the soldiers was heavily wounded. “I do not know what
has happened to him, but his moaning is tearing my heart apart;
I could not sleep for a second. He must be very young; he was
calling for his mother; I think he was even delirious,” Nunu said.
Despite the fact that the village popula�on was in fear and
did not dare to come out the houses the news spread in the village fast. There were not many people s�ll in the village; only
those who were late to run away, could not leave the ancestral
houses, or those who hoped that military ac�ons would not
leave the limits of Tskhinval/i. The village was occupied, but the
soldiers did not terrorize the peaceful popula�on.
One of the soldiers came into the village shop in the a�ernoon and asked for help for their wounded friend. “An inﬂamma�on has developed on his wounded leg; his temperature is
very high; he is dieing on us; please, help us,” the tall, blonde
soldier pleaded. There were just four women and two over 70
old men in the shop.
-

Huh, can you imagine? An enemy is asking us to save

him, one of them said.
- Why an enemy, man? He is a human too, another one
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argued.
They quietly started discussing; they were afraid that if
they would save an enemy soldier they would be punished for
it, but on the other hand a man was dieing; and does not matter whoever he is, he is a human, son of God. Giorgi’s mother
came to the shop just when they were in the middle of this
conversa�on…
They brought the wounded soldier to the doctor’s house
and put him on Giorgi’s bed. The woman remembered her previous night thoughts about her wounded son. She treated the
already purulent wound; a li�le more and the gangrene would
have developed. A�er she gave him some medicines and asked
his friends, si�ng in the corner, to bring him for bandaging next
day. The wounded soldier kissed her hand.
-

Thank you, mother; you are my guardian angel, the

boy said in Russian and a tear dropped down his eye.
The woman turned her face away and le� the room. During ten days they brought the wounded back to her house for
bandaging. He was completely cured. On the eleventh day the
military unit le� the village. They le� the Georgian village quietly, as if on �ptoes.
One of the soldiers stayed back. He stopped by the old
gates of a two-storey house and opened it hesitantly. The
woman was busy with her household work in the yard. The
soldier went up to her and kneeled in front of her. He took her
hand and put his cheek on it. “Thank you mother,” he said; this
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�me in Georgian. The woman was looking at the tearful eyes
of the soldier hesitantly. Enormous tears were coming down
his skinny face. She pe�ed his head; he must have been a lot
younger than Giorgi. During all those days she did not ask his
age, or name.
-

Thank you mother for saving my life.

-

I did what I could, son… It was my obliga�on…

-

Unfortunately war does not recognize a mother, or a

doctor; war kills everyone. I have probably killed someone who
should not have been killed. Forgive me, please; I will always
remember that a Georgian woman, whose rela�ve we may
even have killed, has granted me the possibility to return home
and see my children again. You have saved my children from
being orphans. May God be with you and your family…
-

My son is a soldier too. He is ﬁgh�ng for his country.

I do not know where, or how he is now. When I was trea�ng
you, it seemed like I was looking a�er him. My Giorgi may be in
need of help too…
The soldier stood up. On his way out, he turned several
�mes to look at his savior again.
- Oh, this war, war… the woman said to herself; immersed
in thought she waved her hand as if she tried to sweep away
the bad thoughts and con�nued sweeping away the vine leaves
dropping down from the alley…
- May our pain, bad thoughts go with these leaves; Lord,
bring my boy safe back to me, the woman mumbled.
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THE NEW LIFE
A child gives a reason to live. When you look at
it you feel that you have a goal to change the world
for the be�er for your child.
****
- “Is this a rule of war?”
I mumbled and took the bread.
- “No, this is a human law,”
he said and turned back to the backpack.

About an hour passed since the last explosion. Silence
was so peaceful like nothing horrible was going on. My pain got
worse. I was lying on my back under a vine tree. I could see the
sun through its leaves which gave me hope for life and survival.
It was s�ll long �ll it would get dark. I pushed myself up. My
dress was soaking wet; my waters broke and I didn’t feel anything from fear. First I got on my knees, then put my hands on
the ground in front and started breathing deeply. The pain was
ge�ng harder. I wanted to get to the wine cellar. Once again I
looked at the ruins of the house; there was almost nothing le�
of the house a�er yesterday ﬁre. The wine cellar nearby the
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house was not damaged. It was about a hundred steps from
the vine-yard to the wine cellar. I imagined how I would lie
down on the cool, concrete ﬂoor and the heat would go away
from the body. I could not get up. My hands started shivering
and I fell to the side. I laid down in the pose of an embryo and
remember my mom saying that she was giving birth to me for
three days and scratching walls from pain. “She would scratch
her face if she’d see me now… How much I need my mom
now… I have no idea where, or who took her.”
I remembered by neighbor. He was confused when he saw
me. I thought enemies have killed my parents and he couldn’t
tell me. “What are you doing here with that belly?” He looked
at me in surprise. What does that ques�on mean? Will this
one, who is inside me now, ever leave me in trouble and make
an excuse that he was too afraid to help? I put my hand on my
belly; I had a feeling it was growing bigger every second. I was
s�ll thinking about my parents. They probably beat up father;
mom was crying…
My neighbor has le� parents in the village. “They did not
want to come and we couldn’t stay there,” was the explana�on… How could they leave them? I would lock mom and dad
in Tbilisi and would never let them come to the village if I knew
this disaster would start.
Pain brought me back to reality. It was like the li�le one
inside me asked for a�en�on. I waited for this day for so long
and now I don’t know how to give birth to it. I calm myself
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down with a thought that ancient women did not have nurses,
or gynecologists. I can do it too, but what will I do a�er?
It felt like my thighs separated and spans moved in my
spine; I felt horrible pain and I felt my child was trying to be
born. I managed to move a li�le, grabbed the vine and tried
to gather some leaves. I reached up to six big leaves, leaned to
the vine with my back, moved my legs apart and put the leaves
underneath myself. I spread my hands, grabbed vine branches on the sides and pushed. Child came out without my help.
Pain decreased; I looked down shivering and saw the �ny, pink
body; it was silent, face was blue and �ny muscles were tense.
You have to live my li�le one, you have to live I whispered and
grabbed my child. A sound of explosion came from nearby. It
was like the child was wai�ng for this horrible sound and cried.
I hugged my li�le boy. God help me, I mumbled and suddenly
pain went through my spine again.
I’ve heard that horrible pain goes away a�er delivery and
I… I was again giving birth. Two months before the doctor told
me I was carrying only one child.
I had no �me to be surprised. With one hand I hugged
my boy to my chest and with another hand I grabbed the vine
again. Fortunately the vine-trees were so close to each other. I
leaned back at the vine again and pushed…
Nothing was damaged in the wine-cellar. It appeared no
one has come here. I took my father’s old, hun�ng jacket from
the hook; put it in the winepress; then took clean table-sheets
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from the wardrobe. I wrapped my son and daughter in the
clean sheets and put them in the winepress.
Thank god fear did not take my milk away. I was not in pain
any more but was extremely �red and hungry. There was some
�nned food in the wine-cellar; prepared for winter. I couldn’t
use a li�le water remaining in the bo�le for washing up; I was
afraid I wouldn’t be able to ﬁnd drinking water.
I cleaned my hands with some fruit juice and started eating right from the �n. I could feel energy coming and could take
my babies and go; but where would I go?
I looked down at the babies; they were sleeping peacefully. My presence calmed them down probably.
I heard the footsteps and the wine-cellar door opened
slowly. I ﬁrst saw a gun and then a foreigner wearing military
uniform. Blood froze in my veins. I wanted to tell him not to
shoot, not to shout, just not to make a sound. The man was of
my husband’s age; with big, blue eyes and grim face. Somehow
the motherly ins�nct told me that he was not a killer. I was
probably very funny, standing there with a ﬁnger put to my lips,
giving him a sign not to make any noise. He carefully looked
around the room.
- Are you alone? He asked me in Russian. I nodded and
pointed at the winepress. He came closer; looked down at the
babies and smiled.
- “I just gave birth to them two hours ago,” I said quietly
and started shivering.
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- “Don’t be afraid,” he said in Russian not even looking in
my direc�on.
He opened his backpack took out a small, blue package,
opened it and gave me three, thin pieces of bread.
- “Eat; you need it,” his words sounded more like an order.
- “Is this a rule of war?” I mumbled and took the bread.
- “No, this is a human law,” he said and turned back to the
backpack.
He sat down on the ﬂoor; leaned back at the winepress
and looked up at me with his big, blue eyes. He was looking at
me strangely; it was like his glance went through me.
Babies started crying almost at the same �me. I took out
one of them and gave him a breast. I could not take the other
one out. He grabbed the baby and put it to my breast. He
sat down a li�le further, looked at me warmly; his grim face
became kinder.
- “A mother is beau�ful; my wife was very beau�ful too,”
he said and his face went grim again.
- “Why do you say she was?” I asked.
- “She died during delivery. You are a very strong and
healthy woman. I’m surprised how could you do this all alone?
I have three children. The youngest is only 5 months. I want to
see them again. I o�en see them in my dreams.”
We did not say anything for some �me. Suddenly he got
up, took my father’s old, hun�ng bags and some rope and made
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two “kangaroos”. He put one on me and hung another one on
his neck. He put the boy in his “kangaroo”, gave me the girl and
said calmly:
- We are ready to go.
- Go where?
- Where it’s safe.
It was ge�ng dark when we reached a ﬁeld hospital. We
took rest several �mes on the road. He was warning me it
would be dangerous to walk in the dark and asked me to go
faster.
That evening he le� me alone only two �mes. Once when
he le� me with Russian doctors and the second �me when
he took my home phone number in Tbilisi and my husband’s
phone number and le�. He said he would ﬁnd my husband and
if he was not there himself maybe he could have someone to
meet us in the buﬀering zone. He promised to send me back
home next day. I was afraid, but I believed him.
He spent the whole night in a tent beside me; he did not
sleep. He felt I was not sleeping either, but did not say a word.
Whole night I was asking myself why he was helping me.
In the morning when he told me we were going to the buﬀer
zone I dared and asked him: “Why did you help me? You could
have just le� me there, or shot me…” “What good would it give
me to shoot you?” His reply was so cold and harsh that I did not
say anything else.
I saw my husband on the other side of the border. While
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the formali�es of our release were being organized I was standing there not moving, just like my husband was; he would probably never forgive me if something happened to our children.
We have been wai�ng for a child for very long. He would o�en
say: “A child gives a reason to live. When you look at it you
feel that you have a goal to change the world for the be�er for
your child.”
Suddenly Vlad hugged me and my children and asked me
to forgive him for this war. I was very surprised with his ac�on.
He looked me in the eyes and said:
- “When my wife’s premature delivery started I was on a
special mission and nobody could no�fy me about it. She was
very bad. She stopped a taxi in the street and asked the driver
to take her to the maternity hospital. Delivery started in the
car. The driver called his sister on the way to the hospital and
asked her for help, as there was no �me to get to the hospital.
That woman saved my child; my wife died in a hospital a�er
three days; her blood was poisoned. That driver and his doctor
sister are Georgians. This is it…”
- Vlad, say no to arms, I asked him and turned to the border; the border on the other side of which my children’s father
was wai�ng for me. At that �me he did not know how the human law has defeated the law of war.
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THE VILLAGE GUARD
is I felt myself helpless, as I
could not do anything to stop him.

“All the wars have an end; it is just important, while it is
raging, not to let its ﬁre get into your soul, not to let it take your
humanity. A�er the war ends, when everything is cleared and
�me gives everyone their own place, your soul and consciousness must be clean; otherwise you will never be able to come
out to the community and a new war will start – the war with
your own self. Your conscience will ask you – you could have
saved that one, why did not you do it?” author of these words,
Madina Shikuava, showed an outstanding bravery during the
August 2008 war. Mrs. Madina believes that the power she has
felt during the war, when helping others, is just the power of
love, the absence of which, will put yourself in danger and will
not allow you to help others.
Madina Shiukaeva: “This conﬂict was a great tragedy for
me; at one side were my husband and my children and on another side my brothers and sisters and other rela�ves. I felt
myself completely helpless, as I could not do anything to stop
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the conﬂict.
Almost all of us le� the village when the air bombing started. Only a few elders stayed in the houses, including my fatherin-law, who could not get up from his bed. I s�ll feel horrible
when I remember that; we le� a helpless man even not knowing for how long.
When the bombing stopped my Georgian neighbors and I
decided to go back to Knolevi village. Soon I saw vehicles full of
marauders shoo�ng around as they came. My neighbors were
too afraid to con�nue the journey but advised me to go to the
village; “they will not harm you; and you will be able to save
the household that you have been building for years working
hard,” they said.
The upper part of the village was already on ﬁre; missiles
exploded right on the road so I decided to take a detour along
the river bank.
All my neighbors who stayed in the village gathered at
my house, when they heard that I was back; I was a hope for
them.
It was late a�ernoon when I heard the sound of breaking
fence from my neighbor’s Misha Donadze’s yard; it was a�er
the shoo�ng started and a smoke came out of the house. The
marauders con�nued their way to the upper part of the village.
I took the chance and started throwing out the ﬂaming beds
from the burning house. The ﬁre already reached the ﬂoor and
the windows. I no�ced a barrel full of water in the yard. I do
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not remember how I managed to drag it near the house. The
people who were at my house did not dare to leave it and help
me so I had to put out the ﬁre myself and saved the house from
burning down.
When I returned to my house I told the elders to go to the
back of the house. In a li�le while the hustle started in my yard,
too. I was hiding behind a curtain. I could see very well what
they were doing; one of them took the TV-set, another one
took the video-player. My hiding neighbors and I were hugging
each other from fear; every second we expected danger; I had
to do something, so I decided to go out to them…
I did not hesitate any more, went out and spoke to them in
Osse�an: “Hello, boys.” They instantly pointed their machineguns at me; at that moment I thought my heart would jump out
from fear. Fortunately, one of them recognized me.
-

Aren’t you afraid to be all alone here? – One of them

asked me.
-

I’m an Osse�an; you are my brothers, so I feel safe, I

replied.
One bearded, middle-aged man asked me: “How can
I believe you are not hiding any Georgians in your house?” I
said I wasn’t… Fortunately they believed and did not search the
house. They were looking for the young people in the village;
they said, they would kill them all. I asked why they were so
furious. It appeared that Georgians have killed two sons of one
of them during the war and they all wanted revenge. I was just
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going to say that it is war and someone always dies, so others
should not be punished for that, as violence against peaceful
people is a terrorism act and is against the rules of war, but
I changed my mind, as I did not have a guarantee that they
would not do something even worse. As I was an Osse�an they
instructed me to come out in front of the house as soon as I
would hear a car coming; they said they would no�ce me from
far and would not put the house on ﬁre.
I became more courageous and asked them not to burn
houses at least in my neighborhood; I told them if they would,
I would burn my house down myself. I do not know if they
listened to my pleading, or to my threatening, but they did not
burn any more houses; they just robbed the houses.”
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THE AFGHAN
My man, we are wai�ng,
the pa�ent is bad. The wound is bad. I wait.

Tskhinval/i was burning in ﬁre. Ba�les were raging at the
suburbs of the city and in surrounding villages. The wounded
were regularly transported to Tbilisi Republic Hospital.
The other side was sending its wounded to Vladikavkaz.
One of the Osse�an soldiers was badly wounded; it was a ma�er
of life and death. Other soldiers tried to save their friend and the
only solu�on was to bring a doctor from Tbilisi which seemed
almost impossible at that moment.
Osse�an soldiers asked Kim Tsagalov for help. Kim was a
famed general. He has fought in Afghanistan for a long �me. He
always gave example of incredible endurance and ability to ﬁnd
solu�ons even in most cri�cal situa�ons.
That is why they thought Kim was the only one who could
help them. The general listened to the rebels who approached
him, thought for a while and said he needed someone who would
be able to go to Tbilisi. Despite the fact that the war was raging
some Georgian and Osse�ans did not recognize the existence of
the frontline. There were people who crossed the frontline in both
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direc�ons, not fearing the bullets, as they did not want to have hatred, they did not want to recognize hos�lity; and unfortunately
very o�en they o�en became the vic�ms of such ac�ons.
Osse�an soldiers found such a person very soon – a Georgian,
even a resident of Gori. Kim gave him an encrypted le�er and told
him were to go. The text of the le�er was as follows: “My man,
we are wai�ng, the pa�ent is bad. The wound is bad. I wait. Car is
without license numbers. Driver – Z…dze. From: Daraiman.”
The addressee of the le�er was Igor Makhnin, who worked
at the Tbilisi Military Hospital at that �me. The comrade-in-arms
did not fail his friend, which was not surprising; their friendship
has gone through Afghani Mountains, hot sun and cold winds.
Their friendship resisted one more test.
Makhnin and a strange driver le� for Tskhinval/i; the driver
made real miracles on the way. If it was not for him the doctor
would never make it to Tskhinval/i. He just drove through Georgian and Osse�an checkpoints as a ghost. There was a threat
from both sides; the slightest inaccuracy and they would face
their death – even if they would meet Osse�an gunmen, who
did not know about his mission would instantly shoot them and
leave them dead on the roadside. This is one of the stories when
a Georgian, Osse�an and a Russian proved that a human can survive even in the most desperate situa�on,” said the gray haired
man, who told us this story and preferred to stay anonymous in
order to avoid any possible troubles.
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THE CHILDHOOD FRIEND
Don’t be afraid; I’m here to save
my Leningori people

There was mourning in the family of Sokurovs in Vladikavkaz. Emzar was going to go to Georgia and they could not
change his mind. “No, he will not kill anyone, but they will kill
him for what he is going to do,” his father was saying, walking
around the room. “Mother of god, my son has come to your
land; he only had good in his heart; please hear me and protect
him from the bad,”, his mother prayed in front of the icon.
Ela was si�ng by the window, not saying a word… looking at the clouds passing by slowly… and thinking. She remembered all her Georgian friends and her heart squeezed. She
would think of many diﬀerent reasons to be allowed to be with
them and stay with them. Her parents were not against it. Her
brother acted a li�le cau�ously; thinking that if a Georgian
would like her, because of the exis�ng situa�on and misunderstanding, the future rela�vity with Georgians could become
a problem. Meanwhile, he has already married an Akhalgori
resident girl himself. His father-in-law-to –be did not want his
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daughter to marry him due to the same reason as Giorgi did
not want his sister to marry a Georgian. The son-in-law-to-be
agreed with his future father-in-law in some way but could not
give up his loved one so on one day, when she said “yes”, they
both ﬂed to his sister’s home in Vladikavkaz…
Ela was shocked by the news that a new war started. She
was so worried un�l she learnt the news about her family; and
she was confused; Giorgi called her and said: “I am in Tbilisi; we
could not go any other way from Tskhinval/i; our parents are
here also; I would never raise a gun and shoot at those who I
have been raised with.” She did not worry about her family any
more, but became nervous because of the news about Tamarasheni burning in ruins; she was worried about her friends s�ll
there. She was speechless when she heard that her husband
has decided to go to Akhalgori. Emzar was going to go with
other volunteers at dawn of August 10.
-

Do you want to kill someone? Or do you want to be

killed by someone? I’d prefer to �e you down here as a dog and
not to let you go outside! - his father shouted.
-

Father, I’m going to protect those who I have grown up

with. There are plenty of marauders there now; there’s about
ten of us and we will try to protect the peaceful popula�on; I
will be happy even I save one life sacriﬁcing my own; I made the
decision and I will do it…
Gocha Patashuri worked as a security guard in Akhalgori.
He was always thinking: “will the war come to us, too? Will the
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Russians come here, too?”
It was not raining that evening, but the clouds were heavy.
Gocha was oﬀ duty and started his walk home lost in thought.
Ok, if I was alone, but what do I do with my family, my children?
He asked himself and recalled the fearful eyes of his wife. She
was crying when she hugged him in the morning; and at that
moment Gocha had a thought that it could be the last �me his
wife hugged him; it could be the last �me he was home, or…
he shook his head to make the bad thoughts go away and suddenly he startled... from Ksani river side several armed soldiers
appeared. When he was trying to get his thoughts together an
‘Ural’ truck full of armed gunmen came on the road in front of
him. In a few minutes, an armored ‘BMP’ vehicle came also
and the street was soon full of soldiers. Gocha was scared. It
was like he was looking right into the eyes of his death. “Who
would ever want this war to start? Who would want so much
bloodshed? What do they want from us? Leave us alone, leave
us be you bastards!,” the man whispered to himself and remembered the morning when his wife hugged him, crying... is
it really the last �me I le� my house?...” Gocha thought and felt
gray hair coming on his head. His whole life went by his eyes in
one minute; he could not make a move…
Suddenly he felt a warm look from the armed group. A
person le� the crowd and moved to his direc�on. He recognized him – Emzar Sokurov, his childhood friend, who moved
to Vladikavkaz, North Osse�a about 10 years ago. He smiled at
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him but did not dare to hug his old friend. “Do not be afraid.
I’m here to save my Leningori people,” Emzar said. Gocha just
shivered from happiness and remembered his childhood; the
moment when they were children, when they cut their ﬁngers
and mixed their blood for swearing on their brotherhood.
-

Emzar, don’t shoot! Gocha shouted in fear.

-

Have you gone crazy, man?! Don’t be afraid; I’m here

to save my Akhalgori people - Emzar replied and could not hold
his hands back… The two friends, hugging each other, looked
just like those li�le boys, at the river, when they were just
dreaming about the beau�ful future.
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OATH OF HIPPOCRATES
I remember a lot of good from them and
although they’ve fought against us,
I will never forget the friendship we’ve had

I met Nargiza Devidze on a minibus from Tbilisi to Nikozi.
She is an ordinary peasant woman. On that day, too, she has
sold her harvest in Tbilisi and was returning home, to Nikozi.
When driving by the large IDP se�lement in Tserovani the
bus passengers started cursing Osse�ans. Nargiza opposed
them.
- You should not be saying badly about all of them. You
think those people wanted the war? I remember a lot of good
from them and although they’ve fought against us, I will never
forget the friendship we’ve had, she said.
I quiet before that but at that moment I turned to Nargiza.
You could tell she was angry; her face was red. It seemed like
she was trying to ﬁnd the words to describe her a�tude towards Osse�ans. Nargiza looked like Vazha-Pshavela’s characters who know all about hospitality and the diﬀerence between
good and bad since the moment of birth.
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The opponents a�acked her – what good do you remember from them? Was it good when they burned your house and
le� you without shelter? Nargiza got angry again – was it them
who bombed my house? It was the Russian planes that destroyed Nikozi! And she started telling a story that happened
before the war.
Nargiza: “I was selling my agricultural products in Tskhinval/i. One day, when I was with a customer a dog bit me. I’m
afraid of dogs as it is and the bite completely disoriented me.
The bite was so bad that I was bleeding very hard.
There were a lot of people around. They all were very
concerned with my situa�on and one of the women ran into
her apartment and called for an ambulance. All the others surrounded me, cleaned my wound with soap and temporarily
bandaged it un�l the doctor came. The ambulance came soon
and took me to an ambulatory. The bite was so big that I had to
go through a mini-surgery; they put s�tches. While opera�ng
they were kidding: This bite is huge! Was it a dog, or a lion that
bit you? I did not have cash to pay for the medical treatment
as I did not sell anything in the morning, before the dog bit me.
I asked the doctor in fear how much I had to pay. ”It’s not a
problem. The main thing is that you are ok,” he replied and
tapped me on the shoulder. A�er that he called the pharmacist
and gave her the list of post-surgery medica�ons that I needed.
In confusion I mumbled: “Doctor, I haven’t sold anything today.
I have no money and cannot aﬀord those medica�ons now. He

The Other Image of War

33

smiled back at me, handed the list to the pharmacist and told
her he would take the medica�ons worth up to one thousand
roubles for debt.
I completely forgot about the dog bite at that moment.
That blessed man brought so much love to my heart that I felt
completely healthy. There was no feeling at that moment that
we have ever been enemies. Oh, I wish the life would con�nue
that way. That doctor trusted me; a complete stranger. In addi�on he also called a taxi, paid for it and sent me home. That
man, that great person was Doctor Vova Jioev.
The second �me I went to Tskhinval/i I paid for the medical
treatment and for the medica�ons, but I will never forget the
kindness of Doctor Vova and of other Tskhinval/i Osse�ans. If
you do not love human beings, you will never do anything like
that. That’s why I ask you not to speak in anger about all of
them. Please, think about it, those who have made us to ﬁght
each other plan to separate us forever. How much longer will
we con�nue pouring kerosene on ﬁre, ha?” – Nargiza was crying.
You are right, they are not all the same; we have not
enough brains to overcome the devil, the women whispered
and went silent. Not a single word was said un�l we arrived in
Nikozi, but there was so much pain in that silence…
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TIME, WAR AND… THE WHITE ROSES
I went to the ﬂorists’ bought whole trunk
of white roses and drove to Tskhinval/i.

In 1990’s, before the war a young Georgian fell in love
with me. I will never forget the day when he asked me to
marry him. It was 1991. There was no Georgian popula�on
in the city any more; they all le� for Tbilisi. We o�en did not
have electricity, food. Almost every day we went to bed almost hungry. It was an April evening and I stayed late at my
friends’ house, who lived far from my home. I returned home
late and locked all the doors as at that �me nobody comes
to visit a young girl. I was si�ng, ea�ng stale bread and suddenly someone knocked on the door. I opened the door and
saw Tamazi, my Georgian adorer. He was wearing a beau�ful,
chequered jacket and black pants, his shoes were shining and
his face was nicely shaved. I haven’t seen such elegant men
for a long �me; just bearded men in the street from �me to
�me. I asked:
- Why are you here? Someone will see you and I’ll be in
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trouble.
- I’ll just need 10 minutes. You won’t let me in?!
- Come in, but I can’t oﬀer you anything; all we have is
bread.
- I’m not hungry. I want you to come with me Madina.
If you don’t want to live in Tbilisi, we will go to Moscow. I’ll
have my business; we’ll get married and will have children.
- Don’t be foolish Tamaz. We are in war; there’s no �me
for “marrying” now.
- So what that it’s war? It is not our war. We are adults
and we want to have a family. You are the only one I love.
- Tamaz, here’s what I’ll tell you – you will always be my
friend, but I cannot marry you.
- Oh, my god!
- Come on! There are so many beau�ful girls out there.
In just no �me you’ll fell in love with someone else and get
married.
- No Madina, you are not right… All right, there’s nothing
else I can tell you. May you be happy…
Years have passed; I haven’t heard anything about him.
Later our mutual friends told me that he got married and has
three daughters. At some moments we said hi to each other
through our friends. One �me we accidentally met in Moscow and that was it. I did not call him. He had a family, just
like I did. Our Caucasian tradi�ons did not allow us to com-
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municate.
On 8 August 2009 I was at the central square of Tskhinval/i. We were marking the memory of those killed in 2008
war. Suddenly my phone rang and I heard Tamazi’s voice:
-

Hello Madina! It’s been so many years! How are

you?
I was speechless.
- Please, say something. I don’t want bad for you and
never did. Today is a funeral of our mutual friend. Do you remember Sergo? I’m at his grave now and I want to remember
all those killed in war; both yours and ours.
- Thank you Tamaz, you are generous person. May God
be with Sergo, I barely u�ered.
- There’s more I want to tell you – Tamaz did not stop
– you know, Madina, I wanted to congratulate you with the
Day of Love, 14 February. I went to the ﬂorists’ bought whole
trunk of white roses and drove to Tskhinval/i. Georgians
stopped me at Ergne� checkpoint and prohibited me from
driving further. I begged them to let me through; I tried to
explain that I would just tell you I love you and return back
immediately.
“Don’t you get it oﬃcers? I’ve loved Madina for 20 years
and want to tell her that today again. I have not seen her
for 20 years. Haven’t you ever loved anyone?” The policeman said that even love was not worth going to Tskhinval/i.
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I begged them for three hours but they just stood there not
saying anything and thinking that I have gone crazy.
I got back to my car, drove back, stopped nearby at the
spot from where I could see Tskhinval/i. I went out of the car
and started throwing the roses to the direc�on were you live.
I was shou�ng that I love you; just you and even war and �me
could not destroy my love to you. I went out of roses and my
voice was gone too. I returned to Tbilisi…
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I BELIEVE MOUNTAINS
AWAIT OUR UNITY
Even the evil of 2008 did not manage to make us enemies.

Nana Chkareuli is 31. Despite the fact that she was just a
li�le girl in early 90’s of the last century she remembers very
well the then tension in Georgia; the pain that appeared as
result of the ﬁrst conﬂict between Georgians and Osse�ans.
We are visi�ng the IDPs from Didi Liakhvi valley and
Akhalgori, who are now living in Tserovani se�lement. Nana
cannot stay in the room; she takes her chair out to the yard,
sits down facing in Akhalgori direc�on and says that she hears
the voice of mountains. We all understand her without any
words, but Nana s�ll wants to tell us more.
“I was born and raised in Akhalgori- the historical Ksani
valley. I do not remember the ethnic Osse�an and Georgian
popula�on having any conﬂicts between each other.
Although I was just a kid, the ﬁrst wave of the conﬂict of
the 90’s has stayed in my memory forever. The virus of that
conﬂict did not spread in Akhalgori. Georgians and Osse�ans
did not even look at each other askance. The evil of 2008 did
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not manage to make us enemies either.
In 2002, I founded a non-governmental organiza�on in
Akhalgori, which, along with other issues o�en discussed the
peace-building processes in our region and searched for problem solving by mutual eﬀorts. Addi�onally, we have always
been proud that the conﬂict never appeared in Akhalgori.
Georgians and Osse�ans in Akhalgori tracked the development of the August 2008 war with tension. Despite the fact
that our rela�ons have tensed to the edge both sides have
shown maximum prudence and did par�cipate in the conﬂict.
It easy to say that now, but at that �me it was very hard to
refrain from expressing even smallest aggression and to stay
calm.
On 16 August, one of Osse�an military units entered
Akhalgori also and took over the region. Both Osse�ans and
Georgians ran to the forest together in fear. I was not in
Akhalgori at that �me; my mother told me this story later:
“It was evening �me. I was at home. Suddenly our Osse�an
neighbor Mzia came and told that the soldiers were heading to Akhalgori and we had to run to the forest. We le� the
house immediately and ran into the forest. We were hiding
for two days.”
On 18 August my mom walked by my oﬃce and saw that
they have broken the door and the marauders were taking
everything. She asked an Osse�an friend for help who immediately stood by her side. Someone may say now – so
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what – but such bravery in that situa�on was a great risk. The
marauders were armed to the teeth and it did not ma�er to
them who would interfere with their deeds – Osse�ans, or
Georgians; they would shoot anyone.
Not even a single armed clash has taken place in Akhalgori yet which again proves that this is not an ethnic conﬂict
between Georgians and Osse�ans. I believe the mountains
await our return and unity.”
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THE SAVIOR LOOKED LIKE
SAINT NICHOLAS
I will never forget the tearful,
kind eyes of that old man, his support…

Tirdznisi resident Juba Tetunashvili would never think he
would have to leave his village and become an IDP. Juba did
not feel fear during August 2008 war either. He was so used to
the daily shoo�ng that he thought that turmoil would also end
soon; if not completely, at least for some �me.
Juba was wrong… although he did not want to give up to
the reality and when the whole village ﬂed he and several other
peasants stayed at their land, at their houses, their yards. He
stayed and they did not forgive him; pillagers of diﬀerent na�onali�es permanently a�acked him; they were taking everything they could see, or what was le� by those who came before them. They robbed Juba, threatened him with guns, but,
fortunately, somehow they did not kill him.
One day, not even one day, exactly on 22 August, when
the enemy could not ﬁnd anything to take from the house…
“they pushed me outside like a stolen cow. I became a prisoner
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together with other Georgians,” Juba recalls, strangely bending
his shoulders and his head drops down. A li�le later he goes
on with a sad voice: “They kept us in Tskhinval/i. It is hard for
me to speak about those days... I did not want to die, so I took
a lot of troubles and humilia�on. They forced us to work; we
were cleaning the streets of ruined Tskhinval/i… They made us
to bury the bodies. Many prisoners could not take such a grave
situa�on and fell into despair. We were dieing alive, as we
were losing the human face. We looked like hungry and thirsty
animals. It was very hot so thirst was especially unbearable.
On 24 August, I was si�ng out in the street with up to ten
other tormented Georgian prisoners; wai�ng with fear for another slavish order. We were permanently thinking that a�er
they would make us bury all the bodies they would make us dig
out own graves and shoot us dead. Escort soldiers permanently beat and insulted us. They spoke out the word ‘Georgian’
with horrible disgust. We felt unimaginable hatred all around.
I became a mechanical creature. I was wai�ng for the moment
of my death and un�l then fulﬁlled all the orders with slavish
obedience. Although I was permanently expec�ng death, I s�ll
did not want to die, so I did not resist anyone.
Anyway, on that day, when we were laying in the street
completely exhausted an old Osse�an man approached us; he
was probably of my grandfather’s age. He looked at us with
disgust through narrowed eye, but he did not seem cruel to
me; and suddenly the words that he told me came as a stab of
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knife in my heart: “Georgian, come throw away my garbage!”
I again “swallowed” the humilia�on and followed him. As soon
as we got the point when the escort soldiers could not see us
the old man turned to me handing me a bucket and quietly
said: “I’m sorry I had to say that to you son; I’m afraid of those
“dogs”… there is some food in this bucket and please, share it
with others…” I lost my speech, could not say a word to thank
him and suddenly it seemed to me that the man looked like
Saint Nicholas, just like the one I have seen on icons. I truly did
not expect I would meet such a person there. I went back completely startled; I will never forget the tearful, kind eyes of that
old man, his support… that man saved us from hunger…”

44

www.qartlosi.org

THE THEATRE OF ABSURD
He looked at me with such
a glance that I did not doubt
his words for a second.

It was early August of 2009. I visited Nikozi village resident Lia Shatakishvili. She has laid down the table. There
was a big bowl of red apples in the middle. I was thirsty so
I somehow reached out for an apple. Lia smiled at me and
started talking – “I had a client in Tkhinvali centre, in Khetagurov Street. She would always buy many apples. I wish
I knew how Keto is now. While I was weighing the apples,
she would always take one apple, rub it at her dress and
would anxiously bite at it, just like you did now. Harvest
of fruits is not good here either; they probably do not have
anything at all. We always supplied Tskhinval/i with fruits,
vegetables and dairy products from Nikozi and other Georgian villages. I have not heard about Keto, or others since
that day.” Tears came down Lia’s face; she set down on a
chair and sighed.

The Other Image of War

45

“That day” was a li�le before the August 2008 war. In
the hot July, the peasant women from Nikozi were detained
by Osse�an law enforcers in Tskhinval/i. Although, neither
women were guilty of neither anything, nor the Tskhinval/i
mili�a wanted to harm them. Lia thinks both sides have become the targets of provoca�on and misinforma�on coming from the third, interested party. According to her, this
could be clearly seen in a report broadcasted by Russian and
Tskhinval/i local TV-channels, which claimed that Tskhinval/
i mili�a has prevented Georgians’ a�empt to poison Osse�ans. According to Russian TV journalists Nikozi residents
a�empted to sell spoiled products to Tskhinval/i popula�on
and because of that the “vic�m” popula�on has decided to
punish “those guilty” by the Lynch Rule. S�ll, Osse�an law
enforcers saved the Georgians and escorted them to the administra�ve border. In the video-report you could see the
line of Nikozi peasant women’s bogies loaded with products,
which, along with the local mili�a was being escorted by
journalists of one of Russian TV-company.
Lia knows very well what really happened on that day.
She was one of those walking in the so called “line of the
guilty”.
Lia Shatakishvili: “We, the women entered Tskhinval/
i without any problem before the August war. Both sides
were happy with these rela�ons. We sold our harvest and
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Tskhinval/i residents had natural food products. Such rela�ons have made us very close to each other. We all had
our permanent clients. We would go there, sell everything
and return peacefully. We have o�en even le� products for
paying oﬀ debt and they have many �mes lent money to
us. On Holidays they always invited us to their homes. Anyway, peace between us was becoming stronger and stronger. Poli�cs was not any more able to interfere with human
rela�ons.
I did not no�ce anything special on that morning either.
There were a li�le more peacekeeper soldiers at the control checkpoint, but they let us through without a problem.
As soon as we entered Tskhinval/i the unpleasant surprise
appeared. The moment we stopped at one of our client’s
houses a military vehicle stopped and asked us to go with
them. We tried to ﬁnd out what was happening, but they
did not answer to our ques�ons. There was my husband’s
rela�ve with me there; she is claustrophobic. She was afraid
we would be locked in a closed room. I asked one of the
soldiers to let go just that one woman, as she was not feeling
well. “Mrs. if it was for me I would let you all go, but if I let
any of you go now, I will lose my job,” the young man said.
Then he turned to that woman and calmed her down. He
promised we would not be hurt.
They put us in ‘Gazel’ vehicle and our products in anoth-
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er vehicle and drove us to the Mili�a Department. Up to 35
other Georgian women trading around the city were already
there. Interroga�on started a�er we waited for three hours
in the Department. They were asking about our iden�ty,
na�onality, residency, reasons of being in Tskhinval/i. We,
in two lines, followed two mili�amen like sheep. One of the
oﬃcers was a woman. She had four stars on her shoulder
straps. She was angry and shouted at the other mili�amen
– Let these people go, what are you doing?! We could not
understand what was going on and were �red of wai�ng for
the unexpected. Later they told us they would ﬁne us for
illegal crossing of the border and would let us go. I laughed
and told them to take me to the Embassy, so I could get a
visa in order not to be ﬁned.
Some of the women have not sold any products so they
did not have any money, while Osse�an mili�a obliged us
to pay a ﬁne of 200 Russian rubles each. We lent money to
others and all paid the ﬁne. We hoped they would let us go
a�er that, but it appeared that the most insul�ng and hard
distress was s�ll ahead. The situa�on was startling as Nikozi
women have never had such problems since star�ng trading
in Tskhinval/i in 1994. Furthermore, we felt we were safe
as the city was being patrolled and the situa�on was calm.
Addi�onally, every second the people, Children from mixed
families spoke to us in Georgian. When I asked the kids who
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taught them Georgian they would answer – grandma and
grandpa. This answer strengthened my hope for the future.
I believed everything that was before between us, would go
away.”
A�er making them pay the ﬁne the mili�amen took the
women out of the building and told them it was impossible
for them to go in Nikozi direc�on as the road was blocked by
soldiers. The women became hysterical. Lia started cursing
at the Osse�ans but nobody paid a�en�on to her shou�ng.
The mili�amen aligned the women in two lines and
ordered them to move. The prisoners were on the sides
escorted by soldiers and in front and at the rear there were
mili�a vehicles with sirens on. It was midday, the sun was
high and it was very hot. People gathered in the centre of
the city; they stared at the strange convoy with surprise
and tried to learn the reason of detainment of the women.
Lia: “People had concerned and surprised faces. I saw
Zhuzhuna, one of my clients le� the people, ran up to a mili�aman and requested him to let me go. The man advised
her to be quiet, or otherwise there would be more problems.”
The convoy was moving in the direc�on opposite to
Nikozi. The baselessly insulted women thought that they
were being taken to the prison in Tskhinval/i suburb, at the

The Other Image of War

49

direc�on of Liakhvi River. Despite the fact that they were
used to physical work, walking and dragging the loaded
bogies, the fear of being in prison completely weakened
them.
Lia: “One of the young women kneeled down and started crying. She said she could not walk, or drag the bogie
any more. A young Osse�an soldier approached her, calmed
her down, helped her up and took her bogie. He helped her
walk and dragged her bogie for the rest of the way. The soldiers treated us the way that I was even ashamed I cursed at
them just a li�le before. I could see they were fulﬁlling an
unwanted order.
I asked that boy what he would do if he was ordered
to kill us. “How can I shoot you madam? I would never do
that!” he said. He looked at me with such a glance that I did
not doubt his words for a second. Later he told us they were
with us for safely escor�ng us to the place of des�na�on, as
we had to get there in complete safety. I asked why they
needed such a publicly insul�ng show if it was like that; we
would ﬁnd our way on our own. That is all I know, the boy
said.
They escorted us to the territory controlled by Georgian
side by Tamarasheni and le� us there. A group of journalists
from one of Russian TV-channels was with us all the way.
I ﬁnally understood what has happened and whose plans
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have been realized, a�er I watched the TV-report later that
night. So much �me has passed and I s�ll think about those
soldiers. They were young boys. Maybe they also died in
the cursed August 2008 war. I really do not want that to be
so.”
Lia started crying again. The apples looked diﬀerent
at the table also. I le� Shatakishvili family in the evening.
When I was locking the gate I no�ced bullet marks on the
iron posts. For sure, the pain of war is s�ll alive in the hearts
of people here and the iron is s�ll in pain.
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THE CONTINUING TRAGEDY
I tried to encourage her by saying:
Tamar, we will go down the river and God will save us.

Twenty peasants that stayed in Tamarasheni spent the
night of 9 August 2008 in the cellar of the bank building.
This was the safest place during that horrible bombing.
The next morning the enemy found the hideout and forced
the people out of the cellar at gunpoint. The Director of
the Ivane Machabeli Museum, former actor of Tskhinval/
i theatre and the soloist of the ‘Liakhvi’ ensemble Elguja
Gagnidze had bad feeling. He stared at his wife and sister,
who were pale from fear. All the prisoners were elders.
They spent the previous night saying that they have all put
up with death, but as soon as they saw the guns pointed
at them they all started shivering. At least kill us fast you
bastards, Elguja said to himself.
The prisoners were aligned and warned that they would
be shot. Two gunmen stayed to look a�er the prisoners; the
others drove away. One of the watchmen swore at the prisoners, insul�ng them and promised to ﬁnd their children who
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were s�ll hiding. Suddenly, the second gunman hit him with
his gun bu� in the neck. The gunman fell down unconscious.
Go, they will kill you for sure. Run and I’ll make sure nobody
will come a�er you for some �me; the gunman shouted and
un�ed the hands of prisoners.
As the bombing con�nued and the bomber planes just
chased the people coming out from their hideouts, the fugi�ves did not take the detour road and went directly through
the corn-ﬁelds at the bank of Liakhvi River; later they entered
the river and followed the ﬂow…
A�er several days of torturous walk the former prisoners
were safe. The only one missing was Elguja Gagnidze’s wife,
teacher of the Kurta village public school Tamar Zambakhidze.
The woman drowned in Liakhvi; her husband tried to help her
but failed.
Elguja Gagnidze is now going through throat cancer
treatment in Tbilisi Oncological Hospital. He can not speak;
they can understand what he wants to say by the movement
of lips, or he writes his thoughts on a piece of paper. On that
day he recalled the tragic story the same way:
“Tamar was holding a large handbag with documents,
children’s photo-albums and our daughter-in-law’s gold jewelry. When water took her away I ran a�er and shouted at
her to let the bag go. I think she went unconscious as soon
as she fell down. She was already weak when we ran away.
She was pale and breathed heavily. I tried to encourage her
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by saying: Tamar, we will follow the river down and God will
save us. She did not know how to swim either. When I ran
to help my wife I fell down; when I got up Tamar was out of
sight. I s�ll hoped she managed to come out somewhere, but
it was a baseless hope. I do not remember how I walked, how
I went out to safety; if it can be called safety, bombs were being dropped everywhere, bullets were ﬂying all around and
the enemy controlled almost everything.
I struggled and managed to reach Tbilisi. My voice was
already gone. We started searching for my wife’s body as we
could; circulated informa�on as far as we could reach out.
There was no sign of her at Liakhvi banks either and when
we already lost any hope of ﬁnding the body my friend from
Tkhinvali called me saying they have found my wife’s body
and have buried her properly. He also e-mailed us the photo
of Tamar’s grave…”
Tamar was buried in the garden of one Osse�an. They
went to the Georgians who stayed in Khei� and told them
they have found a body of a Georgian woman, so if anyone
was looking for her, they had to be no�ﬁed. I did not want my
Tamar to die and even so tragically. Un�l that phone-call I did
not want to believe Liakhvi really took her away from me. For
a long �me we tried to transfer her body. Although they permanently no�ﬁed us from Tskhinval/i that they looked a�er
Tamar’s grave as of their family member’s, s�ll we wanted her
to be close to us. That is why we o�en appealed to the Red
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Cross, the United Na�ons, Ministry of Internal Aﬀairs of Georgia and the Patriarchy and ﬁnally a�er three years Tamar’s
body was transferred from Tskhinval/i.
Not only the survivors, but also the deceased have become refugees because of the war. Both sides have suﬀered;
a son cannot go to a mother’s grave, a grandchild to a grandmother’s grave; who said Georgians and Osse�ans must be
enemies??? So many mixed families, rela�ves and friends
have shared the same pain… Wasn’t it an Osse�an who cried
at my Tamar’s grave when our tears could not reach Tskhinali?”
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THE SACRIFICE
We spent that night at his home; he treated
us as his family. His mother appeared to be Georgian;
she met us her own sons.

Three years a�er the August 2008 war Gori City Court announced Karale� village resident, Bidzina Parkashvili, Osse�an
by na�onality, as killed in war. Bidzina tried to save Georgians
and did not think the marauders would kill him right because
of his na�onality. The pillagers punished him as a traitor.
Bidzina’s father Suliko Parkashvili usually comes out of his
yard early in the morning and sits down in front of the gates;
he goes back into the house late in the evening. So what that
Bidzina is oﬃcially announced killed in war? His father s�ll
waits for his son who was kidnapped during the war.
Leila Bolotashvili (Parkashvili’s neighbor): “Bidzina and
9 Georgian young men were kidnapped together. This happened on the day when the Russian military entered the village the ﬁrst �me. Boys were si�ng right here, nearby my
house. Several men in military uniforms standing quite far
asked them in Georgian for help. Boys hurried to them right
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away; they thought our soldiers were in trouble. Our 60years-old neighbor followed them, but those in need of help
told him to go back; saying they did not need him. I sensed
something bad and followed the boys and saw how they
were forced into a closed truck under the threat of guns. We
haven’t seen Bidzina since then also.”
Suliko Parkashvili – “I ran a�er the kidnappers; spoke to
them in Osse�an, Russian, Georgian but they would not listen to me in any of the languages. Bidzina was si�ng in the
back of a closed truck; I could not see him. Just before they
le� the village a Russian sergeant jumped down from a tank
and shouted at the kidnappers; asking them were they were
taking the young men and telling them to leave them in the
village; but without any result. They drove away. What else
could I do? How or where could I follow them? Wai�ng was
my only hope so I turned back senselessly.”
Six from the 9 kidnapped got lucky, when the kidnappers
tried to capture more vic�ms. On the way to Tkhinvali they
met a Tkviavi village peasant with his wife and son in an old
‘Zhiguli’ car, driving to look at their house. The marauders
started shoo�ng at the vehicle, but the passengers managed
to run away. In this turmoil the prisoners also managed to
escape. Three of them were captured again. Bidzina started
yelling at the kidnappers: “What do you want from these
people?! I am an Osse�an, take me and leave these boys
alone.” Calling him a traitor the kidnappers pushed him into
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the car; they dragged two other �ed up prisoners Gocha and
Zviad into the trunk bea�ng them with machine gun bu�s.
Zviad Archuadze (one of the kidnapped): ‘Gazel’ type
minibus was remade into a cargo transport and the back of
the vehicle was separated from the cabin with a closed par��on. They kept Bidzina in the front cabin. All the way they
swore at him and beat him because he protected Georgians;
we could hear him screaming. At one moment we heard a
death moan and then it all went quiet. We do not know what
happened. Every �me they met Osse�an-Russian military on
the road they were asking: “We have Georgians to be killed
in the car, do you want them? When everyone refused them
one of the kidnappers started yelling: “Then I will kill these
bastards myself!” But we got lucky. When the kidnappers
lost the last hope of “selling” us, one of the soldiers in Tskhinval/i told them he would take care of us and took us from
them. We spent that night at his home; he treated us as his
family. His mother appeared to be Georgian; she met us her
own sons.The next day he and his friend drove us back safely
in his car.
We did not see Bidzina when they were handing us over
to our savior. I think the kidnappers were Osse�ans from
Arsevi. Our savior told me that Georgians killed their sister
before and that is why they were so cruel. It appeared that
our savior himself was living in Megvrekisi un�l he was seven.
He told us if he would not be able to take us out of Tskhinval/i
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himself he would have to hand us over to the mili�a; they
would probably beat us there too, but would not kill us and
we would be able to return home alive one day. S�ll he did all
he could and brought us back home safely.”
When Zviad and Gocha returned home safely the Parkashvilis’ regained hope for Bidzina’s return, but three years
have passed without any result; no one has seen the missing
young man neither dead, nor alive.
“They will not let me into Tskhinval/i to look for my son’s
body and nobody can help me from here…”
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COMPASSION KNOWS NO NATIONALITY
The woman called all her neighbors down.
Everyone bought as much apples as they could.

At one chilly evening in winter a moaning of child was coming out of the house of the Stepnadze’s. Li�le Valery caught a
cold when playing in the snow and was now in the bed with fever. The family was completely broke and it appeared that they
did not have even a single ‘tetri’ to buy some medicine for the
child. Late in the evening Valery’s temperature reached 40 degrees. His mother decided to go to Tskhinval/i for medicines; she
put some apples in a wheelbarrow; she hoped she would sell the
apples and be able to buy some medicines for her child.
“I le� the house; it was a chilly, winder evening; it was
freezing, snowing and windy. I entered Tskhinval/i and stopped
by big apartment houses. Although the entrance was free we
s�ll feared to go to Tskhinval/i alone; we always tried to walk
around Tskhinval/i in groups of at least two-three people. At
that evening I had to go alone; no one would dare to go with
me in such a windy evening.”
Leyla went into the city but she was desperate. It was a
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chilly and late evening, so the streets were empty; everyone
was at home. Who would need fruits at that �me? Leyla lost
hope and started crying in despair. She would do anything for
her only son, but she did not know what, or how to do any
more. She decided to knock on all the doors and suddenly she
saw a middle-age woman in black clothing coming with bread
in her hand; she was probably coming back from a bakery.
“The woman was very surprised to see me and asked about
my story in Georgian, but with Osse�an accent. I was s�ll crying
and told her that my son was ill and I did not have any money for
medicines. The woman stopped and looked at me intently. A�er
that she asked what I was selling. I had apples. It did not ma�er
to me for what price I would sell the apples for; what ma�ered
was to get what was necessary for the medicines – 30 rubles.
The woman immediately bought several kilos of apples.”
The woman called all her neighbors down. Everyone
bought as much apples as they could.
“She began to fuss; called her neighbours – “Come down
now; you all have to buy at least one kilo. All her neighbours
came to me thanks to that woman. They bought all my remaining apples. This was the moment of great relief and support for
me. I immediately bought the medicines and returned home.
When I came back my family members asked me – “Didn’t you
go to Tskhinval/i?” I was back so fast that they thought I returned back from half way. I hugged my li�le boy and thanked
the Lord for mee�ng that woman.”
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THE NEIGHBORS
I dared to ask Ibragim
to take me with him if he
was going to Vladikavkaz.

Tsitso Japaridze appeared to be in the middle of Tskhinval/i during the August 2008 war. According to her, it was only
thanks to the kind people among local popula�on that she is
s�ll alive.
On 7 August 2008 Tsitso ﬁnished one of her regular working days and was going to go home. The Georgian woman
worked in one of Tskhinval/i’s cafes and usually stayed for the
night at her sister’s house, who was married to an Osse�an.
Tsitso’s family lived in Gori region village of Nikozi.
That evening a Tskhinval/i mili�aman warned Tsitso to
spend that night in a cellar; “It’s necessary,” he said. The
woman did not listen to the unclear warning of a mili�aman
and went home.
That night Tskhinval/i residents woke up from a raving
sound of shoo�ng. War started on the night of 7 August
2008…
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“It really was unsafe to stay at home that night; shooting started and sound of explosions woke us up. The en�re
neighbourhood was outside; they were saying that the war
started, but nobody wanted to believe it. The lights went
out and in that hassle I could not even ﬁnd my shoes; I went
down with others to the cellar barefoot. We were hiding
down there for three days. To make it short, I was right in
the middle of Tskhinval/i during the war. My sister had li�le
children at home; she could not stay in the cellar for long so
her husband drove her to Vladikavkaz. There was no place
for me in the car, so I had to stay. My sister wanted to stay
with me but her neighbours calmed her down and promised
to look a�er me.”
The shoo�ng stopped in the city on August 10. The Russian army took over Tskhinval/i. A�er the days spent in the
cellar, Tsitso and the neighbours came out and started thinking about how to return home, to her family. She asked the
people she knew to somehow accompany her to a Georgian
checkpoint; a�er she would be able to walk to her village herself. Tsitso did not know that not just her village, but also Gori
was under Russian army control. Telephone communica�on
was oﬀ; many diﬀerent rumours were being spread and she
did not know anything about her family.
Her sister’s Osse�an neighbor Fenya decided to help Tsitso; she could see how Tsitso was suﬀering without her family.
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Fenya advised Tsitso to go to Vladikavkaz – to her sister, who was staying with some friends in the town. Fenya
thought that from Vladikavkaz Tsitso would be able to go to
Kazbegi. She walked her to the bus which was driving the
popula�on remaining in Tskhinval/i to Vladikavkaz and have
her 1000 roubles.
“Fenya advised me not to show my Georgian passport
and told the bus driver that my passport burnt with my house.
We managed to hide my na�onality as I speak Russian and
Osse�an very well. There is a village called Alagiri, just before
Vladikavkaz. The bus stopped there and people made a tentcamp; I saw my co-worker’s husband there. I was afraid he
would tell I was a Georgian. He was very surprised to see me.
I dared to ask Ibragim to take me with him if he was going to
Vladikavkaz.”
This �me Ibragim helped Tsitso and she managed to
reach Vladikavkaz safely.
“I spent two weeks with my sister; at her rela�ves family.
They took good care of me. I was worried about my family,
as I did not know what has happened to them. Our Tskhinval/i
neighbour sent me to Vladikavkaz as she thought I would be
able to go to Kazbegi from there, but as I was told in Vladikavkaz that the given road has been blocked for almost 5 years
I had to return to Tskhinval/i. When being in Vladikavkaz, the
locals respected us, helped us with food products and in any
other possible way.”
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19 August Tsitso and her sister’s family returned from
Vladikavkaz to Tskhinval/i. Tsitso could not go without an
iden�ﬁca�on document any more. One of the neighbors accompanied them to a Russian checkpoint and managed to get
her an ID, which would allow her to move around safely.
In Tskhinval/i, Tsitso asked for help from one of the mili�amen she knew. Osse�ans periodically exchanged prisoners with Georgian side and one day he helped Tsitso to
go with them. Tsitso was able to reach Tbilisi and ﬁnd her
family.
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THE ABDUCTION OF MACHABELI
Fortunately, one of the boys knew that the girl
was kidnapped by a Georgian for marrying her.

- I love her and I will marry her; and I don’t care that she is
s�ll a schoolgirl! – Hamlet Chulukhadze told his Osse�an friends
– three Uruzmags.
Her name was Bella Machabeli. The boy was from Kekhvi
village and the girl from Kurta. The Georgian boy had Osse�an
rela�ves in Tskhinval/i – the Tskhovrebovs. It was the year 1993
and although no more heavy ba�les were underway, Osse�ans
and Georgians did not communicate with each other.
Bella Machabeli was a high school junior. That evening
she was walking back home from school. She met her mother
on the road and they con�nued walking and talking together.
Suddenly, three Uruzmags drove up to them in a “Niva” vehicle;
they tried to push the girl into the car. The mother grabbed
her daughter’s hand and wouldn’t let go. The Uruzmags hardly
managed to take the shou�ng girl away from her mother. The
woman started shou�ng and crying; people gathered around;
the crowd circled around the car; they broke the windows, but
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the car managed to drive out of the crowd. The three young
men were badly injured.
They brought the girl to Hamlet’s rela�ves and went to the
hospital to treat their injuries and bruises. At that �me Kekhvi
residents gathered a small group and went to Tskhinval/i to
look for the girl. One of the Drgve residents learnt about it and
no�ﬁed the Osse�ans that a crowd of Georgians was on the
way and they had to be met adequately.
A group of Osse�ans met the Georgians nearby Tamarasheni; a ﬁght started. The ﬁght was already developing into
a serious clash when one of the Georgians realized it had to be
explained that a girl has been kidnapped.
-

A girl has been kidnapped; Bella Machabeli; do you un-

derstand? We will never forgive you her death; even if a single
hair falls from her head, Bella’s father shouted ﬁercely.
Osse�ans were startled. They started whispering to each
other. Fortunately, one of the boys knew that the girl was kidnapped by a Georgian for marrying her. He stepped forward
and said:
-

I know who kidnapped the girl.

-

Then tell us were he lives; we will ﬁnd them and pay

them back.
Why would you pay them back? Chulukhadze kidnapped
her; he lives in your neighboring village and wants to marry her,
the boy stressed.
When he heard that Bella’s uncle said:
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_ Can you take me to his rela�ves so I can be sure of what
you said?
_ Yes, I can.
They agreed on that; but others went back s�ll angry. It
could be understood they were not happy with such an outcome; their dignity has been extremely abused; they almost
gave their lives for a kid’s awkward decision to take care of
his love aﬀairs that way. The parents found out that Hamlet,
from a neighboring village kidnapped their daughter. Not even
a single word has been said about returning the girl, although
she did not want to get married at all; but many people almost
became vic�ms of bloodshed, so they did not want to con�nue
the conﬂict – Chulukhadze kept the girl.
The love story developed into poli�cs. Hamlet and his wife
spent several months in Tskhinval/i, with rela�ves, as he was
afraid to return home. Later they moved to Tbilisi and s�ll live
there in happiness.
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DO WE NEED RELATIVES?
We do not choose
our rela�ves; we have to put up
with them as they are…

Our rela�onships grew cold again in 2004 when military ac�ons reappeared. We even called each other very
rarely. I have a lot of rela�ves there – cousins, nephews,
nieces and so on. And… my brother has been living there
for all this �me. He has a Georgian wife and their children
believe themselves to be Georgians. We have never had any
disputes before, but a�er we did communicate very o�en
and did not even call each other on the phone.
On 12 or 13 August 2008, when the telephone communica�on was restored my cousin Inga called me from Vladikavkaz and said that our rela�ves from Georgia have been
calling her. They knew about the war and were asking if
we were alive or not in tears. All the rela�ves who could
were contac�ng my cousin and expressing their concern.
Inga called in every hour, trying to support as much as pos-
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sible. All my rela�ves called me from Georgia, but not my
brother. I tried not to show to my children that I was angry
with my brother, but ﬁnally they asked: “How come uncle
Mikho does not call at all?” I could not hold myself back
and answered that uncle Mikho was dead for me, but soon I
regre�ed these words.
One day my cousin Otari called and said: “I’m very glad
you’re alive; I pray to the Mother of God and the Lord to
save you.” I thanked him and told him that we were all right,
alive; thank god our house was not burned; that we work
and live as before.
-

Mikho is very nervous about you all; he wants to

know how you are, that you have a house, food; that everyone is healthy; he is crying, Otari said suddenly.
-

Otari, I don’t believe him. A year has gone since the

war ended and he is crying now? I said in anger.
-

He was always nervous; he just knows he was wrong

and is embarrassed to call; please, have mercy on him Elvira,
write him something! Otari said.
-

I’m sorry Otari, I can’t. Why doesn’t he call me?

-

He is afraid you will oﬀend him and his heart will

not stand that; he is not healthy and his wife is ill, too.
-

I can’t; I can’t make the ﬁrst move…

A�er this conversa�on my rela�ves called, sent SMSs,
giving me news from my brother from �me to �me. One
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day I was with my friends. They were speaking about their
Georgian rela�ves saying that their rela�onships are as before, but the new telephone communica�on is not good and
it’s not easy to call from Georgia.
Later, I found out that our youth, mainly journalists
were ﬂying abroad for mee�ng Georgian journalists. Before that when my husband switched TV to Georgian channels I always asked him to turn it oﬀ. I could not listen
to Georgian language even on TV, but my husband likes
watching Georgian movies and concerts. A�er permanent,
useless disputes with him I got used to it and I believe this
had an eﬀect on me and I saw that the conﬂict sides will
sooner or later start mee�ng for nego�a�ons. Our oﬃcials
started going to Geneva systema�cally for mee�ng with
Georgian oﬃcials. They can communicate without scandal
and shou�ng and we, close rela�ves cannot? Ques�ons,
ques�ons…
Once my daughter asked me:
-

Do you think its uncle Mikho’s fault that there’s war

here?
-

No, why do you think so? He is not personally re-

sponsible for this.
-

Then why are we angry at him?

-

Because he is one of those who could have asked

his government why Georgians are permanently ﬁgh�ng
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with Osse�ans. He was a respected person in the city and
his opinion was important. He could have done that, but he
did not. He is hiding that he is an Osse�an.
-

Mom, maybe he is doing it because he is afraid?

You have taught me it is hard to ﬁght fear. Maybe uncle
could not overcome his fear, so now we have to do what?
Completely erase him from our lives? We do not choose our
rela�ves; we have to put up with them as they are…
My daughter did not study at the faculty of psychology
for nothing. Her words made me think a lot. The New Year’s
Eve came soon and we all gathered to call uncle Mikho’s
family. For a long �me I was choosing the right words to
tell him; I even wrote the text that we all edited together.
The text started like this: “I think we both owe each other
an apology, but I want to be ﬁrst to say I’m sorry…” We
dialled the only number that my cousin Otari gave me just
in case.
-

Hello, Mikho, is that you? This is Elvira, Happy New

Year!
Here I completely forgot my text and went silent.
-

Eh, how are you mee�ng the New Year?

-

What have you cooked? - I could hardly say the

words.
-

Happy New Year my dear sister! How are you? Are

you ok? We as before, cooked satsivi, tolma; have some
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fruits, mandarins…
-

We have satsivi too and Osse�an pie and of course

gozinaki, a big Christmas tree; and children just graduated
this year and are looking for jobs, I said.
-

Congratula�ons! Did the girls get married? Are

there any candidates?...
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AKHSAR AND MISHA
It seemed like in this cruel world, where people
may even hate the dead bodies of their enemies,
there is no place for friendship between
those on diﬀerent sides of barricades,
but there is an excep�on to every rule…

During one of the horrible evenings of August 2008, the
former ﬁeld commander and now rebel Akhsar Tskhurbat
was walking along the Heroes Street in Tskhinval/i; he was really �red. There were several corpses lying in the street. The
bodies were already decaying and there was a horrible smell
around. Akhsar entered the ﬁrst house on the way, took out
some bed sheets and covered the bodies. He could not bury
them at that moment; he was too exhausted.
One of the passers-by saw Akhsar and asked:
- Why are you covering up the corpses of Georgians?! Let
them rot!
- No, they are not Georgians, Akhsar replied.
- How come? Why are they wearing Georgian uniforms
then?
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- They are not Georgians any more, they are just corpses,
corpses that cannot harm anyone; do you understand? They
have no na�onality! – Akhsar said and con�nued his way.
The passer-by looked in surprise at Akhsar walking away,
for a long �me.
One year has passed a�er the August war. It seemed
like in this cruel world, where people may even hate the dead
bodies of their enemies, there is no place for friendship between those on diﬀerent sides of barricades, but there is an
excep�on to every rule…
Akhsar’s friend Misha phoned him from Tbilisi. Before
the war Misha Tabatadze lived in Avnevi village, which is located nearby Tskhinval/i. Akhsar and Misha were old friends.
Before the war they visited each other very o�en. Misha and
his big family were always glad to see Akhsar as their guest in
Avnevi. Akhsar o�en took his few friends with him and they
o�en went in the shadow of Misha’s balcony and drank good
wine.
Akhsar was glad to see Misha was calling.
-

How are you Misha? You ﬁnally “moved to live in

the big city, ha?” Before you always lived in a village – Akhsar
made a cynical joke.
Misha was not insulted by his friend’s joke; he always
liked Akhsar’s sarcas�c humor:
-

Yeah, we are ok. How are you? I need a favor from

you; can you go to my daughter’s grave in Avnevi? If you can-
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not, tell me right away; I will understand.
-

Yes, of course I will; I will go to Avnevi in a few days

- Akhsar replied and he did so.
Akhsar, one of his sons, our mutual friend and I went to
Avnevi together. At ﬁrst Akhsar went to Misha’s daughter’s
grave and cleaned from leaves and other garbage; a�er he
took a bo�le of wine and recalled the deceased in Osse�an:
“Rukhsag U!” and drank the wine right from the bo�le. We
did the same.
We went to Misha’s house. The house was burnt down;
only the walls were standing. Akhsar’s son went to the garden
to dig out the roses; the owner of the house gave him permission to dig out the roses and plant them in his yard. Akhsar
went with him, to help. I was walking and looking around
the house. Suddenly, I saw a photo album on the stairs that
before led down to the cellar. I could not believe my eyes;
how could a photo-album survive the ﬁre? So much �me has
passed; even it was not just the war; there was so much rain,
snow... photos usually have to be thrown away a�er that.
I s�ll went down there and took the album. Almost all the
photos were in good condi�on. It was a family photo-album;
many photos of Misha’s big family. I was thinking how useless
this li�le album looked compared to the ruined house, but for
the owner of that house it could the most precious thing, as it
was his memories and the history of his family.
I showed my discovery to Akhsar. He, on his turn, found
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a chair made by Misha; he used to sit in that chair when
breathing fresh air in the yard. We were very happy with our
ﬁndings. Of course, we took it all with us. Akhsar could not
send the chair and album to Tbilisi as the border was closed;
there was no one going to Tbilisi either and sending the items
through Moscow would also be problema�c.
Once a young movie director visited Akhsar in Tskhinval/i;
he was making a ﬁlm about war. Akhsar told him the story of
the photo-album and chair. As soon as the director listened
to the story about Avnevi he took the responsibility of taking
the items to Tbilisi...
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THE HEART
I would not be alive now if it was
not for those merciful people.

Gori region village Tsitelubani resident Nodar Makharadze decided to go work in the ﬁeld on that day too. He
thought – “So what that it’s war; a soldier does what he has to
do; how can a peasant sit without doing anything? I need to
do what I have to do” – and went to work.
It was 8 August 2008. He has just started working in the
ﬁeld when Nodar felt a horrible pain in the chest and lost consciousness. He was unconscious for 4 hours when neighbors
no�ced him and took him to his house. As it was war and Gori
was already being bombed they did not dare to take Nodar to
the hospital.
On 11 August Nodar’s health condi�on worsened. His
neighbor Osse�ans were really concerned and started thinking about a solu�on. Finally they decided to go to Russians
and asked the ﬁeld hospital employees for help.
Nodar Makharadze: “On 12 August 2008, a Russian doctor came and told me the situa�on very serious and I had to
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be taken to a hospital. I asked them to take me to the Georgian police block-post in Igoe� village as a car sent from Tbilisi
would be wai�ng for me there. They refused and despite my
objec�ons, they took me to the emergency of a ﬁeld hospital in Tskhinval/i. My health condi�on was very bad, but nobody paid any a�en�on to me. In the emergency, I lay beside
wounded Russian soldiers so it was even harder for me to be
there.
On 13 August, they moved me to a building Tskhinval/i
which had “Human Rights Protec�on Centre” wri�en on it,
although at that �me the department of the Emergency Situa�ons Headquarters of Russia was located there. They le� me
in one of the rooms, gave me medicine ‘Panangin’ and told me
to con�nue to take that if I would feel bad. They appointed a
nurse to me as well; a Tskhinval/i resident, a great person. She
did everything for me; gave me food, water, clothing. My only
thoughts were about leaving that hell. Russian coldly told me
I would be among the prisoners when the �me of prisoner
exchange would come. “Did you take me prisoner, or helped
me as a sick person?” I asked them in surprise.
My health condi�on worsened every day so I asked my
nurse for help. I used her cell-phone and called my villagers
who were living in Vladikavkaz at that �me. They were very
concerned with my condi�on and promised to do everything
possible for saving me.
Unfortunately, I cannot say the names of those great Os-
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se�an persons who really did everything they could for saving
me. Women from Tskhinval/i took great risks, but they did
not hold back for even a second. I would not be alive now if it
was not for those merciful people.
On 24 August 2008, they helped me to leave Tskhinval/i
by bypass paths and anxiously waited for my call un�l I was
safe. I would like to see those people again and thank them
properly. Peace is built in the hearts of such people.”
On 29 August 2008 Nodar Makhatadze underwent a
heart surgery in Tbilisi. He is feeling well now and says he was
saved thanks to the Lord and kind people.
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YOU HAVE NOT TAUGHT ME HATRED
The soldier handed her the “Prayers”,
looked in her blue eyes for an instant,
grabbed her hands and hugged her.

Lord… is this a nightmare, or a horrible reality? – She
thought and walked around the table in confusion… Another
explosion and the lonely lady, former teacher, looked like a
ghost from fear. She prayed to God for survival although realized that it would be hard to get out of such grave situa�on.
She was too afraid even to look outside; stopped walking
from �me to �me wai�ng for the shoo�ng to stop. She had to
spend several days even in a cellar…
Hot August; the city is full of horrible smell of gunpowder and streets are full of corpses. Fire burning around and
the echoes made the situa�on even more terrible. This was
Tskhinval/i as the lady saw it when she le� her house a�er
deciding to go to the Georgian side. It was the �me when the
Georgian army retreated and le� Liakhvi Valley villages too.
The territory was occupied by Osse�an and Russian military
forces.
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It is seven in the morning. Tskhinval/i is completely empty. People have either le� the city, or are hiding in their cellars. Only one lady, wearing black, can be seen on a hill; she
disappears from �me to �me, too. It seems like she is creeping somewhere and hiding on the way. She goes and diﬀerent
thoughts come to her head:
“I le� everything behind and may never be able to go
back; I will probably never see my mom in Gori either; I hope
she has survived; or will even I stay alive un�l then? Or what
is my life now? My husband died because of this conﬂict and
I do not even know where my only son is. Nobody has been
able to help me ﬁnd him. But life is sweet; I want to hug the
only hope I have le� and tell her I am alive and everything
will be all right. This hope is my mom. They said Gori was
bombed several �mes; will I be able to see her again? Probably not…”
Her eyes were blurry from tears; it was like she realized
that it was the end. She wiped her eyes, was convinced she
was seeing the reality and fell down instantly… Shoo�ng restarted periodically; explosions and smoke appeared at different loca�ons. Ergne�, from where she was going to go to
the Georgian side, was s�ll far. When she came to her senses
the soldier the sight of whom made her kneel down, came
closer to her. “Don’t kill me; my mom is wai�ng for me”, she
said as she opened her eyes. The armed soldier handed some
water to the lady; she looked up at him and refused to drink.
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“Don’t be afraid, I don’t kill anyone,” she heard from above.
She started shivering even more a�er hearing her wards and
started telling him her tragic story. She told him she had a
mother in Gori that she has been married to a Tskhinval/i man
who died in 1990’s. She said she was not going to leave the
city but love to her mother made her make the decision. She
tried to get up, her voice shivering, and a small book fell out
of her pocket… The soldier handed her the “Prayers”, looked
in her blue eyes for an instant, grabbed her hands and hugged
her. The lady could not understand anything un�l the soldier
said in despair: “Marina Ivanovna, you have not taught me
hatred and killing others; I’m Igor, one of your former students.”
She does not remember how she reached Gori; she just
said that it very very hard to put up with the reality for really
long. She is now living in one of Gori kindergarden buildings
with her old mother now and dreams about seeing her missing son again.
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THE UNEXPECTED GUEST
The radio came alive; he received an order;
he looked down at the wounded;
he had to do something as soon as possible…

It was 8 August 2008… Tskhinval/i was occupied by the
Georgian army. It was evening �me and the city was temporarily calm. Just random shoo�ngs could be heard from �me
to �me. People s�ll remaining in Tskhinval/i were hiding in
cellars.
Several Georgian soldiers were patrolling the Heroes
Street; that had an order to control the perimeter. Shootings ac�vated; armed groups hiding in buildings were resisting Georgian army.
A middle aged man was looking out of the window at
the second ﬂoor of the 9-storey apartment house at 118 Heroes Street; he saw the soldiers and hid behind a curtain.
- Did you see that? There was someone standing at the
window and is not there any more; I think a stray bullet hit
him.
- There’s no one there; the building is empty.
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- A curtain has moved at the third ﬂoor too. I need to
see what has happened; there must be some locals inside;
maybe someone really got shot.
He went into one of the entrances and returned soon.
-

Hope he will survive… an old man has been wound-

ed at the second ﬂoor.
-

We don’t have �me for that; I’ve received an order,

we have to go immediately; let’s go!!!
The soldiers le� the territory immediately although just
before that the Georgian soldier did what he had to do.
A�er knocking at the door several �mes without any answer he broke the door and entered the apartment. There
was no one in the room; just household staﬀ was sca�ered
around; the apartment looked like a ba�leﬁeld; probably
the family le� the apartment has�ly. He turned and went to
the kitchen. An old man lay mo�onless under the window.
His head was bleeding.
The soldier checked his pulse; heart was bea�ng slightly.
The radio came alive; he received an order; he looked
down at the wounded; he had to do something as soon as
possible…
- Баххуыс мын кæн – the wounded mumbled.
- Ма тæрс, алцыдæр дзæбæх уыдзæнис – he replied
in poor Osse�an.
Instantly he remembered he saw someone in a win-
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dow on the third ﬂoor; he did not hesitate, immediately ran
upstairs and knocked on the door… He thought he heard
quiet steps inside but nobody answered him, or opened the
door; they did not have any more �me; neither him, nor the
wounded. As soon as he decided to break the door the lock
cracked. The door opened slowly; there was a man standing
behind. He looked with fearful eyes…
-

Do you understand Georgian?

The man nodded his head without saying a word.
-

There’s your neighbor wounded downstairs, in the

one-room apartment at the second ﬂoor; go and help him
now. - he told the man and did not wait the the answer. He
hoped he saved at least one life in the rage of war and with
a calm heart he followed the other soldiers.
A�er the soldier le� the building, the neighbor crept
down the stairs and found his neighbor dead in the kitchen;
the body was s�ll warm. He kneeled down, tears came down
his face, and thought: “What if I opened the door without
hesita�ng and ran down here? Would he s�ll be alive? But,
how could I ever imagine that in the middle of the war a
Georgian soldier would ask me to help an Osse�an?...
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A SOLDIER SAVED US
This war was really foolish.
Both sides should have done
everything for not star�ng it.

Irina from Tskhinval/i visited her relatives three years
after the end of August 2008 war.
“I don’t want to remember those days.

I would

change those days if I could change something in the
past,” Irina says and hugs the 4 year old Alana. The child
was an infant when her home city was being bombed and
was hilding with her mom, older brother and neighbors in
a cellar of a ruined house. Still, Alana does not remember
what war is, so her mother starts remembering the days
of war when the little girl leaves the room.
Irina says her children and she were saved by Georgian soldiers.
“I can’t remember what date it was; I’m trying to forget that tragic period completely, but miracles happen
during war too and those who carry arms and bring death
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can do good too.
When our apartment house was ruined we found
shelter in the cellar. We lived in horrible moisture and
during some time did not even have food for children.
Infants were in better situation, as we, mothers breastfed them. We expected death every second. We could
not even lock the cellar door as we were afraid someone
would come and blow up, or shoot at the locked door;
and one of us inside would be killed for sure. We hoped
that when they’d find the cellar we would not let them
kill the children and surrender as prisoners together
with our children. There were only women, children and
two elders in the cellar. Our men were not fighting; they
were trying to take us out to safety; they left and because of the heavy military actions failed to come back.
We did not let the infants to cry so nobody would hear
were we were hiding; as soon as they started crying we
put a breast in their mouth. Older children knew they
had to be silent. We lived like we were buried alive in
the dark, with rats.
After two days spent in the cellar we heard some
noise outside the door. Someone carefully opened the
heavy iron door; we saw a machinegun first and then a
tall young man in military uniform came in.
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- Don’t shoot us, - I whispered in Georgian.
- Are you Georgian? - the soldier asked.
- No, I said and managed to say – we have only children here.
The soldiers turned back, put his finger to his lips; it
was apparent he warned someone to be quiet and then
called someone upstairs that there was nobody downstairs; after he came into the cellar. The second soldier
followed him; they looked around our shelter using the
torchlight asked me if we had food. I could not say a
word; others were speechless from fear and astonishment too. What do you think?! An enemy soldier came
in, concealed our existence from his commander, petted
the children and then asked if we had food.
I admit I thought they were hungry and that is why
they asked about the food. I pointed them at the canned
food and said it was horrible to eat without bread.
One of the soldiers took out some bread from his
backpack; the other one took out dry food, soldier’s meal
and put it in front of the children. They went back to the
door and quietly warned us not to go outside.
My husband came back the next day. He has managed to find a closed truck. We all went into the back of
the truck and started for Vladikavkaz. More people joined
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us on the road. One woman was saying Georgian soldiers
have shot infants in their beds, have raped women and
have cut off the heads of elders. I was terrified by her
stories, but did not believe a single word. I could not hold
back and asked if she saw all that herself. “No, others
have told me”, - she said. I said I did not believe in those
stories and told them our story. Children remembered
how that man gave them bread. Others who have been
in the cellar with us confirmed the story and the woman
who was claiming the violence of Georgians could not say
a word. Although, her stories really had some effect on
the children; my son asked: “Mom, probably that soldier
was kind and did what he did and others probably have
met evil soldiers”.
One of the old women who joined us on the road replied my son. She said that Georgian soldiers saved her
sister; a woman who stayed in the village alone after the
war started. She was wounded in an explosion and could
not move. Georgian soldiers carried the woman on their
backs until they reached the field medical point.
Others remembered a lot of good done by Georgians
and suddenly we all felt that we did not hate each other,
we were trying to find the reason not to say bad about
each other. This war was really foolish. Both sides should
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have done everything for not starting it. Probably none
of us expected that the politicians would ruin our lives
one more time.”
“There is a shortest road to Tbilisi and it must be reopened. We have no right for hatred. Both sides must do
everything for rebuilding peace and saving our children
from evil,” Irina says.
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THE CURAGIOUS
He hopes that the peace will come back

There is a rare category of people who never leave their
homeland despite any danger. They never run away. Even
when war is raging they stay at their homes and con�nue their
regular lifestyle surrounded by enemies; their weapons are
calmness and pa�ence which surprises all the enemies.
Such a person lives in Tskhinval/i now. They call Mikho
– Mokhevets. He was born and raised in Tskhinval/i. His parents’ graves are in Tskhinval/i also and he knows that he is �ed
to this city forever. The hardest period came in the early 1990’s
when disorders and war started in the country. Mikho’s only
thought was that he would never be able to leave Tskhinval/i
forever. I will stay here – he told his neighbors and friends and
did it. When all the Georgians le� Tskhinval/i, Mikho and his
sister appeared to be the only two Georgians in a hos�le environment. They even threatened to kill them, but their calmness and courage resulted in compassion even from those who
had the most radical a�tude towards Georgians. Tskhinval/i
residents respected Mikho and supported him as they could.
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He went through a lot of troubles, but nothing could break him.
Be�er �mes will come and we will again live together – Mikho
thought. He sent his sister for treatment and rest to Tbilisi every summer but never le� Tskhinval/i himself. Time went by,
the wounds of war healed, situa�on stabilized and Mikho’s life
became more pleasant.
Mikho was planning to send his disabled sister Meri to
Tbilisi again in summer 2008. Unfortunately the war started
and Meri and her brother remained in the rain of bullets.
The mul�-storey apartment house in Tabolov, former
Japaridze street, were Meri and Mikho spent almost all of their
lives, was ruined by explosion almost completely. People hid in
the cellars. They all started looking for Mikho and Meri. Mikho
was trying to save his sister all alone. Others ran to the wheelchair and immediately brought her to the cellar.
Due to the fact that not just the peaceful popula�on hid
in the cellar, the ruined house was o�en targeted by ar�llery.
Those in the cellar escaped death twice miraculously. It was
hard to breath in the cellar and everyone was complaining
about the war; Mikho was silent. “We will probably not be able
to stay in the city any more,” Meri was crying. Neighbors tried
to calm her down saying: “Why not? You are completely innocent; who would say anything to you?!” Mikho agreed with
his neighbors: “Yes, I’m not going to go anywhere. I’m from
Tskhinval/i; I was born here and will be buried here.”
When the direct ba�les ended Mikho realized it would be
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hard to look a�er his sister in the ruined city. He asked the Red
Cross for help. He sent Meri to Tbilisi and stayed in the burned
city; he started cleaning the streets as others did.
Mikho’s life is hard and though�ul. He cannot understand
why people have to ﬁght each other and why they cannot come
to agreements calmly and without crea�ng more problems.
They even gave him a nickname – “Man of Peace” – as no one
remembers Mikho having a conﬂict with anyone.
Mikho hopes that the peace will come back and there will
be �me when Georgians and Osse�ans will live under the roof
of one big, mul�-storey apartment house…
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DINNER WITH A STRANGER
May the only God and Saint Uas�rji be with us!

It was a hot, summer day; I was with my friends at my
house. It was war around, ba�les going on, shoo�ng everywhere. I was just oﬀ duty from a trench, needed some rest
and was not going to go anywhere that day. Mother made
us some food, I called my neighbors and we started a small
supra – if that poor table that we had can be called a supra.
A li�le later our neighbor Oslan Kochiev came and brought
some stranger with him.
Of course we invited them to the table. They sat
down. We could see the stranger was not local; he did not
speak Osse�an, but spoke Russian without any Caucasian
accent.
-

May the only God and Saint Uas�rji be with us! – I

said the ﬁrst toast.
-

Omen uaet! (Amen) – All the others said.

-

Amen – the guest said in Russian and drank the wine

to the bo�om.
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You have some good wine – Alan from neighboring

street said.
-

Yes, we’ve made it ourselves, with clean heart;

that’s why it’s good – I replied.
-

Yes, I can feel your hand and clean heart in it – he

con�nued joking.
-

May All the Saints be with us! – I said the second

toast.
-

Omen uaet! – Everyone else said, including the

guest…
I tried to say short toasts in order to not annoy my �red
guests. We could not go without any toasts either; it was a
day-oﬀ and we wanted to pretend we were having a good
table.
We con�nued on and even got drunk a li�le, although
there was not much wine; it’s necessary to save everything
when it’s war. Suddenly the guest came up to me and
asked:
-

How do I get to the checkpoint?

I looked at my neighbor who he came with in surprise:
-

Who is this?

-

I don’t know! – He said – Met him in the June 9

street. He was standing on the road trying to stop a car; he
was going somewhere. When we came here I told him we
could have some food and he did not object.
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I turned to the guest and asked:
-

Why are you going to the checkpoint? There’s

Georgians there…
-

I’m… I am a Georgian and… I have to go there…

I looked at Soso in surprise. We did not know what to
do; it was late to get up and go outside. We sat like that for
several minutes; trying to ﬁgure out what to do. “Others
must not know who he is; they’ll kill him for sure. I can’t,
I’m a host and he’s my guest; Soslan cannot do it either; he
brought him here,” I was thinking.
-

Pour another glass – someone told his neighbor.

The toasts con�nued and our awkward silence stopped.
The Georgian set down and did not come near me any more.
He realized something really bad could happen. We tried
not to say anything careless.
As soon as it got dark heavy shoo�ng started again.
Missiles exploded near the house.
Suddenly our guest jumped up and started swearing
– he was swearing at the war in Georgian. There was no
point in hiding his na�onality any more. Everyone was staring at him in surprise. Probably others thought he was a local Georgian. Soso and I knew that he was not local; I could
recognize each one of them.
At that moment Soso called me from the yard. I
went out immediately. I still don’t know how he man-
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aged to go outside with the guest. We hastily put him in
the car and drove to the checkpoint. We drove nearby
the checkpoint, hiding and dropped our guest off. We
returned back in seconds, but our hearts were ready to
jump out. Any Georgian would shoot us without thinking
if they would see us…
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CLASSMATES
If I see him again I will hug
him as my brother.

Village Gujabauri is located between Nikozi and Tskhinval/i
and in fact is a suburb of Tskhinval/i. It used to be a Georgian
village, but a�er the war of 1990’s only Osse�an popula�on
stayed there. Family of Maisuradze is one of the excep�ons.
Two, from four brothers are married to Osse�an women, so
they stayed in the village.
Children of one of the brothers went to Nikozi School.
Vakhtang Misuradze made friends with children from Nikozi and
some�mes stayed overnight at their houses. Dima Mchedlidze
was one of his best friends from Nikozi.
It was May 2008. Vakhtang’s classmates from Nikozi were
ge�ng ready to mark his 16th birthday. They decided to drive a
bike to Gujabauri and take the birthday meals from Vakhtang’s
home.
Dima Mchedlidze:

“We were friends not only with

Vakhtang, but also with his Osse�an cousins. We had very good
rela�ons and there was no barrier between us. I do not speak
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Osse�an so I communicated with them only in Georgian. In
general, majority of Osse�an popula�on speaks Georgian. The
years of neighborly rela�ons are probably the reason that they
s�ll know Georgian and not just older genera�ons.”
In the a�ernoon the 10th graders Vakhtang and Dima
went to their classmate’s Achikos house; Achiko had a bike and
they le� for Gujabauri. The trip was not long as the Misuradze’s
lived at the entrance to the village. They would take the meals
cooked by Vakhtang’s mother and would mark his birthday
with other classmates in Nikozi. They decided so as it would be
too dangerous for the whole class to go to Maisuradze’s house
in Gujabauri.
They were stopped at the entrance to the village at the Osse�an checkpoint. They sent the driver back to get documents
and told Dima to get in the car, as they wanted to speak with
him separately.
Dima Mchedlidze: “We hoped we would be able to pass
the post without any problem, as before, but that did not happen. I had a feeling that my blood froze in my veins when Osse�an soldiers stopped us. I instantly imagined what Tskhinval/i
prison would be like. Vakho stood for me and spoke to the
soldiers in Osse�ans; they hit him several �mes – asking why he
could not speak ﬂuent Osse�an.”
Vakhtang tried to help but was beaten for it. At that moment an Osse�an old man living nearby helped the boys. He
told the soldiers that if they let the second boy go, why not
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they would release Dima also. The soldiers replied the old man
harshly and again tried to put Dima in the car. Vakhtang tried
to help Dima and a real ﬁght started.
Soon a ‘Niva’ vehicle drove to the post and a young man
from the car asked in Georgian what was going on.
The newcomer gave a loud remark to the checkpoint soldiers and said that they did not have the right to detain the
boys without any reason. It seemed he was higher by rank and
power then the others.
Dima Mchedlidze: “I don’t even know what would happen
if that guy did not come. I would probably be put in Tskhinval/i
prison. When their commander appeared I thought he would
support them, but I was wrong. I am s�ll very thankful to him
for the fact that I could go back home that day. If I see him
again I will hug him as my brother.”
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THE GRANNY
No granny, we are not Georgians, but don’t worry,
we’ll take care of you.

It was the hot August of 2008 and Liakhvi Valley was almost empty of its popula�on. Some people le� their houses
with the ﬁrst shoo�ngs, some on the second or third day of the
war and went to the capital, or other regions of the country.
An old lady was struggling for life in the Kekhvi village. She
had a stroke before so she did not follow her neighbors – “Why
would I be trying to survive? Death has come near me anyway,”
she said. She did not listen to her son who lived in Tbilisi either – “I’m dieing anyway, so I’d be�er die in my bed,” was her
answer. She hoped it would all end soon, as in 2004, but her
hopes did not come true…
She ran out of water and food and medicines also; she can
not survive without them – she has just had a stroke recently.
Her cell-phone was discharged too and the only thing she could
think of was to call for help; it did not ma�er who would hear
her, even an enemy; this was the only way out.
Three Osse�an soldiers were joyfully walking around the
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empty village. At ﬁrst one of them stopped talking; then the
two others went silent too. They could clearly hear someone
calling for help. They went faster and came to a small, onestorey house. There was an old, up to 80 years old, skinny lady
lying in the bed.
- How could they leave you here alone granny? - One of
them asked her in Georgian.
- Are you Georgians my sons? May you always be as happy
as you just made me glad, the old lady replied.
- No granny, we are not Georgians, but don’t worry, we’ll
take care of you.
They took the old lady to Tskhinval/i hospital; she spent
one week there and a�er was transported to the Georgian side
with help from the Red Cross, during prisoner exchange. She is
not living with her son in Tbilisi. She says she changed her opinion about Osse�ans a�er what has happened – “Before the war
I cursed the Osse�ans every day. Every �me I heard shoo�ng I
would say they all had to die in one day and leave us alone; I’ve
never felt such a�en�on from anyone else; even my son would
not look a�er me as they did in Tskhinval/i…”
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WHY DON’T WE JUST
FORGET EVERYTHING?
Such a big abyss separated us that I couldn’t
even go there to mourn for my deceased older brother.

One of the most favorite holidays for Osse�ans if ‘Dzvabronoba’, which every Osse�an marks by all means. Osse�ans living in Georgia always marked this holiday also and
not alone, but together with Georgians. Even in Soviet �mes
when people were prohibited to pray in churches the Artsevi
Georgians and Osse�ans always went to the high mountain
and in a common chapel prayed to the Lord together, asking for wellness for each other and their homeland. There
were a lot of guests in all the families; Osse�ans baked their
cheesecake ‘khabidzgina’, beer was brewed, one big table
was laid and an amazing feast with Georgian and Osse�an
na�onal dances took place. Those joyful �mes stayed in the
past for Donara, who is originally from Artsevi. Communica�on stopped in 1991 when, as she herself says, “the country
collapsed” because Georgians and Osse�ans who have been
brought up together spilled each others’ blood.
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“My life is full of pain since then. Communica�on with
my brothers and rela�ves who moved to Vladikavkaz because
of war and tension stopped. Such a big abyss separated us
that I couldn’t even go there to mourn for my deceased older
brother.
35 years I’ve been living in Meskhe�, Akhaltsikhe and
dream for the past, those joyful �mes. What did we have to
ﬁght about? I’ve never felt from Georgians that I’m an Osse�an. When a personal tragedy happened to me Georgians
were the ones who helped me to get over the hardest pain.
My Fa� fell into water during that car accident. We were looking for her for 9 days and on the 9th day water brought her
body out. She had a li�le son who is now living with his father.
I buried my daughter and my brothers did not know anything;
they learnt about it a lot later. Georgians were beside me
during those hard days. How can I ever forget that support?!
I’ve tried to think of something in the past that would promote conﬂict between us and Georgians – I could not think
of anything.
Up to 300 families lived in Artsevi village – mostly Osse�an, or mixed families. That is why there was a big school in
the village and Osse�an and Georgian children studied there
together. We all loved each other and I cannot understand
what happened a�er. I just know that conﬂict, made up from
something, turned my life to hell. Communica�on with my
family stopped. I don’t even know why my brother died,
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or where his grave is, so I could go and cry on it. About my
mother I just know that she was blinded during the war and
deceased soon. My sisters concealed this from me for long
�me; I thought my mother was alive. When disorders started
my family was living in Tskhinval/i. There was no communica�on with the city and they would not allow me to go to my
mother’s funeral. That’s why they concealed the fact of her
decease… I did not know the whereabouts of my nephews
for a long �me either. My children found them in social networks just recently. They wrote to almost all those with my
last name that they were looking for cousins. They told the
tragic story of our family to everyone and asked for help in
ﬁnding the rela�ves. We were extremely happy to hear that
one of my nephews asked a Georgian girl to marry him. Isn’t
this a victory over the war, evil and hatred?! I was very glad
to hear from my son: “My cousin’s wife is a Georgian and
I o�en speak to her. I pray to the Lord for the distance betweenvmy rela�ves and me to become shortest,” Donara’s
memories are sad and her dreams are sad also. S�ll, it cannot be called a dream as Donara is permanently looking for
a solu�on for the reconcilia�on of Osse�an and Georgian
peoples.
“What if we stop looking for the guilty? What if we just
forget everything? Does anyone believe someone else will
reconcile us, if we do not do it ourselves? Someone else will
even further divide us and make us as far from each other as
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earth and sky. I just cannot understand what do we have to
ﬁght for in one beau�ful family? Why can’t we live together
in peace now, if we could before?” – Donara asks.
Osse�ans in Artsevi s�ll mark the holiday. They s�ll go
up on a high mountain; and when in the chapel alone with
the Lord they ask themselves – Why can’t we and Georgians
pray together again? Osse�ans are afraid to speak about it to
each other, while, if they open their hearts nothing will stop
the process; old friends, rela�ves will come again and the distance between each other will be shortened.
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IN THE LINE
The problem must be solved by conﬁdence
building and reviving rela�ons…

Madina Jioeva lives in Gori region village Nikozi. The Osse�an lady has been daughter-in-law of a Georgian family for
25 years. Before the August war she used to go to Tskhinval/i
with other neighbor women; they sold agricultural and dairy
products there. For Georgian neighbors Madina was a hope
when in Tskhinval/i; she was always by their side when problems appeared.
“It is necessary to open traﬃc for regula�ng the rela�ons.
I’m from Tskhinval/i myself; my mother, my family live there.
Before August war the traﬃc was regular. There were all kinds
of communica�ons; we were trading in Tskhinval/i, visi�ng rela�ves, using medical care in Tskhinval/i hospital, etc. We will never achieve peace isola�ng from each other; the problem must
be solved by conﬁdence building and reviving rela�ons…”
MadinaJioeva: “It was the 1990’s, the war just ended and
the country was in disorder. Food products were cheaper in
Tskhinval/i at that �me; they imported it from Russia. Women
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from Nikozi went to Tskhinval/i for purchasing products and
took Osse�an daughter-in-law Alina along. Georgian women
did not speak; they were afraid of problems if they spoke in
Georgian.”
They got in the line in one of the shops completely silent.
They did not speak Russian, or Osse�an. They completely relied on Alina, who had the list of products to buy, wri�en in
Russian, just in case… One of the Nikozi women whispered to
her neighbor: “I hope nobody will recognize us.” An Osse�an
woman standing beside turned to them suddenly and spoke to
them in Georgian.
“She went to that woman from Nikozi, took her by the
shoulders and asked her to speak in Georgian. “I haven’t heard
Georgian for so long and I’m so glad to see and hear you now,”
she was saying. She went to each of the women and kissed
them.”
The whole shop gathered around the women. They all expressed warmth, longing.
Madina Jioeva misses those �mes and s�ll hopes that
Georgian and Osse�an people will again ﬁnd a way to be together.
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WHO WILL ANSWER
THE QUESTION?
Nugzar appeared to not
just a great
doctor, but a great person too.

Kosta – a tall, athle�c, healthy 23 year old man was
walking down the Stalin Street in Tskhinval/i and was singing
his favorite song. He has just walked his loved one home
and nothing could stop his young, roman�c emo�ons. So
what that the streets are dark at night in Tskhinval/i and bullets keep coming from the checkpoint. He loves and he is
loved and everything else will go away.
Sound of a breaking car, hit… and Kosta does not remember anything.
Sergey – Kosta’s father was very confused; his son
was dying in his hands; Sergey, a doctor himself understood very well that it would be impossible to take Kosta
to Vladikavkaz; even if he could they would not be able to
help Kosta there; he had a serious head injury.The neces-
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sary equipment is in Moscow, but they only have several
hours le�. They also suggested him to take Kosta to Tbilisi.
Sergey was a military doctor of the Defense Ministry of
Ossetia. His three brothers, closest friends and relatives
have all fought against the enemy and that enemy was
in Tbilisi; how could he send his son there?! It was a very
hard dilemma, but finally the professional doctor won in
his heart; he realized that going to Tbilisi was the only
chance for his son.
The ambulance took his son to Tbilisi; only old grandmother went with him. Certain tradi�ons are s�ll strong in
the Caucasus and everyone understood that nobody would
hurt an old grandmother accompanying her injured grandson. In a couple of hours Kosta was on the opera�on table
– for a doctor it was a ma�er of professionalism and dignity to save the injured, even if he was from enemy side.
Only in one month Kosta started recognizing everyone. In
six months he could be transported and did not need to stay
in a hospital any more. Nugzar appeared to not just a great
doctor, but a great person too; as soon as they asked he sent
Kosta to Tskhinval/i.
Years have passed since then; 2004 events happened
and the August 2008 happened. Kosta, his father and three
uncles, all brave men, protected the city from the enemy.
Nugzar’s son fought in the special force unit. He could have
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been killed by the boy that his father saved, or he could have
killed that boy. We do not know what Nugzar was thinking
at that moment.
So, who will answer the ques�on – whose orders should
be fulﬁlled?
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BATIK
War replaced war, pain was added to pain,
but the gap can be ﬁlled while
the memory of kindness lives…

Grave �mes started in Tskhinval/i on 6 January 1991.
Some weird noise started in the city at night. Tskhinval/i residents woken up by the noise thought they were in their worst
nightmare. Mili�a armored cars drove around the streets,
specially trained mili�a dogs were barking; there were enforced mili�a units at crossroads.
It was Christmas Eve, but instead of calmness and peace
the people were in fear. The previous day, the Soviet General
Smalyushkin promised Tskhinval/i residents to keep order and
safety, but they said such a hasty announcement of the state
of emergency was ordered from Moscow.
Ba�k was 27 then. He was an athle�c, strong young man,
but did not want war at all. Despite the tension in the city he
con�nued his regular �me. He again stayed un�l late with his
friends and on the night of 6 January he again returned home
quite late.
His friend Stas woke Ba�k up at dawn: “Wake up you
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sleepyhead; they are taking away our city!” Ba�k hardly came
to his senses and did not want to get up, but he realized something serious was underway when he saw Stas’s face.
Mili�amen searched the friends when passing by almost
all the blocks. They insisted for the boys to go back to their
homes, but Stas and Ba�k joined the rebels.
There is a very beau�ful Octomber Street in Tskhinval/i.
The street is a boulevard type and there are Himalayan pines
and bushes in two rows in the middle of it. Ba�k lived on that
street from the beginning and remembered how the small
plants turned into enormous trees; the boy and the trees
grew up together.
Armed Ba�k stood in his street in deep thoughts. He
looked at diﬀerent houses and the expression on his face
changed from �me to �me. To the north of his house, after two houses lived his classmate Nanuli; to the south, a�er
three houses lived brothers Ramaz and Gia. In the corner, at
Baratashvili Street lived his older friend Jemal…
Some mili�amen and uncontrolled “bastards” started
robbing people. November Street was under control of the
rebels.Ba�k, armed with a machinegun, went to all his neighbors and warned them: “We are childhood friends; if anyone
tries to harm you call me and I’ll take care of them.”
Troubles came to the houses of Ba�k’s friends quite soon.
In two days Jemal’s mother came to him and asked for help.
They came threatening us and are taking away our ‘Volga’,
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she said.
Ba�k took his machinegun and was at Jemal’s in seconds.
Garage door was open and a bearded man was trying to start
the car. Jemal was there too trying to explain to two other
strangers also there that he is from Tskhinval/i too and has
nothing to do with the mili�amen. They did not listen.
- What do you want from him? - Ba�k asked the bearded
man strictly.
- We are protec�ng the city and need a vehicle to move
around.
- What do you think I am protec�ng? Ba�k’s voice was
even stricter.
At that moment Jamal’s wife Meri came out. She was
holding li�le, crying Nino.
- They can have the ‘Volga’. It’s just a piece of iron; don’t
ﬁght with them Ba�k, she said.
Ba�k reloaded the Kalashnikov…
- Listen you bastards. These people are my neighbors
and I will take their ‘Volga’ if it will be necessary. If you don’t
get out of here you will be dead and your mothers will cry
grief.
The bearded men strained and appeared to disagree, but
Kalashnikov looked to scary. They le� the house angry and
with faces full of hatred. Li�le Nino also stopped crying in her
mother’s arms.
- Thank you Ba�k, I’ll never forget this, Jemal whispered
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to him.
- There’s nothing to thank me for, Ba�k mumbled with a
shy smile and turned down his eyes. He was ashamed of the
bearded men. Just like Ba�k they claimed to be protec�ng
the city, while they did not care at all about Tskhinval/i and
Tskhinval/i residents. Ba�k has�ly le� Jemal’s house warning
him to call him in case of trouble.
A lot of �me has passed since then. Nino is married already and is a mother. Jemal is alive and healthy, Ba�k too;
Nanuli’s family’s whereabouts are unknown; brothers Ramaz
and Gia now live in Tbilisi.
War was replaced by war, pain added to pain, but it s�ll
possible to ﬁll in the gap, �ll we remember the kindness…
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THE KIND PEOPLE
We s�ll want to know,
who that kind man was who took
our father to the hospital.

IDP from Liakhvi Valley village of Khei� Gia Gochashvili
now lives in the Karale� IDP se�lement; in one of the cottages. Five years ago they took him to Tskhinval/i hospital almost dying. Without the �mely surgery he would not survive,
but as Gia says himself he was lucky to meet the doctors who
have managed to save him.
“I know almost everyone in Tskhinval/i. I’m a good master so I was well known among many clients in the city. Tskhinval/i was part of my soul and ﬂesh, so I thought nobody
would ever try to hurt me there. S�ll, it happened. One �me
some strangers hit me so hard that I lost my senses. I can’t say
how long I was unconscious, but when I woke up the car lights
were pointed at me. Someone grabbed me very harshly and
threw me into a trunk of the car.”
They took the 50-year-old master to the touris�c base;
opened the trunk, dragged him out from two sides and

The Other Image of War

117

shouted – “Strand straight!” The third person approached
him from the front: “I realized he was going to beat me. I
begged them I was just a regular master, had a family to look
a�er and have never done any bad to anyone. Despite that
Gia can s�ll clearly remember how the third person jumped
to him and put a knife in his heart… He felt horrible pain and
lost his senses again. The bandits le� the “body” and ran
away.
Gia s�ll does not know who took him to the emergency.
“Ivar Bestaev and Alik Tasoev made the surgery. I was dead
and they brought me back to life. I was bleeding to hard; they
transfused 3,5 liters of blood. The whole hospital was on its
feet. “It’s Gia here, we need to save him!” It was Rosa’s voice,
one of the nurses. They gave me all the blood they could.
Osse�ans were in line: Zura and Rudik Jichoev’s, Alan Bi�ev…
“For a good man we will always do as much as we can,” they
said.
In several days they transported me to Tbilisi. The professor who checked the surgery could not hold his delight:
“He should have been the real professor who ﬁrst treated
your wound.”
Master from Khei� rehabilitated soon and went back
to his work. Clients were in the line front of his door again.
Again his phone was permanently ringing.
Ever since then every �me Gia Gochashvili hears Doc-
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tor Aivar’s, or Doctor Alik’s names his ﬁlled with happiness,
as he believes that Osse�an surgeons gave his family and
his 4 li�le children father and also the person, who found
him swimming in blood out in the street and took him to the
hospital.
“We s�ll want to know, who that kind man was who took
our father to the hospital. We want to hug him and thank
him, but unfortunately we can’t ﬁnd him,” Na�a says.
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THE GOOD DEEDS
ALWAYS BRING RESULTS
One day a visitor came to Kakhniashvili f
amily in Kekhvi: “You are invited to a
wedding in Tskhinval/i”, he said.

“I remember very well it was the summer of 1991.
Kekhvi went noisy all of a sudden – they found a kid, about
9-10, in a bloody jacket in the center of the village,” witnesses of the given story recall.
IDP from Kekhvi Korneli Kakhniashvili says that the kid
was not saying a word, just crying: “The jacket was too big
and he just stood there shivering; it was not cold, but he was
s�ll shivering; it is doubtless he was afraid of the Georgians.
What concerned most was that the jacket was all bloody and
I thought the kid was injured, or wounded…
It seemed the kid knew Georgian and was afraid we
would kill him…”
“I saw Vakhtang Kakhniashvili coming with his car. I
stopped him and told him the kid was wounded and we
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needed to take him to a doctor. He didn’t refuse. We took
the kid to the nearest hospital in Kurta village. The doctors immediately reacted. The kid was shivering from fear
so they decided to give him a seda�ve, but he would not
let anyone go near him. Finally we managed to take his
jacket oﬀ and fortunately he was not wounded. We happily hugged him, calmed him down, gave him some food and
washed the blood from his face.” “What else could we do?
We have children too!” – Vakhtang Kakhniashvili con�nued
Korneli’s story.
As it appeared a bus was shot at and only this ten-yearold kid survived. Apparently he ran through the forest, but
due to his childish orienta�on he appeared to get to Georgians, instead of Tskhinval/i.
IDP from Tamarasheni Gulo Jalabadze, who currently
lives in Koda also speaks about this story: “We told about
the kid to Mzia, who had rela�ves in Tskhinval/i and they
helped to ﬁnd the kid’s parents and to send him to them
safely. “The tragedy of Dzari” was so horrible that I’m sure
his parents already thought he was not alive and we prolonged their lives by returning the child.”
Time passed, the kid grew up…
One day a visitor came to Kakhniashvili family in Kekhvi:
“You are invited to a wedding in Tskhinval/i”, he said.
“You can’t imagine how nervous I was. I was crying
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from happiness – My god, the good deeds always bring results. The kid, who went through such a trauma in childhood, remembered our support, our names and invited us
to the happiest day of his life, his wedding,” Korneli Kakhniashvili says emo�onally.
The Kakhhniashvilis could not go to the wedding… although they wanted it so much…
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THE BRAVE DAUGHTER IN LAW
I was ready to protect anyone;
does not ma�er if it was
an Osse�an, or Georgian.

Leila Bolotashvili, mother of two and daughter-in-law of
Karale� village residents is an Osse�an by na�onality. A�er
August 2008 war she gave a lot of thought about what it is like
to be a representa�ve of a mixed family.
“Military units came into the village accompanied by
marauders. Osse�ans acted so awfully that looking at their
intolerance I wished to be dead. When they heard I was an
Osse�an they swore at me saying why I married a Georgian
and did not give birth to Osse�ans. A�er that they forced me
to show them the hideout of my neighbors’ and my children.
When I resisted they took me out my house and wanted to
take me as prisoner to Tskhinval/i. One of them si�ng in the
minibus shouted: “What do you need that woman for?” They
were looking for men, boys.
They dragged me to my neighbor’s house to look for gold
and money. I said that people have run away; why would they
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leave anything so valuable in the house? They pushed me out
of the house bea�ng me with hands and gun-bu�s. A�er they
ran into my house shou�ng they would take whatever I had,
as I was s�ll there. My family is not rich, so the marauders just
turned everything upside down in the house.
I asked them to do whatever they wanted, but not to
burn my house. They found my son’s car in the yard – he
bought each spare part and assembled the car with his own
hands. He did not have �me to hide the car when they came.
They took, but as long as my children were alive, how could I
care about an automobile?
I realized the hardest days came for my village. I am a
brave woman so I decided to do everything possible to protect those who have stayed in the village and were hiding
from violence,” Leila, the woman who has shown bravery to
her neighbors during the war, recalls and tries to overcome
weakness and hold back the tears.
Marauders robbed all the houses in village; some houses
they burnt down and stood there and looked at the ﬁre, un�l
all the property of poor peasants would vanish in ﬂames.
Leila Bolotashvili – “Houses were in ﬂames and my heart
was tearing apart; they wouldn’t let us put out the ﬁre. Marauders did horrible things; that should not have happened
between us.
In our region, on both sides of Tskhinval/i you will not
ﬁnd a single Osse�an family which is connected with rela�ve
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of friendly �es with Georgians. They did not show respect
to those �es. When they were pu�ng houses on ﬁre I was
shou�ng at them – why are you doing this?! – Because they
have given shelter to Georgian soldiers! – They replied. How
could that be a reason for burning the houses? A Georgian
would give shelter to Georgian soldiers; how could it be otherwise?! They also said our people have done many bad to
them during the old conﬂict. Maybe, but how long can we
live in hatred? I presume among the marauders there were
many of those who have ﬂed from here before. They knew
exactly who owned which house. They were in masks; clearly
because we could have recognized them.”
There were elders and women and several young men
who have not le� the village. While the marauders were
searching through the houses they would stay in the hideout and late in the evening they would go to Leila to ﬁnd out
what has happened and where. They called Leila “the Chief
of Staﬀ.” Pretending to care for them Leila would go every
day to Osse�an and Russian ﬁghters and speak with them;
she tried to ﬁnd out what the enemy planned, so she could
save her children and neighbors. One �me the gunmen saw
her speaking on the phone with those in the hideout and took
the phone away and smashed it. Leila has previously warned
her children that if they would not hear their mother’s voice,
it would mean she was gone forever. That’s why members
of her family and neighbors panicked when the phone broke.
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Finally, they found an old cellphone in one of the neighbor’s
houses and the communica�on with the “headquarters” resumed.
Those remaining in the village were almost starving.
They would take the ﬂour s�ll remaining at their houses and
she would bake bread late at night and send it to the hideout
with “couriers.” The peasants shared last pieces of bread with
each other. Suddenly Leila’s nephews came from Ditsi and
brought her some products; told her to take care of herself,
eat well and stay strong. Leila was very happy on that evening
because she could save those wai�ng for her from hunger.
“I was ready to protect anyone; does not ma�er if it was
an Osse�an, or Georgian; the main is for a person not to be
bad and evil. I even agreed to help an enemy. When Russians
came, their tank fell into a channel. They did not know the
roads, so their tanks kept falling into the channels. One of
Russian soldiers came and asked us who would take care of
their injured soldier. I said I would do it. They took me there
and I saw a soldier who had broken his head in a turned over
tank. I treated his wound and bandaged it. A�er that the Russians told me they were just tes�ng me; otherwise they could
do it themselves. Of course they could. Later I was thinking:
would they destroy the village?”
Leila would always go to check on those elders who
would not let know about themselves for some �me. Two
days have passed and nothing was heard from Vakhtang, who
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had a badly ill wife. Leila went to check on them and saw only
the woman in the house. The woman told her that Vakhtang
had gone missing for two days and she “was desperate as she
couldn’t get out of bed.”
Leila started looking for the old man and soon found him
dead in a neighboring yard. She cried – “why would they kill
you, what could you have done to them?” Leila called the
young men in the hideout. Neighbor Kakha ran out crazily.
He loved Grandpa Vakho too much and the pain from his
death overcame the fear of enemy. Kakha pushed away the
women, took the body in his arms and took him to his yard.
They wrapped the man in a blanket and buried him. In three
day’s Vakhtang’s wife also deceased. They called their children who have ran from the village before and told them their
mother was also gone. They bagged Leila to take care of their
mother too.
They buried her in her own yard too.
“The world’s gone crazy. I want this hell to end; we have
nothing to ﬁght about…”
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AMBAR
The oﬃcer had a grim face; he over and over wiped
sweat from his face and shouted:
where are you taking them? The prison is full;
don’t touch peaceful popula�on.

Leila Kandelaki, considering her age, recalls all the details of 2008 war with a surprising precision.She is 75 already
and would be even be�er if not the war. She says fear broke
her. S�ll, granny Leila had a savior from the enemy camp; a
soldier Nikoloz. Kindness of that boy made me forget the war,
the old lady smiles sadly and wipes her tearful eyes with her
wrinkled palms.
On August 11 the enemies came to Kolia and Leila Kandelakis’ family. Man was 80 and woman was over seventy.
The elders started shivering in fear when they heard the
noise. Leila begged her husband to go and hide, but the old
man could not move. Fear made the woman to almost ﬂy.
Leila ran into the cellar, took the hood oﬀ the ﬂour chest
(“Ambar”) and jumped inside. The ﬂour was �ckling her nose,
but she was too afraid to sneeze. She was thinking about her
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husband; what if they killed him? Her heart was crying and
she swallowed the tears.
Up to 30 gunmen found Kolia lying on a sofa. They thoroughly searched both ﬂoors of the house, calmed the old man
down, said they would not kill him and took him as prisoner…
“I don’t remember how long I staid in that “ambar”. I
was thinking they would put my house on ﬁre too and I would
burn alive. Finally I dared and le� my hideout. Kolia was not
there. I came outside to look for him, but had no idea were
to ﬁnd him. I met nuns in the street. Fear has worn me out
and I was hungry. I asked them to give me some food, or I
would lose my consciousness. They accompanied me back
home, gave me some food and asked me not to walk around
in the streets. Kolia would be alive and would be back soon,
they said.
Two days passed by as I waited. August 13 I heard some
noise from the street, looked outside and froze. The bearded,
hairy, armed to the teeth gunmen in civil clothing have gathered people they found in the village in the centre and were
forcing them to get into a closed truck. It was clear they were
taking Nikozi residents prisoner.
‘Willis’ car came suddenly and an oﬃcer jumped out of
the vehicle, ordered the marauders let the people go and ordered his soldiers to protect them.
The oﬃcer had a grim face; he over and over wiped sweat
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from his face and shouted: where are you taking them? The
prison is full; don’t touch peaceful popula�on.
Instead of prison they took the people to one of the
houses and appointed guards to them. Later I found out
that nobody abused the prisoners physically, or verbally. My
husband was among them also, but how would I know that
then?!
August 15 I wrote a date at one of walls in my house and
a text that we were alive. I hoped if our children would return
they would see the wri�ng and look for us.
I lost my speech when I saw our Patriarch when I came
out of the house. He was there with big cars; they were going to take out the bodies. I went to him, hugged him and
started crying. He was accompanied by our Bishop Isaiah
and some Russian general. I appealed to the Patriarch that
my husband was missing. A boy from our village came and
calmed me down: “Don’t be afraid, Kolia is alive, he is in one
of the houses in the village under security.” I was surprised;
what security, or guards would Kolia need?
I went to look for him. One of the guards strictly asked
me – “What are you doing here?” I speak Russian so I told him
they had my husband and I asked to meet him. They had 16
people as prisoner in total. I begged him not to beat, not to
kill Kolia. He said: “Don’t be afraid. We don’t have the order
to kill them…”
A�er I asked them to go with me, as I wanted to go to the
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end of the village to look at my grandson’s house, but I was
afraid of marauders.
One of the soldiers went with me. Much military technology was being transported on the road, in Gori direc�on…
We reached the house… It was safe…
The soldier looked around the yard… He looked inside
the barn; cows without food several days were lying helpless
inside. The soldier gave them some hay and brought them
some water with buckets. He was a young boy, very kind. He
behaved the way that I was not even afraid of his machinegun.
He said his name was Nikoloz and that he was from Ingushe�.
He asked me to call him any �me I would need his help. I
boldly went to check on my grandson’s house with him.
The same happened every day. I would sit in the yard; he
would go to the barn and take care of the cows. One day, on
our way back we met boys from our village. He stopped them,
asked for IDs and as they did not have them intended to arrest
them. I asked him: “They are from my village; please, present
me their freedom, as if I was your mother.” He listened. “I
will let you go because she asked me, but do not walk on the
highway, go by the gardens, so someone else will not arrest
you,” he said.
One day marauders came and tried to take all the ca�le
from the village. Father Isaiah ran a�er them and tried to stop
them. One of the marauders pointed a machinegun at Father
Isaiah and obedient Giorgi covered Father Isaiah. My Ingush
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soldier Nikoloz and I were there at that moment; he drove
a�er them with an armored vehicle, took the ca�le away and
returned it to the villagers…
He le� so that I did not even say good bye. He sent a
child to tell me he was leaving. It is a pity I could not say good
bye to him.
In several days a�er the war ended on August 22 one
of the assistants to the priest advised Leila and Kolia to wed.
They did. Leila was embarrassed at ﬁrst, saying they were
too old to wed in a church and that she would not be able
to convince Kolia, but the news that Father Isaiah would we
them himself made the elders very glad and they went to the
church. Because it was s�ll a curfew they had to conduct the
wedding with candlelight…
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THE PRISONER
He started away slowly but a�er several
steps stopped and told me:
“You are a good person; people like you
do not die; you need to live a long life.”

It was January 1990 and it was very cold in the mountains of Shida Kartli. The bad weather was even worsened
by the aggression between Georgians and Osse�ans. There
was an enormous gap between the two peoples. Georgians
and Osse�ans who have always lived as brothers have become two enemy camps. They were hun�ng each other as
animals. There were special groups patrolling around in order to know each step the other groups made. S�ll, some�mes they would forget the reality and thinking about the
peaceful past they would ﬁnd themselves in the territory
controlled by enemies.
The same happened on that day. Chairman of Local
Administra�on Zelim Kelekhsaev was on the way to his parents. He forgot there were safe and dangerous roads to
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take. Georgians found him and took him prisoner.
Soso S. remembers the given story in detail a�er 21
years: “I just turned 16 that year. On my birthday the elders blessed me and said I was already old enough to stand
by them and protect my homeland from the enemy. It was
hard for me to realize who that enemy was, as I was brought
up together with Osse�ans and could not understand why
they would be our enemies.
That evening our group went out on patrol late. Nearby
the conven�onal border they found an Osse�an who tried
to run away. They caught him and brought him to the headquarters. It appeared to the chairman of the local administra�on Zelim Kelekhsaev! By his clothes I could see he was
going to visit someone and did not look as a gunman at all.
At the interroga�on he said he was not an enemy; he was
just going to see his friend. Nobody listened to him; nobody
believed Kelekhsaev did not leave his house as our enemy.
My heart was telling me this man was not an enemy. A couple of �mes I tried to tell the elders that this man did not
look like an enemy, but as soon as I looked in their faces
I would go silent. Yes, they have told me I had grown up
already, but at that moment I was an inexperienced, honest
kid who believed the enemy.
It was the New Year’s Eve and I thought at least because of that they would have mercy and would not tor-
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ture him. I was wrong; they ﬁrst beat him up, then took
oﬀ his clothes and locked him in a cellar; it was very cold…
I was wearing warm clothes and was s�ll cold. When they
took his clothes oﬀ, I lost peace of mind; for sure he would
freeze to death. He was the ﬁrst prisoner I ever saw in my
life.
Late at night our people le�; some to celebrate and
some to the frontline. Only two of us stayed in the headquarters. I could feel something inside me saying this man
was innocent and I had to save him. I knew they would torture him more when they would come back. I told my partner on duty I was going to let the prisoner go. He did not
oppose me and said I could do anything I wanted.
I went down the cellar; I was careful because was afraid
of my comrades; they would of course not kill me for my
inten�on but I would be in great trouble. I s�ll opened the
door bravely, as I did not want him to see me scared. He
was freezing; standing there shivering. I ordered him to
come out and gave him my warm military coat and his sports
pants. He jumped at the clothes as crazy. I showed him the
safe direc�on to run.
I will never forget what happened a�er. He was not
shivering anymore; just looking at me in fear and distrust.
Then he whispered: “Shoot now; I know you’ll kill me anyway…” I said no and forced him to run. He started away
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slowly but a�er several steps stopped and told me: “You
are a good person; people like you do not die; you need
to live a long life.” His tone was quite odd; it was not only
gra�tude; it was also like an order to me – you need to live
a long life.
Later I found out that man was safe. I’ve never regretted what I did…”
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THE GOOD, OR THE EVIL?
Try to herd them into those bushes;
I hope they’ll ﬁnd their way home.

Early in the morning, when the sun was s�ll spreading
the golden light over the tops of blue mountains, a minor
clash between the enemy units took place. The a�ackers
were twice as less, but using the eﬀect of surprise and silenced, modern machineguns they managed to shoot the
guard dogs and took the guards prisoners.
Everything happened without any casual�es, or wounded, except a couple of clouts that the sleeping guards took
on. They were lying in the nearby ditch, unarmed and face
in mud.
There were pastures higher in the gorge so herds of
ca�le appeared from nearby villages soon. The herders,
conﬁdent to be safe came with shouts at their ca�le. They
were accompanied with milkmaids and children, who came
to breathe the crystal clear mountain air.
The ideal country image was suddenly harshly destruct-
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ed by a man with a machinegun, who ordered the villagers
to go down the gorge silently.
The startled herders did not realize what has happened
and some them even tried to resist. The ironbound bu�s of
machineguns immediately brought them to their senses.
In a couple of hours there were up to seventy people
and over three hundred cattle in the gorge. The attackers were concerned, as the prisoners outnumbered them
three times and the situation may have gone out of control.
They aligned the prisoners, freed women and children
and took such measures against the men that did not allow them to act freely and eﬀec�vely. They were forced to
throw away their shoes and cut their pants, except of seven
men. The a�ackers decided to use those seven as herders,
un�l they would get to the safe territory.
Herding such quan�ty of ca�le was not an easy task.
The armed a�ackers mounted the captured horses and
looked a�er the herders. As soon as the herders were convinced the women and children were safe, they started doing their work fast.
The assailants and prisoners were from diﬀerent ethnic
groups, but majority of them spoke the former neighborly
language. Now they’ve taken arms against each other; to
protect their lands, but that is poli�cs and we should get
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back to our sheep, meaning cows.
Melsy, one of the a�ackers was brought up in the
mountains and unlike his other Georgian comrades was
a good rider; he managed to go everywhere and insured
that none of the herders would hide in the bushes, or jump
down the ravine. By the way the herders did not act suspiciously.
_ Melsyk – One of the old herders called him – Don’t
you recognize me? – Melsyk looked closely at the herder.
_ Uncle Sergo, is that you?!
_ Yes, it’s me.
_ Where’s Misha? Where is he now?
_ Misha is in Crimea with his wife and kids. He said he
couldn’t ﬁght against his friends. It’s hard to ﬁnd a job there
so I’m helping him from here, as I can.
- Don’t be scared uncle Sergo; we’ll herd the ca�le to a
safe place and will let you all go; that’s what our commander
said.
Melsy felt uncomfortable. Misha and he served their
term in the army in the marine forces back during Soviet
�mes in Crimea. Misha was called to the army six months
later so Melsy looked a�er him as a countryman; he o�en
took him to go out in the nearest se�lement. Misha, a tall,
black-eyed handsome young man was very popular among
the local golden-haired beau�es.
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Melsy remembered when Misha’s father Sergo came to
Crimea. He brought a lot of Caucasian food; he was very
grateful to Melsy for taking care of Misha. A�er the army he
even invited Melsy to visit them, but it did not happen and
soon war started too.
_ Melsy – Sergo said not looking in his eyes – Those
three cows and two white bulls are mine. I work hard to
earn my living and if you take them Misha’s younger brother
and his children will have nothing to eat tonight.
_ Try to herd them into those bushes; I hope they’ll ﬁnd
their way home. If the commander no�ces he will kill me.
_ Move it, old man! – Melsy no�ced commander Vakho
looking in their direc�on. He reared up his horse and hit
Sergo with a thin s�ck.
In 24 hours the ca�le was safe and the herders were
freed. The “kindness and generosity” of a�ackers was easily explainable; the opera�on was conducted successfully
and without excesses and the trophies would be enough
for all.
The herders and other prisoners returned to their
homes safely. Several villages were le� without any ca�le.
Sergo’s bulls and all the cows also returned home themselves. Other villagers were puzzled and someone even said
that Sergo’s son was gone and he had good friends in the
“enemy” villages.
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At the end they severely beat up Sergo; he got ill and
soon deceased. Misha came for his funeral and asked about
Melsy’s fate…
Melsy was killed several months a�er Sergo’s death.
Only God knows if the “favor” that he did to his friend’s
father will be counted as good, or evil.
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THE SURVIVORS
Don’t be afraid; we will let you go,
but ﬁrst we have to treat your wounds.

Gocha Manucharashvili, 33, IDP from Karale�: when the
war started ﬁrst the city of Gori was bombed and a�er the
surrounding villages. Soon Russian soldiers came to Karale�
and started organizing block-posts. Marauders came right after them. Among them were Russians, Osse�ans, Chechens,
Ingushs… They searched through the villages and would burn
everything they could not take with them; later they started
searching for young men; they would catch them and take
them to Tskhinval/i…
It was 12 August. My neighbors and I were gathered in
my yard. Suddenly marauders sneaked up on us. It was 8 of
us and ﬁve managed to run away. They caught three of us,
put us in a truck; a�er that I do not remember anything, I went
unconscious.
When Icame to my senses we were already in Tskhinval/
i. It was very dark, but I saw that were nearby a department
store, in a cellar of some building. The third one they took with
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us never showed up again. I have no idea what they did to him
on the road. They were bea�ng us and swearing at us; a�er
one of them turned to me and told me in Russian they would
take us to the graves of their dead and kill us right there. One
of the Osse�ans told him: “Let me take them there. Georgians
killed my brother, I have to avenge him. I will kill these pigs on
those graves.”
To make a long story short they let him take us; they put
us in an Opel and… the Osse�ans turned to us and said: “Don’t
be afraid; we will let you go, but ﬁrst we have to treat your
wounds.” They took us to the house of one of the Osse�ans,
hid us in a cellar and treated our wounds.
The next day they took us to Karale�. We were in our village, but we could not go to our houses; they would ﬁnd us
again. That’s why we hid in the orchards; for four days we were
lying on the ground.
Neighbor women would bring us some food when they
could. On 22 August neighbor guys took us to Khashuri. When
we told our story to our friends they could not believe that in
the middle of the war the enemy helped us and saved us from
death…”
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A HEAVY BURDEN
When I took the woman in my
arms the commander looked at me in
surprise, but could not say anything.

Zura is now a former soldier. He will never be able to
ﬁght again as they have amputated his leg a�er a heavy injury
during Tskhinval/i war. Despite the fact that they have not
given any oﬃcial honors to him, his friends believe Zura to be
a real hero. Although, he himself says he has not done anything heroic; that they did not even have �me to realize it was
war, it all ended so fast…
Georgian soldiers found an old woman, in a half-ruined
house, in one of Osse�an villages. There were only helpless
elders le� in the village. The woman would have died if they
le� her there. Zura carried the old woman on his back.
“When I took the woman in my arms the commander
looked at me in surprise, but could not say anything. The
woman was too helpless. She was so weakened by pain that
could not even cry. She did not have hope to survival so she
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told me to leave her there. I tried to calm her down: Don’t
be afraid granny; everything will be all right. “Oh, it’s all ﬁnished”, she sighed and waved her hand, “this war shouldn’t
have started.” “Your sons shouldn’t have started it and it
would not have happened,” I said. “My children ran away;
they are not ﬁgh�ng,” she replied. “Why didn’t you go with
them?” I asked. “I was born here, this is my homeland. They
are young and will try shelter somewhere else and I’m too
old to live in a strange place; leave me and I’ll die here,” she
asked. I could not leave her.
At ﬁrst other soldiers did not look in my eyes; they did
not want to help me. Later they took my backpack and weapons and carried them one by one. It is hard when someone
else carries your burden during a war; but when I saw that
woman I remembered my grandmother, who was �ed to
bed by illness when she was 88. I looked a�er her. I carried
her around in my arms, and on my back, just as that Osse�an
woman. The woman was asking me to leave her and pe�ed
me with her wrinkled hand. I couldn’t do it; didn’t even think
about it for a second; when the air bombing started I had a
hard �me running with her on my back. Soon I felt a horrible
strike and pain and went unconscious. I came to my senses
in a hospital three days later. I immediately asked about that
woman. Boys took her with me in a car. She was wounded in
a leg too. She survived and I lost my leg.
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My friend asked me once: “It may not have happened to
you if you were alone…” And I think maybe I wouldn’t have
survived at all if I was alone. War is a horrible act; it destroys
lives of thousands of innocent people.
I want to ﬁnd that old woman; I don’t know what has
happened to her a�er, but I keep thinking that I was trying to
save my own grandmother that day…”
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THE HELL WITH THE RUSSIAN ROULETTE
Swea�ng Alan dropped
on the backseat and came out of
the car with a happy, but pale face.

A�er twenty pushups on his ﬁsts Alan jumped up to his
feet freshly. His mother came inside the room and put a bucket with water on the ﬂoor.
– Is this spring water? – Aslan asked.
– I brought it from Mamisantubani – Alan’s mother
mumbled and wearily set down on a chair.
– Don’t go there. I’ve asked you million �mes.
– I saw fat Gocha at the spring – mother con�nued
though�ully – He said you should never go to Mamisantubani
anymore; they are wai�ng for you there and will kill you immediately.
– I’ll go there whenever I want – Alan moaned – They
should be careful, not me…
Alan woke up from his snore, got up and started pu�ng
on his clothes. He �ed the shoelaces on his sneakers, took out
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the machinegun from under the bed and went to the door.
-

Who was Gocha with? – He asked.

-

Don’t know; they all were in uniforms. Let me sleep…

mother mumbled in a sleepy voice.
– Ok, I won’t go to Mamisantubani today but tomorrow
will take the guys and go.
Alan drank a glass of water and went outside the door.
Alan walked down the dusty, unpaved street with a
machinegun on his shoulder. Alan turned and started up
the asphalted road towards the city. Beside the abandoned
two-storey house Alan saw a yellow ‘Zhiguli 6’ with tanned
windows and stopped in a shadow of a peach tree. The side
window of the car moved down and Alan’s classmate Mita
looked out. They used to ﬁght in school because of Irma, who
later married Fat Gocha.
Alan looked at the freckled, bright as a peach face of the
classmate then reached to a branch, but did not pick a fruit,
just some leaves; he spi�ed and went to the car.
– You came here in this car? – Alan asked a�er he opened
the back door and set beside a black, muscled man nicknamed
Kuku. Mita turned back to him and with a serious tone said:
– We came here in a ﬂying saucer, earthman.
– From Mars, Kuku squeaked. We are Marsians…
Mita turned back writhing with laughter; it was clear
they’ve smoked marijuana.
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– The bridge is mined – Alan said – didn’t they tell you at
the post?
– They did – Mita mumbled hugging the wheel – But I
don’t’ care. We are lucky, you know that? My son was born
yesterday and a week ago we abducted a girl for this shorty.
– Congratula�ons – Alan smiled – but please, when you
go back, walk.
Kuku stopped laughing and strictly asked:
– How will we get to Mars then?
Kuku took out a revolver, twisted the cylinder, put the
gun to his head and pulled the trigger. Mita took the revolver
from him and fast, like he was afraid to scare away the luck,
did the same.Black eyes stared at Alan: Can you do that? With
a shivering hand he took the revolver, put it to his head, a
li�le higher than his ear, closed his eyes and pulled the trigger
three �mes.
Swea�ng Alan dropped on the backseat and came out of
the car with a happy, but pale face. He hung the machinegun
on his soldier and did not even turn when he heard a gunshot
and screams behind him. The yellow ‘6’ rushed by and Alan
knew exactly what would happen to it at the small bridge, but
he s�ll shuddered from the explosion, ducked and tried to
cover his head with hands from dropping down pieces.
Over the bridge he saw the burning car. Trees all around
were covered in automobile and human fragments. I need
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to get out of here before they come from the post and start
asking ques�ons. He rushed to the Liakhvi River, smelling ﬁsh,
and ﬂowing through Mamisantubani.
The path took Alan to the empty stone bank beside the
old wooden bridge. He set down on a big, warm stone and
stared at the water. I’m sorry for Mita; his wife gave birth to a
boy and he… Oh… Kuku died too… They could have listened to
me and could have walked to the city safely; and the hell with
the car. Anyway, they s�ll got it with Russian roule�e.
Mita was completely brainless. In school he made a
move on Irma and he knew I loved her. Friends do not do
that. We had a ﬁght because of her and Fat Gocha calmly
stood nearby and together with all the others watched how
two fools beat the hell out of each other. Irma watched the
ﬁght from the bridge too. Fat Gocha is a sly bastard. Nobody
knew that he was already screwing Irma at that �me. In the
ninth grade, when she couldn’t hide she was pregnant the
teachers made a scandal and Fat Gocha took Irma to his big
house in Mamisantubani. The house is in ruins now. Does
he know who burnt his villa? I don’t care. I need to kill Fat
Gocha and then Irma will return to her parents and who will
go against me to marry her? Mita?
Alan no�ced soap on the second stone and got up.
Carefully, not to put sand in the mechanism he leaned the
machinegun to the stone, took oﬀ his clothes and went into
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the water. From here he could clearly see the high bank of
Mamisantubani, where Fat Gocha waited for him.
Alan went into the water were the ﬂow was not that
fast and stopped when water was up to his waist. He started
soaping himself. The noise of the water muted the sound of
a shot and the soap bubbles on Alan’s chest became pink. He
tried to go to the bank, but then changed his mind and dived
into the water… Fat Gocha fought with the ﬂow, swam out to
the bank and lay down on the hot sand. He looked at Kucha,
si�ng beside and asked him to light a cigare�e.
– Smoking kills – Kucha said and took the cigare�e out
of his pocket – We shouldn’t have told Alan’s mother that we
were wai�ng for her son.
– I don’t want to kill that fool – Fat Gocha said rolled on
his back and tried to look at the sun with open eyes.
– But he put your house on ﬁre.
– I know but I s�ll don’t want to… You be�er tell me why
are you, shor�es so evil, s�nky and bloodthirsty ha?...
Instead of replying Kucha took the riﬂe with an op�cal
sight. – I’ll go check out what has happened there.
– Don’t shoot for nothing – Fat Gocha warned him.
– All right.
Kucha went into the willows.
There was a gunshot and a minute later Kucha came out
of the bushes. He put the riﬂe on a stone and started taking
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oﬀ the uniform.
– I shot an Osse�an, he was very far and bathing… I didn’t
think I’d hit him from such a distance. The river will take him
down here soon.
Fat Gocha saw the body ﬁrst, went into the water without taking oﬀ clothes and dragged the body out to the bank.
In the evening an old lady with a bucket came to the
spring in Mamisantubani; she took the water and wanted to
leave when a huge ﬁgure stood in her way.
– Gamarjoba granny Oli – Fat Gocha said.
– Oh, Gocha, is that you? – The woman said in fear –
Gamarjoba son. How are you?
– How can we all be when it is war? Bad, of course.
– Yes, not much good happens now, the old lady agreed
and wanted to say something else but Fat Gocha stopped
her.
– Alan is in my house, and pointed to the ruins. They can
come and take him; I’ll pay for the funeral.
– All right son, the old woman sobbed, I’ll tell them.
– Alan was my friend… and tell her mother that I’m very
sorry…
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WE WILL AGAIN
HANG THE GATES OF PEACE
Brother, do not leave;
I’ll come and be your shield;
I’ll protect your life; don’t go.

War can kill human beings but it cannot destroy love
and wish for survival. War brings pain, but when it ends the
pain starts going away and something that must rebuild the
ruined awakes. Love fought against evil during the August
war, but the evil was so enormous then that nobody could
see the results of love. Now both sides are thinking what
would heal the wounds. Everyone recalls the bad, but the
good also and this good is so deep and so comprehensive
that it gives enormous power to the hope for peace. That is
why the non-governmental organiza�on Bridge for Friendship – Kartlosi decided to collect such posi�ve stories and
publish it as a book in four languages – Georgian, Osse�an,
Russian and English. This will help to make kindness contagious for the socie�es at the both sides of the borderline of
evil. ‘Kviris Palitra’ exclusively oﬀers one of those stories.
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Due to understandable reasons we have changed the names
of the story-teller and the characters of the story.
Zaza has a status of an IDP now. He is an IDP from his
own village, which is only several kilometers away from were
he lives now. His village – Tamarasheni is now at the other
side of the administra�ve border. He now lives in a co�age
and worries that the vine in his yard has to be trimmed and
cries, wai�ng for the owner who has ran away. Zaza is not
even 40 yet, but is already completely white. He says war
made him grow older fast, although not because of fear. It
is hard for him to take the pain; every night he dreams of his
ancestors house – only one wall is le�, there are no gates in
the yard and by that wall is standing his childhood friend,
Osse�an Giorgi. As soon as Zaza tries to step into the yard
he hears an explosion and wakes up.
“When living in Tamarasheni, every morning when outside of the house we looked to the direc�on of the dawn.
Now, every �me I step outside the co�age my eyes and
heart turn to the direc�on were my village is, as they say
completely ruined. I think I will see a sign someday. The
sign that war has ended. August 2008 war has not ended
for me yet. The war has not ended for those who are on
the other side of this hellish, so called border either. I think
about them a lot. I o�en think that this was not a war because of the conﬂict between Georgians and Osse�ans. This
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war was aimed at clashing Georgians and Osse�ans at each
other and at using this tragedy. But who and for what would
need this? A third party that wanted to whirl water and ﬁsh
easier. I’m not a poli�cian. I’m just an honest man and I had
rela�ons with people like me; those who did not want this
war for sure. We have been marking public holidays together during last few years which did not limit their rights and
did not give me the feeling of supremacy over them. Those
were just days when we expressed love to each other and
recognized each other.” Zaza again looks in the direc�on
of Tamarasheni and tells me quietly it is very hard for him;
his eyes full of tears. His older son is 15. He says he does
not want to hate anyone, furthermore Osse�ans, as just like
his father he misses a lot of people who have stayed on the
other side of the so called border.
Zaza: “Tamarasheni is close to Tskhinval/i. That’s why
we and Osse�ans were very close to each other for years.
We shared good and bad. When the ﬁrst wave of conﬂict
passed and we realized that we did not hate each other, one
of my Osse�an friends and I started a business together. This
was not just business, or just friendship. This was brotherhood. This was when none of us could live without the other; when godly love starts in you and gets over your family.
That’s how we infected our families with each others’ love.
A�er work we either went to my home in Tamarasheni, or at
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his place in Tskhinval/i. I’m afraid to say his name; they may
hurt him. During the August war we contacted each other
just by phone.
Are you alive? This was the ques�on we asked each
other permanently and were extremely worried about what
was going on. We were leaving our house; there was no
other way out. He was yelling in the phone: Brother, do
not leave; I’ll come and be your shield; I’ll protect your life;
don’t go.
When I was taking my family out by bypass roads he
was going to my house in the rain of bullets and explosions.
“I’ve just entered the village; just a li�le and I’ll be at your
house,” he wrote the SMS’s, when I was running away together with my family and was already far from Tamarasheni. I s�ll hear his every single word in my head and hope
that we will hug each other again there – in Tamarasheni
and Tskhinval/i. Telephone communica�on became dangerous also soon. We became refugees from our own land. He
stayed there for protec�ng my house. They almost killed
him. When marauders were there my Osse�an friend protected my house, risking his life and did not allow the evil
robbers to destroy my household. S�ll, what could he do
alone against tens of them?
A li�le later he called me in despair: “my heart died
when they put down the main gates to your yard that we
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have made; I couldn’t stop them,” he said. At that moment I was glad they did not hurt him because of protecting my house; I started crying. I cried not because of the
gates, but because I remembered the day when we together
hang those gates. He was so happy… Now, as �me passed,
I realize how important those gates were for us both. We
defeated the wave of conﬂict of the early 1990’s; put out
the ﬁre of war and hatred and started building the house
of peace. Those gates were the main gates to the house of
peace. Enemy has put down those gates, but we will hang
them back again.”
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