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wamebis msxverplTa fsiqosocialuri da samedicino reabilitaciis 
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uwevs travmirebul adamianebs. 
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winasityvaoba

2012 wlis 18 seqtembers, qarTuli sazogadoeba saqar­

Tvelos penitenciur sistemaSi arsebuli wamebisa da ara­

humanuri mopyrobis mowme gaxda. swored am dRes mediis 

saSualebiT gavrcelda saidumlo videoCanawerebi.
cixis kadrebma TvalsaCino gaxada is rasac veWvobdiT, 

risic gveSinoda, an razec vdumdiT. im dRes adamianTa tki­

vilma datova konkretuli saknebi, ojaxebi da mTeli Cveni 

sazogadoebis tkivilad iqca.
am faqtidan ukve ori weli gavida, Tumca wina wlebSi 

ganxorcielebuli damamcirebeli mopyrobisa da wamebis 
masStabi jerac ar aris saTanadod gaazrebuli da Sefa­

sebuli. am publikaciis mizania Cveni sazogadoebis Ti­

Toeul wevramde miitanos im adamianTa xma, romlebmac 

cixis kedlebSi gaugonari damcireba, wameba da sisastike 

gadaitanes.
warmodgenili istoriebi wamebis msxverplTa uSualo 

monaTxrobia, romlebmac sakuTari sxeuliTa da fsiqikiT 

zides cixis imdroindeli simZime. rogorc am istorie­

bis erT-erTi gmiri ambobs: _ gisosebs miRma gatarebuli 

dReebi misi cxovrebis nawilia da ar aris wignis furceli, 
rom amoxio da gaaqro. igive SeiZleba vTqvaT Cvenc, mTel­

ma sazogadoebamac, es Cveni yofierebis nawilia, romelsac 

veRar waSli, Tumca SeiZleba vifiqroT me vityodi auci­

lebelicaa, rom vifiqroT da gavaanalizoT, rom aRaraso­

des davuSvaT aseTi sisastike.
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samwuxarod, dRemde mxolod ramdenime wamebaSi mxi­

lebuli adamiani warsdga marTlmsajulebis wina­

Se. maTTan saproceso SeTanxmebebi gaformda, ris ga­

moc sasjeli aranairad ar Seesabameba Cadenil da­

naSauls. TandaTanobiT ikargeba imedi, rom samar­

Tlianoba aRdgeba da yvela damnaSave pasuxs agebs.  
 Cvens organizacias hqonda SesaZlebloba am sakmaod mZime 

istoriebis mqone adamianebisaTvis daxmareba aRmoeCina, 
raRac dros maTTan erTad egrZno da gadaetana es tki­

vili. gvinda TiToeul maTgans didi madloba movaxsenoT. 
 zepiri istoriebis avtorTa vinaobas Segnebulad ar vasa­
xelebT, radgan ar gvsurs, rom maT da maTi ojaxis wevrebs, 
axloblebs, damatebiTi ziani mivayenoT Sokismomgvreli 

wamebis faqtebis gamxeliTa da gasajaroebiT.

lela ciskariSvili

aRmasrulebeli direqtori

 



eZRvneba Cvens klientebs
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gaga, 36 wlis

(istoriaSi asaxulia gldanis me-8 da me-18,  
Tbilisis pirvel dawesebulebebSi gadatanili  

wamebisa da arahumanuri mopyrobis faqtebi)

davibade imereTSi, erT patara raionSi, sakmaod Cveu­

lebriv ojaxSi. mSoblebi pedagogebi iyvnen umaRlesi ga­

naTlebiT da yvelaze kargi, rac momces, iyo ganaTleba, 

romliTac SemeZlo Cemi Tavis damkvidreba sazogadoe­

baSi. maT bavSvobidanve mimaCvies Sromas. is Sromismoy­

vareoba, rac maqvs, aris Cemi mSoblebis da im garemos 

damsaxureba, romelSic me vizrdebodi. skola eqsternad 

maqvs damTavrebuli, oqros medalze. sakmaod did moma­

vals miwinaswarmetyvelebdnen, TxuTmeti wlis ukve umaR­

lesi saswavleblis studenti viyavi. Tavis droze wignebi 

maqvs gamocemuli. Cemi mSoblebi mdidrebi ar iyvnen, mag­

ram rac hqondaT, yvelanairad cdilobdnen, Cemi da Cemi 

dis ganaTlebaSi CaedoT. Cemi da Cemze ramdenime wliT 

umcrosia, magram me gavzarde. roca mSoblebi midiodnen 

samsaxurSi mas me vuvlidi, rac Zalian bednierad maxsen­

deba. vamayob, rom aseTi kargi da myavs.

Cemi skolis damTavreba daemTxva e.w. `kuponizaciis“ 

periods. albaT, dedas da mamas xelfasi erTdroulad 

rom ameRo da rusul fulze gadamexurdavebina, raRac 

elementaruli saWiroebis dasakmayofileblad Tu iqne­

boda sakmarisi. amitom gadavwyvite, Camebarebina iseT 

umaRles saswavlebelSi, romelsac saerTo sacxovrebe­

li da kveba eqneboda. Cavabare qalaq baTumSi. ramdenime 

weli viswavle da Sevxede, rom xarjebs ver vwvdebodi. 

aRar iyo Tavs zeviT Zala da gadavwyvite, wavsuliyavi 
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sazRvargareT. Tvrameti wlis viyavi, roca es nabiji ga­

davdgi da wavedi sazRvargareT samuSaod. roca Cavedi iq 

sul sxva realobas Sevejaxe. megona rogorc romanebSia 

aRwerili ise Cavidodi `beber evropaSi“ da axal cxovre­

bas daviwyebdi. iq Casuli qarTvelebis umravlesoba Ziri­

Tadad, aralegaluri saqmianobiT irCenda Tavs, risi ga­

mocdilebac, sabednierod, ar mqonda da verc SevZlebdi. 

masxendeba erTi momenti, roca holandiaSi vcxovrobdi: 

roterdamamde velosipediT Cavedi imitom, rom matareb­

lis fuli ar mqonda. roterdami udidesi saporto qala­

qia da vfiqrobdi, rom raime samsaxuri momenaxa, magram iq 

samuSaos Zebna amao iyo. Tavidan erTi weli imis fulic 

ki ar mqonda, rom CemebisTvis damereka da meTqva, rom 

kargad viyavi, xandaxan TveSi erTxel Zlivs vaxerxebdi 

TbilisSi Cem axlobelTan damereka saxlis telefonze da 

meTqva, rom cocxali viyavi da mas eTqva, rom Cemebi jan­

mrTelad iyvnen. SeiZleba iTqvas, sakmaod didi stresi 

ganvicade amisgan. Cemi Tavis realizebas ver vaxdendi, 

ojaxs ver vexmarebodi, magram nel-nela adaptacia moxda. 

Sevegue im sistemas, movnaxe samsaxuric, SevZeli imdeni, 

rom Cemi SromiT naSovn Tanxas vagzavnidi regularulad. 

sakmaod kargi ganaTleba mivaRebine Cem das universitet­

Si. mSoblebs vexmarebodi, rom Tavi gaetanaT. im naTesa­

vebs, romlebmac Rrma bavSvobidan kargi gavlena moaxdi­

nes Cemze vcdilobdi, davxmarebodi. Semdeg samsaxuridan 

avariaSi movyevi da sikvdil-sicocxlis piras viyavi. aRa­

ravis hqonda Cemi gadarCenis imedi. 44-e Tu 45-e dRes ga­

vaxile reanimaciaSi Tvali, marcxena xelSi mgrZnobeloba 

ar mqonda, saSineli Tavis tkivili da sisuste mawuxebda. 

reanimaciaSi rom viweqi gonebawarTmeuli, iseTi Seg­

rZneba mqonda TiTqos sadRac bnel oTaxSi viyavi, meore 

oTaxSi dedaCemi imyofeboda da saWmels mimzadebda. al­

baT, dedisa da ojaxis Zalian Zlierma siyvarulma gada­

marCina. radgan evropaSi sul marto viyavi, gadavwyvite, 

reabilitaciisTvis saqarTveloSi Camovsuliyavi. holan­

diaSi Tu ver vimuSavebdi pensias aravin daminiSnavda. ro­

desac saqarTveloSi davbrundi e.w. `vardebis revolu­

cia“ axali momxdari iyo, xalxi imediT uyurebda _ axal­
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gazrda mTavrobas. mec am ferxulSi Cavebi. gamocxadda 

sajaro skolis direqtorebis konkursi. miuxedavad imisa, 

rom erTi saaTic ar mqonda sajaro skolaSi namuSevari, 

pirobebi iyo aseTi _ mxolod umaRlesi ganaTleba da sa­

muSao staJi unda gqonoda. direqtoris arCevnebSi miviRe 

monawileoba da mTeli raioni gaocebuli iyo imiT, rom 

sami Tu oTxi Tvis mecadineobis Sedegad, SevZeli is, rom 

moqmed skolis direqtorebze maRali qulebi aviRe.

ramdenime xani sajaro skolaSi vimuSave. am dros 29 

wlis viyavi da ojaxis Seqmnaze, memkvidresa da gvaris gam­

grZelebelze daviwye fiqri. reabilitacia gavlili mqon­

da. marTalia, meore jgufis invalidoba momaniWes da pen­

sia daminiSnes, magram SemeZlo inteleqtualuri samuSao 

Semesrulebina da saWiroebis SemTxvevaSic mcire fiziku­

ri datvirTvac ganmexorcielebina. am periodSi gavicani 

Cemi momavali meuRle. ramodenime Tvis urTierTobis Sem­

deg davojaxdiT. qarTvelebs Zalian kargi sityva gvaqvs 

_ `meore naxevari“. vaSli rom gavWraT, es ori naxevari 

identuri ar iqneba, magram orive erTad, erTi mTlianoba 

gamodis da SemiZlia vTqva, rom Cemi meuRle zustad is 

naxevaria, romelTan erTadac me erTi mTlianoba var. 

Zalian mokled aRvniSnav, rom Cemi ucxoeTSi yofna 

grZeldeboda, daaxloebiT, Svidi weli. am xnis manZil­

ze, yoveldRe miwevda gadarCenisTvis brZola. iq arc me­

gobari myavda, arc mezobeli. iq ver mixval veravisTan 

da etyvi ~ puris fuli masesxe da xelfass rom aviReb 

gagistumreb~, eseTi raRac iq warmoudgeneli da gamo­

ricxulia. iq cxovrebam maswavla, rom adamianma rogorme 

finansuri stabiluroba unda Seiqmna da amisaTvis yvela­

feri unda gaakeTo. yvelaferSi kanonieri gziT miRweuls 

vgulisxmob. aTasnairi profesia maqvs gamocvlili: namu­

Sevari var saTburSi- miwaze, marketSi, manqanebis yidva-

gayidvaze, fermaSi, ojaxSi... mimaCnia, rom arcerTi saxis 

samuSao, dawyebuli, menagviT damTavrebuli ministriT , 

ar amcirebs adamians. mTavaria, adamians hqondes pirovnu­

li Rirseba, romelsac ver waarTmevs veranairi samuSao.

gadavwyvite, wamovsuliyavi TbilisSi, radgan aRar 

myofnida sajaro skolis xelfasi. vmuSaobdi sadistri­
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bucio kompaniaSi, Cemi kerZo manqaniT davdiodi distri­

buciaze. amasobaSi patara gogonac SegveZina. es Tanxac 

aRar gvyofnida, amitom daviwye kerZo SekveTebze siaru­

li. vemsaxurebodi im klientebsac visac qalaqgareT gas­

vla undoda. qalaqSic, roca Cems saqmeze mivdiodi, da­

vadebdi taqsis trafarets da Tu vinme xels damiqnevda, 

benzinis fuli iqneboda Tu ra, vSoulobdi. 

amasTanave, aqtiuri viyavi sazogadoebrivadac. vxedav­

di, rom usamarTloba iyo qveyanaSi dabudebuli. es CemSi 

Sinagan protests iwvevda da am protestis gamoxatule­

bas veZebdi im xalxTan erTad, vinc Tavis protests afiq­

sirebda. arc erT partias ar mivekuTvnebi, magram roca 

saqarTveloSi saprotesto talRa wamovida, yovelTvis 

vakeTebdi Cemi SesaZleblobis maqsimums: vmonawileobdi 

2007 wlis da 2009 wlis aqciebSi, var 7 noembris dar­

bevis msxverpli. Semdeg iyo karvebis aqcia rusTavelze. 

karvebis aqciebis dros vcdilobdi yvelanairi daxmareba 

gamewia iq myofi xalxisTvis. 2007 wlis 7 noembris aqcie­

bis dros, Cemi saxlic ki damiTmia raionidan Camosuli 

opozicionerebisTvis, Rameebs rom aTevdnen da arsad wa­

sasvleli ar hqondaT. amiT vfiqrobdi, rom raRacas qvey­

nisTvis sasargeblos vakeTebdi. 

gulwrfelad mjeroda imis, rom Cems qveyanas vemsaxu­

rebodi. es Cemi aqtiuroba aqciebze , Turme SeuniSnavi ar 

darCenia maSindel kudis, sodis, Tu uSiSroebis samsaxu­

rebs da 2010 wels moaxerxes imdeni, rom manqanaSi Camides 

narkotiki. erTxel, roca erT-erTi klientia gadamyavda 

Cemi kerZo manqaniT, man gadasvlisas erTi ulufa narko­

tiki Camido manqanaSi. karebic ki ar mqonda moxuruli, 

rom uSiSroebis TanamSromlebma gadmomaTries manqani­

dan,wamiyvanes da cnobili, avadsaxsenebeli 260-e muxlis 

meore nawili momiyenes da sakmaod didi xniT Tavisufle­

bis aRkveTa momisajes. ra Tqma unda, amas ar vaRiarebdi, 

sisxlis analizma narkotikis kvali ar gamoaCina. mimiyva­

nes Zveli Tbilisis nomer pirvel ganyofilebaSi da gam­

xecebulma policielebma sastikad mcemes. maiZulebdnen 

meRiarebina, rom narkotiki Cemi iyo. iqidan narkologiur 

klinikaSi gadamiyvanes, sadac sisxlSi narkotikis vera­
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viTari kvali ver aRmoaCines da daskvnaSi Caweres, rom 

vizualuri daTvalierebiT narkotikuli nivTierebis ze­

moqmedeba metyoboda. eqspertizis daskvnas kategoriu­

lad ar daveTanxme. amis gamo isev gadamiyvanes policiis 

ganyofilebaSi da sastikad mcemes. mirtyamdnen wixlebiT, 

xelketebiT, wyliT savse boTlebiT. arasdros damaviw­

ydeba Tu ra uSveri sityvebiT mlanZRavdnen, TiTqos sul­

Si gafurTxebeno. Semdeg gadamiyvanes gldanis #8 dawese­

bulebaSi. savaraudod aseTi wesi hqondaT, rom `gautexa­

vi“ patimrebi, vinc danaSauls ar aRiarebda, iq miyavdaT 

`dasamuSaveblad“. absoluturi jojoxeTi iyo. ai, rasac 

yvebian, rasac aCveneben, Tundac is cixis cnobili kad­

rebi, rac gamovida, es yvelaferi xdeboda Cems Tvalwin, 

es yoveldRiuri sisxlis gubeebi, dResac ki magondeba 

nawamebi, gaubedurebuli patimrebis _ bRavili, Rriali, 

raRac araadamianuri xmebi. minda vTqva, rom nebismieri is 

adamiani, vinc es jojoxeTi gamoiara, raRacnairad, gmi­

ria imitom, rom man didi tanjva ganicada. gmiria Tu ara, 

wamebulia _ wamebulia fizikurad, wamebulia sulierad. 

erTia, roca gcemen, am cemas aitan _ gaivlis ori dRe da 

fizikuri tkivili mogiSuSdeba, magram iq sulSi gafur­

Txebdnen, absoluturad degradirebuli,sindis da namus 

garecxili da fsiqologiurad gadagvarebuli adamianebi. 

Cemi azriT, es is xalxi iyo, romlebsac bavSvobidan awu­

xebdaT arasrulfasovnebis kompleqsi, romlebic xvde­

bodnen, rom am cxovrebaSi arafers ar warmoadgendnen iq 

ki iCendnen TavianT `vaJkacobas“. ai, warmoidgineT zur­

gze xelebSekruli patimari, romelsac gametebiT scemen 

da agineben cols, mSoblebs, Svils da Tu am patimarma 

erTi sityva amoiRo, sastikad uswordebodnen. me momswre 

var imisac, rom patimris religiur grZnobebsac Seexnen. 

patimars xmas Tu amoiRebda e.w. `raskrutkaze“ uSvebdnen, 

patimrobis vadas umatebdnen TanamSromlis Seuracxyo­

fisaTvis. miWirs wamebis faqtebis TanmimdevrobiT dala­

geba. me piradad, rasac gavuZeli, dagadavitane Cemi oja­

xis wevrebis daxmarebiT. #8 dawesebulebaSi roca viyavi, 

patimarTan sam kg-ze meti xili ar SeiZleboda Semosuli­

yo, amis gamo Cem meuRles kviraSi orjer_samjer uwevda 
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Semosvla, rom xili sakmarisi raodenobiT moewodebina. 

roca damiWires Cemi Svili sami Tvis iyo. mxardaWeras 

vgrZnobdi invalidi mamisgan da moxucebuli dedisgan, 

roca Cemi meuRle dauTovebul tansacmels da bavSvis 

suraTs Semomigzavnida es CemTvis udidesi Tanadgomis 

tolfasi iyo da ukve cixeSi wameba meorexarisxovani xde­

boda. aseTive Tanadgomas vgrZnobdi Cemi megobrebisgan, 

romlebic, rogorc SeeZloT ise exmarebodnen Cem ojaxs. 

vxvdebodi, rom mxolod am orfexze mosiarule qvewar­

mavlebiT ar iyo savse samyaro da arc iseTi adamianebiT, 

romlebmac me narkotiki Camides da ojaxi damakargines. 

vxvdebodi, rom am qveyanaze sikeTec arsebobda da minda 

kidev erTxel xazi gavusva, rom pirveli aris ojaxis wev­

rebis mxardaWera da maTi gverdiT dgoma. adamiani gaute­

xeli xdeba da cxovrebaze xels arasodes Caiqnevs, roca 

icis, rom gareT masze viRaca fiqrobs da misi tkivili 

sxvisi tkivilic aris. 

wamebas rac Seexeba, aseTi praqtika arsebobda: jer 

erTi, CurCuliT unda gelaparaka sakanSi imitom, rom 

odnavi xmis aweva da damTavrebuli iyo iq yvelaferi; 

radio unda gqonoda Caweuli im doneze, rom yurs Tu ar 

miadebdi, ver mousmendi. Camoivlidnen (korpusze modis 

jgufi saRamos Semovlaze), romel sakanSic Sediodnen, 

cota xanSi iqidan ismoda saSineli tyapa-tyupis, bRa­

vilis da Rrialis xma. sakuTar Tavze maqvs piradad ga­

mocdili. karebis gaRebas ukve SiSis kankaliT velode­

bodiT. gaiReboda sakani, Semodiodnen, ar gekiTxebodnen 

arc ra daaSave, arc arafers... warmoidgineT, iReba sak­

nis karebi, Semodian da ici, unda gcemon da rato unda 

gcemon amas ver xvdebi. arc geubnebian, rom Sen rame 

daaSave, modis da gcems. erTxel meore sarTulze wamo­

wolili viyavi da CameZina, saRamo iqneboda. gaiRo kari. 

me Rrmad meZina da ar gameRviZa. aseTi wesi hqondaT, 

vinme rom Semovidoda, iqneboda es ubralo kontrolio­

ri, Tu cixis ufrosi, ar hqonda amas didi mniSvneloba, 

aucileblad fexze unda wamomdgariyavi da zurgze xe­

lebi dagewyo, winaaRmdeg SemTxvevaSi sastikad gcemdnen. 

egreve mecnen fexebSi da meore sarTulidan betonis ia­
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takze gadmomagdes. Tvali rom gavaxile, fexs mirtyamda 

daaxloebiT sami an oTxi adamiani. mcemes imis gamo, rom 

CameZina da droze ver avdeqi. vinc me sawolidan gadmo­

magdo, iyo erT-erTi mTavari jalaTi, romelic #18 ci­

xis samkurnalo dawesebulebaSi socialuri samsaxuris 

ufrosi iyo. socialuri samsaxuris ufrosmaunda daic­

vas patimris uflebebi, magram sinamdvileSi ki igi patim­

rebis uflebebis yvelaze didi damrRvevi iyo. piradad 

me man samjer mcema.

gadamiyvanes cixis #18 samkurnalo dawesebulebaSi, 

e.w. `rezbalnicaze“, sadac Cemi surviliT sameurneo na­

wilSi Caviricxe. iq Caricxvas davTanxmdi Cemi nebiT, rad­

gan teritoriulad saxlTan yvelaze axlos iyo da Cems 

meuRles ufro gauadvildeboda CemTan vizitebze siaru­

li. vicodi, sadac ar unda gadaveyvane, is ar daanebebda 

Tavs CemTan siaruls. sameurneo nawilSi dasaqmebulebs 

aRar uSveben sxva dawesebulebaSi da ojaxs zedmet xarjs 

aRar davakisrebdi, miT umetes, rom maSin meuRle umuSe­

vari iyo. absoluturad yvela umuSevari iyo da albaT, 

RvTis wyaloba aris da keTili adamianebis damsaxureba 

is, rom cocxlebi damxvdnen isinic da cocxali gamovedi 

mec gareT. 

sameurneo nawilSi gadasvlis Semdeg ufro saSinel pi­

robebi damxvda. me TviTon minaxavs saknis fanjridan, ro­

gor gausvenebiaT Savi yuTiT patimari. Worebia, Tu rac 

aris, amaze aucileblad ityvis gamoZieba Tavis sityvas 

da sakmaod didi eWvi maqvs imis, rom xdeboda organoebis 

ukanono donacia. patimari biWebisgan momismenia, kibos 

meoTxe stadia rom hqoniaT, RmerTo, aq nu momklavo mar­

to imitom, rom `somexam“ ar damCexos morgSio. es `some­

xa“ morgSi hyavdaT TanamSromlad da is, rac eqsperts da 

eqims unda gaekeTebina, is akeTebda. es iqneboda, gakveTa, 

adamianis organoebis amocla Tu gvamis amovseba raRac 

binZuri tiloebiT, naxerxiT, joxebiT da kenWebiT, mere 

gakerva da ase gadacema ojaxis wevrebisTvis... es micva­

lebulebis Seuracxyofaa, raRac sazizRroba. 

me, rogorc im raionis warmomadgenels, saidanac Cve­
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ni amJamindeli premieria1, udoTi gaTavisuflebis da 

ukeTesi pirobebis sanacvlod SemomTavazes mimeca cru 

Cveneba misi partiis wevrebis winaaRmdeg. TiTqos par­

tiis aqtivistebi saarCevno xmebis sanacvlod, Cemi oja­

xis wevrebs hpirdebodnen Cemi cixidan gaTavisuflebas. 

me imdenad davalebuli viyavi am adamianisgan, rom jer er

Ti, tyuili ratom unda meTqva, mere meore, roca skola­

Si vmuSaobdi xelfass mixdida, mamaCemis operacia daafi­

nansa, Cemi operacia daafinansa, ara imitom, rom piradad 

vicnobdi, an is micnobda, an rames warmovadgendi, ubra­

lod, rogorc keTili adamiani gaWirvebul ojaxs dag­

vexmara. warmogidgeniaT, axla me ramxela tvirTi unda 

ameRo Cems Tavze, rom aseT adamianze raRac cilismwa­

meba damewera? rogor unda mecxovra saerTod, Cemi Svi­

lisTvis da Cemi axloblebisTvis rogor unda Semexeda 

TvalebSi?! amitom kategoriuli uari ganvacxade. uaris 

gancxadebis Semdeg, reJimis da socialuri samsaxuris 

ufrosebma SemaTries morgSi, mimabes gvamebis gasakveT 

magidaze da raRac specialuri marwuxebiT fexis TiTebi 

gadamimtvries, romlidanac ramodenime TiTi didi wva­

lebiT me Tavad Cavisvi, xolo fexis ori TiTi amJamadac 

ise Zlieraa deformirebuli, rom fexsacmlis Cacma da 

siaruli miWirs. fexis TiTebis motexvis garda xelkets 

mirtyamdnen, sityvier Seuracxyofas mayenebdnen da ro

ca gonebas vkargavdi, civ wyals masxamdnen gamosafxiz­

leblad , Semdeg isev agrZelebdnen wamebas.mainc yvela­

fers gavuZeli. 

gazeT `kviris palitraSi“ erTi patara leqsi amovikiTxe:

`rodesac imeds azri aRar aqvs, 

da Seni guli boRmiT ivseba, 

erTaderTi ram gadagarCens,

Tqvi: yvelaferi kargad iqneba“.

amovWeri am gazeTidan da sawolis TavTan mqonda gak­

ruli. minda vTqva, rom qristiani var, magram gareT roca 

viyavi, imden dros veRar vuTmobdi locvas, rasac guliT 

locva hqvia. cixeSi, albaT, RmerTis siyvarulma da am 

1.  igulisxmeba imJamindeli opoziciis lideri, romelic SemdgomSi premier 
ministri gaxda (red.).
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locvam gadamarCina. patara locvanis wigni mqonda, ro­

melSic Svidgzis locvebi ewera, amas vambobdi. SeiZleba 

vinmes, visac aseTi jojoxeTi ar gamouvlia, es sityvebis 

TamaSi egonos, magram rodesac mawamebdnen, im tkivilTan 

erTad, gulSi vfiqrobdi _ ufalo ieso qriste, RmerTo 

Cemo Semiwyale me codvili meTqi. amas vfiqrobdi gulSi 

da aman gadamatanina.

amis Semdeg, rogorc urCi patimari da maTi survile­

bis arSemsrulebeli, brali damimZimes da gadamagzavnes 

daxuruli tipis dawesebulebaSi e.w `orTaWalis kritSi“. 

sxvebisgan mqonda gagonili, rom `orTaWalis kritSi“ mis­

vlisTanave presSi unda gavetarebine da fsiqologiurad 

mzad viyavi cemisTvis. verc ki warmovidgendi, Tu SeiZ­

leba ase gawiro adamiani. mcemes, damasisxlianes, iatak­

ze damagdes. iqve mdgari patara magididan gaveSebulebi 

fexebiT maxtebodnen tanze. daaxloebiT xuTi-eqvsi dRe 

loginidan ver vdgebodi, uSveri sityvebiT aginebdnen Ce

mi ojaxis wevrebs.

SvilTan dakavSirebiT erTi istoria minda gavixseno. 

meuRle roca modioda yovelkvireulad, suraTebi moh­

qonda, rogor izrdeboda patara gogona. aseTi wesi iyo 

sam fotoze metis Semotana akrZaluli iyo. amitom Cem 

meuRles sam-sami foto mohqonda da mere ukan vatan­

di. erT fotoze Cemi patara gogona saTamaSo daTunias 

exuteboda, Tan icinoda. mis danaxvaze nebismiers guli 

sixaruliT gaunaTdeboda. erT dResac, reJimis ufrosi 

sakanSi Semovida da ikiTxa Tu visi Svilis foto iyo. 

vifiqre, patara bavSvs Sexedavs, iqneb guli moulbes­

Tqo da vuTxari, rom Cemi Svili iyo. xoda Sexeda, mere 

Semogvxeda da Tqva: ~erTi TxuTmet weliwadSi, maga­

ri saxmari iqneba~. amis gagonebaze TvalT damibnelda. 

warmogidgeniaT amas eubnebian mamas erTaderT Svil­

ze, romlis naxvac natvrad aqvs qceuli. gaviwie misken. 

xels vin damartymevinebda iq, magram bunebrivi reaqcia 

iyo. amaze mcemes?! ver aRvwer, Tu rogor mcemes. abso­

luturad yvela TanamSromeli cdilobda, am ufrosis 

dasanaxad ufro magrad, ufro mtkivneulad daertya, 

rom mere misgan Seqeba daemsaxurebina. 
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`kritSi“ rom mimiyvanes, mcemdnen. mcemda Tavad cixis 

direqtoric, romelic manamde arasamTavrobo organiza­

ciaSi muSaobda da uflebadamcveli iyo. me Semswre var 

iseTi situaciis, rom axali TanamSromeli erTi, maqsimum 

ori kvira, iqceoda rogorc adamiani. ori kviris Semdeg 

ukve adamianis saxes mTlianad kargavda. igive, magaliTad, 

erT-erTi cnobili uflebadamcveli arasamTavrobo or­

ganizaciidan, romelmac Semdgom cixeSi daiwyo muSaoba 

gadaiqca erT-erT upirveles jalaTad, romlisTvisac 

adamianis Rirseba arafers warmoadgenda. misi moadgile 

da kidev ramdenime piri iatakze dagdebuls, sisxlis gu­

beSi mcuravs magididan maxtebodnen, wixlebiT mirtyam­

dnen, zed mafurTxebdnen da kidev sxva sazizRrobebs ake­

Tebdnen. 

undodaT, rom patimars adamianoba saerTod daekarga 

da cixidan cxoveli gamosuliyo. es ueWvelad saxelmwi­

fos pirveli pirebisgan iyo davalebuli, rom adamianis­

gan CamoeyalibebinaT cxoveli, romelic ifiqrebda mar­

to Wamaze da imaze rom ar ecemaT, rogorc pirutyvi; 

pirutyvs unda aWamo da cemis SiSi unda hqondes. 

rac Seexeba saWmels, saWmeli saWmels ar hgavda saer­

Tod, aavadmyofebda adamians. warmogidgeniaT, moxarSu­

li kartofili e.w. ̀ kombiJirTan“ erTad raRac sazizRari 

wveniT. viRebdi imitom, rom mSieri ar movmkvdariyavi. Se­

vitandi tualetSi da wyliT vrecxavdi am kartofilebs, 

rom es cximi moscileboda da ise meWama. ar arsebobda iq 

arc qura, arc araferi, rom saWmeli mogemzadebina. cixis 

maRaziaSi ormag, sammag fasebad iyideboda produqti. es 

kidev calke biznesi hqondaT. adamians iWer da mere kidev 

misma ojaxma unda ugzavnos fuli da patimarma ormag, 

sammag fasad iyidos maRaziebidan. 

rva adgilian sakanSi viyaviT 21 patimari, sadac, da­

wolaze aRar aris laparaki, imis adgilic ki ar iyo, rom 

gagevlo. oTaxSive gvqonda tualeti fardiT gamoyofi­

li, iqve iyo onkani da patara rezinis mili wylis gadasav­

lebad. autaneli sibinZure, antisanitaria... warmogidge­

niaT, 21 adamiani, dabana ar xdeba, RamiT tualetSi gasvla 

rom gdomeboda, iatakze mwoliare daaxloebiT, Svidi rva 
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adamianisTvis unda gadagebijebina. iatakzec morigeobiT 

viweqiT.

sasjelaRsrulebis saministro iyo sazogadoebis sa­

marTavi erT-erTi nacionaluri manqana: erTi is, rom uda­

naSaulod damakaves; is, rom yoveldRe umizezod mcem­

dnen; sasjels vixdidi iseT pirobebSi, rogorSic albaT 

faSistebis dros konclagerebSi ar ixdidnen.yovel saRa­

mos unda Seswiro RmerTs madloba, rom im dRes cocxali 

gadarCi. yvelaze mTavari, rac me Cems Tavs Sevatyve da 

razec yvelaze mets vnerviulobdi is iyo, rom mTeli Cemi 

Segnebuli cxovreba vicxovre ise da im azriT, rom ga­

Wirvebuls yovelTvis gamovsarClebodi. es grZnoba TiT­

qmis Cakles CemSi _ `sxvisi Wiri Robes Cxiri.“ vinmes rom 

gamovsarClebodi maTze uares mdgomareobaSi aRmovCnde­

bodi. xedav, rom adamians usamarTlod Cagraven, rom usa­

marTlod urtyamen... amas yvelafers xedav, Tavs aCveneb, 

viTom verafers xedav... es iyo saSineleba, CemSi, rogorc 

adamianSi yvelafers angrevda da klavda. es rom ramode­

nime weliwadi gagrZelebuliyo, ar vici iqedan rogori 

gamovidodi. me iseTi gaborotebuli adamianebic minaxavs, 

romlebic cixidan ojaxis wevrebTan zedmetad darekvis 

gamo, Tavis bavSvobis megobars swiravdnen, asmendnen da 

sasjels amatebinebdnen, rom cixis administraciis Tval­

Si raRac privilegiebiT esargeblaT. es iyo yoveldRiuri 

fsiqologiuri zewola. Zalian bevr SemTxvevaSi SeZles, 

rom adamianisgan marTla cxoveli gamoeyvanaT, adamians 

adamianis mimarT zizRi gasCenoda da araviTari ndoba 

aRar hqonoda. am sami wlis ganmavlobaSi, roca locvas 

vkiTxulobdi yovelTvis amas vexvewebodi RmerTs: Rmer­

To, ojaxis, moyvasisa da im adamianebis, vinc miyvarda da 

pativs vcemdi, siyvaruli ar damekarga.

televiziiT naCveneb kadrebSi iyo cixis cxovrebis 

erTi Cveulebrivi dRe. me ki aseTi samjer samassamoc­

daxuTi dRe maqvs gavlili. am dReebis ganmavlobaSi, vu­

yurebdi, rogor aupatiurebdnen, rogor scemdnen da me 

xmis amoReba ar SemeZlo. e.w. `fuqsSi“ ramdenjer vyavar 

Cayvanili... `fuqsi“ es aris daaxloebiT erTi kvadratu­

li metris galia, `abeziankas“ eZaxian, sadac arc dawola 
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SegiZlia, verc dajdebi imitom, rom skami ar aris, be­

tonis iataki da rkinis gisosebia. natrulob, iseTi Zili 

mogerios, rom gaiTiSo da organizmma cota xani dais­

venos. xuTi wuTi am betonis iatakze Tvalebs milulav, 

cota xani organizmi aRidgens Zalebs, mere isev fexze 

dgaxar. me piradad, sami dRe da Rame var namyofi ase _ 

ara saWmeli, wyalze xvewna giwevda. ver gadiodi tua­

letSi. iqve unda mogesaqmebina da im sibinZuresTan er­

Tad unda yofiliyavi ori-sami dRe. patimrebs vicnobdi, 

romlebic ori kvira da erTi Tvec ki yofilan ese. sad­

Rac maqvs wakiTxuli `esec gaivlis“, xSirad vimeorebdi 

xolme am sityvebs _ `esec gaivlis, esec gaivlis, yvela­

feri kargad iqneba“.

patimars kbili rom astkivdeboda kbilis eqimi mxolod 

xuTSabaTs modioda da momdevno xuTSabaTamde unda ge­

cada. mkurnalobaze laparaki zedmetia, pirdapir amogi­

Rebda kbils. `kritSi“ hqondaT aseTi praqtika, davuSvaT, 

adamiani axali mosulia da sTxova gamayuCebeli kontro­

liors, misca vadagasuli analgini da ar gauyuCa. ekiT­

xeba, baralgini ginda Tu ketanovi? es axali mosulia da 

ar icis. ketanols airCevs, rom ufro ukeTesia. kargi, 

gamodi axlao da ori dubinka hqondaT _ erTze ewera ba­

ralgini, meoreze ketanovi. ketanovi cota ufro mozrdi­

li iyo. `gaaxurebdnen“ amiT da Semoagdebdnen. amis mere 

wamali rogor unda eTxova adamians?! 

SeiZleba brma nawlavis gamo 21-e saukuneSi adamiani 

daiRupos? erT-erT patimars ar gaukeTes operacia, ganu­

viTarda sefsisi da daiRupa. aseTi a faqtebi `rezbalni­

caze“yofnis dros uamravi vnaxe. genocidis forma hqonda 

am yvelafers, axalgazrda biWebs, rodesac urtyamdnen 

cdilobdnen, iseT adgilebSi daertyaT, rom kacoba dae­

kargvinebinaT, anu saTesle jirkvlebi daezianebinaT... 

Semdeg operacias ukeTebdnen da Tu erTi hqondaT amo­

sakveTi, orives uRebdnen. 

me TviTon maqvs nanaxi 18 wlis bavSvs Caudes narkoti­

ki, danamdvilebiT vici rom Caudes, wesieri bavSvi iyo. 

rom ar aRiara, cemis dros muxli im doneze daumsxvries, 

rom gangrena ganuviTarda da barZaySi moaWres. Semdeg 
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procesi gaumwvavda da gangreniT daiRupa 18 wlis ange­

loziviT bavSvi. 

imis molodini, rom gavidodi da Cems ojaxs vnaxavdi 

da Cems pataras Cavexutebodi, saocar Zalas maZlevda. Za­

lian bevrjer mifiqria, rom amaT xelSi am sasjelis vadas 

bolomde mainc ver gavatandi da jobda, rom ojaxis wev­

rebi momesvenebina da CemiT momeswrafa sicocxle, magram 

mere davfiqrebulvar, rom esec gaivlis, esec warsuls 

Cabardeba da vibrZodi, Cems Tavs vebrZodi. es yvelaferi 

gadamatanina didma adamianurma siyvarulma. 

cixidan gamosvlis Semdgom raRac stigma madevs. ar 

vambob, rom sazogadoebis mxridan, radgan sazogadoebis 

nawilma kargad icis saqarTveloSi is rasac sasjelaR­

srulebis sistema hqvia. magram elementaruls getyviT, 

me dResdReobiT ar SemiZlia arc sajaro samsaxurSi mu­

Saoba, arc is, rom kerZo praqtika mqondes da moswavleebi 

movamzado _ eqvs enaze vlaparakob da aqedan oTxs Sesa­

niSnavad vflob ise, rogorc mSobliurs, magram kanoniT 

maqvs akrZaluli. ar SemiZlia manqana vmarTo an taqsistad 

vimuSavo. saxelmwifo ki ras mTavazobs dResdReobiT?!

dRes, roca gamosuli var da aranairi muSaobis ufle­

ba ar maqvs, vcdilob Sav muSad vimuSao, rom saxlSi mi­

vitano ori lukma. Cemi ojaxis Semosavlis wyaro Cemi da 

mamaCemis pensiaa. 

aministiaze laparaki rom daiwyo, patara qaRaldze da­

werili werili miviRe iusticiis ministrisgan _ `Zvirfa­

so megobaro Tqven ukve Zalian axlos xarT gaTavisufle­

basTan; Cven yvelanairad gverdSi dagidgebiT samarTlia­

nobis aRsadgenad; dasaqmebaSi; raRac unarebis SeZenaSi; 

CaTvaleT, rom Tqvens gverdSi saxelmwifo dgas da ar 

gadixarT iseT adgilze, sadac adamianebi Semogxedaven, 

rom ai es cudi adamiania, radgan cixeSi ijda. mogcemT 

Sanss, rom cxovreba daiwyoT sufTa furclidan da Seq­

mnaT raRac“,- arasdros damavawydeba is SegrZneba, roca 

am furcels vkiTxulobdi, radgan im sami wlis ganavlo­

baSi erTaderTxel vigrZeni Tavi adamianad. gamovedi iqe­

dan, mivedi iusticiis saministroSi danaSaulis preven­

ciis centrSi, didi madloba minda gadavuxado maT daxma­
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rebisTvis, Tundac imisTvis, rom Tqvenamde momiyvanes. aq 

samedicino gamokvlevebi, fsiqologigiuri konsultireba 

Camitarda sakmaod kvalificiuri adamianebis mier. vxvde­

bi, rom marto ar var am cxovrebaSi darCenili. marTalia, 

nabij-nabij, marTalia, kus nabijebiT, magram es samar­

Tlianoba aRdgeba.

qarTvelebs erTi didi sibrZne aqvT _ `samarTali ur­

miT dadiso, magram yvelas karTan midiso“; erTi laTi­

nuri gamoTqmaa _ `aRsruldes samarTlianoba, Tugind 

daingres samyaro“. aucilebelia es, ar SeiZleba dRes am 

reJimis da sistemis erT-erT Semqmnels moixseniebdnen, 

rogorc cotne dadians.

es wigni rom gamova, samagido wigni unda gaxdes Ti­

Toeuli policielisa da sasjelaRsrulebis dawesebule­

bis TanamSromlisTvis. erTxel mainc unda wakiTxon, rom 

aseTi raRaca aRar moxdes.

mkiTxvels minda vuTxra: iyavi mtkice, ar dakargo vaJ­

kacoba, Tundac umecarTa samsjavro sikvdiliT dagemuq­

ros. aucileblad unda iyo mtkice, gjerodes momavlis, 

gjerodes rom simarTle izeimebs. ar unda dakargo ada­

mianoba, vaJkacoba, qarTveloba rasac qvia, rasac Cveni 

tradiciebi gvaswavlis.

amdeni zewola, sistike da tkivili iyo, yvelanairad 

ecadnen, rom CemSi adamiani gadagvarebuliyo -`ecadnen 

da ver gamxades boroti, ecadnen da ver gamxades flidi... 

wuTisofels kacad SerCe bolomde, Turme esec gmirobaa 

didi“.
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nugzari, 37 wlis

(istoriaSi asaxulia Tbilisis #5, rusTavis #16 ,  
qsnis #19 gldanis #18, dawesebulebebSi gadatanili  
wamebisa da arahumanuri mopyrobis faqtebi)

daviwyeb moyolas imiT, rom 2007 wels damakaves nar­

kotikis moxmarebisTvis. manamde, TiTqos, yvelaferi we­

sierad midioda, normaluri cxovreba mqonda. moxda ise, 

rom megobarma ase vTqvaT, `CamiSva~. momisajes eqvsi weli 

da movxvdi orTaWalis e.w. `guberskis“ cixeSi, saSinel 

pirobebSi. as patimramde vimyofebodiT patara sakanSi. 

elementarulad, sapirfareSoSi misvlas xuTi wuTi sWir­

deboda _ gamatare, gamatares, ZaxiliT... Zilis proble­

mebi , baRlinjoebi, taraknebi, tilebi... oTx_oTxi saaTi 

gveZina, xan rogor, xan rogor... zogs skamebze e.w. `CuS­

kebze“ eZina. sami Tvis Semdeg gadamiyvanes rusTavis #1 

sapyrobileSi. oTxi wlis manZilze, xan romel sapatimro­

Si vimyofebodi xan romelSi. 2011 wels SewyalebiT gaman­

Tavisufles.

dakavebamde aTi wlis ganmavlobaSi samorineSi vmu­

Saobdi, jer mommarageblad , Semdeg ki direqtorad. sam­

wuxarod, kazino daixura da davrCi umuSevari. aRniSnu­

li kazino ojaxuri biznesiviT iyo, yvela mand vmuSaob­

diT. gaTavisuflebis Semdeg gareT uamravi problema 

damxvda: socialuri, xalxisgan sicive, TiTqos gariyu­

lad vgrZnobdi Tavs da isev igive situaciaSi Cavvardi... 

isev nakotiki, isev megobarma, uaxloesma megobarma... ori 

Tvec ar gasula, damakaves da gadamiyvanes gldanis #8 

dawesebulebaSi, ris Semdegac ar vici ra damemarTa, Soki 

iyo, Tu ra iyo, me aseTi wameba arsad menaxa manamde... es 
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e.w. `karantinis daSla“, adamianebis araadamianuri xmiT 

yvirili. Tu TanamSromlobaze xels ar moawerdnen, sas­

tikad eqceodnen sakanSi. wresaviT hqondaT gakeTebuli 

es ̀ karantini“ da yvelas iq unda gaevlo. yvelas scemdnen, 

gansakuTrebiT mkvlelobis da yaCaRobis muxlebiT gasa­

marTlebulebs. 

karantinis gavlis Semdgom, sakanSi agviyvanes, iqaurma 

oficerma gagvafrTxila, rom xmis amoRebac ki ar SeiZ­

leboda, anu CurCulic gvekrZaleboda. patara xmaurzec 

Semodiodnen, e.w. `palaJenia“ mohyavdaT da cemiT da da­

SinebebiT ̀ agdebdnen“ xalxs e.w. ̀ Sponkis“ qvemoT. uamravi 

dasjis meTodi hqondaT: muxlebze dayeneba, sapnis naWre­

bis iZulebiT gadaylapva, specialurad xerxemalSi dar­

tyma. es yvelaferi albaT imisTvis xdeboda,rom daeinva­

lidebinaT es xalxi. fsiqologiuri zewola iyo umaRles 

doneze, ar vici, me piradad, adamianad ar vTvlidi iq 

Tavs, araferi ar viyavi da verc momavalSi vxedavdi per­

speqtivas. 

TiTqmis yvela iyo cemaSi CarTuli, xelis dartymis 

ufleba ar hqonda mxolod kontroliors. kontrolio­

ri uSualod aRebs da ketavs saknis kars. haerze gasvlis 

ufleba ar gvqonda. gasaseirneblad gasvlas Tu moviT­

xovdiT, ise gvaginebdnen da gviyvirodnen, rom meored 

namdvilad aRar sTxovdi. kveba saSineli... me saerTod mi­

Wirs amis gaxseneba... axlac, rom maxsendeba... didi fsi­

qologiuri stresi miviRe meore patimrobisas gldanis 

cixeSi... imitom, rom pirvel SemTxvevaSi, ar mqonia egeTi 

zewola da fsiqologiuri travma, arc fizikuri da arc 

fsiqologiuri... ar vici, exlac rom maxsendeba... 

yoveldRiuri stresi iyo! yovel dRe saSinelebis mo­

lodinSi viyaviT. xandaxan cema gverCivna maT mier moyene­

bul sityvier Seuracxyofas. gvaginebdnen, gvamcirebdnen. 

iyo erTi aseTi sasjelic _ dagayenebdnen Sua sakanSi da 

xuTi-eqvsi saaTis ganmavlobaSi, Cumad unda mdgariya­

vi, ar ganZreuliyavi. amas, ra Tqma unda, cema gverCivna. 

karcerSi e.w. samartoo sakanSi Camiyvanes, arafrisTvis, 

raRac patara xmaurze. aTi dRe iq vimyofebodi, dRe ga­

moSvebiT maZlevdnen leibs, arc baliSi, arc sabani ar 
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mqonda, mxolod erTi TefSi da erTi Wiqa, arc kovzi arc 

Cangali iyo, ar vici, rogor Zlebs iq xalxi saerTod... 

administraciasTan TanamSromlobaze uaris SemTxveva­

Si mimarTavdnen aseT meTods _ yovel kviras sakaranti­

no Semowmebaze Semodiodnen saknebSi, yvelafers ayira­

vebdnen, gahyavdaT patimrebi kamerebidan da fizikurad 

uswordebodnen.

marjvena Tvalze fizikuri travma gadavitane cemis­

gan. kataraqta gamiCnda, Semdeg Camoyalibda glaukoma da 

mxedveloba davkarge marjvena Tvalze. 

SiSebi da halucinaciebi damewyo, sruli uimedobis 

SegrZneba mqonda, sakuTar Tavs adamianad aRar vTvli­

di. uZiloba mawuxebda, xolo ZilSi koSmaruli sizmre­

bi mesizmreboda. TviTmkvlelobis mcdelobebic mqonda. 

vTxove eqimi gamoeZaxaT. albaT amitomac momiyvanes. mar­

Talia, didi Txovnis Semdeg magram rogorc iqna, movida 

da mnaxa fsiqiatrma. raRac wamlebi daminiSna. am wamlebs 

iSviaTad uniSnavdnen patimars. rva Tvis ganmavlobaSi 

vsvamdi da mdgomareoba cota gaumjobesda, magram zewo­

la isev grZeldeboda. piradad me Tu ar mexebodnen, ka­

meraSi Cems Tvalwin megobars rom scemdnen, esc CemTvis 

wamebis tolfasi iyo. principSi, situacia yvelasTvis er

Ti da igive iyo.

ai, ukve meoTxe Tvea rac gamaTavisufles, magram dRe­

sac Tavs saSinlad vgrZnob, fsiqologiurad ganadgure­

buli var, Tavs ver verevi, gadatanili mZime stresis gamo 

nervuli sistema Semerya. 

uZiloba isev mawuxebs. medikamentebs vRebulob, TiT­

qos mdgomareobam cota gamosworeba daiwyo. amas Tan er­

Tvis ojaxis mZime socialuri mdgomareoba, umuSevroba, 

adamianebTan urTierTobis deficiti. uamravi ramis SiSi 

damCemda, magaliTad, quCaSi Tu davinaxav formian ada­

mians, meSinia ar damakavos da mcemos. saxlSi karze kaku­

nis an ucnobi mamakacis xmis gagonebaze cudis molodini 

maqvs. 

weliwadnaxevari viyavi gldanSi da Tvenaxevari e.w. 

`rezbalnicaze“. `rezbalnicidan“ ukve amnistiiT gamove­

di. bolos, arCevnebis Semdeg, modunda situacia da cota 
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amovisunTqeT, magram es travma im doneze Zlieri iyo da 

ise damaziana, rom mainc miWirda da patimrebTanac veRar 

mqonda iseTi urTierToba.

bevri patimari sapatimroSi locvas iwyebs da religiu­

ri xdeba. es cemis gareSec xdeboda. roca giWirs sanuge­

Seblad religias mimarTav. cema da wameba, es ukve zRvars 

gadasuli qmedebaa. 

rom gamovedi, pirveli ori Tve Zalian cudad viyavi, 

araadeqvaturad viqceodi _ xan ras vejaxebodi, xan ras. 

xelidan yvelaferi mivardeboda, koncentracia dakar­

guli mqonda. TviTmkvlelobaze fiqri naklebad, magram 

periodulad isev maqvs. vmkurnalob da cota ukeTesad 

vgrZnob Tavs, albaT wamlebic mSvelis.

 erTmaneTis dabezRebis instituti iyo amoqmedebuli. 

sxvaTa Soris cixis TanamSromlebs Sorisac igive procesi 

mimdinareobda. msgavsi istoriebi xSirad gvesmoda. al­

baT, eris daSineba, adamianis gaCanageba undodaT. aseTi 

sistema Camoayalibes. me vTvli, rom adamianis sapatimro­

Si yofna ukve dasjaa. damatebiT adamianis wameba kanoniT 

akrZalulia. wameba fizikurad da fsiqikurad gazianebs, 

SiSs giCens da adamianobas gakargvinebs. 

Zalian minda es wigni gamoices, raTa momavalma Tao­

bebma waikiTxos da aRar gaimeoros is rac wina mTavrobis 

reJimma danerga. swored amitom aravin ar unda gaCerdes, 

xma amoiRos yvelam visac qoneba waarTves, fizikurad da 

fsiqiurad daazianes. yvela damnaSave unda daisajos, Sem­

srulebelic da damkveTic. 
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genrixi, 44 wlis

(istoriaSi asaxulia gldanis #8 dawesebulebaSi  
gadatanili wamebisa da arahumanuri mopyrobis faqtebi)

davibade 1969 wlis 28 ivliss q. TbilisSi. ojaxSi vi­

yaviT deda, mama, me da Cemi da. skolaSi friadosani ar 

viyavi, magram rogorc maswavleblebi aRniSnavdnen Zalian 

niWieri viyavi. skolis periodSi da skolis Semdgomac 

aqtiurad viyavi CarTuli sportul aqtivobebSi. Semdeg 

Cavabare umaRlesSi, qalaq moskovSi _ `sabWoTa kavSiris 

kvebis mrewvelobis institutSi“. moskovSi gatarebuli 

studentobis wlebi Zalian kargad maxsovs. bavSvobac sak­

maod laRi mqonda. faqtiurad ar maklda araferi, araf­

ris deficiti ar mqonia, arc sadme wasvlis an dasvenebis. 

Zalian miyvarda nadiroba da Tevzaoba, axlac miyvars. 

Cemma mSoblebma Semiyvanes `pionerTa sasaxleSi“. iq iyo 

aseTi klubi _ `mxareTmcodneoba da alpinizmi“. Zalian 

madlobeli var im klubis, radgan faqtiurad am klubis 

damsaxurebaa, rom Semoviare da Seviswavle mTeli sabWo­

Ta kavSiri, yvela kuTxe kunWuli. Semdeg, afxazeTis omSi 

miviRe uSualo monawileoba da omi rom damTavrda, kidev 

gavagrZele partiznoba galis raionSi. 

davojaxdi 20 wlis asakSi da 21 wlisas ukve myavda Svi­

li. 8 wlis Semdeg Cveni ojaxuri idilia dasrulda. Cemi 

meuRle mas Semdeg cxovrobs moskovSi da faqtiurad, Cemi 

Svili me da dedaCemma gavzardeT. me amaSi negatiurs ve­

rafers vxedav, piriqiT... Cemsa da Cems Svils Soris Camo­

yalibda Zalian kargi urTierToba. Zalian megobrulebi 

varT, magram es megobroba familarobaSi ar gadadis.
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 sakmaod warmatebuli biznesmeni viyavi. kerZod, tvir­

Tebis gadamzidavi kompania mqonda :logistika, gadazidva, 

sabrokero momsaxureoba da a.S. 

xelisuflebis Secvlis Semdeg, Camoyalibda aseTi 

struqtura_ safinanso policia, romlisganac Tavdapir­

velad viRebdi madlobebs imasTan dakavSirebiT, rom me, 

faqtiurad civilizebuli saxe miveci am bizness. xolo, 

Semdeg igive safinanso policiaSi ukve sxvanairad dain­

teresdnen CemiT. gadawyvites warTmeva da ganaxorcieles 

kidec. raRac periodis ganmavlobaSi, dro gamoSvebiT ma­

jarimebdnen. momiwia Cemi binis gayidva imitom, rom sxvag­

varad ver gadavixdidi Tanxas. davrCi Ria cis qveS, samsa­

xuris da Semosavlis wyaros gareSe. 

am periodSi Seiqmna gaerTianebuli opoziciuri daj­

gufeba, sadac meore dResve gavwevriandi. garkveuli pe­

riodis Semdeg, liderebma SemogvTavazes, me da ramode­

nime Cems megobars e. w. mobilur jgufebs CavdgomodiT 

saTaveSi. mobiluri jgufebi uzrunvelyofdnen winasaar­

Cevno periodSi regionebSi vizitebis usafrTxoebas da 

gayalbebis prevencias. 

mTeli am drois manZilze, Cems telefonze xorciel­

deboda araerTi muqaris Semcveli zari, rom Tu ar Ca­

movSordebodi Cems saqmianobas, `gamfaqtavdnen“ , Cami­

debdnen wamals an iaraRs da damiWerdnen. maT undodaT 

ara marto Cemi CamoSoreba, aramed mTlianad im ZiriTadi 

RerZis moSoreba, romelic am jgufSi aqtiur monawileo­

bas iRebda. daaxloebiT 20 kaciani jgufi iyo, samagie­

rod, Cemi biznesis dabrunebas mpirdebodnen, razec me, ra 

Tqma unda, uars veubnebodi.

saparlamento arCevnebis Semdeg absoluturi marcxi 

ganicada opoziciam. maisSi arCevnebi damTavrda da 8 iv­

niss specialurma operaciulma departamentma damapatim­

ra. mag periodisTvis ukve aRarc saxli mqonda, aRarc 

araferi... vcxovrobdi Cems dasTan, romelic onkologiu­

ri avadmyofi iyo.

 erT mSvenier dRes, gamovedi saxlidan, Cavjeqi manqa­

naSi da gamovedi pavlovis quCis mimarTulebiT. iq kuT­

xeSi SuqniSania da wiTelze gavCerdi, am dros, davinaxe, 



27

rom Savma mersedesma gza gadamiketa, gavixede sarkeSi da 

davinaxe, rom ukanac manqana idga da gverdebidanac, ram­

denime manqanam momaqcia alyaSi. TiTqos mivxvdi rac xde­

boda, magram bolomde ver gavSifre situacia, radgan arc 

erT maTgans ar ecva forma, arc sabuTi gaaCndaT. 

im periodSi, roca nacionalurma moZraobam gaimar­

jva saparlamento arCevnebSi, opozicionerebze nadiroba 

daiwyo. Cems megobrebzec SemiZlia giTxraT: zogs sadar­

bazoSi daxvdnen, zogi moitaces da sabarguliT gaiyvanes 

qalaqidan, zogi sasaflaoze scemes, zogi tyeSi da iqve 

datoves. erTi Zlivs gadarCa, SemTxveviT ipova viRac mo­

xucma kacma, Torem aucileblad sisxlisgan daicleboda. 

im periodSi, politikuri niSniT, jer kidev, aravin iyo 

daWerili. yvelaze seriozulad politikuri niSniT da­

Werili maSin merab ratiSvili iyo. amitom, me vifiqre, 

rom es aris ubralo angariSsworeba, rom mxolod Cemi 

cema undaT da gadavwyvite, rom gamerRvia es alya. swra­

fad davZari manqana ukan, vapirebdi ukan mdgomi manqanis 

gaCoCebas da raRac patara koridoris Seqmnas, rom mere 

Tavi dameRwia. magram, samwuxarod, moxda ise, rom im man­

qanas ukan sxva manqana moadga da ori manqana veRar gav­

wie. manqanis SuSebi Camimsxvries, kari gamiRes, Semomic­

vivdnen, gadamawvines da meore mxridan, romel mxarezec 

gadamawvines xelborkilebi damades. vigrZeni, rom viRaca 

qurTukis jibeSi xels mifaTurebda. amaze egreve avtexe 

yvirili, ras midebT meTqi jibeSi. ra Tqma unda, pasu­

xi aravin gamca. me ar vCerdebodi, vyvirodi, mindoda, 

rom gamvlelebis yuradReba mimeqcia imitom, rom es yve­

laferi xdeboda dRisiT, xuT saaTze. mokled, amomiRes 

jibidan is, rac TviTon Camides. rogorc Semdeg gair­

kva, suboteqsi yofila da aRmoCnda, rom im raodenoba­

ze cota yofila vidre undodaT. maT undodaT, CemTvis 

260-e muxlis meore nawili SeefardebinaT, xolo is rao­

denoba, rac jibeSi Camides, pirvel nawilSi Sedioda. ami­

tom, saswrafod miiRes satelefono brZaneba, rom kidev 

daematebinaT da erT-erTi gamommZiebeli SeZvra manqanaSi 

da kidev Camiyara qaRaldSi Sexveuli suboteqsi. Semdeg 

wamiyvanes specialuri operatiuli departamentis Seno­
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baSi da damkiTxes. es dakiTxva Zalian Seuracxmyofeli 

iyo, Tumca fizikur Seuracxyofas ar hqonia adgili. me­

kiTxebodnen, sad viyide narkotiki, me vpasuxobdi, rom 

narkotiki arasodes miyidia da arc exla. aba imaT Cagide­

so? da im kabinetisken gaiSvira xeli, sadac isini isxdnen, 

vinc damakaves. me davudasture, rom diax meTqi. da Sen 

rogor fiqrob, ratom Cagides narkotikio? me vuTxari, 

rom erTaderTi amas vakavSireb Cems opoziciur saqmiano­

basTan meTqi. amaze gaeRima da ra ariso opoziciao? nu, 

aranormatiuli leqsika ixmara. mivxvdi, rom aq laparakis 

gagrZelebas azri ar hqonda. Semdeg SemomTavaza, rom da­

mesaxelebina vinme bariga, razec vupasuxe, rom me aseTs 

ar vicnobdi. man miTxra, rom nebismier narkomanze SemeZ­

lo damedo xeli da im wuTasve momxsnidnen xelborkilebs 

da gamomiSvebdnen. ra Tqma unda, amaze uari vuTxari. amas 

mohyva Cemi gldanis cixeSi gadayvana.

me rom damapatimres, erT saaTSi, daapatimres Cemi me­

gobaric. faqtiurad, Cven orni erTad vxelmZRvanelob­

diT am mobilur jgufebs opoziciaSi. zustad igive si­

tuaciaSi daiWires isic, oRond me Tu quCaSi damiWires, 

is saxlSi. is ukve gafrTxilebuli iyo Cemi ojaxis wevre­

bisgan da Tavis dazRvevis mizniT gamoiZaxa advokati. ro

ca specialuri operatiuli departamentis jgufi masTan 

mivida, ukve 8 kaci hyavda saxlSi. pirdapir uTxres: modi, 

bevri rom ar viwvaloT, da Seni ojaxis wevrebic ar vaw­

valoT, gviTxari, sad aris Seni tansacmeli. man miuTiTa 

garderobze, erT-erTi TanamSromeli mivida, gaaRo gar­

derobis kari, Cayo xeli erT-erT pijakSi da amoiRo igive 

raodenoba suboteqsi, rac me Camiyares . 

mokled, 2008 wels movxdi gldanis cixeSi. karanti­

nis `koridors“ me avcdi. daemTxva, rom uceb dacales 

karantini da yvela saknebSi gadagviyvanes. jer movxvdi 

orkacian sakanSi, sadac TqrialiT modioda wyali ,me ar 

vicodi iqauri cixis wesebi da davakakune karze, vinmes­

Tvis rom dameZaxa da meTqva wylis Sesaxeb, daZinebac ki 

SeuZlebeli iyo. Turme, dakakuneba yofila samSoblos 

Ralatis tolfasi. gaiRi kari, Semomicvivdnen, sastikad 

mcemes am dakakunebis gamo da miTxres, rom kidev Tu da­
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vakakuneb an daviZaxeb, damamtvrevdnen xelebs. mokled, es 

iyo Cemi pirveli Rame gldanis cixeSi. sastikad nacemma 

gamoviRviZe diliT. ar vici, visi gadawyvetileba iyo, mag­

ram diliT gamiyvanes am saknidan da mopirdapire sakanSi 

Semiyvanes, sadac ukve eqvsi kaci damxvda. nu, iq Seda­

rebiT kargi pirobebi iyo, arc sigaretis problema iyo, 

arc saWmlis, yvelaferi gvqonda. arc wyali modioda... ra 

Tqma unda, perioduli usababo cema-tyepa grZeldeboda. 

gldanis cixeSi yvelaze cudad erTi dRe maxsovs, gai­

Ro saknis karebi da Semovida daaxloebiT 6-7 kaci, fizi­

kurad Zalian Zlierebi da dagviwyes yvirili, Tu ratom 

vxmaurobdiT guSinwin, razec me vupasuxe, rom Cven ar 

vxmaurobdiT da Tu vxmaurobdiT, maSin ratom aravin ara­

feri gviTxra im dRes da ratom amaxvilebdnen amaze yu­

radRebas dRes. amaze moeSala nervebi erT_erTs, mkiTxa 

gvari da aba suyvela damwkrivdiT da wamodiT abanoSio. 

ZiriTadi cema xdeboda abanoSi. erTaderTi adgili mTel 

cixeSi iyo abano, sadac ar iyo kamerebi. Cven Soris iyo 

erTi 18 wlis biWi, Cemi Svilis asakis bavSvi. daiwyes Cveni 

sastiki cema. dagvyares metlaxze dasisxlianebulebi. Sem­

deg, rom gavixede am bavSvisken, kuTxeSi hyavda erT-erTs 

mimwyvdeuli es bavSvi, xoda, Seagine qurdebso, eubnebo­

da. es bavSvi ar aginebda, arc qurdebs arc aravis. maSin, 

axla gaaRe pirio da daiwyo Sarvlis gaxsna. am momentSi, 

me veRar moviTmine da sakmaod koreqtulad, yovelgva­

ri Seuracxyofis gareSe davuyvire, ras SvebiT, bavSvia, 

ar grcxveniaT meTqi. aman ufro gaaRiziana. sul yvelas 

ubrZanes Cacma imitom, rom wels zemoT yvela gaxdilebi 

viyaviT da yvela sakanSi daabrunes, me damtoves. Semdeg 

gagrZelda Cemi cema, naxevrad mkvdari mimaTries sakanSi. 

fizikuri travmebi imdenad Semawuxebeli ar aris, ro­

gorc TviTon Seuracxyofa. me Cemze vambob... warmoidgi­

neT, saqarTveloSi dabadebuli da gazrdili adamianis­

Tvis ra aris 24 saaTis ganmavlobaSi dedas rom gagineben. 

dedis gineba gesmis xan visgan, xan visgan. agineben abso­

luturad yvelas. maTTvis es Cveulebrivi ambavi iyo, mag­

ram piradad CemTvis, Zalian Seuracxyofeli. ai, Zalian 

damTrgunvelia, es dedis ginebac da es cemis formac. 
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es aris sastiki cema, anu aranaiari garantia ar aqvT arc 

maT, arc Sen, rom ar Semoakvdebi. es ar aris ubralod ce

ma. cemis dros, adamiani zomavs raRacas ai sad daartyas, 

rogor daartyas. iq ar arsebobs msgavsi raRaca. warmoid­

gineT, nacemi rom xar, Zirs agdixar , ganZrevis saSualeba 

ar gaqvs da 120 kilogramiani adamiani sakmao simaRlidan 

gaxteba mkerdze, zurgze, Tavze... imdenad `mwvane Suqi“ 

hqondaT anTebuli, rom arc saxes ifaravdnen niRbebiT... 

ceme, Tu ginda, mokali, magram reJimi unda iyos aseTi, 

rogoric aris da amas eZaxdnen disciplinas. buzis gaf­

renis xmas gaigebdiT gldanis cixeSi. 5000 patimari sadac 

ijda, Tqven iq gaigonebdiT buzis gafrenas... iyo absolu­

turi siCume. 

is wlebi rac me aqamde vicxovre, riTic vamayobdi ,-sa­

kuTari miRwevebiT an sakuTari vaJkacobiT, es yvelaferi 

gaqarwylda absoluturad, yvelaferma dakarga fasi. anu, 

me ukve me aRar viyavi. is xelSeuxebeli, rac me SigniT 

gamaCnda, gadaTelili iyo , aRar arsebobda. megona, ase 

darCeboda yvelaferi da, Turme, amasac hqonia reabili­

taciis unari. eqvsi Tvis Tavze, me gamaTavisufles sap­

roceso garigebis safuZvelze, ra Tqma unda, aRiarebiT, 

rom es narkotiki Cemi iyo da a.S. xoda faqtiurad daiwyo 

Cemi TviTreabilitacia. bolomde ar vanebebdi Tavs Cems 

opoziciur saqmianobas, ubralod axla vcdilobdi rom 

ar gamovCeniliyavi. Cemma ojaxis wevrebmac ar icodnen, 

Tu ras vsaqmianobdi da sakmaod kargad gamomdioda ra­

Rac periodi. Semdeg safinanso policiaSi moxda cvli­

lebebi, davinaxe, rom aris Sansi, aRmedgina Cemi biznesi 

da daviwye am mimarTulebiT muSaoba. ra Tqma unda, Cemi 

gamoCena am bazarze, Cems `konkurentebs“ ar esiamovnaT, 

radgan me klienturasTan sakmaod didi avtoriteti mqon­

da da es avtoriteti movipove Cemi patiosani qmedebebiT. 

mokled, eseni dainteresednen Cemi saqmianobiT, erTi pi­

rovneba dakiTxes da aTqmevines, rom me vagrZelebdi opo­

ziciasTan muSaobas da yvelafris zurgs ukan me videqi. 

es sakmarisi iyo imisTvis, rom davepatimrebine. 

2010 wlis 10 dekembers samsaxuridan Cemma megobarma 

momiyvana saxlSi; es iyo saRamos, daaxloebiT 9 saaTi. uk
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ve sibnele iyo, Camovedi manqanidan da gavemarTe sadar­

bazos mimarTulebiT. Sevedi Tu ara sadarbazoSi, viRa­

cam damiZaxa, sibnele iyo da verafers vxedavdi. romeli 

xar meTqi, vikiTxe, uceb sxva pirovnebebic gamoCdnen_ 

safinanso policiidan varT, ar ginda yvirili da zedme­

ti yuradRebis miqcevao da ai am momentSi amomitriales 

xelebi. Semdeg manqanaSi Camsves da wamiyvanes safinanso 

policiaSi. Semiyvanes erT-erT kabinetSi da iq egreve yvi­

rili damiwyes, raRac sulelur kiTxvebs misvamdnen. Sem­

deg momaTavses isev gldanis me-8 sapyrobileSi. gldanis 

me-8 sapyrobileSi sami Tvis ganmavlobaSi momiwia jdoma, 

sanam Cemi advokati da Cemi megobrebi miaRwevdnen imas, 

rom giraoTi gavTavisuflebuliyavi. 

Cems gaTavisuflebamde, daaxloebiT, sami kviriT adre, 

Semogvivardnen sakanSi cixis administraciis TanamSrom­

lebi, imdroindeli reJimis ufrosis meTaurobiT, stan­

dartuli braldebiT, rom Turme, vxmaurobT. erT-erT 

Cems Tanamesaknes ecnen yelSi da daxrCoba dauwyes. es 

ar iyo ubralod yelSi xelis moWera, biWi ixrCoboda, 

realuarad ixrCoboda, ukve gaSavda, ena gadmouvarda... 

me jer sityvierad mivmarTe, rom Tavi gaanebeT meTqi, 

Semdeg rom davinaxe sxva gamosavali ar iyo, xeli vkari 

erT_erTs. am Cemi qmedebis, etyoba SeeSindaT da wamebSi 

gaiqcnen saknidan. zustad xuT wuTSi gaiRo karebi da ga­

mogviZaxes _ jer is pirovneba, romelsac axrCobdnen da 

mere me. Cagviyvanes orive, egreTwodebul, `karantinSi,“ 

gagvaSiSvles. Semdeg is pirovneba misma megobarma icno. 

Turme, ubnelebi yofilan da gadaarCina. me tanze gaxdi­

li davrCi `karantinSi.“ bevri rom ar gavagrZelo, atyda 

sastiki cema. nu, amas me cemas ukve veRar davarqmev imi­

tom, rom sanam fexze videqi, jer xom muStebi mirtyes, 

Tan Zalian bevrni iyvnen, verc getyviT, ramdeni iyvnen, 

veRarc vxvdebodi ukve, saidan mxvdeboda xeli. Semdeg 

daveci da rac movaxerxe erTaderTi is iyo, rom avifa­

re saxeze xelebi, saxeSi rom ar momxvedroda. amaze re­

Jimis ufrosma gamaSlevina xelebi da SemafurTxa. aRar 

maxsovs, ramdeni xani grZeldeboda es yvelaferi, raRac 

momentSi goneba davkarge da gons rom movedi, ukve karan­
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tinis erT-erT cariel sakanSi viyavi migdebuli absolu­

turad SiSveli. Cemi tansacmeli iqve eyara oRond daxeu­

li; specialurad damizianes tansacmeli. pirveli reaqcia 

is mqonda, rom tansacmeli Camecva, magram ganZreva ver 

movaxerxe. wylisTvisac ver avdeqi. ase gavatare daaxloe­

biT naxevari saaTi betonis iatakze. mere gaiRo karebi, 

Semovida oficeri, romelic memgoni am cemaSi ar iRebda 

monawileobas. tanze rato ar icmevo mkiTxes, me vuTxari, 

rom ver vdgebi meTqi. magram Cemi xma ver gavigone. miv­

xvdi, rom dayruebuli var, faqtiurad ar mesmis Cemi xma, 

Tan ukve raRac uazrobebsac vlaparakobdi, ukve veRar 

vakontrolebdi, ras vlaparakobdi. mTel xmaze vyvirodi, 

Tqven gesmiT Cemi xma, Tqven gesmiT Cemi xma? mere bolos 

Tavi damikres, gvesmiso. mokled, raRacnairad erTma am­

wia, meorem damiwyo raRaceebis Cacma, yvelaferi daxeuli 

iyo. momkides xeli da wamaTries, radgan praqtikulad, 

ver davdiodi. wamaTries sul sxva korpusSi da CemTvis 

ucnob sakanSi Semagdes. tomaras rom Seagdeb ai egre da 

gamomixures karebi. 8 kaciani sakani iyo. is patimrebic 

ver mixvdnen, ra xdeboda, vin viyavi, ra mWirda imitom, 

rom adamians aRar vgavdi ukve. raRacas melaparakebodnen 

da me pasuxs ver vcemdi. es yvelaferi daaxloebiT ori 

saaTis ganmavlobaSi grZeldeboda. Cem azrze mosvlas da­

Wirda 3 kvira. Semdeg Zlivs sasamarTloze mimiyvanes,mo­

samarTles standartuli pasuxi gaveci, rom kibeebze dav­

gordi. ufleba ar mqonda, rom sxva rame mepasuxa imitom, 

rom amiT ufro gavirTulebdi mdgomareobas da SeiZleba, 

gareT saerTod veRarc gavsuliyavi. amitom, me yvelafe­

ri Sevasrule ise, rogorc im momentisTvis iyo saWiro da 

giraoTi gamaTavisufles. 

 vfiqrob, rom am adamianebze ideologiuri muSaoba 

tardeboda. TviTon es pirovnebebic SerCeulebi iyvnen er

Ti niSniT: quCaSi an skolaSi daCagrulebi, badragebi da 

administracia myavs mxedvelobaSi. maT, albaT, raRac Si­

nagani problema hqondaT, sjerodaT da swamdaT, rom is, 

rac aqamde iyo, unda damTavrdes; is qarTveli, romelic 

aqamde iyo, cudi qarTvelia da axla am qmedebebiT, ese­

ni Seqmnian axal qarTvels. cema ar iyo raRac calkeuli 
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SemTxveva, es iyo sistemuri, mizanmimarTuli cema, rom 

raRac axali jiSi gamoegonaT, raRac axali jiSi Camoeya­

libebinaT. iq gldanis cixeSi me rasac vuyure, TiTqmis 

miRweuli iyo es mizani imitom, rom me vnaxe Zalian bevri 

demoralizebuli adamiani, anu romlebsac ukve aranairi 

protestis grZnoba aRar gaaCndaT. davinaxe, Tu ra do­

neze SeiZleba daeces adamiani. rogorc iqiTa mxares,me 

mxedvelobaSi maqvs, ai, es jalaTebi, aseve aqeTa mxares. 

SemiZlia vTqva, Tu ra doneze SeiZleba imoqmedos ada­

mianze am yvelaferma. me vnaxe, demoralizebuli adamiane­

bi, romelTac veraferi uSvelis.

me arasodes Cemi kursisTvis ar gadamixvevia. SeiZleba 

Seferxebebi mqonda, magram kursisTvis ar gadamixvevia da 

ai am miznisken ltolva, es aris CemTvis erTgvari Tera­

pia.

Cems Tvalwin moxda am reJimis saZirkvelis Cayra da 

ukve vici, rogor gavSifro mcdeloba imisa, rom kidev 

egeTive raRac ar Camoyalibdes da Tu adre, magaliTad, 

amas yuradRebas ar vaqcevdi da megona, rom sazogadoeba 

amas ar dauSvebs, axla vTvli ,rom Tu me davinaxe precen­

denti, xma unda amoviRo. 

garda imisa, rom maqvs mcdelobebi, davubrunde Cems 

ZiriTad saqmianobas, aqtiurad var CarTuli saxalxo moZ­

raobaSi. me Cavudeqi saTaveSi jgufs, romelsac ewodeba 

`dazaralebul biznesmenTa da mewarmeTa jgufi“.

sazogadoebas vurCev, arasodes daxuWos Tvali ai aseT 

umsgavsobaze miuxedavad imisa, exeba maT es, Tu ara; adre 

Tu gvian maTac SeexebaT. 

am wignma unda moicvas absoluturad yvela fena. in­

formirebuli unda iyos mosaxleoba, rom aseTi wigni ar­

sebobs da me darwmunebuli var, rom am wigns kargi Sedegi 

eqneba. yovel SemTxvevaSi, me am wigns Sevinaxav, davuto­

veb Cem Svils da vTxov, rom aucileblad waakiTxos Tavis 

Svils.
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mixeili, 59 wlis

(istoriaSi asaxulia gldanis #8, Tbilisis #1  
da qsnis #15 dawesebulebebSi gadatanili wamebisa  

da arahumanuri mopyrobis faqtebi)

myavs meuRle da ori vaJi. mSoblebi gardacvlili 

myavs. ganaTlebuli adamianebi iyvnen, dedaCemi damsa­

xurebuli ekonomisti iyo, mec momces kargi ganaTle­

ba: samxatvro skola, musikaluri skola, sporti da a.S. 

brwyinvale bavSvoba mqonda. ruseTSi vswavlobdi, mere aq 

(saqarTveloSi) gadmovedi. specialobiT viyavi inJiner-

konstruqtori, mSenebeli, arqiteqtori. rostovSi arqi­

teqturis fakultetze vswavlobdi. 1988 wels pirveli 

saproeqto kooperativi, me gavxseni qalaqSi (TbilisSi). 

kooperativebis pirvel yrilobaze saqarTvelodan oTxi 

kaci wavediT da am oTxi kacSi erT-erTi me viyavi. sab­

WoTa kavSiri rom daiSala, specialoba Sevicvale. bankSi 

daviwye muSaoba, vmuSaobdi mmarTvelis moadgiled. ger­

manelma specialistebma Cagvitares ramdenime kursi, mec 

gaviare,rva adamiani amoarCies da germaniaSi gauveSves 

staJirebaze da am rva adamianSi mec movxvdi. fasiani qa­

Raldebis specialisti gavxdi, risi licenziac maqvs. vmu­

Saobdi jer sabanko da Semdeg sadazRvevo sistemaSi, erT-

erT sadazRvevo kompania `olimpSi“,rigiT TanamSromlad, 

aqedan daiwyo Cemi, ase vTqvaT, ubedureba. 

2009 wlis noemberSi gamomiZaxes generalur prokura­

turaSi mowmis statusiT, damkiTxes, vmonawileobdi Tu 

ara e.w. `atkatis“ (fuls aZlev klients SenTan rom dados 

xelSekruleba) sistemaSi. me vupasuxe, rom am `atkatis“ 

sistemaSi ar var garkveuli da patiosnad vmuSaob. proku­
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raturaSi mainc maiZulebdnen mimeca sakuTari ufrosisa 

da im xalxis winaaRmdeg Cveneba, romelTac TiTqos fuls 

vaZlevdi. me vupasuxe, rom msgavs ukanono saqmianobas ar 

vawarmoebdi da fuli aravisTvis ar mimicia. amis Semdeg 

gamomiSves. 6-is naxevarze gamomiZaxes da 12 saaTze sax­

lSi gamomiSves, ese igi, eqvsi saaTi jvaredin dakiTxvaze 

viyavi. cxra Tvis Semdeg isev gamomiZaxes. miTxres, dama­

tebiT Cvenebas mivcemdi Tu ara. me uari vuTxari, xelfa­

sis garda, fuli, ar amiRia da arc aravisTvis mimicia. da­

memuqren Tu mivcemdi Cvenebas, 15 wuTSi saxlSi gamiSveb­

dnen, Tu arada cudad wamividoda saqme. saxlSi movidnen 

da gadamiyvanes e.w. `kapezeSi“ im motiviT, rom Cvenebas ar 

vcvlidi. meubnebodnen, rom aRar hqonda mniSvneloba me 

qrTams vaZlevdi Tu ara, mxolod gvarebis dasaxelebas 

mTxovdnen. 

im sistemaSi, romelSic me vmuSaobdi meqanizmi Semed­

gnairad muSaobda, me mqonda am sadazRvevo kompaniis sa­

dazRvevo paketi da vacnobdi amas qalaqebis gamgeobebSi. 

Tu vinme dainteresdeboda, ukavSirdeboda Cems ufross 

da aformebda xelSekrulebas. principi aseTi iyo, rac 

ufro mets momxmarebels daainteresebdi, miT meti Sansi 

iyo, rom vinme dadebda SenTan xelSekrulebas. oci-oc­

daaTi gamgeoba iyo da prokuraturas undoda maTze gas­

vla, ZiriTadad ki ainteresebdaT samegrelos regioni. 

Semdeg Cemma ufrosma misca Cveneba, rom vaZlevdi 

qrTams da isini Tavis mxriv Cvens kompaniasTan debdnen 

xelSekrulebas. Cems sawinaaRmdegod arc erTma mowmem 

ar misca Cveneba.mTavar buRalters, ekonomists, sxvadas­

xva pirovnebebs raionebidan Cems winaaRmdeg Cveneba ar 

miuciaT. arc araviTari amis damadasturebeli sabuTi ar 

arsebobda. mxolod Cemi ufrosis Cveneba arsebobda, ro­

melzec saqme iyo aRZruli prokuraturaSi, TanamSrom­

lobaze daTanxmda da `CauSva“ yvela, vinc iyo da ar iyo 

damnaSave, maT Soris mec da amitomac damakaves.

patimrobaSi amiyvanes 2010 wlis agvistoSi. seqtember­

Si sakanSi xuTi adamiani Semovarda da patimrebi sastikad 

gvcemes. me meore jgufis invalidi var, axalgazrdoba­

Si Tavis travmis gamo Tavis operacia maqvs gakeTebuli. 
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ris gamoc xuTi weli vmkurnalobdi. sakanSi rom Semo­

vardnen, erT-erTi pirovneba pirdapir Cemsken wamovida 

da orjer Zlier Camartya TavSi, naoperacieb adgilas. 

maT Soris ufrosi vinc iyo icoda, rom invalidi viyavi, 

gamomarida da gverdze damsva. danarCeni patimrebi Cem 

Tvalwin Zlier scemes, Zirs agdebdnen da fexebs urtyam­

dnen, TiTqos fexburTs TamaSobdnen. cemisTvis mizezi ar 

sWirdebodaT, magaliTad, orSabaTs amoirCevdnen pirvel 

sarTulze meore da mesame sakans, meore kviras _ meore 

sarTulze, Semdeg mesameze, Semdeg isev pirvelze da a.S. 

iq sul ar iyo saWiro raRaca mizezi. miT umetes, saSine­

lebaa, Tu pirvel sarTulze xar. sakanSi CurCuliT vla­

parakobdiT, radios yurmibjenili vusmendiT. periodu­

lad Semodiodnen da abanoSi mivyavdiT. saSineleba iyo, 

gaxdili, Tavidan bolomde titveli dgaxar da isini gir­

tyamen. es imitom ki ara, rom raRac moxda an Sen daarRvie 

reJimi, ara, ubralod ase surdaT. 

radgan sasamarTlosTvis vemzadebodi, advokati yo­

vel kvira dadioda CemTan. seqtemberSi rom mcemes cudad 

gavxdi, Rebineba damewyo da advokats amis Semdeg CemTan 

ar uSvebdnen, nacemi rom ar venaxe. Tan zewolas axden­

dnen, meRiarebina rom qrTams viRebdi da vaZlevdi kide­

vac. ojaxis wevrebma ar icodnen ra mdgomareobaSi viyavi 

da werili daweres ombucmenTan. me TandaTan ufro cu­

dad vxdebodi da eqspertizas viTxovdi. mdgomareoba rom 

damZimda gadamiyvanes mixaelovis saavadmyofoSi. kompiu­

teruli tomografiiT dadginda, rom cemis Sedegad Ta­

vis tvinSi sisxlis Caqceva mqonda da xeli da fexi mqon­

da paralizebuli. saavadmyofoSi ombucmenma minaxula da 

mkiTxa Tu ra damemarTa. SeiZleba Tqven exla ar daije­

roT, magram me vuTxari daveci da Tavi davartyi, rad­

gan me rom simarTle meTqva cocxali ver gadavrCebodi. 

derefanSi rom gamovediT, ombucmenis warmomadgenelma 

miTxra -~Cven ise ver dagexmarebiT, Tu Tqven Tavad ar 

TqviT wamebis faqtis Sesaxeb~. 2010 weli iyo da me SiSiT 

mets verafrs davamatebdi. mivaxvedre, rom Cveni saubris 

faruli Cawera mimdinareobda. ombucmenis daskvnaSi mainc 

Caweres, rom me daveqvemdebare arahumanur mopyrobas. 
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meored rom movxvdi saavadmyofoSi, Cems gverdiT nac­

nobi patimari iwva, romelic ise sastikad scemes, rom ver 

axerxebda fexze wamodgomas. sasamarTloSi saavadmyofo­

dan davyavdi. ver warmoidgenT ra saSineleba iyo sisxlis 

Caqcevis dros paralizebuli xel-fexiT sasamarTloSi 

siaruli: 6 saaTze gaRviZeben, midixar `fuqsSi“, elodebi, 

Semdeg 10 saaTze midixar sasamarTloSi da brundebi 7 _ 

8 saaTze.

insultiani pacienti xangrZliv reabilitacias saWi­

roebs, Cemi reabilitacia ki sasamarTloSi, jojoxeTur 

pirobebSi mimdinareobda. sasamarTlos msvlelobis dros 

erTxel ise cudad gavxdi, rom saswrafos gamoZaxebac ki 

dasWirdaT, romelTac Zlivs gamomiyvanes mdgomareobi­

dan. am xnis ganmavlobaSi prokurori ganagrZobda Cemze 

zewolas danaSaulis aRiarebis mizniT. Cems winaaRmdeg 

sasamarTloze mowmeebis Cveneba ar dasturdeboda, verc 

qrTamis aRebis faqti damidastures da roca Cemma uf­

rosma Cveneba Secvala da fulis `motexva“ damabrala 

qrTamis aRebis muxli Semicvales TaRliTobis muxliT. 

Svidi weli momisajes, rac saapelacio sasamarTloSi gava­

saCivre. amis Semdeg isev gagrZelda Cemze zewola proku­

roris mxridan, isev aRiarebiTi Cvenebis micemis mizniT. 

me advokatTan Sexvedras viTxovdi, ris gamoc saavadmyo­

fodan pirdapir `karantinSi“ gadamiyvanes, rac Cemi jan­

mrTelobis mqone adamianisTvis kategoriulad ar SeiZle­

boda. amis Sesaxeb ombucmenis daskvnaSic ewera. aTi dRiT 

Camsves e.w. `adinoCkaSi“. es ori kvadratuli metris mqone 

`fuqsia“, iq arc dasajdomi da arc dasawolia. protestis 

niSnad arc wamals da arc sakvebs viRebdi. tualeti ar 

mqonda da wamali raRad mWirdeboda.

es adamianebi sadistebi arian bunebiT. me ar vici, ga­

reT rom moxvdebian, ra unda gaakeTon, sufTa `qilerebi“ 

da sadistebi arian, araadamianebi. arc uyureben, Sen avad 

xar, cudad xar, asakSi xar, vin xar da ra xar...
erTxel sakanSi movxvdi, sadac yvelaze ufrosi me vi­

yavi, danarCeni 20-dan 25 wlamde asakis Cemi Svilis toli 

axalgazrdebi iyvnen. ra mniSvneloba aqvs risTvis zis pa­

timari _ qurdia, jibgiria, daaSava, Tu ra Caidina. ramde­
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nimejer gagviyvanes abanSi `догола раздели“ _ arc trusi, 

arc winda, Tan zamTari iyo da cioda. biWebs eubnebodnen: 

`aba davai `adJimania“ gaakeTe, Sen ki dadeqi da daTva­

leo.“ vinc uari Tqva ise sastikad scemes, rom me amis da­

naxvaze tirili daviwye uZlurebisgan, me amxela kaci rom 

ver vSvelodi. imdenad Semzara amis danaxvam, vexvewebodi 

me veceme da maTTvis Tavi daenebebinaT. maT sapasuxod Se­

magines. hitleris konclagerebi gamaxsenda. ar vici, al­

baT iq Tu akeTebdnen msgavs rames.

sainteresoa, ratom xdeboda es yvelaferi. aravin ar 

ifiqros, rom an prezidentma, an romelime zemdgomma 

pirma ar icoda ra xdeboda, magaTi davalebiT xdeboda 

es yvelaferi, magaTi davalebiT! imitom, rom dabal fe­

nas, gamoricxulia, TavisiT ase emoqmeda. eseigi, `Группа 
подонков, секта, каста“ movida xelisuflebaSi `И твердит 
свое я“, ai me var, rac varo!

remarkis wigni wavikiTxe _ `Возлюби ближнего своего“ 
sadac avtori wers konclagerebSi ra xdeboda da vfiq­

robdi, rom am dReSi var. ra unda gaakeTo?! verafersac 

ver gaakeTeb da sul maxsovda, rom solomonis beWedze 

ewera `И это пройдет“, Tumca roca iq xar, ukve ar gje­

ra, rom gaivlis. advilia exla, roca am yvelaferma ukve 

gaiara.

axla me invalidi var. muSaoba ar SemiZlia imitom, rom 

sakmarisia raimeze vinerviulo maSinve ,a cudad vxdebi, 

Zalian xSirad. televizors rom vuyureb, magaliTad yo­

fili maRalCinosnebi, rom daakaves, sruliadac ar mixa­

ria niSnis mogebiT, magram mecineba roca advokati acxa­

debs, rom erTi mowmis CvenebiT arian dakavebulebi. am 

dros maxsendeba, me mowmis CvenebiT ki ar viyavi daWeri­

li, aramed im piris CvenebiT, romelic TviTon iyo da­

kavebuli da gamoZiebis procesSi imyofeboda umkacresi 

zewolis qveS. es yvelaferi stalinis droindeli `troi­

kas“ Sevadare. maSin arc mowmis Cveneba iyo saWiro, arc 

mtkicebulebebi, sakmarisi iyo erT vinmes daebezRebina 

da es adamiani daeWiraT an daexvritaT, an 25 wliT gaeS­

vaT cimbirSi. 

sasamarTlo Tavis funqcias ar asrulebda. mosamar­
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Tleebi emorCilebodnen prokuroris brZanebas. erT-erT 

sxdomaze Cemi yuriT gavigone, rogor ekiTxeboda mosa­

marTle prokurors _ ratom ar midixarT saproceso ga­

rigebaze, magis poziciebi Zalian Zlieriao. prokuror­

ma upasuxa. ~ar TanamSromlobs CvenTan.~ es imas niSnavda, 

rom udanaSaulo xalxi unda `CameSva“!!!

 me davTanxmdi TanamSromlobaze, roca Cemi ojaxis 

wevrebis daSineba daiwyes da saxlSi ukanono Cxreka gana­

xorcieles, orderis gareSe. Tveebis ganmavlobaSi mZime 

zewolas ver gavuZeli da aRiarebiT Cvenebas xeli mo­

vawere da sami weli momisajes, Tumca manamde aRiarebis 

sanacvlod gaTavisuflebas mpirdebodnen. roca davinte­

resedi, ratom momisajes amdeni weli amaze pasuxad mivi­

Re, rom im matarebelma ukve Caiara. Cemi cxovrebis sami 

weli da ormoci aTasi wamarTves. imisaTvis rom cixidan 

Tavi dameRwia, Cem ojaxs bina dagiravebuli aqvs, Svileb­

ma sesxi aiRes. naTesavebi gverdSi medgnen. isini, rom ar 

damxmarebodnen, binasac davkargavdi, magram es fuli xom 

unda davabruno! eseT dReSi Cavvardi.

es iyo apaTia, imedgacrueba... rogorme unda gauZlo 

im mdgomareobas, romelSic moxvdi. erTaderTi is mSve­

loda, rom sakanSi patara biWebi isxdnen da mokle leq­

ciebs vkiTxulobdi maTTvis _ maTematikaze, xelovnebis 

istoriaze da sxva. vyvebodi mxatvrebze, cnobil sura­

Tebze. es mimsubuqebda mdgomareobas. zogi mkvlelic, 

qurdic da yaCaRic iyo da roca xedavdnen, rom cudad 

viyavi zrunavdnen Cemze. periodulad sakanSi Cxrekas aw­

yobdnen _ saknidan gareT gavyavdiT da gvCxrekdnen. roca 

vbrundebodiT, leibebi mTlianad areuli iyo ,isterika 

memarTeboda da patimrebi mamSvidebden.

saxelmwifos warmomadgeneli me, amxela kacs, mcemda, 

dedas maginebda da a.S. im yaCaRs ufleba aqvs, rom SeeSa­

los da patimars ar aqvs?! 

naTqvamia _ `Народ заслуживает того правительства, 
какое имеет.“ sabWoTa kavSiris dros, yvelaze saukeTeso 

komediuri Janris filmebi 1936-38 wlebSi iyo gadaRebu­

li. xalxs usamarTlod apatimrebdnen da paralelurad 

cnobili varskvalevebis koncertebs marTavdnen. axal­
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gazrdobis yuradReba amaze gadahqondaT. yvelas xma unda 

amoeRo da unda eTqva, rom es yvelaferi TiToeuls exe­

boda. maSin SeiZleba ase ar momxdariyo. Tqven warmoid­

gineT, 23.000 adamiani oficialurad iyo dapatimrebuli. 

amboben, araofcialurad 40.000 adamiani iyo. e.i. raRaca 

Wirda ers da saxelmwifos, raRaca bacila iyo da yvelas 

unda eTqva, rom es masac exeboda. sapatimroSi axalgaz­

rdebs sul velaparakebodi, radgan isinic Cemi Svilebis 

Taobaa. veubnebodi gaigeT, rom ar arsebobs qurduli 

gza, patiosani gza mxolod erTia. 

es wigni Cveni istoriaa. ufro sainteresod mindoda 

gadmomeca Cemi saTqmeli, magram emociebi... raRacnairad 

momawva da vibnevi...
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giorgi, 50 wlis

(istoriaSi asaxulia gldanis #8 da  
#18 da rusTavis #2 dawesebulebebSi gadatanili  
wamebisa da arahumanuri mopyrobis faqtebi)

davibade 1964 wels, qalaq rusTavSi, patiosan ojaxSi. 

mamaCemi Tavidan taqsis mZRolad muSaobda. komunistebis 

dros taqsis mZRols ufro meti Semosavali hqonda, vid­

re muSas. Svidi weli Cems mSoblebs Svili ar hyavdaT, 

mkurnalobis Semdeg ki me davibade. dedaCemi diasaxli­

si iyo da mTlianad Cems aRzrdaze iyo gadmorTuli. ma­

maCemma, deda samuSaoze ar gauSva, radgan miaCnda rom, 

ojaxi mas unda Seenaxa da dedas Svilebi TviTon unda 

gaezarda. vizrdeobodi uzrunvelad, sxva bavSvebs Tu 

rame uWirdaT, me araferi maklda. bavSvobidan mxolod 

janmrTelobis problemebi mqonda, ris gamoc mamas weli­

wadSi orjer kurortebze davyavdi samkurnalod. niWieri 

bavSvi viyavi da kargadac vswavlobdi. gardatexis asakSi, 

merve klasSi, swavlas movukeli, magram im doneze ara, 

rom xeli ameRo. ojaxis wevrebi mexmarebodnen. deda sar­

wmunoebis siyvaruls minergavda. Semdeg mamaCemma samuSao 

adgili Seicvala da ufro met fuls Soulobda, ojaxis 

finansuri mdgomareoba ufro gaumjobesda, sacxovrebe­

li pirobebi kargi gvqonda. Cems mSoblebs undodaT, rom 

me aucileblad prokurori gavmxdariyavi. me ki es ar 

mindoda. skolis damTavrebis Semdeg 1981 wels mamaCem­

ma gadawyvita, rom aucileblad Camebarebina umaRlesSi. 

maSin yvelaze Zviri iyo samedicinoze da iuridiul fa­

kultetze mowyoba. mamas nacnobebi hyavda moskovSi visac 

SeeZlo moskovis saxelmwifo universitetSi mowyobaSi 
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damxmareboda. molaparakebuli iyo erT qalTan, romelic 

garkveuli Tanxis safasurad momawyobda iuridiul fa­

kultetze. me Zalian winaaRmdegi viyavi. miuxedavad amisa, 

mamam Camiyvana moskovSi, me da Cemi sabuTebi Cagvabara am 

qals, damtova da Tavad ukan dabrunda. marto rom dav­

rCi, gamovitane Cemi sabuTebi da Sevitane teqnologiur 

institutSi. sadac gamocdebi Cavabare da movxvdi kidec. 

mamaCemma, rom gaigo iuridiul fakultetze ki ara teqno­

logiurze Cavabare Camofrinda da yovelgvari finansuri 

daxmareba Semiwyvita. cota xanSi mama daapatimres. male 

mec saswavleblidan gamomricxes.

Semdeg jarSi vmsaxurobdi. meTaurTan Selaparakeba 

momivida da TxuTmetma kacma ise mcema qamris balTebiTa 

da kondaxebiT, rom didxans fexze ver davdiodi. amis Sem­

deg fsiqikurad moviSale. amitom am periodis detalebi 

cudad maxsovs. fsiqiatriul saavadmyofoSi gadamiyvanes 

da jaridanac gamaTavisufles. 

Camovedi saqarTveloSi, daviwye swavla kvebis teqno­

logiurze. paralelurad Zexveulis sawarmoSi gavdiodi 

praqtikas. Semdeg stavropolSi gadavitane sabuTebi xor­

cis teqnologiurze. 1986-87 wlebSi mcire biznesi wamo­

viwye, romelic male daiSala. afxazeTSi rom omi daiw­

yo, 1992 wels ukrainaSi vmuSaobdi, Tavi vadlebulebad 

CavTvale davxmarebodi Cems qveyanas. mivatove yvelaferi 

da omSi wavedi. 1992 wlis oqtomberSi manqana, romelSic 

vijeqi naRmze afeTqda, klinikuri sikvdili gadavitane. 

erTi Tve vmkurnalobdi TbilisSi Tavis tvinis mZime Ser­

yevis gamo. momaniWes invalidobis mesame jgufi. amis Sem­

deg, miuxedavad akrZalvisa, omSi isev davbrundi. usax­

srobis gamo 1996 wlidan daviwye alkoholis miReba da 

narkotikebis moxmarebac. periodulad Tavs iCenda mZime 

fsiqiuri problemebi. ramdenimejer vmkurnalobdi fsi­

qiatriul saavadmyofoSi. 2006 wlidan omis invalidis 

pensia da SeRavaTebic momexsna. 

myavs meuRle, ori Svili da usinaTlo deda. usaxsro­

bis gamo bina davtvirTe ipoTekiT, sesxis Tanxis gadaux­

delobis gamo bina gaiyida da ojaxis wevrebi iZulebiT 

gamoasaxles binidan, ise rom piradi nivTebic ar gamoa­
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tanes. sasamarTloSi mevales vuCivle, rasac Semdeg moh­

yva sityvieri da fizikuri dapirispireba Cemi ojaxis wev­

rebs,mevalesa da mis damcvelebs Soris. erT-erT Cxubis 

dros scemes Cemi coli, xolo me nasvam mdgomareobaSi 

SemTxveviT davWeri adamiani.

am SemTxvevidan oci dRis Semdeg daapatimres Cemi co

li TaRliTobis, xolo ramdenime dRis Semdeg me- mkvle­

lobis mcdelobis muxliT. gadamiyvanes rusTavSi e.w. ̀ gu­

bernskis“ cixeSi. ocdaor adgilian sakanSi asTxuTmeti 

patimari iyo. mTeli dRe tualetTan misasvlel rigSi vi­

deqiT. dajdomaze da dawolaze zedmetia laparaki, vide­

qiT ase miWeWyilebi, saWmelze xom saubari ar aris, raRac 

sazizRroba iyo.

ianvarSi gadamiyvanes gldanSi. Segvyares kameraSi da 

dagvcxes `dubinkebiT“ da santeqnikis milebiT. ar gekiT­

xebodnen gvars da saxels, vina xar, ra xar... Tan erTi ki 

ar girtyams, ramodenime...

ver xvdebodi, risTvis mcemdnen, yvelgan mirtyamdnen 

_ TavSi, zurgSi, mucelSi, sadac moxvdebodaT. videqi, 

rom oRondac ar wavqceuliyavi, radgan davinaxe erTi 

waiqca da rogor dauwyes wixlebiT cema da RmerTo, ar 

wamaqcio, oRond ar wamaqcioTqo... Tan Tavi saSinlad 

mtkioda, cudad gavxdi. vTxove _ avadmyofi var da TavSi 

nu mirtyamT. Tbili `dublionka“ mqonda da Tavze wavifa­

re. biWo, ifarebso da `davai“, wavida wixli, muSti, `du­

binka“, ravici, deda mitires. Semdeg erT-erTma maTgan­

ma daiyvira _ `am `dublionkiT“ sad uSvebTo!“, `biWo Sen 

ici me vin varo“, damisaxela saxeli da gvari. Sevagine da 

vuTxari, `am `dublionkis“ gulisTvis mklavT? miTxariT, 

gavixdi da mogcemT.“ ram Semaginebina?! Turme, cixis uf­

rosi yofila da me ar vicodi. es dasawyisi iyo. wamiyvanes 

`C“ korpusze. amiyvanes sakanSi pirvel sarTulze. Semdeg 

movida reJimis ufrosi Tavisi brigadiT, mibrZanes, ga­

movsuliyavi. Sen vis Seagineo, da cema damiwyes erTad 

aTi TxuTmeti mirtyamda. Semdeg gaCerdnen kari gaiRo da 

isev cixis ufrosi Semovida _ `exla xom gaige me vin var? 

es Cemi cixea da aq me var ufrosio.“ me vuTxari, Rmer­

Tma mSvidobaSi mogaxmaros, Seni iyosTqo. amis gagonebaze 
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yurebSi orive xeliT Semomartya (amas xSirad iyenebda, 

orive xeliT girtyamda) kviraSi ramodenimejer, TiTqmis 

yovel meore dRes amodiodnen reJimis ufrosi da cixis 

ufrosi da sastikad mcemdnen.

badragi Semodioda kameraSi gvaginebdnen, sakanSi yve­

la patimars gvcemdnen. moTmena rom aRar SemeZlo, mec 

vaginebdi da maSin gonebis dakargvamde mcemdnen. kbilebi 

sul Camimtvries. melaZe damemuqra, Tu kargad ar moviq­

ceodi kbilebs fesvebianad amogaglejo. sami Tve cixis 

fsiqiatriul saavdmyofoSi viweqi. am periodSi arCevnebi 

modioda. damimzades piradobis mowmoba da maiZulebdnen, 

rom arCevnebSi mimeRo monawileoba da xuTiani Semomexa­

za. xmis misacemad, rom Camiyvanes, me xuTianis nacvlad 

erT-erT opoziciur partias miveci xma, radgan maTi mje­

roda. amis gamo xelketebiT da wixlebiT mcemes Tan miy­

virodnen: `es partia gindaoo? Sen ra giTxari, risi gu­

lisTvis gagikeTeT pasportio“ _ bundovnad maxsovs, ram­

deni adamiani iyo ver vixseneb.

am SemTxvevis Semdeg saavadmyofodan gamweres. isev 

cixis direqtorTan mimiyvanes, romelmac mcema da isev 

Camimtvria kbilebi. Semdeg gadamiyvanes `E“ korpusSi. iq 

cixis usafrTxoebis TanamSromlebi sistikiT cnobili 

ori piri modioda da isev mcemda. cixis direqtoric xSi­

rad amodioda da monawileobas iRebda cemaSi. wamlebs ar 

maZlevdnen da amis gamo erTi orjer SimSiloba daviwye, 

radgan halucinaciebi mqonda. TiTqos aTasi kaci mela­

parakeboda _ Sen Svilebs movklavTo. Tu SimSils daviw­

yebdi, karcerSi CasmiT msjidnen. erTxel aTi dRe mSral 

SimSilze gadavedi, meoTxe Tu mexuTe dRes viRacam atexa 

yvirili _ kaci kvdeba kameraSio.

gldanSi viyavi erTi weliwadi. erTxel roca cudad 

gavxdi cixis direqtorma nemsi aiRo, fexi gausva, daabin­

Zura da iq myofebs ubrZana gaekeTebinaT CemTvis. 

gadamiyvanes rusTavis #2 sapyrobileSi. sadac marTa­

lia ar mcemden, magram arc saseirnod ar gavyavdiT, arc 

eqimi iyo da arc wamlebs maZlevdnen. mere mama dameRupa. 

wamals ar maZlevdnen, eqimi ar modis da ar msinjavs, 

meti wameba ra ginda?! rogoria axla, warmoidgine, Rmer­
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Tma dagifaros, ormocdaaTi kaci mTeli dRe rom gela­

parakeba da mere xan sada xar, xan sad, Turme TaTari bi

Wi kinaRam movkali. wamiWeria yelSi, ra momelanda, ar 

vici. mere gonze rom movedi, bodiSi movuxade. Semdeg 

isev daviwye SimSiloba, ocdacameti dRe viSimSile, bi­

Webma gancxadeba damawerines saxalxo damcvelTan sozar 

subarTan. amis Semdeg fsiqiatri movida da fsiqiatriul 

ganyofilebaSic gadamiyvanes. iq viyavi sami Tve. Semdeg 

isev cixis direqtorma da iqaurma sistikiT cnobilma ja­

laTebma mcemes da rac kbilebi mqonda darCenili isinic 

Camimtvries. mizezi iyo is, rom moviTxove erTi tableti 

haloperidoli erT tablet ciklodolTan erTad moecaT 

(rac daniSnuli mqonda), radgan haloperidolis daleva 

ciklodolis gareSe ar SeiZleba. amis magivrad maT ori 

tableti haloperidoli momces. eqTans vuTxari, ciklo­

doli makliaTqo, momklavda es ori tableti haloperi­

doli. cixis oficerma, amis pasuxad Sen ra ambavSi xaro 

da fexi Camartya. daviwye gineba, daiketa kari da oTxi 

wuTis Semdeg gamiyvanes eqimebis oTaxSi, iqac igive ja­

laTebi damxvdnen da momkles cemaSi, ase meubnebodnen, 

wamali ginda? _ ai Cven varT Seni wamalio. erTi kbilic 

momtexes maSin iq.

amas risTvis akeTebdnen, ver gavige. xalxSi masiuri Si

Si undodaT daeTesaT, albaT. hitleri rom iyo da kon­

clagerebSi rasac uSvebodnen xalxs `hyavdaT virTxebi­

viT“ _ igives akeTebdnen esenic. 

isini masas aSineben, sul SiSis qveS unda iyo, rom rac 

maT undaT is akeTo. mere unda aiRo kacobaze xeli, unda 

gaxde mona da rac undaT, is gagakeTebinon _ yuriT gaT­

rios, raRacaze xeli mogawerinos, viRaca `CagaSvebinos“, 

viRacaze tyuili raRac dagabralebinos. 

cxovreba damengra, ojaxi damengra, ganadgurebuli 

var, arafris aRar mwams. adamians rom vuyureb, eWviT vu­

yureb. ra ggoniaT, gamovedi da ar grZeldeba Cemi wa­

meba?! _ coli nawamebi, ager axlaxans gamovida cixidan. 

sami Tvea gareT var da ra?! am organizaciis garda vin 

damxmarebia?!

44 wlis damiWires, Svilebi myavda da dideba ufals, 
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wesieri xalxi bevri iyo cixeSi. iq erTmaneTs vudeqiT 

gverdSi, eseni rom ar yofiliyvnen da me rom Svilebi ar 

myoloda, Tavs moviklavdi.

xalxma sikeTis Tesva unda iswavlos. is boroteba, ra­

sac isini akeTebdnen, xalxma unda gaigos. es Cemma Svilma, 

Cemma mezobelma unda gaigos, es xalxma unda icodes, iq 

rac xdeboda. 

RmerTis unda iwamo! yvela unda SevecadoT, rom si­

keTe vakeToT. daaSava viRacam? _ daviWiroT, magram ar 

unda vawamoT, sadizmisken midrekileba ar unda gvqondes, 

amiT eri da qveyana iRupeba. am mTavrobasac unda Sevax­

senoT yvelaferi, is Secdomebi, rac imaT dauSves, aRar 

unda ganmeordes, es unda aRmovfxvraT, dasasjeli unda 

daisajos, magram ar unda vawamoT!
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daviTi, 42 wlis

(istoriaSi asaxulia Tbilisis #-5 (daxuruli),  
Tbilisis #1, Tbilisis #9 (naxevrad daxuruli),  
Tbilisis #9 (daxuruli) dawesebulebebSi gadatanili  

wamebisa da arahumanuri mopyrobis faqtebi)

davibade TbilisSi 1972 wlis 19 aprils. ojaxSi viyavi 

pirveli Svili. gavizarde siTboSi, Cveulebriv Tbili­

sur, qarTul ojaxSi. myavs agreTve ori da. davamTavre 

46_e saSualo skola, sadac imdroindel maswavleblebs 

dResac vaxsovar, vinaidan viyavi erT_erTi gamorCeuli 

moswavle. erovnuli moZraobis dawyebis periodSi CemSi 

raRac Seicvala. komkavSiris mandati davxie da monawi­

leobis miReba daviwye gamosvlebSi, mitingebSi. Semdeg 

Cavabare Tbilisis saxelmwifo universitetSi humanita­

rul fakultetze. bavSvobidanve mindoda arqeologi 

gavmxdariyavi. iqac normalurad vswavlobdi, ubralod, 

ar damcalda. mesame kursidan momiwia ukve omSi was­

vla, sadac davumegobrdi erT_erT maRalCinosans. faq­

tiurad, sabuTebiT ise gaformda, TiTqos me viyavi misi 

dacvis ufrosi. Semdeg, daviWeri da `kantuziac miviRe“. 

bevri megobari dameRupa, ori maTgani xelSi Camakvda, 

albaT aman ganapiroba is faqti,rom gavecani narkoti­

kebs. amis mere ameria cxovreba. ai es iyo Cemi daWeris 

mTavari mizezi da sababic imitom, rom narkotikebisTvis 

fuli mWirdeboda.

 arasworad vcxovrobdi, ori kviris ganmavlobaSi sam­

jer damiWires. raRaceebi ikargeba da daabruneo- miT­

xres mTawmindis policiaSi. me ver SevZeli, vinaidan mar­

Tla ar vicodi, vin ra gaakeTa da romc mcodnoda, iq 

iseT raRaceebze iyo laparaki, rom aravin daabrunebda... 
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erT dResac, roca gamovedi saxlidan, erTi mxridan man­

qana gamiCerda (Tan policiis gverdze vcxovrob) da meo­

re mxridan 50-mde kaci momiaxlovda. me imaT vuyurebdi, 

am dros, uknidan manqana momiyenes da damakaves. faqtiu­

rad, razec damakaves, SeiZleba iTqvas, rom damnaSave ar 

vyofilvar, miuxedavad imisa, rom iq viyavi danaSaulis 

dros. magram, imas, visac Cadenili hqonda danaSauli, 

rogorc mere gairkva, daaZales _ Sen gagiSvebTo, amas 

xels Tu ar daadebo. mokled, damiWires. 

 miuxedavad imisa, rom gamomZiebelTan seriozuli 

usiamovneba momivida, (xelic ki davartyi) momces mxo­

lod 4 weliwad naxevari. 2006 wlamde patara usiamov­

nebebi mqonda, erTxel gavilaxe kidec administraciis 

mxridan, magram yvelaferi gauaresda 2006 wlis buntis 

Semdeg. radikalurad Seicvala is urTierToba, rac ar­

sebobda patimarsa da zedamxedvelebs Soris. Tu manamde 

patimarze iyo damokidebuli zedamxedveli da, faqtiu­

rad, asec SeiZleba iTqvas, rom ̀ Cveni xelidan Wamdnen da 

Cvenze iyvnen damokidebulebi, ramdenad, bodiSi da, maZ­

Rrebi eyolebodaT ojaxebi“, Semdeg saxelmwifo pili­

tika sruliad Seicvala. maT xelfasebi gaezardaT, anu 

patimrebze damokidebulebi aRar iyvnen da yvelaze mTa­

vari rac iyo, gafuWda da airia urTierToba.aRar gviyu­

rebdnen rogorc adamianebs, elementaruli TanagrZnoba 

aRar hqondaT. am periodSi cixeSi yofna faqtiurad jo­

joxeTi iyo. Tu vinmes SeuZlia warmoidginos... es iseTi 

gacveTili Temaa, magram mainc aucileblad unda vTqva, 

20 adgilian sakanSi 120 adamianic ki yofila. 

me viyavi yofili TanamSromlebis sakanSi, vinaidan 

naomari viyavi da qurduli mentalitetis tradiciebTan 

garkveuli usiamovneba mqonda mosuli. mokled, es bun­

ti rom moxda, imdenad `davizafre“ imiT, rac me iq vnaxe, 

ro ar vici ra... axlac Rame sizmarSic rom damesizmros, 

imazec ki, bodiSi da, sul oflians gameRviZeba. 

buntis Semdeg, absoluturad mTeli cixe gamoiyvanes, 

zogierTi moxucebuli adamianis garda. rusuli `pes“ 

magvari iyo es Zveli cixe da erT_erT fligelSi vimyo­
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febodiT Cven. pirdapir Cveni saknis win xdeboda es da 

Ria `karmuSkidan“ yvelaferi Canda. sul yvela gamohyav­

daT, aSiSvlebdnen, grZelTmianebs britviT ise parsav­

dnen rom asisxlianebdnen, Zeckvebs, jvrebs an saaTebs 

aglijavdnen da mTeli ZaliT Zalian cudi xelketebiT 

analur nawilSi urtyamdnen joxebs. 6 cali amitrepti­

nilis daleva damWirda im Rames, rom es yvelaferi ga­

damexarSa. me cemas marto imitom gadavurCi, rom Cemi 

bavSvobis megobari Semovida _ sodis ufrosis moadgile 

iyo maSin da sul yvela gaafrTxila rom am sakans xeli 

ar axloTo. am ambavs gadamarCines, magram Semdeg, rode­

sac pirveli 10 adamiani waiyvanes kritSi, mec maT ric­

xvSi movxvdi. im 8 wlidan, 7 weli da erTi Tve `kritSi“ 

momiwia yofna, absoluturad daxurul sistemaSi. 

 rac Seexeba wamebas, ramodenimejer mqonda magis ga­

mocdileba. jer rom mimiyvanes, maSin Zalian magrad mce­

mes, ise magrad, rom Sublis Zvali da kbilebi Camemtvra. 

ver mivxvdi ra undodaT. Tavs vgrZnobdi absoluturad 

ususurad. konfliqti, albaT yvelas mosvlia, magram 

ver warmomedgina, rom adamianis ase cema SeiZleboda, 

rogorc me gamlaxes. maxsovs, Subli rom gamitexes, im­

xela xma iyo, rom SeeSindaT da gaCerdnen. me ukve aRara­

ferze vfiqrobdi, fexze Camovekide erTs da gineba da­

vuwye, jobia momklaT meTqi. maSin mivxvdi, rom maTTvis 

adamianis mokvla arafers niSnavda, gaganadgureben erT 

wamSi, rogorc asanTis Rers, ise gadagtexaven. 

 kidev erTi SemTxveva iyo, Semomivardnen sakanSi, Ca­

miyvanes TavianT kabinetSi, iq moulodnelad alyaSi mo­

maqcies da seriozuli cema damiwyes. mec Tavs veRar 

vikavebdi ukve, ybebi miTamaSebda da rodesac dartymas 

vapirebdi erT_erTis sityvebma gamomafxizla: midi, midi 

da kidev erTxel dagimatebTo. am dros, sasjeli ukve 

damatebuli mqonda. ramodenime TviT adre, usiamovne­

ba momivida, ris gamoc axali saqme aRmiZres da sasjeli 

gamiormages: Cven sadac viyaviT, im saknebSi ar iyo arc 

tualeti, arc wyali. tualetSi wesiT da rigiT gekuT­

vnoda dReSi orjer gasvla. ise moxda, rom kuWi mqonda 
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aSlili da daviwye kakuni, rom saWiro oTaxSi gavsuli­

yavi. zustad ar maxsovs, magram sadRac 40 wuTamde gag­

rZelda es yvelaferi da bolos ukve ise cudad viyavi, 

rom daviwye agresiulad laparaki. cota xanSi karebi ga­

miRes, gamiyvanes ufrosis kabinetSi da Sen vis aginebdio 

da mTeli gasaRebebis acma Camartyes TavSi... bevri rom 

aRar gavagrZelo, damiwyes cema da cema_cemiT wamiyvanes 

yofili sikvdilmisjilebis `kritSi“, sadac Tveze meti 

viyavi, sul marto. es iyo yvelaze mZime CemTvis. Turme, 

ar SeiZleba, rom karceri gaaformo aT dReze meti da 

10 dRe rom damimTavrdeboda kidev 10 dRes mimatebdnen, 

rom viTom viRacas kidev mivayene Seuracxyofa. Sinaganad 

Zalian cudad viyavi, RmerTzec ki gabrazebuli... Tavs 

vgrZnobdi ususurad, megona,rom absoluturad arafers 

ar warmovadgendi. vuyurebdi yofili sikvdilmisjile­

bis daxatul suraTebs, nawerebs... mand daviwye leqsebis 

wera. es karceris periodi raRacnairad rom gamoviare, 

mere isev momivida administraciasTan seriozuli Cxubi. 

saTiTaod gagvaSiSvles me da Cemi 4 megobari, oqtombris 

Tu noembris bolo iyo, ukve sakmaod cioda da betonis 

sardafSi, egreTwodebul `fuqsSi“ 8 saaTis ganmavloba­

Si Segvagdes. Tirkmelebis Seteva damewyo, aranairi tua­

letSi gayvana, aranairi eqimi.

darekvis ufleba gvqonda TveSi orjer, 15 wuTi da 

warmoidgineT, rogor elodebi am periods, rom gaxvide 

da Svils daelaparako, dedas, meuRles. iqac iseTi prob­

lemebi SeiZleboda Segqmnoda rom... xSirad yofila, rom 

Cems magivrad sxvas vuSvebdi xolme dasarekad. amis gamo 

ojaxi daengra bevrs, mec maT Soris. es yvelaze rTuli 

travma iyo CemTvis. weliwadze meti ena mebmeboda, ver 

vlaparakobdi, ise mZimed gadavitane. 

ver getyviT, rom stress vumklavdebodi imitom, rom 

faqtiurad stresis es eqo, kidev cocxalia CemSi, ara­

feri ar mexmareboda. erTaderTi, mag periodSi Zalian 

davuaxlovdi RmerTs_erTaderTs, risi imedic mag dros 

SeiZleba gqondes. sxva absoluturad araferi da ara­

vin ar aris Seni damxmare. mivdiodi xatebTan da vlo­
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culobdi. patimarze ufro gulwrfeli ara mgonia, vin­

me iyos, imitom, rom rasac ganicdi gulidan modis da 

amas laparakob. imitom, rom sxvas veravis daelaparakebi; 

daxmarebis imedi aravisgan gaqvs, absoluturad marto 

xar. iq, SeiZleba, viRacasTan megobrob da aucileblad 

megobrob, magram imedi, rogorc eseTi mxolod da mxo­

lod uflis gaqvs. Zalian rTulia, roca geubnebian, rom, 

`biWo, Sennairebi gagvitania da gagitanT, Seni ojaxis 

garda guli aravis dawydeba“, amas pirSi geubnebian da 

yovel dRe giwevs iseT adamianebTan urTierToba, rom­

lebsac nebismier wams SeuZliaT gadagiwyviton, cocxali 

iyo, Tu ara. 

Zalian bevri mifiqria imaze, Tu riTi aixsneba maTi 

saqcieli. albaT, ufro maTi kompleqsebis bralia is, 

radac iqcnen is adamianebi. ar arian eseni is adamianie­

bi, romlebsac odesme rame pasuxismgebloba gaaCndaT, 

an skolaSi, an Tundac quCaSi, Tavis naWuWSi iyvnen Ca­

ketilebi. xelSi Caigdes Zalaufleba, adamianebma, rom­

lebic yvelaze da yvelaferze gabrazebulebi iyvnen da 

arasdros arafers warmoadgendnen. ra Tqma unda gamo­

naklisebic iyvnen, rac aucileblad unda iTqvas, magram 

imdenad dakompleqsebulebi, rom verafers akeTebdnen. 

CemTvis ramodenimes uTqvams _ wynarad iyavi, damSviddi, 

ar ginda, Tavi daanebe mogklaven, normaluri adamiani 

xar... ai `normaluri adamiani xar“ _ viRacisgan rom ga­

vigebdi xolme, raRacnairad vZlierdebodi. 

Cems cxovrebaSi exla am yvelafris Semdeg is Seic­

vala, rom viswavle agresiis marTva, Tumca daRi maqvs 

TiTqos dasmuli. vgrZnob, rom sazogadoebaSi gamokve­

Tilad calke var. imdenad mZimea es yvelaferi, rac Cven 

gaviareT da imdenad imoqmeda... TiToeuli wami, TiToeu­

li dRe rom gaxsovs... 2820 dRe maqvs iq gatarebuli. 

garda imisa, rom vwerdi dRiurebs, SemiZlia zepirad ga­

vixseno TiToeuli weli, TiToeuli dRe... 

vcdilob vicxovro am kompleqsebiT imitom, rom Ce

mi cxovrebaa da ver wavSli. ai, wignidan rom furceli 

amoxio da gaaqro... patara rom viyavi, zRaprebi miyvar­
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da Zalian. jer kidev baRSi, dedam kiTxva maswavla da 

mag periodSi raRac zRapari wavikiTxe, romelic cudad 

mTavrdeboda. imdenad vinerviule, rom amovxie es bolo 

furceli, Cemeburi dasasruli davwere da SigniT Cava­

mate. aiamas cxovrebas ver uzam. ager Camtvreuli Subli 

maqvs, amas ras vuzam? ramdenic sarkeSi Cavixedav, xom 

sul maxsendeba, rogor unda wavSalo, riTi unda Sevcva­

lo? 

im cemaze bevrad ufro rTuli iyo adamianuri damoki­

debuleba Cvensa da maT Soris. kargi, me damsaje imitom, 

rom damnaSave var; Sen xom unda iyo Cemze ukeTesi, mo­

raluri ufleba xom unda gqondes imisi, rom raRacaze 

miTxra ~ Sen damnaSave xar~. yvelaze mTavari problema, 

Cemi azriT, mainc es iyo, xedavdi am usamarTlobas, da­

mokidebulebis usamarTlobas, zogadad usamarTlobas, 

rom Sen iyavi is adamiani, romelic isjebodi viRacisgan, 

im viRacisgan, visganac ar gekuTvnis. 

erTaderTi, rac maklia, es aris ojaxi, romelmac Za­

lian didi roli iTamaSa. marto var exla, magram mainc 

raRac imedi maqvs da mainc mgonia, rom yvelaferi kar­

gad iqneba.

miuxedavad imisa, rom meuRle gamSorda, namdvilad 

SemiZlia vTqva, rom Zalian Zalian miyvars da misi Ta­

nadgoma bevrjer migrZvnia. pirveli 4_5 weli ar mom­

Sorebia gverdidan. deda, Cemi debi, Svili, romelic pa­

taraobidanve SeeCvia imas, rom cixeSi unda mosuliyo 

xolme CemTan... isini rom ar yofiliyvnen, me SeiZleboda 

ver gameZlo. rodesac, cudi periodi mqonda xolme, ai 

is maZlierebda yovelTvis, rom vicodi, gavidodi gareT 

da Cemebs, romlebsac amxela ziani mivayene, vnaxavdi. es 

iyo yvelaze didi, rac mqonda _ Cemi ojaxi. es ojaxi, 

rom ara me SeiZleboda sxvanairad damemTavrebina es yve­

laferi. 

mkiTxvels, pirvel rigSi, vetyodi, rom Zalian Sors 

daiWiron Tavi narkotikebisgan, rom iswavlon dafaseba 

imisi, rac aqvT. me bevr rames ver vafasebdi. ise viRebdi, 

rogorc iyo, TiTqos mekuTvnoda. aqedan gamomdinare, 
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bevri ram davkarge da rom davkarge, fasi mere gavige. 

minda rom Cemi Secdomebi gaiTvaliswinon da icodnen, 

rom daufasebloba ar SeiZleba. am wigns is mniSvneloba 

eqneba, rom kidev erT istorias moismens xalxi, SeiZ­

leba, viRacisTvis arc Tu ise sainteresos, magram rea­

lurs. amaSi vicxovre 8 weliwadi. viRacas marTla stkiva 

da Tu marTla viRacas es stkiva, es mainc unda icodnen, 

sul cota imitom, rom aRar ganmeordes. mec gpirdebiT, 

rom mec davwer amis Sesaxeb, miTumetes, rom Cemi dRiu­

rebi amis saSualebas maZlevs.
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beqa, 41 wlis

(istoriaSi asaxulia gldanis #8 da 
rusTavis #17 dawesebulebebSi gadatanili 
wamebisa da arahumanuri mopyrobis faqtebi)

deda feiqari iyo, qsovda, mama _ stalinis saxelobis 

satransporto cexis ufrosi. da-Zma ar myavs. 5 wlidan 

vvarjiSobdi. Cemi dilis varjiSi iyo 7 saaTidan 8_mde, 

davrbodi, auzze davdiodi, boqszec davdiodi, erTxel 

boqsze Sejibri mqonda, maswavlebels vTxove da gamiSva 

gakveTilidan, magram skolis kari daketili damxvda, ka­

ris kaci gasaRebs jibeSi idebda da meore sarTulidan 

Tu ar gadmoxtebodi gareT ver gamoxvidodi, gadavxti, 

fexi movitexe da morCa boqsi, mere fexburTi morCa, me

re Widaoba morCa. niCbosnobazec davdiodi, yvelaze me­

tad sportis es saxeoba momwonda. sportis gamo swavlas 

veRar vaswrebdi. mama momTxovni iyo, varjiSic undoda 

rom momeswro da swavlac. mama mkacrad mzrdida, imde­

nad mkacrad, rom mgoni, zedmeti mouvida da jobda, rom 

ufro rbilad mompyroboda.

14 wlis viyavi, roca pirveli kriminali Cavidine. es 

bavSvuri saqcieli iyo.manqana movipare _ ,,moskviCi“. 

gverdze Zmakaci, ukan Zmakaci da xom ar `gavikataoTo“ 

da ai am `kataobis“ procesSi manqana davamtvrieT. mere 

patroni vceme. rogorc arasrulwlovani, Tavi Seikaves 

Civilisgan. 

14 wlidan ukve veRar miWerda mamaCemi, daiwyo CemTan 

Zmakacurad modgoma da, SeZlebisdagvarad, vZmakacob­

diT. mere mama ojaxidan wavida, magram mainc modioda, 

rCeboda. damiwesa, unda mevarjiSa da meswavla kidec. 
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yovelTvis maqsimalurad mtvirTavdnen trenerebi, var­

jiSidan daRlili movdiodi da swavla veRar SevZeli. 

mama Rame damsvamda,; ai amas iswavli, daiZineb; ar iswav­

li, ar daiZineb.~ kargi, erTxel viswavli, ar gawyenineb, 

magram sistematiurad amas me ver vakeTebdi, bavSvi viya­

vi, ezoSi mindoda. 14-15 wlis mere ukve veRar mibedav­

da, xeliT mexeboda imitom, rom ukve Zalian agresiuli 

viyavi. 

mSoblebis daSorebis mizezi mamaCemis meqalTaneoba 

iyo. dedaCemi Cveulebrivi adamiani iyo, emorCileboda. 

amdens rogor itanda, dRemde ver vxvdebi, roca wamo­

vizarde dedas vefarebodi, rogorc fari da iqeT Sete­

vaze gadavdiodi. ra eqna dedaCems? diliT samsaxurSi 

midioda, saRamos modioda, sufTad gvacmevda, saWmels 

gvaxvedrebda da meti qalma ra unda SeZlos, es iyo de­

daCemis cxovreba.

roca gavizarde me ukve mamaCemi agresias veRar gamo­

xatavda, veRarc dedaze iwevda fizikurad; sityvierad 

Tu gadaaWarbebda, veubnebodi, nu aWarbeb meTqi. 

mama ojaxidan rom wavida, me, albaT 16 wlis viyavi. 

skola rom davamTavre TavisTan gamaforma samsaxurSi, 

Cabareba arsad vcade. sportSic ameria saqme, Tvenaxeva­

ri CamorCena mqonda, radgan 9 aprilis mere, savarjiSo 

adgili mowamluli iyo. es Zalian didi periodia spor­

tisTvis. Cems treners vkiTxe, ra vqna meTqi, pasuxi ar 

gamca da ampartavnobiT da imiT, Tu rogor ar gamca pa­

suxi meTqi, movtrialdi da wamovedi.

17 wlamde narkotiks ar movixmardi, arc sigarets. 

mamas hyavda sxva coli da auarebeli sayvareli.. roca 

gaexardeboda CvenTan modioda, Tavisi sawolo hqonda. 

deda isev ise xedavda, uvlida da uSvebda diliT ga­

sufTavebuls. dedis kiserze iyo yvelaferi. mama Tavis 

kaci iyo _ qalebi, dros tareba... raRacaSi mec davem­

sgavse mamas, mec iseTi cxovreba gamomivida _ qalebTan 

ara, magram narkomania _ Cemi siamovnebisTvis vicxovre, 

ase gamomivida... 15 wlis Svili myavs da coli. ra vici, 

mainc veZaxi cols imitom, rom me.... 24 wlis davqorwin­

di 1997 wels, Svili 98_Si meyola. siyvaruliT moviyvane 
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coli da ojaxi ar damengreoda, marto rom mecxovra Cem 

col_SvilTan erTad. am daskvnamde bevrjer mivediT mec 

da Cemi colic. dedasTan erTad vcxovrobdi, deda da 

meuRle erTmaneTs ver eguebodnen. Zalian Znelia, ro­

desac kaci xar da ori qali, romelsac Sen uyvarxar, ver 

ginawilebs. 

17 wlidan daviwye yvelaferi saZagloba, Tu rame ar­

sebobs _ sigareti, mosawevi, wamali da daleva. Cemma 

colma icoda narkomani rom viyavi. aseve 17 wlidan kri­

minalur samyarosTan miwevda ukve intensiurad urTier­

Toba. 90-ian wlebSi iaraRi mqonda. xuligani ar viyavi, 

magram iaraRi rom gaqvs, amiT sargeblob _ moZraob, ra­

Racas afuWeb, akeTeb, ukve Seni statusi gaqvs.

1992 wels gamasamarTles, 18 wlis damiWires da 19-is 

gamasamarTles. TavdebiT gamovedi. dedam sabuTebis ga­

keTeba daiwyo, rom TbilisSi gadmovsuliyavi. avadmyo­

fobis mizeziT, TbilisSi gadmovitane sabuTebi. merec 

ZebnaSi viyavi, raRac uazrobebs medavebodnen, rac Cem 

korpusSi fuWdeboda, yvelafers me mabralebdnen, mag­

ram advili dasaWeri ar viyavi, yvela mxridan gavrbodi, 

saidanac SeiZleboda. 91 wlidan 97 wlamde sul prob­

lema mqonda da sul vimalebodi. oficialuri Zebna ar 

iyo gamocxadebuli, magram saxlSi ver vcxovrobdi. am 

problemebis gamo gavyide saxli da Zebnis procesSi co

li moviyvane. mere wavedi ucxoeTSi, colic unda wamey­

vana, magram fexmZimed iyo da aq davtove, aRar waviyvane. 

weliwadi da ori Tve iq viyavi. 8 Tvis iyo bavSvi, rom 

Camovedi.

narkotiks sistemurad movixmardi ukve. iseT `sastav­

Si“ CaverTe, vinc sazRvargareTidan gzavnida narkotiks. 

pirdapir Cems saxelze rom gamoegzavna, ar gamovidoda. 

is ugzavnida viRacas da es viRaca debda am narkotiks 

konkretul adgilze. me unda mivsuliyavi da ameRo sad­

Rac viRacis dadebuli narkotiki, oRond vin debda ar 

vicodi, vicodi marto gamomgzavni. gamomgzavni meubne­

boda, mixval ai aqa da aq, ama da am sadarbazoSi, ama da am 

sarTulze, awev qvas, iq ideba, aiReb da Senia, waiReb da 

morCa, danarCeni araferi. ori preparati unda gamogzav­
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niliyo _ suboteqsi da morfi. morfi saerTod gaqra am 

saqmidan da suboteqsiT ,,dagvgruzes“ yvela vinc dagvi­

Wires. spec. operacia iyo da oTxi jgufi daiWires. ,,Seg­

vikeres“ saqme. erTxelac mivdivar da rom unda ameRo 10, 

damxvda 100. warmoidgineT, amden narkotikze ro iWeren, 

pirveli ici, rom binaze midian da Cxreken. gasaRebi mi­

veci, radgan deda avad iyo da fizikurad ver gauRebda 

kars, magram bina ar gauCxrekiaT imitom, rom icodnen, 

saxlSi araferi daxvdebodaT. realizaciis mcdelobis­

Tvis damapatimres.

Cems Zmakacs, CemTan erTad vinc daiWires, fuli ga­

daaxdevines da gamouSves, pirobiTiT gamovida, magrad 

gadarCa. me unda mekvlia da damesaxelebina is adamiani 

vinc realurad realizatori iyo, rac ar gavakeTe, amis 

gamo momisajes 10 weli patimroba da 4 weli pirobiTi, 

es moxda 2008 wels.

cixeSi Tavidan aranairi problema ar mqonda. gldanis 

merve dawesebulebaSi viyavi, cixis ufrosi karantinSi 

rom Semovida iZaxda, aq me var yvelaferi da vinc rames 

zedmets gaakeTebT, ase da ase mogivaTo. 

korpusze roca avediT, xdeboda ise rom SeSliaT 

kamera, saidanac xma gamosula da mTels oTx sarTul­

ze dagvrevian, cemiT gvangrevdnen. me cxviri Catexili 

maqvs. `koikaze“ Semajaxes ise, rom goneba davkarge da 

gonebadakarguls isev mcemdnen. kbilebi maqvs dakargu­

li, tvinis Seryeva araerTxel maqvs miRebuli, yuris ba­

rabani gamixeTqes...

umizezod gvcemdnen. zogjer sityvas vubrunebdiT, 

Seginebac yofila. rom gklaven cemiT, Seagineb aba ras 

izam bolo_bolo. mere ufro gimateben da gimateben. 

janmrTeloba gagvinadgures, bevrs xerxemali dauzia­

nes, ise rom siaruli aRar SeeZloT... me, konkretulad, 

yuri da cxviri gamixeTqes, RviZli damizianes imdeni 

mirtyes mucelSi.

erTxelac ,,praverkaze“ Semovidnen kameraSi, mkiTxes 

rame iseTi basri sagani xom ar gaqvso. basri ra unda mqo­

noda, araferi iq ar Semodioda. `elementis“ rkinis pata­

ra naWeri mqonda galesili, `kalbasi“ rom dameWra. purs 
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xeliT vtexavdiT an TokiT vWridiT. xoda, Tu rame gaq­

vTo, mogveciTo da wavalTo. meTqi, araferi ar gvaqvs, 

es arc CavTvale saWirod meTqva. ipoves es da visiao. 

Cemia meTqi da am pasuxze ise momxvda moulodnelad yu­

rebSi xeli, rom wavida da xelebi daibana, ar vici, ram 

gamoasxa yurebidan, sisxli ki wamomivida. meored fexi 

amomiqnia, fexi daviWire, ukve mdgomareobidan gamov­

diodi... me Tu sadme gadaveyare im adamians, ar vici, ro­

gor vapatieb da rogor SevarCen amas. es muqara ar aris, 

magram yuris barabans mainc, yvelaze mcire, davuzianeb. 

mere iq zonaSi cota vimkurnale, cota meSvela, magram 

dResac mawuxebs. aris momentebi, roca tkivili maqvs da 

maxsendeba is yvelaferi , ramdeni kbili metkineba, ram­

deni yuri metkineba, cxviri exla ise ar mtkiva, magram 

dRe da Rame wamals visxam, rom visunTqo (ver vsunTqav, 

saoperacio maqvs), da tvinis Seryevebze ubralod aRar 

vlaparakob...

isini albaT bavSvobidan gaborotebuli adamianebi 

arian, romlebic skolaSic iCagrebodnen, bunebiTac bo­

rotebi iyvnen da es kategoria hyavdaT SerCeuli. SeiZ­

leba, iyo kategoria, romelic gaborotebuli iyo da 

gacnobierebul borot moqmedebas akeTebda; aseve kate­

goria iyo, gabriyvebulebis da daCagrulebis _ ai, da­

valebas rom miscem da didi siamovnebiT Seasrulebs da 

amis gulisTvis ra moelis meore dRes, TviTonac rom ar 

icis. 

iyvnen marTla raRacnairad, sxvanairad gaborotebu­

lebi . cdilobdnen, rom raRac mizezi daeWiraT, raTa 

Seuracxyofa moeyenebinaT, Tu Seelaparakebodi, Semoc­

vivdebodnen da midioda `fexburTi“. am yvelafris daZ­

levaSi erTmaneTs vexmarebodiT, radgan im eqimisTvis 

gind dageZaxa, gind ara _ mohqondaT sul erTi malamo 

da analgini. erTmaneTs vuvlidiT, Tu rame SegveZlo, 

yvelafers vukeTebdiT, magram medikamentebi ar gvqon­

da. 

frCxilebi avicale Cemi nebiT fexze, imitom rom mib­

rundeboda. warmoidgineT, orive fexze frCxilebi maqvs 

aclili da aseT mdgomareobaSi, SecdomiT wamiyvanes sa­
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samarTloze. im Rames, roca frCxilebi davicale, advo­

kati iyo SecdomiT Semosuli, meore dRes meZaxian, rom 

xval `sudze“ xaro. ver wamoval meTqi. orive fexis Ti­

Tebze frCxilebi maqvs daclili warmoidgineT _ ara­

nairi adglobrivi anesTezia da Semdeg aranairi tkivil­

gamayuCebeli. amovida erTi partia morige, unda wamox­

video. mere meore partia amodis da is erkveoda albaT 

da iman, adamianuri Tvisebebidan gamomdinare, Tqva, rom 

amis ase wayvana ar SeiZlebao. sul rom ver iaros, mux­

lis cocviT unda waviyvanoTo da ZaliT wamiyvanes sasa­

marTloze. mivediT sasamarTloze _ veubnebi, me meTqi 

amden xalxTan erTad var daWerili, arcerTi aq ar aris, 

arasworad momiyvaneT meTqi. quslebze davdivar, sul 

mewvis yvelaferi da momces mxolod bambebi rom gada­

vixvio da sisxli ar wamomivides fexze dgomis gamo. ci­

xeSi rom momiyvanes, Custebs veRar vixdidi, fexebi ise­

Ti dasiebuli mqonda.

am movlenebis mere jer deda gardamecvala, mere ma

ma... bevr rameze Semecvala azrovneba da Tundac imaze, 

rom saqarTveloSi cxovreba aRar minda. ai, es ,,Cadebis“ 

mentaliteti komunistebis drosac iyo, magram es xdebo­

da rodis iciT? rodesac adamiani iyo damnaSave da ver 

iWerdnen fizikurad, konkretuli faqtebiT, mas udeb­

dnen iaraRs, wamals da uSvebdnen `srokze“. magram axla 

Cems situaciaSi, rac me gamikeTes aRar minda saqarTve­

loSi cxovreba, radgan SeiZleba xval da zeg romelime 

opermuSaks gza gadavukveTo Cemi cxovrebiT da iman me, 

radgan nasamarTleobis mqone var da es warsuli maqvs, 

erTi an ori sibinZuriT SeiZleba `gamfaqtos“ da `srok­

ze“ gamiSvas. amis magaliTebi Cven gvaqvs. radgan me aseTi 

warsuli maqvs, es xom imas ar niSnavs, rom ase vagrZeleb 

cxovrebas. viRacis konkretuli interesis gamo, SeiZ­

leba isev amirion, amitom minda saqarTvelodan wasvla 

iseT qveyanaSi, sadac aseTi rameebi ar xdeba. vufrTxi am 

cxovrebas, sul rom ar gavborotde. axla gaborotebu­

li ar var, piriqiT, bevri raRac Seicvala Cems cxovre­

baSi. 5 wlis winaT, magaliTad, iseTi ram gamikeTes Cemma 

axloblebma, TvaldauxuWavad davakarginebdi saerTod 
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sicocxles, musrs gavavlebdi, magram dRes mimtevebe­

li gavxdi ufro; eklesiasTan ar mqonda kontaqti, axla 

maqvs. bevri kargi Tviseba SeviZine iq, bevri kargi da bev­

ri saWiro qristiani adamianisTvis. magram ra aris iciT? 

_ mamaos velaparake da miTxra, rom cudi Tvisebebi mii­

Zinebs im SemTxvevaSi, Tu RmerTTan axlos iqnebi, Torem 

me Tu RmerTs davcildi, igive pirovneba gavxdebi, ra 

pirovnebac viyavi Cemi bunebiT. Cemi simkacriT, mimteve­

beli aRar viqnebi, isev iseTi nagavi gavxdebi rogoric 

viyavi. im cxovrebas nagavs veZaxi, rac me vicxovre, mag­

ram axla ukan rom davbrunde SeiZleba isev im cxovre­

biT mecxovra, magram bevr rames mainc Sevcvlidi, ufro 

sasikeTod gamoviyenebdi. isev ise vicxovrebdi, ufro 

Wkvianurad da met sikeTes gavakeTebdi.

rom gamovedi, adamianebisgan sicive vigrZeni, magram 

bevri Tbilad Semxvda... patimar adamians da saerTod, 

adamians, sul cota axarebs da cota wyins. 

muSaoba minda daviwyo. 2003 weli iyo da muSaobis daw­

yeba gadavwyvite, Cemi Zmakaci `meniZlaveboda~ sam Tve­

sac ver imuSavebo. meTqi, erTi weli unda vimuSavo, ase­

Ti davaleba miveci sakuTar Tavs da gavarTvi kidec Tavi 

am davalebas miuxedavad imisa, rom am periodSi ojaxi 

damengra, muSaobis procesSi iseTi raRaceebi avitane _ 

intrigani `klientebi“, raRac `kuxnebs“ vamontaJebdiT. 

survili maqvs, rom vimuSavo, rom sanam aq viqnebi, raRa­

ciT gaverTo da Tavic Sevinaxo. axla Zmakacebis kiserze 

var, magram imaTac uWirT... iqac Zmakacebi mexmarebodnen 

da aqac, jerjerobiT mitanen imitom, rom axali var da 

mere vnaxoT. ar var zarmaci da raRac perspeqtivebic 

maqvs. unda mivxedo Cemi cxovrebis wess da gavakeTo ra­

Rac iseTi, rom ramdenime wlis Semdeg mqondes stabilu­

ri Semosavali, mqondes SesaZlebloba Tundac eklesiaSi 

misvlis, sanTlis yidvis, puris yidvis, saWmlis, Cacmis... 

Zalian cota dro maqvs amisTvis, 40 wlis var da viZaxi 

rom 10 weli maqvs dro.

am wignis gamocemas didi mniSvneloba aqvs. adamianebma 

unda waikiTxon es wigni, oRond Camoyalibebulma ada­

mianebma, cota mozrdilebma, magaliTad, 17-18-19 wlis 
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adamianma. am asakSi ukve gaqvs saRi Sefasebis unari, Se­

giZlia airCio cxovrebis gza. marTalia, maTi mxridan es 

yvelaferi iyo boroteba, magram mec ar viyavi angelo­

zi?! me dasasjeli viyavi, magram Tu viyavi 2 an 5 wliT 

dasasjeli, damsajes 10 wliT, magram RmerTis wyalobiT 

Seicvala situacia da gamovedi. Zalian didi mniSvnelo­

ba aqvs, TviTon adamiani rogor miudgeba, ra Segnebis 

adamiani waikiTxavs. me kriminali viyavi, magram krimina­

li ar Camidenia im muxliT riTac gamasamarTles.

es sibinZure, rasac narkotikuli nivTierebebebi hqvia 

_ ineqciiT iqneba es, Tu SesunTqviT, ra mniSvneloba 

aqvs, es aris iluzia. adamiani, romelic narkotiks ar 

gaekareba, is yvelafers miaRwevs cxovrebaSi. amiT mov­

rCebi laparaks...
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nodari, 39 wlis

(istoriaSi asaxulia gldanis #8 da #18, 
rusTavis #16 dawesebulebebSi gadatanili 
wamebisa da arahumanuri mopyrobis faqtebi)

Cveulebriv qarTul tradiciul ojaxSi davibade da ga­

vizarde. kargi bavSvoba mqonda, Tbili ojaxi myavda. zar­

maci ki viyavi, magram, ase Tu ise, raRac ganaTleba maqvs. 

konfliqturi ar viyavi, axla vcdilob, rom saerTod ar 

Sevide konfliqtSi vinmesTan. mSoblebi aRar myavs. deda 

manamde momikvda da mama pirveli `sudi“ rom mqonda, im 

dRes manqanam daartya diRmis trasaze, CemTan modioda...

damiWires. viRac qalma xeli damado. `birJaze“ erTi 

ori saaTi videqi, midioda _ modioda, mere movida dame­

laparaka, megreli xom ar xaro da damiWires. didi ambavi 

iyo Cemi daWera. daaxloebiT ormocdaaTi patrulis man­

qana iyo mosuli. CemTvis moulodneli iyo, radgan udana­

Saulo viyavi. axlac strasburgSi maqvs saqme gasaCivrebu­

li. arasodes patimrobaSi ar vyofilvar da uceb, amxela 

`srokze“ gamiSves _ rva weli, esec minimumi momces. 

Cemi ojaxis wevrebi yvelasTan iyvnen _ burjanaZesTa­

nac (maSin parlamentis Tavjdomare iyo), bokeriasTanac. 

visTanac iyvnen, yvela ambobda, viciT, rom arafer SuaSi 

ar aris, magram mainc amdeni weli momaxdevines.

ayvanis procesSi normalurad meqceodnen. patrulis 

TanamSromlebma sasamarTloSi iseTi Cveneba misces, rom 

prokurors da patrulis TanamSromlebs seriozuli Se­

laparakeba mouvidaT. rac iyo simarTle, is Tqva patrul­

ma da es prokurors ar moewona. 

rom damiWires, pirdapir ,,kapezeSi“ mimiyvanes. Cveneba 
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meore dRes CamomarTves. kapezeSi zewola da cema ar yo­

fila. Zaladoba da wameba daiwyo `rezbalnicaze“ da aseve 

meTeqvsmete dawesebulebaSi rom gadamiyvanes 2010 wels. 

RviZlis C hepatiti da prostata mqonda garTulebuli. 

meCvidmete dawesebulebaSi rom gadamiyvanes 2-3 weli 

mSvidad viyavi, siwynare iyo, seriozuli araferi momxda­

ra, wameba ar yofila Cem dros. wameba daiwyo meTeqvsmete 

dawesebulebaSi rom migviyvanes, 28 ivnisi iyo. Cagviyvanes 

erTi oci kaci, ̀ karidorebi“ iyo gakeTebuli... ise mcemes, 

ver vdgebodi. iqidan daiwyo, as rva kaci Cagviyvanes da 

ori kacis garda yvela gvcemes.

meTeqvsmeteSi rom mimiyvanes CamovediT Tu ara, cixis 

ufrosis moadgilem micno meCvidmete dawesebulebidan _ 

ui, Senc aq xaro? verafers ver giSvelio da... magis Tqma 

iyo da cema rom damiwyes, naxevari saaTi ganmavlobaSi 

mirtyamdnen _ milebi, wyliT savse plastmasis boTlebi, 

ZiriTadad wixli. erTi oci kaci mirtyamda albaT.

im Rames Semovida erTi adamiani, ar minda, misi saxeli 

da gvari vaxseno, Semovida da `ne dai bog eqimi mogiT­

xoviaTo vinmeso“. dahqondaT CaquCebi, xis CaquCebi aqeT 

citramoni ewera, iqiT analgini, gamayuCeblebi ra...

ramdenjerme Zlierad mcemes. meridebodnen _ advokati 

myavda, patroni myavda, ojaxis wevrebi yuradRebas maq­

cevdnen. arafers ar vtovebdi reagirebis gareSe, advo­

kats veubnebodi, Tu rame xdeboda. 

rezbalnicaze ,,dambrides“. 12 ivliss gavikeTe cxviris 

operacia, 8 agvistos gamomweres. cudad gavxdi, wnevam 

amiwia, davuZaxe eqims. eqimi ar movida naxevari saaTi, ki­

dev davuZaxe, ar movida kide erTi naxevari saaTi, davu­

Zaxe... `karoCe“, erTi sami saaTi eqimi ar movida. daviwye 

`xipiSi“, meTqi Tu movkvdi, rad minda eqimi. Cxubze Semo­

vida oficeri , ~ ra dReSi xaro. ~vikamaTeT, cota xanSi 

wavida da amomiyvana reJimis ufrosi, Cemi axlobeli eqimi 

muSaobda da is kaci mohyva. miTxra, am kacs vcem pativso, 

Torem xerxemals gamogaZrobdio.

meore smenaze oficeri ,,daviTrie“ rad gvinda meTqi 

es Careva, rad gvinda reJimis ufrosi, saerTo ena rogor 

ver unda gamovnaxoT meTqi? veubnebi, axalgazrda biWia, 
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21 wlis. meore dRes amoiyvana isev reJimis ufrosi da 

daiwyo Seuracxyofebi. palataSi naxevari saaTi mirtyam­

dnen _ magida, skami, radio yvelaferi damamtvries, mere 

gaviTiSe da erTi monakveTi maxsovs, dabla medo Tavi da 

wixls mirtyamdnen. travmebi exlac maqvs, yuris barabani 

maqvs gaxeuli. oTxi kaci mcemda.

fsiqologiurad gvangrevdnen, pretenziebi rom ar 

gvqonoda. vekiTxebodi _ ratom mcem, rame davaSave, Se­

gagine, Seuracxyofa mogayene, rame gagifuWe? _ ar mpasu­

xobdnen. mcemdnen, pirveli imitom, rom wynarad vyofili­

yavi, meore _ ra vici, sadistebad iqcnen TanaSromlebi. 

axalgazrdebi _ 20 da 21 wlis biWebi hyavdaT. ase xdeboda 

_ me rom mcemes, im dRes daawinaures Cemi cemisTvis; ase­

Ti praqtika hqondaT. 

omi mqonda. bolo 3 weli omSi viyavi. arafers vuTmob­

di, rac arakanonierad xdeboda. 

wamlebs ar gvaZlevdnen, ar gvmkurnalobdnen, anali­

zebs ar gviRebdnen, ar gvagebinebdnen ra gvWirda.cudad 

viyavi, SimSiloba daviwye, _ sanam ar momxedavT, sanam ar 

gavigeb, ra mWirs, diagnozs ar damisvamT da mkurnalo­

bis saSualebas ar momcemT, ar Sevwyvet SimSilobasmeTqi. 

wamiyvanes, Camiyvanes karcerSi, Semagdes gancalkevebiT. 

gamxades yvelaferi, mxolod `maika“ damitoves da gaTbo­

ba gamomirTes, yinva iyo, Tebervlis bolo. iq raRac fic­

rebi iyo isic wamarTves, fanjara amomiRes, 5 dRe ,,dam­

brides“. wameba aris aba ra aris?! rkinaze meZina, botasi 

medo Tavis qveS. es xuTi dRe vSimSilobdi, ar miWamia da me

re movida cixis ufrosi Sewyviteo, rezbalnicaze wagiy­

vaneno da mogxedaveno. Sevwyvite SimSiloba. ase movxvdi 

rezbalnicaze. SimSilobis gareSe araferi ar xdeboda. 

yvelaze didi wameba aris Seuracxyofa, sulSi gvafur­

Txebdnen. mirCevnia gamlaxon, vidre maginon, sulSi ma­

furTxon. deda mkvdari myavs da viRac modis da gaginebs. 

amas is adamiani gikeTebs, romelsac aranairi Rirseba, 

aranairi Tavmoyvareoba, aranairi adamianoba ar gaaCnia, 

aseTi xorcis naWeri modis da gaginebs... SeiZleba isini 

adamianebi iyvnen ramdenime wlis win, magram iq rom mivid­

nen... warmoidgine, naoperacieb kacs rom wixlebiT scem, 
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raRa adamianobazea laparaki, cxovelebi arian. arasrul­

fasovani adamianebi iyvnen, Tavisi rom araferi hqondaT. 

bevri ramis Tqma minda, magram bevr rames ver vityvi. 

bevri axalgazrda biWi mogvikles, wamebiT mogvikles. 2-3 

dRe ar gadioda ise, viRac ar gamoesvenebinaT e.w. `rez­

balnicidan“. Cven sad gvyavs dasakargi axalgazrdebi...

urTierToba aRar SemiZlia adamianebTan, ojaxis wev­

rebTanac veRar vurTierTob. naxevari ojaxi gamiwyda _ de

da, mama da da momikvda, davrCiT 3 adamiani da dResac ver 

maqvs dalagebuli uTierToba, araadeqvaturi var. iqamde 

idealuri urTierToba mqonda. uZilobac mawuxebs, ad­

vilad meSleba nervebi, feTqebadi xasiaTi gamixda. max­

sendeba da kidev ufro mTgrgunavs da vfiqrob, sadme ar 

gadaveyaro, ar minda... mixaria rom iWeren im xalxs, ada­

mianis daWera rogor unda gixarodes, magram mixaria. 
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SoTa, 57 wlis

(istoriaSi asaxulia gldanis #8 da 
qsnis #15 dawesebulebebSi gadatanili 

wamebisa da arahumanuri mopyrobis faqtebi)

davibade TbilisSi, 1956 wlis 27 maiss. davamTavre 51-e 

saSualo skola. Semdeg Cavabare universitetSi geolo­

giis fakultetze. 1979 wels davamTare universiteti. 

vmuSaobdi saavtomobilo gzebis saministroSi. rodesac, 

gamsaxurdias dros, Tavisuflebis talRa daiwyo, axal­

gazrdebi mitingebze davdiodiT, 9 aprilis monawilec 

viyavi. 1983 wels Sevqmeni ojaxi, myavs oTxi Svili, vcxov­

rob veraze. Semdeg daiwyo Semcirebebi, umuSevroba, omis 

periods vgulisxmob. ucxoeTSi wavedi, vmuSaobdi germa­

niaSi, kuveiTSi, magram saqarTvelosken momiwevda guli, 

ver vCerdebodi _ bavSvebi, ojaxi, xanSi Sesuli mSoble­

bi da Camovedi. televiziaSi daviwye muSaoba, saakaSvilis 

mTavrobis mosvlis Semdeg daxures gadacema da gadavedi 

202-ze, aqac dagvxures. davrCi isev umuSevari. 

Cems cxovrebaSi verasodes warmovidgendi, rom SemeZ­

lo gamekeTebina raRac iseTi... mogiyvebiT, rogor moxda 

Cemi dakaveba, universitetidan sakmaod bevri megobrebi 

myavda _ profesorebi, leqtorebi. rom amboben mxolod 

komunistebis dros xdeboda Cawyoba da iRebdnen fulso, 

miSa saakaSvilis dros, uaresi iyo _ gamocdebze saerTod 

ar gayavdaT abiturienti, ise abarebinebdnen universi­

tetSi. bevri universiteti iyo, sadac msgavsi raRaceebi 

xdeboda. CemdaWirad, mec davexmare sakuTar naTesavebs 

da erT-erT aseT universitetSi Cavabarebine. 

Semdeg problemebi Seiqmna. kaseta momitanes, sadac Ca­
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werili iyo fakultetis dekani, romelic yveboda, rogor 

xdeboda bavSvebis ukanonod miReba universitetSi, masa­

lis gaSveba undodaT. mivedi im kacTan, vinc damexmara Ce

mi naTesavebis mowyobaSi da vuTxari, rom Canawerebi arse­

bobda. gavarkvevo, miTxra da kaseta waiRo. mere damireka, 

nu geSinia yvelaferi kargad iqnebao da Sen Tu daelapa­

rakebi, rom ar gauSvan eTerSi da ar moxdes amisi gaxmau­

reba, pativs gvcemeno. sasamarTloze gairkva, rom serio­

zul Tanxebs sTxovda kasetis sanacvlod universitetis 

reqtors. damireka, kolmeurneobis moedanze SevxvdeTo. 

manqanaSi rom Camijda, momentalurad dagviWires da wag­

viyenes braldeba, rom Cven vZalavdiT Tanxas reqtors. 

me sodma damiWira, Semovidnen da miTxres _ ori biWi 

gyavs, orives gverdSi mogisvamT, Tu aRiarebas ar gaake­

Tebo. mjeroda, rom amas gaakeTebdnen, radgan bevri ma­

galiTi minaxavs msgavsi da davTanxmdi. saprocesos gagi­

keTebTo Sempirdnen, ra Tqma unda, ar gamikeTes. 4 weli 

momisajes. 

erTaderT rames ganvicdidi, aseTi sisulelis gamo 

rom aRmovCndi cixeSi da ojaxTan mimarTebaSi mqonda 

diskomforti. 

kari gaiReboda da getyodnen: `radios rato usmen?!“ 

gldanzea saubari (igulisxmeba gldanis #8 dawesebu­

leba), miuxedavad imisa, rom saerTod ar gvqonda radio 

CarTuli. Tu etyodi, rom ar gvaqvs CarTuli, TxuTmet 

wuTSi Semolagdebodnen, ZiriTadad wyliT savse boTle­

biT xdeboda cema, Tu seriozulad hqondaT Cafiqrebuli 

cema, maSin abanoSi gavyavdiT da iq xdeboda `damuSaveba“. 

es yvelaferi, Cemi azriT, imitom xdeboda, rom daTrgu­

nuliyavi, Cumad yofiliyavi da xma ar amogeRo. msgavsi 

SemTxvevebi xSiri iyo. 

eqvsi Tvis Semdeg wamiyvanes qsanis Zvel zonaSi, ro­

gorc ki manqanebidan Camogviyvanes, dagvayenes kedelTan 

da geubnebodnen, -,,aiRe Cesti da Tqvi: vemsaxurebi saqar­

Tvelos!“ ityodi, msubuqad mogxvdeboda, Tu ar ityodi, 

mere saerTod gangrevdnen. qsnis dawesebulebis ufrosis 

moadgile 26 wlis bavSvi iyo, ase ram gaaborota da gaam­

wara es kaci, ver vxvdebodi. xelebiT dakideba, dubinke­
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biT cema, dasisxlianeba, gadamtvreva-gadmomtvreva, saku­

Tar Tavzec gamovcade misgan aseTi mopyroba.

dawesebulebaSi biblioTeka faqtiurad ar arsebobda, 

me Semovatanine daaxloebiT aTas wignamde. Semdeg TviTon 

SemomTavazes, Sens wignebs Sen TviTon mixede, bibloTe­

kaSi iyavio. Turme cema da wameba biblioTekaSi xdeboda. 

miTxres, rom unda meTanamSromla. avuxseni, CemTan aravin 

dadgeba da daiwyebs ramis moyolas da arc mainteresebs 

meTqi. meore dRes damibares, xeli ar daukarebiaT maSin, 

magram magines da memuqrebodnen.

erTxelac Semomivida `daCka“, ,,daCkaSi“ xaWapuric iyo. 

etyoba vinmem miitana ena da damiZaxes, amiyvanes kabinetSi 

_ ratom aWame sxvas erTi naWeri xaWapuri, arc Sen gqonda 

ufleba, magram dagrTeT nebao. qarTul ojaxSi var gaz­

rdili da vici stumarTan moqcevis wesi, erTi xaWapuris 

naWeri ra problema gaxda meTqi, `Sen kide aqeTken mela­

parakebio?! ramdeni wlis xaro“. vuTxari _ 56; `ai me 26 

wlis varo da SenisTanebs ase vuSvebi da ise vuSvebio“. ase 

ram gagaborota, axalgazrda biWi xar, cxovreba ar ginda, 

sul aq xo ar iqnebi meTqi. patara oTaxi iyo, adga, movida, 

me kedlisken viyavi mitrialebuli, dubinka TirkmlebSi 

Camaryda, mere wixli amomartya, saoperacio gavxdi, mar­

cxena saTesle jirkvali amomaWres. Tirkmelebi axlac ar 

mivarga, daweulia, kbilebi aRar damrCa pirSi. iqidan ga­

miSves karcerSi, 5 dRe viyavi iq, mere komisia movida da 

gamomiSves, miTxres ar gamovCeniliyavi teritoriaze. 

cemis mere, daaxloebiT ori Tve viweqi. gamirTulda, 

ori Tve damWirda imisTvis brZola, rom `rezbalnicaze“ 

gadaveyvane da operacia gaekeTebinaT, saTesle jirkvali 

amomaWres. iqac cxovelebi iyvnen. operaciidan rom ga­

mogiyvanen, zaria rom eqims daureko, Tu tkivili gaqvs. 

eqims ara aqvs ufleba, Semovides, Tu vinme ar Semoyva 

palataSi. am zarze meubnebodnen, nu rekavo. Tu kidev da­

rekavdi, SeiZleba Semosuliyvnen da eceme. operaciidan 

gamoyvanili ucemiaT tkivilebi rom hqonda da ambobda 

mtkivao. 

`praxodebi~ iyo, saidanac gamodioda pirveli, meore, 

mesame `atriadi~... im `atrtiadis~ karebs Caketavdnen da 
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samorigeos mxridan gayavdaT adamiani da iq ̀ amuSavebdnen~ 

arafris gulisTvis. es yvelaferi xdeboda imisTvis, rom 

SiSi daeTesaT. marto Cems iq yofnaSi xuTma kacma moik­

la Tavi. erTma `paraSaSi“ Camoikida Tavi, meorem venebi 

gadaiWra, mesamem mucelze gadaisva... axalgazrda biWebi 

iyvnen, fsiqikuradac aRar iyvnen ukve normalurebi. Cem­

ma fsiqikam imiT gauZlo, rom Zalian bevrs vkiTxulobdi; 

vcdilobdi, saerTod ar mefiqra amaze, megobrebic myav­

da. vinc ar kontaqtobda saerTod aravisTan, maT emarTe­

bodaT fsiqikuri problemebi.

26 wlis bavSvs(igulisxmeba qsnis cixis ufroris moad­

gile) ra unda hqondes nanaxi da rogor unda iyo ise gabo­

rotebuli, rom aseTi raRaceebi akeTo?! etyoba, buneba­

Sic aqvT raRac, arCevdnen specialurad aseTebs. Zvelebi 

vinc iyvnen, normalurebi iyvnen, SegeZlo dalaparakebo­

di kidec. gveubnebodnen xolme _ biWebo, gexvewebiT, amas 

nu gaakeTebT, gvavaleben Cvenc da iZulebulebi vxdebiT 

da pensiamde amdeni dagvrCa da.... cemas avalebdnen, Tan 

eswreboda viRaca da uyurebda, is gcemda Tu ara da Tu 

ar gcemda, mere mas samsaxuridan uSvebdnen. ici, ramdeni 

gauSves samsaxuridan?! erTi badragi iyo, rom dainaxavda 

sigareti ar gqonda, Segiyvanda ise, rom ar daenaxaT, si­

garets mogcemda. eseni iyvnen absoluturad cxovelebi, 

sisxlSi, xasiaTSi ejdaT sadisturi Tvisebebi.

me ramdenjer Sevswrebivar imas, rom Semovidoda moad­

gile biblioTekaSi, viRacas dauZaxebdnen, me gareT miS­

vebdnen, miiketavdnen karebs da kaci gamodioda Tvaleb­

dalurjebuli da gasisxlianebuli. es iyo sistematuri 

da susti fsiqikis adamiani ver uZlebda. ramdens infar­

qti mouvida da mokvda, ver gauZlo, gaskda guli, Tan 

verc verafers uSvebi, xelebs dagibamdnen ukan dagagdeb­

dnen da girtyamdnen.

mTeli Cemi cxovreba adamianebis mjeroda. cixis ga­

mocdilebam damitova is, rom eWviani gamxada. yvelafers 

ukve eWvis TvaliT vuyureb, sul vfiqrob sanam raRacas 

vityvi, es adamiani rogor miiRebs amas. kidev, `sad“ rom 

aweria manqanas, cudad vxdebi; SemiZlia, raRac xelSi avi­

Ro da manqanas vesrolo an SevafurTxo. dadebiTi mxrivac 
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Semcvala. daxmareba ufro Tavisuflad SemiZlia, gverdSi 

dgoma. gaWirvebuls rom vxedav, daCagruls rom vxedav, 

Semecvala am sakiTxebis mimarT damokidebuleba. 

ojaxi medga gverdSi, or kviraSi erTxel Camodiodnen, 

mnaxulobdnen xan erTi Svili, xan meore da meuRle, ra 

Tqma unda.

umuSevrobas ganvicdi, ver davsaqmdi. xan ras vakeTeb, 

xan ras. jerjerobiT, araferi gamomdis. Svilebi meubne­

bian, ai SviliSvilebi Caibare, gyavdes da mixedeo, magaze 

ar ifiqro da ar inerviuloo. 

erTaderTi, dadebiTi is SemiZlia davasaxelo, rom iq 

sayvareli adamianebi SeviZine, namdvili megobari rasac 

qvia, erTi jamidan gvaqvs naWami, erTad vitandiT yvela 

stress da erTmaneTs gverdiT vedeqiT.

yovel diliT da saRamoTi, iq eklesia gvqonda, Sevdio­

di, Semodiodnen mamaoebi, aRsarebebi gvqonda, ziarebebi, 

yvelafers vicavdi, mSveloda.

mkiTxvels minda vuTxra, rom icxovron sikeTiT, aras­

dros gadauxvion simarTles da rogori mTavrobac ar un

da iyos, iq moxvedras aravis vurCev. ifiqron imaze, rom 

TavianTi SromiT Seqmnan yvelaferi. Seni SromiT Seqmnils 

araferi jobs, aravis dasayvedrebeli rom ar gaqvs. yve­

las uyuron megobrulad, axloblurad, Zmurad, nu Sexe­

daven gamorCenis TvalsazrisiT. 
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INTRODUCTION

On September 18, 2012, both Georgian society and the outside world 
were confronted with secretly made video recordings of torture and 
inhuman treatment within the Georgian penitentiary system. The 
footage revealed what had been kept hidden behind a cloud of mys-
tery, yet what we suspected already for a long time. That day, the 
suffering and pain of prisoners and their relatives who had been sub-
jected to this treatment was shared with the rest of the country.

Two years have passed, yet the scope and intensity of the torture and 
degrading treatment within the penitentiary system under the previ-
ous government has never been fully exposed. What we saw on our 
television and computer screens was in fact only the tip of the iceberg 
– in reality the stories of humiliation, torture and cruelty were much 
worse. The aim of this publication is to show the extent of what really 
happened through the personal testimonies of those who fell victim 
to this perfidious system of abuse. The stories are individual witness 
reports, provided without a particular sequence, yet together they 
bring home the real horrors of what happened within Georgian pris-
ons, right under our very eyes.

As one of the witnesses says in his testimony, the time he spent be-
hind bars is an integral part of his life trajectory, and not a page that 
can be ripped out of his “book”, just as if it never happened. Yet the 
same counts for us, for our society as a whole: this is part of the life 
of our country, and likewise this is part of our story, a part that cannot 
and should not be discarded as if it never was. To the contrary, the 
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story needs to be told, in the hope that we learn from it, and that we 
can develop mechanisms that prevent similar abuses to happen again 
in future. To our regret, until this very moment only few of the tortur-
ers have been prosecuted and found guilty of these horrific crimes. To 
make things worse, the few sentences passed stand in no proportion 
to the crimes committed. Gradually the hope that justice will be done 
and all perpetrators will be brought to justice is fading away. 

We were given the opportunity to help these people, to feel and share 
their pain, to share their growing courage, endurance, strength and 
even heroism. We would like to thank every one of them.

In this publication, we do not provide the real names of our witnesses, 
in order to protect both them and their families from further pain or 
trouble by publicly revealing the identity of those who were subjected 
to the shocking instances of torture. However, their names and identi-
ties are known to us and we vow for the truthfulness of their reports. 

Lela Tsiskarishvili,  
Executive Director



                 Dedicated to our Clients, 
who had the courage to share their stories
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GAGA, 36 YEARS OLD

(This testimony describes instances of torture and  
inhuman treatment in Gldani Prisons #8 and  
#18 as well as in Tbilisi Prison #1.)

I was born in a small part of Imereti to a very average family. My par-
ents were teachers, and had completed higher education. The best 
thing they gave me was education, which allowed me to gain a place 
in society. They got me used to working from an early age, and I owe 
my diligence to my parents and to the environment I grew up in. I 
skipped several classes at school by passing early exams, and gradu-
ated from school with a gold medal. People foresaw a bright future 
for me, and by the time I was fifteen I was already a student at the 
university. I even published some books. My parents weren’t rich, but 
whatever they had they invested in my education and in that of my 
sister. My sister is several years younger than me, and I brought her 
up. I have very pleasant memories of taking care of her whenever our 
parents went to work. I am proud of having such a good sister.

I finished school just as the Georgian government was introducing 
coupons. Had I taken my parents’ salaries and converted them into 
rubles, it would have been just enough to cover our most basic needs. 
This is why I decided to apply to study at a university with its own 
student accommodation and canteen. I passed my exams in Batumi; 
I studied there for several years, but realized that I could no longer 
afford to live there. There was nothing else I could do, so I decided 
to go abroad. I was eighteen when I made this decision, and I left the 
country to find work. When I got there, I came face-to-face with a dif-
ferent reality. I thought I would arrive in “Good Old Europe” and begin 
the kind of new life I had read about in books. Most of the Georgians 
who left for Europe ended up doing illegal things, but fortunately I 
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didn’t have their experience and therefore couldn’t do it. I remember 
one day when I was living in Holland: I cycled to Rotterdam because I 
didn’t have enough money for a train ticket. Rotterdam is a large port 
city and I thought I would find work there, but nothing ever came 
of it. During my first year, I didn’t even have enough money to call 
my family and tell them I was all right; very seldom, once a month, I 
somehow managed to call a friend and tell him that I was alive and 
well, and he would tell me how my family was doing. This situation 
was probably quite stressful for me: I couldn’t establish myself and 
help my family, but I slowly adapted, got used to the system, found a 
job, and managed to regularly send money back to them. I helped my 
sister obtain quite a good education at university, helped my parents 
to survive, and tried to help those relatives of mine who had played a 
positive part in my childhood. But while working one day, I had a car 
accident, and hovered on the edge between life and death. Nobody 
thought that I would survive. I opened my eyes in the reanimation 
ward on the 44th or 45th day. I couldn’t feel anything in my left arm, 
and I was suffering from awful migraines and general weakness.

When I was lying unconscious in the reanimation ward, I had the feel-
ing that I was in a dark room somewhere, and that my mother was 
cooking for me in the room next door. I guess the love I and my moth-
er and family felt for one another saved me. Because I was lonely in 
Europe, I decided to return to Georgia in order to recover from my 
accident. In Holland, nobody would give me a pension without work-
ing. When I came back to Georgia, the so-called Rose Revolution had 
just happened, and people’s hopes lay with the country’s new gov-
ernment—hopes which I shared. A contest for public school directors 
was announced; candidates were merely required to have a higher 
education and some kind of work experience. Despite the fact that 
I had never even worked for an hour in a public school, I decided to 
take part in the contest. After preparing myself for a few months, the 
whole region was amazed when I managed to get higher marks than 
candidates who had already worked as school directors.

I worked in a public school for some time. I was 29, and was beginning 
to think about family and children. I had by then recovered from my 
accident, and despite the fact that the government had recognized 
my disability status and had given me a pension, I could still do in-
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tellectual work and a bit of physical work if needed. I met my future 
wife around that time, and we were married several months later. 
We have a good expression—“second half”—in Georgian: if you cut 
an apple in two, its two halves won’t be identical, but together they 
make a whole, and I can say that my wife is that second half which 
completes me.

To cut a long story short, I spent 7 years abroad, during which I fought 
for survival every day. I had neither friend nor neighbour. You can’t 
approach someone over there and ask them to lend you money for 
food until you receive your salary: it’s just impossible. Living abroad 
taught me the importance of the need to ensure one’s financial stabil-
ity, and that one has to do everything in order to achieve this—every-
thing legal. I worked many different jobs: I worked in a greenhouse, 
on a farm, in a supermarket, buying and selling cars, for a family, and 
so on. I believe that there isn’t a job in the world, from bin-man to 
government minister, than can be humiliating. It is important for hu-
man beings to have a sense of personal dignity which cannot be taken 
away by any job.

I decided to go to Tbilisi because my public school salary wasn’t 
enough. I began to work for a distribution company with my own car. 
We had our first daughter, and my new salary wasn’t enough, either. I 
started taking private customers, and sometimes even drove to desti-
nations outside of Tbilisi. When I was driving around in the city itself, I 
would put up a taxi sign on the roof of my car; I would stop whenever 
someone flagged me down, and that would make enough extra mon-
ey to pay for petrol.

At the same time, I continued to be an active member of society. I 
could see the injustice which was taking place around the country, 
and this fed my inner sense of protest. I was trying to find a way to 
express this feeling alongside other like-minded people. I don’t be-
long to any political party, but when this new wave of protests began 
in Georgia, I always did my best to take part. I joined the rallies which 
were held in 2007 and 2009, and I was one of the victims of police 
brutality during the rally which was held on the 7th of November. 
That rally was followed by another, the so-called “Tents and (prison) 
cells” rally, on Rustaveli Avenue, during which I was trying to help the 
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protesters. During the rally which was held on the 7th of November 
2007, I even put up some members of the opposition from regions 
outside Tbilisi, who had nowhere to stay, in my own house. I thought 
I was doing something good for my country.

I truly believed that I was serving my country. My activities, howev-
er, did not go unnoticed by representatives of Georgia’s Department 
of Constitutional Security, Special Operations Department and Se-
curity Services, and in 2010 they managed to plant drugs in my car. 
One day, a customer I had taken in my taxi hid some drugs in the car; 
I hadn’t even closed the door, when members of the Security Ser-
vices dragged me out of the car and led me away. I was later charged 
with having breached the second half of the notorious Article #260 
of the Criminal Code, and was sent to prison for a very long time. I 
never admitted to the crime, of course, and a sample of my blood 
revealed no traces of drugs. They took me to Old Tbilisi’s Police Sta-
tion #1, where some brutal police officers beat me up. They were 
trying to force me to admit that the drugs had been mine. They took 
me to a clinic where my blood revealed no traces of drugs, but in 
their report they wrote that, visually, I looked as if I was under the 
influence of drugs. I categorically rejected their report, so they took 
me back to the police station and beat me again. They kicked me 
and beat me with their truncheons and with bottles full of water. I’ll 
never forget how they were insulting me, as if they were spitting at 
my soul. Later, they took me to Gldani Prison #8; as a rule, I guess 
they took “unbroken” prisoners who refused to admit their guilt to 
Gldani in order to continue to “work” on them there. That was sheer 
hell. All those stories that were told, all that famous prison foot-
age, those puddles of blood every day—it all took place before my 
very eyes. I can still remember, even now, the howling, shrieking 
and inhuman voices of those miserable, tortured prisoners. I want 
to say that every single person who went through this hell is some 
kind of hero for having survived this ordeal. If he isn’t a hero, he’s a 
martyr who was physically and mentally tortured. It’s one thing to 
be beaten and being able to bear it, to cope with it—two days will 
pass, and the physical pain will fade—but those utterly degraded 
people, who had no conscience whatsoever, and who were suffering 
from psychological problems, were spitting on our very souls. I think 
that these people were the victims of inferiority complexes from 
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childhood, that they knew that they were nobodies, and that they 
were trying to prove their “courage”. Try to imagine a prisoner, with 
his hands tied behind his back, being beaten, and his wife, parents 
and children being insulted; and if the prisoner answers back, they 
beat him even more severely. I was there when they even insulted 
one prisoner’s religious beliefs. If a prisoner said a single word, they 
would punish him with additional punishment—i.e. lengthening his 
sentence for having insulted a prison guard. It’s very difficult for me 
to arrange the instances of torture I witnessed in chronological or-
der. I went through that, and survived, with the help of my family. 
When I was in Prison #8, it was forbidden to send individual prison-
ers more than 3 kg. of fruit, so my wife had to come two or three 
times a week to bring me enough fruit. My child was three months 
old when they arrested me. I felt supported by my invalid father 
and elderly mother, and every time my wife would send me ironed 
clothes and a picture of our child, that was the best support I could 
hope for, and the torture in prison would seem less important. I 
also felt supported by my friends, who were helping my family as 
much as they could. I understood that the world wasn’t just full of 
two-legged reptiles, like those bastards who planted drugs in my car 
and made me lose my family. I understood that there was kindness 
in this world, and I want to underline once again that the most im-
portant thing is the support of your family. A person who knows that 
there is somebody on the outside thinking about him and sharing 
his pain can never be subdued, and will never give up his life.

As far as the torture was concerned, the practice was as follows: first 
of all, you had to whisper when in your cell, because talking in a loud 
voice could cause you trouble; you had to listen to the radio as qui-
etly as possible, with your ear on the speaker; when the guards did 
their rounds (a group would come every evening), you would hear 
awful screams and shouts and the sound of beating coming from 
the cell they would enter. I even experienced this myself. You would 
shake with fear of them opening the door to your cell. As soon as 
the door was open, they would come in without ever asking you 
anything... Imagine: the door to the cell opens, they come in, and 
you know that they have come to beat you but without knowing or 
understanding why. They wouldn’t even explain that you had done 
something wrong: they would just come and beat you. Once, I was 
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lying on the upper bunk and fell asleep. It must have been evening. 
The door opened; I was fast asleep and didn’t wake up. They had a 
rule whereby you had to jump to your feet and put your hands be-
hind your back whenever someone entered your cell—be he a con-
troller or the prison director himself—or else they would beat you 
severely. So they grabbed me and threw me down from the upper 
bunk onto the concrete floor. When I opened my eyes, three or four 
men were kicking me. They were beating me because I had fallen 
asleep and had failed to stand up when they had entered my cell. 
The man who threw me down from my bed was the main “hang-
man”; he was actually the head of social services in Prison #18’s 
hospital. His real responsibility was to protect prisoners’ rights, but 
in reality he was the one who broke people’s human rights the most. 
He personally beat me three times.

They took me to Prison #18’s hospital, where I volunteered to work 
for the hospital’s store. I agreed to work there because it was quite 
close to my house, and it would be easier for my wife to come and 
visit me. I knew she would never have stopped visiting me, regardless 
of where I was sent. The prisoners who worked for the store were 
not sent to other prisons, so it meant I wouldn’t cause my family to 
have to go to additional expenses, particularly considering the fact 
that my wife was unemployed in those days. My entire family was un-
employed, and it must be God’s will and thanks to kind people’s help 
that they survived and that I left prison alive.

After moving to the store, however, my conditions worsened. I saw for 
myself how the body of a dead prisoner was sent away in a black box. 
The investigation will establish whether these were rumours or not, 
but I strongly suspect that their organs were being illegally “donated”. 
I heard it myself from prisoners who had terminal cancer, asking God 
not to let them die in prison so that “Somekha” wouldn’t be able to 
chop them up in the morgue. This Somekha was the morgue’s atten-
dant, but his work should really have been done by an expert or a 
doctor—be it dissections, removing human organs or filling corpses 
with dirty towels, sawdust, stones and sticks before sewing it up and 
sending it to the family... This was a disgusting humiliation of those ill 
prisoners.
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Because I came from the same region as the current prime minis-
ter1, I was offered the chance of being moved to better conditions 
and being released early in exchange for giving false evidence against 
members of his political party. They wanted me to say that activists 
from his party had told my family that they would arrange for me to 
be released early in exchange for their votes. I felt so duty-bound to 
this man, but, first of all, why should I have lied? And, secondly, he 
was paying my salary when I was working at the school, and he paid 
for my father’s and my operations—not because we knew each other 
personally, or because I “was somebody” for him, but simply as a kind 
person helping a poor family. Imagine what a burden I would have 
had to shoulder in order to write something incriminating him. How 
could I have lived with myself? And how would I be able to look into 
my child’s and my relatives’ eyes? That’s why I categorically refused 
to play along. After that, the heads of the prison’s regime service and 
social services department dragged me to the morgue, tied me to 
the operating table, and broke my toes with special pincers. I later 
managed to put some of them back into place, but two of them are 
so deformed that I have difficulty putting on shoes and walking. Be-
sides breaking my toes, they were also beating me with truncheons 
and insulting me, and whenever I lost consciousness they brought me 
back to my senses with cold water and continued to torture me. But 
I managed to survive.

I read a small poem in the Kviris Palitra newspaper:

	 When hope no longer makes sense,
	 And your heart fills with grief,
	 The only thing that can save you
	 Is to say: ‘Everything will be all right’.

I cut this poem out of the newspaper and hung it over my bed. I want 
to say that I’m a Christian, but when I was outside I wasn’t spending 
enough time in prayer, enough time praying with my heart. I guess 
my love for God and prayers saved me while I was in prison. I had a 
small bible with me, and I would often pray. Maybe somebody who 
hasn’t gone through such hell will think it a play on words, but when 
they were torturing me, along with the pain I was saying in my heart 

1.   i.e. the then opposition leader who later became the new prime minister (ed.)
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‘O Lord, Jesus Christ, forgive me my sins.’ I would say that in my heart, 
and this would help me to survive.

My sentence was later increased for being disobedient and for re-
fusing to follow their wishes, and they sent me to a “closed” prison 
in Ortachala. I heard from other prisoners that, when arriving in Ort-
achala, they would “welcome” me in a special way, and psycholog-
ically-speaking I was prepared for a beating. But I could never have 
imagined that they could subject people to such terrible punishment. 
They beat me until I bled, then threw me to the ground and kept on 
climbing onto a table and jumping on me. I couldn’t rise from my bed 
for five or six days. They also insulted my family as much as they could.

I want to remember one story about my daughter. My wife was vis-
iting me every week and was bringing pictures of our child as she 
grew up. The rule was that only three photographs could be brought 
in, which is why my wife would always bring three and I would send 
them back. In one of the photographs, my daughter was hugging her 
toy bear and laughing. All those who saw the photograph would smile 
and their hearts would fill with joy. One day, the chief of the regime 
service came and asked whose child was in the photograph? I thought 
that seeing a little girl would melt his heart, and I said that she was my 
daughter. He looked at her, then looked at us and said that she’d be 
“a good fuck” in fifteen years’ time. I completely lost my mind when I 
heard that. Imagine a father who’s dreaming of seeing his only daugh-
ter again being told something like that. I took a step towards him. 
Who would have let me hit him? But it was my natural reaction. I 
can’t describe how they beat me because of that. Every prison guard, 
without exception, tried to hit me as painfully as possible in front of 
the chief of the regime service in order to ingratiate himself with him.

After I had been moved to Ortachala, they were constantly beating 
me... Even the prison’s director, who had worked for an NGO before 
as a human rights defender, was beating me. I saw for myself how 
new guards would behave like normal human beings for a week or 
two before completely losing any sense of humanity. The same thing 
happened to the famous human rights defender from an NGO, who 
later began to work for the prison service, turned into one of the most 
cruel “hangmen”, and for whom the dignity of a person was worth 
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nothing. His deputy and others as well, were jumping on me from 
tables, kicking me while I was lying on the floor in a pool of my own 
blood, spitting at me and doing other disgusting things.

They wanted prisoners to completely lose their humanity and leave 
prison no better than animals. The order to turn human beings into 
animals who would only think about eating and not being beaten 
must have come from the highest levels of the state. Animals should 
be fed and be afraid of punishment.

As for the prison food, it didn’t look like food at all. It could even make 
you fall ill. Imagine boiled potatoes coated in different animal fats, the 
whole surrounded by some disgusting juice. I was eating it simply to 
avoid starvation. I would take it to the loo to try to wash the fat off the 
potatoes, and eat them. We didn’t have an oven in which to cook our 
food, and the products sold in the prison shop were three times more 
expensive than outside. It was like a separate business: first you arrest 
someone, and then the members of his family send him money to pay 
triple prices in the prison shop.

There were 21 prisoners in a cell for 8 people; we couldn’t even walk 
around—let alone sleep. The loo was in the room itself, behind a cur-
tain, and there was a tap and a plastic hose for washing. Unbearable 
filth and a complete absence of hygiene... Imagine 21 men in a room 
where nobody washes, and having to step over 7 or 8 men lying on 
the floor in order to go to the loo during the night. We took it in turns 
to spend the night on the floor.

Georgia’s Ministry of Corrections was a national tool for controlling 
society. First they arrested me on trumped-up charges, then they 
beat me every day without reason. I was imprisoned in conditions 
which I doubt even existed in Nazi concentration camps. Every eve-
ning, one had to thank God for having survived the day. All my life, I 
lived with the idea that one should always help those in trouble, and 
the thing that worried me the most was that I would lose that feel-
ing. They killed this feeling in me—caring for other people’s trou-
bles. If you interceded on someone’s behalf, they would punish you 
even more. You see someone being unjustly oppressed, or being 
unfairly beaten... You see all that, but you pretend to see nothing... 
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That was awful, and was killing everything in me as a human being. 
I don’t know what kind of person I might have become had it gone 
on for a few more years. I’ve seen bitter, resentful people sacrifice 
their childhood friends by denouncing them and increasing their 
sentence, just to be allowed to talk to their relatives more often or 
to be given some privilege. That was everyday psychological pres-
sure. In some cases, they succeeded in turning human beings into 
animals, so that human beings would begin to despise each other 
and lose all sense of trust. I was praying and asking God during these 
three years to help me maintain my ability to love and respect my 
family, humanity in general, and people who were important to me.

The television footage showed an ordinary day in prison. I personally 
went through three-times-365 days like that, during which I watched 
prisoners being raped or beaten without being able to say anything. 
I’ve been taken to the so-called puksi several times... A puksi, also 
known as the “monkey cage”, is a cell barely 1 metre square in which 
you can neither lie nor sit because there is no chair, and it has a con-
crete floor and iron bars. You dream of falling asleep, of being uncon-
scious, of your body being able to relax for a bit. You manage to relax 
on the concrete floor for five minutes, closing your eyes so your body 
recovers, and then you stand up again. I personally spent three days 
and nights in there, without any food and having to beg for water. 
You can’t go to the loo; you have to do everything in there and live 
in your own filth for two or three days. I knew some prisoners who 
spent two weeks or even a month in such cells. I read the expression 
‘this too shall pass’ somewhere, and I would repeat these words to 
myself—‘this too shall pass, this too shall pass, and everything will be 
all right’.

A dentist would only visit on Thursdays, so if a prisoner was suffering 
from toothache he had to wait until the next Thursday. No treatment: 
they would just extract the tooth. There was a particular practice in 
the Ortachala Kriti: if a new prisoner would ask a (controller) to give 
him a painkiller, the guard would give him an analgetic past its use-by 
date which wouldn’t work, and would then ask the prisoner what he 
preferred—baralgini or ketanovi?2 The new prisoner, without know-

2.   Metamizole and Ketorolac, respectively (painkillers).
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ing, would choose ketanovi, thinking it was the better of the two. The 
guards would then tell him to leave his cell, and would pull out two 
truncheons—one with “baralgini” written on it, and another, larger, 
with “ketanovi”. They would “warm him up” with the one he chose, 
and then throw him back into his cell. Who would ask for a painkiller 
after that?

Can a person die of appendicitis in the XXIst century? One of the pris-
oners was denied an operation, and died of septicaemia. I saw several 
such cases when I was in the prison hospital. It looked like genocide. 
When they would beat a young man, they would try to strike his tes-
ticles in order to damage them... After that, they would operate on 
him, and would remove both his testicles even if only one needed to 
be removed.

I saw with my own eyes how they planted drugs in an 18-year-old 
boy’s pocket, and I know for sure that he was a very honest person. 
When he didn’t admit it, they broke his knee so badly when beating 
him that he developed gangrene and they had to amputate his leg, 
but later it worsened and this young 18-year-old died of gangrene.

Expecting to be released and knowing that I would see my family 
and be able to hold my daughter in my arms again gave me immense 
strength. I very often thought that I wouldn’t be able to survive until 
the end of my sentence, that it would be better for me to commit 
suicide and let my family get on with their lives, but then I would 
think that ‘this too shall pass’ and would fight with myself. Human 
love helped me to survive all that.

After being released from prison, I feel stigmatized—but not by so-
ciety, because Georgian society knows very well what the country’s 
prison system was all about. I’ll tell you one thing: I can’t work for the 
public sector, and I can’t teach children. I speak six languages, four of 
them perfectly, like my own native language, but I’m not allowed to 
teach by law. I can’t drive a car or work as a taxi driver. What does the 
state offer me?

Now that I’m out and that I have no right to work, I’m trying to find 
work as a casual labourer in order to be able to bring some food back 
to my family, whose only income is my pension and my father’s.
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When amnesty was being discussed, I received a short letter from the 
Ministry of Justice saying ‘Dear Friend, You are very close to being 
released. We will support your efforts to restore justice and will help 
you find employment or acquire new skills. Know that your govern-
ment supports you and that freedom is not a place where people will 
think you a bad person because you spent time in prison. We’ll give 
you a chance to begin a new page of your life and create something.’ 
I’ll never forget what I felt when I read this piece of paper; it was the 
first time in three years that I felt like a human being again. I left pris-
on and went to the Ministry of Justice’s Centre for Crime Prevention. I 
want to thank them for all the help they gave me and for bringing me 
to you. Here, qualified specialists gave me a medical examination and 
psychological help. I understand that I am not alone in this world, and 
that justice will slowly but surely be restored.

Georgians have a very clever saying: ‘Justice travels slowly, but visits 
every house.’ There is another Latin expression: ‘Let justice be done 
though the heavens fall.’ It must be done; and the person who creat-
ed this regime and this system simply cannot be compared to Tsotne 
Dadiani, who was one of the greatest heroes of Georgian history.

When this book will be published, it should land on the desk of every 
police officer and prison guard, so that they will read it at least once 
and never let these things happen again.

To the readers of this book: Be strong and don’t lose your courage—
even if a court-room full of ignorant people condemns you to death. 
You must be strong, believe in the future, and believe in justice being 
served. Don’t lose your humanity and your courage, and don’t lose 
what makes us Georgian and what our traditions teach us.

The pressure I was subjected to was cruelty and pain for me, and they 
tried to kill the humanity within me. ‘They tried to make me evil, they 
tried to turn me into a hypocrite, but I guess remaining a man in this 
world is the greatest heroism of all.’
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NUGZARI, 37 YEARS OLD

(This testimony describes instances of torture and 
inhumane treatment in Tbilisi Prison #5, Rustavi Prison #16, 
Ksani Prison #19, and Gldani Prison #18.)

I’ll start by saying that I was arrested in 2007 for using drugs. Before 
that, everything seemed to be fine: I had a normal life, but one of my 
friends denounced me. I was sentenced to six years, and ended up 
in Ortachala’s so-called “Guberski” Prison, where I was held in aw-
ful conditions. Around 100 prisoners were packed into a single, small 
cell, and it would quite literally take you five minutes of pushing and 
asking people to let you through in order to reach the loo... Finding 
space to sleep was also impossible—not to mention the bed bugs, the 
cockroaches, the lice... We would take turns to sleep for four hours, 
finding different ways to sleep. Some even slept on chairs. After three 
months, they transferred me to Rustavi Prison #1. I’ve been to differ-
ent prisons during four years, and I was pardoned in 2011.

Before being arrested, I worked in a casino for ten years—first as a 
supply manager, and then as a director. Unfortunately, the casino was 
closed down and I was left unemployed. That casino was like a family 
business for us; we all worked there. After being released, I came up 
against many different problems: social problems, people’s indiffer-
ence. I felt isolated, and I ended up in the same situation... Drugs, again, 
and my friend denounced me again, my closest friend... After less than 
two months, I was arrested and sent to Gldani Prison #8. I don’t know 
what happened to me afterwards. It was like a shock. I’ve never seen 
such torture in my life before... This so-called quarantine3, the inhu-

3.   Karantini, “quarantine”, is the process by which newly-arrived prisoners are kept in a holding 
cell before being allocated their definitive cells and dismissed. Prisoners would very often be 
beaten during this initial stage of their detention.
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man screams of prisoners. If a prisoner refused to sign and co-operate 
with them, they would treat them very brutally in the cells. This “quar-
antine” was like a circle, and everybody had to walk through it. Every 
prisoner would be beaten, especially those who were sentenced for 
murder or robbery.

After going through “quarantine”, they took us to the cells, and the 
guard there warned us that we weren’t allowed to talk, not even in 
whispers. They would enter the cell for the slightest noise, and would 
beat us and intimidate us, forcing us under our beds. They had differ-
ent ways of punishing us: making prisoners kneel for hours on end, 
forcing them to swallow pieces of soap, and beating them on their 
spines. I guess all this was done to disable prisoners. They were us-
ing high levels of psychological pressure. Personally, I didn’t think of 
myself as a human being in there. I was nothing, and I could see no 
future.

Everybody was involved in beating prisoners, and all of them were al-
lowed to hit us—except the controller; he just opened and closed the 
doors to the cells. We weren’t allowed out in the fresh air. If we asked 
to be allowed to go out for a walk, they would shout at us and insult 
us so badly that we would never ask again. The food was awful... It’s 
really difficult to remember that... Now that I’m trying to remember, 
I realize that I went through enormous psychological stress in Gldani 
Prison... because during my first sentence, I didn’t experience this 
pressure and neither physical nor psychological trauma... and remem-
bering all that...

It was everyday stress! Every day, we were expecting something ter-
rible to happen. Sometimes we would prefer to be beaten up rath-
er than being insulted and humiliated so badly. They had a way of 
punishing us: they would put you in the middle of a cell for five or 
six hours, and you had to remain silent and immobile. Of course we 
would prefer to be beaten rather than having to undergo that. I was 
once put in solitary confinement for nothing, just for having made a 
tiny noise. I was left there for ten days. I was given a mattress every 
other day, but no pillow, no blanket—nothing. I only had one plate 
and one glass, but neither fork nor spoon. I don’t know how people 
survived in there at all...
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If a prisoner refused to co-operate with the prison administration, 
they would use the following method: every week, they would come 
and search the cells; they would turn everything over, and take the 
prisoners out of the cell and beat them severely.

My right eye was damaged by these beatings; it developed cataract, 
which turned into glaucoma, and I ended up going blind in my right 
eye.

I began to have panic attacks and hallucinations. I lost all hope, and no 
longer felt human. I would have nightmares when I was asleep, and I 
even tried to commit suicide several times. I asked for a doctor, and I 
was finally able to see one. After asking for a long time, a psychiatrist 
finally came to see me and gave me some pills. Prisoners are very 
rarely given such effective medicine. I took them for eight months, 
and my condition improved slightly, but the pressure continued. If 
they weren’t touching me personally, the fact that they were beating 
my friends before my eyes, in the cell, was like torture. Basically, we 
were all in the same situation.

It has been four months since I was released, and I still feel terrible. 
I’m psychologically destroyed. I can’t control myself, and my nervous 
system is shattered because of the stress I was subjected to.

I suffer from insomnia; I take some pills and my condition has im-
proved slightly, but my family’s difficult social situation, unemploy-
ment, the lack of human relations... I have begun to be afraid of many 
things: if I see a man in uniform in the street, for example, I’m afraid 
he will arrest me and beat me. When I’m at home and I hear a knock 
on the door or the voice of a man I don’t know, it gives me a bad 
feeling.

I spent a year and a half in Gldani and a month and a half in the pris-
on hospital. I was released by amnesty from the hospital. In the end, 
after the elections, the situation was much less tense and we all felt 
much better, but this trauma damaged me so much that I was barely 
able to communicate with the other prisoners.

Many prisoners start praying in prison and become more religious. It 
was happening even without the beatings; when you’re in trouble, 
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you turn to religion for your salvation. Beatings and torture are un-
imaginable forms of mistreatment.

When I left prison, I felt terrible for the first few months. I wasn’t 
behaving normally; I was constantly bumping into things, dropping 
things, I kept losing my concentration. I very seldom but still continue 
to think of suicide; I am receiving treatment and feel much better, and 
I guess these pills are helping me.

The prison had a well-established system for denouncing others—
also among the prison guards, by the way. We would hear stories very 
often. I guess they wanted to intimidate the entire nation and kill ev-
erything human by introducing such a system. I believe that being in 
prison is already a punishment. Torturing prisoners is forbidden by 
law; torture destroys you physically and mentally, makes you afraid 
and makes you lose your humanity.

I really want this book to be published so that new generations will 
read it and will never repeat what the previous government estab-
lished. That’s why nobody should stop; all those whose property 
was confiscated, and all those who suffered physical or psychologi-
cal harm, should speak up. Every guilty person should be punished—
those who gave orders and those who carried them out.
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GENRIKH, 44 YEARS OLD

(This testimony describes instances of 
torture and inhumane treatment in Gldani Prison #8.)

I was born on the 28th of July 1969 in Tbilisi. My family consists of my 
mother, my father, my sister and I. I wasn’t the best pupil at school, 
but my teacher said I was very gifted. I played a lot of sports both 
during school and after. When I finished school, I studied in Moscow 
at the Soviet Institute of Food Industry. I have happy memories of my 
student years in Moscow. I also had a very happy childhood, lacking 
neither holidays nor places to go.

I really enjoyed hunting and fishing, and I still do. My parents enrolled 
me in a geography and mountain climbing club which was part of the 
(then) Pioneer Palace; I am very grateful to this club, because thanks 
to my time there I travelled around the entire Soviet Union. Later I 
took part in the war in Abkhazia, and when it ended I remained in the 
Gali area as an armed partisan. I married when I was 20, and already 
had a child by the time I was 21. After eight years of marriage, howev-
er, our family life ended; my wife has lived in Moscow ever since, and 
my mother and I brought up my child. I don’t think there’s anything 
bad about that—quite the contrary... My child and I have a very good 
relationship; we are good friends, but our friendship has not turned 
into familiarity.

I was quite a good businessman. I had my own private haulage com-
pany, and dealt with logistics, transport, brokerage, and so on.

After the government changed, a new agency was established, the 
financial police, which initially sent me letters thanking me for having 
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established a civilized business, but was later interested in my busi-
ness in a different way. They decided to take away my business, and 
succeeded in doing so. For a while, they were fining me from time to 
time, and I had to sell my flat in order to pay this money. I was left 
without a roof, without a job and with no source of income.

A united opposition was established during that period, and I became 
involved with them the day after their establishment. Sometime later, 
the leaders of the opposition offered me and my friends the chance 
to lead so-called “mobile groups”, which were responsible for the se-
curity of visits to the regions before the elections and for preventing 
electoral fraud.

During those days, I was constantly receiving threatening telephone 
calls telling me that if I didn’t stop my activities they would plant drugs 
or a gun on me and arrest me. They not only wanted to get rid of 
me, but instead of all those who were actively involved in this group. 
There were around 20 people in this group. They were promising me 
that they would give me back my business. But I refused, of course.

After the parliamentary elections, the opposition was utterly defeat-
ed. The elections ended in May, and on the 8th of June I was arrested 
by the Special Operations Department. By then, I had neither house 
nor anything... I was living with my sister, who had cancer.

One day, I left the house, got into my car and drove towards Pavlovi 
St. I stopped at a red light on a street corner, and a black Mercedes 
pulled out in front of me and blocked my car. I looked into my rear-
view mirror, and saw that I was fenced in by other cars too. I thought I 
understood what was happening, but still couldn’t quite figure it out; 
none of the men were in uniform or had any kind of identification.

In those days, the UNM won the parliamentary elections and were 
hunting down members of the opposition. I can tell you about my 
friends: some were attacked in their buildings; others were kidnapped 
and driven away in the boots of cars; some were beaten up in cem-
eteries or in forests and left there. One of them barely survived: he 
was found by an old man who saved him from bleeding to death. In 
those days, nobody was arrested for political reasons, and the only se-
rious political prisoner at that time was Merab Ratishvili. That’s why I 
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thought it was just revenge, and that they only wanted to beat me up; 
so I tried to escape from the men in the cars which had surrounded 
me. I reversed and tried to push the car behind me aside in order to 
escape, but unfortunately that car had others behind it and I was un-
able to break out. They broke my window, opened the door, piled into 
my car, pushed me back into my seat, and handcuffed me. I felt some-
one rummaging through my coat pockets. I began to shout, asking 
them what they were planting on me? They didn’t answer, of course. 
I didn’t stop shouting: I wanted to attract the attention of passers-by, 
because all this was taking place at 5 o’clock in the afternoon. Final-
ly, they took out what they had placed in my pocket: it turned out 
to be Subutex4, but less than they had initially intended to plant on 
me. They wanted to accuse me of having broken the 2nd part of Ar-
ticle #260 of the Criminal Code, but the amount they had planted 
on me was only enough to be covered by the 1st part of the Article. 
They were ordered over the phone to increase the amount, and one 
of them crawled into the car and added some Subutex which was 
wrapped in some paper. After that they took me to the headquarters 
of the Special Operations Department and questioned me. The inter-
rogation was very humiliating, but they didn’t beat me. They were 
asking me where I had bought the drugs, and I was answering that I 
had never bought drugs in my life, including this one. The man point-
ed at the next-door room, where the men who had arrested me were 
sitting, and asked me if they had planted the drugs on me? I said yes. 
He asked me why I thought they might have planted the drugs on me? 
I answered that the only reason I could think of was my involvement 
with the opposition. The man smiled, and using profanities asked me 
what the opposition was? I understood that there was no point in my 
continuing this conversation. The man then gave me the opportunity 
to name a drug dealer I knew: I answered that I didn’t know any drug 
dealers. Then he asked me to name any drug addicts I might know, 
and told me that if I did so, they would immediately release me. I 
refused, of course, and was sent to Gldani Prison #8.

My best friend was arrested an hour after me. The two of us had 
been leading the opposition’s “mobile groups”, and both of us were 

4.  Buprenorphine, a drug used to treat opioid addiction, and popular among drug addicts as 
a substitute for heroin.
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arrested in similar circumstances—me in the street, him in his house. 
He had already been warned by my family, and he called his lawyer. 
When the men of the Special Operations Department went to his 
house, he was already waiting with eight people as witnesses. He was 
immediately told, in order not to waste his family’s and everybody 
else’s time, to show them where he kept his clothes. He pointed to a 
cupboard; one of them walked over to it, opened the door, reached 
into the pocket of a jacket, and “found” the exact amount of Subutex 
as they had “found” on me.

Long story short: in 2008, I ended up in prison in Gldani. I somehow 
managed to avoid having to go through the quarantine5; it was a coin-
cidence: they did it very quickly, and took us to the cells. I was taken 
to a cell for two people; water was pouring into it. I didn’t know the 
prison’s rules, so I banged on the door and called for someone to 
tell them about the water; it was impossible to fall asleep because of 
the noise it made. Apparently, however, banging on the door was a 
crime as serious as betraying the state, so the door opened and they 
all piled in and gave me a severe beating. They warned me that if I 
banged on the door or tried to call someone ever again, they would 
come and break my hands. Basically, this was my first night in Gldani 
Prison. I woke up feeling terrible after my beating. I don’t know whose 
decision it was, but in the morning I was transferred to another cell 
and joined its six inmates. Conditions there were slightly better: we 
had cigarettes, food, everything... and there was no water leaking into 
the cell... but the senseless beatings continued.

I have terrible memories of one particular day in Gldani Prison: the 
door to our cell opened, and around six or seven very strong men 
came in and began shouting at us, asking us why we had made so 
much noise two days ago? I answered that we hadn’t, and that even 
if we had, why had they not objected then, and why was it important 
today? One of them became very angry and asked me to give him 
my name. Then they told all of us to line up and walk to the showers. 
Most of the beatings took place in the showers, because that was the 
only part of the prison without surveillance cameras. Among us was 
an eighteen-year-old boy, the same age as my child. They began to lay 

5.   See footnote #3, above.
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into us, and threw us to the tiled floor, covered in blood. I looked at 
the boy, and saw that one of them had cornered him and was forcing 
him to insult the thieves-in-law6, but the boy refused to insult any-
body. He was then told to open his mouth, and the guard began to 
undo his trousers. I couldn’t take it any longer, so I shouted—politely, 
without insulting him—‘Stop! What are you doing? He’s just a boy! 
Aren’t you ashamed of yourselves?’ This really made them angry, so 
they ordered everybody to put their clothes back on (we were all na-
ked to our waists), and took everyone except me back to the cell. 
They continued to beat me, and then dragged me back to the cell, 
half-dead.

Being beaten isn’t as unbearable as being insulted. I mean myself . . 
. imagine someone who was born and brought up in Georgia hear-
ing his mother being insulted 24 hours a day. You hear your mother 
being insulted by everyone, and everyone was insulted. It was a nor-
mal thing for them, but the way in which they insulted our mothers 
and beat us was very humiliating for me, very oppressive. The beat-
ings were very heavy. Neither they nor you could tell whether or not 
you would survive. We weren’t simply being beaten: when you beat 
someone, you normally think about where your blows will land, but 
they didn’t care. Imagine being beaten as you lie on the floor and not 
being able to move, and then a 120-kilogramme man jumping onto 
your chest, back or head... They had clearly been given the green light 
to beat us, and didn’t even bother to hide their faces behind masks... 
The motto was ‘beat, kill if you have to, but keep the system going.’ 
That’s what they called “discipline”. Gldani Prison, with 5,000 inmates, 
was so quiet that you really could hear a pin drop... absolute silence.

All my life, everything I was proud of, all my achievements, being a 
man... everything was destroyed and stripped of any meaning. I was 
no longer myself: everything sacred inside me was trampled into the 
dirt and no longer existed. I thought things would remain like that, 
but apparently all this could slowly be recovered. After six months, 
I was released after I entered into a plea bargain; of course, this in-
volved me “admitting” that the drugs were “mine”, and so on, and 
my self-rehabilitation process began. But I didn’t entirely give up my 

6.    A criminal fraternity, also known as the “Georgian Mafia”.
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opposition activities; I was just trying not to be seen. Even my fami-
ly didn’t know what I was doing, and it remained a secret for some 
time. Later, some changes were made to the Financial Police; I saw 
a chance to resurrect my business, and began to work towards that 
aim. My competitors, however, naturally resented my reappearance 
on the scene. I still carried some authority among my clients, which I 
had built up through honest work. My competitors became interested 
in my activities. They questioned someone and got him to say that I 
was still affiliated with the opposition and that I was still a leading fig-
ure among them. That was enough to have me arrested again.

On the 10th of December 2010, a friend drove me home. It was 
around 9 o’clock in the evening, and the sun had already set. I got out 
of the car, and walked towards the entrance to my building. As soon 
as I walked in, I heard someone calling my name, but it was pitch dark 
and I couldn’t see anything. I asked the voice who he was? Suddenly, 
some other men entered the building; they told me they were from 
the Financial Police, and that I shouldn’t shout or draw attention to 
myself. They twisted my arm and held it behind my back, put me into 
their car and took me to their headquarters. I was taken to a room 
where they began to shout at me, asking me some silly questions. 
Afterwards, I was taken back to Gldani Prison, where I stayed for three 
months until my lawyer and my friends managed to have me released 
on bail.

Around three weeks before my release, some members of the pris-
on administration led by the (then) chief of the regime service burst 
into our cell and, as usual, accused us of having made some noise. 
They grabbed one of my cellmates and began to strangle him. They 
weren’t just holding him by the neck: he began to choke and turned 
black, his tongue sticking out... I told them to stop at first, but when 
I saw that they weren’t listening to me I pushed one of the guards. I 
guess my behaviour must have somehow scared them, because they 
all left the cell. Exactly five minutes later, however, they opened the 
door to our cell and called us out—first the man they had tried to 
strangle, and then me. They took us to the “quarantine” area and told 
us to undress. One of the guards later recognized the other prisoner; 
apparently, they used to live in the same neighbourhood, so he was 
saved. I remained standing, naked. In short, I was severely beaten. 
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I wouldn’t even call it a beating, because while I was standing they 
began to punch me. There were lots of them; I can’t say how many 
of them were beating me, how many fists were flying at me. Then I 
fell, and the only thing I managed to do was protect my face with my 
hands. When he saw that, the chief of the regime service made me 
remove my hands and spat in my face. I can’t remember how long this 
went on for; I fell unconscious at some point, and when I came to my 
senses I was lying in an empty cell in the “quarantine” area, complete-
ly naked. My clothes were lying next to me in shreds. They had torn 
my clothes to pieces on purpose. My first reaction was to get dressed, 
but I couldn’t move. I couldn’t even stand up to drink some water. I 
spent around half an hour like that, lying on the concrete floor, then 
the door opened and a guard entered. I think he had not taken part 
in my beating. He asked me why I wasn’t getting dressed. I answered 
that I couldn’t move, but I couldn’t hear my own voice; I realized that 
I had gone deaf. I couldn’t hear my voice, and I began to talk rubbish. 
I couldn’t control what I was saying. I was shouting, asking if anybody 
could hear my voice? They nodded, then one of them somehow lifted 
me and the other managed to put some of my clothes on me; they 
were all torn to pieces. Then they picked me up and dragged me, 
because I couldn’t walk. They dragged me to a different building and 
threw me into a cell, the way you would throw a heavy sack to the 
ground, and closed the door on me. The cell was for eight people, and 
the prisoners who were in it had no idea who I was, what was happen-
ing or what was wrong with me. I no longer looked human. They were 
talking to me, but I couldn’t answer them. It lasted for two hours. It 
took me three weeks to recover. I was then taken to court, and gave 
the judge the usual answer: I had fallen down some stairs. I wasn’t 
allowed to give him any other answer, because it would have made 
my situation even worse and I may not have been released at all. I did 
everything that was expected of me, and was released on bail.

I think the guards had undergone some sort of ideological indoctri-
nation. They had all been selected based upon a common charac-
teristic: they had all been bullied at school or in the street—both the 
guards and the employees of the prisons administration. They must 
have had some psychological problems. They believed that what had 
been before had to be stopped, that the Georgian person of old was a 
bad Georgian, and that their efforts would create some sort of “new 
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Georgian”. The beating of prisoners wasn’t an isolated incident: it was 
systematic, and was done for a purpose, in order to create a new kind 
of human being. Based upon what I saw in Gldani Prison, I think they 
almost succeeded, because I saw so many utterly demoralized people 
who no longer had the will to protest against anything. I saw how low 
a person can stoop—be he a prisoner or a “hangman”. I know how 
deeply a person can be influenced by all that. I saw people so demor-
alized that nothing could save them anymore.

I never changed my ways. I may have encountered some obstacles, 
but I never changed course and never stopped trying to achieve my 
goals. This is a kind of therapy for me.

I witnessed the creation of this regime, and I already know how to 
identify further attempts to create things like that. I used to pay no 
attention to such things, and believed that society would not allow 
such things to happen; now I believe that if I see a precedent of some 
sort, I need to speak up.

Besides trying to return to my old business, I am now actively involved 
in civil society, and I am leading an association of former victims, busi-
nessmen and producers.

I would advise people never to shut their eyes to such horrible acts, 
regardless of whether they affect them or not. If they don’t, they will 
sooner or later.

This book should reach every level of society. People should be told 
that a book like this exists, and I’m sure that it will be successful. In 
any case, I am going to keep my copy of this book; one day, I’ll leave it 
to my child and ask that it be passed on to my grandchildren.
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MIKHEIL, 59 YEARS OLD

(This testimony describes instances of torture and 
inhumane treatment in Gldani Prison #8, Tbilisi Prison #1, 
and Ksani Prison #15.)

I have a wife and two sons. My parents are dead; they were very 
educated people. My mother was a qualified economist, and both 
my parents gave me quite a good education. I went to art school, 
music school, played lots of sports, and so on. I had a wonderful 
childhood. I studied in Russia, and then moved here, to Georgia. I 
was an engineer and an architect. I graduated from the faculty of 
architecture in Rostov, and in 1988 I opened the very first project 
design co-operative in Tbilisi. When the co-operative’s first all-Union 
session was held, only four people from Georgia attended; I was 
one of them. Later, when the Soviet Union collapsed, I changed my 
profession and found work as a deputy bank manager. I attended 
several courses taught by German specialists, and was among the 
eight people they selected for a further internship in Germany. I 
became a specialist in bond trading, and became licensed as such. 
I initially worked in the banking sector before moving to insurance 
and working for an insurance company called “Olimpi”. This is when 
my troubles began.

In November 2009, I was summoned by the Prosecutor General’s 
office as a witness. They questioned me, asking me whether or not 
I had been part of a so-called “atkati” scheme7. I answered that I 
knew nothing of such schemes, and that I was working honestly. 
They nevertheless tried to force me to give evidence incriminating 
my boss as well as those people I had supposedly been bribing. I 

7.   Obtaining kickbacks from customers or offering them kickbacks in exchange for lucrative 
contracts.
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answered that I had never done anything illegal, and that I had nev-
er given money to anyone. After that, they let me go; I had initially 
arrived at 17:30 and they let me go at midnight, so I underwent 
six hours of questioning and cross-examination. Nine months later, 
however, they called me again and asked me whether or not I would 
be willing to give additional evidence. I answered that I had never 
received any money besides my salary, and that I had never given 
money to anyone. They threatened me, saying that if I agreed to 
give evidence they would let me go in fifteen minutes, and that if I 
refused they would make me regret my decision. They came to my 
house and placed me in a preventive detention cell for refusing to 
change my evidence. I was told that it didn’t matter whether or not 
I had been giving bribes: this time, I was expected to name people.

The insurance company I used to work for worked in the follow-
ing manner: I had one of the company’s insurance packages, and 
was responsible for promoting it to the municipal administrations 
of different towns. If one of them was interested, they would con-
tact my boss and sign a contract. The idea was that, the greater the 
number of people who would know about the insurance package, 
the greater the chances of new customers signing a contract. The 
Prosecutor’s office was interested in around 20 to 30 different mu-
nicipalities, particularly ones in Mingrelia.

My boss later gave evidence against me, accusing me of giving 
bribes in exchange for clients signing contracts with us. None of 
the other witnesses testified against me: the Chief Accountant, the 
other economist, other people in the regions—none of them gave 
evidence against me. Not a single document incriminated me; there 
was only my boss’s evidence. The Prosecutor’s office had opened a 
case against him, and he had agreed to co-operate with them and 
had denounced everybody, regardless of their innocence. That is 
why I was arrested.

I was arrested in August 2010, and in September five men burst 
into our cell and gave us a brutal beating. I am recognized as a sec-
ond-category invalid; I suffered a trauma when I was young, and 
underwent head surgery. It took five years of treatment for me to 
recover. So when they burst into the cell, one of them approached 
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me and hit me twice in the head, violently, exactly where I had had 
surgery. Their boss knew that I was an invalid, so he took me aside 
and sat me down. But they beat the other prisoners in front of my 
eyes. They were throwing them to the ground and kicking them, 
as if they were playing football. They didn’t need a reason to beat 
us: on Monday, for example, they would randomly select the 2nd 
and 3rd cells on the first floor; the week after, they would move up 
to the second floor; then to the third; then back to the first, and 
so on. They didn’t need a reason at all. The worst is being in a cell 
on the first floor; we all had to whisper and listen to the radio with 
our ears glued to the speaker. From time to time, they would come 
into our cell and take us to the showers. It’s awful: you’re standing 
there completely naked as they beat you—not because you’ve done 
something wrong or somehow misbehaved, but simply because 
they want to do it.

My lawyer was coming to visit me every week because I was getting 
ready for my court appearance. In September, after I had been beat-
en, I felt ill and began to vomit. My lawyer wasn’t allowed to see me 
to stop him from finding out that I had been beaten. At the same 
time, they were pressuring me to admit that I had been taking and 
giving bribes. My family knew nothing of the conditions in which I 
was being held, so they wrote a letter to the Public Defender. My 
medical condition was getting worse, so I asked for an expert medi-
cal examination. When I felt really ill, they took me to the Mikhailov 
Hospital. Computer tomography revealed that I had had a stroke as 
a result of the beating; my hand and leg were paralyzed. A repre-
sentative of the Public Defender’s office visited me in hospital, and 
asked me what had happened to me? You may not believe me now, 
but I told him that I had had a nasty fall and had hurt my head. Had I 
told him the truth, I wouldn’t have survived. When we left the room 
and walked out into the corridor, the Public Defender’s representa-
tive told me that his office would be unable to help me unless I stat-
ed that I had been the victim of torture. It was 2010 and I didn’t dare 
say anything, but I made him understand that they were recording 
our conversation. In the end, the Public Defender’s office wrote in 
their report that I had been subject to inhumane treatment.

When I ended up in hospital again, I was lying next to a prisoner I 
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used to know who had been so badly beaten that he couldn’t even 
stand up. I was transferred from the hospital for all my court appear-
ances. You can’t imagine how awful it is to attend court hearings 
after a stroke with a paralyzed arm and leg. They would wake me up 
at 6 o’clock in the morning, and I would have to go to the puksi, the 
holding cell. You wait, then at 10 o’clock you go to court, and you 
return at 7 o’clock in the evening.

A patient who has had a stroke needs a long time to recover. My 
recovery took place in court in awful conditions. I once felt so bad 
in court that they had to call for an ambulance to bring me back to 
my senses. During this period, the prosecutor continued to pressure 
me into admitting my guilt. In court, evidence given against me by 
witnesses went unsupported and they were unable to prove that I 
had given or taken bribes, so when my boss changed his testimony 
and accused me of having stolen money, they changed the charges 
against me from bribery to fraud. They sentenced me to seven years 
in jail. I appealed. After that, the prosecutor continued to pressure 
me into admitting my guilt. I was asking to be allowed to meet my 
lawyer, and because of that I was moved to “quarantine” from hos-
pital, which for a person in my state of health was forbidden. It was 
even written in the Public Defender’s report. They put me into a 
solitary confinement cell for ten days—a 2-metre-square puksi too 
small for prisoners to either sit or lie down. In protest, I refused to 
take my medication or food. I didn’t have access to a loo, so why 
would I need pills? 

These people are sadists. I don’t know what they do when they go 
out, or what they could do. They are real killers and sadists, inhu-
man. They don’t even care if you aren’t feeling well, or are ill, if 
you’re old, who you are or what you are.

I once ended up in a cell where I was older than the other in-
mates; the others were around 20-25 years old—my children’s age. 
It doesn’t matter what the prisoner has done, whether he was a 
thief or a pickpocket. It just doesn’t matter. They would take us to 
the showers very often and tell us to undress—no boxer shorts, no 
socks, nothing. It was winter, and it was freezing cold. They would 
order some of us to do press-ups, and the others to count. Those 
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who refused were so badly beaten that I began to cry out of despair; 
I was a grown-up man, and there was nothing I could do to help 
them. I was so frustrated that I would beg them to beat me instead 
and leave them alone. But they just insulted me. For some reason, 
I remembered Hitler’s concentration camps: maybe they were also 
doing things like this? 

It is interesting to wonder why they were doing these things in pris-
on. Nobody should believe that the president himself or other peo-
ple below him didn’t know about all this: they had ordered all this! 
The prison guards themselves would never have decided to commit 
these acts. Basically, a group of bastards like some sort of sect or 
caste came to power and tried to establish themselves.

I read a book by Remarque, Flotsam8, in which he describes what 
was taking place in the concentration camps, and I was thinking that 
I was in a similar situation. What could I do? There’s nothing anyone 
can do about it, but I remembered what was written on King Solo-
mon’s ring: ‘this too shall pass’. But when you’re there, you can’t be-
lieve that it will pass. It’s easier to believe now, now that it’s all over.

I am an invalid now. I can’t work, because as soon as I worry about 
something I often feel ill. When I watch television and I see former 
government officials being arrested, it doesn’t make me happy, 
I don’t feel vindicated, but it makes me smile when their lawyers 
protest that their client was arrested based upon the testimony of 
a single witness. When I see this, I remember that I wasn’t even 
arrested based upon the testimony of a witness, but instead that 
of a person who had been arrested himself and had come under 
immense pressure during the investigation. All this reminds me of 
the so-called troikas under Stalin: in those days, you didn’t need any 
witness testimonies or evidence; it was enough to be denounced by 
somebody, and this person could have been arrested, executed or 
sent to Siberia for 25 years.

The court wasn’t functioning properly. The judges were obeying the 
prosecutors. At one point during my trial, I overheard the judge ask-
ing the prosecutor why, given the strength of my position, I hadn’t 

8.   German title: Liebe deinen Nächsten. First published in 1941.
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been offered the chance to enter into a plea bargain? My position 
was quite strong. The prosecutor answered that it was because I had 
refused to co-operate with them, i.e. denounce innocent people!

I agreed to co-operate when they began to threaten members of my 
family and searched my flat illegally, without a warrant. I couldn’t 
handle the pressure for several months and I signed a confession, 
but I was sentenced to three years in jail, whereas they had initially 
promised to release me. When I asked why I had been sentenced 
to so many years in prison, I was told that ‘that train had already 
left’. They took three years of my life and GEL 40,000. My family 
mortgaged the flat and my children took out loans so that I would 
be able to leave prison. My relatives helped me; without their help 
I would have lost my flat, but I have to repay this money! That’s the 
situation I’m in now.

This was apathy, desperation... You have to survive somehow. The 
only thing that helped me was that I was sitting with younger pris-
oners and giving them small lectures on mathematics, the history of 
art, and so on. I would tell them about famous artists and paintings, 
and this gave me some relief. There were murderers, thieves and 
outlaws among them, but they would take care of me whenever 
they saw that I wasn’t feeling well. The guards would search the 
cells from time to time. They would lead us out and search us too, 
and when we were allowed to return to our cell, all our mattresses 
would be lying in a complete mess. This would make me hysterical, 
and my cellmates would try to calm me down.

A member of government would hit me and insult me—me, a 
grown-up man—and this “outlaw” has the right to make mistakes, 
yet the prisoner doesn’t?

There is a saying: ‘people deserve the government they have’. 
During the Soviet Union, the best comedies were filmed between 
1936 and 1938, when people were being unlawfully arrested while 
celebrities gave concerts. They were trying to draw young people’s 
attention away. Everybody should have spoken up and said that they 
were all affected, that this was a matter of concern for all. Maybe 
then all those things would not have happened. Just imagine: offi-
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cially, 23,000 people were arrested, but unofficially some say the 
figure was closer to 40,000. There was clearly something wrong 
with the nation, with the state—like a virus—and everybody should 
have spoken up and said that this was a matter of concern for all. 
I was constantly talking to young prisoners because they belonged 
to the generation of my children. I was telling them to try to under-
stand that the way of the thieves-in-law leads nowhere, and that 
only honesty pays.

This book is our history. I wanted to tell my story in a more inter-
esting way, but the emotions are still too strong... They build up, 
somehow, and it confuses me...
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GIORGI, 50 YEARS OLD

(This testimony describes instances of torture and 
inhumane treatment in Gldani Prisons #8 and #18 
as well as in Rustavi Prison #2.)

I was born in 1964 in the town of Rustavi to a very honest family. 
My father was a taxi-driver, and during the Soviet Union taxi-driv-
ers earned more than workers. My parents were childless for sev-
en years; they sought medical help, and I was born as a result. My 
mother was a housewife, and dedicated all her time to bringing me 
up. My father didn’t allow her to work because he believed that 
it was the father’s role to support the family, and the mother’s to 
look after the children. I had a very care-free childhood and lacked 
nothing, unlike other children. I have suffered from health prob-
lems since I was a child, and my father would take me to spend 
time in sanatoria twice a year. I was a gifted child and studied well 
at school, but later, as a teenager in eighth grade, I began to let my 
studies slip although I never gave them up completely. My family 
was supporting me, and my mother tried to inculcate a love of re-
ligion in me. My father later changed his job, and was making even 
more money, and my family’s financial situation improved as a re-
sult along with our living conditions. My parents were determined 
that I should become a prosecutor, but I didn’t agree. After gradu-
ating from school in 1981, my father decided that I had to imme-
diately apply for university. In those days, the most costly faculties 
one could bribe one’s way into were the medical and legal facul-
ties. My father knew people in Moscow who could help me enrol 
in Moscow State University. We were negotiating with a woman 
who promised to help me enrol in the University’s legal faculty in 
exchange for a certain sum of money. But I was really against this. 
Despite that, my father took me to Moscow and brought me to 
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see the woman along with my documents; he left me there and 
returned to Georgia. Now alone, I retrieved my documents and 
enrolled in the Technical University, whose entrance examinations 
I successfully passed. When my father found out what I had done, 
that I hadn’t enrolled in law school, he came back to Moscow and 
stopped my allowance. He was later arrested, and I was kicked out 
of university.

I then did my military service, but I argued with my commanding 
officer, and fifteen people beat me with their belt buckles and rifle 
butts so badly that I was unable to walk for some time. As a result, 
I developed a psychiatric disorder, and barely remember anything 
about that period of my life. I was transferred to a psychiatric hos-
pital and was discharged from the army.

I returned to Georgia and began studying at the faculty of food in-
dustry. At the same time, I did an internship in a factory producing 
charcuterie. I then moved to the Stavropol Institute of Industrial 
Meat Production. I established a small business in 1986-1987, but 
it quickly collapsed. When war broke out in Abkhazia in 1992, I was 
working in the Ukraine; I felt duty-bound to help my country, so I left 
everything and returned to fight. In October 1992, the car I was in 
ran over a mine and I was pronounced clinically dead. I underwent 
treatment for my head injuries in Tbilisi for a month, and was regis-
tered as heving a disability status of a third-category. After that, and 
despite being forbidden to fight, I went back to the war. From 1996 
onwards, my financial destitution led me to drinking and drugs. My 
psychological problems would return from time to time, and I un-
derwent psychiatric treatment several times. In 2006, the pensions 
I had been receiving as an invalid and a war veteran were stopped.

I have a wife, two children and a blind mother. Needing money, I 
mortgaged my flat, but it was subsequently sold because I couldn’t 
pay the money back, and my family were evicted without even be-
ing given the chance to collect some personal possessions. I took 
my creditor to court, which led to verbal and physical abuse be-
tween my family and the latter’s supporters. During one of these 
fights, my wife was beaten and I accidentally stabbed someone 
while drunk.
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Twenty days after this accident, my wife was arrested for fraud, and I 
was arrested several days later for attempted murder. I was taken to 
Rustavi’s so-called Gubernski Prison. One hundred and fifteen pris-
oners were crammed into a cell designed to hold 22; we were queu-
ing for the loo all day long, and were of course unable to either sit or 
lie down. We stood stuck to each other, and the food was revolting.

In January, I was moved to a prison in Gldani where they kicked 
us into a cell and began to beat us with truncheons and lengths of 
pipe. They didn’t even ask for our names or surnames and didn’t 
care who we were... Several of them were beating us...

I didn’t understand why they were beating us. They were beating 
me all over—my head, my back, my stomach. I tried to remain on 
my feet, because I saw them violently kick someone who had fall-
en to the ground. I prayed not to fall... I had a terrible headache 
and felt unwell. I told them I was ill, and begged them not to hit me 
on the head. I had a very thick sheepskin coat on, and I covered my 
head with it. When they saw me trying to protect myself, they beat 
me even more—kicking me, punching me, and beating me with 
their truncheons. Then one of them shouted ‘Are you going to let 
him keep that coat?’, and then asked me if I knew who he was? He 
gave his name. I insulted him, and said that if they were going to 
kill me for my coat, I would take it off and they could have it. Why 
oh why did I insult him? He was apparently the prison director, 
but I hadn’t known. That was only the beginning. I was taken to 
C-block; they took me to a cell on the first floor, and then the chief 
of the regime service turned up with his men. He ordered me out 
of my cell, asked me whom I had insulted, and he and 10-15 oth-
ers then began to beat me. Later, the door to my cell opened and 
the director came in; he asked me if I had now understood who 
he was? He said that this was his prison, and that he was the boss 
around here. I wished him good luck with his work, upon which he 
boxed my ears (a technique he used very often). Several times a 
week, almost every other day, the chief of the regime service and 
the director would come and give me a violent beating.

Prison guards would enter our cell, insult us and beat every one 
of us. I couldn’t take it, and would always insult them back; they 
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would beat me until I lost consciousness. My teeth were all bro-
ken, and Meladze (then the prisoner’s director) even threatened 
to have them pulled out if I continued to misbehave. I spent three 
months in the prison’s psychiatric clinic. Elections were soon to be 
held, and they prepared a special identity card for me; they were 
forcing me to vote for the United National Movement. When they 
took me to vote, however, instead of voting for the UNM I voted 
for one of the opposition parties, which I really believed in. They 
beat me with truncheons and kicked me, shouting at me ‘So that’s 
the party you want to win? Is that what we spent time preparing 
your ID card for?’ I vaguely remember how many of them were 
beating me.

After this, I was discharged from hospital. I was taken to see the 
director; he beat me again and broke my teeth. Then I was taken 
to E-block, where two members of the prison’s security detach-
ment came to pay me a visit; their cruelty was notorious, and they 
were constantly beating me. The director would sometimes join in. 
I wasn’t given any medicine, and I went on hunger strike several 
times because of my hallucinations. I would see thousands of peo-
ple threatening me, and threatening to kill my children. Every time 
I would go on hunger strike, they would punish me by transferring 
me to the isolation ward. I once went on a “dry” hunger strike for 
ten days; on the fourth or fifth day, somebody in my cell began to 
shout that I was dying.

I spent a year in Gldani. Once, when I fell ill, the director took a 
needle, stepped on it and made it dirty, and then ordered the oth-
ers to inject me with it.

I was transferred to Rustavi Prison #2, where I wasn’t beaten at 
all but wasn’t allowed to go to the exercise yard. There were no 
doctors, and I stopped receiving medicine. Then my father died.

No more medicine, and no more doctor’s visits—just imagine! If 
that’s not torture, then what is? Imagine fifty people constantly 
talking to you all day long, and then you always end up in different 
places. Apparently I almost killed a Muslim inmate in cell block; I 
don’t know what came over me, but I was apparently strangling him. 
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When I came to my senses, I apologized to him. Later, I resumed my 
hunger strike, and let myself starve for 33 days. My cellmates helped 
me write a letter to the (then) Public Defender, Sozar Subari. A psy-
chiatrist later came to see me, and I was transferred to the psychi-
atric ward; I spent three months there. Then the director and a no-
torious “hangman” came to beat me and broke my remaining teeth. 
They did it because I had asked to be given a pill of Haloperidol and 
one of Cyclodol (which had been prescribed by the doctor); taking 
one without the other is forbidden. Instead, I was given two pills of 
Haloperidol; I told the nurse that the Cyclodol was missing, and that 
the two pills of Haloperidol might have killed me. A guard said I was 
asking for too much, and kicked me. I insulted him in return. The 
door was closed, and four minutes later I was taken to the doctor’s 
room where I saw the same “hangman”, and they almost beat me to 
death, saying ‘So you want some medicine? We’re your medicine!’ 
They broke another one of my teeth that day.

I don’t understand why they were doing that; I guess they wanted 
to instil this massive fear in people. Just like under Hitler, the way 
people were treated in the concentration camps—like rats. They 
were doing the same thing here.

They were threatening the masses so that people would be kept in 
a state of fear and so that they could do whatever they liked. We 
had to forget our humanity, become their slaves, and do what they 
wanted us to do—drag us by our ears, make us sign things, make 
us denounce others, make us write false accusations.

My life is ruined. My family life is ruined. I’m completely destroyed. 
I don’t believe in anything. When I look at someone, it is always 
with suspicion. What do you think? That I came out of prison and 
that my torture is over? My wife was also tortured; she was re-
leased from prison just now. I’ve been out for three months, and 
what? Did anybody help me, besides this organization?

I was forty-four when I was arrested, and thank God I had children 
and met lots of honest people in prison. We were helping each 
other in there, and without their help and my children’s support I 
would have committed suicide.
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People should learn how to be kind, and everybody should know 
the evil things others have done. My children, my neighbours—ev-
erybody should know what was happening in prison.

One should believe in God! We should all try to do good. If some-
one commits a crime, he or she should be arrested, but not tor-
tured. Nobody should feel any inclination towards sadism. The 
entire nation, the whole country can be destroyed like that. We 
should also remind the current government of all the previous 
government’s mistakes, so that these mistakes will not be repeat-
ed. We should eliminate them. All those who are guilty should be 
punished, but not tortured!
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DAVIT, 42 YEARS OLD

(This testimony describes instances of torture and 
inhumane treatment in Tbilisi [“closed”] Prison #5, 
Tbilisi Prison #1 and Tbilisi Prison #9 [both “semi-closed” and “closed”].)

I was born on the 19th of April 1972 in Tbilisi. I was my family’s first 
child, and I grew up in the love and warmth of an average Georgian 
family from Tbilisi. I also have two sisters. I graduated from Public 
School #46, whose teachers still remember me because I was one 
of the brightest pupils they ever had. Something changed in me at 
the beginning of Georgia’s struggle for independence: I tore up my 
membership of the League of Young Communists, and began to take 
part in political rallies and meetings. I then passed the entrance exam-
inations of the faculty of humanities of Tbilisi State University; I had 
always wanted to become an archaeologist. I studied quite hard, but 
my studies were interrupted. I went to fight in Abkhazia when I was in 
my third year. I met a man who worked for the Georgian government 
and I became, on paper, his chief of security. I was later shot, and even 
suffered from concussion. Lots of my friends died—two of them in my 
arms—and perhaps that led me to become a drug addict. After that, 
my life was ruined. I was arrested because I needed money for drugs.

I led a bad life. I was arrested three times in two weeks. In Mtatsmin-
da Police Station, I was told that some things had been lost and that 
I had to return them, but there was nothing I could do. I didn’t know 
who had stolen them in the first place, and even had I known, they 
were talking about things which nobody would ever bring back... One 
day, when I left the house, a car stopped to my left, and around 50 
people approached me from the right (I live next to a police station). 
I was looking at the crowd of people walking towards me, so I didn’t 
even see the car stop and I was arrested. Actually, I was innocent of 
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what they arrested me for, despite the fact that I was present at the 
scene of the crime. I found out later that the person who had actually 
committed the crime was told he would be released in exchange for 
denouncing me. So they arrested me.

Despite the fact that I had a serious argument with the officer in 
charge of the investigation (I even struck him), I was only sentenced to 
four and a half years. Until 2006, I had some small quarrels in prison 
and was once even beaten up by some of the guards, but everything 
got a lot worse after the prison riots that year. Relations between the 
prisoners and the guards changed completely: whereas the guards 
had hitherto depended on us—we were essentially “feeding” them 
and their families—the government’s policy later changed complete-
ly. The guards’ salaries were increased; this meant that they were no 
longer dependent on the prisoners, and relations worsened. They 
no longer treated us like human beings, and felt no sympathy for us 
whatsoever. It was sheer hell to be in prison during that period. This 
topic has been much discussed, but I want to give the example of 120 
people being crammed into a cell designed to house barely 20.

I was sitting in a cell for former officials because I was a war veteran 
and because I had argued with people who respected the way of the 
thieves-in-law. When the rioting broke out, I was so shocked by what 
happened later that I can’t bring myself to describe it… Even now, if I 
relive those moments in my dreams, I wake up in a cold sweat.

After the riots, all the prisoners were led out of their cells except for 
some old people. The prison building was U-shaped, and we were in 
one of the wings. It all took place in front of my cell, and I could see 
everything through the hatch in my door. They ordered out all the 
prisoners and told them to undress. They shaved those with long hair 
so brutally that they were left with their heads bleeding. The prison-
ers’ chains, crosses and watches were torn off them, and they were all 
violently beaten on their behinds with bad truncheons. I took six pills 
of Amitriptyline that night to help me cope with what I had witnessed. 
I was saved from being beaten myself because my childhood friend 
was the deputy head of the Special Operations Department and he 
had warned everybody not to touch my cell. I was saved that day, but 
when ten people were later moved to the kriti, the “closed” prison, 
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I was among them. Out of a total of eight years, I spent seven years 
and one month in the kriti, which was run as a completely “closed” 
institution.

As for torture, I experienced it several times. When I arrived, they 
beat me so violently that they broke my forehead and some teeth. 
I didn’t understand what they wanted. I felt totally helpless. I guess 
everybody goes through conflicts in their lives, but I could never have 
imagined that someone could be beaten the way I was. I remember 
when my forehead was broken: it made such a noise that they took 
fright and stopped beating me. I couldn’t think about anything, so I 
grabbed one of them by his leg and began to insult him and to tell him 
to kill me. I realized then that killing someone meant nothing to them. 
They could destroy you in a second and snap you like a twig.

Another instance of torture took place when they burst into my cell, 
took me to another room, suddenly surrounded me and began to 
beat me. I lost control of myself, and as I was about to hit back I was 
brought back to my senses by one of them saying ‘Go on! Hit us again, 
and we’ll add some more years to your sentence!’ My sentence had 
already been lengthened a few months earlier, when I had a quarrel 
which led to a new case and they doubled my sentence. What hap-
pened was that the cells in which we were locked up had neither run-
ning water nor a loo. As a rule, we were taken to the loo twice a day, 
but one day I had diarrhoea and began to knock on the door, asking 
to be taken to the loo. I can’t remember exactly, but I think this went 
on for about forty minutes, and in the end I felt so terrible that I began 
to speak quite aggressively. The door to our cell soon opened, and 
I was taken to the director’s office; they asked me whom I thought 
I was insulting, and hit me with a heavy bunch of keys... Long story 
short, they began to beat me and continued to do so as they moved 
me to another part of the kriti formerly reserved for prisoners who 
had been condemned to death. I spent more than a month in there, 
completely isolated. That was the most difficult moment for me. Ap-
parently, a prisoner can’t be placed in solitary confinement for more 
than ten days, but when my ten days were over they would claim that 
I had insulted someone and would add another ten days. I felt terrible 
in there. I was even angry with God... I felt so helpless, and I thought I 
was nothing. I was looking at the drawings and reading the messages 
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former prisoners had left on the walls while they awaited the day of 
their execution. This is when I began to write poetry. I somehow man-
aged to survive my time in solitary confinement, but then I had anoth-
er serious quarrel with someone from the prison administration. Four 
friends of mine and I were ordered to undress ourselves and were 
pushed into a so-called puksi, a concrete cellar, for eight hours. It was 
already late October or November and was getting quite cold. I began 
to suffer from severe pains in my kidneys, but I wasn’t allowed to go 
to the loo or to see a doctor.

We could only call home twice a month for fifteen minutes. Imagine 
how a prisoner would look forward to this day, when you can talk 
to your child, your mother, your wife! But even then there could be 
problems... I would very often let someone else go and call instead of 
me. The family lives of many prisoners were broken because of this, 
including mine. That was the greatest trauma in my life. I stammered 
for more than a year because of it.

I can’t tell you that I was coping with the stress, because it’s still alive 
in me, and nothing brought me relief. I became closer to God during 
that period, because he’s the only one whose help you can hope for 
in such a situation; nothing and nobody can help you in there. I would 
often pray in front of the icons. I don’t think anybody can be more 
honest than a prisoner, because everything you say is what you feel 
and comes straight from your heart. You can’t talk to anybody else, 
and you don’t hold out hope for anyone else’s help. You’re absolutely 
alone in there. You may be friends with someone, definitely, but your 
only hope lies with God. It’s very difficult when you’re told something 
like ‘Don’t think you’re so special. If you die, we’ll clear you out as 
we did other prisoners. Only your family will grieve for you.’ Imagine 
being told something like that and seeing people every day who can 
decide in a second whether you will stay alive or not.

I spent a lot of time wondering what made them behave like that. I 
think that the complexes they suffered from must have made them 
what they were. They’re not the kind of people who have ever been 
responsible for something—neither at school, nor in the street; they 
were locked up inside their shells. These people, who had always 
been angry with everything and everybody and had never really 
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achieved anything, finally came to power. There were of course some 
exceptions among them, but they were so oppressed that there was 
nothing they could do. I remember some of them telling me to calm 
down and behave, to be a normal person, or I would be killed... Hear-
ing someone say that I was a normal person would really give me 
strength.

The main change which came over me since that period is that I have 
learnt to manage my anger, but I feel marked for life. I feel socially 
isolated. What we went through was so difficult, and it had such an 
effect upon us... When you remember every single second and every 
single day... I spent 2,820 days in prison, and I would have remem-
bered every day of every year even if I hadn’t kept a diary.

I’m trying to live with this trauma, because this is my life and I can’t 
erase it, I can’t just tear a page out of the book and throw it away... 
I loved fairy tales when I was small. My mother taught me to read 
when I was at kindergarten. I remember reading a fairy tale which 
had a bad ending; I became so anxious that I tore out the last page 
and wrote my own ending in the book instead. But I can’t do the same 
with my life. I have this broken forehead; what can I do about it? Every 
time I look into the mirror, I remember everything. How can I erase 
those memories? What can I replace them with?

The relationship between us and the guards was even worse than the 
beatings. We were all punished because we were guilty—all right—
but they themselves had to be better than we were, and they should 
have had the moral right to punish us. I think that was the main prob-
lem. You would see this injustice, this unfair treatment, this terrible 
injustice, and you were being punished by someone who had no right 
to do so.

The only thing I no longer have is my family, which was an important 
part of my life. I am alone now, but I still have some hope. I think ev-
erything will be all right.

Despite the fact that my wife divorced me, I can say that I really love 
her and I felt her support very often. She was with me for the first four 
or five years. Without my mother, my sisters and my child—which 
was used from childhood to visit me in prison—I may not have sur-
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vived. Every time I was going through a difficult period, what gave me 
strength was the thought that I would leave prison and see my family 
who were suffering so much because of me. That was the most pre-
cious thing I had: my family. And without them, I may have ended up 
in a different way.

I would like to tell the readers of this book to stay away from drugs 
and to learn how to cherish what they have. I didn’t; I took everything 
for granted, and I lost many things because of that, and that is when 
I finally understood their real value. I want readers to learn from my 
mistakes. This book will enable people to read another story—per-
haps not an interesting story for some, but a real one nevertheless. I 
spent eight years of my life living like this, and if someone really wants 
to understand and share this pain, they should know more about it 
so that it will never happen again. I also promise you that I will write 
more about it with the help of my diaries.
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BEKA, 41 YEARS OLD

(This testimony describes instances of torture and 
inhumane treatment in Gldani Prison #8 and Rustavi Prison #17.)

My mother worked as weaver, and my father was the head of a 
small transport company named after Stalin. I had no brothers or 
sisters. At the age of five, I began to do a lot of physical exercise: 
from 7 to 8 o’clock every morning, I would jog or go to the swim-
ming pool. I was also learning how to box. One day I had a boxing 
match coming up, so I asked my teacher to allow me to go, but the 
school’s caretaker had locked the front door and taken the keys with 
him. The only way in which I could get out was to jump from the first 
floor, so I jumped and broke a leg. My boxing days were over, my 
football days were over, and my wrestling days were over... I would 
also often go kayaking—my favourite sports activity. Because of all 
this sport, I didn’t spend much time in class. My father was very de-
manding; he wanted me to do well at sports and in school. He was 
very strict—to some extent even too strict—and I think he would 
have done better to treat me more gently sometimes.

I was fourteen years old when I committed my first crime. It was 
very childish: I stole a car, a Moskvitch. A friend was sitting next to 
me, another on the back seat, and we all decided to go take the 
car for a spin, but we ended up crashing the car. I then proceeded 
to beat up the car’s owner, but his family decided not to press any 
charges against me because I was so young.

My father was unable to control me after I turned fourteen, so 
he changed his attitude and we became friends of sorts. Then he 
left us, his family, but he would still come and stay with us from 
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time to time. He was always setting out rules for me to obey so 
that I would devote equal attention to sports and my class work. 
My coaches were always pushing me to reach my limits, so I was 
always exhausted when I came home and had no energy left for 
study. My father would sit me down at night, and tell me that I 
was not allowed to sleep until I had studied. I did it once or twice 
because I didn’t want to upset him, but I couldn’t do it every day. 
I was a child: I wanted to be outside all the time. When I was four-
teen or fifteen, my father would no longer dare touch me because 
I would react aggressively.

The reason my parents separated was my father’s womanizing. My 
mother was an average woman, and obeyed him. I still wonder 
how she managed to put up with all that. So when I grew up, I 
would defend her and attack him. What was my mother supposed 
to do? She was going to work in the morning, and in the evening 
she would return and take care of our clothes, feed us, etc. What 
else could she have done? That was her whole life.

When I grew up, my father was no longer as aggressive as he used 
to be and would no longer beat my mother. If he insulted her, how-
ever, I would always stop him.

I was about sixteen when my father left us. When I finished school, 
my father found me a job in his company, so I didn’t go to univer-
sity. I wasn’t doing that well at sports either, because I had been 
forced to miss over a month of training: on the 9th of April 1989, 
our sports centre was contaminated with some of the poison gas 
which Soviet troops used to crush the demonstrations in Tbilisi. 
Missing a month and half of training is a big deal in competitive 
sports, so I asked my coach what he thought I should do. He didn’t 
answer, and out of arrogance I simply turned and left.

I never used drugs or smoked until I was seventeen.

My father married again and kept many mistresses. He would 
come and pay us a visit whenever he felt like it; he even still had 
his own bed. My mother, however, would still take care of him, and 
she would always make sure he was fed and wearing clean clothes 
when he left in the morning. Essentially, my mother was carrying 
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the family’s entire burden on her shoulders. My father was a self-
ish man, and was only interested in women and in having fun... I 
suppose I am also like him; my life is quite similar to his. I didn’t 
have as many women, but as a drug addict I lived for my personal 
pleasure. That’s what happened... I have a fifteen-year-old child 
and a wife. I still call her my wife, because I... I got married in 1997 
when I was twenty-four, and our child was born in 1998. I married 
for love and my family life would never have been ruined had my 
wife and I been able to live on our own with our child. My wife and 
I came to that conclusion very often. We lived with my mother, and 
they couldn’t put up with each other. It is very difficult for a man to 
deal with two women who are both in love with you but are unable 
to share you.

From the age of seventeen, I tried all the nasty things I could lay 
my hands on: cigarettes, weed, drugs, alcohol. My wife knew I was 
a drug addict. When I was seventeen, I also began to spend a lot 
of time with criminals. I had a gun in the 1990s. I wasn’t a hooli-
gan, but when you have a gun you take advantage of it. You move 
around constantly, spoiling things, doing things—you have some 
kind of status.

I was arrested in 1992. I was eighteen when I was arrested, and 
was nineteen when I was sentenced. I was released on bail. My 
mother began to prepare documents for me to move to Tbilisi; 
I moved there because of my illness. I was wanted by the police 
because of some silly accusations; whatever was smashed in my 
building was always blamed on me, but it wasn’t that easy to catch 
me. I always managed to run away. I was constantly hiding, and 
had problems from 1991 to 1997. I wasn’t officially wanted, but I 
could no longer live in my house, so I sold it and even got married 
while on the run. I later went abroad and was planning to take my 
wife with me, but she was pregnant so I left her here. I spent a 
year and two months abroad, and our child was eight months old 
when I returned.

I was constantly on drugs. I joined a gang which was sending and 
receiving drugs from abroad. The drugs couldn’t be sent directly 
to me, using my name, so they were sent to someone who would 



53

leave them in a pre-arranged spot. I had to go and pick them up. I 
didn’t know who was leaving them there; I only knew the identity 
of the sender. So the sender would tell me to go to such-and-such 
a place, to that building on that floor, that there would be a stone 
I should lift, and that I should take whatever was under it, etc. I 
would take it, and that was that. They would send two different 
drugs: Subutex (Buprenorphine) and morphine. For some reason, 
the morphine later completely disappeared from our criminal file, 
so all of us who had been arrested were prosecuted for dealing 
Subutex. A special operation was planned, and four groups of peo-
ple were arrested. They opened a case against us, and one day, as 
I was going to pick up some drugs, instead of 10 there were 100. 
Just imagine being caught with that many drugs. If you’re caught 
with drugs, the first thing they do is search your home. I gave them 
the key, because my mother was ill and I knew she wouldn’t be 
able to open the door, but they didn’t even search my flat because 
they knew they would find nothing. I was charged with selling the 
drugs.

A friend of mine who was arrested with me paid money; he was 
released with a suspended sentence, but he was saved, whereas I 
had to investigate and name the person who had set up the deal 
itself. I refused, so I was sentenced to ten years in jail and given 
an additional suspended sentence for a further four years. All this 
happened in 2008.

In the beginning, I didn’t really face any problems in prison. I was 
in Gldani Prison #8. One day, the director came to see us in the 
prison’s quarantine area; he told us that he was the boss around 
here, and that he would punish us if we misbehaved.

After we were transferred to our block, what would sometimes 
happen was that the guards, wanting to punish a cell for having 
made too much noise, but being unable to identify the particu-
lar cell, would instead collectively punish all the cells on all four 
floors. My nose was broken. They banged my head against an iron 
bedstead until I lost consciousness, and they continued to beat 
me. My teeth were also broken, I was suffering from concussion, 
and my eardrums had burst...
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They would beat us for no reason. Sometimes we would return 
their insults; when they almost beat you to death, it’s the least 
you can do, but then they beat you even more. They destroyed our 
health. Many prisoners’ spines were injured, and they could no 
longer walk. Personally, my ears and nose were broken, and I had a 
damaged liver from repeated blows to the stomach.

They once came to search our cell. They asked me if I had anything 
sharp. But how could I have a sharp object? There was nothing like 
that coming into the prison. I had the sharpened edge of a battery 
for cutting sausage—the bread I would cut with a thread or simply 
break with my hands—but I didn’t think I should tell them about 
the battery. They found it, however, and asked us which one of us 
it belonged to? I answered that it was mine, and just as I spoke 
one of them suddenly punched me in the ear. He then washed his 
hands before leaving the cell. I don’t know what had come out of 
my ear, but later noticed that I was bleeding. Another time, the 
same guard tried to kick me but I caught his foot and was already 
losing control... I don’t think I could ever forgive him what he did 
if I ever meet him again. I’m not threatening him, but I’ll definitely 
burst his eardrums. I underwent some treatment in prison and felt 
much better, but it still hurts to this day. There are moments when 
I’m in pain and it all comes back—every time I have toothache or 
earache. My nose doesn’t hurt any more, but I have to use nasal 
sprays in order to be able to breathe (I can’t breathe properly be-
cause I need an operation). I won’t even bother mentioning the 
concussion...

I think these people were bitter with the world from childhood. 
Perhaps they were bullied at school, or were simply born evil? 
People like them were specially chosen to work in prison. Maybe 
there was a category of people who were embittered and who 
were consciously doing evil things? But I think there was another 
category of people who were easily fooled and oppressed—peo-
ple who if given a task will carry it out with great pleasure without 
ever considering what the next day might bring.

They were all embittered in different ways. They were always look-
ing for an excuse to insult us, and if you insulted them back they 
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would just burst into the cell and beat us as if they were playing 
football with us. Prisoners helped each other to cope, because 
even if you call for a doctor, the only medicine he would bring was 
some ointment and an analgetic. We would take care of each oth-
er, we would do all we could, but we had no medicines.

I had to remove my toenails from both feet because they were 
in-growing. So imagine: I had no toenails, and I was taken to court 
by mistake. That night, when I had removed my toenails, my law-
yer came by mistake, and the next day I was told that I had to 
appear in court the day after. I said that I wouldn’t be able to go 
to court because I no longer had any toenails—imagine the state 
I was in without a local anaesthetic or painkillers. A first group of 
guards came to take me to court, followed by a second group. One 
of them was human enough to understand that I couldn’t travel 
in the condition I was in, but was then told that they had to take 
me even if I had to walk on my knees and I was taken to court by 
force. When I arrived, I told them that I had been arrested with 
lots of people but that I couldn’t see them with me in court, and 
that it had been a mistake to bring me. I was walking on my heels 
and my feet were burning. All they gave me was some cotton wool 
with which to stop the bleeding which resulted from my having 
to remain standing for a long time. When I was taken back to the 
prison, my feet were so swollen that I couldn’t even take off my 
slippers.

After all that, first my mother died, and then my father... My 
opinions of many things have changed: I no longer want to live 
in Georgia, for example. This method of planting stuff on people 
was used during communist times too, but they would only use it 
when a person was guilty; they couldn’t prove it, so they would 
plant weapons or drugs on him and sentence him. In my situation, 
however, what they did to me makes me want to leave Georgia, 
because one day, maybe tomorrow, I might cross paths with a po-
liceman, and because I’m a former convict with a criminal past 
they might try to plant something on me again and send me back 
to prison. There are lots of examples of this happening, but my 
criminal past doesn’t mean that I will continue to live in the same 
way. For somebody’s personal interest, however, they might try 



56

to ruin my life again, which is why I want to leave Georgia and 
move to a country where things like this don’t happen. I’m very 
cautious, and don’t want to become embittered. Now I am not 
embittered—on the contrary, things have changed in my life. Five 
years ago, some acquaintances of mine did something to me for 
which I would have killed them without hesitation—all of them—
but now I’ve become more forgiving. I never concerned myself 
much with the Church, but now I do and I have learnt many good 
things for a Christian person to know. But you know what? I spoke 
with a priest: he told me that bad habits fade away when a person 
remains close to God, and that if I let myself drift away I’ll go back 
to being who I was—strict and ruthless, the same bastard I used 
to be. I think of that period of my life as detritus, as rubbish, but 
although I would probably live my life in the same way if I was 
given a chance to go back, I would definitely change many things. 
I would try to do good; I would live in the same way, but would try 
to be more clever and more kind.

When I got out of prison, I felt coldness from some, but others 
greeted me with great warmth... Small things can make people 
happy or unhappy—especially prisoners.

I want to start working. In 2003, I decided to find a job, and one of 
my friends bet me I wouldn’t even be able to last three months. I 
told myself I would work for a year, at least, and I succeeded, de-
spite the fact that I got divorced at that time. I had to put up with 
many annoying things during my work, such as difficult customers. 
I was installing kitchens back then. I want to start working now, do 
something while I’m here, keep myself busy and keep food on my 
table. My friends are helping me out financially for the time being, 
but they can’t really afford to... My friends were even supporting 
me when I was in prison, and they still put up with me because I’ve 
just come out. Let’s see what happens later. I’m not a lazy man, 
and I have some plans for the future: I need to change my lifestyle 
and do something now in order to be able to earn a stable income 
in a few years’ time. I want to be able to afford to go to church, buy 
a candle, buy bread, food, clothes... I have very little time ahead 
of me; I’m forty years old now, and I tell myself that I only have ten 
years in which to achieve this.
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It’s very important that this book be published. People should read 
it, but only adults—people at least seventeen years old. At that 
age, one already has the ability to judge things correctly, to choose 
one’s own way of life. It’s true that they were evil to treat us like 
that, but on the other hand I was anything but innocent myself. 
I was guilty, and I had to be punished—perhaps for two to five 
years, whereas I was sentenced to ten years. But thank God the 
situation has changed and I have managed to get out of prison. 
General attitudes towards this book are also important, as well as 
the kind of people its readers will be. I’m a criminal, but I didn’t 
commit the crime I was punished for.

This filth which we call drugs—whether injected or inhaled, no 
matter—it’s all an illusion. A person who will never touch drugs 
will achieve everything in his life. That’s all I have to say.
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NODARI, 39 YEARS OLD

(This testimony describes instances of torture and inhumane 
treatment in Gldani Prisons #8 and #18 as well as in Rustavi Prison #16.)

I was born to and grew up in a traditional Georgian family. I had a hap-
py childhood and a loving family. I was quite lazy, but managed to get 
a bit of an education. I wasn’t quarrelsome, and even now I always try 
to avoid arguing with people. I lost both my parents: my mother died 
early, and my father was hit by a car on the day of my first trial. He was 
on his way to see me, and was run over in Dighomi...

They caught me. Some woman identified me. I had been hanging 
around in the street in our usual place for an hour or two, and she was 
walking up and down, up and down. She later walked up to me and 
asked me whether or not I was Mingrelian, and then I was arrested. 
My arrest was a big deal: there were around 50 police cars. The whole 
thing was really unexpected, because I was innocent. Even now, my 
case was sent to Strasbourg for appeal. I didn’t have a criminal record, 
and suddenly I was given an enormous sentence—eight years—and 
even that was the minimum sentence.

My family went to see everybody, including Burjanadze (who was 
then the Parliament Speaker) and Bokeria. Everybody they met told 
them that they knew I was innocent, and still I was sentenced to so 
many years in prison.

The police treated me normally during my arrest, and the evidence 
they presented in court was such that the prosecutor and the police 
had a serious argument. The police told the truth, but the prosecutor 
didn’t like it.
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After my arrest, I was taken straight to preventive detention, and I 
testified the next day. I wasn’t beaten or otherwise put under pres-
sure in preventive detention; it all began when I was transferred to 
the prison hospital and later to Prison #16 in 2010. I had hepatitis-C 
in my liver and prostate. When I was transferred to Prison #17, things 
were fine for a couple of years and nothing serious happened. The 
torture began when we were transferred to Prison #16 on the 28th of 
June. I was part of a group of twenty prisoners, and we made to walk 
through a “corridor” of guards... They beat me so badly that I couldn’t 
get up. This is when it began. They took 108 of us and beat all of us 
except two prisoners.

When I was taken to Prison #16, the deputy director of Prison #17 
recognized me as soon as we arrived: ‘Oh, so you’re also here?’ he 
said, adding that there wasn’t anything he could do to save me… He 
said those words, and then others began to beat me. They beat me 
for half an hour with pipes and plastic bottles full of water, and kicked 
me repeatedly. I think they numbered around twenty.

That night, someone from the prison—I don’t want to name him—
came to our cell and warned us not to even try to ask for a doctor. The 
guards carried wooden mallets around with the words ‘Citramon’ and 
‘Analgin’ (painkillers) written on them...

I was severely beaten several times, but they were still careful with 
me because I had a lawyer, I wasn’t alone, and my family was looking 
out for me. I wouldn’t let anything slide, and was telling my lawyer 
everything.

I was almost killed in the prison hospital. On the 12th of July, I under-
went an operation to my nose, and was discharged on the 8th of Au-
gust. I felt unwell; I had high blood pressure, and I called for a doctor. 
He didn’t come for half an hour, so I called for him again. Another half-
hour later, he still wasn’t there, so I called again… Basically, I waited 
three hours for a doctor, and then I began to shout, asking what the 
point was of asking for a doctor if I was going to die in the meantime? 
Hearing the noise, a guard came into my cell and told me to be quiet. 
We quarreled a bit. He then left and returned with the chief of the 
regime service, who was accompanied by an acquaintance of mine 
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who worked as a prison doctor. The chief of the regime service told 
me that he had nothing but respect for the doctor, else he would have 
removed my spine himself.

I tried to speak with the guard I had quarreled with when he began 
a new shift. I asked him why he needed to involve the chief of the 
regime service? Why couldn’t we find a common language? He was 
a young man, around 21 years old. The next day, he came to see me 
accompanied by the chief of the regime service again, and they began 
to insult me. They beat me for half an hour in one of the hospital’s 
wards—the table, a chair, the radio: they threw everything at me. I 
passed out, but I still remember trying to keep my head down while 
they kicked it. I still suffer from various traumas; my ear, for example, 
is still broken. Four men were beating me.

They were trying to destroy us, psychologically, so that we wouldn’t 
complain. I would ask them why they were beating me? Had I done 
something wrong? Had I insulted them? Had I broken something? 
But answer there came none—they just beat me. Firstly, they would 
beat you to keep you quiet, and secondly, they had all become sadists. 
They were young men, twenty or twenty-something years old. One of 
them was even promoted for beating me one day; that was common 
practice.

I was at war. I fought against them for three years. I wouldn’t let any-
thing illegal slide.

We weren’t given any medicine. They gave us no medical treatment 
whatsoever—not even analyses. They wouldn’t tell us what was wrong 
with us. I fell ill, so I went on hunger strike. I told them that until they 
took care of me and I found out what was wrong with me, until I had 
a diagnosis and access to treatment, that I wouldn’t stop my hunger 
strike. So I was taken to the isolation cell, to solitary confinement. 
They locked me in alone, took all my clothes except for my t-shirt, 
and switched off the heating. It was late February, and it was freezing. 
There were some pieces of wood lying around, but they took those 
too and even took the window off its hinges. They left me there for 
five days, half-dead. If that isn’t torture, then what is it? I was sleep-
ing on an iron bedstead with a pair of trainers for a pillow. I didn’t eat 



61

anything for those five days, and then the director came and told me 
to stop my hunger strike. He told me I would be taken to hospital and 
looked after, so I stopped my hunger strike. This is how I made it to 
hospital: you couldn’t get anything without going on hunger strike.

Insults are the worst torture. They were spitting on our souls. I’d rath-
er be beaten than insulted and have my soul spat upon. My mother 
is dead, and then someone comes and insults her. The person who 
does that has no dignity or self-respect, no humanity, and this nobody 
comes and insults your mother… Maybe they used to be human be-
ings several years ago, but after they began to work there… Imagine 
kicking a man who recently had an operation: what kind of human 
being are you? They’re animals. They weren’t normal human beings. 
They were losers.

I want to say many things, but there are things I can’t say. Many young 
men were tortured to death. Two or three days never passed without 
a body being carried out of the prison hospital. How can we Geor-
gians afford to lose our young men…?

I can’t communicate with people any more—not even with my family. 
Half of my family is dead: my mother, my father and my sister died; 
only three of us are left, and I still can’t manage to have a normal 
relationship with them. I feel inadequate. I used to have an ideal rela-
tionship with them. I suffer from insomnia, I become nervous easily, 
and I have become quite bad-tempered. I remember things and it 
depresses me even more, and sometimes I think ‘what if I bump into 
them?’ I don’t want that to happen… I’m so glad those people are 
being arrested! How could somebody being arrested possibly make 
another happy? But it does make me happy.
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SHOTA, 57 YEARS OLD

(This testimony describes instances of 
torture and inhumane treatment in 
Gldani Prison #8 and Ksani Prison #15.)

I was born in Tbilisi on the 27th of May 1956. I graduated from Public 
School #51, and then passed the entrance examinations of the faculty 
of geology at university. I graduated from university in 1979, and be-
gan to work for the Ministry of Roads. Under Gamsakhurdia, when the 
movement for Georgia’s independence began, I would join the other 
young people taking part in mass demonstrations. I was even there 
on the 9th of April 1989. I married in 1983; I have four children, and 
I live in Tbilisi’s Vera neighbourhood. Then the redundancies began, 
massive unemployment—during the war, I mean. I went abroad and 
worked in Germany and in Kuwait, but I always wanted to return to 
Georgia one day. I couldn’t remain abroad: my children, my family, my 
ageing parents were here, and I returned. I began to work for a tele-
vision station, but when the Saakashvili government came to power 
the programme I was working on was shut down. I moved to Channel 
202, but that was also closed down, so I became unemployed.

I could never in my life have imagined doing something like that... 
Now I’ll tell you how I was arrested: I had many friends from uni-
versity—professors, lecturers—and when they say now that in com-
munist times people only got into university by bribing their way in, 
well it was even worse under Saakashvili. Some students weren’t even 
passing the entrance examinations, but were accepted nevertheless. 
There were lots of universities where things like this were happening. 
Unfortunately, I also helped some of my relatives pass the entrance 
examinations of one of these universities.
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Then my problems began. I was given a cassette, a recording, of the 
dean explaining how the university accepted students illegally. They 
threatened to broadcast it. I went to see the man who had helped 
me with my relatives, and I told him of the recording. He promised to 
find out more, and took the cassette. He called me later, and told me 
not to worry, that everything would be all right, and that if I would 
call them and ask them not to broadcast the recording, then the uni-
versity’s management would find a way of expressing its gratitude. 
In court, it was later revealed that he was asking the university’s rec-
tor for a serious sum of money in exchange for the cassette. He later 
called me again, and asked me to meet on Kolmeurneoba Square. As 
soon as he got into my car, however, we were both arrested and ac-
cused of blackmailing the university’s rector.

I was arrested by men from the Special Operations Department, who 
told me that both my sons would be joining me in prison unless I con-
fessed. I truly believed they were capable of carrying out their threat, 
because I had heard of lots of similar cases. I agreed. They promised 
to arrange for me to be able to enter into a plea bargain—which they 
never did, of course, so I was sentenced to four years in prison.

The only thing I really worried about was that I had ended up in prison 
for such a silly mistake, and I felt embarrassed before my family.

The door would open and they would ask us why we were listening to 
the radio? (I’m talking about Gldani (prison #8)—regardless of wheth-
er the radio was on or not. If you would answer back that the radio 
wasn’t on, they would all rush back into the cell fifteen minutes later 
and beat us, usually with plastic bottles full of water. If they were plan-
ning a serious punishment, they would take all of us to the showers 
and “work” on us there. I think all this was happening to oppress us 
and shut us up, so that nobody would say anything. Cases like this 
were quite frequent.

Six months later, I was taken to the old Ksani Prison. As soon as we got 
out of the cars, they lined us up along a wall and told us to salute and 
swear that we served the Georgian state. If you swore the oath, they 
would only hit you lightly; but if you would refuse, then they would 
almost kill you. The prison’s deputy director was a young man, only 
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26 years old. I don’t know what made him so bitter, so evil; I never 
found out. His technique was to hang prisoners by their arms, beat 
them with truncheons until they bled, and break some of their bones. 
I myself experienced this “treatment” of his.

The prison had no library, but I somehow managed to persuade 
them to bring around 1,000 books. I was told to take care of the 
books and run the new “library”. Apparently, beatings and torture 
would take place in the library, and I was told that I was expected 
to co-operate with them. I explained that nobody would reveal any 
secrets to me, and that I wasn’t interested anyway. On the second 
day, they called for me again; they didn’t touch me, but they insult-
ed and threatened me.

One day, I received a parcel from my family; there was a khachapuri 
(cheese pie) in it. I guess someone must have denounced me, be-
cause I was sent for again. I was taken to the deputy director’s office, 
where I was asked why I had given a slice of khachapuri to another 
prisoner? They told me that, in theory, I wasn’t allowed to have a 
cheese pie myself, but that they had made an exception for me. I an-
swered that I had been brought up in a Georgian family according 
to the sacred traditions of hospitality, and asked them why a slice of 
khachapuri was such a problem? The deputy director then asked me 
how dare I answer back? How old was I? I answered that I was 56. He 
said he was 26, and then told me what he usually did to men of my 
age. I asked him why he was so embittered? He was a young man, and 
had his life ahead of him. I told him that he wouldn’t stay in prison for 
ever. It was a small room. He stood up and approached me. I was fac-
ing the wall, and he gave me a blow to the kidneys with a truncheon. 
Then he kicked me between my legs. I needed an operation later, and 
my left testicle was removed. My kidneys are still damaged—they are 
too low—and I no longer have any teeth left in my mouth. I was sent 
to solitary confinement for five days. A commission then came, and 
they let me go, telling me to be more careful in future.

I lay immobile for two months after this beating; my condition wors-
ened, and it took me two months to force them to transfer me to a 
hospital to have an operation to remove my testicle. But they were all 
animals there too. After an operation, there is a special bell to call the 
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doctor if you are in pain. The doctor isn’t allowed to enter your room 
without being accompanied by someone. When I would ring this bell, 
I was told to stop or else they would come and beat me. I know a 
patient who was beaten for ringing the bell; he had undergone an 
operation and said he was in pain.

There were special passages from which the first, second or third 
group of guards would come… They would close the door and would 
take prisoners from the side of the duty officer’s station, and would 
beat the prisoners there, for nothing. It was all done to instill fear in 
us. Five people committed suicide during my time in prison: one hung 
himself in the loo; the other cut his veins; the third cut his stomach 
open… They were all young men, but they were no longer normal, 
psychologically speaking. My mind resisted because I read a lot. I was 
trying not to think about what was happening around me, and I also 
had some friends. Those prisoners who didn’t keep in touch with the 
others suffered from psychological problems.

What terrible things could a 26-year-old child (the deputy director 
of Ksani Prison) possibly have seen to make him quite so evil and do 
the things he did? I guess there was something about them, and that 
people like him were selected. All the older guards were normal; you 
could even talk to them. They would sometimes warn us, asking us 
not to do this or that, because then they would be ordered to punish 
us and they didn’t have much time to go until they could retire… They 
were ordered to beat us. If someone was around, watching, then they 
would beat us, but if nobody else was around then they wouldn’t, 
but they would then be fired. Do you know how many of them were 
fired for that? There was this one guard; he would notice that we had 
no cigarettes left, and he would come into the cell without the other 
guards seeing him and give us some. But the others were absolute 
animals: they had sadism in their blood and in their very nature.

Several times, I saw the deputy director come into the library and call 
someone. They would tell me to leave, close the door, and the person 
who had been called in would later come out covered in bruises or 
bleeding. This would happen systematically, and psychologically weak 
people simply couldn’t deal with it. Some had heart attacks and died; 
their heart just couldn’t take it, and stopped. And there was nothing 
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you could do about it. They would bind your hands together, push you 
and start beating you.

All my life, I believed in people. My experience in prison, however, 
made me suspicious. I doubt everything now. I always wonder how 
people will react to what I say. Also, when I see a car with Special 
Operations Department number-plates, it makes me feel bad, and I 
want to throw something at the car or spit on it. But prison has also 
improved me: I can help and support people more easily now, and my 
attitude to people in trouble has changed.

My family was supporting me. They would visit me every two weeks, 
one child after the other, and my wife as well, of course.

I suffer from being unemployed, but I can’t find a job. I’m doing things 
here and there, but still can’t really succeed. My children tell me not 
to worry—to just take care of my grandchildren and not to worry 
about anything.

The only positive thing I can think of is that I made valuable friends in 
there, real friends. We even ate from the same plate, lived through 
stressful moments together, and supported each other.

There was a church in prison, so every morning and every evening we 
would go there. The priest would come and we would confess and 
receive Eucharist. I followed all the rules, and it would help me.

I would like to tell the readers of this book to live in kindness, to never 
stray from the path of truth, and to never end up in government in 
any way. They should try to achieve all their goals themselves, be-
cause there’s nothing better than achieving something yourself, with-
out anybody else being able to rebuke you. They should treat every-
one as they would treat friends, acquaintances or brothers, and never 
use someone for their own benefit.


