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Niko Lortkipanidze
...AND THEN CHRIST AROSE IN MY HEART
Translated By Eter Churadze

...In that cold, misty and hazy country, I lost my juvenility, hope, the tranquillity of my soul, the dazzle
of my eyes, my admiration, love and hate.

| walked as a ghost across the area where, in the past, each grass grew for me and each bourgeon inebriated
me with bliss.

The trees had already changed their leaves fifteen times and had completely forgotten my portrait. In
the past, when | used to take shelter under the trees, the leaves whispered the secrets
of the sun into my ear and the birds tweeted their thoughts. Now, I could no longer understand their talk. The
rustle seemed a roar, and the nightingale’s whistle seemed a cockcrow.

Only I was alien and useless to everyone.

Christ was truly crucified in my heart.

* * *

It was the Great Sabbath. | had no one to wish Happy Easter to and no one to visit; | was not going
anywhere to break my fast. | was walking on one street after another, tasting the dust, staring at some of the
passengers and looking at the clear sky and the winding River Rioni.

After wandering the streets, | found myself upon a mountain. The gloomy ruins of the Bagrati Cathedral
—as it was before — barred the way in front of me. The litany of a star-spangled sky merged with the litany of
the land, and fire dots began to glimmer twice as much.

How formidable the crucified nation’s festive outcry on the resurrection of crucified Christ was!

I looked aside.

I walked along the wall. Someone was leaning on the ruins in a secluded place and offering up a prayer.
The prayer was tumultuous and quiet at the same time; | could not see the face of the worshipper but the
lassitude of their whole body — the bowed head, long and slowly loosened hair and hands resting against the
wall proved the worshipper’s torment, expectancy and hope. I discerned only two words: “God Almighty, raise
it... God Almighty, raise it from the dead. God Almighty, raise our crucified nation and give it strength and
courage!”

I too began to kneel down very slowly. The light of hope split my breast... and then Christ arose in my
heart.
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