JoOmzgmmemyo @ THE KARTVELOLOGIST
JOURNAL OF GEORGIAN STUDIES, 26, 2017

R AR AR A AN A AR A AT A AN AT AT ATATASATATA

GEORGIAN LITERATURE IN ENGLISH TRANSLATIONS
JoM0Mo Wo@gMoGOS 0baolE MsMTobgddo

53005600 s G3MmogEro
(899b0b3gs0b60L dcmydy - g0mEoMHo 0wy
M300b65¢0©0)

OMLm39wob 29560l gsbbol 3gMHLMbsgmS Foghgs
35056 RommMs: Joergdo s 8585353900, 99339900 ©d
©IOMRBEYO0, 35BHM™DJO0 - 35L5¢Yd0, B>0BEIOO S 353~
0900, dgmIMHgdo s 093069900, 39D0Mdo s Abobvy-
6900... 350 OOl »ms3MgLBbo 0YsEMMHO dmydg-M50b-
©900 56056. 0o MOBo 56> FbmwmE s 0dEgbo©
»8939m9bML" 8603369 mdOm, 5659900 3mgEHol BsbEIBO-
00 99Jdbowbo s 599bo 0@YoMbo; M (3bMzMgd0-
@56 50g0Mwbo, M9ow©-99306019s© sOLYdMbO, sMo-
99 5993946090, Mo MEOl dsBsDY 3mgEHol BobEo-
Boom, 390dMm, 3039MdM0DBIOOLs s 30OHMBOMNMOOL
3500 M950MOL - 5053062IMHOL HSFSMWIIOMS S RSB~
09000 533H™MOL FoMImbobgom d9Jdbowro 3gOLMbg9dO.
5033500  dbsBA3Owo  bGHowoo Tgddboe  3gOLMbogms
b5993909LM BgMdGMEO Y300 BHIM0IWO s 53056~
QOO0.

MO39 MEMAOVION0 33035-3090560 53 39MLMBos-
05 bs@3mo Lobggdol 3m3gbE0MmgdoLOL bgsalbgs
L5300mbl {odmFMol, oMb §HmO »FM3MgL0s bolinsmgdol
36MHMdEgds: MHMYMO0d OHMLM3900LY0 bggs 93 0Ys-
MO0 dmygdg-Mo0bol dbs@zmmo bobols; Mmadm 3mb-
3HIOYWIQ 7Y 30(HY300, OXLMZILO 0PI OO dcgdy-
5060l Lobgl  boGogl  gMmol  bslosmdo  Mo3zombo-
OHM30L, benenm dgm®9gdo gdmEoOHmdol sJ3gbGoMgdom;
0Y) 0095 OH0 dmygdol geo bsbosml Jabol, s Tom
bsbosmdo  Bbgosbbgs 03500 gdom  5939bGH0MGOL
399053wabl  3gOHLMbsggdol  bmzMadolgmw Lbgswsbbgs
306037030 WM350HGIOL qodmM? 53 30Mb35DY 3oLbols
393995  3mgdol  dogro  GgduBol  0bGHYM3MHYEHOMGOOL
1553999390y Mbs dMbEIL; Foa®d 58 Mo 3gOLMbogol
9096  256b35399  3MDBOE0SMS  MYMEOwo  FBHI0EJ00
Y39wsbg 399m33900ws© 3mgdols Limemgw J390mo godmd-
39969009 dmbs3zgmdo Bsbl, G@Iwol JoMove mGmoyo-



Boerll EgoLsm30L  sGBYOME g39ws  0bawolivMgbm3zsb
056335656 9o 3593994b9gdo.

9O H 20

Avtandil and Tariel

(The Knight in The Man in a Panther-Skin —
whether Emotional or Rational)

Rustaveli’s characters tend to be various: women,
men, kings and queens, masters, vassals, knights, mer-
chants, warriors, pirates, viziers and servants. The ideal
knights being of the most significant amongst them. They
are ideal not only from the “excellence” point of view but
also as in terms of being created by the author through the
fantasy. These aren’t real-empirical heroes extracted from
the reality but rather the characters produced//created
through the fantasy of the author, based on conventionality
and exaggeration, elevating and rethinking of a human
nature, created through the author’s imagination in
particular. The best friendly couple, created through the
similar artistic style is that of Avtandil and Tariel.

When studying the artistic images of Rustaveli
characters, various issues arise, the revelation//formation
of the nature of the characters being the most significant
amongst them. There rises a question: How is the ideal
artistic image of a knight seen by Rustaveli.

This question should be answered through the
interpretation of the whole text of the poem. However, the
theoretical assertion of different opinions by these two
characters is very well provided in the following passage of
the poem, being published in English translations along
with the original version of the story.
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Avtandil Finds Tariel
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Wardrop. 846. Weeping and pale, the knight went his way and
spoke; he mounted a certain hill, the plain appeared in sunshine
and shadow. He saw a black (horse) standing with the reins on his
neck on the edge of the rushes. He said: “Undoubtedly it is he; of
that there can be no doubt.”

Urushadze. 856. Once he came to a hill exhausted and haggard
from weeping.

The hill overlooked a plain which lay in sunrays and shadows.
There on the edge of the rushes he beheld a raven-black courser.
“That is his horse”, he thought, “for no other horse can be like it”.

Vivian: On the third day, exhausted and disheartened, he rode to
the top of a ridge which offered a broad view of the whole region.
There he rested his horse and looked about him — and saw, near a
clump of bushes at the foot of the incline, a black charger grazing
with the reins loose on its neck.

Stevenson: Thus did Avtandil lament as, pale with weeping, he
rode along: at last, looking out from a hill-top over a plain filled
with sunshine and shadow, he described a black horse trailing its
reins on the ground by a reed-bed. “That must surely be he!” he
said.

Lyn Coffin. 875. Weeping and pale, the knight went his way,
thinking all his thoughts aloud.

He climbed a hill. The plain appeared in sunshine and shaded by
cloud.

He saw a black horse by the rushes, the reins on his neck, head
bowed.

He said: “Undoubtedly it is he, my brother so tall and proud.”
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Wardrop. 847. When he saw, the heart of the knight leaped up
and was lightened; here to him, distressed, joy became not tenfold,
but a thousand fold; the rose (of his cheeks) brightened its colour,
the crystal (of his face) became crystal (indeed), the jet (of his
eyes) grew jetty; like a whirlwind he galloped down, he rested not
from gazing at him.

Urushadze. 857. When he beheld it his heart leapt for joy and
was

lightened.

The grief that gnawed at his heart was changed to a thousand

fold

gladness.

The jet of his jet and the glow of his crystal burst into radiance.

Then, with a beating heart, he dashed down the hill like a
whirlwind.

Vivian: His heart leapt for joy and warm colour flushed his
features, that had been pale with fatigue. He galloped like a
whirlwind down the mountain-side, without taking his eyes from
the black horse.

Stevenson: At the sight his heart bounded and was filled with a
radiance: joy flooded in on his melancholy — a joy as great as a
thousand! His cheek’s rose reddened; yet more fair became his
crystal-bright countenance; the jet of his eyes shone. His eyes
fixed on the horse, he galloped down like a whirlwind.

Lyn Coffin. 876. When he saw this, the heart of the knight
leapt
up. He felt light and
bold.
To him, distressed, came joy at last, not ten-fold but a thousand-
fold.
His rosy cheeks brightened. His eyes’ jet was blacker than can be
told.
Like the wind, he galloped on, as soon as the horse he did behold.
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Wardrop. 848. When he saw Tariel he was indeed grieved;
(Tariel) sat with drawn face in a state near unto death, his collar
was rent, his head was all torn, he could no longer feel, he had
stepped forth from the world.

Urushadze. 858. When he approached the swordsman he saw
to his grief and surprise

Tariel, pallid and haggard, sitting like one who is lifeless.

His clothes were blood-stained and torn; his head was bleeding

profusely.
Ifeless he seemed as he sat there, unconscious of Avtandil’s

presence.

Vivian: Then he saw Tariel, and sharply drew rein. The knight
was lying on the ground, his clothing torn and his hair dishevelled.
Only the tears streaming from his eyes showed that he was still
alive.

Stevenson: But when he beheld his friend, he fell into the grip of
fear. Tariel was lying near to death, his face torn, his collar rent,
his head covered with wounds. Sense was gone; he had stepped
beyond the bounds of this world.

Lyn Coffin. 877. When he saw Tariel, grief came upon
him; keen grew his despair.
Tariel sat with drawn face, in a state near death, beyond
repair.
His collar was badly torn, and he had wildly disheveled
hair.
It was as if he’d stepped beyond this world, sitting unfeeling
there.

X——K
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Wardrop. 849. On one side lay a slain lion and a blood-smeared
sword, on the other a panther stricken down a lifeless corpse.
From his eyes, as from a fountain, tears flowed fiercely forth; thus
there a flaming fire burned his heart.

Urushadze. 859. Near him there lay on the ground the corpse
of a slaughtered lion.
Tears in unceasing streams flowed from his eyes as from
fountains,
And by his side his sword, blood-smeared to the hilt and broken.
His woe-stricken heart was writhing as it burned amongst
ravaging fires.

Vivian: The carcasses of a lion and a panther lay near him and
beside them was his sword, unsheathed and stained with blood.

Stevenson: On the one hand lay a slaughtered lion, with beside
it a blood-stained sword; on the other a panther that had been
dashed to its death on the ground. Tears gushed from his eyes as
thought from a fountain; the flames of a fire were consuming his
heart.

Lyn Coffin. 878. On one side lay a slain lion and a sword with
blood on its

blade.

On the other side, a panther stretched a lifeless corpse in the

shade.

From Tariel’s eyes, tears flowed fiercely, as if by a fountain made,
Coming from a heart in torment, where all-consuming fire
stayed.
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Wardrop. 850. He could not even open his eyes, he had wholly
lost consciousness, he was come nigh to death, he was far removed
from joy. The knight calls him by name, he tries to rouse him by
speech; he cannot make him hear; he leaped about; the brother
shows his brotherliness.

Urushadze. 860. Oblivious to all around him, he sat staring

before
him.
Darkness had spread over his eyes and the gloom of death was
upon
him.

Avtandil called him by name, tried to arouse him by shouting.
Swiftly he leaped from his horse and used all endeavours to stir
him.

Vivian: He was lying open-eyed and staring, and Avtandil called
to him by name; but Tariel, near to death, seemed neither to see
nor hear. ‘It is Avtandil, your friend — don’t you know me?’ he
urged, but there was no response.

Stevenson: Understanding had fled, he could not even open his
eyes; he was near to death, he had reached the uttermost bounds
of endurance. Avtandil called him by name to arouse him, but
failed to: forward he hastened, full of fears for his brother.

Lyn Coffin. 879. He had wholly lost consciousness, could not
even open his

eyes.

His will was gone. He was close to death, without the power to

rise.

The knight calls him by name; to rouse him with words, he
uselessly

tries.

Then like a true brother, he dismounts and rushes to where he

lies.
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Wardrop. 851. He wipes away (Tariel’s) tears with his hand,
he cleansed his eyes with his sleeve; he sits down near by and
only calls him by name; he says: “Know’st thou not me,
Avt’handil, for thy sake wandering and mad?” But he heard
little, staring with fixed eyes.

Urushadze. 861. Gently he wiped from his eyes the tears that
were flowing

profusely.

Again he called him by name, again he strove to arouse him.

“Tariel”, he cried, “do you hear me? I have come as I promised,

dear
brother”.
But he heard not a word and sat staring like one who is senseless.

Vivian: Avtandil continued talking while he smoothed the hair
from Tariel’s eyes and with his own sleeve wiped the sweat and
tears from his face. All that a brother could do he did for Tariel,
until at last he brought him back to some degree of consciousness.

Stevenson: He wiped away Tariel’s tears and dried his eyes with
his sleeve; he sat down beside him and called him by name once
again. “Do you not know me, Avtandil,” he cried — “I have left
hearth and home for you!” But Tariel did not hear him; his eyes
were still quite closed, he was wholly bereft of his senses.

Lyn Coffin. 880. He wipes away the knight’s tears with his
hand, dries his eyes with his

sleeve.

He sits down and calls him name. He does not think to leave.

He says, “Don’t you know me, who for your sake wandered

without
reprieve?”
But Tariel seemed at first no to hear, causing the knight to grieve.
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Wardrop. 852. This is all thus, even as related by me. He wiped
away the tears from his eyes, he somewhat recalled him to
consciousness; then only he knew (Avt’handil), kissed him,
embraced him, treated him as a brother. I declare by the living
God none like him was ever born.

Urushadze. 862. All T have told you is true; now hear the rest

and
marvel.
Tariel by now had recovered and at once knew his brother,
Avtandil

Whom he embraced and kissed as fondly as one would a brother.
Truly, by Heaven, his like has never been born of mortal.

Vivian: Then the knight recognized Avtandil, kissed him and
embraced him like a brother. Truly, two such knights have no
equal among men!

Stevenson: All that a brother could do he did for Tariel, until at
last he brought him back to some degree of consciousness. Then
the knight recognized Avtandil, kissed him and embraced him like
a brother. Truly, two such knights have no equal among men!

Lyn Coffin. 881. This is exactly how it was, as I have related
the tale:
He wiped away Tariel’s tears, brought him back to this earthly

vale.

Then Tariel kissed him, embraced him like a brother without fail.
By the living God I swear, no other man born was of their scale.

R N7 p—
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Wardrop. 853. He said: “Brother, I was not false to thee, I have
done what I swore to thee; unparted from my soul I have seen
thee, thus have I kept my vow; now leave me; till death I shall weep
and beat my head, but I entreat thee for burial, that I be not
yielded to the beasts for food.”

Urushadze. 863. “Brother”, he said to Avtandil, “think not I
tried to deceive

you.

You find me alive and waiting — thus have I kept my promise.

Therefore now leave me alone, leave me to mourn my sorrow.

Grant me one favour, my brother, leave not my corpse unburied”.

Vivian: ‘Brother, I have kept faith with you,” Tariel said, ‘and
waited as long as life remained in me. Now that I have seen you
again my oath is discharged. It is only left for me to die — and for
you, I beg, to bury my remains and preserve them from the wild
beasts.’

Stevenson: Tariel said, “Brother, I have not been false to you, I
have honored the oath that I swore. I have looked on you again,
with my soul still in my body; thus have I kept faith. Now leave me
to weep and beat my breast until death comes.... But I beg you to
give me burial, that beasts may not eat me.”

Lyn Coffin. 882. Tariel said, “Brother, I was not false; I have
done what U

swore.

I stayed alive, thus I kept my vow to you. I can do no more.

Now leave me; let me weep and beat my head until I reach

death’s

shore.
But I ask you burial. Let me not be food for beasts who roar.”

g
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Wardrop. 854. The knight replied: “What ails thee? Why doest
thou an evil deed? Who hath not been a lover, whom doth the
furnace not consume? Who hath done like thee

among the race of other men! Why art thou seized by Satan, why
kill thyself by thine own will?

Urushadze. 864. Avtandil said: “What ails you? Why think of
evil, my brother?

Who has not ever known love, who has not burned in love’s fires?

Yet who has done as you have among the race of men?

Why do you kill yourself? Why are you seized by Satan?

Vivian: ‘How can it have entered your mind to think of dying by
your own hand?’ Avtandil protested. ‘To take one’s own life is an
act of Satan! Do you think you are the first to have been in love or
to suffer its pains?

Stevenson: “What is this?” Avtandil replied. “Why have you
surrendered yourself thus to sin? Who has not been a lover, who
has not been consumed in the furnace of longing? But which
among humankind has ever acted like you? Why have you fallen
into Satan’s clutches, why would you destroy yourself?

Lyn Coffin. 883. The knight said: “What ails you? Why would
you do yourself this evil

deed?

Who has not been lover, and on whom does the furnace not feed?

Who’s done your like among the race of men, among the earthly
breed?

Why kill yourself by your own will? You must be paying Satan

heed!
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Wardrop. 855. “If thou art wise, all the sages agree with this
principle: ‘A man must be manly, it is better that he should weep
as seldom as possible; in grief one should strengthen himself like
a stone wall.” Through his own reason a man falls into trouble.

Urushadze. 865. “If you are wise forget not the wisdom taught
by the sages:

Firmness of mind and spirit sinks not beneath afflictions

But like a rock stands firm amidst all misfortunes and troubles.

Many through lack of fortitude sink down in a sea of disaster.

Vivian: ‘All wise men are agreed that a brave man should show
courage and be sparing of his tears. In time of misfortune he
should stand steadfast as a wall of stone.

Stevenson: “Remember, if you are wise, that all the sages are
agreed upon this; that a man should bear himself like a man, and
weep as seldom as may be. In grief we should strive to show the
strength of a wall of stone; it is the workings of their own minds
that bring sorrow to mortals.

Lyn Coffin. 884. “If you are wise, with this teaching of the
sages, you will agree:
To be a manly man, it is better to weep infrequently.
One should strengthen himself like a rock when he meets
adversity.
Through his reason, a man comes to trouble, whoever he may be.

o g
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Wardrop. 856. “Thou art wise, and (yet) knowest not to choose
according to the sayings of the wise. Thou weepest in the plain and
livest with the beasts; what desire canst thou thus fulfil? If thou
renounce the world thou canst not attain her for whose sake thou
diest. Why bindest thou a hale head, why openest thou the wound
afresh?

Urushadze. 866. “Wisdom is yours, yet, my friend, you know
not what is true

wisdom.

If you renounce the world can you ever fulfil your desire?

Can you attain your desire by weeping and roaming the forests?

Why do you open a scar or bind a sound head with a bandage?

Vivian: ‘You are of the Wise — yet you take no account of what the
Wise have said. What is there to gain from roaming the plains
among wild beasts, away from the habitations of men? Is it in this
way that you can hope to find some trace of her for whose sake you
have come near to dying?’

Stevenson: “You have a good understanding, but do not let the
sayings of the wise give you guidance. Shedding tears on the plain,
consorting with the beasts of the field — what can this lead to?
Turning your back on the world will not win you your lady; why
bind up a head that is whole, why reopen your wound?

Lyn Coffin. 885. “You are wise and yet you don’t know how to
live as the wisest

will.

You weep in the plain, live with the beasts. What desire can you

fulfill?
If you leave the world, you can’t attain her, for whom you're
dying

still.
Why beat a head unhurt, reopen a wound and make your blood

spill?
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Wardrop. 857. “Who hath not been a lover, whom hath the
furnace not consumed? Who hath not seen pains, who faints not
for somebody? Tell me, what has been unexampled! Why should
thy spirits flee! Know’st thou not that none e’er plucked a
thornless rose!

Urushadze. 867. “Who has never known love, who has not
burned in its fires?
Who has not seen affliction, nor languished and swooned for
one’s loved
one?
Why should your spirit forsake you when all this is life and

living?
Know that a rose without thorns has never been plucked, my

Tariel.

Vivian: Avtandil went on: “Where is the man who does not know
what it is to sigh and suffer for the love of a fair one?

Stevenson: “Who has not been a lover, who has not burned in
the furnace, who has not suffered, who has not swooned away?
What, tell me, is there that is strange in your lot — why has your
spirit fled? Do you not know that the rose without a thorn has
never been picked yet by any?

Lyn Coffin. 886. Whom has the furnace not consumed, and

who was not a lover born?
Who has not seen great torment? And who was not from

somebody torn?

Tell me, what has not already been? Why should your spirit be
worn?

Don’t you know now that no one every plucked a rose without
a thorn?
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Wardrop. 858. “They asked the rose: ‘Who made thee so lovely
in form and face? I marvel why thou art thorny, why finding thee
is pain!’ It said: “Thou findest the sweet with the bitter; whatever



costs dear is better; when the lovely is cheapened it is no longer
worth even dried fruit.’

Urushadze. 868. “They asked the fair rose: ‘In face and in
form who made you so lovely?
Why have you thorns, sweet flower, why is it painful to pluck
you?’
‘You find the sweet with the bitter; loveliness cheapened is

worthless’.
Thus speaks the rose that is only a soulless, inanimate flower.

Vivian: ‘When they asked the rose how it is that in all her
beauty she is set among thorns, so that without pain she cannot
he possessed, she gave answer: “It is best that sweet should be
mixed with bitter, and dearly come by: beauty is little valued that
is gained at little cost.”

Stevenson: “They said to the rose, ‘Who made you so fair? —
Strange that you should bear thorns and be won only with pain!’
“The bitter leads to the sweet,’ it answered; ‘there is virtue in
rarity; beauty, made common, has not the worth of a fig.’

Lyn Coffin. 887. They asked the rose: “‘Who made you so
lovely and left you standing there?
I marvel at your thorns: the pain of finding you makes one
beware!’
It said: ‘Sweet is found through the bitter; that which is better is
rare.
When the lovely is cheapened, it is not worth a fig anywhere.’
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Wardrop. 859. “Since the soulless, inanimate rose speaks thus,
who then can harvest joy who hath not first travailed with woe?
Who hath ever heard of aught harmless that was the work of
devilry? Why dost thou murmur at Fate? What hath it done
unexampled?

Urushadze. 869. “Can a man ever harvest joy without the
ordeals of
labour?
He who is tempted by Satan can never aspire to be happy.
Tell me has sin been rewarded or the deeds of the devil
commended?
Why do you murmur at fate? What has it done unusual?

Vivian: As with the rose, that has no soul, so it is with greater
joys. First come the toil and the anguish, before we can attain to
the reward. Likewise, nothing good can come out of what is evil:
why complain of the workings of Fate?



Stevenson: Since the rose, which has no soul and is but the thing
of a day, speaks in such fashion, who can hope to harvest joy
without struggle and sorrow? Who ever heard of devil’'s work
without any harm in it? Why would you complain of Fate, what
has it done that is strange?

Lyn Coffin. 888. “If even the short-lived and soulless rose
speaks to us in this
way,
Who then can reap joy who has not worked for it as hard for it
as hard as they may?
Who has seen this world without the Devil’s deeds for which
we must pay?
Why protest Destiny? Nothing has not seen an earlier day.

o o
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Wardrop. 860. “Hearken to what I have said, mount, let us go
at ease. Follow not after thine own counsel and judgment; do that
thou desirest not, follow not the will of desires; were it not better
thus I would not tell thee, mistrust not that I shall flatter thee in
aught.”

Urushadze. 870. “Listen to what I have said, and now let us
mount and go riding.
Yield to the will of your steed and fling to the wind your
frenzy.
Be not enslaved by the maddened desires of the will of your
judgment.
Follow the counsel I give you, it is wise and judicious”.

Vivian: ‘Listen to what I say to you! Mount your horse — we will
go gently — and do not at this time follow your own counsel or act
upon impulse. You should rather do the contrary, and not best for
you, believe me, I should not say it — I am not speaking for my own
satisfaction.’

Stevenson: “Listen to what I advice: mount now and ride quietly.
Do not heed your heart’s promptings; do what you ought, and not
what you would. If this were not for the best I would not press it
upon you — I speak in all frankness!”

Lyn Coffin. 889. “Hearken to what I have said. Mount, and
let us proceed at our ease.
Don not follow your own counsel and the judgments that seem
to please.
Do what you desire not. What your desire wills, do not seize.
I say this because it’s wise, not to lead you astray, or to tease.”
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Wardrop. 861. (Tariel) said: “Brother, what shall I say to thee?
Scarce have I control of my tongue; maddened, I have no strength
to hearken to thy words. How easy to thee seems patience of the
suffering of my torments! Now am I brought close to death; the
time of my joy draws nigh.

Urushadze. 871. Tariel said: “My tongue strives in vain to
express my emotions.
Anguish has pillaged my mind and I am powerless to hear you.
He who feels not my grief can easily say: ‘Be patient!’
The time of my joy draws near for, brother, death now
approaches.

Vivian: Avtandil ended his appeal, and Tariel answered:
‘Brother, I have hardly strength to move my tongue or even to
listen to you, distraught as I am. How lightly you speak of the
fortitude that I ought to show! Obey the prompting of your desires.
If this were not I am near to death, the hour of my deliverance,

Stevenson: “Brother,” replied Tariel, “What can I say to you? I
have lost the use of my tongue; I am crazed; for me your words
carry no meaning. — Do you think then that my torture is no such
great thing to bear? But now I am near to death, the hour of joy is
at hand for me.

Lyn Coffin. 89o0. Tariel said, “Brother, I scarcely have the
strength to wield my tongue.
Maddened, I've no strength to hearken to the words that from
thee have sprung.
It seems easy to you to endure the torments by which I'm stung!
The time of deliverance is near. At the feet of death, I'm flung.
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Wardrop. 862. “Dying, for her I pray; never shall I entreat (her)
with my tongue. Lovers here parted, there indeed may we be
united, there again see each other, again find some joy. Come, O
friends, bury me, cast clods upon me!

Urushadze. 872. “Dying for her I pray that God have mercy
upon me.
Though we are parted on earth God grant we again meet in
Heaven.
There, in eternal joy, we will be united forever.
Only one favour I ask: when I die, bury and mourn me.

Vivian: as I wait for the end I have only one prayer — that lovers
parted on this earth may find each other in the world to come. Let
my friends come and lay me to rest beneath the earth.

Stevenson: “The prayer of a dying man — the rest will be silence:
may lovers parted on earth be reunited hereafter; may we see each
other again, may we once more find joy. — Come, friends, put me
in my grave and heap earth upon me.

Lyn Coffin. 891. “For death, I Pray; and never shall I entreat
God, but with my
heart.
In Heaven, we lovers may be united; here, we live apart.
There we may see each other, and again find joy as at the start.
Come, friend, and bury me. Cast clods upon me with a grave
man’s art!
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Wardrop. 863. “How shall the lover not see his love, how
forsake her! Gladly I go to her; then will she wend to me. I shall
meet her, she shall meet me; she shall weep for me and make me
weep. Inquire of a hundred, do what pleaseth thine heart, in spite
of what any may advise thee.

Urushadze. 873. “How can a lover know joy when absent from
her whom he

worships?

Therefore I gladly die for death puts an end to one’s sorrows.

There will we welcome each other with tears of joy and devotion.

Listen to hundreds for counsel but do as your own heart tells

you.

Vivian: How can a lover abandon his love, or fail to seek the
beloved? I go to meet her in joy, as she will come to me — joy so
great that it will overflow in tears. Ask a hundred for their counsel
but whatever they tell you, do as your own heart dictates.

Stevenson: “How can a lover forsake and abandon the loved
one? I shall go to my lady in gladness; she will come likewise to
meet me. I to her, she to me; she will weep, and make the tears
flow too from my eyes. — Ask a hundred for counsel, but be ruled
by your heart, whatever any advise.

Lyn Coffin. 892. “How shall the lover forsake his love, and
how abandon his sweet?
Joyfully, we’ll come together. Tearfully, we'll each other greet.
I shall meet her, she shall meet me: the two of us shall surely
meet!
Though you may ask a hundred men, do what makes your own
heart complete.
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Wardrop. 864. “But know thou this as my verdict, I speak to
thee words of truth: Death draws nigh to me, leave me alone, I
shall tarry but a little while; if I be not living, of what use am I to
thee? If I survive, what canst thou make of me, mad? Mine
elements are dissolved; they are joining the ranks of spirits.

Urushadze. 874. “All I have said, O brother, is the truth my
heart has prompted.

Leave me, for death is approaching; soon I will yield up my spirit.
Of what avail will I be if I live thus distructed and maddened?
Freed from dissolving matter my spirit will fly up to Heaven.

Vivian: As for myself, I am fixed in my resolve. I look to the
happiness that death alone can bring, and ask you to leave me
until then in peace. It will not be long. What can I achieve as I am
now, scarcely half alive? Indeed, in this love-madness I have come
to detest the world and long for death to release me. May it come
soon — already my elements are dispersed and I go to join the
community of spirits.

Stevenson: “Give ear to what I have resolved; it is truth that I
speak. Death is close upon me; leave me; only a short time remains
now. What can you do if I die? If I live, can you guide my
madness?... I am taking leave of this mortal frame to join the ranks
of the spirits.

Lyn Coffin. 893. “But know — this is my verdict. I speak the
truth, so do as I bade.
Death draws close to me. Leave me. The days of my life are
almost had.
Id I’'m dead, what use am I? If I live, what use, since I am mad?
My elements dissolve. To the ranks of the spirits, I will add.
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Wardrop. 865. “What thou hast said and what thou speakest I
understand not, nor have I leisure to listen to these things. Death
draws nigh me maddened; life is but for a moment. Now the world
is grown distasteful to me — more than at any time (heretofore). I,
too, go thither to that earth whereon the moisture of my tears
flows.

Urushadze. 875. “What you have I conceive not, nor have I
leisure to hear it.

Leave me, for death is approaching, short is the time allowed me.

There do I go where my tears have flowed in the night of my

SOTTOW.
There do I go where my tears have flowed in the night of my

SOITOW.

Stevenson: “I have not understood your words, nor have I time
to give ear to them: death has drawn near my distraction, life will
last but a moment more. My existence is now utterly hateful; I will
go to that earth which is soaked with my tears.

Lyn Coffin. 894. “What you've said, I don’t understand. Your
words sound like surf on the
shore.
Death draws close to me, a love-crazed man. Life is a moment, no
more.
The world’s grown distasteful to me, more than at any time
before.
I, too, go thither to that earth, moistened by the tears I let pour.
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Wardrop. 866. “Wise! Who is wise, what is wise, how can a
madman act wisely? Had I my wits such discourse would be
fitting. The rose cannot be without the sun; if it be so, it begins to
fade. Thou weariest me, leave me, I have no time, I can endure no
more.”

Urushadze. 876. “What is true wisdom? Who are the wise?
Can a madman act wisely?
Had I my wits and my reason then such words would be
fitting.
Even the rose deprived of the sun droops low and withers.
Go now and leave me: I am tired unto death by your discourse”.

Vivian. The Wise — who are they, and what is wisdom? What does
wisdom mean to someone who is out of his mind — how can a
madman act like a sage? You weary me with such talk, when I have
little time to live. Go now and leave me in peace.’

Stevenson. “ ‘The wise!” — Who is wise, what is wise? Can a
madman act wisely? If my mind were not darkened such talk
would do well enough. But the rose cannot live without the sun, it
begins to fade if denied it. You plague me — I have no time — leave
me — I will hear no more.”

Lyn Coffin. 895. “Wise! How can one who is mad act wisely?
Who is wise? What is wise?
Had I wits, talk with me would be fitting. I would applaud
your tries.
A rose can’t be without the sun. It fades when the sun leaves
the skies.
You weary me. I've no time left. Go away while your comrade
dies.”

ol o



887. 3315 99996900 53m3bo Lo@Gygzoms AMogse-
BIOOMS,
90Y30L: ,00) 3m33309, 39390l LOBYZ0MS M MbYHO0S?
699 043, 565 LB Loddoms, 549 bat Magols IBHgHoms!“
396 15093565, 3965 Jabs LoEyz0ms 39Ms-39M00s.

Wardrop. 867. Avt’handil spoke again with words of many
kinds. He said: “By my head! by these empty words I shall do thee
some good! Do it not! It is not the better deed. Be not thine own
foe!” But he cannot lead him away: he can do nothing at all by
speech.

Urushadze. 877. Avtandil strove once again to persuade
him with even more
fervour.
“Tell me of what avail is death to you or loved one?
Why be a foe to yourself? Why be the doer of evil?”
But all in vain! No entreaties nor force could persuade or move
him.

Vivian. Avtandil renewed his protests, seeking with a variety of
arguments to dissuade Tariel from allowing himself to die. ‘What
good can come from such an evil deed? Do not become an enemy
to yourself!” he urged, but his words had no effect and Tariel was
unmoved by all his pleading.

Stevenson. Avtandil spoke again, trying every means of
persuasion. “What good will dying do?” he said. “Hold back — this
is the wrong course — do not be your own enemy!” But he was
unable to move him; his words availed nothing.

Lyn Coffin. 896. Avtandil replied. He let words of many

different kinds flow.
He pleaded with him, “If you die, what words can help you?

Do you know?
Do not do it! It is not the better deed. Be not your won foe!”
No matter what he said, he couldn’t change his mind or make
him
go.
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