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INTRODUCTION
August 2008 war has forcefully displaced
peaceful citizens and has separated families
and households from each other. GeorgianOssetian conflict has suspended the communication and the traditional coexistence that
have been formed by Georgians and Ossetians
for decades. The war has placed them on different sides of the conflict, although it has not
managed to win over the desire to communicate and to continue having historic ties.
Georgians and Ossetians have had communication separately from politics for years,
which, despite the existing situation still continues in different spheres. In view of reviving
the broken bridges one of such professions is
medicine, which has during last several years
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activated communication between Georgians
and Ossetians and has broken many stereotypes.
The presented book comprises 30 stories which reflect the continuous connection
between Georgian and Ossetian doctors and
patients. Goal of the book is to show readers
how Georgians and Ossetians unite for one
mutual goal, which is called saving lives.
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ABOUT THE PROJECT
Doctors for Peace Project is supported by
the joint EU and UNDP Program, which the
Bridge of Friendship – Kartlosi has implemented
jointly with Nikozi Ambulatory in framework of
the COBERM supported Program. Different activities have been conducted during the 6-month
Project, including:
Meeting of Georgian and Ossetian doctors
has been organized in Israel, during which the
colleagues jointly got acquainted with Israel’s
achievements in healthcare sphere and went
through short-term master-classes in pediatrics and emergency medical care. They participated in free-of-charge medical examinations
conducted in Palestine, shared the experience
of work of different humanitarian and human
rights organizations. They shared experiences
between each other and discussed the opportunities of future cooperation.
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For the newly opened Ophthalmological
Cabinet the Nikozi Ambulatory purchased the
ophthalmological refracto-ceratometer and tonometer.
Free-of-charge medical examinations have
been conducted in five ABL villages.
And finally, the book reflecting the historic
relationships between Georgian and Ossetian
doctors and patients has been published. Each
of the monologues included in the book clearly
shows how health bridges are constructed in the
conflict region during years. Goal of the publication is for the Georgian and Ossetian youth,
who do not have personal experience of mutual
communication and coexistence, to have real
information about the historic ties, in order to
promote their more active engagement in the
confidence building process and to continue the
traditions started by their ancestors.
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NIKOZI AMBULATORY
IS READY TO SERVE
PATIENTS FROM TSKHINVALI
August 2008 was left its tracks on the Nikozi
Ambulatory too. The building was ruined and
almost completely destroyed; the bombed and
robbed medical establishment was rarely visited
by locals, while the suffering population of the
ABL villages needed medical support especially
during that period. Due to such situation, they
had to walk kilometers in order to receive con-
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sultation from doctors and to go through medical examinations.
At the end of 2010, by support from the
Bridge of Friendship – Kartlosi Organization,
Nikozi Ambulatory received support from the EU
and UNDP Program and the two-storey building
was completely reconstructed; heating system
was installed and the water-supply system was
completely renewed; façade of the building was
renewed and 16 rooms were organized in it. In
2011 the ambulatory was reopened and started
functioning, although the medical establishment
still faced serious challenged. It was to satisfy
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Nikozi Ambulatory after rehabilitation
Foto: Nikoloz Dzamukashvili

the demands that local patients had. Next was
to equip the ambulatory with medical equipment
and vehicle. And again, by support from Kartlosi,
the Project was funded by COBERM, as result of
which for the moment the Ambulatory is able to
conduct up to 50 different types of medical tests
and provide medical services locally. Nikozi Ambulatory has its own vehicle which serves local
population. In case of calls for a doctor, the physicians conduct visits to patients. There are also
cases when the vehicle helps patients from Tskhinvali to travel to different clinics.
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Up to 20 Georgian and Ossetian patients visit Nikozi Ambulatory daily. Number of patients
is the highest during the period of scheduled
vaccination.
ABL village Nikozi is located 300-400 meters
away from the Tskhinvali. Ambulatory staff is
ready to serve Tskhinvali population too, as they
believe that healthcare does not recognize nationality and the living place. Their main mission
is to save human lives. Nikozi Ambulatory operating in the conflict zone serves the given noble
mission too.

Nikozi Ambulatory after rehabilitation
Foto: Nikoloz Dzamukashvili
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OPHTHALMOLOGICAL
CABINET
In framework of the COBERM-funded Doctors for Peace Project, the ophthalmological cabinet of the Nikozi Ambulatory has been equipped
with modern medical equipment, which will be
used for providing free-of-charge ophthalmological medical services
to ABL villages’ population.
The

research

conducted prior to
the Project implementation showed
that better access
to ophthalmological services was one
Foto: Nino Chibchiuri

of the priorities for

14

WWW.QARTLOSI.ORG

Foto: Nino Chibchiuri

locals, due to which the Bridge of Friendship
– Kartlosi and Nikozi Ambulatory jointly implemented the Project, which allowed provision of
such services locally. Care for the eyesight of local population became the priority for the project authors, for promoting re-socialization on
the one hand and full-fledged human life in the
conflict zone.
In framework of the Project, Nikozi Ambulatory purchased the ophthalmological ceratorefractometer and tonometer. Currently, the
medical establishment provides free-of-charge
ophthalmological consultations and different types of ophthalmological examinations:
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ophthalmoscopy,
tonometry-refractometry, selection
of eye-glasses; physician also conducts
home-visits to patients.
Nikozi Ambulatory and the Bridge
of Friendship – Kart- Foto: Nikoloz Dzamukashvili
losi representatives
jointly work for raising awareness of population
about medical treatment-preventive services.
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Nikoloz Dzamukashvili
(Director of Nikozi Ambulatory):

“I am proud of
being able to help
patients from Tskhinvali.”
I can remember at least ten or eleven
cases from 2015-2016, when I was personally involved in transferring patients from
Tskhinvali to Georgian clinics. I am very
proud of that. I met them at the official border personally and assisted in their transportation to relevant clinics, according to
their medical needs. After the completion
of treatment, I accompanied them back to
the border.
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I remember one case: a woman came for
an eye surgery; she had bedclothes with her,
thinking that she would have to stay in the
hospital for several days. When I brought
her to the doctor, she said she did not have
relatives on this side, so she would have to
stay in the hospital. She thought that eye
surgery required prolonged procedures.
The doctor calmed her down and told
that she had nothing to worry about. The
patient was astonished when all the procedures were successfully completed in half an
hour. I organized transport for her, accompanied her to Lars border and sent her on
to Tskhinvali. Before leaving, she stressed
there is great confidence in Georgian doctors in Tskhinvali and she has also been convinced of the reality of this confidence.
Of course, I permanently show interest
to the health conditions of our patients in
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Tskhinvali and send greetings to them. The
greetings are not one-sided and when other
patients come and bring me greetings from
there, it is very pleasant.
I am happy that during joint trainings of
colleagues on medical themes, our unofficial
conversations always reflect the joint efforts
for helping patients.
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Neli Longurashvili
(Nikozi/Family Nurse):

“My Husband was Saved by a Doctor
from Tskhinvali”
I started working at the Kvemo Nikozi Ambulatory in 1988. Before that, I worked at the
Kareli Maternity House and used to go to work
from Nikozi for fifteen years. After the start of
the unrest in the 1990s, I transferred here.
Dentist Mikheil Karakulov worked at Nikozi
old ambulatory; he loved his coworkers very
much. He would ride a bicycle from Tskhinvali
to Nikozi every morning. On the way he had to
ride by our house and he would always call me:
“Nelly, aren’t you coming to work?” He had such
an approach to patients that very soon everyone was fond of him. He had an elderly mother,
so he was late to work very often. Every time
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he was late, patients would ask about him with
concern. I often recall his words: “I know here,
in Nikozi Ambulatory, there’s my family. Each
day I am unable to come here, I feel the same
as if I were away from my family…”
I remember Indira, a pediatrician from
Tskhinvali, who worked at our ambulatory, but
left very soon because she got married. She
also won the love of Georgian patients and as
we heard later, she got married and went to live
in Orjonikidze (Vladikavkaz). Locals often asked
about her. Patients from Tskhinvali would
come to our ambulatory and tell us news about
Indira.
Tskhinvali residents also loved our doctors
very much. We had a coworker, therapist Davit
Longurashvili, who specialized in cardiology; he
was the one who was visited most often. Every
week, a minimum of one or two patients would
come from Tskhinvali and Gujabauri (village
nearby Nikozi; currently occupied) to Nikozi
Ambulatory. They have said many times that
Nikozi cardiologist was praised in Tskhinvali.
Gynecologist Aza Plieva noted this in a con-
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versation with him, when I was giving birth in
Tskhinvali hospital. Medical personnel spoke in
Georgian to us at that time.
My husband had an ingrown hair; our
neighbor was an ambulance driver and brought
doctor Solomonia from Tskhinvali to our house.
As soon as he looked at my husband, he reprimanded me – Woman, you have almost killed
the man; why haven’t you come to us before?
They put us in the car and took us to Tskhinvali
and my husband went through a surgery there.
They kept us in the hospital for two weeks. I recall that period very warmly… Ossetian doctors
showed great attention to us.
I would walk to Tskhinvali and back; I was
25-26 then and didn’t feel any fear at all. Before
going to the ambulatory, I would sell one or
two buckets of cherries in Tskhinvali and would
come to work afterwards…
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Eteri Goloshvili
(Nikozi resident):

Young People
I did not Know Took me
to Tskhinvali Hospital
One winter I was walking in the central
street of Tskhinvali and a car slipped in the
street. The driver lost control and hit me with
the car. The car vanished immediately and I
was left in the snow all alone. Soon, a second
car stopped by. Four local, young men got out
of the car and showed interest in my condition.
I don’t speak Ossetia, but I could guess what
they were saying. They understood Georgia,
so I answered them in Georgian. They took
me up, put me in their car and took me to the
hospital. I only had three Lari, but they did not
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let me spend a Tetri; they even told the doctor that I was their relative and that he should
pay good attention to me. The doctors put a
plaster cast on my arm; the young men waited
for me outside and paid the necessary amount
too. They put me back in the car and drove
me all the way to Gujabauri. They offered to
take me all the way to my house and to give
me some money, which I of course refused. I
asked them to tell me their names before saying goodbye, but they did not; they just said
they knew my husband and left. My husband
worked for private orders as a craftsman in
Tskhinvali and went there quite often. After,
when I was going there for bandaging, I met
one of those young men by the supermarket.
He recognized me too… He stopped the car
and hugged me as if I was his family. How
are you? Is your arm ok? Maybe you have
remembered that driver or the license plate
of his car? He again offered me help; told me
that if I needed something, he knew all the
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doctors and would go to them with me. I told
him that I was grateful to them for the attention that they and the Tskhinvali doctors
showed to me.
My fractured arm deformed a little, so every time I look at it, I remember those Ossetian
young men that I did not know; the good that
they did to me and showed such support when
I was in need.
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Ia Chavchavadze
(Nikozi resident):

Dad Regretted that
he did not Listen to
Tskhinvali Doctor

Tskhinvali is my hometown. I was born and
raised there, but left to live in Nikozi, after I got
married. My parents lived in Tskhinvali, but after the conflict started, they also left the city.
It is very hard to lose a home and dad suffered
from it and passed away. First he had a stroke
when he left the town and we put him in Shindisi
hospital.
There was a good neuropathologist in Tskhinvali hospital. We sent a note and asked him
to come to Shindisi. Movement on the roads
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was not so restricted at that time. The doctor
came to Shindisi hospital quickly, examined
dad and told him he could be taken to Tskhinvali hospital for better treatment. Dad did not
agree, as he thought that such a step would
have been too risky in such a tense situation.
After his health condition worsened, he regretted not listening to the doctor. He passed away
soon after that.
Who knows, maybe he would have lived, if
he had listened to the doctor? Who knows…
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Khvicha Magradze
(Nikozi resident):

We go to see people from Tskhinvali
in Georgian clinics
Patients coming for medical treatment
from Tskhinvali often stay with Georgian
families. I hosted such one of these families
for several months. They contact me, when
they have to come for medical issues to this
side and stay at my house. There was a case
when a lone man passed away on this side;
he had children and relatives in Tskhinvali and
we, former Tskhinvali residents participated in
the transportation of his body. Many of them
come to Georgian side through Lars and when
they need something, they contact us…
Just recently, near Tskhinvali, in Gujabauri,
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a car accident took place. Several members of
one family were injured in the accident. It appeared as if people collected money for them
in Tskhinvali. The little girl was in the most
severe condition; she was taken to Georgian
side, to Gori Hospital… I met her grandmother, who stayed with her and the other injured
member of their family; her son-in-law, if
I’m not mistaken. They both needed a lot of
blood, so Georgians provided them with it. I
would not have learnt about this, if my classmate from Tskhinvali had not told me about it.
Together we went to see them at the hospital
and personally met people thankful to Georgian doctors.
Whenever we hear that someone we
know is in a hospital on this side, we, IDPs from
Tskhinvali always go to see them. As usual, it
happens between people living on the same
side. Yes, it is like this between us even today.
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Lali Goginashvili
(Nikozi resident):

My child was saved
in Tskhinvali hospital
My child was six months when he was
struck by a virus, which we were unable to
treat. In the space of two-three weeks the
baby lost three kilos. The baby was dying
on my hands and was in a coma for one
day. His attending doctor was Inesa Tuaeva, who made the same diagnosis as the
professor. She saved my dying baby. My
baby had a staphylococcal infection and
we did not think he could be saved. There
was no time to go to Tbilisi, so we transported him to Tskhinali. Local doctors did
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their absolute maximum and my child was
completely healthy in one week.
I used to tell my son about this doctor
very often. He knew that she saved him
when he was a baby. When the conflict
started in 1990s, my son was crying and
asking to bring his doctor to him, so that
she would not be killed in the war.
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Asmat Garsevanishvili
(Shindisi/Family Doctor):

My colleagues from Tskhinvali and I
travel far to meet each other
I have relatives in Java and before the
war we used to visit each other a lot. I often
spent summer holidays there, but due to well
known reasons our communication was lost. I
had many attempts to contact them, but without any result. I was unable to reach them by
phone or by letters. I have a great desire to resume communication with them. I have had
Ossetian classmates in the institute too; as I
found out, they no longer live in Tskhinvali and
have moved to Russia.
Supported by the Organization Kartlosi,
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I met new colleagues from Tskhinvali at the
meeting organized in Turkey. During informal
conversations we recalled the peaceful period,
our relations, and common acquaintances and
so on. Of course, we also discussed challenges
in the medical sphere, innovations and development directions. They also emphasized the
progress in Georgian medicine and showed interest to our experience and pointed to the necessity of development of healthcare
in Tskhinvali. We all had to make a report
on the topic: How we work and what we do in
the medical sphere. I would like to stress that
Tskhinvali colleagues showed great interest
to the village doctor program. We told them
about the program in detail and explained that
after certification we also received the status of
family doctor. Such programs are not available
to them so the majority of their questions were
on this issue.
At one of the meetings I asked Tskhinvali
medics why their patients come for treatment
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in Georgia. They replied that they have relatives and friends in Georgia and that they also
want to see Georgia… “We can send a patient
to Moscow too; this depends on their own
choice”, they stressed.
It is great that in spite of the existing situation, there still is communication between
Georgians and Ossetians. I would be very glad
to meet my colleagues from Tskhinvali again
and to get involved in healthcare development
processes together.
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Lia Chlachidze
(Ergneti village resident):

We transported a man
torn by a wolf from Tskhinvali
to Gori Hospital
It was July 2008. The situation was extremely tense, roads were blocked and any
kind of movement was suspended. I was
working for the OSCE Tskhinvali Office at that
time, although, I was also restricted in movement and they did not let us enter Tskhinvali
either. At the end of July, at dawn, my phone
rang. I looked at the number and it was my
friend from Tskhinvali, who worked for the
so called militia then. As soon as I answered
the call, the man started crying and saying
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that he needed help, as his brother was torn
by wolves in Tbeti village (above Tskhinvali).
He was in a coma and needed immediate
medical care. Doctors did not recommend
his transportation to Vladikavkaz, due to the
long distance. My friend asked me for help
in taking his brother to the Georgian side. Of
course it was a great responsibility to take on
oneself, so I asked why he could not organize
his brother’s transportation himself. He said
that he was strictly warned against taking
even one step towards the Georgian side; he
would not be able to go back and of course
he would also lose his job. He was the deputy
chief of militia of one of the districts at that
time; we had good, friendly relations and always helped each other when we could.
I was highly concerned. I called the Georgian clinics immediately and they told me to
help him and promised all the possible support from their side.
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I called the Tkviavi ambulance service
which was the closest to Ergneti; explained
everything and asked them to go to Tskhinvali with me, but they categorically refused:
We cannot cross the ABL; there is no guarantee that we will come back alive – they said.
After I called my friend in Tskhinvali again and
asked him to ensure security measures from
his side. I used my work position to utilize
contacts and called the then Chief of Peacekeeping Forces Kulakhmetov and asked him
for help. He promised help and told me to
come to the Ergneti block-post; he would
have a military escort car waiting for us there,
which would accompany our ambulance to
Tskhinvali.
I convinced the Georgian doctors to agree
to this proposition; I spoke with Kulakhmetov
in their presence, so that they could hear the
guarantees of security personally. Finally,
they agreed.
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We entered Tskhinvali; the city looked
abandoned, there was nobody in the streets…
despite the fact that the Chief of Peacekeeping Forces kept his promise and Russian soldiers escorted us in their car, the feeling of
fear was still very intense.
We went to Tkhinvali Hospital; the injured man looked very bad. His brother, my
friend, was also there and asked me to take
care of him, as he could not come with us to
Georgian side. We took the injured man and
on the way I was wishing for him to stay alive,
so we would not be blamed of any provocation. There was no time to go to Tbilisi, so we
went to Gori Military Hospital.
The then Director of the Hospital Nukri
Jokhadze gathered the medical personnel and
saved the life of the 63-years-old man, who
was almost torn to pieces by wolves. They
provided medical treatment completely freeof-charge; two surgeries were conducted.
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He was soon taken from the emergency
department to the ward. I went and asked
about his condition every day. The patient
started talking in a few days. First thing he
told me was that his attitude towards Georgians has completely changed; he said that
he had no doubts that he would be safe in
our hands. We had him talk with his brother
on the phone several times too.
The first days of August neared and the
situation became extremely tense. I still visited this man in Gori Hospital. I would bring
food to him and feed him myself… But, the
ruinous August 8 came and my family were
also in a grave situation. We left Ergneti on
August 9 and scattered. In several days, after
Gori was bombed, the Military Hospital was
evacuated and patients were taken from Gori.
When the situation began to stabilize and we
came back to our senses, I started searching
for that man in Tbilisi’s hospitals. Finally, by
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help from the Ministry of Healthcare, I found
him in the Hospital of Infectious Diseases in
Khiliani District of Tbilisi, but, unfortunately,
he had already passed away. His attending
doctor gave me his medical record and passport. I asked if there was a chance to save
him and the doctor said that his death was
inevitable, as wolf’s teeth contain ferments
that are stronger than the substances entering human body when bitten by a mad dog.
The first symptoms of rabies appeared
when he was brought to Tbilisi hospital and
while he still had a grasp of consciousness,
was asking to be taken to Ergneti; he said
there was a woman who would take care
of him there. Unfortunately, at that time
Ergneti and its surroundings did not exist anymore…. Villages were burnt down and there
were only several elders left in the territory,
hiding in the cellars and orchards.
It was very hard for me to tell his relatives
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about the tragedy. Still, I had to do it, so I
called them; it was around August 19-20. I
explained to them what has happened and
told them that there was no chance to save
the man… They hung up and did not answer
my further calls. I could not leave the deceased without attention, so I contacted the
Red Cross and they transported the corpse
to Tskhinvali. I still have his passport and
medical history with me. I am waiting for the
time when I will be able to personally bring
the documents to his relatives and tell them
about all the details of the hard days of August…
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Natela Meskhidze-Bochoradze
(Nikozi resident):

Thanks to Tskhinvali ambulance
doctors, I was able to bring food
products to my family
It was the 1990s. The situation between
Georgians and Ossetians was becoming increasingly aggravated daily. Life was very hard for
everyone. Gori grocery stores were empty. We
did not have any food at home. I took the risk
and sneaked from Nikozi, through Gujabauri, to
Tskhinvali.
I selected some new clothes we had at
home and warned my daughter not to tell anyone about my departure. I had little grandchildren at that time and had to feed them somehow.
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There was no other chance, so I took the
risk. I had not been to Tskhinvali alone before
that. It was the end of September and the
weather was good. I walked 400 meters and
approached the block-post of Russian peacekeepers. There was a lake nearby. I am originally from Gori, but I know Tskhinvali like my
five fingers, as my husband had many relatives
there and we used to visit them frequently.
I was tired from walking; and it was hot… I
set by the lake and put my feet in the water… I
was shivering from fear, as I could see the soldiers with machine guns nearby.
Russian soldiers came and asked: Do you
have somebody accompanying you? – I don’t
need anyone; are you going to kill me or what?
– I replied. No, we are not. If you are in need,
we can help you – they said. I refused.
I took some rest and continued my journey.
I turned left and went to the Ambulance building. I had many friends there; doctors, working
there. They recognized me immediately and
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I started crying. Why are we separated from
each other? We shouldn’t be like this… - they
said. – I am not a politician, I don’t understand
it myself, and what can I tell you? – I replied.
I showed them the clothes I brought with
me and sold everything. My friend’s doctors
asked me come again and to bring fruits for sale.
I was not familiar with Russian money at
that time, but I still went to the so called small
market of Tskhinvali and bought what I could:
some butter, 3 kilos of flour, one kilo of rice and
half a kilo of chocolate for children; after that I
left to go back.
Suddenly, a round of bullets from a machine
gun was shot nearby. It was Saturday and it appeared that they were shooting at a funeral. At
that moment my daughter started crying and
my husband asked where I was… just before
my daughter answered him, I entered our yard,
holding two bags of food.
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Naili Maisuradze
(Nikozi Ambulatory nurse):

Georgian and Ossetian students
went through practice
in Tskhinvali Hospital together
I am originally from Achabeti; graduated
from the school there too. Later I graduated
from Tskhinvali Medical Institute and started
working in the city. In one of the districts of
Tskhinvali, called Tsarzi, there was an ophthalmological clinic Optika; they made glasses there. I worked there and the clinic supplied medical establishments with all kinds of
inventory too…
I remember, they took us to a practice in
a hospital, when we were still studying in the
institute. Of course, patients were put on the
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surgical table naked. We were young girls,
so before they would remove the sheet from
patient and complete the surgery, we used to
go outside of the surgical ward. There was a
doctor Solomonia there at that time. Once,
when he noticed that we were embarrassed,
he kept us in the ward and the moment he
completed the surgery, he promptly removed
the sheet from the patient. We all looked at
each other and left the ward completely embarrassed…
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Gia Gochashvili
(IDP from Kheiti village/Karaleti
IDP Settlement):

I am still alive thanks
to a strange person and
Tskhinvali doctors
It was April 2005; I was walking from
Nikozi to Tskhinvali. During that time, we did
not even use transport when the weather was
good. In spite of the fact that there were tensions from time to time, we still did not refrain from movement and continued contacts
and relations with each other. Suddenly, I
was stopped by some masked people on the
Nikozi-Tskhinvali road. They deafened me and
put me in the trunk of their car. They took me
to Tskhinvali park, wounded me in the chest
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with a knife and left me there. As I found out
later, some person walking by noticed me and
took me to the hospital. Ossetian doctors in
Tskhinvali hospital operated on me immediately. That stranger also donated blood to
me. He left the hospital and I still do not know
who he was. I know one thing for sure – the
fact that that I am still alive it is thanks to that
stranger and Tskhinvali doctors.
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Ketevan Gogidze
(IDP from Kurta village/
Kurta Hospital employee):

Ossetian Colleague Helped
Georgian Patient at Her Own Risk
In 1989 I worked at Kurta Hospital, when
a great Tkhinvali woman came to work there.
Tina Zakharova was about 40 and spoke very
good Georgian. She said that at first she studied at Georgian school and did not forget the
language since then; furthermore, she had frequent contact with Georgians.
When the tension rose in the 1990s, she
decided to quit her job in order to avoid the
threats. When the situation became stabilized,
the village asked for her return and she came
back to work.
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Medical personnel were also glad to see
Tina back. She won our love very soon and became a member of our big family. I remember
her hard work and devotion to Georgian and
Ossetian patients. She would visit patients at
home and would show interest to the condition
of each of them. One of them, Grigol Mindiashvili was in need of in-hospital treatment. Movement was always possible at that time and carried serious risks; but Tina planned the patient’s
transportation to Gori the evening before and
did it the next day. We transported the patient
from Tamaresheni village; she met us at the
Tskhinvali block-post and accompanied the car
with the patient Grigol Mindiashvili to Ergneti.
He was properly attended to by Georgian doctors and feels very well until now.
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Nazo Kazhashvili
(IDP from Kurta village/
hospital employee):

I was unconscious
during two weeks and a doctor
from Tskhinvali healed me
I was the year 2000; I was working at
Kurta Hospital. One day, I returned home
from work very tired and layed down.
When my family members came in the evening, they found me unconscious. Situation tensed from time to time then and we
refrained from too much movement on the
so called Tsveriakho Mountain, which con-
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nected Didi Liakhvi Gorge with Georgian
village; and we could not go to Tskhinvali at
all. My family members contacted friends
in Tskhinvali and somehow managed to
bring to me by car the neuropathologist
Stiopa Biazrov. The doctor examined me
and gave the prescription.
I was unconscious for two weeks, but the
doctor did everything he could and brought
me back to life. I do not remember anything
that happened during those two weeks, but
after I was healed, they told me that the
doctor would come from Tskhinvali to Kurta
to see me every second day.
Nobody believed that I would be come
back to my senses, but I opened my eyes as
result of the treatment assigned by the neuropathologist from Tskhinvali.
I was completely healed in about three
months and I went back to work.

They
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brought Stiopa to one of the patients at that
time. I recognized him the moment I saw him
and said hello; he looked at me in surprise;
he probably thought I was already dead and
joked – Are you still alive? It is thanks to you
that I am alive and as you can see now I am
again fighting for the health of others – I replied to my savior…
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Mari Khmiadashvili
(Tserovani IDP Settlement/
Kurta Hospital employee):

Warm relations with Ossetian
colleagues used to continue
after work
I remember with great love and respect my
late colleague, the best person, great professional, surgeon Temo Tibilov.
Temo worked as a surgeon at Tskhinvali
and Kurta Hospitals at the same time. During
those years (end of 1990s and beginning of the
21st century), when it was risky and dangerous
to live in Didi Liakhvi Gorge, Temo was a real
bridge of friendship between us. Great woman, Meri, Temo’s mother would always host us
with great love in Tskhinvali (Stalin Street) and
Temo also loved feasting in our Gorge.
Temo helped everyone who needed surgi-
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cal interruption during that period; he either
operated himself or acted as a consultant…
Gratitude from patients was often expressed in inviting doctors to a table; Temo’s
different, modest, sharp-tongued humor was
very special. Once, when they came out of the
surgery ward, they went to visit our now late
colleague Tamar Khutsinashvili; they were very
hungry. Tamar was not ready for the unexpected guests and fried and boiled some eggs. She
later told us they ate 50 eggs.
Tireless, always humorous and full of energy, he would spend several nights in the surgery
ward and would never complain… For me and
not only for me Temo will always be the best
example of a professional doctor and humane
compassion; the doctor, who was not stopped
neither by hardship, nor by war and new borders.

DOCTORS FOR PEACE

Ekaterine Sukhishvili
(Vice-Rector of Euro-Regional University,
PhD, Associated Professor)

That was
the relationship…
It was the year 2003. Georgia was just
coming to its senses after the shocks from all
the wars; life became calmer and I decided
to try myself in the medical internship and
entered the Obstetrics and Gynecology Faculty of the Medical Faculty of Moscow Dental
University; in parallel I also worked as doctorintern at the 15th Clinic Hospital of the city.
The buildings of gynecology and obstetrics were separate and were connected to
each other with a bridge. Once they gave me a
Georgian patient, who was from Mejvriskhevi
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by the way and tasked me to take her to the
gynecology building for examination. On the
way I was speaking to the patient in Georgian.
Three women in white robes were walking in
front of us. Suddenly one of them stopped,
approached me and asked in Russian: Eka, is
this you? I looked at her and recognized my
closest friend from Orjonikidze (Vladikavkaz)
Luiza Bekmurzieva, who I have not seen for
ten years and did not know any news about
her.
It would have made a good movie, if
somebody would have recorded the moment of our meeting. Tears of joy and emotion were mixed with each other. We hugged
each other and cried out loud. People looked
at us in astonishment; some of them even
offered us help. I spent happiest two years
with Luiza and her family when I was studying in Orjonikidze. And now we still keep in
touch…
Doctor at the maternity ward was
Totchiev, from Tskhinvali. At first he tried
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to conceal his origins, but later we found so
many mutual friends in Gori and Tbilisi that
he took me as a friend too and tried to teach
me everything he knew and to help me become a professional doctor. He recalled with
regret the past years. He regretted his mistakes made in relation to Georgians and it
seemed he tried to improve the situation by
having good relations with Georgian interns.
Today, he is a well-known and successful doctor and often comes to different medical conferences or congresses organized in Georgia.
In 2007, in framework of a UN Program
for Family Planning, we four Georgian doctors were sent to Ukraine. We all were gynecologists and were involved in the Program
since 2000. Doctors from Ossetia, Abkhazia
and Ukraine were to participate in the event
together with us. It was five-day training and
I will never forget the first day, when we all
gathered in the hotel lobby. It is impossible
to describe those emotions. I have not met
colleagues from Tskhinvali and Sokhumi since
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the war. We looked at each other from distance. Those were the moments of missing,
fear, love and emotions. It was an Ossetian
representative who took the first step and
said – We are brothers Georgians, why are
you looking at from that far? And the communication opened. It appeared that Samachablo (Tskhinvali region) and Gori doctors
had many common friends and relatives. Abkhazians were a little late to enter the communication… Those days will also remain as
sweet memories in our minds…
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Ekaterine Bichinovi
(Vladikavkaz):

There truly are highly qualified doctors
in Georgia
We always refrain about going to a doctor,
before something actually happens to us, furthermore, when we are not sure that the diagnosis made will be correct. In any case, here in
Vladikavkaz, almost everyone thinks like this. I
feel the same.
Two years ago, my friend decided to go
to see a doctor in Tbilisi and asked me to go
along. I have spent all my childhood in Gori;
have lived in Georgia for years and that is why
I was asked to go too. I took this boy to a dermatologist in one of the clinics and once I saw
the high level of service and qualification of
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doctors, I decided to go through examination
too. I was examined by a cardiologist, ordologist and mammologist. My friend and I were
both very satisfied! Doctors examined us thoroughly, received us very warmly and treated
us very good. I was convinced that Georgian
doctors are highly qualified and love their profession and patients.
We have visited many doctors in Vladikavkaz, but could not see any results and that is
why we decided to go to Georgian doctors…
I have not been in Georgia since 2008 and
it was only in 2015 when I managed to go. Of
course, my neighbor also liked Georgia very
much…
Doctors received us very well; took analysis and specialists consulted us in parallel.
They knew we needed help and they did it!
What is important, the treatment also brought
positive results.
We stayed in the country we missed so
much for two days… I plan to go to see a dentist in Georgia in the nearest future.
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Malkhaz Burnadze
(Kurta Hospital surgeon):

They sneaked a 23-years-old severely
ill young man from Tskhinvali to us
I worked at Kurta Hospital before the war.
The situation then was such that patients came
to us only from neighboring Georgian villages;
but there were cases when some patients had
to come to us taking highest risks. One day,
when movement was already limited, they
sneaked a 23-years-old young man from Tskhinvali to us. Medical personnel in Tskhinvali
were very weak and they tried to take severe
patients either to Tbilisi or to the Gorge.
The young man I am speaking about had
spent 11 years in prison. He was arrested in
Russia in childhood. First he was serving sen-
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tence in the juvenile prison and after he probably again did something wrong and after serving 11-year sentence returned to Tskhinvali.
He had the duodenal ulcer. When the pain
started, somebody advised him to drink vodka
as an analgesic; can you imagine what vodka
would do to diseased organs?! An emergency
surgery was necessary and when we prepared
the surgical ward, we saw that his shoulders
were covered in prison tattoos.
I extubated over a liter of vodka from the
abdominal cavity and operated on him. Thank
God, everything went on successfully. He felt
very well. I would like to stress that all the
medical personnel showed special attention to
him. We kept him in the hospital for five days
and after sneaked him back to Tskhinvali.
Until 2008 I kept asking about his health
condition and once even met him. I was glad
to see that everything was good with him…

DOCTORS FOR PEACE

Author anonimous
(Tsitelubani):

“I thought I was helping my son who
has gone to war, when I was taking care
of the Ossetian soldier”
It was August 11, 2008 morning. Giorgi’s
family knew nothing about his whereabouts.
All his parents learned the evening before that
part of their son’s battalion was bombed by artillery. He could not be reached on the phone.
On midnight they received an sms: “Mom, I’m
alive. Don’t worry.” Mother was not able to go
back to sleep after that. She was thinking that
Giorgi was wounded and was hiding somewhere. Still, she had hoped that even if Giorgi
was wounded, there would be somebody to
help him and give him shelter. That somebody
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could have been some enemy’s mother, loved
one or even a wife. “Wouldn’t I do the same if
I had found a wounded soldier? But, I’m a doctor and if Giorgi does not meet a doctor, who
will take care of him?” – She was thinking.
At dawn, she heard somebody knocking
on the door. First she was scared, but after
calmed down, as an aggressor would not be
knocking. It is probably a neighbor she thought
and sneaked down the stairs. Neighbor Nunu
was leaning on the door. Please, measure my
pressure; I’m not feeling well, didn’t sleep all
night – she said. Nunu told her how she could
not sleep because of Russian soldier groaning nearby. Russians were camped beside
her house. One of the soldiers was heavily
wounded. “I don’t know what’s wrong with
him, but his groaning is killing me. I could not
sleep. He’s very young I think; was calling for
mom all night,” Nunu said.
Despite that fact that the village population did not dare to go outside because of fear,
news still circulated fast. In the afternoon, a
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Russian soldier came to the village grocery
store and asked for help for his friend. “He
has inflammation on the injured leg; we cannot help him. Maybe you can…” – the tall,
blonde soldier begged. Four women and two
men over 70 silently looked at the soldier.
- Heh, what times have come; enemy is
asking for our help – one of them said.
- Why an enemy, man… he’s son of a human too – the second one argued.
They started discussing; they were afraid
that if they had helped the enemy soldier,
somebody could have punished them; while,
a man was dying and it was necessary to help
him. They were in the middle discussion when
Giorgi’s mother came into the store… They
brought the wounded to the doctor’s house
and put him on Giorgi’s bed. The woman remembered the thoughts from the previous
night. She cleaned the wound; it was almost
at the stage of gangrene. She game him medicines and asked his companions to bring him to
her for bandaging next day too. The wounded
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kissed her hand.
-Thank you mother… you are my Savior
Angel! – The boy said and tears came down his
cheeks. The woman looked away and left the
room. They were bringing the wounded to her
during ten days. He was completely healed.
Soldiers left the Georgian village on the eleventh day. They left the village in silence, without any noise. One of the soldiers went to the
old gates of a two-story house and entered the
yard. He approached the woman in the yard,
kneeled down, took her hand, put it to his
cheek and said – “Thank you, mother” – this
time he said it in Georgian.
The woman watched his teary eyes with a
smile. The soldier was crying… She petted him
on the head; he was a lot younger than Giorgi.
– “Thank you, mother, for saving my life”…
“I did what I could, son… It was my duty…”
She said. “Unfortunately war does not recognize mothers, doctors or anyone else; it kills
everyone. I have probably killed too. I am
sorry; I will always remember that a Georgian
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woman, who we may have killed someone of,
brought me back to life. God bless you and
your family…”
“My son is a soldier too. He is fighting for
his homeland. I don’t know where and how he
is now. When I was treating you, I was thinking I was taking care of him. “
The soldier stood up. He looked back several times, before he was too far away.
“This cursed war…” The woman whispered
to herself…
“May these falling leaves take out pain
away and may my boy come back to me alive,
oh Lord”, the woman mumbled.
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Author anonimous
(Tskhinvali):

“It is possible to stay human
even in the most complicated
situation”
Tskhinvali was burning in fire. Permanent
battles were underway in the city surroundings and nearby villages. They were transported the wounded to Tbilisi Republic Hospital regularly. The other side was sending the
wounded to Vladikavkaz. It appeared that one
of the Ossetian soldiers was heavily wounded.
His friends were trying to find a way to save
him. The only way was to bring a doctor to
him from Tbilisi, which was almost impossible
at that moment.
Ossetian soldiers asked for help from the
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well-known general Kim Tsagalov. He had
fought for a long time in Afghanistan and was
distinguished by bravery, calmness and the
skillsof finding solutions to most complicated
situations. General listened to them, thought
a little and said they needed a man who would
be able to go to Tbilisi. Despite the war, bloodshed and existence of the permanent frontline, there were people who managed to cross
the separation line. They found such a man,
a Georgian from Gori. Kim gave him an encrypted letter and told him who to go to. The
letter read: “Old man, we are waiting for you;
patient is bad; wound is severe. Car is without
license plate number. Driver – Z…dze. Signature – Darayman.” The addressee of the letter
was Igor Makhnin, who worked in Tbilisi Military Hospital. The friend did not disappoint
Kim. It was not surprising, as their friendship
was tested under the burning sun of Afghanistan. The driver also did miracles on the road.
The doctor would not get to the destination if
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it was not for his skills. He sneaked by Georgian and Ossetian checkpoints like an invisible
man. There was threat on both sides; even if
they met Ossetian fighters who did not know
anything about their mission, they would be
immediately shot dead…
This is one of the stories when Georgian,
Russian and Ossetian proved that a human can
remain a human even in the most complicated
situations.
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Nargiza Devidze
(Tserovani IDP Settlement):

Tskhinvali doctors made me
forget the dog-bite by their
warm attitude
I used to go Tskhinvali for trading. One day,
a homeless dog bit me. The bite was very serious and when the people walking around me
saw the blood, one of the women ran into her
house and called an ambulance. Others rushed
to me, washed the wound with soap and water and bandaged it before the doctors came.
The ambulance came soon and took me to the
medical point.
The wound was so serious that I needed a
mini-surgery. They put some stitches too and
joked with me that I was not bitten by a dog,
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but by a lion. I did not have money to pay for
the medical service, as I did not have time to
trade in the morning, so I asked the doctor shyly
how much I needed to pay. Nothing, he said,
just stay healthy and safe… He called the pharmacist and gave the list of medicines I needed
for post-operational rehabilitation. I was so
confused I hardly mumbled that I did not have
any money to afford all those medicines. The
doctor smiled and asked the pharmacist to give
out the medicines on credit to his name. I instantly forgot the dog-bite. My heart was so full
of love and warmth that I did not feel any pain.
It would have been so good if life continued
like that. That doctor trusted me, a complete
stranger. That great man and doctor was Vova
Jioev. Next time I went to Tskhinvali I paid the
medical service fee and covered the debt for
the medicines too, but I will never forget the
kindness and compassion of Doctor Vova and
other Tskhinvali Ossetians.
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Nodar Makharadze
(Tsitelubani village):

Russians took me to the intensive care
unit of the field hospital
after Ossetians asked them to
Resident of Gori region Tsitelubani village
Nodar Makharadze decided to go and work
in the field on that day. He was thinking – so
what that there’s war now; soldiers are doing
their job; why should a peasant sit and do nothing? It was August 8, 2008. Soon after starting
work in the field, Nodar felt pain the chest and
fainted. Neighbors found him after four hours
and took him home. As it was war and Gori was
being bombed too, they did not risk taking him
to hospital. Nodar’s health condition worsened
on August 11. Ossetians in the village were
concerned and started to look for possibilities
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to help him. Finally, they decided to go to Russian soldiers and asked for help from the field
hospital personnel.
Nodar Makharade: “On August 12, 2008,
a Russian doctor came and told me that it was
necessary to take me to the hospital because of
my severe condition. I asked them to take me
to the Georgian Police block-post in Igoeti village, as a car would come and take me to Tbilisi
from there; they refused and took me to their
field hospital intensive care unit in Tskhinvali.
My health condition was severe, but they did
not give me any attention at all. I lay beside
wounded Russian soldiers, which worsened by
situation even more.
An August 13, they took me to one of the
buildings in Tskhinvali, which had Human Rights
Protection Center, written on it; although, there
was Russian Emergency Situations Headquarters there at that time. They put me in one of
the rooms, gave me medicine Panangin and told
me to drink it if I felt bad. They also assigned a
nurse to me; great Ossetian woman. She took
best care of me; I always had food, water and
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clean cloths. My only concern was to somehow
get out of that hell. Russian strictly told me that I
would be among others at the time of exchange
of prisoners. I asked them in surprise – did you
take me prisoner or helped me as a patient?
My health condition worsened every day and I
asked help from my nurse. I used her cellphone
and called my co-villagers who have moved to
Vladikavkaz. They promised to do everything
possible to save me. Unfortunately, I cannot
name those great Ossetians, who have saved
my life. On August 24, 2008, they sneaked me
out of Tskhinvali and waited for me call when
I would be safe. I dream about meeting those
people again, so that I can thank them for what
they did for me. Peace is built from the hearts
of such people…
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Nino Chochievi
(Vladikavkaz):

I always visit Georgian doctors
when being in Georgia
I moved from Gori to Vladikavkaz with my
family in 2002. My olderdest child was one
year and seven months old. Now he is 15. In
Gori we lived in the Chala District and had the
village in Skra. I do not go to Vladikavkaz doctors even when I have simple flu; as you know
healthcare sphere is not well developed here
yet. I plan to get double citizenship next time
I come to Georgia and plan visits to doctors after that.
I went through spine surgery in Digomi
district of Tbilisi. My right leg was completely
useless before that. The surgery took place
on January 27, 2014. Now I have water in my
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knee. Due to lack of tie I had to see a doctor
here, in Vladikavkaz and they pumped the water out in one of the local clinics. It appeared
that they should not have. After I went to
Gori and they did the same. My condition
worsened. Finally, I went to Tbilisi and they
assigned a twenty-day treatment. One month
passed before my condition improved. They
did ultrasound in the hospital and said that
surgery was necessary, but only after consultation with a traumatologist in Digomi. The
surgeon examined me and said that before
deciding with the surgery it would be better to
do the treatment and in case of no result then
he would operate.
After ten days he again examined me and
saw that water has dried. We continued treatment for ten more days: Let us see the results;
after we will give you some medicine and you
will be safe for minimum a year, he said.
Trip from Vladikavkaz to Tbilisi and back
costs 130 GEL. We often visit doctors when
being in Georgia on vacation. We usually go to
Batumi and this year, we plan to visit Tianeti.
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Mamuka Mamatsashvili
(Gori resident):

Patient with burns brought
from Tskhinvali was saved by Georgian
doctors
I have been personally participating in
bringing patients from Tskhinvali to Georgian
side since 2008 war. Ossetian citizens permanently go through treatment in Georgian
clinics. There was a case, which I often recall.
He was a 21-years-old young man, who was
burned in a hot bath. As I found out, they
have dug trenches outside, during infrastructural works and accidentally cut the natural
gas pipe. Gas leaked into the bath for a long
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time. This guy went to take a bath in the
morning and the gas exploded.
He was brought to Tbilisi by help from the
Red Cross. Doctors did not want to treat him;
it was impossible to save him, they claimed.
Finally, they took the risk. Fortunately, the
patient was saved. He remained in hospital
for over a month. As we heard now, he feels
well, but has scars on his body.
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Tamaz Bestaevi
(Tbilisi/Doctor):

Newborn weighed only 500 grams and
parents living in Tskhinvali did not believe it
was possible to save him
After the August 2008 war, there were many
cases when we have helped patients from Tskhinvali to go to clinics on Georgian side, but most
distinguished was what happened last year.
Several years ago, there was a young man
with 90% burns that came from Tskhinvali. It
was practically impossible to save him, but
Georgian doctors managed and treated him
successfully. I met this man on Georgian side
last year again, although, this time he came
with pregnant wife, who had pathological problems during pregnancy.
Red Cross transported the woman in severe
condition; she needed immediate medical attention.
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As it appeared, the embryo did not develop
well and forceful delivery was necessary. The
woman was Ossetian, but understood Georgian. It was the case of premature delivery and
usually mother’s life is in danger when it happens. Everyone thought that the underdeveloped newborn would not be able to live, but
Gudushauri Clinic doctors did their best and the
miracle happened. The newborn weighed only
500 grams and nobody believed that with such
rare fact in the history of medicine, he would
not be able to survive.
Thanks to the miraculous efforts by the doctors, both mother and the baby were saved. The
baby was in an incubator for three months. He
gradually gained weight and when he reached
2.5 kilos and mother was also fully healed, they
were signed out of the hospital.
The young parents from Tskhinvali could
not believe that this happened. We, medical
workers, are proud that he Ossetian boy was
born and survived thanks to the highest qualification and professionalism of Georgian doctors.
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Davit Kazakhashvili
(IDP from Tamarasheni):

Patient from Tskhinvali appeared to be
a neighbor of my parents
I have been involved in the process actively,
in view of guiding and obtaining of necessary
documents since 2011, when patients from
Tskhinvali started coming for medical assistance to Georgian side.
Severe patients are being transported by assistance from the Red Cross through Ergneti and
if they can move themselves, they officially cross
border at Lars and come to Georgian clinics.
At least five patients come every day, mainly woman, who we have rented a house for.
There are always at least 10-12 women in that
house. Their number goes up to 700-800 every
year. I already have friendly relations with the
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patients and I am always especially happy when
they are somehow related to my village.
I remember about six years ago at 40-yearsold woman came; she was in need of examination because of women problem and a surgery.
Before, medical service was free for needs up
to 20000 GEL; now the limit has been dropped
to 15000. I spoke to her before taking her to
a hospital; asked her about her family and origins and it appeared that before she was also
an IDP from Tskhinvali, but now lived together
with her family in Tskhinvali again. She was ten
years older than me and it appeared that she
remembered me when I was two or three. She
knew my family very well and asked me to pass
greetings to her friends and former neighbors.
She spent three days at the hospital and after we accommodated her in the hotel. When
she felt better, I sent her back home.
Upon return, they probably tell their neighbors, relatives and friends about the help and
assistance received here; that is probably the
reason of the increased number of patients
coming from Tskhinvali lately.
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Alina Tatunashvili
(Akhalgori):

They have accepted me very warmly in the
maternity hospital. It does no matter for
doctors if you are a Georgian or an Ossetian
I got married to an Ossetian militia officer
from Akhalgori in 2012. I gave birth to my children
in Vladikavkaz. There is a differently warm environment here; nobody makes emphases on the
nationality, which I was convinced in on January
23, 2013, during my first childbirth.
My pregnancy was normal, but the embryo
was big and I decided to go through Caesarean
section. As usual, they put me in the hospital
three days ahead of surgery. There was a great
atmosphere; part of the medical personnel even
spoke Georgia; they scheduled the section for 1
p.m. on the third day. Before that I spoke to my
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husband and his friend from Akhalgori, in the hospital lobby.
- Is he here to support us? – I asked.
- No, his wife has unexpected delivery –
they answered.
I was very nervous. It was already 3 p.m. and
my doctors were not there yet. I went to the
delivery ward and saw my doctor running out;
someone was shouting in pain in side. I asked in
Russian - Это Кудухова рожает?(It is Kudukhova
giving birth?)
- I don’t know the last name; she’s our girl –
Davit answered in Georgian.
It was already 4 p.m. I was delivering with spinal anesthesia. I remember the anesthesiologist
speaking to me:
- Alina, your pigtails are so beautiful; did you
do it yourself?
- No! – I replied.
All my attention was on my belly. I’m nervous.
There is pleasant musing in the ward. I knew they
have already started the surgery when they said
out loud: cut at 4:45 p.m.
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- Here’s your son – Khatuna told me in Georgia and showed me the newborn. Baby is crying…
and so am I…
I did not sleep at night. I could hear all the
babies crying in different voices. But one of the
voices kept on sounding. I could hear him crying
all night. I stood up at 9 a.m. and walked to the
babies’ ward. I started looking for the baby, who
was crying all night…
There were many newborns in the room – 20,
25, 30; I can’t remember exactly… Finally I found
the crying baby and as I expected there was a note
– Tatunashvili/Kudziev. 3700/52. This is how my
Dimitri was born on 23/01.2013.
After one year and four months are again appeared in the same maternity hospital. The medical personnel met me like I left the hospital a day
before. They immediately recognized me: Our
Georgian girl is back! – They said.
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Nazi Beruashvili
(Karaleti IDP Settlement):

I used to go to
Tskhinvali Hospital even
at the times of tension
After the first war, when the situation relatively calmed and relations regulated, I fell
ill; I had gallbladder inflammation. I needed
medical attention. I took the risk and went
to Tskhinvali. I was concerned about how
they would meet me, but I was pleasantly
surprised. Doctor-therapist Marlena Bestaeva did the best she could. She examined me
assigned treatment and told me to come for
control examination later. She gave me the
prescription and told me to take analysis at
Tskhinvali Hospital.
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I was soon treated from the inflammation, as at that time there was no opposition
in medical establishments. Their main concern was human health. I felt such positive
attitude from them personally.
I was returning to Kekhvi driving through
Tskhinvali and my heart was full of pain; I was
looking at the familiar streets from the bus
window. I have spent my childhood years at
my uncle’s in Tskhinvali; later graduated from
the pedagogical university in Tskhnvali too…
everything was so close and then… suddenly
the frozen space.
Still, despite all the risks, we often went
to Tskhinvali Hospital and against the background of the tension, Ossetian doctors always paid special attention to Georgian patients.
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Galina Kelekhsaeva
(Shavshvebi IDP Settlement):

I took a friend
to Tskhinvali Hospital
when the situation was very tense
About twelve years ago, the situation
tensed in the Gorge once more and movement of the locals was again restricted. At the
period, those who attempted to go to Tskhinvali or to come from Tskhinvali to Georgian village faced serious problems; such bravery was
related to high risks. I would not even imagine
that I would have to take such risk because of
my friend.
My friend got into a car accident. The
woman, originally from Gori region Plavismani
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village was married to a man in Patara Liakhvi
Gorge Kemerti village. She had a serious leg
injury as result of the car accident. At first, she
was taken to Gori Hospital and went through
an urgent trauma surgery. When she was
signed out from hospital, in several days she
had severe pain. As we found out, the fractures did not heal correctly after the surgery.
There was a threat that she would not be able
to walk at all. There was no point in taking her
to Gori again and Tbilisi was too far away due
to her condition.
The situation was that every minute mattered for her future health condition. The only
option was to take her to Tskhinvali Hospital.
I thought about it and realized that I was the
only one who could help her. I thought they
would not create problems for me, as I was
an Ossetian, so I decided to accompany the
woman to Tskhinvali Hospital. I immediately
contacted a friend and asked him to driver us
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to Tskhinvali by car. He also thought it was too
risky to go to Tskhinvali, but due to the existing situation the driver also thought it was too
dangerous; after I explained that my friend’s
life depended on us, he agreed, we got into
the car and left for Tskhinvali.
Despite all the fear, we did not face any
danger. Tskhinvali Hospital doctors accepted
us with great attention and treated my friend
very well. She was sent home in several days
and has not had any problems with walking
since then.
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Giorgi Aptsiauri
(Gori resident):

he was begging
to be taken to Gori…
There is a Spartak Football Club in Gori.
My youngest son used to play for them. I still
have friendly relations with all the coaches of
the team and of course, we are always ready
to help each other, whenever needed.
This is what happened at the end of 2012.
My friend, Mamuka Mamatsashvili called me
late at night and asked me meet him at Gori
Hospital and to help him in finding place for a
patient transported from Tskhinvali. Of course
I immediately took necessary measures. Soon,
they brought about 40-years-old unconscious
woman to the hospital. As I found out, the Red
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Cross transported her from Tskhinvali. They
did the gallbladder surgery on her in Tskhinvali, but damaged pancreas in the process and
due to that she was in critical situation. She
was begging to be taken to Gori, but local authorities did not allow it. It appeared that it
was impossible to take her from Tskhinvali,
until the condition became extremely severe.
The unconscious woman in severe health
condition was brought back to life and back
to her feet in three days after treatment
from Georgian doctors. I remember the local
MP also came to visit her in the hospital and
brought her presents. Journalists also came
immediately to cover the story, but the patient from Tskhinvali refrained from appearing
on media because of possibility of problems at
home.
In one week her health condition was satisfactory and there was no threat to her life;
she left the hospital and went back to Tskhinvali.
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Sofia Gagieva
(Vladikavkaz):

I can already play “ball in the circle”,
but childhood has been left behind
I left Gori together with my family in 1993.
At that time I could still walk myself, without
help from others. My parents and I lived in
Vladikavkaz for several years; time passed
and the leg broken in childhood reminded of
itself; pain activated as I was growing up.
I remember, in Gori, when we were playing “ball in the circle”, my leg would hurt.
When mom took me to a doctor, they said it
was a recently healed injury and I should not
be putting pressure on the leg. Since then,
every time children played, I would stand
aside and wait for the days when I would be
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able to run around with them. Years passed
by. In Vladikavkaz I got married and during
the first pregnancy I felt that because being
overweight, I could feel heaviness in the leg. I
started treating the leg six month after giving
birth. I would ask mother, sisters or my husband for help when going to the local clinic,
as I could not walk independently anymore.
Medicines and worsening situation again…
Once, former Gori residents, who have
also moved to live in Vladikavkaz, visited us at
home. After hearing about my situation, one
of them took out the cellphone and started
calling someone. She told her mother about
me and handed me the phone. It appeared
that she had also had the same problem as
me and was completely healed in Georgia.
She gave me the contacts and advised me to
immediately address Georgian doctors.
We planned a trip to Tbilisi very soon and
my husband took me the doctor upon arrival;
I was taken to immediate surgery. Of course, I
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was nervous. So many thought went through
my mind and I was going to refuse the surgery, but my husband said he had heard a lot
about the professionalism of Georgian doctors and I agreed.
Everything went on greatly. I did not even
have to stay in Tbilisi for a month and was
walking on my two feet when I came back.
I was crossing Lars checkpoint and was
thinking of being able to go back to Gori, to
my childhood neighborhood. I can already
play “ball in the circle”, but unfortunately, it
is impossible to return to the childhood!
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Author anonimous
(Tskhinvali):

Crisis
It happens when it is necessary write a story for some magazine or website, but the mind
prevaricates and does not want to tense. The
brains are full of laziness and the story that you
would like to share is like a desire of a barren
woman to give birth. Of course, all this can be
attributed to creative crisis; you start complaining to everyone: I cannot write a single line anymore; they politely listen, refer to urgent affairs
and hang up. Meanwhile, you as a crazy one
continue whining surrounded by poets, painters, bandits, patriots and make them all anguish;
people around you do not know what else to do
with you and run away from you. And at night, a
slightly drunken wife kicks you out of the house
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and you sit by the garbage cans and speak to
the stars about your sorrow; and they also sadly
hide behind the clouds. Finally you get to the
point of calling a friend and to tell him:
- Hi, how are you?
- I’m fine – he answers.
- Listen, I want to write your story. Tell me,
how did you scramble out of the grave?
- What do you mean?
- Well, when your heart stopped. What day
was it? Was it spring, summer, winter?
- Ah, you mean that…
- I have a creative crisis. I want to scramble
out too. – A heavy sigh.
- Damn… my condolences – the same heavy
sigh – Well, if that is the case, I will tell you: it
was October 8. But, on the other hand, I would
not like it to be spoken out. You know, it is not
so good to read something like that about oneself.
- I understand you fully. Don’t worry; I will
change your name and you will be not fifty, but
thirty. I will color your white hair into black; or
it can be red or blonde. Have you seen the Res-
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ervoir Dogs?
- I liked Mr. Blonde very much.
- Well, my favorite there is Mr. White. As
long as it’s about the doctor who saved your
life, I will call him Mr. White…
Mr. Blonde decided to get into shape and
started training. He used to get up early every
morning, jog, do pushups and pull-ups and etc.
Mr. Blonde was from the family of giants; his
father built a house from the rocks that he used
to drag from the banks of Liakhvi River. Those
who did not know Mr. Blonde’s father in person would never believe that a mere mortal
could be able to lift such enormous rocks. Although, when looking at Mr. Blonde Senior, no
one would doubt anymore, that this mighty old
man could built not a two-storey house, but
even three. Mr. Blonde was also possessed an
extraordinary physical strength; he could bend
five-ruble coins with his fingers, break rusty
horseshoes; and he was a merry-maker, loved
to eat and drink and became pot-bellied like
Gargantua when he was only thirty…
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It started raining, so I got up and started
looking for something to cover myself with in
the garbage can; to my greatest joy I found the
completely new sleeping-bag. I immediately
got into it and thanked God for such a precious
gift; I started turning around inside, in order
to get comfortable, but there some hard staff
inside, feeling like bricks wrapped in polyethylene. Not a bad weapon against street dogs and
evil bums, but it was too uncomfortable to lie
on them. I would have thrown them out, but
rain into downpour and I did not want to get
soaked. I chose the most bearable position,
sent the f-message to my wife by phone and despite it was so late, again dialed by friend’s number, in order to clarify the details of his clinical
death. He answered me after the third ring and
told me to go to hell in a sleepy voice. At that
moment I could not stand it anymore, started
crying and complaining about my wife. After he
heard that I was lying by a garbage can, like a
dirty bum, my friend showed mercy and started
telling his story. After a week of trainings, he
felt pain in the chest. At first he thought that he
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stretched the muscle when doing pull-ups, but
once, at night, we woke up in severe pain.
On October 8 morning doctor therapist Mr.
White went out to the street for a smoke and
met his friend Mr. Blonde. The latter was just
going to enter the polyclinic.
- It’s good you are here – Mr. Blonde smiled
at him – You are the one I need to see.
Mr. White lit the cigarette, dragged on it and
froze. He answered only after the third drag,
when smoke was pouring out of his mouth and
wide nostrils:
- Your lips are blue. Did you eat grapes?
- Everything’s fine with my lips – Mr. Blonde
said – But my chest hurts, like I’ve torn a muscle
inside.
Mr. White threw the cigarette down, put it
out with his foot and told him:
- Let’s do the ECG.
In the ECG cabinet, the cardiologist looked
in fear at the smiling patient after reading the
long paper with strange lines on it. He just got
up from the bench and was putting his shirt
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back on. Meanwhile, Mr. White was standing
in the door.
- Mr. Blonde, you came here by yourself?
– the cardiologist asked with a shivering voice.
- Yes of course. Why?
- You’d better lie down. You need to go to
the emergency care unit; I’ll call an ambulance.
- What do you mean to the emergency care
unit? – Mr. Blonde asked in surprise; he was
going home and it was not in his plans to appear in the emergency care. He had never been
sick and believed more in physical training than
medical care; everything is fine – Mr. Blonde
said – a week ago I jumped up on the bar without warming up and probably stretched the
muscle. I’m in great shape; I can do ten pull-ups
right now; want to see?
- No need for an ambulance – Mr. White
said. He took the cardiogram from the doctor.
– I’ll take him to the emergency myself.
Connection was lost; I checked my balance – zero. Damn, how inappropriate, but my
friend called back.
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- Where was I? – My friend asked.
- You were taken to the emergency care.
- It was very funny there. They put Mr. White
on a wheelchair instead of me and I stood there
and smiled. The local doctor noticed my smile
and said: your friend is dying and you stand
there and laugh? Shame on you! – No, I said,
I’m not ashamed at all. – So you don’t have a
heart; get out of here! – Ok guys, see you. Mr.
White was lying on the wheelchair and looked
at the ceiling; I waved at him and he suddenly
jumped up and started shouting that the ECG is
not his, but mine. The medical personnel threw
Mr. White out of the wheelchair and put me on
it. I was already too tired from all that shit, so I
did not oppose them and let the nurses to put
me down. One of them was touching me with
her breasts and it was very pleasant; and that
was when I “turned off” the first time. I came
back to my senses when they were hitting me
on the chest; I wanted to get up, but the doctor on duty asked me to stay down and not to
move. I asked what has happened. You just
came back from the other side; the doctor on
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duty said – your heart stopped and I’m afraid
we don’t have time to take you to Vladikavkaz;
it’s easier and better to go to Tbilisi. I would
have never believed him, as I was feeling great,
but I could see my sister standing beside me in
tears, my oldest son, who was holding my hand
and guys from my unit gathered at the door.
How long have I been there, if they have all
managed to gather? I realized that everything
was serious, so I let them to take me to Tbilisi.
To tell the truth, I was very afraid to go there;
I have fought against them for so many years.
But guys from the Red Cross asked me not to
worry about anything and in the evening I was
in one of the hospitals of the capital of Georgia.
I passed out for the second time there, but I was
again brought back to life, this time by Georgian
doctors. I went through a surgery and now I’m
here, talking to you, the dirty bum.
- How is it, when you die?
- Imagine that you are light-bulb and they
turn you off.
- So there was no light at the end of the
tunnel, you did not fly under the ceiling looking
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down at your own body?
- No; click – and there’s darkness; then
again click – and there’s light again.
- Great. Live long, brother.
- You too.
In the morning somebody licked my lips; I
thought it was my wife and that nothing happened; we just fought in my dreams. Darling, I
whispered, you cannot imagine the nightmares
I have had. I opened my eyes and saw my
wife’s favorite dog; she turned her back on me
and ran after her mistress. I crawled out of the
sleeping-bag, stood on my knees and started
begging her:
- Please, forgive me! You want I will be your
second dog? Just don’t kick me out; give me the
last chance!
But my wife did not stop. In despair I took
the brick in polyethylene out of the sleepingbag and held it over my head.
- Look! – I shouted – It will be your fault, if
I die!
Wife stopped and looked at me; it was
like she was waiting for the spectacle. It was
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like she was actually waiting to see my bloody
brains scattered around the stinky asphalt. All
right, enjoy! I was already to going to hit myself when I suddenly heard: Darling, wait, what
are you holding there? My love, it just a suicide
weapon, a brick. – No, you are mistaken. She
started walking towards me and I put down my
hand and looked at the thing I was holding and
which did not let me sleep well at night; I was
stunned: it was the stacks of one-hundred dollar bills wrapped in polyethylene. And there
were several “bricks” like that in the sleeping
bag. I jumped up, grabbed the sleeping-bag and
ran. – Darling, where are you going? Wait! – I
could hear her shouting. Lila, get him! – the dog
caught up with me, but I kicked it and it stopped
running after me.
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Author anonimous
(Tskhinvali):

Suddenly, had disappeared,
this world continued to live
in people’s minds
I was sitting and crumpled the lead. There
was nothing else to do. There was lead everywhere. It was nailed in thin sheets to the walls
and doors of the room I was sitting in. It was
nailed unevenly and bent corners were sticking
out everywhere. And that’s what I was doing;
pushing strongly on the corners and trying to
match them tightly with each other. It seemed
to me that I was doing a very important task. I
was even imagining that I was saving lives, as
deadly beams were entering through the gaps
between the sheets of lead. If that beam hits
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a man, he will immediately die. Well, first he
will shout out and then fall down dead. That
is why it is necessary to connect these corners
tightly and to save as many lives as possible…
Finally the door opened and from the lead
office came out my father wearing a white
robe; he was followed by a patient.
- Come for the test results on Monday,
after lunch – father said in Georgian.
He spoke Georgian fluently, just as he wrote;
by using medical terms. Usually, after the last patient would leave, he would sit at the table, would
look through x-ray images and would fill in some
blanks for very long time. There was a column in
which he needed to write in the year, more precisely last two numbers of current year. Once, after filling in the last blank my father complained to
me jokingly: “Last year it was so easy to write 88
with just one move of a pen, now I need to write 9
after 8 the other way”. Sometimes I think where
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that times have gone when people worried about
such problems, even if jokingly.
- Come for the results on Monday.
- Thank you, batono Igor – the patient
started – Batono Igor, my friends brought from
abroad; please take them, they are good… - he
added and gave my father a pack of imported
cigarettes.
Father thanked him and added:
- But I just tell you the diagnosis…
After we would take metro home; sitting in
front of dad, I would always look at his jacket.
He had a fantastically cool jacket; very stylish, tight, brown leather jacket, with knitted
sleeves. He brought it from Yugoslavia and
nobody else in the city had a jacket like that;
only my dad. Even now, every time I’m on a
business trip to a new city, I always look for
the one like that. The consultants in stores
politely ask me: “How can I help?” – but I always answer – “Sorry, I’m in a wrong place”
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– and I go to look further. But how can one
find a jacket like that if even the country
that it was brought from does not exist anymore?
People would always come to our home;
some of them needed an injection, some
wanted their x-ray images to be looked at,
some just needed to check pressure. Sometimes they would present dad with something.
Sometimes they would give me bubble gums
Turgo or Donaldo. There was a man who
would come for an injection every day. He
probably did not have anything to give to my
father so he would always scrape in the door
before leaving.
- Batono Igor – he finally said once in a
low voice – Do not throw cigarettes butts into
the toilet, when you are at your mistress’s
place; they do not sink!
Well, a good advice is also a present. The
same evening dad told mom about it and they
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laughed together. It also happened that some
patient would bring beer with him and they
would sit in the kitchen.
- Batono Igor, who is better, Pele or Garrincha?
Father was respected not only as a doctor,
but also as a football expert.
- Momismine (listen to me in Georgian)
– father would start a phrase, would slowly
light a cigarette, would let out some smoke
and then he would continue –Pele is the King
of football and Garrincha is its soul.
Mom spoke Georgian a lot worse; she
came to Tbilisi from Orjonikidze and dad
from Tskhinvali, but she had just as many patients. Georgians, Russians, Armenians, Kurds,
Greeks, Ossetians, they all lived around us.
“Doctor Zaira, I have a heart ache, give me
some tablet”. Mom also worked in a lead office, but on the other end of the city. Sometimes, in the evening she would teach me to
“read” x-ray images:
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- Look; do you see the crack? – she would
ask me.
- Yes, I see; the bone is broken.
- Closed fracture – mom would correct
me – what bone is it?
- Fibula.
- Good boy – she would say and deep in
her heart she hoped that I would also become
a doctor.
- What is wrong with this image? Why
is it all blurry and we can’t see anything? – I
would ask.
- That one’s dead already – Dad would
answer from the couch. Dad loved harsh jokes.
Then something changed. Instead of good
cigarettes dad started smoking Astra without
filter; but, of course, it was not about cigarettes only. Something changed in the faces
of my parents. They would discuss something
all the time behind closed doors; hiding their
concerns from me. People still came asking for heart medicine or to check pressure,
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but from my friends in the street I heard that
many of our neighbor women started “sawing
flags.” At first I did not understand what was
so bad in sawing flags, but it appeared that
those flags were not for all of us; and those,
who those flags were not for had to be scared.
After I found out that mom could lose her job
if she would not learn Georgian. After a boy
from the neighborhood, a Georgian who was a
couple of years older than me said that if they
catch me in the yard, I should say that I am
Greek. “Nobody knows Greek anyway, even
Greeks. Just make up some name.” And there
was many “after” like that.
After, completely everything changed. Father and I were standing in the street of another city; it was winter, snowing and we were
selling bread from the trunk of the car. Father
still did not despair; he was trying to entertain
me with different stories:
- Do you know that Garrichna’s one leg
was shorter than another?

113

114

WWW.QARTLOSI.ORG

- Yes, you told me before.
- And do you know how Maradona
tricked the whole opposite team?
- I know…
- Do you know that Bakhva Tedeev is our
relative?
- Are you kidding me?!
At that time Bakhva Tedeev just transferred from Tbilisi Dinamo to Vladikavkaz Spartak and was the main star of the young team,
which returned to the highest league of the
USSR with a triumph. That was the last year
before the biggest country of the world collapsed. I couldn’t even imagine that Tedeev
was the last name of our grandma. And we
stood there like that, periodically selling bread
to the pedestrians.
Doctor Zaira also had to change. Now in the
mornings she would cook her best “pipe” cakes,
would neatly put them in a dish and I would take
them on a trolleybus to the other end of the city.
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I would sell them in some bar there and local
bandits would eat them in the evening.
Mom would often get letters.

Letters

were from different cities and they all started
the same: “My dear doctor Zaira!” The letters
were from all those who used to visit us for a
heart medicine or for checking pressure. It was
just that mom could not help them anymore.
The pack of those letters is still in my drawer.
Sometimes, only very rarely, I read them over.
They are very boring. There are mainly memories in them like: “Do you remember our (…),
his name was (…); he lived in the “Czech apartments”, beside the playground; he had a wife,
she taught in the musical school; I wonder
where he is now…” And many other details
like that, which are not interesting for anyone
anymore, but used to be the whole world,
which was lost in an instance.
Although it has vanished in an instance,
this world continued existence in the minds
of people. But those people are also passing
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away and the memories of those times also
go with them. It becomes blurry, just like that
x-ray image. This thought came to me when
many years later I was holding the blurry xray image of my father’s lungs. I also thought
that sometimes I wish so much to be back in
that room with lead sheets on the walls. And
to crumple the lead, to put the edges tightly
close to each other, so that not a single beam,
not a single beam…

