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Introduction

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

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

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

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

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

Lela Tsiskarishvili, Executive Director
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Dedicated to our Clients who had the courage 
to share their stories.
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Gaga, 36 years old

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

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

I finished school just as the Georgian government was introducing coupons. Had 
I taken my parents’ salaries and converted them into rubles, it would have been just 
enough to cover our most basic needs. This is why I decided to apply to study at a 
university with its own student accommodation and canteen. I passed my exams in 
Batumi; I studied there for several years, but realized that I could no longer afford 
to live there. There was nothing else I could do, so I decided to go abroad. I was 
eighteen when I made this decision, and I left the country to find work. When I got 
there, I came face-to-face with a different reality. I thought I would arrive in “Good 
Old Europe” and begin the kind of new life I had read about in books. Most of the 
Georgians who left for Europe ended up doing illegal things, but fortunately I didn’t 
have their experience and therefore couldn’t do it. I remember one day when I was 
living in Holland: I cycled to Rotterdam because I didn’t have enough money for a 
train ticket. Rotterdam is a large port city and I thought I would find work there, but 
nothing ever came of it. During my first year, I didn’t even have enough money to 
call my family and tell them I was all right; very seldom, once a month, I somehow 
managed to call a friend and tell him that I was alive and well, and he would tell 
me how my family was doing. This situation was probably quite stressful for me: I 
couldn’t establish myself and help my family, but I slowly adapted, got used to the 
system, found a job, and managed to regularly send money back to them. I helped 
my sister obtain quite a good education at university, helped my parents to survive, 
and tried to help those relatives of mine who had played a positive part in my child-
hood. But while working one day, I had a car accident, and hovered on the edge 
between life and death. Nobody thought that I would survive. I opened my eyes in 
the reanimation ward on the 44th or 45th day. I couldn’t feel anything in my left arm, 
and I was suffering from awful migraines and general weakness.
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When I was lying unconscious in the reanimation ward, I had the feeling that I 
was in a dark room somewhere, and that my mother was cooking for me in the room 
next door. I guess the love I and my mother and family felt for one another saved me. 
Because I was lonely in Europe, I decided to return to Georgia in order to recover 
from my accident. In Holland, nobody would give me a pension without working. 
When I came back to Georgia, the so-called Rose Revolution had just happened, 
and people’s hopes lay with the country’s new government—hopes which I shared. A 
contest for public school directors was announced; candidates were merely required 
to have a higher education and some kind of work experience. Despite the fact that 
I had never even worked for an hour in a public school, I decided to take part in 
the contest. After preparing myself for a few months, the whole region was amazed 
when I managed to get higher marks than candidates who had already worked as 
school directors.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

After moving to the store, however, my conditions worsened. I saw for myself 
how the body of a dead prisoner was sent away in a black box. The investigation will 
establish whether these were rumours or not, but I strongly suspect that their organs 
were being illegally “donated”. I heard it myself from prisoners who had terminal 
cancer, asking God not to let them die in prison so that “Somekha” wouldn’t be able 
to chop them up in the morgue. This Somekha was the morgue’s attendant, but his 
work should really have been done by an expert or a doctor—be it dissections, re-
moving human organs or filling corpses with dirty towels, sawdust, stones and sticks 
before sewing it up and sending it to the family... This was a disgusting humiliation 

I was trying to help the protesters. During the rally which was held on the 7th of  
November 2007, I even put up some members of the opposition from regions out-
side Tbilisi, who had nowhere to stay, in my own house. I thought I was doing some-
thing good for my country.

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



11

of those  ill prisoners.
Because I came from the same region as the current prime minister , I was offered 

the chance of being moved to better conditions and being released early in exchange 
for giving false evidence against members of his political party. They wanted me to 
say that activists from his party had told my family that they would arrange for me 
to be released early in exchange for their votes. I felt so duty-bound to this man, but, 
first of all, why should I have lied? And, secondly, he was paying my salary when I 
was working at the school, and he paid for my father’s and my operations—not be-
cause we knew each other personally, or because I “was somebody” for him, but sim-
ply as a kind person helping a poor family. Imagine what a burden I would have had 
to shoulder in order to write something incriminating him. How could I have lived 
with myself? And how would I be able to look into my child’s and my relatives’ eyes? 
That’s why I categorically refused to play along. After that, the heads of the prison’s 
regime service and social services department dragged me to the morgue, tied me to 
the operating table, and broke my toes with special pincers. I later managed to put 
some of them back into place, but two of them are so deformed that I have difficulty 
putting on shoes and walking. Besides breaking my toes, they were also beating me 
with truncheons and insulting me, and whenever I lost consciousness they brought 
me back to my senses with cold water and continued to torture me. But I managed 
to survive.

I read a small poem in the Kviris Palitra newspaper:
 
 When hope no longer makes sense,
 And your heart fills with grief,
 The only thing that can save you
 Is to say: ‘Everything will be all right’.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A dentist would only visit on Thursdays, so if a prisoner was suffering from tooth-
ache he had to wait until the next Thursday. No treatment: they would just extract 
the tooth. There was a particular practice in the Ortachala Kriti: if a new prisoner 
would ask a [controller] to give him a painkiller, the guard would give him an an-
algesic past its use-by date which wouldn’t work, and would then ask the prison-
er what he preferred—baralgini or ketanovi?  The new prisoner, without knowing, 
would choose ketanovi, thinking it was the better of the two. The guards would then 
tell him to leave his cell, and would pull out two truncheons—one with “baralgini” 
written on it, and another, larger, with “ketanovi”. They would “warm him up” with 
the one he chose, and then throw him back into his cell. Who would ask for a pain-
killer after that?

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

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



14

had to amputate his leg, but later it worsened and this young 18-year-old died of 
gangrene.

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

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

Now that I’m out and that I have no right to work, I’m trying to find work as a 
casual labourer in order to be able to bring some food back to my family, whose only 
income is my pension and my father’s.

When amnesty was being discussed, I received a short letter from the Ministry 
of Justice saying ‘Dear Friend, You are very close to being released. We will support 
your efforts to restore justice and will help you find employment or acquire new 
skills. Know that your government supports you and that freedom is not a place 
where people will think you a bad person because you spent time in prison. We’ll 
give you a chance to begin a new page of your life and create something.’ I’ll never 
forget what I felt when I read this piece of paper; it was the first time in three years 
that I felt like a human being again. I left prison and went to the Ministry of Justice’s 
Centre for Crime Prevention. I want to thank them for all the help they gave me and 
for bringing me to you. Here, qualified specialists gave me a medical examination 
and psychological help. I understand that I am not alone in this world, and that jus-
tice will slowly but surely be restored.

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

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

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

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

(This testimony describes instances of torture and inhumane treatment in Ortachala 
Prison #5, Rustavi Prison #1, Ksani Prison #19, and Gldani Prison #18.)

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

Before being arrested, I worked in a casino for ten years—first as a supply manag-
er, and then as a director. Unfortunately, the casino was closed down and I was left 
unemployed. That casino was like a family business for us; we all worked there. After 
being released, I came up against many different problems: social problems, people’s 
indifference. I felt isolated, and I ended up in the same situation... Drugs, again, and 
my friend denounced me again, my closest friend... After less than two months, I 
was arrested and sent to Gldani Prison #8. I don’t know what happened to me after-
wards. It was like a shock. I’ve never seen such torture in my life before... This so-
called karantinis dashla , the inhuman screams of prisoners. If a prisoner refused to 
sign and co-operate with them, they would treat them very brutally in the cells. This 
“quarantine” was like a circle, and everybody had to walk through it. Every prisoner 
would be beaten, especially those who were sentenced for murder or robbery.

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

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

It was everyday stress! Every day, we were expecting something terrible to happen. 
Sometimes we would prefer to be beaten up rather than being insulted and humili-
ated so badly. They had a way of punishing us: they would put you in the middle of 
a cell for five or six hours, and you had to remain silent and immobile. Of course we 
would prefer to be beaten rather than having to undergo that. I was once put in sol-
itary confinement for nothing, just for having made a tiny noise. I was left there for 
ten days. I was given a mattress every other day, but no pillow, no blanket—nothing. 
I only had one plate and one glass, but neither fork nor spoon. I don’t know how 
people survived in there at all...

If a prisoner refused to co-operate with the prison administration, they would use 
the following method: every week, they would come and search the cells; they would 
turn everything over, and take the prisoners out of the cell and beat them severely.

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

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

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

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

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

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

When I left prison, I felt terrible for the first few months. I wasn’t behaving nor-
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mally; I was constantly bumping into things, dropping things, I kept losing my con-
centration. I very seldom but still continue to think of suicide; I am receiving treat-
ment and feel much better, and I guess these pills are helping me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

After the parliamentary elections, the opposition was utterly defeated. The elec-
tions ended in May, and on the 8th of June I was arrested by the Special Operations 
Department [“Sodi”]. By then, I had neither house nor anything... I was living with 
my sister, who had cancer.

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

In those days, the UNM won the parliamentary elections and were hunting down 
members of the opposition. I can tell you about my friends: some were attacked in 
their buildings; others were kidnapped and driven away in the boots of cars; some 
were beaten up in cemeteries or in forests and left there. One of them barely sur-
vived: he was found by an old man who saved him from bleeding to death. In those 
days, nobody was arrested for political reasons, and the only serious political pris-
oner at that time was Merab Ratishvili. That’s why I thought it was just revenge, and 
that they only wanted to beat me up; so I tried to escape from the men in the cars 
which had surrounded me. I reversed and tried to push the car behind me aside in 
order to escape, but unfortunately that car had others behind it and I was unable 
to break out. They broke my window, opened the door, piled into my car, pushed 
me back into my seat, and handcuffed me. I felt someone rummaging through my 
coat pockets. I began to shout, asking them what they were planting on me? They 
didn’t answer, of course. I didn’t stop shouting: I wanted to attract the attention of 
passers-by, because all this was taking place at 5 o’clock in the afternoon. Final-
ly, they took out what they had placed in my pocket: it turned out to be Subutex 
, but less than they had initially intended to plant on me. They wanted to accuse 
me of having broken the 2nd part of Article #260 of the Criminal Code, but the 
amount they had planted on me was only enough to be covered by the 1st part of the  
Article. They were ordered over the ‘phone to increase the amount, and one of them 
crawled into the car and added some Subutex which was wrapped in some paper. 
After that they took me to the headquarters of the Special Operations Department 
and questioned me. The interrogation was very humiliating, but they didn’t beat me. 
They were asking me where I had bought the drugs, and I was answering that I had 
never bought drugs in my life, including this one. The man pointed at the next-door 
room, where the men who had arrested me were sitting, and asked me if they had 
planted the drugs on me? I said yes. He asked me why I thought they might have 
planted the drugs on me? I answered that the only reason I could think of was my 
involvement with the opposition. The man smiled, and using profanities asked me 
what the opposition was? I understood that there was no point in my continuing this 
conversation. The man then gave me the opportunity to name a drug dealer I knew: 
I answered that I didn’t know any drug dealers. Then he asked me to name any drug 
addicts I might know, and told me that if I did so, they would immediately release 
me. I refused, of course, and was sent to Gldani Prison #8.
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My best friend was arrested an hour after me. The two of us had been leading the 
opposition’s “mobile groups”, and both of us were arrested in similar circumstan- 
ces—me in the street, him in his house. He had already been warned by my family, 
and he called his lawyer. When the men of the Special Operations Department went 
to his house, he was already waiting with eight people as witnesses. He was immedi-
ately told, in order not to waste his family’s and everybody else’s time, to show them 
where he kept his clothes. He pointed to a cupboard; one of them walked over to it, 
opened the door, reached into the pocket of a jacket, and “found” the exact amount 
of Subutex as they had “found” on me.

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

I have terrible memories of one particular day in Gldani Prison: the door to our 
cell opened, and around six or seven very strong men came in and began shouting 
at us, asking us why we had made so much noise two days ago? I answered that we 
hadn’t, and that even if we had, why had they not objected then, and why was it 
important today? One of them became very angry and asked me to give him my 
name. Then they told all of us to line up and walk to the showers. Most of the beat-
ings took place in the showers, because that was the only part of the prison without 
surveillance cameras. Among us was an eighteen-year-old boy, the same age as my 
child. They began to lay into us, and threw us to the tiled floor, covered in blood. I 
looked at the boy, and saw that one of them had cornered him and was forcing him 
to insult the thieves-in-law , but the boy refused to insult anybody. He was then told 
to open his mouth, and the guard began to undo his trousers. I couldn’t take it any 
longer, so I shouted—politely, without insulting him—‘Stop! What are you doing? 
He’s just a boy! Aren’t you ashamed of yourselves?’ This really made them angry, 
so they ordered everybody to put their clothes back on (we were all naked to our 
waists), and took everyone except me back to the cell. They continued to beat me, 
and then dragged me back to the cell, half-dead.

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

All my life, everything I was proud of, all my achievements, being a man... every-
thing was destroyed and stripped of any meaning. I was no longer myself: everything 
sacred inside me was trampled into the dirt and no longer existed. I thought things 
would remain like that, but apparently all this could slowly be recovered. After six 
months, I was released after I entered into a plea bargain; of course, this involved me 
“admitting” that the drugs were “mine”, and so on, and my self-rehabilitation process 
began. But I didn’t entirely give up my opposition activities; I was just trying not to 
be seen. Even my family didn’t know what I was doing, and it remained a secret for 
some time. Later, some changes were made to the Financial Police; I saw a chance to 
resurrect my business, and began to work towards that aim. My competitors, how-
ever, naturally resented my reappearance on the scene. I still carried some authority 
among my clients, which I had built up through honest work. My competitors be-
came interested in my activities. They questioned someone and got him to say that 
I was still affiliated with the opposition and that I was still a leading figure among 
them. That was enough to have me arrested again.

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

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

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

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

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

Besides trying to return to my old business, I am now actively involved in civil 
society, and I am leading an association of former victims, businessmen and pro-
ducers.
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I would advise people never to shut their eyes to such horrible acts, regardless of 
whether they affect them or not. If they don’t, they will sooner or later.

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

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

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

In November 2009, I was summoned by the Prosecutor General’s office as a wit-
ness. They questioned me, asking me whether or not I had been part of a so-called 
“atkati” scheme . I answered that I knew nothing of such schemes, and that I was 
working honestly. They nevertheless tried to force me to give evidence incriminat-
ing my boss as well as those people I had supposedly been bribing. I answered that I 
had never done anything illegal, and that I had never given money to anyone. After 
that, they let me go; I had initially arrived at 17:30 and they let me go at midnight, 
so I underwent six hours of questioning and cross-examination. Nine months later, 
however, they called me again and asked me whether or not I would be willing to 
give additional evidence. I answered that I had never received any money besides 
my salary, and that I had never given money to anyone. They threatened me, saying 
that if I agreed to give evidence they would let me go in fifteen minutes, and that if I 
refused they would make me regret my decision. They came to my house and placed 
me in a “kapeze”  for refusing to change my evidence. I was told that it didn’t matter 
whether or not I had been giving bribes: this time, I was expected to name people.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The court wasn’t functioning properly. The judges were obeying the prosecutors. 
At one point during my trial, I overheard the judge asking the prosecutor why, given 
the strength of my position, I hadn’t been offered the chance to enter into a plea 
bargain? My position was quite strong. The prosecutor answered that it was because 
I had refused to co-operate with them, i.e. denounce innocent people!

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

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

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

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

This book is our history. I wanted to tell my story in a more interesting way, but the 
emotions are still too strong... They build up, somehow, and it confuses me...
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Giorgi, 50 years old

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

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

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

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

I have a wife, two children and a blind mother. Needing money, I mortgaged my 
flat, but it was subsequently sold because I couldn’t pay the money back, and my 
family were evicted without even being given the chance to collect some personal 
possessions. I took my creditor to court, which led to verbal and physical abuse  
between my family and the latter’s supporters. During one of these fights, my wife 
was beaten and I accidentally stabbed someone while drunk.

Twenty days after this accident, my wife was arrested for fraud, and I was arrested 
several days later for attempted murder. I was taken to Rustavi’s so-called Gubernski 
Prison. One hundred and fifteen prisoners were crammed into a cell designed to 
hold 22; we were queuing for the loo all day long, and were of course unable to either 
sit or lie down. We stood stuck to each other, and the food was revolting.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They were threatening the masses so that people would be kept in a state of fear 
and so that they could do whatever they liked. We had to forget our humanity, be-
come their slaves, and do what they wanted us to do—drag us by our ears, make us 
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sign things, make us denounce others, make us write false accusations.
My life is ruined. My family life is ruined. I’m completely destroyed. I don’t  

believe in anything. When I look at someone, it is always with suspicion. What do 
you think? That I came out of prison and that my torture is over? My wife was also 
tortured; she was released from prison just now. I’ve been out for three months, and 
what? Did anybody help me, besides this organization?

I was forty-four when I was arrested, and thank God I had children and met lots 
of honest people in prison. We were helping each other in there, and without their 
help and my children’s support I would have committed suicide.

People should learn how to be kind, and everybody should know the evil things 
others have done. My children, my neighbours—everybody should know what was 
happening in prison.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The main change which came over me since that period is that I have learnt to 
manage my anger, but I feel marked for life. I feel socially isolated. What we went 
through was so difficult, and it had such an effect upon us... When you remember 
every single second and every single day... I spent 2,820 days in prison, and I would 
have remembered every day of every year even if I hadn’t kept a diary.
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I’m trying to live with this trauma, because this is my life and I can’t erase it, I 
can’t just tear a page out of the book and throw it away... I loved fairy tales when I 
was small. My mother taught me to read when I was at kindergarten. I remember 
reading a fairy tale which had a bad ending; I became so anxious that I tore out the 
last page and wrote my own ending in the book instead. But I can’t do the same with 
my life. I have this broken forehead; what can I do about it? Every time I look into 
the mirror, I remember everything. How can I erase those memories? What can I 
replace them with?

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

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

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

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

(This testimony describes instances of torture and inhumane treatment in Gldani 
Prison #8 and Rustavi Prison #7.)

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

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

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

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



37

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

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

I never used drugs or smoked until I was seventeen.
My father married again and kept many mistresses. He would come and pay us 

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

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

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

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

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

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

After we were transferred to our block, what would sometimes happen was that 
the guards, wanting to punish a cell for having made too much noise, but being  
unable to identify the particular cell, would instead collectively punish all the cells 
on all four floors. My nose was broken. They banged my head against an iron bed-
stead (koika) until I lost consciousness, and they continued to beat me. My teeth 
were also broken, I was suffering from concussion, and my eardrums had burst...

They would beat us for no reason. Sometimes we would return their insults; 
when they almost beat you to death, it’s the least you can do, but then they beat you 
even more. They destroyed our health. Many prisoners’ spines were injured, and 
they could no longer walk. Personally, my ears and nose were broken, and I had a  
damaged liver from repeated blows to the stomach.

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

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

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

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

After all that, first my mother died, and then my father... My opinions of many 
things have changed: I no longer want to live in Georgia, for example. This method 
of planting stuff on people was used during communist times too, but they would 
only use it when a person was guilty; they couldn’t prove it, so they would plant 
weapons or drugs on him and sentence him. In my situation, however, what they did 
to me makes me want to leave Georgia, because one day, maybe tomorrow, I might 
cross paths with a policeman, and because I’m a former convict with a criminal 
past they might try to plant something on me again and send me back to prison. 
There are lots of examples of this happening, but my criminal past doesn’t mean 
that I will continue to live in the same way. For somebody’s personal interest, how-
ever, they might try to ruin my life again, which is why I want to leave Georgia and 
move to a country where things like this don’t happen. I’m very cautious, and don’t 
want to become embittered. Now I am not embittered—on the contrary, things have 
changed in my life. Five years ago, some acquaintances of mine did something to 
me for which I would have killed them without hesitation—all of them—but now 
I’ve become more forgiving. I never concerned myself much with the Church, but 
now I do and I have learnt many good things for a Christian person to know. But 
you know what? I spoke with a priest: he told me that bad habits fade away when a 
person remains close to God, and that if I let myself drift away I’ll go back to being 
who I was—strict and ruthless, the same bastard I used to be. I think of that period 
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of my life as detritus, as rubbish, but although I would probably live my life in the 
same way if I was given a chance to go back, I would definitely change many things. 
I would try to do good; I would live in the same way, but would try to be more clever 
and more kind.

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

I want to start working. In 2003, I decided to find a job, and one of my friends bet 
me I wouldn’t even be able to last three months. I told myself I would work for a year, 
at least, and I succeeded, despite the fact that I got divorced at that time. I had to put 
up with many annoying things during my work, such as difficult customers. I was 
installing kitchens back then. I want to start working now, do something while I’m 
here, keep myself busy and keep food on my table. My friends are helping me out 
financially for the time being, but they can’t really afford to... My friends were even 
supporting me when I was in prison, and they still put up with me because I’ve just 
come out. Let’s see what happens later. I’m not a lazy man, and I have some plans for 
the future: I need to change my lifestyle and do something now in order to be able to 
earn a stable income in a few years’ time. I want to be able to afford to go to church, 
buy a candle, buy bread, food, clothes... I have very little time ahead of me; I’m forty 
years old now, and I tell myself that I only have ten years in which to achieve this.

It’s very important that this book be published. People should read it, but only 
adults—people at least seventeen years old. At that age, one already has the ability 
to judge things correctly, to choose one’s own way of life. It’s true that they were evil 
to treat us like that, but on the other hand I was anything but innocent myself. I was 
guilty, and I had to be punished—perhaps for two to five years, whereas I was sen-
tenced to ten years. But thank God the situation has changed and I have managed to 
get out of prison. General attitudes towards this book are also important, as well as 
the kind of people its readers will be. I’m a criminal, but I didn’t commit the crime 
I was punished for.

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

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

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

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

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

The police treated me normally during my arrest, and the evidence they presented 
in court was such that the prosecutor and the police had a serious argument. The 
police told the truth, but the prosecutor didn’t like it.

After my arrest, I was taken straight to preventive detention (kpz), and I testified 
the next day. I wasn’t beaten or otherwise put under pressure in preventive deten-
tion; it all began when I was transferred to the prison hospital and later to Prison #16 
in 2010. I had hepatitis-C in my liver and prostate. When I was transferred to Prison 
#17, things were fine for a couple of years and nothing serious happened. The torture 
began when we were transferred to Prison #16 on the 28th of June. I was part of a 
group of twenty prisoners, and we made to walk through a “corridor” of guards... 
They beat me so badly that I couldn’t get up. This is when it began. They took 108 of 
us and beat all of us except two prisoners.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



42
me as soon as we arrived: ‘Oh, so you’re also here?’ he said, adding that there wasn’t 
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ber trying to keep my head down while they kicked it. I still suffer from various 
traumas; my ear, for example, is still broken. Four men were beating me.

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

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

We weren’t given any medicine. They gave us no medical treatment whatsoever—
not even analyses. They wouldn’t tell us what was wrong with us. I fell ill, so I went 
on hunger strike. I told them that until they took care of me and I found out what 
was wrong with me, until I had a diagnosis and access to treatment, that I wouldn’t 
stop my hunger strike. So I was taken to the isolation cell, to solitary confinement. 
They locked me in alone, took all my clothes except for my t-shirt, and switched 
off the heating. It was late February, and it was freezing. There were some pieces of 
wood lying around, but they took those too and even took the window off its hinges. 
They left me there for five days, half-dead. If that isn’t torture, then what is it? I was 
sleeping on an iron bedstead with a pair of trainers for a pillow. I didn’t eat anything 
for those five days, and then the director came and told me to stop my hunger strike. 
He told me I would be taken to hospital and looked after, so I stopped my hunger 
strike. This is how I made it to hospital: you couldn’t get anything without going on 
hunger strike.

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

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

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

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

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

I could never in my life have imagined doing something like that... Now I’ll tell 
you how I was arrested: I had many friends from university—professors, lecturers—
and when they say now that in communist times people only got into university 
by bribing their way in, well it was even worse under Saakashvili. Some students 
weren’t even passing the entrance examinations, but were accepted nevertheless. 
There were lots of universities where things like this were happening. Unfortunately, 
I also helped some of my relatives pass the entrance examinations of one of these 
universities.

Then my problems began. I was given a cassette, a recording, of the dean explain-
ing how the university accepted students illegally. They threatened to broadcast it. 
I went to see the man who had helped me with my relatives, and I told him of the 
recording. He promised to find out more, and took the cassette. He called me later, 
and told me not to worry, that everything would be all right, and that if I would call 
them and ask them not to broadcast the recording, then the university’s manage- 
ment would find a way of expressing its gratitude. In court, it was later revealed 
that he was asking the university’s rector for a serious sum of money in exchange 
for the cassette. He later called me again, and asked me to meet on Kolmeurneoba 
Square. As soon as he got into my car, however, we were both arrested and accused of  
blackmailing the university’s rector.
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I was arrested by men from the Special Operations Department [“Sodi”], who 
told me that both my sons would be joining me in prison unless I confessed. I truly 
believed they were capable of carrying out their threat, because I had heard of lots 
of similar cases. I agreed. They promised to arrange for me to be able to enter into 
a plea bargain—which they never did, of course, so I was sentenced to four years in 
prison.

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

The door would open and they would ask us why we were listening to the radio? 
(I’m talking about Gldani)—regardless of whether the radio was on or not. If you 
would answer back that the radio wasn’t on, they would all rush back into the cell 
fifteen minutes later and beat us, usually with plastic bottles full of water. If they were 
planning a serious punishment, they would take all of us to the showers and “work” 
on us there. I think all this was happening to oppress us and shut us up, so that no-
body would say anything. Cases like this were quite frequent.

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

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

One day, I received a parcel (dachka) from my family; there was a khachapuri 
(cheese pie) in it. I guess someone must have denounced me, because I was sent for 
again. I was taken to the deputy director’s office, where I was asked why I had giv-
en a slice of khachapuri to another prisoner? They told me that, in theory, I wasn’t 
allowed to have a cheese pie myself, but that they had made an exception for me.  
I answered that I had been brought up in a Georgian family according to the sacred 
traditions of hospitality, and asked them why a slice of khachapuri was such a prob-
lem? The deputy director then asked me how dare I answer back? How old was I?  
I answered that I was 56. He said he was 26, and then told me what he usually did 
to men of my age. I asked him why he was so embittered? He was a young man, and 
had his life ahead of him. I told him that he wouldn’t stay in prison for ever. It was 
a small room. He stood up and approached me. I was facing the wall, and he gave 
me a blow to the kidneys with a truncheon. Then he kicked me between my legs. 
I needed an operation later, and my left testicle was removed. My kidneys are still 
damaged—they are too low—and I no longer have any teeth left in my mouth. I was 
sent to solitary confinement for five days. A commission then came, and they let me 
go, telling me to be more careful in future.
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I lay immobile for two months after this beating; my condition worsened, and 
it took me two months to force them to transfer me to a hospital (rezbalnitsa) to 
have an operation to remove my testicle. But they were all animals there too. After 
an operation, there is a special bell to call the doctor if you are in pain. The doctor 
isn’t allowed to enter your room without being accompanied by someone. When I 
would ring this bell, I was told to stop or else they would come and beat me. I know 
a patient who was beaten for ringing the bell; he had undergone an operation and 
said he was in pain.

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

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

Several times, I saw the deputy director come into the library and call someone. 
They would tell me to leave, close the door, and the person who had been called in 
would later come out covered in bruises or bleeding. This would happen systemati-
cally, and psychologically weak people simply couldn’t deal with it. Some had heart 
attacks and died; their heart just couldn’t take it, and stopped. And there was no- 
thing you could do about it. They would bind your hands together, push you and 
start beating you.

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

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

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

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

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

I would like to tell the readers of this book to live in kindness, to never stray from 
the path of truth, and to never end up in government in any way. They should try 
to achieve all their goals themselves, because there’s nothing better than achieving 
something yourself, without anybody else being able to rebuke you. They should 
treat everyone as they would treat friends, acquaintances or brothers, and never use 
someone for their own benefit.
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