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Honoured High Representative of the European Union Federica Mogherini,
Prime Minister Mamuka Bakhtadze,
Prime Minister Bouffier,
Your Excellencies,
Distinguished Members of the Diplomatic Corps,
Mayor Feldmann,
Esteemed Federal-State- and Local-Government Representatives,
Nino Haratischwili, Aka Morchiladze,
Colleagues, ladies and gentlemen,
In his treatise Zum ewigen Frieden (Perpetual Peace), Immanuel Kant called for
recognising a right to hospitality, a “right of visitation”, which everyone enjoys. It is
a right, he wrote, that all people can claim given their “common possession of the
surface of the earth, where, as a globe, they cannot infinitely disperse”. That
means: we cannot avoid encountering our fellow human beings, no matter how
much their attitudes might diverge from ours.
The idea that we are not only citizens of our own nation but also members of a
global community was posited two and a half millennia ago by Socrates. Since
then, we have been trying to work out the rules for coexisting together. In his Brief
History of Humankind, Yuval Noah Harari describes how the earth’s societies have
become increasingly interdependent over the centuries; in his 21 Lessons for the
21st Century, he soberly notes that the pressing challenges of our time can only be
solved on the global level – and today rather than tomorrow.
The global community knew that 70 years ago and in 1948 it put a set of rules in
place – the Universal Declaration of Human Rights. These rights originated in the
western world’s darkest hours, against the background of the ruins created by its
wars. As Hannah Arendt wrote in 1951, “The right to have rights, or the right of every
individual to belong to humanity, should be guaranteed by humanity itself. It is by
no means certain whether this is possible.” Human rights, as an expression of the
hope that we are indeed capable of interacting civilly with each other…
The Universal Declaration is a fragile construct. It requires more than mere
ratification. The real work begins afterwards, when we have accepted it as the
basis of our shared existence. We have to engage with it dialectically, examining

how we can reconcile this call for universal rights with the cultural and religious
differences found in the many regions of the world. Recognising the value of
“diversity” is easy enough. Soon, however, trenches have been dug and the parts
do not conjoin, at least immediately, to form a whole.
Frankfurter Buchmesse is like a magnifying glass for the global community, a place
where viewpoints come together in all their complexity. We guarantee the
“hospitality” that Kant desired, the “right to have rights”. Dialogue is, for us, the
precondition that allows democratic societies to function, one that turns diversity
into a vibrant, lived reality.
To convey our position, we, the German publishing industry, together with
television broadcasters arte and ZDF and Der Spiegel magazine, and supported
by Amnesty International, the United Nations and many other like-minded
individuals and organisations, have launched the campaign “On the Same Page”.
We want to support human rights and use them as the springboard for all that we
do. Behind me you can see our logo, which you will encounter in various locations
and during various discussions at the fair.
Frankfurter Buchmesse is a place of freedom. Those who make use of our stages
must understand that they can do so only because we as a society grant them
that freedom. Frankfurter Buchmesse is a place of mutual respect. If people try to
abuse our stages or instrumentalise the fair to advance positions that endanger
this freedom, we will contradict them – immediately and vehemently! Please note
that the emphasis here is on “diction”, speaking, speech. After all, violence begins
when speech stops. And since we are active not only in Frankfurt, but around the
world, it is a stance we will take everywhere and without reservation.
I’m looking forward to the interactions that will take place over the next few days.
In the light of that: welcome to Frankfurter Buchmesse!
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Aka Morchiladze /ENG
The only reason for my being here now is to grant my timid voice in support of a culture that has the honour to be
present at an important platform like the Frankfurt Book Fair, particularly as it is represented here with the status of the
guest country of honour.
There are forgotten cultures. There are dead and forgotten cultures that live in universities due to the efforts of individual
researchers. And there are great cultures that no one needs as an example, as they have reached very high standards
and it is so obvious that they are unattainable that you usually find yourself in awkward situations.
Among many such deaths and lives and simplicities and sophistications, there are ancient cultures that are either
absolutely unknown to the present-day world or known to individual well-wishers. They have not died and have survived
to the 21st century thanks to some supreme miracles.
It is a blessing to represent such a culture and to be able to say a couple of words about it.
The remote and unfamiliar culture may mean nothing for most people in the world, but it means not only "something",
but also life for Georgians, because the history of Georgia that is equally unknown and mostly viewed in terms of politics
has known centuries, when its existence or inexistence was determined precisely by its culture. The culture is stubborn,
strange, and extremely humanist. It has been distorted many times, but it has nevertheless continued to be Georgian
culture.
This is our history - ancient and full of blood and hardships, a story of sustaining oneself and surviving. Culture, together
with other non-material assets, has been its positive side.
To put it short in order not to make you weary of the drama, we have Georgian literature here. It is 1,500 years old and it
is not a shot time to think about what is valuable in it and what is not.
Like any other literature, Georgian literature also focuses on people. The first story that was written by a 5th-century
author would be quite understandable and worth of discussion in the present-day world. It is about woman and man,
family, fidelity and politics, God, faith, and unswerving honesty.
All this is described in such a manner that it is easy to understand that not much has changed in the hearts and spirits of
people over these 15 centuries.
Georgian literature is a part of Georgian culture that has been created with the Georgian alphabet, which is an ancient
saviour of Georgia, both its people and culture. This is a great history. It is big luxury to have your own alphabet, none of
whose letters is familiar to anyone. This is a major secret and pride. This is entertaining: It is cool to see people looking
with astonishment at something written in Georgian. This is a small advantage a small country can have.

www.georgia-characters.com

It is with this alphabet that we write our prose and our history and this alphabet is probably one of the things that make
us eternal. However, Georgia is a country of poetry. There is a joke saying that in the times of hardships and wars, it was
not easy to write a novel, while a poem could be kept on as piece of paper that you placed on you knee, when writing it.
Even novels were written in verse in Georgia and history would also be preserved in the same form. There were poems
everywhere - on the trees, handkerchiefs, drinking vessels, and desks. This is a strange tradition, which needs more
work than just telling a story, but it is a standard. Poetry is high and to live in it is more than just to live.
Up to the present time, a poet was a figure in Georgia, who convinced people that their existence was joyful and unique,
that their thoughts were genuine and sincere thoughts, and that art was something great.
You were aware that you were unable to do something, but there was a person, who conveyed your thoughts and
sentiments for you. He expressed them, because you would never be able to express them to the same extent and with
the same skill. A poet was such a person that in the country that had the 20-centuries-old tradition of absolute monarchy,
kings were also among best poets. Compared to the concepts, where some lords concealed their being Shakespeares,
the Georgian kings' being poets was often better than their everyday royal routine, while they were still alive. However,
like everything in Georgia, this is a long and peculiar story, too.
***
Of course, you can familiarise yourself with Georgia by travelling there.
However, it would nevertheless be better if Georgian literature told you what it has always had to say. It is about love,
friendship, difficulties, death and life, war and peace, pain and joy, humour and tragedy, which are inseparable part of
our life like they are of your life and we can speak about and narrate this like not many in the world. We have centuries
old traditions of doing this, but they are unknown to the world. Our literature is both our confession and our dream.
And since we are here today, I would also like to say that yes, poets and writers have always been major beloved heroes
in Georgia - as they say today, recognisable faces. However, this has rarely made them happy. Their business has never
protected them from hardships.
Today, like 70 or 220 years ago, a Georgian author can fall victim to his creation. He may have to search for some noncreative ways out or find shelter abroad. He may receive a puncher or public rage may force him to walk in the streets
with his cap covering his eyes. However, despite great historic storms and changes, writers in Georgia continue to be
absolutely special figures, who are always at some place, where everyone never is and at the same time, they are always
at the place, where everyone gathers.

The spoken word prevails.
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Nino Haratishwili / ENG
It is impossible to talk about people without talking about borders. People, societies, and nations have always defined
themselves through borders, as they shape our identities.
However, our world is really obsessed with this concept these days. We are divided in here and there, in right and wrong,
and in us and the others. Exclusion has become presentable. It seems to be permissible to discuss whether people
should be allowed to be drowned in their bitterest struggle for survival. And that is only possible because there is always
a boundary between us and the others. This border is sometimes marked with barbed wire, but it is mostly invisible
somewhere between our heads and our ribs.
I am often asked, why I write in German or what nationality I define for myself. I can only say that my identity - and
probably those of many others - has become fluid, and when I am asked who I am, German or Georgian, I do not have to
decide and, in addition, I do not want to... Because where there are no borders, there is no either-or.
I write in German, because I can write in German, because I love this language, and because I believe that I can tell my
Georgian stories in German much more precisely. I do this, because I was given the opportunity to learn the language
and become part of this culture. Literature has made an enormous contribution to this. In the books I read in German, I
never felt alien. When reading, I was always able to become part of the book and of that new culture.
Yes, I am convinced that literature can build these bridges, because it is not caught within borders. When we empathise
with someone else, we can empathise with what it feels like on the other side, and we discover ourselves anew in the
relativisation of ourselves.
We also seem to be able to forget the deeply human capacity of empathy. However, good books can evoke it back in us
anytime.
When I started to write, I was a Georgian author in public perception. Later, I became a German-Georgian and then
German. Strangely enough, the latter was due to a book of 1278 pages dealing with Georgia. I became affiliated by
telling a story of a seemingly foreign country.
Over the past 27 years, Georgia has been fighting for its own identity it has claimed since the antiquity and defended
against all occupiers throughout the centuries. And even there, many forget that identity is not something ossified within
narrow limits, that things and times must change and they do change, and that the richness of Georgian culture grew
out of being permeable and perhaps brave, taking in foreign ideas and mixing with its own in its search for novelties.
That is why all those Georgians, who have the courage to question borders day after day, deserve openness and
sympathy of others and interest from the middle of Europe, just as Europe may need to be reminded that others are not
that different.
And I believe that just as literature became a bridge for me personally, it can also connect countries.
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Georgia has many stories to tell. They are full of tragedy and full of cruelty, but also full of humour, because such was the
life over the past 100 years. They are stories of upheavals, occupation, and dead hopes, stories full of longings and
prohibitions, stories of improvisation and survival strategies, stories full of confidence, stories of war and loss, sadness
and lack of prospects, but at the same time, stories full of courage and optimism, full of laughter, full of comedy, and full
of wonderful people.
And so I want to end with one Georgian story:
On the Russian-Georgian border in the Tskhinvali region, South Ossetia, part of Georgia under international law
controlled by Russia, there has been a creeping border since 2008. The term describes a situation, where Russian
barbed wires secretly advance every month, if not every week. So, for example, a Georgian farmer, who thought he was
safe and at home, found himself in an occupied area one day.
The story of that farmer from a border village, who suddenly awakened on the enemy's territory in the morning of a
sunny day and refused, despite all the entreating of his family, to leave his house and yard, but above all his son's grave,
has deeply touched me.
I can see this farmer in front of my eyes resolved to fight, being aware that it is impossible to win a victory. I can see an
old man branded by sun and fieldwork and many privations, who faces a young Russian soldier and explains why it is
impossible for him to leave this place, where he has lived his life and buried his son. In my imagination, he explains it
calmly and thoughtfully, repeating his words over and over again.
And by not accepting this border and questioning it, he exposes it in all its ridiculousness. And since he remains friendly
and perhaps even laughs, simply not abiding by the laws of the border, the soldier may have no other choice but to give
up. Perhaps he thinks for himself: "Let him stay, the harmless, crazy grandpa", failing to realise that his rifle and he
himself have lost all power.
And without the soldier noticing it, he becomes a character of a story.
I do not know if my version of this story is true, and ultimately, it is irrelevant. I just want to believe in it, because as
Chekhov put it:
"People who are right write bad books."
And so I hope that here in Frankfurt, many stories from Georgia may overcome boundaries.
The spoken word prevails.
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