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Ievads

Sveicam jiis ar Ventspils Augstskolas (VeA) studentu tulkojumu un rado$as rakstniecibas
7urnala “ProZektors” 1. numuru! Zurnala apkopoti VeA studentu darbi. Tas ieceréts ka
platforma rado$am izpausm&m — studenti praktiz€ tulko$anu vai raksta — un art ka macibu
laukums, jo “Prozektora” veidoSanas process dod iesp&u sanemt komentarus no
draugiem, grupas biedriem, pasniedzgjiem un citiem interesentiem. Teksti ir public&ti
latviski, angliski, spaniski, portugaliski, franciski un norvégiski, bet nakotn€ §im valodam
varétu piepulcgties ari citas.

St zurnala ideja ir uzgenerét isu, bet interesantu lasamvielu, iepazistinat citus ar tekstiem,
kas to tulkojumu autoriem patik, ir nozimigi, uzruna, iedvesmo, kuros ir izdevies
iebraukt. Lielakoties tie ir T un perna gada literaras tulkoSanas un rados$as rakstniecibas
kursa studentu tulkojumi. Bet ir arT citi teksti: pasu sacergtas esejas, pardomas par valodu
un tulkoSanas teoriju, literari darbi.

Autori un redaktori biis pateicigi par atsauksm&m un komentariem. Aicinam arl
pieteikties studentus no visas VeA ar publikaciju iecerém nakamajam numuram.

Nakotne “Prozektora” stars vargtu apgaismot aizvien plaSakus tekstu laukus. “Prozektors”
ne tikai apgaismo, bet arTl projic€, piedava citiem savas idejas un redz€jumus. Arl
meklgjumus. Viens no prozektora sinonimiem angliski ir searlight. Projicét nozimeé ari
‘mest uz priekSu’, likoties nakotn€. Ceram, ka “Prozektora” apgaisme biis jaudiga un
iedvesmojosa! Enjoy reading our “Projector’!
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Saturs
TULKOJUMI

Atdzeja

Fernans Verhezens (Fernand Verhesen Refaire ’espace) Atdzejojusas Laura Rasa un
Annija Jansone

Fernandu Pesoa (Fernando Pessoa Nao sei quantas almas tenho) Atdzejojusi Linda
Kulmane

Pablo Neruda (Pablo Neruda Piedras antarticas) Atdzejojusi Ulla Sofija Prikule

Meija Andzelu (Maya Angelou Still 1 Rise, Woman Work) Atdzejojis Emils Putdns

Arne Garborgs (Arne Garborg Elsk ) Atdzejojusi Vinsenta Sleitere

Prozas tulkojumi

Alise Manro (Alice Munro Haven) Tulkojusi Linda Ozola-Ozolina

Markuss Zusaks (Markus Zusak The Book Thief ) Tulkojusas Anna Nikola Balode un
Annija Jansone

Lena Dunhama (Lena Dunham Not that kind of girl Igor) Tulkojusi Gita Orska

Janis Ezerin$ (Janis Ezerins The new law) Tulkojusi Jolanta Dudone

Dz. D. Selindzers (J.D. Salinger The Girl I knew) Tulkojusi Zane Stiire

Sérlija Dzeksone (Shirley Jackson The Lottery) Tulkojusi Agate Freiberga

Dramaturgijas tulkojumi
Donna Hoke (Donna Hoke Flowers in the Desert) Tulkojusi Gita Ercika

RADOSI DARBI

JaunieSu raiba dzive kojas

Jauniesu ikdiena dienesta viesnica Gita Ercika un Dinija Zelve

Milestibas dzirksteles sen izdzisuSas, miis vieno kopigais ipasums Veronika Mikulica,
Krista Jakubenoka un Samanta Ergle

Suns Rasa Kaiva Térmane

Zeme esam més Aksels Supe un Linda Ozola-Ozolina

ESEJAS UN PARDOMAS

Valodas lietojums Andras Manfeldes romana Virsnieku sievas Eliza Liekna

Simboli un ekspresivi valodas lidzekli télu raksturojuma Andras Manfeldes romana
,, Virsnieku sievas” Ieva Treulande

Kapéc pareizs komatu lietojums jaunieSiem ir fundamentala probléema? Sonora
Bogdanova

Vai latviesu valodai jabiit vienigajai valsts valodai? Kristine Strausa

Lingvistiska piekldjiba jeb ka nepazaudeét cilvecibu Laura Pavlovica

Latviesu valodas nakotnes perspektiva Liva Landmane


https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/maya-angelou

TULKOJUMI

Atdzeja

Fernans Verhezens

Radit vietu no jauna
visapkart §im viduspunktam
Bit vietai bez robezam
redzamam asinim
Izstiept rokas
cauri zalei
atrast celu
visgludako
Katrs rits sakas ar klusumu
Viens vienigs avots valda
par visiem vardiem
Kas esi tu kas esmu es
iznemot seju kura miis vieno
Tu knapi atmosties
un aizdzen kliedzienu
Jau gaisma apmirdz So salu
joprojam trisulojot vgja

Atdzejojusi Laura Rasa

Fernans Verhezens

Jau atkal veidot visumu
ap $o asi
Biit telpai bez sienam
asinu caurredzamai
Izstiept rokas
zalg
rast celu
visgludako
Katrs rits paver klusumu
Viens avots valda par
visu runu
Kas esi tu un kas esmu es
Ka tikai seja, kura mes
sapliistam
Tu tikai mosties
kliedgjot kliedzienu
Gaisma padara aklu So salu
vél joprojam klusu trisot v&ja

Atdzejojusi Annija Jansone

Fernand Verhesen

Refaire ’espace
autour de ce centre
Etre un lieu sans parois
sang visible
Etendre les mains
sur I’herbe
définir le chemin
le plus lisse
Chaque matin s’ouvre le silence
une seule source régit
toute parole
Qui es-tu qui suis-je
hormis ce visage qui nous unit
Tu t’éveilles a peine
et chasses un cri
Déja la lumiere éblouit cette ile
encore tremblante sous le vent

Fernandu Pesoa

Es nezinu, cik dvéselu man ir.

Katru bridi esmu cits.

Vienmér esmu ka sveSinieks.

Es nekad neesmu redzgjis vai atradis sevi.
No visa ta es esmu tikai dvésele.

Tas, kuram ir dvéseles, nav miera.

Tas, kurs redz, ir tikai tas, ko vins redz.
Tas, kurS uzskata, ka nav tas, kas ir.

Esot uzmanigs pret to, kas es esmu un ko redzu,
Es klistu par viniem un partraucu bt es.
Katrs no maniem sapniem un katra no manam vélmém

Pieder viniem, nevis man.

Es esmu pasa ainava.

Es véroju pasa celojumu —

Dazads, kustigs un vientuls.

Es nezinu, kur es esmu.

Tapéc ka svesinieks es lasiju
Savu esamibu, it ka ta biitu gramata.

Nezinot, kas notiks talak,

Un aizmirstot to, kas ir pagajis,
Es sava lasTjuma atzimgju to,

Ko domaju, ka jutu.




Parlasot, es brinos: ,,Vai tas biju es?”
To zina Dievs, jo vin$ to uzrakstija.

Fernando Pessoa

Nao sei quantas almas tenho.
Cada momento mudei.
Continuamente me estranho.
Nunca me vi nem achei.

De tanto ser, s6 tenho alma.
Quem tem alma nao tem calma.
Quem vé € s6 o que VE.

Quem sente nio é quem é.

Atento ao que sou e vejo,
Torno-me eles e ndo eu.
Cada meu sonho ou desejo,

E do que nasce, e nio meu.
Sou minha prépria paisagem,
Assisto 2 minha passagem,
Diverso, mébil e sé.

Nao sei sentir-me onde estou.

Por isso, alheio, vou lendo
Como péginas, meu ser.

O que segue ndo prevendo,

O que passou a esquecer.
Noto a margem do que li

O que julguei que senti.
Releio e digo, «Fui eu?»
Deus sabe, porque o escreveu.

Atdzejojusi Linda Kulmane

Pablo Neruda
ANTARKTIKAS AKMENI

Tur itin viss izbeidzas

un neizbeidzas:

tur itin viss iesakas:

tur upes lediem saka ardievas,
bet gaiss ar sniega parslam vienojas,
tur ielu nav, ne zirgu,

vien vientuligas biives

ir izveidojis akmens.

Pilt nerod sev maju

pat zudusas dvéseles,

kas sala un ta veju
parbaidijusas:

viena tur pasaules vientuliba,
tad€] akmens partapa

par muziku,

tas izsl&ja savu slaiko augumu

Pablo Neruda
PIEDRAS ANTARTICAS

Allf termina todo

y no termina:

alli comienza todo:

se despiden los rios en el hielo,
el aire se ha casado con la nieve,
no hay calles ni caballos

y el tnico edificio

lo construyé la piedra.

Nadie habita el castillo

ni las almas perdidas

que frio y viento frio
amedrentaron:

es sola alli la soledad del mundo,
y por eso la piedra

se hizo musica,

elevo sus delgadas estaturas,




un célas stavus, lai kliegtu vai dziedatu, se levantd para gritar o cantar,

bet palika klus&jam. pero se quedé muda.

Vienigi vgjs, Sélo el viento,

pataga, el latigo

svelpj no Dienvidpola, del Polo Sur que silba,

vienigi baltais tukSums, solo el vacio blanco

putna dziedajums, kas v&sti par lietu, y un sonido de pajaro de lluvia

parlido par vientulibas pili. sobre el castillo de la soledad.
Atdzejojusi Ulla Sofija Prikule

Meija Andzelu
Vienalga es celSos

Tu vari atstat mani vesturei
Savos rugtos, sapitos melos,

Tu vari samit mani dublos

Bet vienalga ka putekli es celSos.

Vai mana bezkauniba tevi ir skarusi?
Kas par ignumu tava seja?

Jo es slaju ka veiksmiga zeltrace
Lekadama briva vala.

Ka Meéness un Saule,

Atkarto ierasto deju,

Ka ceribas, kas traucas ar v&jiem,
Vienalga, es celSos.

Gribi redz€t mani cieSam?
Noliektu galvu, nodurtam actm?
Pleciem nosligusiem ka asaru lases,
Nomocttu manu dvéseles gaudu?

Vai mana augstpratiba tevi aizvainojusi?
Neker tik loti pie sirds

Jo es smejos ka veiksminiece

Rokot guvumu ara aiz loga.

Vari ap$audit mani ar vardiem,
Vari sagraizit mani ar skatienu,
Vari nogal€t mani ar naidu,
Bet ka gaiss es atkal celSos.

Vai mans jutekliskums tevi nomac?
Vai tas tev kads parsteigums

Ka es dejoju ka nokarusies dimantiem
No galvas lidz kajam?

Prom no v&sturé uzliktajam vazam

Es celSos

Prom no pagatnes, kura atgadina vien sapes
Es celSos

Esmu melns okeans — nemierigs un bezgaligs,




Vilnojos, plosos ar paceltu galvu.

Aiz sevis atstajot Sausmu un bailu naktis
Es celSos

Ritausmas gaisma viss kliist skaidraks
Es celSos

Lidzi sev nemu sencu liktenus,

Es esmu verga sapnis un ceriba.

Es celSos

Es celSos

Es celSos.

Maya Angelou
Still I Rise

You may write me down in history
With your bitter, twisted lies,

You may trod me in the very dirt
But still, like dust, I'll rise.

Does my sassiness upset you?

Why are you beset with gloom?
’Cause [ walk like I've got oil wells
Pumping in my living room.

Just like moons and like suns,
With the certainty of tides,
Just like hopes springing high,
Still I'll rise.

Did you want to see me broken?
Bowed head and lowered eyes?
Shoulders falling down like teardrops,
Weakened by my soulful cries?

Does my haughtiness offend you?
Don't you take it awful hard

’Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines
Diggin’ in my own backyard.

You may shoot me with your words,
You may cut me with your eyes,

You may kill me with your hatefulness,
But still, like air, I’1l rise.

Does my sexiness upset you?

Does it come as a surprise

That I dance like I've got diamonds
At the meeting of my thighs?

Atdzejojis Emils Putans
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Out of the huts of history’s shame
Irise

Up from a past that’s rooted in pain

I rise

I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide,
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide.

Leaving behind nights of terror and fear

I rise

Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear

I rise

Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave,
I am the dream and the hope of the slave.
I rise

I rise

I rise.

Meija Andzelu
Sievietes nasta

Man ir bérni, kurus apriipét
Drébes, kuras salapit
Grida, kuru uzmazgat
Partika, kuru sartpéet

Un vista, kura jauzcep
Bérns, kur$ janomazga
Man japabaro saime
Darzs, kuru apsét

Man ir dréebes, kuras izzavet
Mazuli, kurus apgérbt
Konservs, kuru atveért

Un §1 biida, kuru satirit

Jaapkopj slimie
Un jaievac vilna

Sildi mani, saules starin
Atveldze mani, lietutin

Listi maigi ka rasas pile

Un atvesini manas nogurusas acis

Veétra, aizpiit mani talu prom
Ar visstiprako brazmu

Lauj man pacelties debests
Lidz atkal atgiiSos

Kritiet maigi, sniegparslinas
Apklajiet mani visu ar baltiem
Ledus stindzinoSiem skiipstiem
Sonakt es gribu atpisties.

Saule, lietus skaidra debess,



Kalns, okeani, lapa un akmens
MirdzoS$a zvaigzne, meéness blavs
JUs visus es saucu par savejiem.
Atdzejojis Emils Putans

Maya Angelou
Woman Work

I've got the children to tend
The clothes to mend

The floor to mop

The food to shop

Then the chicken to fry
The baby to dry

I got company to feed
The garden to weed

I've got shirts to press
The tots to dress

The can to be cut

I gotta clean up this hut

Then see about the sick
And the cotton to pick.

Shine on me, sunshine
Rain on me, rain

Fall softly, dewdrops
And cool my brow again.

Storm, blow me from here
With your fiercest wind
Let me float across the sky
"Til I can rest again.

Fall gently, snowflakes
Cover me with white
Cold icy kisses and
Let me rest tonight.

Sun, rain, curving sky
Mountain, oceans, leaf and stone
Star shine, moon glow
You're all that I can call my own.

Arne Garborgs
Mila

Tas dullais puisis manu putna sirdi tveris,
burisa durtinas ciet nu ir veris;



tas dullais puisis, vins iet, kur tam tik,
jo zina — putnam p&c vina tik sikt.

Ak, nemtu mani rokas tu savas,
terptu mani ciesas tu skavas!

Ak, turétu mani tik tuvu sev, tuvu,
ka dv&sele mana vien paceltu buru.

Ja zinatu es mosku un raganu vardus burvju,
mistu tik tevi, kur nav man ciet durvju;

par dalu no tevis es klitu,

un ta vienmer ar to dullo puisi es butu.

Ak, tu, kas sirdi mana vél dien,
sapigos valgos mani vien sien;

pat mazaka kustiba, elpa ikdienu
Cukst man maigi tavu vardu aizvienu.

Saule pie debestm zilam tik spid,
domas manas tu vienigais, kas vid.
Diena gaist, un krésla nem diisu:

vai ticét, ka Sonakt vina domas es biisu?

No norvégu valodas atdzejojusi Vinsenta Sleitere
Arne Garborg
Elsk

Den galne guten min hug hev dara;
eg fangen sit som ein fugl i snara;
den galne guten, han gjeng so baus;
han veit, at fuglen vil aldri laus.

A gjev du batt meg med bast og bende;
a gjev du batt meg, so bandi brende!

A gjev du drog meg so fast til deg,

at heile verdi kom burt for meg!

Ja kund’ eg trolla og kund’ eg heksa,
eg vilde inn i den guten veksa,

eg vilde veksa meg i deg inn

og vera berre hos guten min.

A du, som bur meg i hjarta inne,

du magti fekk yver alt mit minne;
kvart vesle hugsviv som framum dreg,
det berre kviskrar um deg, um deg.

Um soli lyser pa himlen blanke,

no ser ho deg, det er all min tanke.
Um dagen dovnar og skoming fell:
skal tru han tenkjer pa meg i kveld?



Prozas tulkojumi

Alise Manro
Patvérums

Tas viss notika septindesmitajos, tacu taja un citas tikpat mazas pils€tinas
septindesmitie nebija tadi, kadus tos izt€lojamies tagad, vai tadi, kadus tos piedzivoju
Vankiivera. PuiSu mati bija garaki neka ierasts, bet tie nebija atsviesti atpakal un neradija
parak atbrivotu vai neverigu iespaidu.

Mans teévocis iesaka sarunu, kircinot mani par galda lugSanu. Par to, ka to
neskaitu. Kad dzivoju ar vinu un tanti, man bija trispadsmit. Tas bija gads, kuru mani
vecaki pavadija Afrika. Ne reizi sava miza vél nebiju &diena prieksa noliekusi galvu.

“Sveti, Kungs, mis un §1s davanas, ko no Tavas devibas sanemam,” teica t€vocis
Dzespers, kamer turgju dakSinu augstu gaisa un atturgjos koslat galu un kartupelus, kuri
jau atradas man mutg.

“Parsteigta?” vin$ jautdja péc “Dieva varda. Amen”. Vin$ vélgjas zinat, vai mani
vecaki skaitTja citu lugSanu — varbiit maltites beigas.

“Vini neskaita neko,” es vinam atbildgju.

“Vai tie$am?” vins jautaja. Sie vardi tika pasniegti ar samakslotu izbrinu. “Ko tu
neteiksi? Cilveki, kuri pirms maltites neskaita ligSanu tam Kungam, bet dodas uz pasu
Afriku, lai palidzétu paganiem — iedomajies tik!”

Gana, kur mani vecaki stradaja skola, vini ne ar kadiem paganiem v&l nebija
sastapusSies, man Skiet. Mulsino$a karta kristietiba plauka tiem visapkart, pat uz izkartném
autobusu aizmugures.

“Mani vecaki ir unitariesi,” es nezin kade] teicu, sevi nepieskaitot.

Tevocis DzZespers noraidosi nogrozija galvu un teica, lai paskaidroju $o vardu. Vai
tad vini netic Mozus Dievam? Arl ne Abrahama Dievam? Tad jau vini, visticamak, ir
ebreji, ne? Nu musulmani tac¢u vini nav?

“Parsvara jau katram ir sava izpratne par Dievu,” es teicu, iesp&jams,
parliecinosak, neka vin$ bija gaidijis. Divi no maniem braliem macijas koledza un
neizskatijas, ka vini taisttos kliit par unitarieSiem, tadel biju jau pieradusi pie dedzigam
religiskam, ka arT ateistiskam diskusijam pie pusdienu galda.

“Bet vini ir parliecinati, ka jadara labi darbi un jadzivo kartigi,” es piebildu.

Kluda. Tévoca seja ne vien paradijas skeptiska izteiksme — piepaceltas uzacis un
apbrinas pilns galvas majiens —, bet izskan&jusie vardi arT man pasSai izklausijas svesi, pat
uzpiitigi un neparliecinosi.

Es nepiekritu tam, ka vecaki dodas uz Afriku. Es patie$am iebilstu tantes un
teévoca apgalvojumam, ka esmu pamesta. lespgjams, saviem ilgi cietuSajiem vecakiem pat
esmu teikusi, ka vinu labie darbi ir pilnigs sviests. Majas mes drikstgjam izteikties, ka
vien patik, tacu man nenak prata, ka vecaki pasi kadreiz biitu runajusi par “labajiem
darbiem” vai “laba dariSanu.”

Uz kadu mirkli tévocis bija gandarits. Vins teica, ka jabeidz runat par So t€mu, jo
pulksten vienos vinam jabut atpakal privatpraks€ un jadara pasam savi labie darbi.

Laikam taja bridi tante pan€ma savu daksSinu un saka &st. Vina nogaidija, lidz
spuras biis nolaidusas. lesp&jams, tas bija tikai ieradums, nevis satraukums par manu
nepieklajibu. Vina nebija pieradusi iesaistities, kamér t€vocis nav pateicis visu sakamo.
Pat tad, ja uzrunaju tanti personigi, vina nogaidija, uzlikodama t&voci, lai noskaidrotu,
vai tas nevéletos atbildet vinas vieta. Lai ko ar7 tante sacitu, tas vienmer skan&ja liksmi.
Tante smaidija ikreiz, kad juta, ka ir piemérots bridis to darit, tade] griiti bija izt€loties
vinu nomaktu. Griti arT domat par vinu ka manas mates masu, jo tante izskatijas daudz
jaunaka, svaigaka un kartigaka un bija aizravusies ar starojoSu smaidu davasanu.

Mana mate vienméer prata parliecinat t€vu, ja vien vinai bija kas svarigs sakams,
un biezi vien ta ar1 bija. Mani brali, arT tas, kur§ apsvera iesp&ju kliit par musulmani tadg]
vien, lai var€tu sievietes fiziski sodit, vienmér klausijas vina ka vienlidz pilnvarota
persona.

10



“Dounas dzive tiek ziedota vinas viram,” mana mate médza sacit, cenSoties
izklaustties neitrala. Vai pat vél sausak: “Vinas dzive grozas ap to virieti.”

Tas bija kas mirkli pasacits, bet ne vienmeér domats ka noniecina$ana. Nekad
ieprieks nebiju redz€&jusi sievieti, kura liktos tik patiesa ka mana tante Douna.

Protams, viss biitu gluzi citadi, ja viniem biitu b&rni, mana mate teica.

Iledomajies. B&rni. Maisidamies tévocim Dzesperam pa kajam, Cinksteédami p&c
kripatinas mates uzmanibas. Apslimusi, saigusi, maju parvertusi bardaka, pieprasidami
€dienu, kurs tévocim negarso.

Neiespejami. Maja piedergja vinam, &dienkartes izvéle — vinam, tapat ka radio un
televizijas programmas. Pat tad, ja vin$ atradas sava praks€ blakus durvis vai izsaukuma,
visam vienmeér bija jabiit gataviba un jagaida vina apstiprinajums.

Es pamazam saku aptvert, ka tads rezims var but pat diezgan pienemams. Spozas
sudraba karotes un dakSas, tumsas, spodrinatas gridas, ertie linu palagi — visu So
saimniecibas dievbijibu vadija mana tante, bet pildija istabene Beérnisa, kura gatavoja no
€dienu paliekam, gludinaja trauku dvielus. Visi citi pils€tas arsti savu velu siitfja uz
kinieSu velas mazgatavu, bet B&rnisa un pati Dounas tante mis€jo karinaja uz velas
auklas. Saule izbalgjusi, v&ja izvedinajusies palagi un pars§ji, perfekti un svaigi
smarzojosi. Mans tévocis uzskatija, ka Skibacainie parcensas ar iestivinasanu.

“Kinie$i,” maiga, kircino$a balsi sacija mana tante — ta, it ka vipai bitu
jaatvainojas gan mana te€voca, gan velas mazgataja prieksa.

“Skibacainie,” tévocis satrakojies teica.

Bérnisa bija vieniga, kura ta vargja teikt, un pat diezgan brivi.

Pamazam es kluvu mazak uzticama savai gimenei ar tas inteligento nopietnibu un
materialo nekartibu. Lai So miera ostu uztur€tu kartiba, tas, protams, tas prasija visu
sievietes energiju. Nevarétu ne rakstit unitarieSu manifestus, ne skraidit uz Afriku.
(Vispirms es teicu: “Mani vecaki devas uz Afriku stradat,” katru reizi, kad $aja maja kads
ierunajas par to, ka vini aizb&gusi. Velak jau man pieriebas to labot.)

Patvérums bija 1stais vards. “Sievietes svarigakais pienakums ir radit patv€rumu
savam virietim.”

Vai tante Douna ta tieSam teica? Nedomaju gan. Vina vairijas no apgalvojumiem.
lespgjams, ka izlasiju to kada no maja atrastajiem zurnaliem par majsaimniecibu. Tadiem,
no kuriem manai matei gribétos vemt.

Vispirms es izpétiju pilsétu. Dzili garaza atradu vecu, lielu velosip&€du un, pat nedomajot
liigt atlauju, izstimu to ara, lai pabraukatos. Braucot no kalna leja pa nesen nogrant&to
celu virs ostas, es zaud&ju kontroli. Viens no maniem celgaliem bija stipri nobrazts, un
man nacas doties pie t&voca uz privatpraksi, kas savienota ar maju. Ar ievainojumu vins
tika gala prasmigi. Vin$ bija pilnigi iegrimis darba, lietiSks un ar gluzi bezpersonisku
maigumu. Bez jokiem. Vins$ teica, ka nesp€j atcer&ties, no kurienes tas velosipeds vispar
uzradies. Tas esot vecs un nedroSs nezvers, un, ja es tieS$am v&loties braukat, vin$
padomasot par jauna, atbilstoSa velosip€da iegadi. Kad biju labak iepazinusies ar jauno
skolu un noteikumiem par to, ko meitenes darija pé&c tam, kad bija sasniegusas pusaudzu
gadus, es sapratu, ka ritenbraukSana nebija pat apspriezama, un ar to man nekas nesanaca.
Brinumaina karta t€vocis neuzsaka nevienu paSu sarunu par to, ko meiten€m biitu vai
nebiitu pareizi darit. Skita, ka savos pienakumos vins bija aizmirsis, ka esmu persona,
kura jasaved kartiba daudzos jautajumos un kura japaskubina, it seviski jau pie pusdienu
galda, lai atdarinatu savas tantes Dounas uzvedibu.

“Un tu tur aug$a uzbrauci viena pati?” vina jautdja, kad uzzinaja par notikuso.
“Ko tu tur mekl&ji? Nav nozimes, driz jau ar kadu iedraudzesies.”

Vinai bija taisniba abos gadijumos. Gan par to, ka iegiSu dazus jaunus draugus,
gan to, ka tas ierobeZzos lietas, ar kuram es var€tu nodarboties.

Tevocis Dzespers nebija vienkar$i arsts, vin$ bija arsts ar lielo burtu — vina
ietekme tika uzbiivéta pils€tas slimnica, tomér vin$ bija pret to, ka slimnicu nosauktu vina
varda. Tevocis bija audzis trukuma, bet vin$ bija atjautigs un stradaja par skolotaju, lidz
vargja atlauties medicinisko izglittbu. Vin$ tika pienémis dzemdibas un cauri
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sniegputeniem braucis operét apendiksus lauku maju virtuvés. Tadas lietas notika pat
piecdesmitajos un seSdesmitajos. Un vienmér ticgjis, ka nekad nedrikst padoties,
uznemoties arstet asins saindé$anas un pneimonijas un palidzot pacientiem izkepuroties
pat tad, kad par jaunam zalém nekas nav dzirdéts.

Tomer sava kabineta vins likas bezriipigaks, salidzinot ar to, kads bija majas. Ta,
it ka majas visu nemitigi vajadz€tu uzraudzit, bet kabineta parlukoSana nebitu
nepiecieSama, lai gan varétu likties, ka jabiit tieSi pretgji. Medmasa, kura tur stradaja, pat
neizturgjas pret vinu ar kadu 1paSu cienu — ar tanti Donnu vinu pat salidzinat nevargja.
Vina pabaza galvu pa kabineta durvim, kura tévocis arstéja manu nobrazumu, un teica, ka
dosies majas agrak.

“Jums bus jaatbild uz telefona zvaniem, doktor Kasel. Atceraties, es jums teicu?”

“Mmm- hmm,” vin$ atbildgja.

Protams, vina bija veca, varbit pari piecdesmit, un sievietém tada vecuma var biit
ieradums klut valdonigam.

Bet es nespéju iedomaties, ka tante Douna kadreiz ta daritu. Vina likas nemainigi
rozaina un bikla ka jauniba. Manas viesoSanas sakuma, kad man likas, ka varu klejot
jebkur, es biju iegajusi savas tantes un te€voca gulamistaba, lai apskatitu vinas bildi uz
tevoca naktsgaldina. Maigas sejas linijas un tumSie, vilpainie mati tantei piemita
joprojam. Bet matus apslépa sarkana, nepiem&rota cepure, un vinai mugurd bija
purpurkrasas apmetnis. Kad nogaju leja, jautaju tantei, kas tas par t€rpu, un vina atbildgja:
“Kads terps? A, tas bija mans medmasas studentes stils.”

“Tu biji medmasa?”

“Ai, ne!” Vina ta iesmgjas, it ka buitu izskan&jusi aplama nekauniba. “Es izstajos.”

“Vai ta tu iepazinies ar teévoci Dzesperu?”

“Ai, n€. Vin$ jau bija stradajis par arstu vairakus gadus pirms iepazinamies.
Satiku vinu, kad man bija apendiksa plisums. Es §eit ciemojos pie pazinas, precizak, pie
pazinas gimenes, un man palika loti slikti, bet nesapratu, kadel. Vins noteica diagnozi un
veica operaciju.” Saja bridi vina piesarka vairak neka parasti un teica, ka varbiit man
nevajadzetu iet ieksa gulamistaba, ja vien iepriek$ neesmu paltigusi atlauju. Pat man bija
skaidrs, ka tas noziméja — nekad.

“Vai ta pazina Seit veél dzivo?”

“Nu, zini, kad apprecies, tad ar draugiem vairs nav tadas attiecibas ka agrak.”

Pa to laiku, kamér uzoksker&ju Sos faktus, atklaju ari to, ka pavisam bez gimenes
jau té€vocis Dzespers nav, ka man sakotngji bija licies. Vinam bija masa. Arl vina bija
veiksmiga, vismaz mana skatljjuma. Tévoca masa bija muzike, vijolniece. Vinas vards bija
Mona. Vai ari tas bija vards, ar kuru vina bija pazistama, lai gan vinas Tstais, kristitais
vards bija Moda. Mona Kasela. Pirmo reizi par vinas eksistenci uzzinaju, kad pils€ta biju
nodzivojusi aptuveni pusi no macibu gada. Kadu dienu, kad devos majas no skolas, avizu
redakcijas loga ieraudziju reklamas plakatu koncertam, kur§ p&c paris ned€lam bija
paredzets ratsnama. Tris miuiziki no Toronto. Mona Kasela bija ta gara, gaiSmataina dama
ar vijoli. Kad nokluvu majas, pastastiju tantei Dounai par sakritibu ar vardiem, un vina
teica: “A, ja. Ta ir tava tévo¢a masa.”

Tad vina sacija: “Seit gan labak to nepiemini.”

P&c briza vina, Skiet, jutas spiesta pateikt vél ko.

Nu saproti, tavs t€vocis neizjit patiku pret tada veida miiziku. Simfonisko
miuziku.

Un vel vairak.

Vina teica, ka masa par tévoci DZesperu ir paris gadus vecaka un, kad vini bija
jauni, kaut kas esot atgadijies. DaZzi no radiniekiem uzskatija, ka meitene javed prom un
vinai jadod labakas iesp€jas, jo vina tieSam bija muzikala. Tatad vina tika audzinata
citadi, un bralim ar masu nebija neka kopiga, un tas arT bija viss, ko tante Douna zinaja.
Iznemot to, ka manam t€vocim nepatiktu, ka vina man ir izstastijusi pat tik daudz.

“Vinam nepatik tada veida mizika?” es vaicaju. “Kada veida mizika vinam
patik?”
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“Varétu teikt, ka tada, kura ir vecmodigaka, lai gan, pavisam noteikti, ne
klasiska.”

“Bitli?”

“Dievs zeligs!”

“Lorenss Velks ar1 ne?”

“Nav miisu zina to apspriest, ne ta? Man nevajadzgja to uzsakt.”

Es ignorg&ju vinu.

“Un kas patik tev?”

“Man parsvara patik viss.”

“Gan jau ir kas tads, kas tev patik vairak neka viss pargjais.”

Vina man davaja vienu no saviem mazajiem smaidiem, bet ne vairak. Sie bija
satrauktie smiekli, [1dzigi tiem, ar kuriem vina jautaja t€vocim DzZesperam, ka garSoja
vina vakarinas, tikai vairak nortipgjusies. Vertg§jums gandriz vienmer bija atzinigs, bet ar
iebildumiem. Ir labi, bet nedaudz par pikantu vai nedaudz par bezgars§igu. lesp&jams, ka
parvarits vai varbiit ne lidz galam izvarits. Kolidz vin§ pateica: “Man negarSoja,” un
atteicas paskaidrot sikak, smiekli izgaisa vinas cieSi savilktajas lfipas un varonigaja
paskontrolg.

Kas gan par vakarinam tas var&ja buit? Gribetos domat, ka ar kariju, bet varbit
tadel, ka manam t€vam negarSoja karijs, lai gan traci par to vin$ netaisija. Mans t€vocis
piecélas kajas un pagatavoja sev maiziti ar zemesriekstu sviestu, bet veids, kada tas tika
darits, gan bija pietiekams, lai saktos tracis. Lai ko arT tante Douna liktu galda, tas netika
domats ka iepriek$ planota provokacija. Varbiit €diens bija nedaudz citads neka ierasts,
varbiit Zurnala tas bija izskatijies labi. Un, cik atminos, te€vocis ap&da visu vél pirms sava
sprieduma izteikSanas. Tatad vin$ bija nevis izsalkuma mudinats, bet gan vajadzibas
skaidri un vareni pazinot, ka tadu maltiti neatzist.

Tagad man ienaca prata, ka, iesp&jams, todien slimnica kaut kas bija nogajis
greizi, varbiit bija nomiris kads, kuram nevajadzgja, iespéjams, ka ar &dienu tam nebija
nekada sakara. Bet nedomaju, ka tantei Dounai tas bija ienacis prata, un pat, ja bija, tad
savas aizdomas vina neizradija. Tante visa vainoja sevi.

Taja laika tantei Dounai bija cita probléma. Probléma, kuru es sp&tu saprast tikai
vélak. Sarezgljumi bija ar pari, kas dzivoja kaiminos. Vini bija ievakuSies ap to paSu
laiku, kad es. Vin$ bija apgabala skolu inspektors, vina — miuzikas skolotaja. Jaunie
kaimini vargja biit viena vecuma ar tanti Donnu, jaunaki par t€voci DZesperu. ArT viniem
nebija bérnu, tas deva iesp&ju biit atvertiem sabiedriskajai dzivei. Un vini atradas taja
posma, kad jaunaja dzivesvieta visas izredzes lickas gai$as un vieglas. Saja noskanojuma
jaunie kaimini tanti Donnu un tévoci Dzesperu bija uzaicinajusi uz kadu dz€rienu. Manu
krustvecaku sabiedriska dzive bija tieSam ierobezota un ka tada zinama ar1 visa pilseta,
tadel tante nebija radusi atteikt. Ta nu vini viesojas, baudija dz@rienus un plapaja. Varu
vien izteloties, ka t&vocis Dzespers gatavojas Sim notikumam, bet taja pasa laika launojas
uz tanti par rupji pielauto kluadu, pienemot ieliigumu.

Tagad vina bija neizpratng. Tante zinaja — ja cilveki tevi ieliidz ciemos un tu aizej,
tad tiek sagaidits, ka aicinasi vinus arT pie sevis. Dz€rieni pret dz€rieniem, kafija pret
kafiju. Maltite nav nepiecieSama. Bet, pat tad, kad tik maz bija jaizdara, vina nezinaja, ka
tikt gala. Manam teévocim ar kaiminiem nebija problému — vinam vienkar$i nepatika
uznemt viesus, lai vai kads biitu viesosanas iemesls.

Jaunumi, kurus tantei pazinoju, bija ka iesp&€jamais problémas risinajums. Trio no
Toronto, protams, Monu ieskaitot, planoja uzstaties ratsnama tikai vienu reizi. Sagadijas
ta, ka tas bija tieSi tas vakars, kuru tévocis Dzespers pavadija arpus majas un atgriezas
diezgan velu. Tas bija vakars, kura notika apgabala arstu ikgadg&ja kopsapulce un
vakarinas, nevis bankets — sievas nebija aicinatas.

Kaimini planoja apmeklét koncertu. Viniem tas biitu bijis jadara, nemot véra
vinas nodarboSanos. Bet vini vienojas, ka piekaps uz kafiju un uzkodam, tiklidz koncerts
bis beidzies. Un lai iepazitos — te nu mana tante bija parcentusies — lai iepazitos ar trio
dalibniekiem, kuri arT gatavojas iegriezties uz dazam minutem.
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Nezinu, cik daudz tante bija kaiminiem atklajusi par attiecibam ar Monu Kaselu.

Ja bija to darfjusi apzinati, tad viss kartiba. Vesela saprata tantei bija vairak ka

pietiekami, vismaz parsvara. Esmu parliecinata, ka vina paskaidroja, kadel doktors taja

vakara nevar€ja ierasties, bet tante nekad neaizietu tik talu, lai teiktu pargjiem, ka §1
tik§anas no tévoca jatur noslépuma.

Tulkojusi Linda Ozola-Ozolina

Alice Munro
Haven

All this happened in the seventies, though in that town and other small towns like
it the seventies were not as we picture them now, or as I had known them even in
Vancouver. The boys’ hair was longer than it had been, but not straggling down
their backs, and there didn’t seem to be an unusual amount of liberation or
defiance in the air.

My uncle started off by teasing me about grace. About not saying grace. I was
thirteen years old, living with him and my aunt for the year that my parents were
in Africa. I had never bowed my head over a plate of food in my life.

“Lord bless this food to our use and us to thy service,” Uncle Jasper said, while I
held my fork in midair and refrained from chewing the meat and potatoes that

were already in my mouth.

“Surprised?” he said, after “for Jesus’ sake. Amen.” He wanted to know if my
parents said a different prayer, perhaps at the end of the meal.

“They don’t say anything,” I told him.

“Don’t they really?” he said. These words were delivered with fake amazement.
“You don’t mean to tell me that? People who don’t say the Lord’s grace going
over to Africa to minister to the heathen—think of that!”

In Ghana, where my parents were teaching school, they seemed not to have come
across any heathen. Christianity bloomed disconcertingly all around them, even on
signs on the backs of buses.

“My parents are Unitarians,” I said, for some reason excluding myself.

Uncle Jasper shook his head and asked me to explain the word. Were they not
believers in the God of Moses? Nor in the God of Abraham? Surely they must be
Jews. No? Not Muhammadans, were they?

“It’s mostly that every person has his own idea of God,” I said, perhaps more
firmly than he’d expected. I had two brothers in college and it didn’t look as
though they were going to turn out to be Unitarian, so I was used to intense
religious—as well as atheistic—discussions around the dinner table.

“But they believe in doing good works and living a good life,” I added.

A mistake. Not only did an incredulous expression come over my uncle’s face—raised
eyebrows, marvelling nod—but the words just out of my mouth sounded alien even to me,
pompous and lacking in conviction.

I had not approved of my parents’ going to Africa. | had objected to being dumped—my
word for it—with my aunt and uncle. I may even have told them, my long-suffering
parents, that their good works were a load of crap. In our house we were allowed to
express ourselves as we liked. Though I don’t think my parents themselves would ever
have spoken of “good works” or of “doing good.”

My uncle was satisfied, for the moment. He said that we’d have to drop the subject, as he
himself needed to be back at his practice doing his own good works by one o’clock.

It was probably then that my aunt picked up her fork and began to eat. She would have
waited until the bristling was over. This may have been out of habit, rather than alarm at
my forwardness. She was used to holding back until she was sure that my uncle had said
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all that he meant to say. Even if I spoke to her directly, she would wait, looking at him to
see if he wanted to do the answering. What she did say was always cheerful, and she
smiled just as soon as she knew it was O.K. to smile, so it was hard to think of her as
being suppressed. Also hard to think of her as my mother’s sister, because she looked so
much younger and fresher and tidier, as well as being given to those radiant smiles.

My mother would talk right over my father if she had something she really wanted to say,
and that was often the case. My brothers, even the one who said he was thinking of
becoming a Muslim so that he could chastise women, always listened to her as an equal
authority.

“Dawn’s life is devoted to her husband,” my mother had said, with an attempt at
neutrality. Or, more dryly, “Her life revolves around that man.”

This was something that was said at the time, and it was not always meant as
disparagement. But I had not seen before a woman of whom it seemed so true as Aunt
Dawn.

Of course it would have been quite different, my mother said, if they’d had children.
Imagine that. Children. Getting in Uncle Jasper’s way, whining for a corner of their
mother’s attention. Being sick, sulking, messing up the house, wanting food he didn’t
like.

Impossible. The house was his, the choice of menus his, the radio and television programs
his. Even if he was at his practice next door, or out on a call, things had to be ready for
his approval at any moment.

The slow realization that came to me was that such a regime could be quite agreeable.
Bright sterling spoons and forks, polished dark floors, comforting linen sheets—all this
household godliness was presided over by my aunt and arrived at by Bernice, the maid.
Bernice cooked from scratch, ironed the dishtowels. All the other doctors in town sent
their linens to the Chinese laundry, while Bernice and Aunt Dawn herself hung ours out
on the clothesline. White from the sun, fresh from the wind, sheets and bandages all
superior and sweet-smelling. My uncle was of the opinion that the Chinks went too heavy
on the starch.

“Chinese,” my aunt said in a soft, teasing voice, as if she had to apologize to both my
uncle and the laundrymen.

“Chinks,” my uncle said boisterously.

Bernice was the only one who could say it quite naturally.

Gradually, I became less loyal to my home, with its intellectual seriousness and physical
disorder. Of course it took all a woman’s energy to keep up such a haven as this. You
could not be typing out Unitarian manifestos, or running off to Africa. (At first I said,
“My parents went to work in Africa,” every time a person in this house spoke of their
running off. Then I got sick of making the correction.)

“Haven” was the word. “A woman’s most important job is making a haven for her man.”
Did Aunt Dawn actually say that? I don’t think so. She shied away from statements. |
probably read it in one of the housekeeping magazines I found in the house. Such as
would have made my mother puke.

At first I explored the town. I found a heavy old bicycle in the back of the garage and
took it out to ride without thinking of getting permission. Going downhill on a newly
gravelled road above the harbor I lost control. One of my knees was badly scraped, and I
had to visit my uncle at his practice attached to the house. He dealt expertly with the
wound. He was all business then, matter-of-fact, with a mildness that was quite
impersonal. No jokes. He said he couldn’t remember where that bike had come from—it
was a treacherous old monster, and if I was keen on bicycling we could see about getting
me a decent one. When I got better acquainted with my new school and with the rules
about what girls there did after they reached their teens, I realized that biking was out of
the question, so nothing came of this. What surprised me was that my uncle himself had
not brought up any question of propriety or what girls should or should not do. He seemed
to have forgotten, in his office, that I was a person who needed straightening out on many
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matters, or who had to be urged, especially at the dinner table, to copy the behavior of my
aunt Dawn.

“You went riding up there all by yourself?”” was what she said when she heard about this.
“What were you looking for? Never mind, you’ll soon have some friends.”

She was right, both about my acquiring a few friends and about the way that that would
limit the things I could do.

Uncle Jasper was not just a doctor; he was the doctor. He had been the force behind the
building of the town hospital, and had resisted its being named for him. He had grown up
poor but smart and had taught school until he could afford medical training. He had
delivered babies and operated on appendix cases in farmhouse kitchens after driving
through snowstorms. Even in the fifties and sixties, such things had happened. He was
relied on never to give up, to tackle cases of blood poisoning and pneumonia and to bring
patients out alive in the days when the new drugs had not been heard of.

Yet in his office he seemed so easygoing, compared with the way he was at home. As if
in the house a constant watch were needed but in the office no oversight was necessary,
though you might have thought that the exact opposite would be the case. The nurse who
worked there did not even treat him with any special deference—she was nothing like
Aunt Dawn. She stuck her head around the door of the room where he was treating my
scrape and said that she was going home early.

“You’ll have to get the phone, Dr. Cassel. Remember, I told you?”

“Mmm-hmm,” he said.

Of course she was old, maybe over fifty, and women of that age could take on a habit of
authority.

But I couldn’t imagine that Aunt Dawn ever would. She seemed fixed in rosy and
timorous youth. Early in my stay, when I thought I had the right to wander anywhere, 1
had gone into my aunt and uncle’s bedroom to look at a picture of her, on his bedside
table.

The soft curves and dark wavy hair she had still. But there was an unbecoming red cap
covering part of that hair and she was wearing a purple cape. When I went downstairs I
asked her what that outfit was and she said, “What outfit? Oh. That was my nursing
student’s getup.”

“You were a nurse?”

“Oh, no.” She laughed as if that would have been absurd effrontery. “I dropped out.”

“Is that how you met Uncle Jasper?”

“Oh, no. He’d been a doctor for years before that. I met him when I had a ruptured
appendix. I was staying with a friend—I mean a friend’s family up here—and I got really
sick but I didn’t know what it was. He diagnosed it and took it out.” At this she blushed
rather more than usual and said that perhaps I should not go into the bedroom unless I
asked permission. Even I could understand that this meant never.

“So is your friend still here?”

“Oh, you know. You don’t have friends in the same way once you get married.”

About the time I nosed out these facts I also discovered that Uncle Jasper was not
altogether without family, as I had supposed. He had a sister. She, too, had been
successful in the world, at least to my way of thinking. She was a musician, a violinist.
Her name was Mona. Or that was the name she went by, though her proper, baptized
name was Maud. Mona Cassel. My first knowledge of her existence came when I had
lived in the town for about half the school year. When I was walking home from school
one day I saw a poster in the window of the newspaper office, advertising a concert that
was to be given at the Town Hall in a couple of weeks’ time. Three musicians from
Toronto. Mona Cassel was the tall, white-haired lady with the violin. When I got home I
told Aunt Dawn about the coincidence of names and she said, “Oh, yes. That would be
your uncle’s sister.”

Then she said, “Just don’t mention anything about it around here.”

After a moment she seemed to feel obliged to say more.

“Your uncle doesn’t go for that kind of music, you know. Symphony music.”
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And then more.

She said that the sister was a few years older than Uncle Jasper, and that something had
happened when they were young. Some relatives had thought that this girl should be
taken away and given a better chance, because she was so musical. So she was brought up
in a different way and the brother and sister had nothing in common and that was really
all that she—Aunt Dawn—knew about it. Except that my uncle would not like it that she
had told me even that much.

“He doesn’t like that music?” I said. “What kind of music does he like?

“Sort of more old-fashioned, you could say. Definitely not classical, though.”

“The Beatles?”

“Oh, goodness.”

“Not Lawrence Welk?”

“It’s not up to us to discuss this, is it? I shouldn’t have got going on it.”

I disregarded her.

“So what do you like?”

“I like pretty much anything.”

“You must like some things better than other things.”

She wouldn’t grant more than one of her little laughs. This was the nervous laugh, similar
to but more concerned than, for example, the laugh with which she asked Uncle Jasper
how he liked his supper. He nearly always gave approval, but with qualifications. All
right, but a bit too spicy or a bit too bland. Perhaps a little over- or possibly undercooked.
Once, he said, “I didn’t,” and refused to elaborate, and the laugh vanished into her tight
lips and heroic self-control.

What could that dinner have been? I want to say curry, but maybe that’s because my
father didn’t like curry, though he didn’t make a fuss about it. My uncle got up and made
himself a peanut-butter sandwich, and the emphasis he put into this did amount to making
a fuss. Whatever Aunt Dawn had served, it wouldn’t have been a deliberate provocation.
Maybe just something slightly unusual that had looked good in a magazine. And, as I
recall, he had eaten it all before pronouncing his verdict. So he was propelled not by
hunger but by the need to make a statement of pure and mighty disapproval.

It occurs to me now that something might have gone wrong at the hospital that day,
somebody might have died who wasn’t supposed to—perhaps the problem wasn’t with
the food at all. But I don’t think that occurred to Aunt Dawn—or, if it did, she didn’t let
her suspicion show. She was all contrition.

At the time, Aunt Dawn had another problem, a problem that I wouldn’t understand until
later. She had the problem of the couple next door. They had moved in about the same
time as I had. He was the county-school inspector, she a music teacher. They were
perhaps the same age as Aunt Dawn, younger than Uncle Jasper. They had no children,
either, which left them free for sociability. And they were at that stage of taking on a new
community, where every prospect looks bright and easy. In this spirit they had asked
Aunt Dawn and Uncle Jasper around for drinks. The social life of my aunt and uncle was
so restricted, and so well known around town to be restricted, that my aunt had no
practice in saying no. And so they found themselves visiting, having drinks and chatting,
and I can imagine that Uncle Jasper warmed to the occasion, though without forgiving my
aunt’s blunder in having accepted the invitation.

Now she was in a quandary. She understood that when people had invited you to their
house and you had gone you were supposed to ask them back. Drinks for drinks, coffee
for coffee. No need for a meal. But even what little was required she did not know how to
do. My uncle had found no fault with the neighbors—he simply did not like having
people in his house, on any account.

Then, with the news I had brought her, came the possibility of a solution to the problem.
The trio from Toronto—including, of course, Mona—was performing at the Town Hall on
one evening only. And it so happened that that was the very evening when Uncle Jasper
had to be out of the house and had to stay out fairly late. It was the night of the County
Physicians Annual General Meeting and Dinner. Not a banquet—wives were not invited.
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The neighbors were planning to attend the concert. They would have had to, given her
profession. But they agreed to drop in as soon as it was over, for coffee and snacks. And
to meet—this was where my aunt overreached herself—to meet the members of the trio,
who would also be dropping in for a few moments.

I don’t know how much my aunt revealed to the neighbors about the relationship with
Mona Cassel. If she had any sense, it was nothing. And sense was something she had
plenty of, most of the time. She did, I’m sure, explain that the doctor could not be present
on that evening, but she would never have gone so far as to tell them that the gathering
was to be kept secret from him.

Markuss Zusaks
Gramatu zagle (fragments)

PIE DZELZCELA SLIEDEM

Vispirms ir kaut kas balts. No apzilbinosa baltuma.

Dazi no jums noteikti doma, ka balta jau nav nekada krasa un ar to visu saistitas
mulkibas. Es jums saku, ka ir gan. Balta, bez Saubam, ir krasa un, manuprat, jus
nevéelaties ar mani stridéties.

#%%x NOMIERINOSS PAZINOJUMS *%*
Par spiti ieprieksejiem draudiem, lidzu, esiet mierigi!
Es esmu tikai tukSa lieliSanas —
Es neesmu agresiva.
Es neesmu launa.
Es vienkarsi esmu rezultats.

Ja, bija balts.

Skita, it ka visa pasaule biitu ietérpta sniega sega. Uzvilkusi tapat, ka uzvelk
dzemperi. Blakus dzelzcela sliedem pedu nospiedumi bija iegrimusi Iidz pat augsstilbiem.
Koki bija ietinuSies ledus segas.

Ka jau jiis noteikti paredzgjat, kads ir nomiris.

sk

Vini nesp&ja vinu ta vienkarsi atstat gulam uz zemes. Pagaidam ta nebija 1pasa probléma,
bet pavisam driz dzelzcels tiks notirits un vilcienam biis jadodas talak.

Divi vilciena pavadoni.

Viena mate ar meitu.

Viens likis.
Mate, meitene un likis iespit&jusies klusgja.

,,Ko citu tu vélies, lai es daru?”
Viens pavadonis bija gars$, otrs ss. Garakais vienmer runaja pirmais, lai gan nebija
galvenais. Vin§ paltukojas uz mazako, apalako. Ar suligi sarkana krasa iekrasoto seju.
,»Nu, més nevaram vinu te ta vienkarsi atstat, vai ne ta?” sekoja atbilde.

Garais saka zaudgét pacietibu: ”Kap&c gan ne? ”

Un mazakais gandriz uzspraga. Vins$ paskatijas augSup uz gara zodu un
iekliedzas: ,,Spinnst du? Tu esi stulbs? ” Riebums saSkiebtaja seja ar katru mirkli auga
aizvien lielaks. Vina ada papletas. ,,Nac,” vins$ teica, brienot pa sniegu. ,,M&s vinus visus
tris aiznesisim, ja vajadzes. Pabridinasim nakamo pieturu.”
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Runajot par mani, es pielavu pavisam vienkarsu klidu. Es jums nespésu izskaidrot, cik
loti esmu sevi vilusies. Ka ierasts — es visu izdarTju pareizi:

Es izpétiju spozas, sniega baltuma esosas debesis, kas atradas kustiga vilciena
loga. Es tas jau gandriz ieelpoju, bet tik un ta beigas svarstijos. Es atkapos — es kluvu
ieinteres€ta. Meiten€. Mani parn€ma zinkariba, un es pierunaju sevi palikt tik ilgi, cik
man atlava laiks. Es veroju.

Péc divdesmit trim miniitém, kad vilciens bija apstajies, es reize ar viniem
izkapu.

Manas rokas gulgja maza dveselite.

Es biju nostajusies mazliet pa labi.

Energiskais vilciena pavadonu duets atrada celu atpakal pie mates, meitenes un maza
puisisa lika. Es pavisam skaidri atceros, ka mana elpa todien bija loti skala. Esmu
parsteigta, ka pavadoni mani nepamanija, kad gaja garam. Pasaule Sobrid saplaka zem
sniega segas.

Iespgjams, nedaudz talak, desmit metrus pa kreisi, bala, izbadgjusies meitene bija
sasalusi.
Vinas mute tricgja.

Aukstas rokas bija sakrustotas.

Asaras bija piesaluSas pie gramatas zagles sejas.

Tulkojusi Annija Jansone
Markuss Zusaks
GRAMATU ZAGLE, (fragments)

IEVADS
ka laukakmens kalna gréda,
kura miisu stastitajs iepazistina ar sevi, krasam un gramatu zagli

NAVE UN SOKOLADE

Vispirms krasas.

Péc tam cilveki.

Ta es parasti to uztveru. Vai vismaz méginu uztvert.

LUK, INTERESANTS FAKTS,
tu nomirsi.
Es patiesi cenSos bt Itksma, domajot par So t€mu, kaut arT lielaka dala no cilvékiem
atturas no tic€Sanas man, neraugoties uz maniem protestiem.
Ludzu, tici man. Es tieSam varu biit l[iksma. Es varu biit pievilciga. Patikama. Pieklajiga.
Un tas ir tikai uz P burtu. Tikai neprasi man bt labai. Labam nav nekada sakara ar mani.
REAKCIJA PAR
IEPRIEKSMINETO FAKTU
Vai tevi tas uztrauc?
Es tevi iedroSinu nebaidities.
Es esmu tikai taisniga.

Protams, iepaziSanas. Pats sakums.
Kur ir mana pieklajiba?
Es varétu ar sevi iepazistinat tiesi, bet tas nav 1sti nepiecieSams. Jo tu mani iepazisi
diezgan labi un diezgan driz, pamatojoties uz dazadiem mainigiem apstakliem.Nav jasaka
nekas vairak, ka tikai tas, ka kada bridt es noteikti biisu tev blakus, cik draudzigi vien
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iesp&jams. Tava dvésele blis manas rokas. Uz mana pleca tup&s krasa. Es tevi maigi
aiznesiSu prom.

Taja bridi tu atradisies gulus (es reti satieku cilvekus stavam). Tu bisi iekalts pats
sava kermeni. Iespéjams, piedzivosi kadu atklajumu; gaisa atskanes kliedziens.
Vienigais, ko es péc tam dzirdé$u, biis mana elpa un manu solu skana.

Jautajums — kada krasa viss bis, kad es naksu tev pakal?

Ko teiks debesis?

Personigi man patik debesis Sokolades krasa. Tumsas, tumsas Sokolades krasa. Cilveki
saka, ka man ta piestav. Tomer es censos izbaudit katru krasu, ko redzu, visu krasu paleti.
Apmeéram miljardiem garSu, katra no tam ir atSkiriga, un debesis, kuras lenam baudit. Tas
nonem satraukumu. Tas palidz man atslabt.

KADA TEORIJA
Cilveki vero dienas krasas tikai tas sakuma un
beigas, bet man ir pietiekami skaidrs, ka diena ar
katru aizejoSo bridi iet cauri
neskaitamiem toniem un nokrasam.
Pat viena stunda var ietvert tiiksto§ dazadas
krasas. Vaska dzelteni, makonu izsplauti zilie toni. Driima tumsa.

Sava darba es vélos tas pamanit.

Es jau devu majienu, ka mans vienigais glabin$ ir noveér$anas no galvena. Ta palidz man
saglabat veselo sapratu. Ta palidz man ar visu samierinaties — paturot prata, cik ilgi es
jau veicu So darbu. Vieniga nelaime — kur§ mani spétu aizvietot? Kur§ varétu parnemt
manu darbu, kamér biiSu atvalinajuma jiisu ierastajas atpiitas vietas, vienalga, vai tie biis
tropi vai slépoSanas kiirorts?

Atbilde, protams, ir — neviens, kas man lika pienemt pardomatu, apzinatu lémumu —
atteikties no atvalinajuma. Nav pat nepiecieSams teikt, ka es atptSos ik uz sola. Krasas.

Tulkojusi Anna Nikola Balode

Markus Zusak
THE BOOK THIEF

PROLOGUE
a mountain range of rubble
in which our narrator introduces: himself—the colors—and the book thief

DEATH AND CHOCOLATE
First the colors.
Then the humans.
That’s usually how I see things. Or at least, how I try.

HERE IS A SMALL FACT

You are going to die.

I am in all truthfulness attempting to be cheerful about this whole topic, though most
people find themselves hindered in believing me, no matter my protestations. Please, trust
me. [ most definitely can be cheerful. | can be amiable. Agreeable. Affable. And that’s
only the A’s. Just don’t ask me to be nice. Nice has nothing to do with me.
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REACTION TO THE
AFOREMENTIONED FACT
Does this worry you?

I urge you—don’t be afraid.
I’m nothing if not fair.

— Of course, an introduction. A beginning.
Where are my manners?
I could introduce myself properly, but it’s not really necessary. You will know me well
enough and soon enough, depending on a diverse range of variables. It suffices to say that
at some point in time, I will be standing over you, as genially as possible. Your soul will
be in my arms. A color will be perched on my shoulder. I will carry you gently away.

At that moment, you will be lying there (I rarely find people standing up). You will
be caked in your own body. There might be a discovery; a scream will dribble down
the air. The only sound I’ll hear after that will be my own breathing, and the sound
of the smell, of my footsteps.

The question is, what color will everything be at that moment when I come for you? What
will the sky be saying?

Personally, I like a chocolate-colored sky. Dark, dark chocolate. People say it suits me. |
do, however, try to enjoy every color I see—the whole spectrum. A billion or so flavors,
none of them quite the same, and a sky to slowly suck on. It takes the edge off the stress.
It helps me relax.

A SMALL THEORY
People observe the colors of a day only at its beginnings and
ends, but to me it’s quite clear that a day merges through a
multitude of shades and intonations, with each passing
moment. A single hour can consist of thousands of different
colors. Waxy yellows, cloud-spat blues. Murky darknesses.
In my line of work, I make it a point to notice them.

As I’ve been alluding to, my one saving grace is distraction. It keeps me sane. It helps me
cope, considering the length of time I’ve been performing this job. The trouble is, who
could ever replace me? Who could step in while I take a break in your stock-standard
resort-style vacation destination, whether it be tropical or of the ski trip variety? The
answer, of course, is nobody, which has prompted me to make a conscious, deliberate
decision — to make distraction my vacation. Needless to say, I vacation in increments. In
colors.

Lena Dunhama
Ne jau tada meitene

Igors
Vai arT — mans interneta draugs nomira un varbit arT tavs

Kadu dienu datori vienkarsi uzradas. M&s ienacam no brivstundas, un tur tie bija,

septinas pelekas kastes uz gara galda piekta stava gaiteni.
“Mg&s dabtjam datorus!” skolotaja pazinoja. “Un tie palidzés mums macities!”
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Visi bija satraukti, bet es uzreiz kluvu aizdomiga. Kas tur tik labs neglitos, liclos
robotos, kas piepilda miisu gaiteni? Kapec visi ltksmo ka idioti? Ko tadu var iemacit §1s
ierices, ko nevarétu miisu skolota;ji?

Puisi ir 1pasi sajusminati, katru brivo bridi klikSkinot tastatiiru, spélgjot vienkarsu
speli, kura jakrauj bloki, cenSoties panakt, lai tie uzspragst. Es atturos. Es esmu
pieskarusies tikai vienam datoram manas draudzenes Marisas majas, un §1 pieredze man
nelikas patikama. Zalajos burtos un skaitlos, kas paradijas uz ekrana, kad dators saka
darboties, bija kaut kas draudigs, un es ienidu to, ka Marisa parstaja atbildet uz
jautajumiem vai ieveérot mani, kad tas tika ieslégts.

Manai nepatikai pret datoriem ir gandriz politiska degsme: tie maina misu
sabiedribu, es saku, un uz slikto pusi. Uzvedisimies ka cilvéki. Sarunasimies. Izmantosim
savu rokrakstu. Es atprasos no masinrakstiS8anas nodarbibas, kur mé&s izmantojam
programmu Mavis Beacon Teaches Typing, lai iemacitos, kuram pirkstam japieskaras
kuram burtam (Mazais pirksts uz P, vina saka. Mazais pirksts uz P), kameér pargjie censas
izpatikt Meivisam, es rakstu sava kladg.

Skolas konference skolotaja izstasta manai mammai un t€tim, ka es izradu “Istu
naidu pret tehnologiju”. Vina vélas, kaut es biitu ar mieru “pienemt jaunas parmainas
klase”. Kad mamma pazinoja, ka arT més vienu iegadasimies miisu majam, es iegaju sava
istaba, ieslédzu mazo melnbalto televizoru, ko nopirku pagalma tirgi, un vairak neka
stundu atteicos nakt ara.

Tas tiek atvests kada p&cpusdiena, Apple ar monitoru parvaksanas kastes lieluma.
Virietis ar zirgasti to uzstada, pardada mani mammai, ka lietot diskdzini, un paprasa, vai
gribu redz&t spéles. Es pakratu galvu: ng, n€, es negribu.

Bet dators, atrodoties misu dzivojamas istabas vidd, maigi riicot izstaro
magnétisku speku. Es skatos, ka auklite palidz manai masai izprast spéli Oregon Trail —
tikai tapéc, lai visa vinas digitala gimene nomirtu no dizentérijas, pirms vini paspgj
parbrist upi. Mana mamma raksta Word dokumentu ar abiem raditajpirkstiem. “Vai
nevélies pamé&ginat?” vina jauta.

Beidzot vilingjums ir parak spécigs. Es gribu paméginat, redz&t, par ko tas tracis
ir, bet negribu but liekule. Es jau atkal biju kluvusi par vegetarieti un man bija tik liels
kauns, ka pusdienas esmu teikusi meiteném — mana sviestmaize esot fofu prosciutto. Man
jabtt patiesai pret sevi. Es nevaru turpinat mainit savu identitati, un naids pret datoriem ir
dala no manas identitates. Kadu dienu mamma sava istaba karto kurpes, un gaiss ir tirs.
Es ieeju viesistaba, aps€zos biroja aukstaja metala krésla un lénam pastiepju pirkstu preti
ieslégSanas pogai. Klausos, ka tas uzsak darbibu, nopikst un ieriicas. Es sajttu parkapuma
uzmundrino$o sajiitu.

Tulkojusi Gita Orska

Lena Dunham

Not that kind of girl
Igor
Or, My Internet Boyfriend Died and So Can Yours

The computers just show up one day. We come in from recess, and there they are,
seven gray boxes on a long table in the fifth-floor hallway “We got
computers!” our teacher announces. “And they are going to help us learn!”

Everyone is buzzing, but [ am immediately suspicious. What is so great about our
hall being full of ugly squat robots? Why is everyone cheering like idiots?

What can we learn from these machines that we can’t from our teachers? The boys
especially are transfixed, spending every free moment tap-tap-tapping on the
keyboards, playing a simplistic game that involves stacking blocks in an effort to
make them explode. I stay away. I have only touched one other computer, at my friend
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Marissa’s house, and found the experience disconcerting. There was something
sinister about the green letters and numbers that flashed on the screen as the
computer booted up, and I hated the way Marissa stopped answering questions or
noticing me the second it was turned on.

My distaste for computers has an almost-political fervor: they’re changing our society, I
say, and for the worse. Let’s act human. Converse. Use our handwriting. I ask to be
excused from typing class, where we use a program called Mavis Beacon Teaches
Typing to learn which finger should touch which letter. (Pinkie on P, she says. Pinkie
on P.) While the others try to please Mavis, I write in my notebook.

At parent-teacher conferences my teacher tells my mother and father that I show “a
real hostility toward technology.” She wishes 1 was willing to “embrace new
developments in the classroom.” When my mother announces we will be getting one
of our own at home, I go to my room and turn on the tiny black-and-white TV I bought
at a yard sale, refusing to come out for over an hour.

It arrives one evening after school, an Apple with a monitor the size of a moving
box. A guy with a ponytail installs it, shows my mother how to use the CD-ROM
drive, and asks if I want to see the “preinstalled” games. I shake my head: No. No, I
don’t.

But the computer exerts a magnetic pull, sitting there in the middle of our living room,
humming ever so slightly. I watch as my babysitter walks my sister through a game of
Oregon Trail, only to have her entire digital family die of dysentery before they can
ford the river. My mother types a Word document with her two pointer fingers.
“Don’t you want to try it?” she asks.

Finally, the temptation is too great. I want to try, to see what all the fuss is about, but I
don’t want to be a hypocrite. I already went back on being a vegetarian and was so
ashamed I told the girls at lunch that my sandwich was tofu prosciutto. I have to
be true to myself. 1 can’t keep rejiggering my identity, and hating computers is a part
of my identity. One day my mother is in her bedroom organizing her shoes, and the
coast is clear. I walk into the living room, sit down in the cold metal office chair,
and slowly extend my finger toward the power button. Listen to it boot up, ping, and
purr. I feel an exhilarating sense of trespass.

Janis Ezerin$
The new law

Suitors rode black horses but then came one riding white, and that was the real one. The
king's daughter gave permission to marry her, the king gave him the country, and all the
land was seized by happiness, infinitely sweet and giddy.

I listen to these happy fairy tales and remain so light and easy because I believe in them
just like in the summer sun. But also stories occur from which the nights lengthen and
eyes fall on the morning side. One fairy tale comes to mind, a fairy tale about the heart
which a young man left in a mountain, ruthlessly cracking his chest. This fairy tale
belongs to the time when all countries still had a king, ministers, princesses and began
like this:

The king's palace stood in the middle of the land, gardens were around it, and roads from
there went to all the heaven’s sides. They led to large forests around the country, and
beyond them, there were other lands and other people, as it should be. But in forests lived
a plenty of birds and beautiful beasts. Hunting noise sounded there all day and fell silent
only in the evenings. The king himself with attendants often came to the forests to refresh
his mind from difficulties and learn to recognize wild animals as well as he knew his
subjects but also to practice shooting arrows. Because it is a trait that kings can never
have too much.
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When the princess's wedding day was approaching, he went again in the forests with all
courtiers to hunt deer, roe-deer, and wild cocks for the feast table. They had already
lingered there for days, and princess with her companions couldn't wait for them.
Sometimes Alda - the king's daughter - climbed the mountain which was not far behind
the palace gardens to look out for the returning hunters. But she kept coming back
without seeing anything. Still, the mountain was high enough to want to climb it again
and again, even if there wasn't anything to see.

And so, once again climbing the mountain, through the rikonai? of the source she heard a
strange voice. It wasn't bird’s, nor trees in the winds. The princess walked towards it and
by the source saw a young man lying on the grass. He lay like the most powerful, he was
singing and throwing hands in the air. But when he saw the princess, he stood up and
marvelled at her.

Their meeting was so unexpected that they would pass each other, if they both were not
so beautiful and young, and alone in this mountain. But now, here he went towards her,
and below all blue sky he didn't know what to do except to come up to her, grab her hand
and say:

"While you are here in these heights, I commit this mountain and myself to you."

The princess silently wondered about all of it, this stranger spoke an adult language but at
the same time spoke like a child and also laughed like no one in the country. And the
longer he lingered, the more simple-minded he seemed, there’s no need to avoid him. She
allowed to hold her hand, which he drew closer to himself, pressing to his chest so that
her fingers felt faint blows as if someone was avoiding them.

"What is it? asked the princess. "A grasshoppery behind your shirt? He bites!"

The young man smiling looked up into her eyes.

"Is it raging as if would want to escape?"

"Yes. What is it? The grasshoppery? The black beetle?"

The young man even harder pressed her hand.

"The heart," he said.

"The heart? What is it, a heart?"

"Heart is the wildest thing on earth, it is like a will to lie in flowers, call, sing, talk to the
wind and clouds, kiss and push back, destroy and build again!"

What an eccentric, thought the princess and said:

"I don't have a heart. "I know. No one has a heart here. But you have people that
overcome other lands in wisdoms."

"Where are you from?"

"I?" and the young man pointed to the large forests. "I've come here at will, but I'll go
back again."

"Don't go yet," said the princess because the stranger had so quickly gained her trust.
"Come with me. When the king returns, I will celebrate the wedding. Stay for my
wedding."

The young man was surprised.

"How, you're the new Alda?"

"That's my name."

"That's it!" exclaimed the stranger. "But your fiance?"

"He is my father's friend. His name is Prince Med."

"Do you love him?"

"I don't understand what you're asking. I know him."

"No, no, I just wanted to ask if you like him, is he handsome?"

"He is smart. He knows years and stars by heart. But my father knows all the subjects."
When they had talked, and it seemed to the princess that the strange young man did not
understand anything from everything she said, but only in its simplicity remained silent,
then she again wanted him to sing, laugh and grab her hands. Because it was something
unusual when a man so suddenly without any reason stretches out arms, throws a hat in
the air and speaks very loudly.

But he just looked silently.
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"What's in your mind, stranger?" she finally asked.

"You are in my mind," he replied, "and I have a hard heart."

"I don't have a heart. Give it to me."

"I am thinking about it. Because I have to give you something for the wedding."

As he said it, he embraced the princess, kissed her and fell on a sharp stone edge,
stumbling unwillingly and cracking his chest. He took the heart and handed it hot and
bleeding to the princess, but then managed to fell sideways so that the princess couldn't
see his death.

Surprised of all what happened, she understood everything only when she heard a strange
beat coming from her chest, which made her tingle all over her body. But when she raised
her eyes everything seemed strange and new, the world was different, below it was blue,
under-green, full of birds, sunshine and distant thunders. She got tipsy from a deep breath
and felt strange anxiety to take to the air; she threw her arms like wings and cheered
because of the miracles that she was watching in the mornings and evenings.

Ladybugs crossed paths ahead of her, grass bent over to her toes, and branches of the
mountain ash gravitated to her hand.

What happened? She asked herself.

In the distance sounded trumpets and the princess watched the hunters return.

Then, that's how the trumpets sounded like! They united with winds and clouds and
rained down in a cheerful vault. Prince Med returned!

Alda went down from the mountain, her footsteps were light, and thoughts as the white
day itself. But that slope she saw for the first time! Her footsteps were slower than
anyone's who went through miracles. And when she got down, meadows pulled her into
themselves where rivers disappeared in greeneries, and dragonflies shimmered in the air.
She plucked a blooming buttercup and was frightened of what she did, she didn't count
the leaves of flowers anymore, as the teacher taught her, one of the wisest in the country,
but burned her face with yellow flames until her cheeks caught fire. She fell into the grass
because was happy and got no farther; she hid her head in the bentgrass, and where her
eyes lay, a silver dew gathered in green goblets. Well, that's where the land is beautiful
and everything that lives and grows on her!

It was already evening when with fragrant flowers in hair and hands she appeared in the
palace, where the king impatiently was waiting for her. The royal throne hall's lights were
burning brightly, and all the courtiers were there. She flew across the threshold, appeared
dancing and throwing flowers. At first glance, they did not recognize the princess because
her face was so alive. In her face still burned the sunset glow, but the mouth jubilated
greeting. She threw flowers to the groom and without fear decorated her father's purple
clothes.

"King," she said, "I was in the countryside and for all of you geared heavenly flowers, the
world is new today, don't you notice?"

The courtiers started to move and rustling passed over them. The fat minister who stood
near the king's son-in-law took a step closer.

"Dear Prince," he whispered mysteriously, "Whatever happened, happened.

I think the princess is sick. I cannot think, she has gone mad."

And soon all the courtiers, pages, and advisers whispered and talked curiously about it,
but the king listened expectantly. Only the princess did not hear anything and went closer
to her father. But when she looked into his face, it was like a metal thing. She was scared
and continued watching, and in all faces saw stiffness, but the flowers she brought
seemed like they were scattered in dolomite. Their lips spoke something
incomprehensible, their foreheads had deep wrinkles and hands lay dead. Oh, she did not
expect that!

What has happened to you! She asked sadly without noticing that they were the same old,
smart and cold-blooded courtiers, whose foreheads swelled from thoughts but breasts fell
from emptiness, and there were a lot of learned men and researchers among them, a lot of
sages and stern thinkers who knew the numbers of stars and the courses of suns. But they
did not know the beauty of the burning marsh marigolds in the night sky.
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"Haven't you been lucky?" asked the princess again when no one answered. "It took you
so long."
Then she suddenly walked up to the groom and kissed him.
"Oh!" exclaimed the minister. "She does like a lynx mother with her children. She's
licking lips."
Prince Med suddenly stepped aside.
"You're right, minister," said the king after seeing it all. "She is sick. She had smelled this
horrible flowers for too long."
Then he raised his hand and dismissed everyone. When near remained only Prince Med,
he told the princess that she must immediately go to her companions and find peace,
which she has carelessly left in the countryside. "Our game is rich, and your wedding is in
ten days," he finished. The princess fell on her own flowers and was incredibly similar to
them. The old nanny came. But the king ordered the doctor to be awake all night, and the
king himself with Prince Med had long, difficult negotiations.
In the morning the princess awoke, and before the companions came, round her already
crowded regiment of memories of the last days. Well, she could not cope with them all, so
controversial they were! But then they suddenly ceased, and she remembered only a
young man in the mountain and yellow buttercups. Sparkling joy immediately made her
cheer with the morning because the companions remained standing in the doorway, and
the old nanny exclaimed:
"Child, what are you doing!"
"I am having fun!" said the princess in return. (..)

Tulkojusi Jolanta Dudone

Dz. D. Selindzers
Meitene, ko pazinu (1948)

Sava pirma studiju gada beigas, 1936. gada, es izgazos visos piecos macibu
priekSmetos. Nenokartojot tikai tris eksamenus, es biitu tiesigs rudent iesniegt pieteikumu
cita koledza. Bet virieSiem kategorija “tris no pieci” dazreiz bija divas stundas jagaida
arpus dekana biroja. VirieSi mana grupa — dazi, kuriem pat taja pasa naktt bija tikSanas
Nujorka — negaidija ne mirkli. Viens, divi un gatavs! — tas ir veids, ka lielaka dala manas
grupas viru bija radusi, ka tas lietas notiek.

Koledza, kura es macijos, acimredzot nevis vienkarsi izsutlja sekmju izrakstus uz
majam, bet gan izsniedza tos publiskai apskatei. Kad es atgriezos majas, Nujorka, pat
sulainis izskatijas nokaitinats un naidpilns. Ta bija slikta nakts. Tevs klusi pazinoja, ka
mana formala izglitiba oficiali ir beigusies. Sava zina es jutos ta, it ka lugtos v&l vienu
iesp&ju, lai pieraditu, ka vasaras skola visu varu verst par labu vai darit jeb ko citu. Bet es
to nedariju. Pirmkart, tapéc, ka mana mate bija istaba un bez mitas atkartoja, ja man
radusas problémas, bija jaapmeklé fakultates konsultants — tikai un vienigi tapéc, lai
palidzétu. ST bija tada saruna, kuras dél es taisna cela vélgjos ar draugu doties uz
“Rainbow Room”. Katra zina viena probléma noved pie nakamas, jo, kad man radas
izdeviba izpildit savus trauslos solfjumus, es, protams, So izdevibu palaidu garam.

Lai gan taja pasa naktl tévs pazinoja, ka iesaistis mani sava biznesa, biju
parliecinats, ka vismaz ned€lu nekas tads nenotiks. Zinaju, ka te&vam biis vajadzigs
diezgan apkerigs plans, lai panaktu, ka mani bez probleémam iesaista uznp@muma — tacu es
téva partneriem radiju Saubas.

P&c paris dienam t&vs mani vakarinu laika parsteidza ar jautajumu, vai es véletos
doties uz Eiropu un iemacities kadu valodu, kas firmai biitu loti noderigi. Vispirms uz
V1ni un tad varbiit uz Parizi — vin$ paskaidroja 1si un kodoligi.

Atbild&ju, ka $1 ideja izklausas loti labi. Es jau uz 74. ielas biju partraucis
attiecibas ar savu meiteni. Un man Vine neparprotami saistijas ar gondolam. Gondolas
nemaz neizklausijas slikti.
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fotografija, varbiit ir verts piemingét, izskatijas tiesi tapat ka es. Savos astonpadsmit gados
biju seSas pédas gar§, ar visam dréb&m sveéru 119 marcinas un biju kaisligs smeketajs.
Domaju — ja Geétes Verters un visas vina bédas tiktu noliktas blakus visam manam b&édam
Seit, uz S.S. Rex promenades klaja, vin$ salidzinagjuma ar mani izskatitos ka skumjs
komikis.

Kugis piestaja Neapol€, un no turienes es ar vilcienu devos uz Vini. Venécija es
gandriz izkapu no vilciena, kad atklaju, ka gondolas ir Seit, tom&r divi cilveki no kupejas,
kur man bija ieradita vieta, izkapa ara — un es jau biju parak ilgi gaidijis, kad man bus
iesp€ja izstiept un uzcelt savas kajas, tapec taja bridi gondolas man bija vienaldzigas.

Pirms es aizbraucu uz Vini un pirms vél kugis atgdja no Nujorkas ostas, man,
protams, tika uzstaditi noteikumi. Noteikumi par to, ka es vismaz tris stundas diena
apgiisu vacu valodu; noteikumi par to, lai es parak neuzticos cilvékiem, Ipasi jaunakiem
cilveékiem, noteikumi par to, lai nauda netiktu izskiesta ka dzeraju jurniekam, lai valkatu
atbilstosu apgérbu, lai nesaslimtu ar pneimoniju un ta talak. Bet Viné apméram péc
ménesa es jau par visu biju pariip&jies: katru dienu tris stundas macijos vacu valodu, kuru
man pasniedza diezgan neparasta jauna dama, ar kuru es iepazinos Grand Hotel atpiitas
telpa. Viena no talakajiem rajoniem biju atradis vietu, kas bija letaka par Grand Hotel —
uz turieni gan tramvajs nebrauca péc desmitiem vakara, bet taksometrs gan. Es gérbos
silti — sev biju nopircis tris Tiroles hutes. Satiku jaukus cilvékus — es biju aizdevis trissimt
Silinus loti izskatigam puisim Bristol Hotel bara. Isuma — biju gatavs nosiitit atskaites
vestuli uz majam par pasu galveno.

Ving es pavadiju vél mazliet vairak ka piecus meénesu. Dejoju. Slidoju un slépoju.
Sporta péc pastrid€jos ar angli. Pav@roju operacijas divas slimnicas un biju uz
psihoanalizi pie jaunas ungaru sievietes, kura smékgja cigarus. Man bija nenogurdinama
interese par vacu valodas nodarbibam. Skita, ka virzos uz prieksu ar nepelnitu veiksmi, no
gemutlichkeit uz gemutlichkeit. Bet pieminu to tikai tapec, lai paturétu prata Bédekeru.

Drosi vien katram virietim ir vismaz viena pilséta, kura agrak vai vélak vin$
iepazistas ar meiteni. Meitene tomer neietekmée parvertibas, tacu — cik labi to apzinas pats
virietis? Vina tur bija, un vina bija visa pils€ta, un ta tas ir.

Lea bija no ebreju gimenes un dzivoja tieSi zem mana dzivokla, ta bija gimene,
pie kuras es biezi vien piekapu. Vinai bija seSpadsmit, un vina sava vecuma bija
apbrinojami skaista. Loti tums$i mati, kas krita pari smalkam austinam, kadas es nekad
nebiju redzgjis. Vinai bija izteiktas, lielas acis, kuras, Skita, apreibs paSas no sava
nevainiguma. Vinas rokas bija gaiSi brinas ar trausliem un slaidiem pirkstiem.
Apsédusies, vina vienmér apzinati nolika tas klepi. Isak sakot, es pirmo reizi miiza
redzgju tik dailu bitni.

Cetru ménesu garuma es redz&ju vinu divus vai tris vakarus nedéla, un apméram
tikai stundu. Un nekad ne arpus daudzdzivoklu majas, kura més dzivojam. M&s negajam
dejot; mes negajam uz koncertiem; més pat nekad nebijam izgajusi ara. Driz péc miisu
tikSanas es uzzinaju, ka Leas t€vs apsolijis vinu izprecinat kaut kadam Polam. Iesp&jams
tiesi So jaunumu del tik loti v€l§jos pavadit ar vinu laiku arT arpus dzivokla. Varbit es
parak daudz uztraucos. Varbiit baidijos zaud&t tas romantiskas jutas, kas bija radusas
misu starpa. Es vairs nezinu. Kadreiz zinaju, bet vairs es nezinu. Cilvékam nav
vajadzibas nésat 11dzi atslégu, kura nekur neder.

Mana tiksanas ar Leu bija apburosa.

Istaba bija skanuplaSu atskanotajs un divas amerikanu skanuplates: abas no
namsaimnieces — viena no retajam davanam, kas sanéméejam lika apreibt no laimes. Viena
no ierakstiem Dorotija Lamira dziedaja Moonlight and Shadows, otra Konija Bosvela
dziedaja Where Are You? Abas dziesmas mana istaba skan&ja pilna skaluma tik ilgi,
kam@r namsaimniece uznaca aug$a uz manu dzivokli.

Kadu vakaru, s€Zot viesistaba, es rakstlju véstuli meitenei, kura dzivoja
Pensilvanija, piedavajot, lai vina pamet skolu un brauc uz Eiropu precé mani; diezgan
rets piedavajums no manis $ajas dienas. Skanu plate vairs neatskanoja muziku. Tacu

27



peksni mana istaba caur attaisito logu ieplida nedaudz sabojati vardi no Bosvelas
jaunkundzes dziesmas:

Kur tu esi? Kur tu esi pazudis bez manis? Es domaju, ka tu riapésies par mani.
Kur tu esi?

Pamatigi satraucies, pielécu kajas, pieskr&ju pie loga un izliecos lauka.

Dzivoklim, kas bija tieS§i zem mangja, vienigajam Saja daudzdzivoklu maja bija
balkons. Ieraudziju meiteni, kas stav€ja tur, pilnigi iegremdg&jusies rudens krésla. Vina
nedarija neko, tikai stav€ja, atbalstijusies uz balkona margam, saturédama Visumu kopa.
Tas, ka vinas seja un kermenis izlauzas cauri miglainajai kréslai, lika man justies mazliet
iereibusam. P&c paris sekundeém, sirdij tricot, es ar vinu sasveicinajos. Vina paskatijas uz
mani, un, lai arT izskatijas mazliet izbijusies, kaut kas tomeér liecin3ja, ka Lea nav parak
parsteigta par to, ka esmu dzirdgjis vinu dziedot Bosvelas singlu. Tam, protams, nebija
nozimes. Briesmiga vacu valoda es pajautaju, vai vina iebilstu, ja es pievienotos vinai uz
balkona. Sis piedavajums vinu acimredzot samulsinja. Vina anglu valoda atbildgja, ka
diezin vai vinas tévam patiktu, ja es pievienotos. Saja bridi manas zina$anas par meitenu
teviem, kuras jau ta bija vajas, sasniedza zemako punktu. Bet, lai vai ka, man nacas
mazliet palauzit galvu, lai saprastu.

Tomer izradijas, kas viss ir kartiba. Lea domaja, ka tas butu pilnigi normali, ja
vina uznaktu apraudzit mani. Diezgan parsteigts, bet tomér priecigs, pamaju vinai ar
galvu, aizveru logu un atri centos savest istabu kartiba, steigSus pastumdams ar kaju lietas
kaut kur, lai neredz tas.

Diezgan miglaini atceros pirmo vakaru mana viesistaba. Visi miisu vakari ir bijusi
diezgan vienadi. Es vairs nespéju tos atskirt.

Leas klauvgjiens pie manam durvim vienmer bija ka dzeja — specigs, savilnojoss,
izsmelosi perpendikulars dzejolis. Vinas klauvgjiens sp&ja izteikt par vinu visu, par vinas
nevainigumu un skaistumu, un parstaja likt domat par citu meitenu nevainigumu un
skaistumu. Vienmer, kad atveru Leai durvis, biju apburts no cienas un laimes.

Pirms iegajam dzivojama istaba, mes paspiedam viens otram roku. Tad Lea
nedaudz kautrigi, bet skaisti piegaja pie loga, apsédas un gaidija, kad saksies misu
saruna.

Leas anglu valodas, tapat ka manas vacu valodas zinaSanas, bija ar nelieliem
robiem. Tomer es sarunajos tikai vacu valoda, un vina ar mani anglu valoda, jo tik un ta
jebkur$ cits méginajums sarunaties biitu bijis neveiksmigs.

“Uh. Wie geht es Thnen?” es uzsaku sarunu. (Ka Jums iet?) Es nekad neuzrunaju
Leu uz “tu”.

“Man iet loti labi, paldes,” Lea vienmér méginaja atbildét nesarkdama. Bet tas
daudz nepalidzgja, vina tik un ta nosarka.

“Schon hinaus, nicht wahr?” es vienmér jautaju, neatkarigi no ta, vai ara bija vai
nebija saulains. (Ara ir skaists laiks, ne?)

“Ja”, vina man art atbild&ja, neatkarigi no ta, vai ara bija vai nebija saulains.

“Uh. Waren Sie heute ins Kino?” §is bija mans milakais jautajums. (Vai Jis bijat
Sodien uz kino?) Piecas dienas nedgla Lea stradaja pie sava t€va kosmétikas riipnica.

“Neg, es Sodien stradaju pie sava téva.”

“Oh, dass ist recht! Uh. Ist es schon dort?” (Ak, pareizi. Vai tur ir jauki?)

“Ne&. Tas ir liels uznemums, kur strada un staiga apkart Joti daudz cilveki.”

“Oh. Dass ist schlecht.” (Tas ir slikti.)

“Uh. Wollen Sie haben ein Tasse von Kaffe mit mir haben?” (Vai jus veletos ar
mani iedzert tasi kafijas?”

“Es jau esmu paédusi.”

“Ja, aber haben Sie ein Tasse.” (Ja, bet varblit tomer jus velaties vienu tasiti.)

“Paldes.”

Es steiga no maza galdina, kuru izmantoju ka mantu novietni, novacu piezZimju
lapu, koka ieliktnus apaviem, drébes un citas lietas. P&c tam, ieslédzot elektrisko kafijas
silditaju, piebildu: “Kaffee ist gut.” ( Kafija garSo labi.)
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Mgs parasti izdzeéram divas tases kafijas. Padodot viens otram pienu un cukuru.
Lea biezi vien bija atnesusi kuchen (vacu: kika) vai forte, kura bija neveikli ietita vaskota
papira. Pirms ienakt viesistaba, vina atri to iestima mana kreisaja roka. Viss, ko var&ju
darit — apést So kiiku. Kaut gan nekad nebiju izsalcis, kad vina man bija blakus; turklat
bija mazliet neveikli &st kaut ko, kas tika atnests no vinas majam.

Kad malkojam kafiju, parasti nesarunajamies. Tikai tad, kad bijam pabeigusi, m&s
turpinajam sarunu talak no tas vietas, kur bijam palikusi.

“Uh. Ist die Fenster — uh — Sind sie sehr kalt dort?” — es jautaju, lai parliecinatos,
vai viss ir kartiba. (Vai logs — Ehh — Vai Jums nav auksti?)

“Ne! Es jiitos tiesam labi, paldes.”

“Dass ist gut. Uh. Wie geht’s Thre Eltern?” (Tas ir labi. Ka klajas Jiisu vecakiem?)
Es vienmér apjautajos par vinas vecaku veselibu.

“Viniem klajas patiesam labi, liels paldes.” Vinas vecaki nekad nav stidzgjusies
par sliktu veselibu, pat tad, kad mate divas ned€las bija noslimojusi ar pleiritu.

Dazreiz Lea iesaka sarunu. Parasti vina runaja par vienu un to pasu, bet drosi vien
tapec, ka par So t€mu vina sp&ja vislabak runat anglu valoda, un vinu neuztrauca tas, ka
tam nebija nozimes — vai §T saruna atkartojas, vai ne. Dazreiz vina pajautaja: “Ka tev no
rita pagaja nodarbiba?”

“Vacu valodas nodarbiba? Ak. Uh. Sehr gut. Ja. Sehr gut.” (Loti labi. Ja. Loti
labi)

“Ko tu macijies?”

“Ko es macijos? Uh. Die, nu, ka jus tos saucat. Die starke verbs. Sehr
interessant.” (Stipros darbibas vardus. Loti interesanti.)

Es varétu pierakstit neskaitamas lapas par manu un Leas briesmigo sarunu. Bet
tam na nozimes. M&s ta nekad pa istam nebijam aprundjusies. Cetru ménesu laika més
esam rungjusi trisdesmit vai trisdesmit piecas dienas, bet taja pasa laika neko daudz
nebijam parrunajusi. So neskaidro pierakstu dél pavisam noteikti es nonaktu ellg, kur man
biitu maza istaba, arkartigi auksta, kur tiktu atskanotas visas manas pierakstitas sarunas ar
Leu caur skalruni, kas biitu konfiscéts no Yankee stadiona.

Kadu vakaru es Leai bez jebkadas provokacijas nosaucu visus Amerikas
Savienoto Valstu prezidentus, p&c iesp&jas precizaka seciba: Linkolns, Grants, Tafts un ta
talak.

Kadu citu vakaru es vinai skaidroju amerikanu futbola noteikumus. Vismaz
pusotru stundu es noteikti to dariju. Vacu valoda.

Nakamaja tikSanas reiz€ es jau vinai zim&ju Nujorkas karti. Vina, protams, man to
nelidza. Man nekad miiza nav bijusi v€lme to darit, un man nekad nav bijis talants zZimét.
Bet es tomér to Zzim&ju — mani pat ASV Jiras kajnieki nesp&tu atturét. Es skaidri zinaju,
kur jaiezim€ Leksingtona avénija un kur vajadz&tu biit Medisonai — un to es arT ta atstaju.

Cita reiz€ es vinai nolasiju lugu, ko pats biju sarakstijis, ar nosaukumu He Was
No Fool. (Vin§ nebija mulkis.) Stasts bija par jauku, glitu, ne visai atletisku jaunieti —
vairak vai mazak 11dzigs man —, kurs tika izsaukts no Oksfordas, lai liecinatu un atbrivotu
skotlendjardu (Londonas kriminalpolicija) no apkaunojoSas situacijas: Farnsvortas
kundze, atjautiga sieviete ar dipsomaniju, katru otrdienu sanéma sttijjumu, kura bija kads
no vinas nolaupita vira pirkstiem. Es Leai to nolasiju viena piegajiena, protams, izlaiZot
visas nekitras dalas — kuras, protams, uzreiz lugu padarija nepilnigu. Kad pabeidzu lasit,
paskaidroju, ka darbs “Nicht fertig v€l.” (Vel nav pabeigts.) Izskatijas, ka Lea visu
perfekti ir sapratusi. Turklat Skita — vina man izrada uzticibu, ka $1 darba beigas, vai ar1
kas tas biitu, ko es tikko vinai lasTju prieksa, to parsteigs. Vina tik labi izskatijas, s€zot
tur, pie loga.

Pavisam nejausi atklaju, ka Lea ir saderinajusies. Sis noteikti nevaréja biit temats,
par ko me&s biutu runajusi.

Kadu svetdienas vakaru, vienu menesi p&c tam, kad més ar Leu bijam
iepazinusies, redzgju vinu stdvam parpildita Schwedenkino vestibila (loti apmekléts
kinoteatris Ving). Ta bija pirma reize, kad redz&ju vinu arpus balkona margam vai savas
istabas. Redzet vinu stavam Schwedenkino vestibila bija kaut kas briniskigs un galvu
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reibinoss, — es labpratigi pametu savu vietu rinda péc biletes, lai ietu aprunaties ar vinu.
Bet, kad metos cauri visam vestibilam, ieraudziju, ka vina nav ne viena, ne ar kadu savu
draudzeni, bet ar vecaku virieti, kas noteikti nevargja but vinas tevs.

Vina bija acimredzami satraukusies, ieraugot mani, bet izdomaja, ka miis
iepazistinat. Pavadonis, kur§ bija parvilcis cepuri pari tikai vienai ausij, piesita pap&zus
pie gridas un paspieda man roku. Es samaksloti uzsmaidiju — vin$ neizskatijas pec tada, ar
kuru biitu jasacenSas, neatkarigi no ta, vai vina rokasspiediens ir viriskigs, vai ne, vins
izskatijas péc arzemnieka.

Kadu bridi mes visi tris uzturgjam loti neveiklu sarunu. P&c tam es atvainojos un
aizgaju ienemt vietu atpakal rinda. Filmas laika vairakas reizes, cik vien piesardzigi un
uzmanigi sp&ju, pagajos Surpu turpu pa eju, bet nevienu no viniem neieraudziju. ST bija
pati sliktaka filma, ko jebkad biju redzgjis.

Nakamaja vakara, kad atkal kopigi malkojam kafiju mana viesistaba, vina sarkstot
pazinoja, ka tas jaunais virietis, ar kuru vinu biju sastapis, ir vinas ligavainis.

“Tevs rikos mums kazas, kad man bis septinpadsmit,” Lea pazinoja, skatoties uz
durvju rokturi.

Es tik pamaju ar galvu.

Ir zinami tikai dazi pretigi atvairijumi, Tpasi milestiba un futbola, p&c kuriem
neseko skal$ protests. Es noklepojos. “Uh. Wie heisst er, velreiz?” (Kads vinu sauca?)

Lea v&lreiz to vardu izrunaja — diezgan fonétiski nesaprotami — diezgan parmerigi
gar$ vards, kas, man Skiet, nepiestav kadam, kur§ n€sa cepuri, parvilcis to pari tikai vienai
ausij. Tad peksni piecelos un piegaju pie savas vacu valodas vardnicas, kad biju atradis
to, ko man vajadzgja, es atkal aps€dos un pajautaju Lea: “Lieben Sie Ehe?” (Vai tu véelies
bt precéta?)

Vina vilcinoties, neskatidamas uz mani, atbildgja: “Es nezinu.”

Es tik pamaju vien. Vinas atbilde man Skita diezgan logiska. Mgs ilgi seéd&jam,
neskatidamies viens uz otru. Kad es paskatijos uz Leu atkal, vina Skita tik skaista ka vél
nekad, un neskita, ka ta ir taisniba. Vienigais veids, ka par to vargja parliecinaties, bija
pateikt: “Sie sind sehr schon. Weissen Sie dass?” (Jus esat loti skaista. Vai JGs to zinat?)
Teikdams to, es gandriz vai kliedzu.

Bet vina tik loti nosarka, ka nekavgjoties mainiju sarunas tematu — es tapat vairs
nezinaju, ko teikt.

Taja pasa vakara, pirmo un p&dgjo reizi, notika kaut kas vairak par parastu
rokasspiedienu. Apméram ap pusdeviniem Lea pieléca kajas, teikdama, ka ir véls. Es talit
pat steidzos pavadit vinu Iidz kapnu telpai, un, ejot ara pa Saurajam dzivojamas istabas
durvim, miisu kermeni saskaras, ta ka més varéjam ieskatities viens otram acis. Tas miis
gandriz nogalinaja.

Man bija pienacis laiks doties uz Parizi, lai apgiitu otru Eiropas valodu, Lea bija
VarSava ciemos pie ligavaina gimenes. Nepaguvu atvadities no vinas un atstaju vinai
peédgjo atvadu vestuli:

Wien December 6, 1936

Liebe Leah,

Ich muss fahren nach Paris nun, un so ich sage auf wiedersehen. Es war sehr nett uz
kennen Sie. Ich werde schreiben uz Sie wenn ich bin in Paris. Hoffentlich Sie sind haben
eine gute Zeit in Warsaw mit die familie von ihre ligavainis. Hoffentlich wird die Ehe
gehen gut. Ich werde Sie schicken das Buch ich habe gesprochen iiber, “Gegangen mit der
Wind.” Mit beste Grussen.

Ihre Freund

John
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Diezgan slikta vacu valoda tur ir rakstits:
1936. gada 6. decembrt, Vine
Darga Lea!

Man ir jadodas uz Parizi, un man ir jaatvadas. Man bija tiesam loti liels prieks ar Jums
iepazities. Es ceru, ka Jus briniskigi pavadat laiku pie sava ligavaina gimenes Varsava. Es
ceru, ka Jums biis laimiga kopdzive. Es Jums nositiSu gramatu, par kuru runaju — Vejiem
ltdzi (Gone with the Wind).

Ar vismilakajiem sveicieniem —
Jusu draugs

DzZons

Bet es ta arT nekad nenosiitiju Leai vestuli no Parizes. Es vinai vairs nerakstiju. Es vinai
arT nenosiitlju gramatas “Vg&jiem lidzi” eksemplaru. Biju loti aiznemts. 1937.gada beigas,
kad es atgriezos Amerika un macijos koledza, no Nujorkas man tika atgadata apala,
plakana pacina. Pacinai bija pievienota véstule:

1937. gada 14.oktobris, Vine
Dargais Dzon!

Es loti daudz esmu domajusi un pratojusi, ka Jums iet. Es precgjusies un dzivoju Ving ar
savu viru. Vins siita Jums sveicienus. Ja atminaties, Jiis iepazinaties Schweden kinoteatrT.
Mani vecaki vél joprojam dzivo turpat, un es vinus biezi apciemoju, jo es dzivoju tuvuma.
Jisu namsaimniece Sloseres kundze ir mirusi, diemel vézis vinu uzveica. Vina
piekodinaja man, lai es nosttu Jums §1s skanuplates, kuras aizmirsat, aizbraucot prom, bet
es nezinaju Jisu adresi. M&s ar viru labprat sanemtu no Jums zinu.

Ar vislielakajiem sveicieniem —

Jusu draudzene
Lea

Vinas jaunais uzvards un adrese netika piemin&ti.

Es véstuli né€saju lidzi méneSiem ilgi, parlasiju to, esot bara, basketbola spelu
starplaikos, parvaldibas stundas un sava istaba, 1idz ta no maka n&sasanas saka iegut ta
krasu, un man nacas to nolikt kaut kur prom.

Laika, kad Hitlera karaspéks devas uz Vini, es pétjju Nudzersijas kalkakmens
nogulsnes. Ned€las un ménesos, kad Vacijas karaspeks ienéma Vini, es loti biezi domaju
par Leu. BieZi vien man nepietika tikai ar domasanu. Kad es, piem&ram, skatijos jaunakas
laikrakstu fotografijas, kur bija redzamas Vines ebrejietes, Cetrrapus berzot ietves, es
nekavgjoties skréju uz savu gulamistabu, no rakstamgalda atvilktnes izvilku ieroci un
ieslidinaju to kabata, tad klusam izlécu pa logu, kur uz ielas stav&ja un mani gaidija ar
klusu motoru aprikots gar§ monoplans, lai izpilditu manu drosmigo, pardroSo iegribu. Es
nebiju no tiem cilvékiem, kas s€z mala un neko nedara.

1940. gada vasaras beigas kada no Nujorkas ballitém satiku meiteni, kura ne tikai
pazina Lea, bet arT bija gajusi viena skola. Pievilku kréslu klat vipai, un vina bija
apnemibas pilna izstastit par kadu virieti no Filadelfijas, kur§ izskatijas tiesi tapat ka
Gerijs Kupers. Viengais, ko vina man pateica, ka man ir vaj$ zods. Vinai nepatik tideles.
Vina teica, ka vai nu Lea ir izkluvusi no Vines, vai arT nav.
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Eiropa kara laika man bija loti inteligents darbs kajnieku divizijas pulka. Mani
darba pienakumi bija runat ar civiliedzivotajiem un V&rmahta ieslodzitajiem. Pedgjie, ar
kuriem man bija saruna, bija austrieSi. Kads Vines serzants, kuru es slepeniba tur&ju
aizdomas par adas bikSu valkasanu zem peléka formas t€rpa, deva man nelielas ceribas
uzzinat kaut ko par Leu, bet izradas, vin$ ir pazinis citu meiteni ar tiesi tadu paSu vardu
un uzvardu. Vel kads vinietis, serzants ar staltu staju, pastastija, ka izturas pret Vine
mitosajiem ebrejiem. Es nekad agrak nebiju sastapis cilveku, kura seja cildenums un
cieSanas ir redzamas reizg€, bet, velns paravis, man bija jauzloka vina kreisa piedurkne.
Tuvu padusei vinam bija uztetovetas asins sarkanas zimes no SS organizacijas. Es vinam
vairs neuzdevu personigus jautajumus.

Dazus meéneSus péc Eiropas kara beigam man bija uzdevums aizvest dazus
militaros dokumentus uz Vini. Dzipa kopa ar veél kadu virieti karsta oktobra rita mes
pametam Nirnbergu un nakamaja diena, kura bija v&l karstaka neka ieprieksgja,
ieradamies Viné. Krievijas zona mis aiztur&ja piecas stundas, kameér divi sargi iztaujaja
par misu rokas pulksteniem. Tikai pe&cpusdiena més ieradamies Vingé, Amerikas zona —
mana vecaja iela, kura es kadreiz dzivoju.

Aprunajos ar “Tabak-Trafik” pardev&ju uz tas pasas ielas stiira, kur dzivoju, p&c
tam veél parmiju dazus vardus ar farmaceitu, kur§ bija tuvuma Apotheke (no vac.val.
aptieka), ar kaiminmajas sievieti, kura kluva loti nervoza, kad uzrunaju vinu, un ar vienu
virieti, kur§ gribgja parliecinat, ka atceras mani no kopiga brauciena tramvaja 1936. gada.
Divi no Siem cilvekiem man apgalvoja, ka Lea esot mirusi. Farmaceits ieteica man aiziet
pie daktera Vainstina, kur§ nesen ir ieradies atpaka] no Buhenvaldes koncentracijas
nometnes, un iedeva man vina adresi. Es iekapu dzipa, un ar parinieku devamies uz G-2
galveno $tabu. Mans parinieks uz ielas izradijas meitenu priek$a un beidzot izstastija, ko
vin$ doma par armijas zobarstiem.

Kad mes beidzot nogadajam papirus galvenaja §taba, es iesédos dzipa un viens
pats devos apciemot dr. Vainstinu.

Kad braucu atpakal, jau krésloja. Novietoju auto un devos uz maju, kur agrak
dzivoju. Ta tagad bija parversta par lauku virsnieku mitni. Pirmaja stava pie galda sédgja
ruds serzants, tiridams savus nagus. Vin$ paskatijas uz mani, — ta ka man nebija augstakas
dienesta pakapes par vinu, vin$ veltija man neieinteresétu un skatienu bez jebkadas
zipkares. Parasti es to ta nebiitu atstajis.

“Vai man ir izredzes uzkapt uz minttiti augs$a?” Es pajautaju. “Es Seit dzivoju vél
pirms kara.”

“Seit ir virsnieku maja, puis“, vins teica.

“Es zinu, man vajag tikai minati.”

“Tas nav iesp€jams. Atvaino.” Vins$ turpinaja tirit nagus ar savu kabatas nazi.

“Man ir vajadziga tik vien ka miniite”, es atkartoju.

Vin$ mierigi nolika savu nazi uz galda. “Paklau, puis, es negribu izklausities ka
drankis, bet es nedrikstu ielaist nevienu sveSinieku. Mani neinteresg, ja pats Eizenhauers
to lugtu. Man ir..” Vin$ partrauca sakamo, jo peksni iezvanijas telefons. Serzants pacéla
klausuli, nenolaizot ne mirkli skatienu no manis, un teica, “Ja, kungs pulkvedi, kungs. Tas
ir vin$ pie klausules... ja, kungs... ja, kungs...Sobrid més sadarbojamies ar kaprali Santin,
tieSi tagad. Tas bis aukstas un labas.. Nu, es izdomaju, ka més orkestri varétu nolikt uz
balkona. Janem vera, ka vini ir tikai tris... Ja, kungs, es runaju ar majoru Folcu, un vins
teica, ka damas savus mételus un citas mantas varétu likt vina istaba... Ja, kungs. Tiesi ta,
kungs. PasteigSos. Negribu nokavét ménessgaismu... Ha, ha,ha!... Ja, kungs. Visu labu.”
Serzants nolika klausuli, izskatoties uzjautrinats.

“Klau,” es teicu, noverSot uzmanibu, “es tur augsa buisu tikai vienu mintti.”

Vins$ paskatijas uz mani. “Kas tad tur augsa ir tik svarigs?”

Tulkojusi Zane Stiire
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Serlija Dzeksone
Loterija

27. junija rits bija skaidrs un saulains ar svaigu vasaras pilnbrieda siltumu; pukes
ziedgéja ka nekad, un zale bija lekni zala. Ciema iedzivotaji saka pulcéties laukuma starp
pastu un banku ap pulksten desmitiem; dazas pilsétas bija tik daudz cilvéku, ka loterija
trissimt cilvéku, visa loterijas norise aizn€ma nepilnas divas stundas, tadel ta vargja
sakties demitos no rita un tapat beigties gana laicigi, lai ciema iedzivotaji paspétu tikt
majas uz pusdienam.

Beérni, protams, sapulcgjas pirmie. Skolu nesen bija nomainijusi vasara, un lielako
dalu neomuligi parné€ma brivibas sajiita; vini bridi stavgja klusi vienuviet, tad metas
strauja rotala, un vinu sarunas joprojam bija par klasi un skolotaju, par gramatam un
rajieniem. Bobijs Martins jau bija piebazis kabatas pilnas ar akmeniem, un citi puikas driz
sekoja vina piemé&ram, izvéloties gludakos un apalakos (akmenus); Bobijs un Harijs
Dzounss, un Dikijs Delakrua — ciema iedzivotaji izrunaja vina uzvardu ka ,,.Delakrojs* —
galu gala sakrava lielu akmenu kaudzi laukuma viena strT un sargaja to pret citu puiku
uzbrukumiem. Meitenes stavéja nostak un sarunajas sava starpa, skatidamas par pleciem
uz puikdm, un pavisam mazie b&rni vartijas puteklos vai keéras pie rokam vecakajiem
braliem vai masam.

Driz saka pulcéties viri, uzraudzidami savus bérnus, runadami par stadiSanu un
lietu, traktoriem un nodokliem. Vini staveéja vienkopus, atstatus no akmenu kaudzes stiirT,
un vinu joki bija klusi, un vini drizak smaidija, ne smg&jas. Izbalgjusas majas kleitas un
sviteros gerbtas sievas ieradas isi péc viriem. Vinas sveicindja cita citu un apmainijas ar
tenkam, pievienodamas viriem. Driz sievas, stavédamas bakus saviem viriem, saka saukt
bérnus, un bérni naca negribigi, saukti Cetras piecas reizes. Bobijs Martins pieliekdamies
izvairfjas no mates tveriena un smiedamies skréja atpakal uz akmenu kaudzi. Vina tevs
asi ierunajas, un Bobijs atsteidzas un ien€ma savu vietu starp t€vu un vecako brali.

Loteriju — tapat ka Iinijdejas, pusaudzu klubu un Helovinu programmu — vadija
Sammersa kungs, kuram bija laiks un energija nodoties kopienas pasakumiem. Vin$ bija
dzivespriecigs virs ar apalu seju, kam piedergja akmenoglu uzn€mums, un cilvékiem vina
bija z&l, jo vinam nebija b&rnu, vien kildiga sieva. Kad vin$ ieradas laukuma, nesdams
melno koka kasti, iedzivotaju rindas bija dzirdama calo$ana, un vin$§ maja un uzsauca:
»Nedaudz novéloti Sodien, lautini!“ Pasta priekSnieks Greivsa kungs sekoja vinam,
nesdams triskajainu kebli, kas tika nolikts laukuma vidd, un Sammersa kungs uzlika uz ta
melno kasti. Ciema iedzivotaji turgjas atstatus, saglabajot vietu starp sevi un kebli, un,
kad Sammersa kungs vaicaja: ,,Kads no jums, laudis, v€las man palidz&t?* — bija jutama
vilcinaSanas, pirms divi no viriem — Martina kungs un vina vecakais déls Beksters —
iznaca prieksa, lai noturétu kasti vieta, kameér Sammersa kungs samaisija taja papirus.

Sakotngjie loterijas piederumi bija sen ka nozaudéti, un melna kaste uz kebla bija
likta lieta jau pirms Vecais Vorners, vecakais virs pilséta, bija piedzimis. Sammersa
kungs ar ciema iedzivotajiem bieZi runaja par jaunas kastes darinasanu, tadu neviens
nevelgjas atmest pat to mazuminu tradiciju, ko simboliz€ja melna kaste. Runaja, ka
pasreizgja kaste tikusi taisita no daziem gabaliem ieprieks$€jas kastes — tas, kura tika
izgatavota, kad pirmie cilvéki iekartojas uz dzivi, lai dibinatu ciemu. Katru gadu péc
loterijas Sammersa kungs atsaka runat par jaunu kasti, bet ikreiz jautajumam tika lauts
norimt, neko lietas laba ta arT nedarot. Melna kaste kluva jo gadu jo noplukusaka: ap So
laiku ta vairs nebija viscaur melna, bet gan tik stipri skabargaina viena pus€, ka bija
redzama sakotngja koka krasa, dazas vietas ta bija izbal&jusi vai notraipita.

Martina kungs un vina vecakais déls Beksters turgja melno kasti stingri uz kebla,
I1dz Sammersa kungs ar roku bija pilnigi samaisijis papirus. Tadel, ka tik daudz kas no
rituala bija aizmirsts vai atmests, Sammersa kungam bija veiksmigi izdevies aizvietot
paaudzeém ilgi lietotas koka Skeldas ar papira strémelém. Koka Skeldas, Sammersa kungs

33



pamatoja, der€ja tiri labi, kad ciems bija mazs, bet tagad, kad iedzivotaju skaits
parsniedza tris simtus un visticamak turpinas vien pieaugt, bija nepiecieSams izmantot
kaut ko, kas vieglak ietilptu melnaja kasté. NaktT pirms loterijas Sammersa kungs un
Greivsa kungs sagatavoja papira strémeles un ielika tas kast€, un tad ta tika aizvesta uz
Sammersa kunga akmenoglu uzn€muma seifu un tur ieslégta, Iidz Sammersa kungs
nakamaja rita bija gatavs to vest uz laukumu. Gada pargjo laiku kaste tika noglabata
reizém viena vieta, reiz€ém — cita; ta bija pavadijusi vienu gadu Greivsa kunga SkiinT un
citu — pasta nodala, un dazreiz ta tika uzstadita Martinu partikas precu veikala uz plaukta
un atstata tur.

Pirms Sammersa kungs pasludin3ja loteriju par atklatu, izcelas liela knada. Bija
saraksti, kas uzskaitfja gimenu galvas, saimju galvas katra gimeng, katras saimes loceklus
katra gimen€. Pasta prieks$nieks pienacigi nolasija loterijas ierédna zvérestu, ko deva
Sammersa kungs; kadreiz, ka dazi atming&jas, bija bijusi kaut kada veida deklamacija
loterijas ierédna izpildijuma, pavirss, neskanigs dziedajums, kas tika svinigi skaitits katru
gadu; dazi cilveki domaja, ka loterijas ierédnis reiz médza kartigi stavét, kad vin$ to
rundja vai dziedaja, citi uzskatija, ka vinam bija jastaiga starp cilvékiem, bet pirms
daudziem jo daudziem gadiem Sai rituala dalai tika lauts mis&ties. Reiz bijis ari rituals
sveiciens, kuru loterijas ier€dnim jalieto, uzrunajot katru cilvéku, kas uznaca, lai lozétu
no kastes, tacu arl tas ar laiku bija mainijies, 1idz tagad ier€dna pienakumos ietilpa
vienkarsi runat ar katru nacg€ju. Sammersa kungam S$is viss |loti labi padevas: sava tiraja,
baltaja krekla un zilajas dzinsa biksgs, vienai rokai bezriipigi atbalstoties pret melno kasti,
vin$ Skita loti piemérots un svarigs, nebeidzami sarunadamies ar Greivsa kungu un
Martiniem.

Tiesi tad, kad Sammersa kungs beidzot beidza térz&t un veérsas pie sapulcinatajiem
ciema iedzivotajiem, Hacinsones kundze ar sviteri ap pleciem steidzigi naca pa celu uz
laukumu un iespraucas vieta pula aizmugurg. , Klins aizmirsa, kas Sodien par dienu,* vina
teica Delakrua kundzei, kura stavgja vinai blakus, un vinas abas klusam iesmgjas.
»Domaju, mans vecais bija ara un kramé&ja malku,” Hacinsones kundze turpin3ja, ,,un tad
es paskatijos pa logu, un b&rni bija prom, un tad es atcergjos, ka ir divdesmit septitais un
skrieSus atsteidzos.” Vina nosusindja rokas priekSauta, un Delakrua kundze teica: ,,Tu
tomer esi laika. Vini ir aizrunajusies tur augsa.*

Hacinsones kundze staipija kaklu, lai redz&tu cauri piilim, un atrada savu viru un
bérnus, stavam gandriz pasa prieksa. Vina piebakstija Delakrua kundzei uz ardievam un
saka lauzties cauri piilim. Cilvéki mundri paskiras, lai palaistu vinu garam. Divi tris
cilveki gana skalas balsTs, lai tas biitu sadzirdams pari ptlim, teica: ,,Te nak tavs sieviskis,
Hacinson,” un ,,Bill, vina galu gala pasp&ja.“ Hacinsones kundze sasniedza savu viru, un
Sammersa kungs, kur$ bija nogaidijis, priecigi teica: ,,Domaju, mums bis jaturpina bez
tevis, Tesij.“ Hacinsones kundze smaididama atteica: ,,Tu jau negrib&tu, ka es atstaju
sav‘s trauk‘s izlietng, ko, Dzo?*“ Un klusi smiekli parsalca puli, cilvekiem atkal ienemot
savas vietas péc Hacdinsones kundzes ierasanas.

»Nu ta, Sammersa kungs nopietni noteica, ,,laikam labak saksim, izdarisim So
lietu, lai varam atgriezties pie darbiem. Vai kads nav ieradies?

,Danbars,“ dazi atbildgja. ,,Danbars, Danbars.

Sammersa kungs parskatija savu sarakstu. ,,Klaids Danbars,” vin$ teica, ,,ta gan.
Vins ir salauzis kaju, pareizi? Kurs lozg€s vina vieta?*

»EBs laikam,” kada sieviete atbild€ja, un Sammersa kungs pagriezas, lai vinu
aplukotu. ,,Sieva lozE€ savam viram,“ Sammersa kungs noteica. ,,Tev nav neviena
pieaugusa jaunekla, kas to izdaritu tava vieta, DZeinij?* Lai gan Sammersa kungs un visi
citi ciema atbildi jau lieliski zinaja, loterijas ierédna formals pienakums bija uzdot $adus
jautajumus. Sammersa kungs gaidija ar pieklajigas intereses grimasi, kam&r Danbaras
kundze sniedza atbildi.

,Horasam v&l nav pat seSpadsmit,” vina ar noZzelu teica. ,,Laikam man Sogad bis
jaaizstaj vecais Virs.*

»Pareizi,” novilka Sammersa kungs. Vin$ atzZimgja saraksta, ko turgja. Tad vins
jautaja: ,,Votsonu puika Sogad loze?*
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Gars$ puisis pull pacéla roku. ,Seit,“ vins$ teica, ,,es loz€Su par savu mammu un
sevi.“ Vin$ nervozi mirkskinaja acis un nodira galvu, kamér vairakas balsis piilT sauca
tadas frazes ka ,,laga z&ns, Dzek* un ,,prieks redzet, ka matei ir kads, kas to lietu izdara®.

,»NUu,*“ Sammersa kungs teica, ,,laikam visi biitu. Vecais Vorners ieradies?*

» e, balss attrauca, un Sammersa kungs pamaja.

Puli iestajas peksns klusums, kad Sammersa kungs nokremslojas un apskatija
sarakstu. ,,Visi gatavi? vin$ uzsauca. ,, Ta, es nolasiSu vardus — gimenes galvas pirmos —
un viri naks un izvilks bileti no kastes. Turiet papiru salocitu roka, neapskatot to, 11dz visi
ir loz&jusi. Viss skaidrs?*

Laudis to bija darijusi jau tik daudz reizu, ka vini tikai dal&ji pieveérsa uzmanibu
instruktazai: lielaka dala cieta klusu, aplaizidami ldpas, neskatidmies apkart. Tad
Sammersa kungs pac€la gaisa vienu roku un sauca: ,,Adamss.”“ Kads virs izspraucas no
pula un iznaca prieksa. ,,Sveiks, Stiv,” teica Sammersa kungs, un Adamsa kungs
atbildgja: ,,Sveiks, Dzo.“ Vini auksti un nervozi uzsmaidija viens otram. Tad Adamsa
kungs iesniedzas melnaja kast€ un izvilka salocitu bileti. Vin$ turgja to ciesi aiz viena
stiira, pagriezdamies un steigSus iedams atpakal uz savu vietu puli, kur nostajas nedaudz
atstatu no savas gimenes, neskatidamies lejup uz savu roku.

»Allens,* Sammersa kungs sauca. ,,Andersons... Bentems.*

»Skiet, starp loterijam laiks pilnigi sarucis,“ Delakrua kundze teica Greivsas
kundzei aizmugurgja rinda.

,.Skiet, més pedgjo aizvadijam vien iepriekigja nedela.”

,»Laiks tieSam paskrien atri,” Greivsas kundze atbildgja.

,,Klarks... Delakrua.*

»lur iet mans vecais,” Delakrua kundze noteica. Vina aizturgja elpu, kamer virs
izgaja prieksa.

»Danbars,” sauca Sammersa kungs, un Danbaras kundze nosveérti devas pie
kastes, kam@r viena no sieviet€m izsaucas ,,aiziet, DZeinij!“, un cita noteica ,,tur nu vina
aiziet®.

»Mg&s esam nakamie, Greivsas kundze noteica. Vina skatijas, ka Greivsa kungs
apgaja rinki kastei, driimi saveicinajas ar Sammersa kungu un izvelgjas papira strémeli.
Nu jau visa pult bija viri, kas turéja mazas, salocitas lapinas savas lielajas rokas, nervozi
bez mitas tas grozidami. Danbaras kundze kopa ar saviem diviem d€liem stavgja,
turédama papira strémeli.

,,Harberts.... Ha¢insons.*

»Aiziet, Bill, Hacinsones kundze teica, un cilveéki, kas stav&ja vinai apkart,
smgjas.

,,DZounss.“

»Runa,”“ Adamsa kungs teica vecajam Vorneram, ,ka tur, ziemelu ciema, tiek
apspriesta loterijas atme$ana.*

Vecais Vorners nosprauslaja. ,Barin$ traku mulku,” vin§ teica. ,,Klausies tik*
jaunajos, nekas viniem nav pa pratam. Un ko doma — driz vini grib€s atgriezties pie
dzivoSanas alas, neviens vairs nestradas, tad padzivos kadu laiku ta. Reiz bija tads
teiciens ,,loterija junija, labiba driz rija“. Driz vien m&s visi &stu sautétas virzas un ziles.
Loterija ir bijusi vienmer,* vin§ neiecietigi attrauca. ,,Gana slikti jau redzet jauno Dzo
Sammersu tur prieksa, jokojoties ar visiem.*

»Dazviet loteriju vairs neriko,” Adamsas kundze teica.

»Nekas cits ka vien jukas ar to!* vecais Vorners izaicinosi noteica. ,,Barins jaunu
mulku.*

»~Martins.* Un Bobijs Martins noraudzijas, ka vina tevs iziet prieksa.

,Ouverdaiks.... Persijs.”

»Kaut nu vini pasteigtos,” Danbaras kundze teica savam vecakajam delam. ,,Kaut
vini pasteigtos.*

,»Vini jau gandriz beigusi,” dels atbildgja.

,» Tu sagatavojies skriet pavestit t€vam,” Danbaras kundze norikoja.
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Sammersa kungs nosauca pats savu vardu, tad akurati pakapas uz priekSu un
izvelgjas strémeliti no kastes. Tad vin$ izsaucas: ,,Vorners.*

»deptindesmit septito gadu es piedalas loterija,” vecais Vorners novilka,
spraukdamies cauri piillim. ,,Septindesmit septito reizi.*

»Votsons.”“ Garais puisis neveikli iznaca no pila. Kads ieteica: ,,Neuztraucies,
Dzek!*“ Sammersa kungs piebilda: ,,Nesteidzies, puis.

,,Zanini.*

P&c tam iestajas pauze, gara un saspringta, [idz Sammersa kungs, turédams savu
bileti gaisa, uzsauca: ,,Nu labi, lautini!*“ Bridi neviens nekust&jas, un tad biletes tika
atvertas. Peksni visas sievietes saka runat vienlaicigi, prasnadamas: ,,Kurs tas ir?*, , Kurs§
1zvilka?“, , Vai tie ir Danbari?*, ,,Vai tie ir Votsoni?*“. Tad balsis saka skandé&t: ,, Tas ir
Hacdinsons. Tas ir Bills,” ,,Bills Ha¢insons izvilka.

,»Ej, pasaki tevam,* Danbaras kundze norikoja vecako d€lu.

Cilveki saka raudzities apkart, lai redzeétu Hacinsonus. Bills Hacinsons staveja
klusu, skatidamies lejup uz bileti sava roka. Peksni Tesija Hacinsone uzkliedza Sammersa
kungam: ,,Tu nedevi vinam gana daudz laika, lai izveletos karoto bileti. Es redzgju! Tas
nebija godigi!*

»Samierinies, Tesij,” Delakrua kundze sauca, un Greivsas kundze teica: ,,Mums
visiem bija vienadas izredzes.*

»Aizveries, Tesij,” Bills Ha¢insons attrauca.

»Nu ta, lautini,* Sammersa kungs teica, ,,tas norit€ja visai raiti, bet tagad mums
vel nedaudz japasteidzas, lai visu nodaritu laikus. Vin$ ieliilkojas nakamaja saraksta.
,Bill,“ vin§ uzrunaja, ,tu lozg€ji Hacinsonu gimenei. Vai Hacinsoniem ir kadas citas
saimes?*

,Ir vél Dons un Eva!* Ha¢insones kundze blava. ,,Lai vini izm&gina savu laimi!*

»Meitas loz€ ar viru gimeném, Tesij,” Sammersa kungs maigi noteica. ,,Tu to zini
tikpat labi ka visi citi.

,»las nebija godigi,” Tesija sauca.

»Laikam jau ne, DZo,” Bills Hacinsons ar noz&lu atzina. ,,Mana meita loz€ ar vira
gimeni; tas ir tikai godigi. Un man nav citu gimenes loceklu ka vien bérni.*

»,Tad, cik nu tas skar gimenes izloz€Sanu, tie esat jus,” Sammersa kungs
paskaidroja, ,,un, cik nu skar saimes izloz&sanu, tie ar1 esat jus. Pareizi?*

,,Pareizi,” novilka Bills Ha¢insons.

,Cik bérnu, Bill?“ Sammersa kungs formali apvaicajas.

,» 1118, Bills Hacinsons attrauca. ,,Bills jaunakais un Nensija, un mazais Deivs un
Tesija, un es.”

,»Nu, labs ir,” noteica Sammersa kungs. ,,Harij, tu savaci vinu biletes?*

Greivsa kungs pamaja un paradija papira strémeles. ,,Tad liec tas kaste,
Sammersa kungs norikoja. ,,Panem Billa bileti un ieliec ari to.*

,Domaju, mums vajadzetu sakt no jauna,” Hacdinsones kundze teica, cik vien
klusu varédama. ,,Es jums saku, tas nebija godigi. Tu nedevi vinam gana daudz laika, lai
izveletos. Visi to redzgja.*

Greivsa kungs bija izraudzijies piecas biletes un ielicis tas kastg, visas pargjas
papira strémeles vin$ nometa zeme, kur v&js tas pakéra un uznesa gaisa.

»Uzklausiet, visi,” Hacinsones kundze teica cilvékiem visapkart.

»Gatavs, Bill?“ Sammersa kungs jautaja, un Bills Hacinsons, asi uzmezdams
skatu sievai un b&rniem, pamaja.

»Atcerieties, Sammersa kungs piekodinaja, ,,izvelciet bileti un turiet to salocitu,
11dz visi ir izloz€jusi! Harij, tu palidz@si mazajam Deivam.* Greivsa kungs panéma maza
puiséna roku, un zéns labpratigi naca ar vinu pie kastes. ,,Izvelc bileti no kastes, Deivij,*
Sammersa kungs teica. Deivijs iebaza roku kast€ un iesmgjas. ,Panem tikai vienu
biletiti,” Sammersa kungs aicinaja. ,,Harij, tu paturi to vina vieta.“ Greivsa kungs satvéra
bérna roku un izn€ma saloctto bileti no ciesas dirites, un turgja to, kamér mazais Deivijs
ar vaicajoSu skatienu stavéja vinam lidzas.
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»Nensija nakama,“ Sammersa kungs teica. Nensijai bija divpadsmit, un vinas
skolas draugi noelsas, kamér vina, svarkus nurcidama, izgaja priek$a un vari iznéma no
kastes papira strémeli. ,,Bills jaunakais,” Sammersa kungs izsauca, un Billijs, sartu seju
un milzonigdm pédam, vilkdams bileti, teju apgaza kasti. ,,Tesij,” uzrunaja Sammersa
kungs. Vina mirkli vilcinajas, izaicinosi skatoties apkart, tad aplaizija lipas un piegaja pie
kastes. Vina izkeksgja bileti un turgja to sev aiz muguras.

,»BilL,* Sammersa kungs aicinaja, un Bills Hacinsons iesniedzas kasté un taustijas,
l1dz izdevas satvert pe&dgjo bileti.

Pilis klusgja. Kada meitene nocukst&ja: ,,Es ceru, ta nebis Nensija,” un cuksta
skana sasniedza pat vistalak stavosos.

»Nav ka agrak,* cie§i noteica vecais Vorners. ,,Cilveéki nav tadi ka kadreiz.*

»Nu labi,” Sammersa kungs novilka. ,,Atveriet biletes! Harij, tu atver maza
Deiva.*

Greivsa kungs atvéra papira strémeli, un pili atskangja nopiitas, vinam pacelot to
augsa un visiem redzot, ka ta ir tukSa. Nensija un Bills jaunakais atvéra savas vienlaicigi,
un abi staroja un smgjas, griezoties apkart pret pili un turot biletes virs galvam.

»lesij,” Sammersa kungs ierunajas. Pec 1sas pauzes Sammersa kungs paliikojas uz
Billu Hacinsonu, un Bills atlocija un paradija savu bileti. Ta bija tuksa.

»la ir Tesija,” Sammersa kungs klusinata balst noteica. ,,Paradi mums vinas
bileti, Bill.*

Bills Hacinsons piegaja pie sievas un izrava bileti no vinas rokas. Tai virst bija
melns plankums — melnais plankums, ko Sammersa kungs ieprieksg€ja nakti sava biroja
bija iezimgjis ar lielu zimuli. Bills Ha¢insons pacéla to augsa, un pilis sakustgjas.

»Nu labi, lautini,” Sammersa kungs teica. ,,Pabeigsim atri.*

Lai gan ciema iedzivotaji bija aizmirsusi ritualu un pazaudgjusi sakotn&jo melno
kasti, vini joprojam atcergjas, ka jalieto akmeni. Akmenu kaudze, ko puikas pirmit bija
sakravusi, bija gatava; uz zemes metajas akmeni un aizpiistas papira driskas, kas bija
izlidojusas no kastes. Delakrua izvélgjas akmeni, tik lielu, ka vinai tas bija japacel ar
abam rokam, un pagriezas pret Danbaras kundzi. ,,Aiziet!“ vina aicinaja. ,,Pasteidzies.

Danbaras kundzei rokas bija mazi akmeni, un vina aizelsusies teica: ,,Es nemaz
nevaru paskriet. Tev biis jaiet pa priekSu, un es tevi panaksu.*

Bérniem akmeni jau bija. Un kads iedeva mazajam Deivijam Hacinsonam paris
olu.

Tesija Hac¢insone tagad bija izbriveta lauka vidd, un vina izmisusi izstiepa rokas,
ciema iedzivotajiem vinu ielencot. ,,Tas nav godigi,” vina pretojas. Akmens trapija vinai
pa galvu. Vecais Vorners mudinaja: ,Aiziet, aiziet, visi!“ Stivs Adamss bija pila
prieksgja rinda ar Greivsa kundzi I1dzas.

»las nav godigi, tas nav pareizi!*“ Hacinsones kundze spiedza, un tad vini metas
tai virsi.

Tulkojusi Agate Freiberga

Shirley Jackson
The Lottery

The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a full-summer
day; the flowers were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly green. The people of
the village began to gather in the square, between the post office and the bank, around ten
o’clock; in some towns there were so many people that the lottery took two days and had
to be started on June 20th, but in this village, where there were only about three hundred
people, the whole lottery took less than two hours, so it could begin at ten o’clock in the
morning and still be through in time to allow the villagers to get home for noon dinner.

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the summer, and the
feeling of liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to gather together quietly for a
while before they broke into boisterous play, and their talk was still of the classroom and
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the teacher, of books and reprimands. Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full
of stones, and the other boys soon followed his example, selecting the smoothest and
roundest stones; Bobby and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix—the villagers pronounced
this name “Dellacroy”—eventually made a great pile of stones in one corner of the square
and guarded it against the raids of the other boys. The girls stood aside, talking among
themselves, looking over their shoulders at the boys, and the very small children rolled in
the dust or clung to the hands of their older brothers or sisters.

Soon the men began to gather, surveying their own children, speaking of planting and
rain, tractors and taxes. They stood together, away from the pile of stones in the corner,
and their jokes were quiet and they smiled rather than laughed. The women, wearing
faded house dresses and sweaters, came shortly after their menfolk. They greeted one
another and exchanged bits of gossip as they went to join their husbands. Soon the
women, standing by their husbands, began to call to their children, and the children came
reluctantly, having to be called four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his
mother’s grasping hand and ran, laughing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up
sharply, and Bobby came quickly and took his place between his father and his oldest
brother.

The lottery was conducted—as were the square dances, the teen club, the Halloween
program—by Mr. Summers, who had time and energy to devote to civic activities. He
was a round-faced, jovial man and he ran the coal business, and people were sorry for him
because he had no children and his wife was a scold. When he arrived in the square,
carrying the black wooden box, there was a murmur of conversation among the villagers,
and he waved and called. “Little late today, folks. ” The postmaster, Mr. Graves, followed
him, carrying a three-legged stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and
Mr. Summers set the black box down on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a
space between themselves and the stool, and when Mr. Summers said, “Some of you
fellows want to give me a hand?” there was a hesitation before two men. Mr. Martin and
his oldest son, Baxter, came forward to hold the box steady on the stool while Mr.
Summers stirred up the papers inside it.

The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the black box now
resting on the stool had been put into use even before Old Man Warner, the oldest man in
town, was born. Mr. Summers spoke frequently to the villagers about making a new box,
but no one liked to upset even as much tradition as was represented by the black box.
There was a story that the present box had been made with some pieces of the box that
had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the first people settled down to
make a village here. Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking again about
a new box, but every year the subject was allowed to fade off without anything’s being
done. The black box grew shabbier each year: by now it was no longer completely black
but splintered badly along one side to show the original wood color, and in some places
faded or stained.

Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the stool until Mr.
Summers had stirred the papers thoroughly with his hand. Because so much of the ritual had
been forgotten or discarded, Mr. Summers had been successful in having slips of paper
substituted for the chips of wood that had been used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr.
Summers had argued, had been all very well when the village was tiny, but now that the
population was more than three hundred and likely to keep on growing, it was necessary to
use something that would fit more easily into he black box. The night before the lottery, Mr.
Summers and Mr. Graves made up the slips of paper and put them in the box, and it was then
taken to the safe of Mr. Summers’ coal company and locked up until Mr. Summers was ready
to take it to the square next morning. The rest of the year, the box was put way, sometimes
one place, sometimes another; it had spent one year in Mr. Graves’s barn and another year
underfoot in the post office. and sometimes it was set on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left
there.

There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers declared the lottery open.
There were the lists to make up—of heads of families, heads of households in each family,
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members of each household in each family. There was the proper swearing-in of Mr.
Summers by the postmaster, as the official of the lottery; at one time, some people
remembered, there had been a recital of some sort, performed by the official of the lottery, a
perfunctory, tuneless chant that had been rattled off duly each year; some people believed that
the official of the lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang it, others believed that he
was supposed to walk among the people, but years and years ago this p3rt of the ritual had
been allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual salute, which the official of the lottery
had had to use in addressing each person who came up to draw from the box, but this also had
changed with time, until now it was felt necessary only for the official to speak to each person
approaching. Mr. Summers was very good at all this; in his clean white shirt and blue jeans,
with one hand resting carelessly on the black box, he seemed very proper and important as he
talked interminably to Mr. Graves and the Martins.

Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled villagers, Mrs.
Hutchinson came hurriedly along the path to the square, her sweater thrown over her
shoulders, and slid into place in the back of the crowd. “Clean forgot what day it was,” she
said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood next to her, and they both laughed softly. “Thought my old
man was out back stacking wood,” Mrs. Hutchinson went on, “and then I looked out the
window and the kids was gone, and then I remembered it was the twenty-seventh and came a-
running. ” She dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix said, “You’re in time,
though. They’re still talking away up there.

Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her husband and
children standing near the front. She tapped Mrs. Delacroix on the arm as a farewell and
began to make her way through the crowd. The people separated good-humoredly to let her
through: two or three people said, in voices just loud enough to be heard across the crowd,
“Here comes your, Missus, Hutchinson,” and “Bill, she made it after all. ” Mrs. Hutchinson
reached her husband, and Mr. Summers, who had been waiting, said cheerfully. “Thought we
were going to have to get on without you, Tessie. ” Mrs. Hutchinson said, grinning,
“Wouldn’t have me leave m’dishes in the sink, now, would you, Joe?” and soft laughter ran
through the crowd as the people stirred back into position after Mrs. Hutchinson’s arrival.
“Well, now. ” Mr. Summers said soberly, “guess we better get started, get this over with, so’s
we can go back to work. Anybody ain’t here?”

“Dunbar. ” several people said. “Dunbar. Dunbar.

Mr. Summers consulted his list. “Clyde Dunbar. ” he said. “That’s right. He’s broke his leg,
hasn’t he? Who’s drawing for him?”

“Me. I guess,” a woman said, and Mr. Summers turned to look at her. “Wife draws for her
husband. ” Mr. Summers said. “Don’t you have a grown boy to do it for you, Janey?”
Although Mr. Summers and everyone else in the village knew the answer perfectly well, it
was the business of the official of the lottery to ask such questions formally. Mr. Summers
waited with an expression of polite interest while Mrs. Dunbar answered.

“Horace’s not but sixteen yet. ” Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. “Guess I gotta fill in for the old
man this year. “

“Right. ” Sr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding. Then he asked,
“Watson boy drawing this year?”

A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. “Here,” he said. “I m drawing for my mother and me.
” He blinked his eyes nervously and ducked his head as several voices in the crowd said
things like “Good fellow, lack. ”” and “Glad to see your mother’s got a man to do it.

“Well,” Mr. Summers said, “guess that’s everyone. Old Man Warner make it?”

“Here,” a voice said, and Mr. Summers nodded.

A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and looked at the list.
“All ready?” he called. “Now, I’ll read the names—heads of families first-and the men come
up and take a paper out of the box. Keep the paper folded in your hand without looking at it
until everyone has had a turn. Everything clear?”

The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the directions: most of
them were quiet, wetting their lips, not looking around. Then Mr. Summers raised one hand
high and said, “Adams. ” A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward. “Hi.
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Steve. ” Mr. Summers said, and Mr. Adams said. “Hi. Joe. ” They grinned at one another
humorlessly and nervously. Then Mr. Adams reached into the black box and took out a folded
paper. He held it firmly by one corner as he turned and went hastily back to his place in the
crowd, where he stood a little apart from his family, not looking down at his hand.

“Allen. ” Mr. Summers said. “Anderson... Bentham. “

“Seems like there’s no time at all between lotteries any more. ” Mrs. Delacroix said to Mrs.
Graves in the back row.

“Seems like we got through with the last one only last week. “

“Time sure goes fast” Mrs. Graves said.

“Clark... Delacroix.

“There goes my old man. ” Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while her husband went
forward.

“Dunbar,” Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to the box while one of the
women said. “Go on, Janey,” and another said, “There she goes. *

“We’re next. ” Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves came around from the side
of the box, greeted Mr. Summers gravely and selected a slip of paper from the box. By now,
all through the crowd there were men holding the small folded papers in their large hand,
turning them over and over nervously Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs.
Dunbar holding the slip of paper.

“Harburt... Hutchinson.

“Get up there, Bill,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, and the people near her laughed.

“Jones. “

“They do say,” Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to him, “that over in the
north village they’re talking of giving up the lottery. *

Old Man Warner snorted. “Pack of crazy fools,” he said. “Listening to the young folks,
nothing’s good enough for them. Next thing you know, they’ll be wanting to go back to living
in caves, nobody work any more, live hat way for a while. Used to be a saying about Lottery
in June, corn be heavy soon. ‘ First thing you know, we’d all be eating stewed chickweed and
acorns. There’s always been a lottery,” he added petulantly. “Bad enough to see young Joe
Summers up there joking with everybody. “

“Some places have already quit lotteries,” Mrs. Adams said.

“Nothing but trouble in that,” Old Man Warner said stoutly. “Pack of young fools. “

“Martin. ” And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. “Overdyke... Percy.

“I wish they’d hurry,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. “I wish they’d hurry.”

“They’re almost through,” her son said.

“You get ready to run tell Dad,” Mrs. Dunbar said.

Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward precisely and selected a slip
from the box. Then he called, “Warner.

“Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery,” Old Man Warner said as he went through the
crowd. “Seventy-seventh time.

“Watson. ” The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone said, “Don’t be
nervous, Jack,” and Mr. Summers said, “Take your time, son. “

“Zanini.

After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers, holding his slip of
paper in the air, said, “All right, fellows. ” For a minute, no one moved, and then all the slips
of paper were opened. Suddenly, all the women began to speak at once, saving. “Who is it?,”
“Who’s got it?,” “Is it the Dunbars?,” “Is it the Watsons?”” Then the voices began to say, “It’s
Hutchinson. It’s Bill,” “Bill Hutchinson’s got it.

“Go tell your father,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.

People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was standing quiet,
staring down at the paper in his hand. Suddenly, Tessie Hutchinson shouted to Mr. Summers.
“You didn’t give him time enough to take any paper he wanted. I saw you. It wasn’t fair!”
“Be a good sport, Tessie,” Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said, “All of us took the
same chance. “

“Shut up, Tessie,” Bill Hutchinson said.
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“Well, everyone,” Mr. Summers said, “that was done pretty fast, and now we’ve got to be
hurrying a little more to get done in time. ” He consulted his next list. “Bill,” he said, “you
draw for the Hutchinson family. You got any other households in the Hutchinsons?”

“There’s Don and Eva,” Mrs. Hutchinson yelled. “Make them take their chance!”

“Daughters draw with their husbands’ families, Tessie,” Mr. Summers said gently. “You
know that as well as anyone else. “

“It wasn’t fair,” Tessie said.

“I guess not, Joe,” Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. “My daughter draws with her husband’s
family; that’s only fair. And I’ve got no other family except the kids.

“Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it’s you,” Mr. Summers said in
explanation, “and as far as drawing for households is concerned, that’s you, too. Right?”
“Right,” Bill Hutchinson said.

“How many kids, Bill?” Mr. Summers asked formally.

“Three,” Bill Hutchinson said.

“There’s Bill, Jr. , and Nancy, and little Dave. And Tessie and me.

“All right, then,” Mr. Summers said. “Harry, you got their tickets back?”

Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. “Put them in the box, then,” Mr. Summers
directed. “Take Bill’s and put it in.

“I think we ought to start over,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she could. “I tell you it
wasn’t fair. You didn’t give him time enough to choose. Everybody saw that.

Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box, and he dropped all the papers
but those onto the ground, where the breeze caught them and lifted them off.

“Listen, everybody,” Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her.

“Ready, Bill?” Mr. Summers asked, and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick glance around at his
wife and children, nodded.

“Remember,” Mr. Summers said, “take the slips and keep them folded until each person has
taken one. Harry, you help little Dave. ” Mr. Graves took the hand of the little boy, who came
willingly with him up to the box. “Take a paper out of the box, Davy,” Mr. Summers said.
Davy put his hand into the box and laughed. “Take just one paper. ” Mr. Summers said.
“Harry, you hold it for him. ” Mr. Graves took the child’s hand and removed the folded paper
from the tight fist and held it while little Dave stood next to him and looked up at him
wonderingly.

“Nancy next,” Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school friends breathed heavily
as she went forward switching her skirt, and took a slip daintily from the box “Bill, Jr. ,” Mr.
Summers said, and Billy, his face red and his feet overlarge, near knocked the box over as he
got a paper out. “Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. She hesitated for a minute, looking around
defiantly, and then set her lips and went up to the box. She snatched a paper out and held it
behind her.

“Bill,” Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and felt around, bringing
his hand out at last with the slip of paper in it.

The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, “I hope it’s not Nancy,” and the sound of the whisper
reached the edges of the crowd.

“It’s not the way it used to be,” Old Man Warner said clearly. “People ain’t the way they used
to be. «

“All right,” Mr. Summers said. “Open the papers. Harry, you open little Dave’s.

Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh through the crowd as he
held it up and everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and Bill, Jr. , opened theirs at the
same time, and both beamed and laughed, turning around to the crowd and holding their slips
of paper above their heads.

“Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers looked at Bill
Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded his paper and showed it. It was blank.

“It’s Tessie,” Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. “Show us her paper, Bill.

Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her hand. It had a
black spot on it, the black spot Mr. Summers had made the night before with the heavy pencil
in the coal company office. Bill Hutchinson held it up, and there was a stir in the crowd.
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“All right, folks. ”” Mr. Summers said. “Let’s finish quickly.

Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black box, they still
remembered to use stones. The pile of stones the boys had made earlier was ready; there were
stones on the ground with the blowing scraps of paper that had come out of the box Delacroix
selected a stone so large she had to pick it up with both hands and turned to Mrs. Dunbar.
“Come on,” she said. “Hurry up.

Mrs. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said, gasping for breath. “I can’t run at
all. You’ll have to go ahead and I’ll catch up with you. “

The children had stones already. And someone gave little Davy Hutchinson a few pebbles.
Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared space by now, and she held her hands out
desperately as the villagers moved in on her. “It isn’t fair,” she said. A stone hit her on the
side of the head. Old Man Warner was saying, “Come on, come on, everyone. ~” Steve Adams
was in the front of the crowd of villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside him.

“It isn’t fair, it isn’t right,” Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were upon her.

Dramaturgija

Donna Hoke ir dramaturge, Dramatistu gildes padomes locekle un blogere, sastada
krustvardu miklas avizei The New York Times, kd ari raksta gramatas berniem. Donnas
darbi ir tulkoti 46 valstis. Slavenakas lugas ir BRILLIANT WORKS OF ART (2015),
ELEVATOR GIRL (2016), SAFE (2012), un TEACH (2017). Autores darbi ir nominéti
The Primus un Blacburn balvam, vina divreiz uzvaréjusi izcilako jauno lugu kategorija,
sanemot The Emanuel Fried Award; Individual Artist Award, tris gadus péc kartas
nominéta par Buffalo's labako rakstnieci — turklat ka vieniga sieviete Saja kategorija.

Donna Hoke

Ziedi tuksnest

5. aina
Pagdjusi viena nedéla. lkdienisks bars, lidzigs baram Mo’s, tacu manamas stkas
atskiribas, pieméram, citadas krasas galdauts. Fona dzirdams troksnis no televizora
notiekosas spéles. Dzirdama glazu un Skivju Skindésana, bara ir daudz apmeklétaju.
lerodas Brita un DZo. DZo pamaj ieprieks neredzétajiem oficiantiem.
Dzo: Vai més varam sésties pie §1 galdina?
Sanemot apstiprinoSu Zestu, abi apsézas pie galda, uz kura stav blodina ar
zemesriekstiem. DZo no galda noslauka riekstu caumalas, metot tas uz gridas. Visu So
laiku vins met caumalas uz gridas, tacu Brita caumalas sava sava prieksa kartigi sakarto .
Brita: Kapéc més esam Seit?
Dzo: Tu teici, ka velgjies ko citu.
Brita: Neliekas, ka §1 vieta ir atSkiriga.
Dzo: Seit ir laba vegetariesu édienkarte.
Brita: Sporta bara? Mocarellas nijjinas un fr1 kartupeli nav... Nu protams, Seit rada spéli.
Tu izvElgjies So vietu , jo Seit rada beisbola spéli.
Dzo: Mes esam vienas play-off kartas attaluma no finalturnira!
Britt: Tad skaidrs, ko tie karodzini uz masinam nozimé! Man likas, ka $aja nedgla bija
daudz beéru.
Dzo: PuiSiem $o vajadzetu skatities. Vai vini vispar ir redz&jusi kadu spéli?
Brita: Tu neuztver situaciju nopietni.
D>o: Soreiz bija mana karta izvéléties. M&s joprojam varam sarunaties, un es $ad tad
iemetiSu aci spéleé. Lauj man vienkarsi... Skrgj&ju nenokéra! Skr&j&ju nenokera!
(pagriezas pret Britu) Skr&j€ju nenokera.
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Brita: Kapéc tas ir svarigi?

Dzo: Ta vargja biit izskirosa spéle!

Brita: Slikta zZime.

Dzo: Bet, ja sitéjs sasniedz majas bazi ar pirmo reizi? Ja nu tieSam nonak tik tuvu? Ja nu,
neesot prieksa, tas palidz izlidzinat rezultatu astotaja Tninga, izslédzot sit€ju? Un
nakamaja karta neviens neiegiist punktu? Un miisu komanda iegiist punktu, tacu ir otras
komandas karta, un miisu metgjs ir noguris, un rezultats izlidzinas nekontrolétaja metiena.
Un pé&c tam p&dgja reize sitgjs atsp€lé bumbu pret zemi, un ta iziet pirmajam bazes
speletajam starp kajam, un skr&jiena punkts tiek ieskaitits. Spele beidzas.

Brita: Tas nekad nenotiktu.

Dzo: Tas notika! Un, kad tu esi pareizaja pusé, adrenalins ir neaprakstams. Tacu, ja tu
neesi... tada ir dzive. Tapat ka tava maksla.

Brita: Es to redzu $adi — neatkarigi no ta, kads ir sp€les rezultats, miisu dzives nemainas
un tiem spélétajiem turpina maksat — pat parak daudz.

Dzo: Tu vienkarsi nesaproti.

Brita: Vismaz es neesmu viena no tam sievietém, kuras interesé paradit savu dupsi
piegulosos beisbola legingos.

Dzo: Ja arT tu biitu, tad tu skatitos kopa ar mani. Tu vismaz varetu skatities kopa ar mani.
Brita: Labi, aizej nop&rc man ko dzeramu.

Dzo pieiet pie bara, tikmér Brita ieskatas telefond un izskatas sarigtinata. DzZo atnak
atpakal ar divam alus pudelém.

Dzo: Ko es palaidu garam?

Brita: Seit ir septini televizori.

Dzo: Tas bija triks, lai tevi parbauditu. Tu nemaz neskatijies spéeli!

Brita: Tu nebiji Seit. Es nevaru skatities ar tevi, ja tu neesi blakus.

Dzo: Tehniski.

Brita: Tehniskas Tpatnibas ir svarigas. Kad lidmasinas nokrit, tas biezi ir tehnisku
problému degl.

Dzo: Seriala CSI noziedznieki tiek nokerti vinu tehnisko klumju dgl.

Brita: Redzi? Tu saproti.

Dzo: Ideals noziegums nepastav.

Brita: Nelaimes gadijumi — tie ir ideali noziegumi.

Dzo: Ja tu skatitos serialu CSI/, tad tu zinatu, ka arvien grutak un grutak ir izplanot
nelaimes gadijumu.

Brita: Plano kaut ko pret savu bosu?

Dzo: Ta dienas paiet atrak. Bet, runajot nopietni, pati zini... Kad situacija pasliktinas, ta
loti pasliktinas, tu nekad neesi... domajusi par to ... ka tas biitu, ja notiktu nelaimes
gadijums?

Brita: Tu grasijies mani nogalinat?

Dzo: N& tacu! Piem&ram, lidmasina vai automasina, vai zirgs.

Brita: Zirgs? Seit?

Dzo: Protams. Tas ierodas dienas vidi un traucas cauri tavam birojam, nomidot visus lidz
zemel, lai tiktu pie automata.

Brita: Ieskaitot mani.

Dzo: Ieskaitot tavas ikdienas M &M konfektes.

Brita: Un tiesi taja bridi rikSiem ieradisies zirgs.

Dzo: Drizak auleksiem. Ar rik§iem nekas netiktu panakts.

Brita: Darba... Tu tieSam par to nopietni doma?

Dzo: Vai tad tu ne?

Brita: (parausta plecus) lesp&jams.

Dzo: Kapec?

Brita: Un ko es teiktu saviem b&rniem?

Dzo: Ja, pastastit berniem butu visgritak.

Brita: Mums nevajadz&tu par to runat.

Dzo: Tev taisniba. Ka Sodien gaja darba?
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Brita: Stradaju majas. Aiznesu savu klépjdatoru uz verandu, atvéru visus logus... Un
aizmigu.

Dzo: Un tev par to maksa?

Brita: Kardinalputni ir atpakal. Jaunie. Vecie visticamak.... Vini visu savu miiZu parojas,
bet savvala tas ilgst apméram tris gadi.

Dzo: Tik vienkarsi.

Brita: Vai ne?

Dzo: Es gan domaju, ka es labak gribétu dzivot ilgak un uznemties risku.

Brita: (pacel alus pudeli, lai saskandinatu) Mums pat tas varétu sanakt.

Dzo: (saskandina) Padejojam?

Brita: S1 vieta nav domata dejosanai.

DZo: Nu un?

Brita: DZo, pat ja apstakli mums to lautu, un ar to es domaju, ka, ja es biitu izdzerusi
vismaz Cetras Snabja glazes un skanétu dziesma I Wanna Be Sedated tur, kur ir reala deju
grida, bet es reti dejoju.

Dzo: Kapéc §is nevarétu biit iznemuma gadijums? Es v€los ar tevi dejot.

Brita: Es jutos mulkigi.

Dzo: Beidz par to domat un vienkarsi dari!

Brita negribigi paskatas uz vinu, un DZo izskatas drams, kas liek vinai iesmieties. Brita
vilcinadamas piecelas.

Tulkojusi Gita Ercika
RADOSI DARBI
JaunieSu raiba dzive kojas
Stasta Olivers Blumbergs

Karoce, saksim. Dzive kojas nav nemaz tik slikta, ka tauta doma. Apkartgjiem
nevajadze€tu spriest par to, ko vini nezina. Piedevam, cilvekiem nevajadz&tu bazt degunu
svesas dariSanas, kas biezi vien tik loti izbesi (savelk rokas diirés). Ziniet, més te, kojas,
esam gluzi ka maza gimenite, ta¢u dazreiz vienkars$i visa ir par daudz.

Es dzivoju istabina ar tris briesmigiem istabas biedriem, tacu es vinus dievinu.
Sakuma dzivoju ar Artiiru Zomerfeldu, un tas nebija cool. M&s vienmeér braucam viens
otram auguma. Es ieguldiju tik daudz eforta, lai tiktu no tas bedres prom. Tas bija reali
kanceris. Godigi sakot, situacija nemaz nav uzlabojusies, jo nu ir paradijusas jaunas
klapatas. Katru vakaru més aizvelkamies uz Rimi un uz skidonu perkam béglu vafeles.
Tas nozimé lieku naudas SkieSanu, kas 11dz mé&nesa beigam lieck man dzivot ka nabagam.

Parasti ned€las beigas mes savacamies kopa un kapdajam kartis. Trakakais sakas
nakti. Biezi vien més médzam rambat CS 1idz pat seSiem rita. Médzam viens otru ari ta
kartigi prenkot.

Ja man butu jaapraksta savi istabas biedri, es uzreiz teiktu, ka vini nekur nedodas
bez skoca. Vienu reizi, atnakot no lekcijas, es meklgju savas botas. [edomajieties — vinas
bija pielimétas pie GRIESTIEM (histériski kliedz)!

Tacu katram makonitim ir zelta malina. Mangja ir divas dZusites, kas Sad tad pie
mums iegriezas ar omlesu pannu. Oi, ka es zZirijju! P& tam m&s meédzam paris stundas
pasutinat.

Nu, kopuma nav nemaz tik traki. Negribu jau nevienu influencot. Ir forsi dzivot ar
saviem comakiem. Sad tad m&s parunajam par fraktaliem, kas ir tadu izglitojo$s temats,
ne? VienkarSak sakot, nevajag raustities no koju dzives. Ir jau forSi dazkart pacillot un
nolaist tvaiku.
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JaunieSu ikdiena dienesta viesnica

Sabiedriba valda uzskats, ka dzivosana dienesta viesnica ir nepatikama.
Cilveékiem, kuri nav dzivojusi konkr€taja vide€, nebiitu ieteicams izdarit paragrus
secinajumus, ka ar1 aizskart citas personas tiesibas uz privato dzivi, kas nereti ir
traucgjosi. Tiek apgalvots, ka dzivojoSie dienesta viesnica ir ka gimene, bet tam ir
negativas sekas.

Students Olivers dzivo istaba ar tris nepatikamiem vienaudziem, par kuriem tomer
pauz pozitivu attieksmi. DzivoSana ar Artiiru Zomerfeldu nebija apmierinosa, jo starp
jaunieSiem bija regularas nesaskanas. Parcel$anas uz pastavigu dzivi cita istaba radija
sarezgijumus.

Kopuma situacija ir palikusi nemainiga, jo ir novérojamas citas problémas.
Vakaros tiek organizets kopigs gajiens uz tirdzniecibas centru ar mérki iegadaties belgu
vafeles. Rezultata tiek teréta nauda, un atlikuSo ménesi ir jaievéro iztikas minimums.
Nedelas nogalés notiek domubiedru tikSanas, kuru laika norisinas karSu spéle. Diennakts
tumsaja laika populara ir datorspéle Counterstrike, izklaidei ilgstot 1idz seSiem rita.
Notiek ar1 Olivera cienas aizskarSana.

Istabas biedru raksturojuma tiek izmantots vards ‘limlente’ iepriek§ piedzivoto
notikumu dg€]. Nenoteikta diena pec lekcijam tika konstat&ts, ka Olivera iekStelpu apavi ir
pazudusi. P&c zinama laika tie tika atrasti, piestiprinati pie griestiem. Tomér katra
situacija tiek verteta pozitivi.

Apstakli uzlabojas, kad divas studiju biedrenes pagatavo omleti, un tiek pausta
sajisma par to, cik maltite ir prasmigi pagatavota. Sekas — divu stundu diendusa.

Kopsavilkuma tiek Iests, ka apstakli nav slikti. Olivers apgalvo, ka mérkis nav
citus ietekmét, ka ari uzsver to, ka ir €rti uzturéties domubiedru sabiedriba. Nereti tiek
diskutets par tadu izglitojosu t€ému ka fraktali.

Apkopojot visu iepriek§ min&to, var secinat, ka bazas par dzivosanu dienesta
viesnica ir nepamatotas. Brivaja laika studgjosie pariip€jas par kvalitativu atpiitu.

Sagatavoja: Gita Ercika un Dinija Zelve, TSF 1. kursa studentes. 2019. gada pavasara
semestris

Milestibas dzirksteles sen izdzisu$as, miuis vieno kopigais ipaSums

Ar Maigoni Skarbo un Saulceriti Debestinu
sarundjas Parsla Ziemelite

Maigonis Skarbais (86) saka karjeru ka skarbs politikis, ka jau var
noprast péc vina uzvarda. 15 gadus bijis partijas “Visu Tevijai”
priekssédetajs un atlikuSo dzives dalu stradajis par kavéju
lopkautuve, kur satika savu miiza milestibu Saulceriti Debestinu
(84). Vina jauniba bija puku seklu modele, bet, ta ka vinas t€vam
piedergja lopkautuve, vinai nacas pamest veiksmigo puku seklu
modeles karjeru un palidzet t€vam. Saulcerites un Maigona milas
stasts turpinajas 20 gadus. Vini dzivoja =zali, jo izveidoja

kopuznémumu, bet tad notika nelaimes gadijums — Maigonis
iekluva autoavarija, un visi vinu uzskatija par miru$u. Lidz bridim, kad nauda no
Saulcerites konta saka izzust.

Ka jus pamanijat, ka no jusu konta saka pazust nauda?
Es velgjos nopirkt tigeri, jo grib&jas izméginat kaut ko eksotisku. Bet pamaniju, ka nauda
no konta kaut kur pazud, tas likas aizdomigi, jo piekluve kontam bija tikai man un manam

»mirusajam” viram.
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Kads bija jusu nakamais solis?

Es saku sekot Iidzi savam kontam. Sapratu, ka pati netik§u gala, un izlému noligt
privatdetektivu. Tas bija pareizs lemums, jo izradijas, ka mans Skarbais visu So laiku bija
dzivs un slépas — no vina politiskas darbibas laikiem bija uzpeldgjusas visai netiras lietas,
bet nauda visu atri atrisinaja.

Kad Maigonis atradas, Saulcerite vélejas ar vinu parunat. Izradijas, ka vins bija ne tikai
negodigs politikis, bet ari neuzticigs virs. Saulcerite nekavéjoties iesniedza Skirsanas
dokumentus, bet, ta ka laulatajiem piedereja liela bagatiba, vini nespéja sadalit ipasumu.
Skirsanas notika, uzvardi tika nomainiti, bet Sis ipasums palika nesadalits.

Kur jusu virs atrodas tagad?

Pec skirSanas nolemam dzivot kopa, un ta joprojam mitinamies vienuviet 20 gadus.
Milestibas dzirksteles jau sen ir izdzisusas, bet miis vieno kopigais Ipasums.

Mums visiem negaidot, Maigonis Skarbais ievelas telpa. Nakas uzdot vinam jautajumus.

Maigoni, vai esat apmierinats ar dzivi? Un — vai tieSam esat gatavs §adi pavadit
atliku$as mizZa dienas?

Ja godigi, nauda man vienmer ir bijusi pirmaja vieta. Sieva — tas ta, tikai ka bonuss, kas
priec€ acis. Tapec ar roku uz sirds varu teikt, ka mani apmierina mana dzive un bijust
sieva mana TpaSuma vispar nav trauceklis.

Vai jums neSkiet, ka ar So atbildi aizskarat savu bijuSo sievu?

Man 1sti neinteresé tas, ka vina jiitas. Mes esam pieaugusi cilveki, sen esam tikai “istabas
biedri” bez jebkadam saistibam. Pielauju, ka mana Saulcerite par mani doma to pasu.

Ka jus planojat Debestinas kundzei atmaksat nozagto naudu?

Neuzskatu, ka tas biitu nepiecieSams. Iztiks vina bez ta sava tigera. Man Skiet, ka mums
$aja maja pietiek ar to ctsku, kas mums jau ir — es, protams, runaju par Saulcerfti.

Seitan intervétaja noléma beigt 3o ekstravaganto interviju, lai pasargatu “mizigos
milniekus” no iesp&jamas sirdstriekas.

Starp citu, neviens no Zurnala “Kas mums rap?” darbiniekiem negaidija tik
izverstu interviju. Parsla Ziemelite loti cer sanemt prémiju par iespaidigo sarunu.

Un vel. Saulcerite un Maigonis, nevienam negaidot, telpu pameta, draudzigi
terz€dami. Ceram, ka turpmak §im neparastajam parim viss izdosies un ka Saulcerite
tomér tiks pie sava ilgi karota tigera.

Improvizeto interviju sagatavoja: Veronika Mikulica, Krista Jakubenoka un Samanta
Ergle, TSF 1. kursa studentes. 2019. gada pavasara semestris
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Suns
Isstasts
Rasa Kaiva Téermane, TSF 1. kursa studente. 2018. gada pavasara semestris

Suns skréja man pa priekSu. Aizelsies un panika. Es nesapratu, kas notiek. Skréju
sikajam krancim nopakalus un nokluvu pie durvim. Durvis bija pa pusei salauztas,
rokturis spidéja ka dimants. Suns apstajas un r&ja uz durvim, paskatijas uz mani, atkal
réja. Vai vins§ aicinaja mani iet iek$a? Jo tada bija mana ceriba — ieiet un ieraudzit kaut
ko, kas glabs mani no §1s pasaules.

Es devos ieksa, tacu suns gaja lenam un iedomigi. Nesp&ju izprast vina domas, bet
tas nebija svarigi. Mani interes€ja tas, kapec viss ir melns? Vai es esmu kosmosa? Nekam
nebija horizonta, tikai pika melnums. Es jiku prata? Ne. Tas notika jau sen.

Suns jau atkal saka skriet, tacu Soreiz tam acu priek$a paveras gaisma, kuru arT es
sp&ju saskatit. Nezinu, kapec te€loju, ka esmu tas suns, kas mani vada pa $o neskaidribu.
Es tieS8am esmu traka.

Gaisma partapa pasaule. Pasauli, kuru jau biju redzg&jusi. Pasaule — mana b&rniba.
Es redzu sevi, Cetrgadigo, cimperligo meiteni, skrienam pa plavu, kuru ieskauj kalni.
Paga, stop. Pils€ta tacu nav kalnu un plavu. Vai esmu iegajusi pa savas iztéles durvim?
Vai es redzu to, ko vienmér esmu vélgjusies? Tas suns neko man nepalidz saprast!

Piepesi atmingjos, ka omite man b&rniba stastija par meiteniti, kura dzivoja kalnos
un lasija pasaku zivis. Pasaka, uzrakstita uz zivs? Kas ta par traku pasauli!? Bet man
patik. Ta ir tikpat traka ka es.

Meitene, skraididama un kaut ko kerstidama, nonaca pie kada strautina. Suns
skrgja pie vinas, to paSu darfju es. Tuvojoties $ai neparastajai biitnei, es sajutu sapes
kraskurvi. Suns arT samazinaja tempu. Kas notiek? Mes jau esam sakusi sinhroni elpot?
Es loti apvainoSos, ja mani salidzinas ar suni. Suniem nav ne vainas, bet man labak patik
stradat par cilveku.

Mes nonacam pie meitenes. Es sajutu tadu ka prieku. Mans kermenis saka tricét.
Suns ieleca meitenei rokas un luncinaja asti. ArT meitene izradija neviltotu prieku. Tacu,
kad meginaju ar vinu runat, vina mani nedzird€ja. Es nostajos vinas prieksa, vina mani
neredz€ja. Bet jutu vinas glastus. Es skatos uz suni, es skatos uz vinu. Es esmu suns! Visu
So laiku tas suns biju es! Vai ta meitene ir mana mamma? P&c pirma acu uzmetiena,
liekas, ka skatos uz sevi, bet ta neesmu es. Varbiit es sevi vairs neatpazistu. Bet suna
forma gan esmu neglitene. Stulbie suni!

Atmodos un attapos palata. Mana mamma ir zaudg&jusi redzi. Vina mani redz&s
tikai ar rokam. ,,Mammu, es miis sapn1 redz&ju.”

Zeme esam mes

Aksels Supe (1998) ir Ventspils Augstskolas TulkoSanas studiju fakultates students, kur$
ne vien citigi studé anglu valodu Iidz paSiem dzilakajiem gramatikas pamatiem, bet ari
ieintereséti seko 11dzi jaunumiem kosmosa un apkart notieko$ajam uz Zemes. Saruna par
to, kada ir Zeme, kads ir tas meérkis un ko mes tai nozim&jam. Akselu Supi iztauja Linda
Ozola-Ozolina.

Jau vairakus gadus neesat sniedzis intervijas. Vai $adam léemumam bijis kads
apzinats iemesls?

Paldies, ka uzaicinajat uz interviju. Ja, tam bija iemesls, jo centos saprast, kadam teorijam
ticu un kas no visa izpétita un lasita man Sobrid ir svarigs. VEIgjos ieglit pec iespgjas
vairak informacijas un mazliet arT atvért acis un pamanit kaut ko nebijusu. Nebiitu taisnigi
sniegt interviju un pec laika mainit domas t€ma, kuru esmu péetijis.
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Aksel, ka jiis vertejat teoriju, ka Zeme ir plakana?

Skatoties uz to no pasSiem pirmsakumiem, cilveéki vienmér ir domajusi, ka Zeme ir
plakana. Zinatne ir kluvusi par religiju. Eksperimentu uzticamiba reizém vie$ Saubas, jo
tie netiek pietickami labi pieraditi. Tas, protams, nenozimé&, ka zinatne ka tada ir
apSaubama, bet tas nozimg, ka ta ir radita, lai kontrolétu cilvéku populaciju. Tapéc es
domaju — kamér nav bijusi pietieckami labi pieradijumi vai ari kamér cilvékus nesaks
izslitit uz citdm planétam, nav pamata ticét, ka Zeme ir apala, jo satelitu bildes tiek
parveidotas jau no 20. gadsimta un dazadas kosmiskas misijas ir safabricétas. Ta nav
konspiracija, bet logiska domasana, kas neapSaubami lielakajai sabiedribas dalai nav
attistita.

Ko jus domajat ar to, ka zinatne ir kluvusi par religiju?

Ar to biju domajis, ka cilveki tic visam, ko viniem saka valdiba. M&s visi zinam, ka ta
nekad nav bijusi godiga, jau daudz reizu esam par to parliecindjusies. Es domaju, ka tas ir
lidzigi, ka bija ar Krusta kariem, tikai augstaka elite to parveidojusi musdieniga versija.
Viniem tas ir izdevigi, jo cilveki tic visam, kas tiek zinatniski pamatots. TiikstoSiem gadu
cilveki ir meklgjusi veidus, ka kontrolét lielu dalu citu cilveéku — gan ar fiziskam, gan
psihologiskam metodém. Laika gaita cilvéki apjauta, ka neko nevar atrisinat ar
psihologiju, jo agri vai vélu bus cilveki, kas centisies to visu izskaidrot. Arl fiziskas
ietekmé&sanas metodes neizdevas, tas tikai uz kadu bridi cilvékus iebied&ja, un sabiedriba
saka veidoties slépti grup&jumi. Tas noveda pie geniala risindjuma — pie zinatnes, kas tiek
veidota ta, lai dalai sabiedribas tas biitu izdevigi.

Ja jus tieSam neticat, ka musu planéta ir apala, tad kada ta, péc jiisu domam,
patiesiba varétu izskatities?

Tai nav noteiktas formas. Ta ir telpa, kas veidota ta, ka miisu pratam tas ir neaptverami,
jo objekti nav isti, ta ir ilGzija, Tsta ir tikai energija. Ja salidzinam to ar Bibeli, tad m&s
esam telpa, viss rinko ap mums. M&s esam visa centra, zvaigznes ir veids, ka senie cilveki
noteica atrasanas vietu. Méness ir misu nakts sargs, un Saule dod mums energiju. Ja ta
padoma — tie ir misu sargengeli. Planéta ir telpa, no kuras nav iesp&jams izklat, jo ap to ir
navejoss starojums. Tas arT varétu bt iemesls, kad€] to no mums slépj, jo patiesiba varétu
ietekmét cilvéku mentalitati un vispar€jo izpratni par dzives jégu.

Kada ir misdienu cilvéka visparéja izpratne par dzives jegu?

Cilvéku izpratne par dzives jégu ir daudzpusiga. No biologiska viedokla dzives jéga ir
nodot savas zinasanas un génus nakamajam paaudzém. Miisdienas tas ir mainijies, jo ir
daudz jaunu iesp€ju, medicina ir attistijusies, tehnologijas ir kluvusas par sabiedribas
dalu, un Sobrid ir svarigak risinat kaut kadas izdomatas problémas — par to visu varam
teikt paldies misu attistitajam intelektam. Biologiskais faktors ir izzudis, jo jebkur$
individs visu var iegiit pats, bet varbiit ne Iidz galam — emocionalo piepildijumu.
lespéjams, ka esam Seit, lai nepartraukti risinatu problémas, jo no ta sastav misu dzive.
Bez probléemam dzive kliist garlaiciga, risinot problémas, cilvéki juitas gandariti un
laimigi, tapeéc ir svarigi risinat problémas taja joma, kura jums sagada prieku. Ja nebiitu
problému, nebiitu risindjumu; ja nebitu risinajumu, nebiitu cilvéces.

Ka jums liekas, vai Saules sistéma ka tada vispar eksiste?

Tam nav lielas nozimes, jo me&s nekad nesp@sim tikt talak par miisu plan€tu. Ja ar1 tiksim,
tad tas varetu but kaut kada veida realitates Sovs, jo cilvekiem nav paredz&ts noklut arpus
zemes, mes esam Seit iesprostoti. Es nevaru likt galvu kila, bet p&c ta, ka tas ir noticis jau
kop$ 20. gadsimta un kadas manipulacijas tiek veiktas, es vairs nesaubos, lai gan nevaru
arT drosi apgalvot. Ja ta padoma, tad més varam kliit par jebko, ko misu prats spgj
izteloties. Jums neliekas, ka daudzas Holivudas filmas kluvusas par cilvéku realitati?
Tikpat labi mé&s varétu bit mainiga forma. Forma, kura viss iedomatais piepildas.
Iedomajaties, cik tas butu iespaidigi!
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Vai jums neskiet biitiski tas, ka Zeme no Saules atrodas tiesi tada attaluma, lai uz
tas biitu iespéjama dziviba? Vai varbiit, jasuprat, ta ir tikai nejausa sakritiba?

Ka jiis nonacat pie ta, ka Saulei jabiit kaut kada noteikta attaluma, lai uz Zemes butu
dziviba? Tas, manuprat, ir izdomajums, ka mes esam uz Zemes tikai kaut kadas sakritibas
del. Griti spriest, bet padomajiet — visam lietam ir savs iemesls, un biitu naivi teikt, ka
esam tikai tapéc, ka ta sakritis, es domaju, ka aiz ta visa slépjas kaut kas patiesam dzilaks.
Lasot tekstus interneta vai kada cita informacijas avota, jasaprot un japatur prata, ka tas ir
tikai teorijas un tas nav pieraditas. Manas domas ir tikai manas teorijas, kuram nav
nekada stabila pieradijuma. Attalumi ir iedomas. Varbiit m&s sp&jam izmérit attalumu uz
Zemes, bet cik griiti to izdarit ir Visuma? Varbit, ka Visuma ir citi izméri, jo ta ir
pavisam cita telpa?

Vai piekritat tam, ka esam tikai neliela dalina no lielaka organisma?

Vienmér par to esmu domajis. Viss vienmer sakas ar mazako ekosist€émas dalinu, kas
pariet lielaka. Svarigi ir likoties uz atomiem un kimiskajiem elementiem, ka tie
savienojoties mainas. L1dzigi ir arT ar cilvekiem un dzivniekiem, kuri tiek krustoti. Tiek
veidotas jaunas emocijas, jaunas domas un, beigu beigas, arTl jaunas idejas. Zeme ir
jaizt€lojas ka maza dalina no Visuma ekosist€émas, kuru, visticamak, nekad ta ari
nesp€sim lidz galam izzinat.

Improvizéto interviju sagatavoja: Linda Ozola-Ozolina un Aksels Supe, TSF 1. kursa
studenti. 2019. gada pavasara semestris

ESEJAS UN PARDOMAS
Valodas lietojums Andras Manfeldes romana Virsnieku sievas

Andras Manfeldes romans Virsnieku sievas ir viens no darbiem vestures romanu
serija Mes. Latvija, XX gadsimts. Rakstniece Gundega RepSe iedvesmoja 12 latviesu
rakstnieces, tai skaita A. Manfeldi, veidot krajumu par Latviju 20. gadsimta. Nemot véra
So faktu, autores ieguldijums gan romana, gan visas s€rijas tapSana ir neapSaubams.
Gramata ataino nozimigu posmu Latvijas v&stur€, tomér autores individuala pieeja un
piesatinatais stils nereti apgriitina sizeta uztveri. Autores valodas lietojums bitiski
ietekm& gramatas kopiespaidu.

Romana autorei ir savdabigs stils, kas atspogulojas ne tikai sintaks€ , leksika un
pat morfologiskaja limeni, bet arT t€lainas izteiksmes lidzeklos un paustajas idejas. Autore
Skietami novirzas no latviesu valodas standartiem, veidojot radoSus vardu savienojumus
un teikuma uzbiives. Manuprat, valoda nereti ir parlieku piesatinata ar makslinieciskas
izteiksmes Iidzekliem, kas ne tikai apgrutina uztveri, bet dazviet pat apslapé velmi
turpinat lastt.

Neskatoties uz griittbam gramatas lasi$anas laika, v€los uzsveért autores neparasto
pieeju dazadu notikumu atainojuma. Starp garajam teksta rindam paradas nedzird@tas
atzinas un ieintrig€josas likumsakaribas. Jau gramatas sakuma mani patikami parsteidza
burvigs vardu virkngjums ,,tomatu biezena bordo” (11). Turpinot lasit, iev€roju to, cik
telains un reizé ar1 parsteidzosi precizs ir autores redz&ums. Pieméram, veids, ka tiek
raksturota Valgrija b&rna gaidibas: ,,(..) vina ir zeme, kura aug vina sékla. Vina ir auglu
koks, caur kuru rit vina sula, kas driz piebriedis augli” (181). Patiesiba tie ir vieni no
skaistakajiem vardiem, kurus esmu dzirdgjusi par sievieti stavokli.

SaistoSs ir mazliet komiskais sievieSu domasanas att€élojums: ,,Tap&c sievieteém
patika indiesu kino, tur, lai saprastu, vardi nebija vajadzigi” (91). Man iepatikas $T atzina,
jo esmu domajusi par to, kadg] interese par indieSu filmam médz biit cilveékiem, kuri no
aktieru runata nesaprot ne varda.
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Vel jaatzim€ autores trapigais salidzinajums bridi, kad Arsénijs tuvojas sveSajai
meitenei: ,,,Vai drikst?” Dejot. Pieliekties. Vinas sejai, vinas skropstam, ng, lelltti
nobaidit nedrikst, vin$ vinai tuvosies léni ka udenslidejs zivij” (158). Manuprat,
salidzinajums ka #denslidéjs zivij parada, ka Arsénijs ir tikpat uzmanigs, viltigs un
pacietigs ka tidenslidgjs, kur§ karo nokert lielo lomu. Ir jitamas vina slapes, izsalkums un
vilinagjums p&c meitenes, kuru vin$ iekaro. Bridi, kad Valgrija kopa ar Arséniju dodas uz
pludmali, paradas majiens par attiecibu nakotni: ,, Tikai maza dala sartis§jusa kuga ielapa
régojas lauka no smiltim. Driz vgj§ to iedzis liedaga pavisam. Un tad noteikti kads
sagriezisies” (110). Ir nojausams, ka abu laulato attiecibas pavisam driz tiks piedzivotas
skumjas.

Intimitate literatira mani reti kad mulsina, jo uzskatu, ka maksla par to runat ir
cilvéciski. Aril gramatas sakuma vards porno un teikumi ,,Panem mani! Panem! Mani!”
(12) skita iederigi. Nezinu, kadel dazreiz Saja romana, aprakstot seksualas attiecibas,
izteiksmes veids Skita neveikls. Piemé&ram, Arsénija inttima tuviba ar tikko iepazito
meiteni: ,,No dzimumorganiem kaut kas iztecgja” (158). Teikums, protams, neraisa
negativas emocijas, tomé&r Skiet, ka to paust Seit nebija nepiecieSams. Salidzinot A.
Manfeldes romanu Virsnieku sievas un Davida Bezmozga gramatu Natasa un citi stasti,
mazak mulsinosi lasit inttmo attiecibu aprakstu $kita D. Bezmozga gramata. Tacu jaatzist,
ka saistiba ar So t€mu ar1 A. Manfeldes romana ir veiksmigi raksturojumi, piemé&ram:
»Visas reiz bijusas sasists trauks. Kad notraukuSas smiltis, spermu, asinis” (151).
Manuprat, autore prasmigi iepin atzinu arl turpmak teksta: ,,Ta diena bija ka sasists
trauks” (151). Ka arT ,,Varbt tapéc, ka todien vina bija sasists trauks” (158) un ,,Smiltis
vina gulgja ka sasists trauks” (158).

Sasaistot romana dalas, autore veido pareju no vienas nodalas otra. Jaunas nodalas
sakuma nereti paradas elementi no iepriek$€jas nodalas beigam. Sesta nodala beidzas ar
teikumu: ,,Valdoniga, dzelzaina, svesa” (104). P&éc tam seko septita nodala ar nosaukumu
Dzelzs sieviete. Tas pirmais teikums skan $adi: ,,Vina patieSsam biis dzelzs sieviete” (105).
Lietojot vardu dzelzs, autore veido saikni starp abam nodalam. Tas pats vérojams otraja
nodala, kuras beigas izskan vards greizsirdiba: ,,Val@rija bija greizsirdiga uz §Tm majam”
(51). Tresas nodalas nosaukums ir Vipa ir greizsirdiga, un ta sakas ar teikumu: ,,Vina ir
greizsirdiga uz vinu tapat ka uz tam majam”

Uzmanibu piesaista tas, ka ieprieckSmingtaja citata autore salidzinajuma
paligteikuma sakuma izv€las neieverot interpunkcijas pienemtas normas (nav ievietots
komats pirms tapat ka). V&l viens neparasts interpunkcijas piemers: ,,Riipnica jau tikai
japievelk skriives, nav nekadi ladinu stanoki, tom&r” (56). lesp&jams, ka autore vélgjas uz
kaut ko uzskatami noradit, lictojot komatu pirms varda tomér. Nereti domuzimes vieta
lietots komats: ,,Vina idejas dzivo, vina profils karogos, zvaigzn@s, portretos, nauda,
visur, kur skaties” (50). Vards visur ir visparinatajvards, pirms kura ieteicams lietot
domuzimi. Ka arT domuzimi lieto gadijumos, ja teikuma ir izlaists vards, pieméram, vina
profils (ir) karogos, zvaigzmnés, portretos, nauda. Kaut gan jaatzist, ka Saja teikuma
domuzimju tad, iesp&jams, biitu par daudz.

Daudzveidiga ir arT autores leksiska pieeja. Lai pieverstu lasitaja uzmanibu, biezi
tiek lietoti atkartoti vardi: ,,Tikai tu, tu, tu, tu pats vairs neesi sava ada [..]” (13). Dazas
situacijas atkartotie vardi ik pa laikam ir nomacoss atgadinajums Arsénam: ,,Dzin, dzin,
dzin, Arsénij, turies taisni, ta cilvékos nevar [..]” (96). Autore lieto arT tadus deminutivus
ka virins un dasina (82), lai raditu nievajoSu un ironisku noskanu. Sizetam atbilstosa
veida paradas ar1 barbarismi, kas aizguti no krievu valodas, pieméram, tumbocka (76) un
kapeikas (39). Sastopami sarunvalodas vardi, pieméram, brites (51), ka arT vienkarSrunas
vardi, pieméram, muldét (51) un cura (46). Lietoti tadi izsauksmes vardi ka ak (77), re
(96) un daudzi citi, ka arT biezi izmantota nolieguma partikula né (70) un apgalvojuma
partikula ja (76). Vardi tiek daliti divas dalas un saistiti ar defisi, paradot romana t€la
runas toni: ,,No di-vam! Di-vam pilem!” (75). Ir vieglak izt€loties varona emocijas un
sajitas.

Stila savdabibu apliecina ne tikai leksiskas izvéles, bet arl sintakse. Dominé
retoriskie jautajumi, kas nereti novietoti cits aiz cita: ,,Vai vinai izskatijas? Nomirgoja
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ilgu maldugunis?” (80). lesp&jams, ta ir romana varona saruna ar sevi, iespgjams —
autores saruna ar lasitaju. Teikuma doma nereti tiek pausta atkartoti: ,,Ne vairs vina, vina
ne.” (82). Tiesas runas beigu pieturzime parasti ir komats, punkts, jautajuma zime vai
izsaukuma zime, turpretim dotaja pieméra ta ir daudzpunkte: ,,,.Ilgaaa...” kliedza mate”
(81). Autore médz veidot lidzigus teikumus, novietotus cits péc cita: ,,Valérija ir
izvelgjusies. Ir izvelgjusies. Izvelgjusies” (85) Paradas arl daudz izsaukuma teikumu:
»Dzivibas cel§! Lai slavéts!” (75). Analizéjot piemérus, Skiet, ka ir iesp&jams vairakus
teikumus apvienot viena, tacu tad zustu autores individualais stils. Teikumi ir ka
instrumenti, ar kuriem tiek raditi pretstati: ,,Tagad riigts. Salds” (63). Romana ir daudz
vienkarsu paplasinatu teikumu: ,,Pielickama — neka.” (77). Ar vienkarSu teikuma uzbivi
tiek pateikta konkréta un 1pasi uzsvérta doma: ,,Vina nekad nerimstas” (81). Turpretim vél
skaidrak ideju autorei izdodas pateikt tados vienkarSos nepaplasinatos teikumos ka
»~Pazuda kakao” (72), ,,Tetis nedzird” (66), ,,Vina ir greizsirdiga” (55) un ,,Vins§ ir ilgas”
(39). Nereti teikumus veido viens vards, piemé&ram, tikai teikuma priekSmets: ,,Norma.
Plans. Kongress” (44). Ir art teikumi, kuros ir izlaists teikuma priekSmets un saglabats
tikai izteicgjs, piem&ram, ,,Neesmu...” (77) un ,,Bija!” (76). Autore izveidojusi arl
teikumu, kura vienigais vards ir kartas skaitla vards: ,,Otrais?” (77) Uzskatu, ka tas
apliecina autores radoSo valodas lietojumu, kas dazreiz ir traucéklis, bet dazreiz — t€lains
celojums.

Secinu, ka valodas lietojums A. Manfeldes romana Virsnieku sievas ir neparasts
un daudzveidigs. Lai gan romana teksts ir plass un izversts, autore atklati pauz viedokli
un uzskatus, meklgjot likumsakaribas starp vienkarSo un neparasto. Smagngjais
kopiespaids mijas ar naivu milestibu, un parsteidzosie pretstati ir autores unikalais stils.
Rodas iespaids, ka autore eksperimenté ar valodas normam. Patiesiba uzskatu, ka
literatira tas ir pielaujami, jo ari literatira ir maksla, un pati maksla — nebeidzams
eksperiments visas dzives garuma.

Eliza Liekna

Simboli un ekspresivi valodas Iidzekli telu raksturojuma Andras Manfeldes romana
, Virsnieku sievas”

Andras Manfeldes romans ,,Virsnieku sievas” lieliski iederas starp citiem latviesu dzivi
20. gadsimta raksturojosajiem romaniem. Tas ir loti daudzpusigs, atklata tiek gan cilvéku
dzive ideologiju vara, gan visparigas dzives jomas, kuras aktualas ir bijuSas un biis
vienmér — cilvéku savstarpgjas attiecibas, individualais un taja pasa laika arT kopigais
skatfjums, katra cilvéka icks$gja pasaule.

Saja gramata saistoss ir detaliz&tais télu atainojums, tas, ka sniegts neliels, bet
skaidrs ieskats gan katra pagatng, gan jiitu un domu pasaulg, kas mani ka lasttaju ar Siem
teliem satuvinaja, lava tos labak izprast. Katrs t€ls ir citads — gan kara sagrautais Valgrijas
tévs, gan Val@rija, kura, augusi virsnieka gimeng, pieradusi pie kartibas. Tapat Frosja,
kura, biidama vienkarSa veikalniece, cenSas pieradit citiem savu vértibu, un Arsénijs,
kuram ar1 piemit paSizpratnes centieni, lai gan vin$ nemitigi nonak konflikta pats ar sevi.
Tikpat detalizeti raksturoti ar1 citi t€li, pat tie, kuriem romana Skietami nav seviskas
nozimes.

Interesanta ir arT romana struktiira, dazadu ainu, ka art t€lu paradisanas seciba. Tie
ienak epizodiski un tad Skietami noziid, sakuma neatklajot, kada ir to nozime, paradiSanas
iemesls. Tikai ve€lak noskaidrojas to saikne ar sakotn&jajiem t€liem. Gramatas sakuma
atainoti 20. gadsimta devindesmitie gadi, saruna starp Ivanu Arsenjévi¢u un pasniedzgju
Ninu par sabiedribas pagrimumu. Noraditi katra t€la ricibas motivi, attieksme pret dzivi,
iemesls, kade] Nora ir gatava no b&rna atteikties — bailes nodzivot tadu pasu dzivi ka
matei, uzskatot to par bezvertigu. Valérija, savukart, ir gatava uznemties riipes par svesu
bérnu, milot un audzinot to ka savgjo. Vina romana gaita mainas, ieglist citas ripes un
prioritates, kas lauj nenemt véra pagatni, paltkoties uz to citam actm.
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Simboliski ir arT nodalu ievadosSie teikumi. Tajos izteikta doma, ka arT izmantotais
simbols atkartojas, ka arT izsaka nodala ietverto jégu un noskanu, piesaista lasitaja interesi
un savdabiga veida 1si raksturo katra cilvéka konkréto dzives fazi, attiecigas emocijas un
dzives redz&jumu. Pieméram, Valérijas dzivi zimigi raksturo $ie teikumi: ,, Mate vinu
vienu laida caur tumsu”, ,,Vina bija greizsirdiga uz tam majam”, ,,Vina ir greizsirdiga”,
»Vina nevar&ja ciest” , ,Paldies, esmu izvE€lgjusies”, ,,Dzelzs sieviete”, ,lzjauc pa
detalam”, ,,Pelgjums vannas istaba janotira”, Tu man meloji”, ,,Navei ir dazadas sejas”,
,»Vina steidzas majas”.

Pirmie divi teikumi raksturo Valérijas bérnibu un pusaudza gadus, izjutas,
ikdienis$kos priekus un bedas, turpmakie — vinas attiecibas ar Ars€niju, sakot ar
iemilé$anas bridi un atrasto kopigo zemi, lidz ikdienas rutinai gimeng, apjausmam par
vira trikumiem, bridim, kad Arsénijs saka vinu krapt un tiek arestéts. Tie raksturo arl
laiku, kad vina zaud€ tévu un savu vél nedzimuSo b&rnu, pienem audzinasana Noras
bérnu. Katra nodala detalizeéti raksturo vinas izjiitas, pieredzi, pasas ieks€jos konfliktus
brizos, kad griiti izlemt, ki pareizak rikoties. Sajas nodalas véstits ari par citiem
cilvekiem, kuri ir nonakus§i dazadu izv€lu prieksa vai dzivo dzivi, kas paSus nemaz
neapmierina.

Atseviski ievadoSie teikumi ir par citiem ar Valériju tie§i vai sakotngji netiesi
saistitajiem t€liem. Gan Arsénija izv€les saistiba ar gimenes dzivi, gan ar pasa izjitam —
bailéem un vainas apzinu, kas vinu nomoka, alkam p&c kaut ka vairak, vélmes izb&gt no
ikdienas, raksturo $adi teikumi: ,,Vinam ir augstuma bailes”, Gredzenu vin$ novilka nost”,
»Kad es tik§u no Sejienes ara.”

Noras telu iezZimé teikumi: ,,Augusta saule”, ,,Tu man meloji”, ,,Es”. Lidzigi ka
Val@riju, ar1 vinu vispirms raksturo ka bérnu un pusaudzi, kuram pasaulé vél daudz jaredz
un jaapgust. Tiek atspogulots, ka attiecibas ar Ars€niju vinu pamazam maina, dod
paSapzinu, rada vélmi dzive tiekties pec kaut ka augstaka. Nodala ,,Es” Nora saprot, ka
vinas lielakas bailes ir dzivot ka matei, nepiepildit sapni par lielo pils€tu un augstskolu.
So bailu dél vina ir gatava atteikties no bérna, lai Tstenotu sapni.

Nodala ,,Vina ir sasists trauks” ir gan par Val@riju, gan Noru, gan llgu. Tas ir
bridis, kad vinas visas jiitas bezveértigas, dzives pieviltas, pat pazemotas. Tas ir vinu
vienojoSais motivs, kaut arT katra ta jiitas citu iemeslu dé] un citadi to ar1 vélak parvar.
Nora jiitas ka jauna meitene, kura vél nav atradusi savu veértibu un atklajusi savas veélmes.
Vinas mate jit, ka dzive 1&ni paiet, bet vinai neko sevisku nav izdevies sasniegt, ka
ikdienu vina pavada rutina, cenSoties cik spédama pariip&ties par sevi un Noru. Valériju §1
sajita parnem viram acimredzami dienu no dienas no vinas attalinoties, ztidot gimenes
kopigajam pamatam. Vinas visas celu no jauna atrod taja, kas sniedz vienkarSo laimi:
Val@rija to atrod Ivana audzinasana, Ilga — lauku miera un vienkarSajos priekos, bet
Nora — pilsétas plasumos.

Gramata uzmanibu piesaista arT tas, ka atainots bridis telu dzive, kad b&rniba un
agra jauniba gan Val@rija, gan Ilga, gan Nora apzvér nekliit tadas paSas ka mates,
neizdarit tas paSas kliidas. Visas uzskata, ka vinu dzive izvertisies pilnigi citada, jo vinas
to nodzivos pareizak, nekltudisies lEmumos, vienmer bis laimigas un ar visu apmierinatas.
Valérija domaja, ka vinas gimenes dzive ar Arséniju vienmé@r bis tik saticiga un laimiga
ka pasa sakuma: ,,Ta vel neesot nekada milestiba. Kad nokritis roza brilles, es redzesot.
Mums tacu nebija nekadu brillu. ”Vai ne, milais?”” (63) Jau nakoSaja nodala ,,Vina
nevargja ciest” atspogulojas ikdienas rutinas raditas problémas abu attiecibas, sikas kildas
un nesapraSanas. Lai saglabatu attiecibas, abi dazbrid spiesti rast kompromisu un
piekapties. Pati to neapjauzdama, Val@rija péc kada laika dzivo tadu pasu dzivi ka mate,
jo ikdiena, protams, viss vienmer nevar biit ideali.

Savukart, gan Nora, gan Ilga jauniba ilgojas p&c pilsétas plaSumiem, domajot, ka
mate laukos ir pazaudg€jusi savu dzivi. Tapat ka Val@rija, arT vinas doma, ka nodzivos
dzivi pareizak un veértigak. Tomer Ilga velak apjaus, ka skr&jiens p&€c nenotveramas
laimes nav bijis ta verts, un nolem;j atgriezties pie savam sakném laukos pie mates, kur
jutas mieriga un laimiga. Nav zinams, ka pavérsas Noras liktenis, tomér domaju, ka tas
I1dzinajas vinas mates llgas dzivei.
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Ka apjaus Val@rija, ieraudzijusi puikas pie ronisu skulptiiras, dzive apmet loku un
turpinas no jauna. Kaut arT mainas cilveki un katram ir savs dzives cel§, tomer vadlinijas
ir vienadas, it ka pastavetu dzives pieturvietas, kuras sakrit vairakiem cilvékiem dazados
dzives posmos. No laika rituma un liktena celiem nevar izvairities, izveleties var tikai
attieksmi pret tiem. ,,Vina steidzas majas un, pienakusi tuvak, redz, ka uz roniSu
skulptiras betona s€z divi puikas un kaut ko gaiSu met ronisu $kivi.[..] Viens no b&rniem
uzkapj uz maksligas betona klints, apmaisa trauka lietusiideni. Otrs papliké roniti,
papaija, mégina apsesties uz muguras, kad tas neizdodas, pagriiz savu biedru un smejas.
Ar1 Val@rija pasmaida. Nekas nav mainijies, gandriz nekas. Puikas gristidamies skrien
ciksteties uz Matrozu kluba kapném. SeSpadsmit pakapieni, vina labi atceras un ir
pavisam droSa, ka driz redz€s.” (237) Redzot abus bérnus, vina spilgti atceras pati savu
bérnibu un vienkarSos priekus, nezinu par nakotni un arl ta briza bezriipibu. Lidzigi
notiek ar Ilgu, kura jauniba alka doties uz pils€tu, ceréja tur atrast laimi, bet, vecakai
klastot, saprot, ka matei bija taisniba, sakot, ka isteniba vinai nepiecieSama vienkarsa un
mieriga lauku dzive. llga, atradusi dzivé mieru, lauj meitai Norai, kura, tapat ka vina pati,
jauniba mekl€ laimi pilséta, iet paSai savu celu. Gramata stasta par to, ka katram cilvékam
ir paSam jaiet savs cel§ un jamacas no klidam, jo tikai ta tiek guta pieredze, veidotas
personigas vertibas un dzives atzinas. Tikai ta katrs cilvéks var atrast 1sto vietu, kur jiitas
laimigs, un cilvékus, kuri dzive sniedz atbalstu.

Gramata ir daudzpusiga. T€li un to savstarpgjas saiknes un attiecibas ir tikai viens
no aspektiem, kurus lasot ievéroju. Romans ir interesants, jo nav iespg&jams uzreiz
paredzet turpmako notikumu gaitu, pilniba izprast kada simbola vai t€la apraksta jégu un
nozimi. Tas sniedz ne vien labaku izpratni par laiku, kura dzivoja romana t€li, bet ari
vertigas atzinas, kuras tiek nevis tie$i noraditas, bet ievitas tekstd, aicinot lasitaju
padomat, pasam nonakt pie §STm atzinam.

leva Treulande

Kapéc pareizs komatu lietojums jaunieSiem ir fundamentala probléema?

Man nekad nav patikusi brivas témas darbi — ne vizualaja maksla, ne latviesu
valoda vai literatira. Esmu loti neizlémiga, nesp&ju rast atbilstosSu tému, par kuru
izpausties. Pienemu, ka §ados brizos iesleédzas t. s. writer’s block (nespgja rakstit). Pat ja
atrodu té€mu, paiet laiks, un es saprotu, ka man nav, ko teikt, sanak labi ja rindkopa.
Vislabakas domas rodas spontani un pedgja bridi, ka jau tas studentiem pienakas. Sis
esejas t€ma lauj man savienot abas ieprieksgjas iecerétas t€mas (,,kap€c jauniesi nelasa”
vai ,,interneta ietekme uz jaunies$u pareizrakstibu”) viena.

Jutos apkrapta ikreiz, kad domaju par valodu, ko man macija pamatskola. Ta
pilnigi at$kiras no tas, kas man bija jalieto 12. klases eksamenos. Ka vakar atceros, ka
man tresaja klas€ macija, ka anglu valoda tadi vardi ka wanting un loving neeksistg, ka art
man teica, ka anglu valoda komati nav svarigi, lai gan ir butiska atSkiriba starp ,,edisim
omi!”’ (Let’s eat grandma!) un ,,gdisim, ome!” (Let’s eat, grandmal)

Komats. Ta ir pieturzime, kas atdala vienu domu no otras. Ta ir pieturzime, kas
dod iesp&ju veidot strukturétu teikumu katram inteligentam lasitajam saprotama veida.
Komats lauj uz sekundi apstaties un ievilkt elpu, lai doma noséstos. Skola biezi vien
obligata literatlira nesaista jaunieSus, netiek apskatitas témas, kas viniem interesg, bet gan
autori, kuri pirms vairakiem gadsimtiem uzrakstljusi darbu, par kuru ,,vajadz&tu zinat
katram intelektualam jaunietim”. Protams, piekritu, ka japarzina literatiiras klasiki,
pieméram, Sekspirs, Géte, Aspazija, bet likt jauniesiem lasit kaut ko tik nemiisdienigu ka
Faustu ir lieki un nevajadzigi. leteiktu stundas analizét ne vairak ka divus fragmentus no
darbiem, kurus ir jazina, un laut jaunieSiem paSiem izvél&ties aktualas gramatas ar
aizraujoSiem siZetiem. Lasot gramatas, kas pusaudzi saturiski raisa interesi, nerastos
riecbums pret lasiSanu, turklat attistitos arm komatu izjuta. Par to izsakas Karlis Streips:
.»|..] profesionali rakstitas gramatas dod valodas izjitu, kada ikdiena nav par visu varu
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sastopama.” (Streips 2013) Protams, ir jamaca ar tas, ko komats atdala, lai jaunietis
pilniba var&tu izprast pieturzimes nozimi.

Neskatoties uz iepriek§ teikto, neskaitamos dzejas darbos par komatiem vai
jebkadam citam pieturzimém ir ti§i aizmirsts. Sajos un citos gadijumos komatu
neizmantoSana var radit domstarpibas. Atceros, ka sestaja klase mums macija par komatu
butiskumu, un skolotaja uz tafeles uzrakstija ,,sodit nedrikst apzelot” un lava mums
saprast, ka komata novietojums teikuma var situaciju paveérst pilnigi dazados virzienos,
tapat ka iepriek§ minétaja pieméra anglu valoda. Lai gan apzinos komatu svarigumu,
nesaprotu, kapéc ir tadi paskaidrojosie vardi vai vardu grupas, kas jaatdala ar komatu, un
tadi, kas nav. Ja lieclaka dala iespraudumu tiek atdaliti ar komatiem, tad kapec ir
izn€mumi? Ja visi, tad visi, bez jebkadas diskriminacijas. Par to skola nestastija.

Nevienu vien reizi lekcija ir pavidgjis komentars par to, ka kads no kursabiedriem
tulkojuma nav ielicis komatu. No tulkoSanas aspekta var€tu pastridéties, jo mums
neskaitamas reizes ir teikts, ka anglu valoda komats ne vienmér biis taja pasa vieta, kur
latvieSu valoda un otradi. Mums, ka topoSajiem tulkiem un tulkotdjiem, vajadz&tu biit
tiem, kas ar valodu ir uz ,tu”, jo valoda ietekm& pasauli mums apkart. Un valoda,
protams, ietver visus lingvistiskos, ka gramatiskos, ta fonétiskos, aspektus. Tacu mazak
svariga valoda ir jaunieSiem, kas nevélas saistit savu nakotni ar darbu valodas sfera.

Uzskatu, ka komatu lietojums jaunie$u vidi ir fundamentala probléma, ko
ietekmé vairaki faktori. Viens no tiem pavisam noteikti ir v€lme visu izdarit atrak, lai
varétu neko nedarit, kas iet roku roka ar slinkumu. Dala jaunieSu norada uz to, ka viss
jadara steiga (ta gan biezi ir vinu pasSu vaina), bet ielikt komatu ir tikpat atri, cik uzrakstit
burtu vai ielikt atstarpi. Tas tikai parada cilvéku pavir§ibu un slinkumu. Daudzi saka, ka
»~komatu likSanai nav laika”, lai gan tas lautu autoru saprast labak. Pazistu daudzus
jauniesus, kas biezi vien izlasa tikai virsrakstu un kuriem ar to pietiek. Tapéc, kad skola
jalasa gramatas, vini izv€las lasit recenzijas, nevis iedzilinaties pasa gramata. Tas ne
vienmer ir slinkums. Pie ta var€tu but vainojams uzmanibas deficita sindroms vai kada
cita slimiba, pieméram, disleksija. ArT $adi jaunieSi biezi sastopas ar interpunkcijas
problémam.

Vel par iemeslu Sai nevizibai varétu biit neklausiSanas vai nepilnigas macibas
skola. Pat ja esam skola to macijusies, més neesam to attistijusi ar lasiSanas un uzdevumu
izpildes palidzibu. Mé&s iemacamies uz kontroldarbu un vélak par to aizmirstam, jo
neturpinam attistit un pilnveidot iemanas. Saja vecuma daudziem pat Tsti nav skaidrs,
kapéc doties uz skolu, kapec tur macities. Runajot par skolu, iemesls biezajam nepilnibam
zinasanas varétu biit izmainas macibu sist€éma, ka ar1 pasa latviesu valoda.

Cits ne mazak svarigs iemesls pavisam noteikti ir interneta vide. Latvie$u valoda
socialajos tiklos tiek burtiski degradeta. Tas viss, manuprat, sakas tad, kad popularitati
ieguva lietotne Twitter un kad par galveno sazinas veidu kluva iszinas. Tas nozimé
ierobezotu rakstzimju skaitu, tap&c, lai vairak rakstzimju paliktu burtiem, pieturzimes
izlaiz. Par to izsakas arT Liva Brice: ,,Twitter laikam ir domats valodam, kuru gramatika ir
maz komatu. Latvietis, kur§ censas rakstit gramatiski pareizi, knapi ieklaujas 140 zimegs,,
(Brice 2012, 37). Rakstzimju ierobezojums vairs nav tik aktuala téma, bet jauniesi, kuri
jau desmitgadi izmanto socialos tiklus, ir pieradusSi pie ta, ka vinus saprot arl bez
komatiem, un izv€las tos neizmantot, jo ,,nav jégas’’ vai ,,ir japiedoma, kur tas jaliek”.

Vel kads uzskats vésta, ka pieturzimes ir stilistiska izvele, ka rakstitaji vélas ar
pieturzimju nelietoSanu siitit kadu zinu vai izradit noteiktas emocijas. Miciganas
Universitates profesore un valodas vésturniece Anne Kurzana (Anne Curzan) $o paradibu
ir petijusi dzilak un saka, ka komatu iztrakums zinas un tvitos varet biit c€lies no vélmes
vestljumu padarTt stilistiski vieglaku un lidzigaku sarunai. Diskusija ar studentiem vina
noskaidroja, ka misdienu jaunieSu sazina pieturZzimém var biit dazada funkcija.
Piem&ram, punkts saistas ar dusmam vai nopietnibu, bet daudzpunkte var apzZim&t Saubas
vai neapmierinatibu. Tacu komati tiek izskausti. (Curzan 2013, cit. pec Malady 2014)

Komatu neliecto$ana interneta var bt arl lipiga. Daudzu interneta portalu
komentaros veérojami kliidaini vardi un teikumi. Daudzi cilvéki, kas parzina latvieSu
valodas gramatiku, pievienojas Sai kludu straumei. M&rkis — iejusties grupa vai atpisties
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no vienmer pareiza valodas lictojuma, kas nepiecieSams, ja cilvéks strada, piemé&ram,
kada valsts iestade. Art sarakstoties ar kadu cilvéku, tiek ,,parnemts™ vina rakstibas stils.
Ja §is cilvéks neizmanto komatus, ari otrs sarunas dalibnieks sak to nedarit.

CenSoties atrast pareizos argumentus, konsultgjos ar draugiem. Biezi vien piekéru
sevi pardomas par komatu lietojumu. Tatad arT es, jauniete, kura ikdiena izv€las
neizmantot komatus slinkuma dgl, sp&ju ikdiena piedomat pie ta, ko rakstu. Cienot
lasttaju, turpmak centiSos lietot interpunkciju. Domaju, ka ikvienam jaunietim vajadz&tu
ne tikai uzmanigi klausities latvieSu valodas stundas, bet arT pilnveidoties un bagatinat
savu valodu, jo gudriba cel paSapzinu un baro dveéseli.
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Vai latvieSu valodai jabiit vienigajai valsts valodai?

Paslaik latvie$u valodu saucam par vienigo valsts valodu. Tomér ped€jos desmit
gados norisinas ,,valodu pingpongs”, kura parsvars nav nevienam, tapec arl jautajums par
asimilaciju vél aizvien ir aktuals. Amerikanu dzejnieks Ralfs Voldo Emersons reiz teicis,
ka ,,valoda ir pilséta, kuras uzcel$ana ikviens cilveks iemiirgjis savu akmeni”. Kada tad ir
§1 pilseta, ko celam?

Saskana ar LatvieSu valodas agentiiras timekla vietné eso$o informaciju likums
par latviesu valodu ka valsts valodu tika pienemts vien 1935. gada. P&c pieciem gadiem
valsts valodas statuss atkal zuda, un tikai 1988. gada 6. oktobri tas tika atjaunots.
(LVA 2018) Tas nozimé, ka latvieSsu valoda ka oficiala valsts valoda ir bijusi vien
35 gadus.

Pingponga spéle sakas 2011. gada, kad tika ierosinata parakstu vakSana par
Satversmes grozijumiem, kas paredz€ja macibas valsts valoda, tacu pietickams skaits
parakstu netika savakts (CVK 2010). Bija arT méginajums ieviest latvieSu valoda tadu
vardu ka ,latvijietis”, ko kada pazinojuma medijiem lietojis arT Rigas mérs Nils Usakovs.
Valodas konsultacijas elektroniskaja datubazeé uz jautdjumu ,,Latvijas nacijas parstavis,
latvijietis vai latvzemnieks?” valodnieki atbildé noradija, ka ,,ieteicami ir pasSreiz lietotie
vardkopnosaukumi Latvijas ndcija un Latvijas nacijas parstavis”. (LVA 2017) Un man
tomér rodas pavisam cits jautajums — kap&c cilveki, kuri nav etniski latviesi, pasSi cenSas
sevi nodalit no pargjas sabiedribas?

Bumbinai nonakot otra pusg, 2012. gada notika referendums par likumprojektu
,»Qrozijumi Latvijas Republikas Satversme”, kas paredzgja pieskirt krievu valodai otras
valsts valodas statusu. Referenduma piedalijas 70% no balsstiesigajiem Latvijas
iedzivotajiem, no kuriem ,,pret” bija gandriz 75% balsotaju. P&tot referenduma rezultatus,
var redz&t, ka visvairak $o reformu atbalstijusi Latgalé dzivojosie cilveki, bet noraidosa
attiecksme bijusi lielakajai dalai kurzemnieku. (CVK 2012)

Izglitiba un valoda iet roku roka. Sogad servé latviesi. Par spiti daudzu cilvéku
nepatikai un pretenzijam, valsts prezidents Raimonds Vgjonis 2. aprili izsludinaja
grozijumus Vispargjas izglitibas likuma, kas paredz pareju uz vispargjas videjas izglitibas
ieguvi tikai valsts valoda. Tikai un vienigi laiks radis, vai $ada reforma bus veiksmiga.
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Mazliet par manu pieredzi. Gadu gaita esmu saskatijusi dazadas atskiribas,
kopsakaribas un nianses. Esmu pamanijusi, ka tiesi pieaugusajiem cittautieSiem vecuma
virs 30 gadiem ir visgrutak pielagoties. Manas mates darba vieta strada vairaki krievi,
ukraini un citu tautibu parstavji. Vinai ar Siem cilvékiem ir draudzigas attiecibas, tacu ir
kaut kas tads, kas Siem kolégiem ir kopigs: vini sava starpa runa krievu valoda. Gandriz
visi no Siem cilvékiem ar latvieSiem (taja skaita manu mati) neruna latviski. Kad kadu
dienu mana mate saka sarunaties nevis krievu, bet gan latviesu valoda, vinai parmeta
necienas izradiSanu.

Manuprat, tas ir sava veida aizsargmehanisms. Izveidojusi kopienas, cittautiesi
miusu kulturas klatbiitni vinu kultira uzskata par uzbrukumu. Reiz pazinu kadu tantinu,
kura dzivo Riga. Krievu valodu protu sarunvalodas limeni. Saprotu to, tacu runat taja ir
griti. Ar tantinu m&ginaju runat krievu valoda, jo, kad runaju latviski, nesapratnes dél
vina saka dusmoties. Un ta, vinasprat, bija mana vaina. Tadas situacijas pat isti nezinu —
smieties vai raudat.

Kaut ko lidzigu piedzivoju ari tad, kad piedalijos dazados debasu turniros. Vel
aizvien norisinas regionalie, nacionalie un starptautiskie debasu turniri. Tacu kada
konflikta del ir dazadas butiskas izmainas. Kad v&l biju tikko sakusi debatét, ar1
Rigas 22. vidusskola tika organizéti regionalie debasu turniri latvie$u, krievu un anglu
valoda. Viss bija kartiba lidz tam bridim, kad $1s skolas debasu turniru organizatore saka
protestet pret to, ka nacionalais debasu turnirs norisinas tikai latvieSu un anglu valoda.
Biedribas ,,Debasu centrs” Zemgales un Rigas regiona koordinatore Vita Laucina-Veinere
skaidroja, ka esosa kartiba ir pat nepiecieSama, jo jaunieSi, kuru dzimta valoda nav
latviesu, ir jaintegré latviska vidé. Sada skaidrojuma pamatojums ir arT
Rigas 22. vidusskolas parstavju acimredzama vélme neizmantot latvieSu valodu pat tik
sabiedriska, multikulturala pasakuma ka debaSu turnirs. Lielakd dala no §is skolas
jaunieSiem debat&ja tikai krievu vai anglu valoda. Rezultats ir tads: $aja skola regionalie
un starptautiskie debasu turniri norisinas krievu un anglu valoda. Citas skolas — latviesu
un anglu valoda. Nacionalajos debaSu turniros §1 skola nepiedalas.

Biezi vien liekas, ka tadas skolas nodara tikai launu, un ta nav skolénu vaina. Ta
ir pieauguso vaina, kuri nelauj, nemaca Siem be&rniem ieklauties un biit piederigiem kam
citam. Ir speciga vélme sargat kopienu. Tomér ne vienmér pieaugusie ir tie, kuri izlemj —
»latviskoties” vai tomér n€. Kad v&l macijos skola, mana klasé gaja draudziga krievu
tautibas meitene. Vina loti labi prata latviesu valodu un klasesbiedru vidii jutas omuligi,
taCu starpbrizus vina labak pavadija ar citiem krieviem. Starp citu, arT tagad, kad macos
augstskola, redzu, ka situacija Seit ir stipri lidziga.

Es milu vacu valodu. Skola to apguvu sakot no 6. klases. Tacu tiesi tadel, ka
Latvija krievu valoda ir loti svariga, izIemu to macities augstskola. Nepatik melot, atzisu,
ka krievu nav viena no manam milakajam valodam. Bet tas nenozimé, ka nepiecieSamibu
to apgit uzskatu par nastu vai netaisnibu. Domaju, tas ir tikai paSsaprotami, ka latvieSiem
ir japrot krievu valoda, jo Latvija tai bija, ir un bis liela nozime. Un nav nekada pamata
splaudities.

Tas nemaina to, ka daudzi krievi vél arvien atsakas lietot latvieSu valodu ne tikai
sadzive, bet ari, piem&ram, dazadas valsts iestadeés. Daudzi to nemaz neprot. Ta vien
liekas, ka dalai no Siem cilvekiem, kuri So zemi sauc par savu dzimteni, latviesu valoda ir
ka sveSkermenis, parazits, kas nav vélams. Un ta (nenoliedzami) ir probléma.

Nodibinajuma ,,Vitolu fonds” dibinatajs Vilis Vitols ir teicis ta: “Latvijas valdiba
var piekapties daudzas lietas, bet nekad to nedrikst darit valodas jautajumos. [..] Citas
tautas dazreiz satur kopa ticiba, adas krasa, saimnieciski aprékini vai V&l citi
vienotajspeki, bet mums pati svarigaka, patiesiba vieniga saite ir valoda. [..] Tap&c esmu
parliecinats, ka valodas jautajumos nevar biit kompromisa. Spriezot péc ta, ko man bijusi
izdeviba piedzivot, piekrist jebkadai divvalodibai Latvija biitu tautas nodeviba, kas
apdraud@tu latvieSu nacijas pastavesanu.” (Vitols 2010, 107)

Valoda ir misu vertiba. Svetakais dargums. Ta ir musu saknes. Ta ir spéciga,
tomé&r pietickami trausla, lai to bilitu nepiecieSams sargat un aizstavet ar zobiem un
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nagiem. Tiesi tapec latvieSu valodai biitu jabiit vienigajai Latvijas valsts valodai, un tiesi
tapec §1s valsts iedzTvotajiem ta biitu japrot un jaciena.

Izmantota literatiira
CVK 2010 — Parakstu vaksana par grozijumiem Satversmé notiks no 11.maija lidz
9.junijam. Centrala velésanu komisija, 11.04.2010. [29.04.2018.]. Pieejams:
https://www.cvk.lv/pub/public/29871.html
CVK 2012 — 2012.gada 18.februara tautas nobalsosana par likumprojektu "Grozijumi
Latvijas Republikas Satversme&". Centrala vélesanu komisija, 05.03.2012. [skatits
29.04.2018.]. Pieejams: https://www.cvk.lv/pub/public/30256.html
LVA 2017 — Latvijas nacijas parstavis, latvijietis vai latvzemnieks? LatvieSu valodas
agentiira. [skatits 29.04.2018.]. Pieejams:
https://www.valodaskonsultacijas.lv/lv/questions/480.pdf
LVA 2018 — Vesture. LatvieSu valodas agentiira. [skatits 29.04.2018.]. Pieejams:
https://valoda.lv/valsts-valoda/vesture/
Vitols, Vilis. Savéjiem. Riga: Aténa, 2010.
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Lingvistiska pieklajiba jeb ka nepazaudet cilvécibu

Izvelgjos rakstit par pieklajibu, jo sevi uzskatu par pieklajigu cilvéku, tapec tas
personigi man ir sasapéjies jautajums. Arvien biezak pamanu, ka pieklajibas normas
misdienu jaunajiem latvieSiem ir pavisam citadas neka vecaka gadagajuma cilvékiem,
kas, protams, ir saprotami, jo laiki mainas, tacu biezi vien nakas pabrinities par jauniesu
uzvedibu un to, ka vini runa. Kas ir pieklajibas normas musdienu jaunieSu uztvere? Ka
citu jaunieSu viedoklis atSkiras no mana? Ko nozimé biit pieklajigam, un kas ir
lingvistiska pieklajiba?

Pieklajiba — pienemtajam normam atbilstoSu uzvedibas, izturé€Sanas nosacijumu
kopums (attiecibas ar citiem sabiedribas locekliem).! Tada ir pieklajibas definicija.
Cilveki, tapat ka vinu uzskati par to, kas ir pareizi un kas ne€, mainas. Pieméram, pirms
simts gadiem bija ierasti, ja nepazistami cilveki, ejot pa ielu, viens otru sveicina, bet
tagad, manuprat, es biitu parsteigta, ja kads sveSinieks, ejot garam, man teiktu labdien.
Tapéc japiebilst, ka definicija ir parak vispariga. Manuprat, ta vairak paskaidro, ka mums
ir kaut kas jadara, nevis to, kas mums biitu jasaka. Citgjot valodas konsultanti Diti Liepu:
,»Pieklajibas merkis ir izradit cienu sazina ar citiem.”

Tapéc ir tads jédziens ka lingvistiska pieklajiba, kas ir dazadu pieklajibas frazu
lietojums atbilstos$i situacijai. Bet, lai gan pastav $adas normas, tas nenozimé, ka visi tas
ievero. Aizvien biezak var dzirdet, ka it TpaSi jauniesi uzskata par pienemamu uzrunat
pieaugusos uz fu vai sasveicinaties ar nepazistamu cilvéku, sakot vinam cau. Man Skiet,
ka tagad dzivojam laika, kura loti ietekmg&amies no Rietumvalstim, to pierada
neskaitamie aizguvumi. Bet [1dz ar aizguvumiem valoda notiek parmainas ar uzvediba un
cilveku vertibas. Pieméram, jau mingtais fu lietojums. Anglu valoda nepastav uzrunas
daltjums ka tu un jis — pastav tikai viens vards you, kuru var lietot jebkura situacija. Tas
ir erti, bet taja pasa laika, rada iespaidu, ka visi cilvéki ir Skietami vienadi un nav
vajadzigs 1pass vards, kas noraditu uz atSkirigam situacijam. Tas pierada, ka jauniesi ir
panémusi So ieradumu no valstim, kuras pastav §ads uzskats.

Raidijuma Ka labak dzivot dzirdgju interesantu frazi: ,LatvieSiem ir divas
valodas, ta kuru liek oficiali macities, un ta, kuru lieto sarunvaloda.”? Ka piemérs tika
minéti vardi atd un uzredzésanos. Vards uzredzéSanos izrunasanas zina ir pietiekami

I Avots — http://www.tezaurs.lv/#/sv/piekl%C4%81]%C4%ABba
2 Avots — http://Ir1.Ism.lv/lv/raksts/ka-labak-dziivot/lingvistiska-pieklajiba-kas-ta-ir-un-kad-to-
lietot.a84752/
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neérts, lai to lictotu tikai TpaSos gadijumos, kad sarunajamies ar kadu, kas ir augstaka
statusa, tapec sarunvaloda izmanto vienkarSu vardu ata@. Man Skiet, ka cilveki ir kluvusi
slinkaki (jaatzist, ar1 es pati), run3jot par pareizu latvieSu valodas lietojumu. Pirms kada
laika pazinai aizradiju par nepareizu varda dé/ lietojumu, uz ko sanému atbildi: ,,Es ta
tikai saku, bet rakstu gan pareizi.” Tad rodas jautajums, kapéc cilvéki nevar nedaudz
piepiiléties, lai arT runatu pareizi?

Runajot par parmainam, jau minétaja raidijuma Ka labak dzivot Liepajas
Universitates profesore un filologijas doktore Linda Lauze atzina, ka sazinas
daudzveidiba ir mainijusies un lidz ar to misdienu jauniesi arvien vairak norobezojas, jo
vienkarsak ir uzrakstit telefona kaut ko 1su un konkr&tu, nevis satikties un pateikt sakamo
cilvekam acis, jo tas prasis laiku un energiju. Esmu pamanijusi, ka pe&d¢ja laika
jaunieS$iem pat piezvaniSana liekas savada, jo var tacu aizsiitit 1szinu. Domaju, ka tas arf ir
viens no iemesliem, kap&c latvieSu valoda tiek noplicinata — jaunieSu slinkums. Tapéc
tiek aizmirstas tadas vienkarSas lietas ka sveSinieku sveicinasana vai ari piecelSanas kajas,
kad ienak pasniedzgjs. Varbiit man ir vecmodigi uzskati, bet man Skiet, ka pasakot labrit
vai pasakot paldies kadam un izdarot to ar smaidu, varam cilvekam uzlabot dienu. It ka
tikai kads vienkar§s 1ss vards, bet cilveki to nepasaka. Daudziem Skiet, ka tas ir
nevajadzigi, jo tad, nedod dievs, varbiit kddam saks likties, ka cilveéki kaut ko jiit un spgj
bt laipni viens pret otru. Varbiit §T probléma ir raksturiga tikai driimajiem latvieSiem.

Lasot rakstu Man ir pienakums but latvietim, acls iekrita teikums — mums ir
jabeidz but koSi pelekiem.® Parstaju lasit, jo nez kapéc §1 fraze mani loti aizkéra.
Piekritisu raksta autorei par So pelécibu, jo pati cenSos tada blit — apzinati vai neapzinati.
Izcelties pietiekami, lai kads pamanitu, bet nepiesaistitu daudz uzmanibas. Mums ir
jabeidz baidtties par to, ka mis pamanis.

Visiem patik, ja pret viniem izturas ar cienu un pieklajibu, bet kapec katrs pats
nedara tapat? Par latvieSu valodas kvalitati tiek runats daudz, bet biezi vien nekas
nemainas, tapat notiek ar pieklajibu. Tada sajuta, ka cilvéki gaida, ka notiks kaut kads
brinums un visi peksni kliis laipni un zinas latviesu valodu izcili. Bérniem skola maca, ka
pastav tadi vardi, ka lidzu, ar cienu, atvainojiet, bet — vai skolotaji paskaidro to patieso
nozimi un iemeslu, kapéc tie ir jasaka biezak, neka me€s to daram. Manuprat, nepaskaidro.
Tapec tie kliist par beznozimigiem vardiem, kurus jalieto aukstd sazina ar darba devgjiem,
kas man Skiet skumji. Jaunajai paaudzei, kas tagad aug, ir sveSa empatija un lidzjiitiba
tiesi §1 iemesla dgl, jo vini zina, kas ir lingvistiska pieklajiba, bet nezina, ko ta nozimé.
Protams, loti daudz ir atkarigs no ta, kas ir macits gimeng, proti, vai gimené lieto $os
paldies un lidzu vardus, vai, ejot ciemos, vecaki maca, ka ir jasaka labdien un
atvadoties — uzredzéesanos.

Tagad teik$u, ko tadu, ko nebiju domajusi, ka naksies kadreiz teikt, jo ta dara tikai
vecmaminas: kad es augu, pieklajibas normas tika ieveérotas un cilvéki bija jaukaki viens
pret otru. Ka teica mans b&rnibas draugs Vinnijs Piuks: ,,Vienam galva smadzenes,
otram — zagu skaidas.”* Nedaudz parfraze$u — vienam galva smadzenes, bet sirds vieta
tukSums, otram galva zagu skaidas, bet sirds ir tik liela, ka to smadzenu trikumu nemaz
nemana. LatvieSiem beidzot jasaprot, ka visi esam vienas valsts iedzivotaji, tapec jabit
laipniem vienam pret otru, lai ar cik daudz zagu skaidu nebatu galva.

Liva Landmane, TSF 1. kursa studente. 2018. gada pavasara semestris

LatvieSu valodas nakotnes perspektiva

Meés dzivojam informacijas tehnologiju un globalizacijas laikmeta. Laika, kad
mums ir vieni un tie pasi svetki, &dieni un vienota valiita, viena no vertibam, ko joprojam
varam saukt par miisu, ir latvieSu valoda. Tikai aptuveni 200 valodu, arT latvieSu valodas,

3 Avots — https://brightgraylatvian.wordpress.com/category/ko-pardomat/
4 Avots — Alans Aleksandrs Milns “Vinnijs Paks un vina draugi” (1926)
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runataju skaits parsniedz vienu miljonu. No valodu tiikstoSiem, visticamak, tikai neliela
dala saglabasies tala nakotn€. ArT latviesu valoda ir starp $Tm izredz&tajam. Tas nakotni
noteiks gan sp&ja aizsargat latvieSu valodu globalizacijas apstaklos, gan paSu valodas
lietotaju riciba. Arl informacijas tehnologijas un digitala attistiba var but apdraudéjumi,
kam jamekl€ risinajumi.

Tiek lests, ka dala pasaules valodu globalizétaja digitalas informacijas laika
neizdzivos. Daudzas valodas nakotné izmantos tikai ikdienas sazina un gimenes loka, bet
biznesa vidé un zinatné dominés, pieméram, anglu valoda. Kadas izredzes $aja aina ir
latvieSu valodai? LatvieSu valodu aizsarga valsts valodas politika. Latviesu valodas
agentilira par tas mérkiem izvirza nepieciesamibu ,,nodrosinat latviesu valodas ilgtsp&ju,
lingvistisko kvalitati un konkurétsp&ju Latvijas un pasaules valodu tirgt, ka ar1 ietekmi
Latvijas kultiirvide.” LatvieSu valoda ir vieniga valsts valoda Latvija un Seit dzivojoso
etnisko grupu integracijas valoda. Viens no risindgjumiem pret pastavoSo segregacijas
problému ir valdibas Iémums mazakumtautibu vispargjas izglitibas iestadés veikt
pakapenisku pareju uz macibam latviesu valoda, tadgjadi ar stiprinot valsts valodas lomu
Latvija.

Nereti bazas izraisa liela anglu valodas ietekme uz latvieSu valodu. Ka norada
valodnieks, filologijas doktors Andrejs Veisbergs ,,ir ap 20 veidiem, ka anglu valoda
ietekmé latvieSu valodu miisdienas. Kadus piecus mes jutam ikdiena, pargjie ir sléptie.”
Toméer jaatceras, ka latviesu valoda laika gaita ir sp&jusi izdzivot p&c saskarsmes ar citam
valodam, pieméram, ar krievu valodu. Ilgu laiku latviesu valoda pastavéja bez valsts
valodas tiestbam. ,,Tomér ar1 okupacijas apstaklos neapstajas tas petiSana un kopsana.
Radas noradijumi par citvalodu Tpasvardu pareizrakstibu un pareizrunu latviesu literaraja
valoda. Tie veicindja valodas kultiru, laujot saglabat un attistit latviesu valodas kvalitati
arT okupacijas apstaklos.” (Blinkena 2009, 7) Neraugoties uz to, ir jaatzist, ka latviesu
valodas morfologija un leksikd var novérot dazadus sve$valodu ietekmé radusos
aizguvumus. Profesors Veisbergs min, ka ar aizguvumiem var rikoties div§jadi: ,,Neko
nemainit un lietot tos tapat, vai kaut ko censties adaptet. Ja kaut kas ir Tslaiciga modes
lieta, pieméram, kada rotallieta, nevajag nemaz art meklet labskanigu latvisku vardu. Taja
laika, kame&r mantina ir aktuala, var ar teikt fidZetspineri. Jau p€c gada biis aizmirsies gan
pats vards, gan izstradajums. Ir jacensas izskirt, vai attiecigais vards ir tads, ko lietos tikai
noteiktas jomas specialisti, vai to lietos visi. Ja sp&jam prognozet, ka vards bus vajadzigs,
tad ir verts domat par latvisku formu vai ka aizgiit anglisko vardu.”

Valodas situacija ir atkariga arT no tas lietojuma digitalas informacijas telpa. Tikai
loti neliela dala timekla vietnu ir latvieSsu valoda. Kaut gan daudzas globalas
lietojumprogrammas ir pieejamas latvieSu valoda, lietotaji nereti izvélas anglu valodas
versiju. Lai ari valodu tehnologijas ir ievérojami progresgjusas, ir lietotnes, kuru
,,tehnologiskais potencials ir daudz lielaks.” Par pieméru var minét visplasak zinamo
masintulko$anas pakalpojumu Google Translate, ko ikdiena tekstu tulkoSanai izmanto
daudz lietotaju. ST lietotne ir vislabak izstradata tadam lielajam Eiropas valodam ka
anglu, spanu un franc¢u valoda. Kaut gan tulkojot materialus latviesu valoda, ta lieti noder
vispariga priekSstata gliSanai par sveSvaloda sarakstito, lietotni nevar izmantot, lai giitu
lingvistiski pareizus tulkojumus. Pie latvieSsu valodas tehnologiska atbalsta strada
tehnologiju lokalizacijas uznémums Tilde. Lai panaktu tehnisko attistibu, uznémums
izmanto t.s. neironu masintulkoSanu un virtualos asistentus, tad&jadi paradot, ka
,,musdienigu tehnologisko atbalstu var nodro§inat ari mazai un sarezgitai valodai.”
Domajams, ka pat anglu valoda izstradato valodas tehnologiju lielais parakums latvieSu
valodai briesmas neradis. Tadi tehnologiju sasniegumi ka kvalitativa masintulkos$ana var
palidzet parvarét valodas barjeras, tacu, lai tas notiktu, valodai ir jabut sp&jigai izdzivot
digitalaja pasaul€, tap&c valsts valodas politikai javeic arT sistematisks darbs latviesu
valodas tehnologiju joma.

LatvieSu valodas turpmaka pastavéSana ir ne tikai valsts uzdevums, bet art ikviena
sabiedribas locekla atbildiba. Katram no mums ir jartip€jas par pareizu un izkoptu valodu.
ST téma ir ipa§i izcelta Latvijas simtgades svinibu kontekstd, jo viens no svinibu
uzdevumiem ir ,,cildinat Latvijas dabas skaistumu, kultiiras daudzveidibu un latviesu
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valodu.” Domajams, ka globalizacija latvieSu valodu nesagraus. Lai latvieSu valoda biitu
,ilgtspejiga un  konkur€tspejiga”, valdiba T1steno ,,valsts valodas politikas
pamatnostadnes”, kuru mérki ir ,,stiprinat valsts valodas juridisko statusu, Tstenot valsts
valodas izglitibas politiku, veicinat latvieSu valodas zinatnisko izp&ti un attisttbu un
nodro§inat sabiedribas lidzdalibu latviesu valodas politikas istenoSana.” Runajot par
aizguvumu ienaksanu latviesu valoda, profesors Veisbergs ir izteicies, ka ,,parmainas
valoda nav tas sabrukuma pazime, bet ir dabiska dzivas valodas iezime. Centieni
parmainas ierobezot biis lielakoties neaugligi, centieni sasniegt nekad nebijuso idealo
tirtbu - tikpat velti.” LatvieSu valodas nakotne ir atkariga no katra iedzivotaja individualas
ricibas valodas izkops$ana, pilnveid€ un lietojuma.
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