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2019. gada junija sakuma iznaca ProZektors Nr.1, Zurnals, kas ir gan
platforma Ventspils Augstskolas (VeA) TulkoSanas studiju fakulta-
tes studentu radoSajam izpausmém, gan macibu laukums. Veido-
taju iecere bija iepazistinat lasitajus ar tekstiem, kurus ta autori,
ta laika studenti dazados kursos, bija atlasijusi ka sev tikamus un
iedvesmojoSus. ProZektora Nr.1bija lasami teksti latvieSu, anglu,
spanu, portugalu, francu un norvégu valoda. Bija plasa rado$o dar-
bu un eseju dala. Studentiem par prieku un iedvesmu nak klaja
ProZektors Nr.2, un tas notiek 2022. gada septembri, kad VeA svin
25.dzimsSanas dienu. Sadala TULKOJUMI lasitaji var baudit studen-
tu veikumu izvéles kursa «Literara tulkoSana radoSuma veicina-
$anaiy. Parsvara ir izraudziti studentu tulkojumi latvieSu valoda,
daZus tekstus piesviedusi klat pasniedzéji. Sadala JAUNRADE
lasami originali raditi saceréjumi, pieméram, Aizas dzejolis «Aiz
aizvilktiem aizkariemy, ki ari darbi, kurus studenti rakstijusi kur-
sa «Latvie$u valodas rakstu praksey. Par dzejas tekstu parskatiSanu
latvie$u valoda sirsnigi pateicamies Ingmarai Balodei. Par Veltas
Snikeres dzejas anglu tulkojuma uzlaboSanu paldies Saimonam
Vestripam (Simon Westripp).

Tulkotie autori sarindoti hronologiska seciba: senakie vis-
pirms, jo vini ir gaidijusi visilgak. Dzeja pirma, jo «dzeja ir valodas
muzikay. Dzejas arl ir visvairak, laikam Sais laikos ta mums ir
visvairak vajadziga. Dazi teksti partulkoti pilniba, bet citu tekstu
tulkojumi ir tikai fragmenti, kas varbiit rosinas interesi un vélmi
iepazities ar tiem tuvak. Valodu klasts Soreiz ir anglu, latvieSu,
rumanu un francu, bet visiem tulkojumiem sniegti ari originali,
lai pie vajadzibas tos varétu izmantot ari attiecigo valodu apguve.
Ne velti proZektora metafora ir saistita ar vélmi liet gaismu, Zilbi-
nat, piedavat citiem savu redzéjumu, projicét nakotné. Tulkotaji
rakstijusi ar1 isus ievadvardus, cik nu kuram ir gribgjies. Studentu
jaunrade sakartota alfabéta seciba péc uzvardiem. Beigas sniegts
1ss izmantotas literatiiras saraksts.

Prozektors Nr. 2 ir sirds darbs. Baudiet! Lai visiem veiksmigs
jaunais studiju gads!
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TULKOJUMI:



DZEJA



Sarls Bodlérs



Sarls Bodlérs (Charles Baudelaire, 1821-1867), Parizé dzimusais,
dzivojusais un mirusais francu dzejnieks, miZza laika izdevis tikai
vienu paSsastaditu dzejolu krajumu «Launuma pukesy (Les Fleurs
du Mal, 1856) un literatiiras vésture ierakstits ka simbolisma
priekstecis, modernas dzejas télainibas un dzejprozas raditajs.
Bodléra dzeja ir nomacosi bliva, it ka viena elpas vilciena, viena
teikuma sabiezejusi sape, kas par spiti visam ir SKAISTA. Atdze-
jotaji, cinoties ar Bodléra nevainojamo dzejas formu, nereti zaude
vardu energiju un jutas, kas ir Bodléra dzejas skaistuma pamata.
Pats dzejnieks estétikas piezimeés «Parizes splinsy trapigi teicis:
«Skaistuma izpéte ir divkauja, kura makslinieks bailés kliedz,
pirms tiek sakauts.» Te jiis varat izlasit manu kluso kliedzienu...

Piebildisuy, ka tulkoju no S. Bodléra Kopoto rakstu izdevuma,
kas nosaukts par édition définitive (galigais izdevums) un iznacis
Calmann-Lévy apgada. Agrakaja izdevuma ir nedaudz atskiriga
dzejola versija, tapéc pédéjam pantam ir divi atdzejojumi. Pilnigai
splino$anai latviski pievienoju ari Augusta Strausa atdzejojumu,
pieminot vina veikumu, jo Bodléra «Launuma pukesy izvértas par
vina miZza darbu.
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LXII
Spleen

Quand le ciel bas et lourd pése comme un couvercle
Sur l'esprit gémissant en proie aux longs ennuis,

Et que de I’horizon embrassant tout le cercle

Il nous verse un jour noir plus triste que les nuits ;

Quand la terre est changée en un cachot humide,
Ou I’Espérance, comme une chauve-souris,

S’en va battant les murs de son aile timide

Et se cognant la téte a des plafonds pourris ;

Quand la pluie étalant ses immenses trainées
D’une vaste prison imite les barreaux,

Et qu'un peuple muet d’infimes araignées
Vient tendre ses filets au fond de nos cerveaux,

Des cloches tout a coup sautent avec furie
Et lancent vers le ciel un affreux hurlement,
Ainsi que des esprits errants et sans patrie
Qui se mettent a geindre opinidtrément.

—— Et de longs corbillards, sans tambours ni musique,
Défilent lentement dans mon ame ; I’Espoir,

Vaincu, pleure, et I’Angoisse atroce, despotique

Sur mon crine incliné plante son drapeau noir.

ou
—— Et d’anciens corbillards, sans tambours ni musique,
Défilent lentement dans mon ame ; et, I’Espoir,

Pleurant comme un vaincu, ’Angoisse despotique
Sur mon crane incliné plante son drapeau noir.
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LXII Atdzejojusi
Splins Astra Skrabane

Kad zema, smaga apnikuma debess
Par garu smilkstoSu krit ta ka vaks
Un horizonts, it visu apli sledzis,

Lej melnu dienu, skumjaku ka nakts,

Kad zeme parvértusies biirl mikla,
Kur Ceriba ar sparnu sienu sit

Ka siksparnis, tik tramigi un bikli,
Un, atsitoties griestos, zemé krit,

Kad lietus savam milzu tércém taustas,
Ka cietuma aiz restém mis grib slegt
Un mému, baisu zirnek]pulku tauta
Auz tiklus dzili miasu smadzenés,

Tad zvani péksni niknas dusmas svaidas,
Pret debesim jau Sausmu kliedziens mests,
Bet izmisigi gauzas vél un vaid tie

Ka gari klistosi bez dzimtenes.

—— Un léni likrati, bez muzikas, ka slepus
Slid klusi dveéselé, raud Ceriba, un jau

Ir Sausmas uzvaréjusas un lepni

Mana noliekta galva melnu karogu sprauz.

vai
—- Un seni likrati bez muzikas, bez ritma
Slid léni dveselé, un Ceriba tur gauz,

Svin Bailes uzvaru un despotiskas
Man noliekta galva melnu karogu sprauz.
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LXII
Spleen

Quand le ciel bas et lourd pése comme un couvercle
Sur l'esprit gémissant en proie aux longs ennuis,

Et que de I’horizon embrassant tout le cercle

Il nous verse un jour noir plus triste que les nuits ;

Quand la terre est changée en un cachot humide,
Ou I’Espérance, comme une chauve-souris,

S’en va battant les murs de son aile timide

Et se cognant la téte a des plafonds pourris ;

Quand la pluie étalant ses immenses trainées
D’une vaste prison imite les barreaux,

Et qu'un peuple muet d’infimes araignées
Vient tendre ses filets au fond de nos cerveaux,

Des cloches tout a coup sautent avec furie
Et lancent vers le ciel un affreux hurlement,
Ainsi que des esprits errants et sans patrie
Qui se mettent a geindre opinidtrément.

—— Et de longs corbillards, sans tambours ni musique,
Défilent lentement dans mon ame ; I’Espoir,

Vaincu, pleure, et I’Angoisse atroce, despotique

Sur mon crine incliné plante son drapeau noir.

12 TULKOJUMI: DZE)A



LXII Atdzejojis
Splins Augusts Strauss

Kad pratam, kas jau skumju nagos mokas,
Gulst pari zemas svina debesis ka vaks
Un, apskaudamas visu horizonta loku,
Ka skumji satumstoSa bedu diena nak;

Kad zeme parvérsas par cietumtelpu miklu,
Kur Ceriba ka iztracinats siksparnis

Skar griestus puvusos ar sparnu galiem bikli,
Pret saltiem miriem nebeidz galvu sist;

Kad lietus atdarina cietumrezgu sienu,

To blivi auzdams, ta ka nesapleést,

Un daudzkajainu tauta tiklu pavedienus
Steidz karinat pa kaktiem masu smadzenés,

Tad negaidits no zvaniem pacelas un rajas

Pret debesim kads kliedziens, baisu piepildits, —
Ka gariem, kuri klist bez dzimtenes un majas

Un atnemdamies gaudas nemitigi krit,

— Klus orkestris, un drami liku rati
Brauc mana dveéselé. Kas Ceribai vél spid?
Vien vinas asaras; bet skarba Béda pati
Nak melno karogu man skausta iedéstit.
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Mihajs
Eminesku



Mihajs Eminesku (Mihai Eminescu) ir moldavu un rumanu dzej-
nieks, kuru parasti liek romantisma plauktina — tatad spécigas
kaislibas un nesasniedzamas lietas. Dzimis 1850. gada 15. janvarl
Botosana (Botosani). Viné studéjis filozofiju un filologiju, bet
diplomu nav ieguvis. Kadu laiku stradajis par skolu inspektoru
un bibliotekaru Jasa (Iasi), 1872. gada aizbraucis uz Berlini, kur
klausijies lekcijas filozofija. Stradajis Zurnala «Timpuly (Laiks),
kur paudis polemiskus uzskatus. Jasa dabijis pieticigu darbu bi-
roja. 1883.gada ar psihiskiem traucéjumiem arstéts Viné. Miris ar
sirdslekmi 1889. gada 15. jinija Bukaresté. Starp citu, dzejolis «Pie
zvaigznesy pirmo reizi latvie$u melé publicéts Arvida Skalbes at-
dzejojumai, jadoma, no Grigorija Perova atdzejojuma krievu valoda
(PMHuHeCKY 1960, 176), un publicéts dzejas antologija «Pasaules
tautu lirikay (Eminesku 1959, 195). No rumanu valodas latviski
tas, Skiet, 11dz §im vél nav ticis atdzejots.

Dzejola manuskripts
(datéts ar 1883. gadu).
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La steaua

La steaua care-a rasarit
E-o cale-atat de lunga,
C4a mii de ani i-au trebuit
Luminii si ne-ajunga.

Poate de mult s-a stins in drum
In depirtiri albastre,
Iar raza ei abia acum
Luci vederii noastre,

Icoana stelei ce-a murit
Incet pe cer se suie:

Era pe cand nu s-a zdrit,
Aziovedem, sinu e.

Tot astfel cind al nostru dor
Pieri in noapte-adanci,
Lumina stinsului amor

Ne urmaregte inca.
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Pie zvaigznes

Pie zvaigznes, kas mums uzmirdzéja,
Cel$ likumots un gars,

Daudz tiksto§ gadu vajadzéja,

Lai sasniedz mis tas stars.

Varbiit jau sen ta apdzisusi
Ir zilga taluma,

Tas gaisma tagad nonakusi,
Mums acu tuvuma.

Re, nomirusas zvaigznes téls
Jau debesjuma kapjas drosi:
To dzivu nemanijam vél,

Bet tagad redzam neesosu.

Ta arl milestiba mums
Mirst nakti bezgaldzila,
Tas atlikuSais gaismojums
Mis pavada daudz ilgak.
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Atdzejojis

Dens Dimins



Eimija Louela

* Cangrande (kristitaja varda Kans
Franéesko della Skala (Can Fran-
cesco della Scala, 1291-1329)), itd|u
aristokrats, Veronas valdnieks.
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Amerikanu dzejniece Eimija Louela (Amy Lowell, 1874-1925) uz-
auga Bostona, ASV. Skolas gadi E. Louelai nebija viegli, jo vina pati
uzskatija, ka ir «neglitais pilénsy» un parak viriskiga ta laika standar-
tiem. Skolas biedri vina redzé&ja meiteni, kas nebaidas izteikties un
pastaveét par savu viedokli. Eimijai Louelai talak izglitoties liedza
vecaku uzskats, ka sievietém nav jaiegiist izglitiba. Tacu vélme ie-
glt zinaSanas veicindja dzejnieces interesi par gramatam; vina saka
tas kolekcioneét. Dzejai Louela pieversas 1902. gada 28 gadu vecu-
ma. Vina daudz celoja, un kada no celojumiem uz Eiropas valstim
pieversties dzejai Eimiju iedvesmoja italu aktrise Eleonora Duze
(Eleonora Duse). Dzejniece parstavéeja imazismu, kas bija angloame-
rikanu dzejas virziens 20. gadsimta sakuma. ImaZisms pauda kon-
servativas vértibas un dazadus dzives notikumus atspoguloja péc
iespéjas tieSak un precizak. Arl E. Louela sava dzeja nebaidas skart
tadas témas, kas vinas laika likas provokativas, pieméram, erotiku.

Louela 19. gadsimta beigu un 20. gadsimta sakuma konteksta
bija loti pretruniga personiba. Vina Skietami bijusi homoseksuale,
kas atspogulojas arl daZos darbos. Sieviete publiski smékeéja cigarus,
bija aktiva feminisma kustibas noliedzéja. Lai gan komentari par
dzejnieci bijusi pretrunigi, tomeér vinas dailrades piekritéji dzejnie-
ci aizstav vel Sodien un dévé vinu par vienu no labakajam imaZisma
dzejniecem. 1926. gada Eimija Louela par ieguldijumu dzeja ieguva
Pulicera prémiju, kas ir viena no prestizakajam ASV literarajam
balvam. Dzejniece ir publicéjusi vairdk neka 650 dzejas darbu.
Popularakais vinas daildarbs ir The Garden by Moonlight (Darzs me-
nessgaisma, 1931). Zinama meéra var teikt, ka Eimijas Louelas darbu
atdzejo$ana salidzinajuma ar citu autoru dzejoliem nav tik sarezgi-
ta, jo imaZisma iezimes palidz labak un tieSak uztvert informaciju.
Tacu jaatzist, ka poétikas atveide mérkvaloda vienmer ir tulkotaja
izaicinajums; ka jau dzejas zanra, valoda ir télaina un bagatiga. Tul-
kojot dzeju no krajuma Can Grande’s Castle* (Kangrandes pils, 1918),
nacas iejusties ari vesturnieces loma, jo darbs aizskar kara tému, ka
arl bija janem véra vésturiskais konteksts.

So autori izvélgjos, jo vél&jos sevi izaicinat un paméginat
partulkot man ieprieks nezinama autora darbu. Man loti patik
§is autores personiba, jo vienmér esmu atbalstijusi sievietes, kas
nebaidas atskirties, nostaties pret dazadam visparpienemtam sa-
biedribas normam un runat tiesa, atklata valoda.
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Sea-Blue and Blood-Red
I THE MEDITERRANEAN

Blue as the tip of a salvia blossom, the inverted cup of the

sky arches over the sea. Up to meet it, in a flat band of glaring
colour, rises the water. The sky is unspecked by clouds, but the
sea is flecked with pink and white light shadows, and silver
scintillations snip-snap over the tops of the waves.

Something moves along the horizon. A puff of wind blowing

up the edges of the silver-blue sky? Clouds! Clouds! Great
thunderheads marching along the skyline! No, by Jove! The sun
shining on sails! Vessels, hull down, with only their tiers of
canvas showing. Beautiful ballooning thunderheads dipping one
after another below the blue band of the sea.

II NAPLES

Red tiles, yellow stucco, layer on layer of windows, roofs, and
balconies, Naples pushes up the hill away from the curving bay. A
red, half-closed eye, Vesuvius watches and waits. All Naples prates
of this and that, and runs about its little business, shouting,
bawling, incessantly calling its wares. Fish frying, macaroni
drying, seven feet piles of red and white brocoli, grapes heaped
high with rosemary, sliced pomegranates dripping seeds, plucked
and bleeding chickens, figs on spits, lemons in baskets, melons
cut and quartered nicely, “Ah, che bella cosa!” They even sell water,
clear crystal water for a paul or two. And everything done to a
hullabaloo. They jabber over cheese, they chatter over wine, they
gabble at the corners in the bright sunshine. And piercing through
the noise is the beggar-whine, always, like an undertone, the
beggar-whine; and always the crimson, watching eye of Vesuvius.

Have you seen her—the Ambassadress? Ah, Bellissima

Creatura! Una Donna Cara! She is fairer than the Blessed Virgin;

and good! Never was such a soul in such a body! The role of her

benefactions would stretch from here to Posilipo. And she loves
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Juraszils un asinssarkans Atdzejojusi
Egita Sileniece

I VIDUSJURA

Zils ka salvijas zieda gals, apvérstais debesu kauss izliecas pari
jurai. Tam preti Saura, mirdzoSas krasas josla pacelas adens.
Debesis ir skaidras, bet jaru klaj roza un baltas gaisménas, un
vilnu virsotnés zibsni sudrabotas dzirksteles.

Kaut kas sakustas pie apvarsna. Vai ta ir véja plisma, kas glasta
sudraboti zilo debesmalu? Makoni! Makoni! Lieli negaisa
makoni solo gar horizontu! Ng, ak Dievs! Saule atspid buras!
Aiz horizonta jau gandriz nogrimusi kugi, no kuriem redzamas
vienigi audekla platnes. Skaisti, baloniem lidzigi negaisa
makoni, kuri viens péc otra nogrimst aiz jiras zilas lentes.

II NEAPOLE

Ar sarkaniem dakstiniem, dzeltenu apmetumu, logu, jumtu,
balkonu kartam...Neapole kapj klana, arvien talak no likumota
lica. Ar sarkanu, pusaizveértu aci Vezuvs véro un gaida. Visa
Neapole térga par So un to un, klaigajot, uzsaucot un pieversot
apkartejo uzmanibu precém, censas gadat, lai bizness ietu no
rokas. Zivis cepas, makaroni Ziist, sarkano un balto brokolu
kaudzes slejas milzu augstuma, vinogas ar rozmarinu, daivas
sadaliti granataboli, no kuriem birst seklas, izplikatas un
asinojosas vistas, viges uz iesmiem, citronu grozi un melones,
kas skaisti sagrieztas Cetras dalas: «Ah, che bella cosa!» Vini tirgo
pat Gdeni, kristaldzidru tideni par vienu vai divam monétam.
Viss notiek liela burzma. Vini plapa, nobaudidami sieru vai vinu,
vini murd uz ielu stariem, spilgtas saules apspidéti. Un cauri
troksnim lauZas ubagu vaimanas ka visas $is knadas apakstonis.
Un vienmeér blakus — Vezuva purpursarkan, vérojosa acs.

Vai esat redzéjusi vinu — Véstnieka kundzi? Ah, bellissima
creatura! Una donna cara! Vina ir Skistaka par Vissvétako Jaunavu,
un cik laba vina ir! Vel nekad tada dvesele nav bijusi $ada kermeni!
Vinas labo darbu atbalss sniedzas no Sejienes lidz pat Posillipo.
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the people, loves to go among them and speak to this one and
that, and her apple-blossom face under the big blue hat works
miracles like the Holy Images in the Churches.

In her great house with the red marble stairway, Lady Hamilton
holds brilliant sway. From her boudoir windows she can see the
bay, and on the left, hanging there, a flame in a cresset, the blood-
red glare of Vesuvius staring at the clear blue air.

Blood-red on a night of stars, red like a wound, with lava scars.
In the round wall-mirrors of her boudoir, is the blackness of
the bay, the whiteness of a star, and the bleeding redness of the
mountain’s core. Nothing more. All night long, in the mirrors,
nothing more. Black water, red stain, and above, a star with its
silver rain.

Over the people, over the king, trip the little Ambassadorial feet;
fleet and light as a pigeon’s wing, they brush over the artists, the
friars, the abbés, the Court. They bear her higher and higher at
each step. Up and over the hearts of Naples goes the beautiful
Lady Hamilton till she reaches even to the Queen; then rests in a
sheening, shimmering altitude, between earth and sky, high and
floating as the red crater of Vesuvius. Buoyed up and sustained in
a blood-red destiny, all on fire for the world to see.

Proud Lady Hamilton! Superb Lady Hamilton! Quivering, blood-
swept, vivid Lady Hamilton! Your vigour is enough to awake the
dead, as you tread the newly uncovered courtyards of Pompeii.
There is a murmur all over the opera house when you enter
your box. And your frocks! Jesu! What frocks! “India painting
on wyte sattin!” And a new camlet shawl, all sea-blue and
blood-red, in an intricate pattern, given by Sir William to help
you do your marvellous “Attitudes.” Incomparable actress! No
theatre built is big enough to compass you. It takes a world; and
centuries shall elbow each other aside to watch you act your
part. Art, Emma, or heart?

The blood-red cone of Vesuvius glows in the night.
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Vina mil cilveékus, mil bt vinu pulka un sarunaties, un vinas
abelziedu seja zem lielas, zilas cepures dara brinumus, — tiesi
tapat ka Svétie téli baznicas.

Léedijas Hamiltones lielaja nama ar sarkana marmora kapnéem ir
nevainojama valdniece. No vinas buduara logiem paveras skats uz
lici, un kreisaja pusé ugunstrauka karajas liesma — asinssarkanais
Vezuva skatiens, kas veras dzidri zilajas debesis.

Asinssarkana zvaigZnota nakti, sarkana ka brice, ar lavas rétam.
Vinas buduara apalajos spogulos redzams lica melnums, zvaigznes
baltums un kalna asinainais sartums. Nekas cits. Visas nakts
garuma spogulos — nekas cits. Melns tidens, sarkans plankums,
un virs ta — zvaigzne un sudrabs, ko ta lej.

Pari tautai, pari karalim tipina mazas Véstnieka kundzes kajas;
vieglas un gaisigas ka baloza sparns, tas skraida pari maksliniekiem,
miikiem, abatiem, tiesai. Tas ar katru soli nes Véstnieka kundzi
arvien augstak un augstak. Pari neapolieSu sirdim dodas skaista
Lédija Hamiltone, lidz nonak pat pie Karalienes; tad atpasas
mirdzoSos, vizulojoSos augstumos starp debesim un zemi, augsta
un gaisiga ka Vezuva sarkanais krateris. Apveltita ar asinssarkanu
likteni, viscaur verdosa, lai pasaule vinu pamanitu.

Lepna Lédija Hamiltone! Neparspéjama Lédija Hamiltone!
Virmojo$a, versmojosu asinu parnemta un spoza Lédija
Hamiltone! Ar jasu degsmi pietiek, lai uzmodinatu mirusos, kad
jus staigajat pa jaunatklatajiem Pompejas pagalmiem. Visa operas
nama dzirdamas calas, kad ienakat sava loza. Un jasu kleitas!
Jezin! Kas par kleitam! «Indijas krasas uz balta satina!» Un jauns
kamlota lakats, viscaur jaraszils un asinssarkans ar sarezgitu
rakstu; to jums uzdavinaja sers Viljams, lai daritu godu jisu
briniskigajai «ieinteresétibain. Neatkartojama aktrise! Neviens
teatris neatbilst jusu mérogam. Visai pasaulei jabit pie jusu
kajam, un gadsimtiem japastumj vienam otru mala, lai vérotu, ka
jus spéléjat savu lomu. Maksla, Emma, vai sirds?

Nakti spid asinssarkanais Vezuva konuss.
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She sings “Luce Bella,” and Naples cries “Brava! Ancora!” and claps
its hands. She dances the tarantella, and poses before a screen
with the red-blue shawl. It is the frescoes of Pompeii unfrozen;
it is the fine-cut profiles of Sicilian coins; it is Apollo Belvedere
himself—Goethe has said it. She wears a Turkish dress, and her
face is sweet and lively as rippled water.

The lava-streams of Vesuvius descend as far as Portici. She climbs
the peak of fire at midnight—five miles of flame. A blood-red
mountain, seeping tears of blood. She skips over glowing ashes
and laughs at the pale, faded moon, wan in the light of the red-
hot lava. What a night! Spires and sparks of livid flame shooting
into the black sky. Blood-red smears of fire; blood-red gashes,
flashing her out against the smouldering mountain. A tossing
fountain of blood-red jets, it sets her hair flicking into the air like
licking flamelets of a burning aureole. Blood-red is everywhere.
She wears it as a halo and diadem. Emma, Emma Hamilton,
Ambassadress of Great Britain to the Kingdom of the Two Sicilies.
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Vina dzied «Luce bella, un Neapole dzied «Brava! Ancora!» un sit
plaukstas. Vina izdejo tarantellu un pirms pirmizrades gozéjas
sarkanzila lakata. Pompejas freskas, kas ir atdzivojusas; smalki
izgrebtie profili uz Sicilijas monetam; pats Apollo Belvedere* — ta
teicis Gete. Vina valka turku kleitu, un vinas seja ir tik jauka un
dziveliga ka vilnainais Gdens.

Vezuva lavas straumes aiztek lidz pat Porti¢i. Pusnakti vina
uzkapj uguns virsotné — piecas liesmu jiudzes. Asinssarkanais
kalns, kas gauZi lej asinis. Vina skrien pari kvélojoSiem pelniem
un smejas par blavo meénesi, kuru griti saskatit sarkanas lavas
gaisma. Kada nakts! DzirkstelojoSas liesmas Saudas melnajas
debesis. Asinssarkani uguns triepieni; asinssarkanas réetas, kas
izgaismo vinu degoS$aja kalna. Asinssarkanaja striklaka vinas mati
gaisa mirdz ka degosa aureola sikas liesminas. Viss ir asinssarts.
Vina to nésa ka halo vai diadému. Emma, Emma Hamiltone,
Lielbritanijas véstnieka kundze Divu Siciliju karalisté.

* Slavena klasiskas senatnes laika
skulptara, uzskata, ka ta radita
Hadriana laika (ap 120.-140.g.).
Sobrid atrodas Cortile del
Belvedere Vatikana muzeja.
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The Bronze Horses
ELEMENTS

Earth, Air, Water, and Fire! Earth beneath, Air encompassing,
Water within its boundaries. But Fire is nothing, comes from
nothing, goes nowhither. Fire leaps forth and dies, yet is
everything sprung out of Fire.

The flame grows and drops away, and where it stood is vapour,
and where was the vapour is swift revolution, and where was

the revolution is spinning resistance, and where the resistance
endured is crystallization. Fire melts, and the absence of Fire
cools and freezes. So are metals fused in twisted flames and take
on a form other than that they have known, and this new form
shall be to them rebirth and making. For in it they will stand
upon the Earth, and in it they will defy the Air, and in it they will
suffer the Water.

But Fire, coming again, the substance changes and is transformed.
Therefore are things known only between burning and burning.
The quickly consumed more swiftly vanish, yet all must feel the
heat of the flame which waits in obscurity, knowing its own time
and what work it has to do.
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Bronzas zirgi Atdzejojusi
Egita Sileniece

ELEMENTI

Zeme, Gaiss, Udens un Uguns! Apaksa Zeme, to aptver Gaiss,
Udens, kas nekapj pari tas robezam. Bet Uguns ir nekas, rodas
no neka, nekur nedodas. Uguns triecas uz priek$u un mirst,
lai gan viss ir radies no Uguns.

Liesma pienemas speka un izzid, un tur, kur ta dega, paliek
tvaiks, un tur, kur bija tvaiks, sakas strauja revoliicija, un tur,
kur bija revoliicija, tur celas galvu reibinosa pretestiba, un
tur, kur izturéta pretestiba, veidojas kristali. Uguns izkause€,
bet Uguns trikums atdzesé un sastindzina. Ta arl metali
sakiist liesmu vérpetés un iegiist citu, ieprieks nepazitu
formu, un jauna forma tiem ir atdzimSana un tap$ana. Jo taja
tie pastavés uz Zemes, taja tie pretosies Gaisam, un taja vini
cietis no Udens.

Bet, Ugunij atkal atgrieZoties, tas matérija mainas un
parveidojas. Tie$i tapéc viss zinimais pastav vien starp
degSanu un degSanu. Uguns apritie atri izzad, tomeér katram
ir jasajit uguns liesmas svelme, kas gaida nezinamaja, skaidri
apzinoties sev atvéléto laiku un darbus, kas japaveic.
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Carlzs
Bukovskis



Carlzs Bukovskis (Charles Bukowski, 1920-1994), viens no sava
laika popularakajiem amerikanu dzejniekiem. Carlza mate bija
vaciete, bet tévs — amerikanu kareivis. 1923. gada gimene parcélas
uz LosandZelosu, ASV. Péc vidusskolas beigSanas Carlzs Bukovskis
iestajas Losandzelosas pilsétas koledza, tomér to pameta un par-
célas uz dzivi Nujorka, lai uzsaktu rakstnieka karjeru. Negustot
véra nemamus panakumus, vin$ pameta rakstniecibu un iesliga
alkoholisma. Pagaja desmit gadi, lidz Carlzs atsaka rakstit, Soreiz
daudz nopietnak pievérsoties dzejai.

Daudzus Bukovska dzeja uzruna ar nezeligo tieSumu, nihi-
lismu un cinismu. Dzeja vin$ runa par alkoholismu, seksu, var-
darbibu, ka ari risina sabiedribas zemako slanu dzives problémas.
Vairakos vina darbos figuré téls varda Henrijs Cinaskis (Henry
Chinaski), un tiek uzskatits, ka is tels daléji saistas ar dzejnieka
autobiografiju un vina pasaules redzéjumu. C. Bukovska dailradi
dazkart pielidzina burkskéeSanai, ne dzejai. Atdzejojot 51 autora
darbus, svarigakais ir nepazaudét originaldarba paustas emocijas
un jutas. Vina dzeja atklaja vienkarso, pat t.s. prasto, lauzu dzivi,
kuri sava muza reti redzé&jusi “saulainas” dienas.

Nekad neesmu bijusi liela dzejas fanate. Mani nesaistija iz-
puskotas pasaules, kas uzburtas no smalkiem vardiem, iespaidigi
milas stasti vai neiedomajamas sirdssapes. C. Bukovska dzeja pir-
moreiz redzéju realitati tadu, kadu ari es to pazistu. Uz mirkli ta
deva mierinajumu, jo spéju aizmirst, ka ir pazit tadu cilveku, ko
raksturo C. Bukovska dzeja, un vairak ielikoties, ka ir bat tadam.
Ka ir bt tam, ko ienisti visvairak.
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the suicide kid

I went to the worst of bars
hoping to get

killed.

but all I could do was to
get drunk

again.

worse, the bar patrons even
ended up

liking me.

there I was trying to get
pushed over the dark
edge

and I ended up with

free drinks

while somewhere else
some poor

son-of-a-bitch was in a hospital
bed,

tubes sticking out all over
him

as he fought like hell

to live.

nobody would help me
die as

the drinks kept

coming,

as the next day

waited for me

with its steel clamps,

its stinking

anonymity,

its incogitant

attitude.

death doesn’t always
come running
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pasnavniecisks bérns

es devos uz vissliktako no bariem
un ceréju, ka tikSu
nogalinats.

bet viss, ko es spéju,

bija piedzerties

atkal.

vel sliktak, bara ipasniekiem
beigas

pat iepatikos.

es centos te tikt
parmests pari tumsajai
malai

un beigas nonacu pie
bezmaksas dzérieniem,
kameér kaut kur

kads nabaga

kuces déls bija slimnicas
gulta,

viscaur vadu un caurulu
apvits,

kameér vin$ cinijas ka traks,
lai paliktu dzivs.
neviens nepalidzéja man
nomirt, tikmer

dzérieni turpinija

nakt,

tikmér nakama diena
gaidija mani

ar térauda spilem,

ar smirdigu

anonimitati,

ar bezdomu

attieksmi.

nave ne vienmer

nak skriedama,
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Atdzejojusi

Nikola Kerna



when you call

it,

not even if you

call it

from a shining
castle

or from an ocean liner
or from the best bar
on earth (or the
WOTrSt).

such impertinence
only makes the gods
hesitate and

delay.

ask me: I'm

72.

32 TULKOJUMI: DZE)A



kad to

sauc,

pat ne tad, ja to

sauc

no mirdzosas

pils

vai no okeana lainera,
vai no labaka bara

uz pasaules (vai
sliktaka).

tadas nekaunibas

dé] dievi

svarstas un

vilcinas.

pajautajiet man: man ir
72.
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Velta Snikere



Velta Snikere dzimusi 1920. gada 25. decembri Velikije Lukos
(Padomju Krievija) arsta Reinholda Snikera gimeneé. 1944. gada
emigréja uz Austriju, vélak parcélas uz dzivi Londona un tur dzivo
jau vairak neka septindesmit gadu. Péc Rigas Valsts 1. gimnazijas
beigSanas studéja filozofiju Latvijas Universitaté. Jau kops jaunibas
intereséjas par jogu un dejas makslu. No 13 gadu vecuma macijusies
pie Latvijas Jogas biedribas vaditaja Harija Dikmana. Kad apme-
tas uz dzivi Londona, King’s College apguva salidzinosas religijas
un fizioterapiju. 1965. gada V. Snikere kluva par jogas pasniedzéju
(KoSeleva 2019). 1941. gada iznaca V. Snikeres pirma publikacija —
dzejolu kopa laikraksta «Tévijay, bet no 1950. lidz 2019. gadam klaja
laisti septini dzejas krajumi, divas apceru gramatas, ka ari latvieSu
dainu atdzejojums anglu valoda. Angliski atdzejojusi Zinaidas Laz-
das, Vizmas BelSevicas, Andreja EgliSa un citu autoru dzeju, ka ari
dainas, savukart latviski atdzejojusi Viljama Bleika, Rainera Marijas
Rilkes un Ceslava Milosa daildarbus (literatura.lv).

Lidzas latviskas mentalitates atspulgam spécigu idejisko
stravojumu vinas dailradeé veido Austrumu filozofijas atzinas.
V. Snikeres dzeja atrodama magijas un simbolikas poétika, dazkart
tuvinoties sirrealistiskai izteiksmei, tacu saglabajas saikne ar da-
zadu tautu arhetipisko un mitisko pasaules izjiitu. Dzejas centrala
téma ir cilveka speja atklat pasaules un dabas metafizisko nozimi.
Dzejoliem piemit lakonisks un dvéseliski piesatinats spriegums
(literatura.lv). Varétu likties, ka atdzejot Sos dzejolus ir viegli, jo
ir maz vardu un tos Skietami var tulkot burtiski. Tacu tajos ir dzi-
lakas domas, kuras tulkojot, jaaizdomajas par jégu un ideju. Kad
bibliotéka meklé&ju dzeju, acls iekrita Veltas Snikeres krajums.
Godigi sakot, tas bija tapéc, ka vinas vards man atgadinaja manu
milako dienesta viesnicas administratori — Veltinu. Atverot kra-
jumu, sastapos ar lakoniskiem dzejoliem, kuri japarlasa vairakas
reizes, lai saprastu to jégu. Kad tas izdodas, V. Snikeres dzeja var
raisit apbrinu ar to, ka tikai dazos vardos ietilpinats vesels stasts.
Man parasti neizdodas izteikties parak lakoniski — biezi runajot
izplustu. Vinas dzeja atgadina, ka ne vienmeér jaizmanto vardu
jura - paris vardi reizém var izteikt pat vairak. Loti vélos to iema-
cities, jo, manuprat, ta ir liela maksla.
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Man mila bas

Man mila bts, kas nave butu —
Es raisita un viegla klatu;

Tavu dzirdi nemsu,

Veidu, ka skati,

Vairs nelems$u pati.

Gaisi dudina miligas ZiZas,
Bet, salauZot katras apzinas sliZas,
Salc stravojums veéss:

Man nave bus, kas butu mila.

Saki

Man ir vienalga,
Vai zeme ir taisna, greiza vai apala,
Kad esmu ar tevi.

Man ir vienalga,

Vai cilvéki céluSies no pertikiem,
Vai pértiki no cilvékiem,

Kad esmu ar tevi.

Viss ir tieSi ta,
Ka tu to saki.
Tikai saki.
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I'll have love

I’ll have love like I’d have death —
I’d become as light as a breath;

I choose the way you listen,

And the way you see

Won’t be decided by me.

The winds are singing softly,
But breaking down my walls so heavy,
An icy breeze reveals:

I’ll have death like I’d have love.

Say It

I don’t care,
If the earth is flat, bent or round,
When I am with you.

I don’t care,

If humans descended from apes,
Or if it was apes from humans,
When I am with you.

Everything is just

As you say it.
Just say it.
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Atdzejojusi
Patricija
Marta Bérzina




SastapSanas

Mana karote satika tavu karoti,
Un tas notika putras trauka;

Tava karote piesitas manai karotei,
No tas izlija putra lauka.

Tava roka satika manu roku,
No tas izkrita karote lauka;
Divi karotes vientulas peldéja
Putras trauka.

Mandala

Lai tu taptu viena alcigs,
Visam jatop vienaldzigam.
Visam jatop nezinamam,
Lai tu atrastos.

Vienmer atkal

No sakuma jasakas visam.

Lai atskarstu sakaribas,
Visam jatop tuva rada.
Visam jatop neatrastam,
Lai tu atrastos.

Vienmeér atkal

No sakuma jasakas visam.

Visam jatop nepierastam,
Lai nost ristu

Skietamiba

It ka no sakuma
Vienmer iesakas

Esosais.
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An Encounter

My spoon met your spoon,

It happened in a bowl of mush;
Your spoon touched my spoon,
It spilled a little bit of mush.

Your hand met my hand,

It dropped the spoon as I blushed.
Two spoons paddled so lonely

In a bowl of mush.

Mandala

For you to want something,
All must become indifferent.
All must become unknown,
For you to find yourself.
Always again

Must everything begin.

To fathom the links,

All must become close.
All must become absent,
For you to find yourself.
Always again

Must everything begin.

All must become unusual,
For the guise

To fall

As if the present

Always begins

Again.
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Mérija Hova



Merija Hova (Marie Howe, 1950) ir dzimusi RoCestera, Nujorka,
macijusies Vindzoras Universitaté. Ieguvusi magistra gradu Ko-
lumbijas Universitaté. Studéjusi pie Stenlija Kunica (Stanley Ku-
nitz), kuru vina déveé par «savu isto skolotajuy. Vinas pirmo kraju-
mu The Good Thief (Labais zaglis, 1988) Nacionalajai dzejas seérijai
izvéléjas Margareta Atvuda (Margaret Atwood). Stenlijs Kunics,
izveloties So gramatu Amerikas Dzejnieku akadémijas Lavana
Jaunako dzejnieku balvai, atziméjis: «Vinas garas, dzili elpojosas
rindas pievérs§as miesas un gara noslépumiem tada izpratné, kas
pieejama tikai sievietei, kura ir loti piederiga misu laikam un to-
mer joprojam ir saskaré ar svetumu.y

1989. gada Meérijas bralis DzZons nomira no AIDS. Hova intervi-
ja izdevumam AGNI atzist: «DZona dzive un nave pilniba mainija
manu estétiku.» Izdevums What the Living Do (Ko dara dzivie, 1997)
ir veltijums DZonam. Zurnals Publishers Weekly to atzina par vienu
no pieciem labakajiem gada dzejas krajumiem. Hova ir pasniegu-
si Saras Lorensas koledza, Kolumbijas Universitaté un Nujorkas
Universitate. Vina ir eseju krajuma In the Company of My Solitude
(Kopa ar manu vientulibu, 1995) lidzautore (kopa ar Maiklu Kleinu).
No 2012. lidz 2014. gadam vina bija Nujorkas Stata dzejas laureate.

41 PROZEKTORS NR.2/2022



The Gate

I had no idea that the gate I would step through
to finally enter this world

would be the space my brother’s body made. He was
a little taller than me: a young man

but grown, himself by then,
done at twenty-eight, having folded every sheet,

rinsed every glass he would ever rinse under the cold
and running water.

This is what you have been waiting for, he used to say to me.
And I’d say, What?

And he’d say, This—holding up my cheese and mustard sandwich.
And I’d say, What?

And he’d say, This, sort of looking around.

What the Living Do

Johnny, the kitchen sink has been clogged for days, some utensil
probably fell down there.

And the Drano won’t work but smells dangerous, and the crusty
dishes have piled up

waiting for the plumber I still haven’t called. This is the
everyday we spoke of.

It’s winter again: the sky’s a deep, headstrong blue, and the
sunlight pours through
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Varti Atdzejojusi
Elizabete

. . . L. . Skreivere
Man nebija ne jausmas, ka varti, kam es 1zgaju caurl I

lai beidzot ienaktu Saja pasaulé,

bus vieta, ko ir radijis brala kermenis. Vins bija
mazliet garaks par mani: jauns virietis.

bet jau izaudzis, pats par sevi,
divdesmit astonu gadu vecuma, salocijis katru lapu,

noskalojis katru glazi, ko vins skaloja zem auksta
un tekoSa tdens.

To tacu tu gaidiji, vin$ médza man teikt.
Un es teicu: Ko?

Un vins$ atbildéja: To — turot manu sviestmaizi ar sieru un sinepém.
Un es teicu: Ko?

Un vins atbildéja: To, it ta skatidamies apkart.

Ko dara dzivie

Dzonij, virtuves izlietne aizséréjusi jau vairakas dienas, dro§i
vien iekritis kads galda riks.

Un «kurmisy nestrada, bet te bistami oz, un sakrajies trauku
blakis,

gaidot uz santehniki, kuru vél neesmu izsaukusi. Ta ir ikdiena,
par kuru meés runijam.

Atkal ir ziema: debess ir tums$a un spitigi zila, un saules
gaisma ieplist

43 PROZEKTORS NR.2/2022



the open living-room windows because the heat’s on too high
in here and I can’t turn it off.
For weeks now, driving, or dropping a bag of groceries in
the street, the bag breaking,

I've been thinking: This is what the living do. And yesterday,
hurrying along those

wobbly bricks in the Cambridge sidewalk, spilling my coffee
down my wrist and sleeve,

I thought it again, and again later, when buying a hairbrush:
This is it.

Parking. Slamming the car door shut in the cold. What you
called that yearning.

What you finally gave up. We want the spring to come and

the winter to pass. We want
whoever to call or not call, a letter, a kiss—we want more

and more and then more of it.

But there are moments, walking, when I catch a glimpse of
myself in the window glass,

say, the window of the corner video store, and I'm gripped by
a cherishing so deep

for my own blowing hair, chapped face, and unbuttoned

coat that I'm speechless:
I am living. I remember you.
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pa atvertiem viesistabas logiem, jo ieslegts parak liels siltums,
un es to nevaru izslégt.

Jau nedélam ilgi, braucot vai no rokam nejausi izlaiZot partikas
maisinu, tas saplist,

es domaju: Lik, ko dara dzivie. Un vakar, steidzoties pa
KembridzZas ietves

lodzigiem kiegeliem, uzgazu kafiju uz locitavas un
piedurkné,

es domaju atkal un atkal, pérkot matu suku:
Ta tas ir.
Noparkojos. Aukstuma aizcértu masinas durvis. Tu to
sauci par ilgam.

No ka beigas atteicies. Més vélamies, lai atnak pavasaris un
beidzas ziema. Més vélamies,
lai kads piezvanitu vai nepiezvanitu, véstuli, skiipstu — meés gribam
vel un vél un vairak ta visa.

Tomér ir brizi, pastaigas, kad ieraugu savu atspulgu
loga,

teiksim, stiira videonomas vitrina, un mani parnem tik dzila
milestiba uz

pasas plivojoSajiem matiem, sasprégajuso seju un neaizpogato

mételi, ka es palieku méma:
Es dzivoju. Es atceros tevi.
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Rupi Kaura



Rupi Kaura (Rupi Kaur, 1992) ir kanadieSu dzejniece, ilustratore,
fotografe un rakstniece. Dzimusi 1992. gada Indija, agra bérniba
kopa ar gimeni emigréja uz Kanadu. 2009. gada Rupi pievérsas
dzejai un neilgi péc tam ieguva atpazistamibu vietné Instagram.
Péc 2015. gada notikusa incidenta starp Kauri un lietotni Instagram
vinas dzeja guva lielaku ieveribu un tika atkartoti izdots vinas
pasizdotais debijas krajums milk and honey (piens un medus, 2014-
2016). Cetru gadu laika ir pardoti 3,5 miljoni §is gramatas eksem-
plaru 40 valodas visa pasaulé. Rupi ir izdevusi vél divus dzejas kra-
jumus — the sun and her flowers (saule un vinas pukes, 2017-2019)
un home body (majas kermenis, 2020-). Vinas jaunaka gramata
home body nonaca dizpardok]u saraksta visa pasaulé. Rupi savos
darbos pievérSas milestibai, zaudéjumiem, traumam, paSapzinai,
dziedinas$anai, sievietes lomai pasaulé un migracijai. 2017. gada
Rupi Kaura sanéma Goodreads Choice Award par labako dzejas kra-
jumu. Rupi dzeju raksta bez pieturzimém un lielajiem sakumbur-
tiem, kas reizém var sagadat nelielas grutibas atdzejosana, piemé-
ram, tulkojot vardu God latvie$u valoda, Dievs ir jaraksta ar lielo
sakumburtu, tacu Rupi So vardu raksta ar mazo sakumburtu. Vinas
dzeju nebija sarezgiti tulkot, jo nebija japiedoma pie atskanam.

Izvélgjos atdzejot $1s autores dzeju no dazadiem krajumiem,
jo mani loti saista vinas dzeja un tas tematika. «Kauras teksti ir
uzdro$inaSanas un riciba. Vina runa ne tikai par personigo piere-
dzi, bet arl visu pazemoto un apspiesto sievie$u varda. Tadejadi
vina mudina sievietes apzinaties savu kermeni un batibu, kas nav
(un kam nebtu jabut) kada cita paklautiba. Kauras tekstu pamata
ir noteikta kultarfilozofiska sistéma, kuras centra ir cilvéku vien-
lidziba, ko Kaura gramatas lapas definéjusi ka savu pamatmisiju.
Drosmigas sievietes balss pantu publicésana socialo tiklu kontos
autorei ne tikai noderéjusi ka atbalsts Saja misijas cela, bet arila-
vusi vinai klut par diZpardokla autori un reabilitét dzejas nozimi
lasitdja apzina.» (Zolude 2019).
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* %%

i don’t know what living a balanced life feels like
when i am sad

idon’t cry i pour

when i am happy

idon’t smile i glow

when i am angry

idon’tyell i burn

the good thing about feeling in extremes is
when i love i give them wings

but perhaps that isn’t

such a good thing cause

they always tend to leave

and you should see me

when my heart is broken

idon’t grieve

i shatter

* %%

’m not going to pretend

to be less intelligent than i am
so a man can feel

more comfortable around me
the one i deserve

will see my greatness and
want to lift it higher
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Al Atdzejojusi

Nadina Slanke
es nezinu ka tas ir dzivot lidzsvarotu dzivi
kad man ir skumji
es neraudu es kliedzu
kad es priecdjos
es nesmaidu es mirdzu
kad es dusmojos
es nekliedzu es degu

laba lieta par sajutu galéjibam ir
ka milot es dodu citiem sparnus
bet iespejams ka tas nav

nemaz labi jo

vini vienmér meédz aiziet

un tev vajadzetu mani redzét
kad esmu salauzta

es neséroju

es sabruku

* %%

es nevélos izlikties

ka esmu mazak inteligenta
lai virietis varétu justies
ertak mana klatbutne

tas kuru esmu pelnijusi
redzés manu diZenumu un
gribés to vel augstak celt
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* %%

what if

there isn’t enough time

to give her what she deserves
do you think

if I begged the sky hard enough
my mother’s soul would

return to me as my daughter

so I can give her

the comfort she gave me

my whole life

* %%

god must have kneaded you and I

from the same dough

rolled us out as one on the baking sheet
must have suddenly realized

how unfair it was

to put that much magic in one person
and sadly split that dough in two

how else is that

when I look in the mirror

i am looking at you

when you breathe

my own lungs fill with air

that we just met but we

have known each other our whole lives
if we were not made as one to begin with
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* %%

janu

nepietiek laika

sniegt vinai ko pelnijusi

vai tavuprat

ladzot debesim pietiekami stipri
mammas dvésele

atgrieztos pie manis ka mana meita
lai es sniegtu vinai

mierinajumu ko vina man sniedza
visu mazu

* %%

dievs ir veidojis tevi un mani

no vienas miklas

izveltnéjis mus ka vienu veselu uz cepeSpannas
un péeksni Skiet sapratis

cik negodigi tas ir

tik daudz burvibas ielikt viena cilveka

ka diemzél sadalija miklu uz pusém

kas gan cits tas ir

ja skatoties spoguli

skatos uz tevi

tev elpojot

manas plausas ieplist gaiss

ja meés tikko iepazinamies bet

pazistam viens otru jau muzibu

ja vien sakuma nebijam raditi ka viens vesels

51 PROZEKTORS NR.2/2022



Blaita Berda



Blaita Bérda (Blythe Baird) dzimusi 1997. gada Cikaga, ASV. Dzej-
niece parsvara raksta par garigajam slimibam, dazadam problé-
mam, éSanas traucéjumiem, seksualitati, traumam — lietdm, kas
ir vinas butiba, ar ko vinai bijis jadzivo, tadejadi daloties pieredzée
un palidzot citiem, kas nokluvusi lidzigas situacijas. Sis dzejnieces
darbus izvéléjos, jo vina ir ka paraugs, kam sekot. Vinas dzeja mani
uzruna. Lai gan ta nav tradicionala dzeja ar metaforam un atska-
nam, ta ir rakstita no sirds dzilumiem par témam, par kuram dau-
dzi neruna. Piemeram, vinai ir vairaki dzejoli par izvaroSanu, kas
misdienas joprojam ir tabu temats, tacu nav neviena, kas paskaid-
rotu meiteném, ko darit, ka tikt gala. Lidz ar to §1 rakstniece palidz
izplatit informaciju un liek citiem sadzirdét vinu un vinai tuvos
tematus. Vinas dzeja ir iedvesmojosa un paglabj no istenibas.
LatvieSu valoda vajadzétu izdot visus vinas dzejas krajumus,
jo Latvija ka konservativa valsti par daudz ko neraksta un neruna,
un tas sabiedribai trauce attistities. Lai sabiedriba pilniba izpras-
tu problémas un spétu tas risinat, $adu literatiiru vélams izdot
arvien vairak. Atdzejojot Sos tris dzejolus, nesaskaros ar daudzam
tulkoSanas gratibam, jo dzejoli ir par dzivi, sarakstiti sarunvaloda,
bez metaforam un citiem makslinieciskas izteiksmes lidzekliem.
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The Kindest Thing She Almost Did

It was the year we woke up holding hands like otters do
she mentions I’d look cute with a gap
So I stopped wearing my retainer all together

When she tells me that she loves me
and that she has a lying problem on the same day
I know I am completely and utterly fucked

She makes me watch Starwars with her
and then she doesn’t even watch it

she watches me watching it

to make sure I’'m reacting properly

I read her daily horoscope to her while she gets ready
even though she doesn’t believe in it

she still tries to act interested in astrology
and all that other hippy dippy trippy shit

I believe in but can’t prove

I fall in love with her quickly

The way she wanted me to

All skin and poems and diet coke

listening to Regina Spector on her bed
while she calls me baby girl

and plays with my hair

When I find a boys hair in the rough of her poems

I pretend not to

when I ask her what she loved about him

She says “I know this is bad but he was so terrible to me
that I never ran out of things to write about”

I wonder if she wants a lover or a writing prompt
There is a certain high to hating yourself

She told me once
I try not to point out the irony
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Visjaukaka lieta, ko vina gandriz vai izdarija Atdzejojusi
Iréna Zvirbule

Tas bija gads kad modamies turoties rokas ka adri

vina ieminas ka es izskatitos miligi ar zobu spraugu

Tapéc es partraucu valkat savu retensijas kapi

Kad vina teic ka mil mani
un ka vinai tai pasa diena ir meloSanas nikis
zinu — esmu pilnigi un galigi taté

Vina liek man skatities ZvaigZnu karus
un pati nemaz neskatas

vina skatas mani skatamies

lai parbauditu vai es pareizi reagéju

Es ik dienu lasu vinas horoskopu kamer vina poSsas cela
lai gan vina tam netic

vina vél censas télot interesi par astrologiju

un visiem parejiem hipiski haipiskajiem murgiem
kuriem es ticu bet nevaru pieradit

Es atri vina iemilos

ta ka vina gribéja

Tik ada un dzeja un diétiska kola

klausoties Reginu Spektori vinas gulta

vina mani sauc par mazino

un spélejas ar maniem matiem

Kad pamanu pui$a matu vinas dzejolu dzilumos

es izliekos ka neko nezinu

kad prasu kas vinai tai puisi patik

Vina saka: «zinu tas ir slikti bet vin$ izturejas pret mani tik slikti
ka man nekad nepietriikst par ko rakstity

Pratoju vai vina grib milnieku vai suflieri dzejai
Ir sava veida trumpis sevis nisana

Vina reiz teica
cen$os nenoradit uz ironiju
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As she explains how unhealthy our relationship is
Between drags of her cigarette

When she takes me on a date to the same rink
she use to roller skate at with her last love
I do not sob

When she apologises for the way he is still

The spare key to her heart

I assure her it is no problem

I try not to be jealous of his sheer-good fortune

I do not hate him for becoming the flood in my backyard
I do not hate myself for falling in love

with a drought dressed like a girl

but I do hate myself for falling in love with feeling loved

Years later, She is drunk when she tells me
“loving you is the kindest thing I almost did”
and how impossible it is to train the heart to sit

The last time she shouts at me
my name foams madly at her mouth
She tells me “I don’t know how to love anybody with my
whole being all at once”
I feel so stupid and so small as I tell her
Well I don’t know how to not

In an effort to get her to stay

I promise her, I will be whatever you want me to be
She tells me, “that is the problem”
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Kad vina skaidro cik slimigas ir miisu attiecibas
Ievelkot dumu péec duma

Kad vina saruna ar mani randinu tai pasa laukuma
kur skrituloja ar iepriek$éjo milestibu
es nepinksku

Kad vina atvainojas par to ka vinam
joprojam ir vinas sirds atslégas dublikats
es saku — viss kartiba

cenSos neskaust vina milzigo bagatibu

Neienistu vinu par partapSanu mana pagalma plados
neienistu sevi par iemiléSanos

sausuma kas gérbies ka meitene

bet nistu sevi par to ka milu justies miléeta

Péc vairakiem gadiem piedzeérusies vina man saka
«milet tevi ir jaukaka lieta, ko es gandriz vai izdarijun
un cik neiespéjami ir iedresét sirdi sedet

Pédéja laika kad vina izkliedz
manu vardu ar putam uz lapam
vina saka «nezinu ka ir kadu milét ar visu savu batibu
reizi par visam reizémy
Jatos tik stulbi un siki kad saku
Nu es nezinu, ka ir nemilét

CenSoties pierunat vinu palikt

apsolu but jebkas ko vina grib
Vina atbild «tur jau ta probléman
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Theories About the Universe

I am trying to see things in perspective.

My dog wants a bite of my peanut butter
chocolate chip bagel. I know she cannot

have this, because chocolate makes dogs

very sick. My dog does not understand this.

She pouts and wraps herself around my leg

like a scarf and purrs and tries to convince me

to give her just a tiny bit. When I do not give in,
she eventually gives up and lays in the corner,
under the piano, drooping and sad. I hope the
universe has my best interest in mind like I have
my dogs. When I want something with my whole
being, and the universe withholds it from me,

I hope the universe thinks to herself: “Silly girl.
She thinks this is what she wants, but she

does not understand how it will hurt.”
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Teorijas par visumu

CensSos uz lietam skatities talredzigi.

Mana sune grib gabalu mana zemesriekstu
sviesta Sokolades skaidinu beigela. Zinu, ka vina to nedrikst
ést, jo no Sokolades suniem klust

loti slikti. Mana sune to nesaprot.

Vina saboZas un tinas ap manu kaju

ka Salle, nurdot, cenSoties parliecinat

iedot kaut mazu kumosinu. Kad es nepadodos,
vina beigas padodas un apgulas stiri

zem klavierém, saSlukusi un bédiga. Ceru,

ka visums rapéjas par mani tapat ka es

par saviem suniem. Kad es ko vélos no visas
sirds un visums to man nedod,

es ceru, ka visums klusiba doma: «Mulkite.
Vina doma, ka to grib, bet vina

nesaprot, ka tas vinu sapinas.»
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PROZA



Vasingtons
Ervings



Vasingtons Ervings (Washington Irving, 1783-1859) bija amerikanu
rakstnieks, vésturnieks un diplomats. Literatlira pazistams ka
romantisma klasikis, ievérojams Isstastu autors. Izglitojies pas-
macibas cela un devinpadsmit gadu vecuma sacis rakstit esejas
laikrakstam Morning Chronicle. Vislabak pazistams ar Isajiem stas-
tiem Rip Van Winkle (Rips van Vinkls), The Legend of Sleepy Hollow
(Miega ielejas legenda), ka arl ar DZordZa VaSingtona biografiju.
Ervings bija viens no pirmajiem amerikanu autoriem, kas guva
atzinibu Eiropa. Lai gan siZeti Skiet diezgan paredzami, stasti bija
skaisti uzrakstiti. Ervings apvienoja romantiku ar Sausmu ele-
mentiem, kas bija diezgan intrig&josi. Tulkosanai izvéléjos senaku
literataru, jo vélgjos izméginat tulkot sarezgitakas teikuma struk-
taras, turklat ieprieks nebiju iepazinusies ar amerikanu literataru.
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The Adventure of the German Student

On a stormy night, in the tempestuous times of the French Re-
volution, a young German was returning to his lodgings, at a late
hour, across the old part of Paris. The lightning gleamed, and the
loud claps of thunder rattled through the lofty narrow streets--
but I should first tell you something about this young German.

Gottfried Wolfgang was a young man of good family. He had
studied for some time at Gottingen, but being of a visionary and
enthusiastic character, he had wandered into those wild and
speculative doctrines which have so often bewildered German
students. His secluded life, his intense application, and the sin-
gular nature of his studies, had an effect on both mind and body.
His health was impaired; his imagination diseased. He had been
indulging in fanciful speculations on spiritual essences, until,
like Swedenborg, he had an ideal world of his own around him.
He took up a notion, I do not know from what cause, that there
was an evil influence hanging over him; an evil genius or spirit
seeking to ensnare him and ensure his perdition. Such an idea
working on his melancholy temperament produced the most
gloomy effects. He became haggard and desponding. His friends
discovered the mental malady preying upon him, and determined
that the best cure was a change of scene; he was sent, therefore,
to finish his studies amidst the splendors and gayeties of Paris.

Wolfgang arrived at Paris at the breaking out of the revolu-
tion. The popular delirium at first caught his enthusiastic mind,
and he was captivated by the political and philosophical theories
of the day: but the scenes of blood which followed shocked his
sensitive nature, disgusted him with society and the world, and
made him more than ever a recluse. He shut himself up in a soli-
tary apartment in the Pays Latin, the quarter of students. There,
in a gloomy street not far from the monastic walls of the Sorbon-
ne, he pursued his favorite speculations. Sometimes he spend
hours together in the great libraries of Paris, those catacombs of
departed authors, rummaging among their hoards of dusty and
obsolete works in quest of food for his unhealthy appetite. He
was, in a manner, a literary ghoul, feeding in the charnel-house of
decayed literature.
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Vacu studenta déka Tulkojusi
Paula

e . _ . o .. L. Malidevska
Kada vetraina nakti Francu revolucijas trauksmainaja I

laika jauns vacu students vela stunda, Skersojot Parizes
vecpilsétu, atgriezas naktsmajas. Zibens zibsnija, un
skali pérkona dardi dimdéja Saurajas ielinas... bet vis-
pirms man jums kaut kas japastasta par 5o jauno vacieti.

Gotfrids Volfgangs uzauga laba gimené. Kadu laiku vins3 stu-
déja Getingené, bet, blidams apveltits ar gaiSredzigu un aizrautigu
raksturu, uzkeras uz kadas no tam meZonigajam un riskantajam
doktrinam, kas jau tik bieZi novedusas vacu studentus necelos.
Vina vientula dzive, spraigais darbs un savdabigais studiju raksturs
ietekmeéja gan pratu, gan kermeni. Veseliba pasliktinajas, iztéle
kluva slimiga. Vin§ nodevas untumainiem pienémumiem par ga-
rigo esenci, 1idz gluzi ka Svédenborgs radija ap sevi idealu pasauli.
Nezinu, kada iemesla dé] vinam bija radies priekSstats, ka vins$ ir
nonacis launo spéku, bistama génija vai gara vara, kas censas vinu
ievilinat dro3a bojaeja. Sadas iedomas iedarbojas uz vina gritsirdi-
go dveseli un radija visdrimakas sekas. Vin§ savarga un grima iz-
misuma. Draugi atklaja, ka vinu ir piemekléjusi gara kaite, un uz-
staja, ka vislabak to varés izdziedét, mainot dzivesvietu; tapéc vins
tika aizsutits pabeigt studijas Parizes krasnaja un liksmaja vide.

Volfgangs ieradas Parizé revolicijas sakuma. Tautas murgi
sakuma parnéma vina aizrautigo pratu, un vinu valdzinaja ta lai-
ka politiskas un filozofiskas teorijas, tomeér asinspirts, kas naca
péc revolicijas, satrieca vina jutigo dabu, uzdzina riebumu pret
sabiedribu un pasauli un padarija noslégtaku neka jebkad. Vins
patveras klusa studentu kvartala Pays Latin dzivokli. Tur, drima
ielina netalu no Sorbonas klostera muriem, vins turpinaja savus
iemilotos pétijjumus. Reizém, lai apmierinatu savu neveseligo
apetiti, vin§ pavadija garas stundas Parizes lieliskajas bibliotékas,
Sajas miruSo autoru katakombas, raknajoties puteklainu un no-
vecojuSu darbu kaudzés. Sava zina vins bija literars vampirs, kas
barojas sapuvusas literatiiras kapseta.
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Wolfgang, thought solitary and recluse, was of an ardent tem-
perament, but for a time it operated merely upon his imagination.
He was too shy and ignorant of the world to make any advances
to the fair, but he was a passionate admirer of female beauty, and
in his lonely chamber would often lose himself in reveries on
forms and faces which he had seen, and his fancy would deck out
images of loveliness far surpassing the reality.

While his mind was in this excited and sublimated state, a
dream produced an extraordinary effect upon him. It was of a fe-
male face of transcendent beauty. So strong was the impression
made, that he dreamt of it again and again. It haunted his thou-
ghts by day, his slumbers by night; in fine, he became passionately
enamored of this shadow of a dream. This lasted so long that it
became one of those fixed ideas which haunt the minds of melan-
choly men, and are at times mistaken for madness.

Such was Gottfried Wolfgang, and such his situation at the
time I mentioned. He was returning home late on stormy night,
through some of the old and gloomy streets of the Marais, the
ancient part of Paris. The loud claps of thunder rattled among the
high houses of the narrow streets. He came to the Place de Gréve,
the square, where public executions are performed. The lightning
quivered about the pinnacles of the ancient Hotel de Ville, and
shed flickering gleams over the open space in front. As Wolfgang
was crossing the square, he shrank back with horror at finding
himself close by the guillotine. It was the height of the reign of
terror, when this dreadful instrument of death stood ever ready,
and its scaffold was continually running with the blood of the vir-
tuous and the brave. It had that very day been actively employed
in the work of carnage, and there it stood in grim array, amidst a
silent and sleeping city, waiting for fresh victims.

Wolfgang’s heart sickened within him, and he was turning
shuddering from the horrible engine, when he beheld a shadowy
form, cowering as it were at the foot of the steps which led up to
the scaffold. A succession of vivid flashes of lightning revealed it
more distinctly. It was a female figure, dressed in black. She was
seated on one of the lower steps of the scaffold, leaning forward,
her face hid in her lap; and her long dishevelled tresses hanging to
the ground, streaming with the rain which fell in torrents.
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Volfgangam, kuru uzskatija par noslégtu un vientulu, piemi-
ta dedzigs temperaments, tomer tai laika tas izpaudas tikai vina
iztéle. Vins bija parak kautrigs un neko nezinaja par pasauli, lai
uzdrikstétos tuvoties dailajam dzimumam, toties vin$ bija kaisligs
sievie$u skaistuma cienitajs. Sava vientuligaja istaba jaunais cil-
veks bieZi gremdejas sapnos par apveidiem un sejam, ko bija redze-
jis, un vina iztéle uzbtra skaistuma veidolus, kas parspéja Istenibu.

Ta ka vina prats bija satraukts un uzbudinats, vinu neparasti
ietekméja sapni. Vinam radijas pardabiski skaista sievietes seja. Ta
atstaja tik spécigu iespaidu, ka vin$ par to sapnoja atkal un atkal.
Dienam ta vajaja vina domas, naktis ta nelava mierigi gulét; vin$
kaisligi iemiléjas Sai sapna éna. Tas turpinajas tik ilgi, lidz kluva
par vienu no tam apsestibam, kas vaja melanholisku cilvéku pra-
tus un ko reizém notur par trakumu.

Tads bija Gotfrids Volfgangs, un tada bija vina situacija manis
mineétaja laika. Vetraina nakti vin$ vélu atgriezas majas, ejot cauri
vecajam, drimajam Maré ielinam Parizes vecpilséta. Skali pérkona
dardi ribéja starp augstajam majam. Vins nonaca Gréves laukuma,
kura tiek izpilditi publiskie navessodi. Zibens Saudijas ap senas
Hotel de Ville smailém un izstaroja atblazmu virs laukuma. Mirkli,
kad Volfgangs to Skérsoja, vins Sausmas saravas, aptveris, ka stav
lidzas giljotinai. Bija terora valdiSanas laika apogejs, kad §is baisais
naves riks vienmér bija gatavs izmantoS$anai un no eSafota nepar-
traukti tecgja tikumigu un drosmigu cilvéku asinis. Tiesi todien
ta bija izmantota savam slepkavigajam nolikam un tagad drima
stavéeja klusas un aizmigusas pilsétas vida, gaidot jaunus upurus.

Volfgangam pilnigi sirds aptecéjas. Drebédams vins noversas
no briesmiga rika, kad pamanija neskaidru figiru, kas slépas uz
eSafotu vedoSo pakapienu pakajé. Spilgti zibens uzplaiksnijumi
izgaismoja figiru vél skaidrak. Ta bija sieviete melna ietérpa. No-
liekusies un slépjot seju klépi, vina sédéja uz eSafota zemakajiem
pakapieniem, atrisusas cirtas sniedzas lidz zemei, pa tam plada
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Wolfgang paused. There was something awful in this solitary
monument of woe. The female had the appearance of being
above the common order. He knew the times to be full of vicis-
situde, and that many a fair head, which had once been pillowed
on down, now wandered houseless. Perhaps this was some poor
mourner whom the dreadful axe had rendered desolate, and who
sat here heart-broken on the strand of existence, from which all
that was dear to her had been launched into eternity.

He approached, and addressed her in the accents of sympathy.
She raised her head and gazed wildly at him. What was his asto-
nishment at beholding, by the bright glare of the lighting, the
very face which had haunted him in his dreams. It was pale and
disconsolate, but ravishingly beautiful.

Trembling with violent and conflicting emotions, Wolfgang
again accosted her. He spoke something of her being exposed at
such an hour of the night, and to the fury of such a storm, and
offered to conduct her to her friends. She pointed to the guilloti-
ne with a gesture of dreadful signification.

“I have no friend on earth!” said she.

“But you have a home,” said Wolfgang.

“Yes—-in the grave!”

The heart of the student melted at the words.

“If a stranger dare make an offer,” said he, “without danger of
being misunderstood, I would offer my humble dwelling as a shel-
ter; myself as a devoted friend. I am friendless myself in Paris,
and a stranger in the land; but if my life could be of service, it is
at your disposal, and should be sacrificed before harm or indignity
should come to you.”

There was an honest earnestness in the young man’s manner
that had its effect. His foreign accent, too, was in his favor; it
showed him not to be a hackneyed inhabitant of Paris. Indeed,
there is an eloquence in true enthusiasm that is not to be doub-
ted. The homeless stranger confided herself implicitly to the pro-
tection of the student.

He supported her faltering steps across the Pont Neuf, and
by the place where the statue of Henry the Fourth had been
overthrown by the populace. The storm had abated, and the thun-
der rumbled at a distance. All Paris was quiet; that great volcano of
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lietus straumes. Volfgangs apstajas. Sai vientulaja, bédu pilnaja
stava bija kaut kas biedéjoss. Sieviete izskatijas piederiga augsta-
kam sabiedribas slanim. Vins zinaja, ka Sie ir parmainu laiki un
daudzi, kas agrak guléjusi mikstos spilvenos, paslaik klaino apkart
bez pajumtes. Varbiit vina bija kada nabaga sérotaja, kurai Sausmi-
nosais cirvis uz mazZiem atnémis visu, kas tai bijis dargs, un kura
Seit sez ar salauztu sirdi.

Vins$ pienaca klat un 1idzjttiga balsi uzrunaja vinu. Vina pacéla
galvu un spivi ieskatijas studentam acis. Kads bija vina parstei-
gums, zibens uzplaiksnijuma ieraugot to pasu seju, kas bija vajajusi
vinu sapnos. Bala un bailu parnemta, tomeér ta bija valdzinosi daila.

Spécigu un pretrunigu jutu parnemts, Volfgangs tuvojas vinai
veélreiz. Vins$ teica, ka ir bistami vienai atrasties lauka tik véla nakts
stunda, pie tam plosoties vétrai, un piedavaja pavadit vinu pie
draugiem. Ar SausminoSu Zestu vina noradija giljotinas virziena.

«Man nav neviena drauga uz $is zemes!» vina teica.

«Bet jums ir majas,» teica Volfgangs.

«Ja... kapaly

Dzirdot izteiktos vardus, studenta sirds atmaiga.

«Ja kadam sveSiniekam lauts izteikt piedavajumu,» vins teica,
«neriskéjot tikt parprastam, es piedavatu patvérumam savu pie-
ticigo majokli un sevi ka uzticigu draugu. Man paSam Parizé nav
draugu, $aja zemé esmu sveSinieks. Bet, ja vien varu jums kaut ka
pakalpot, tad esmu jisu riciba un ziedo$u sevi, lai jums netiktu
nodarits pari un netiktu aizskarts jasu gods.»

JaunieS$a uzvediba bija manama neviltota nopietniba. Arl vina
sveSadais akcents naca par labu. Tas liecinaja, ka vin$ nav nekads
banals parizietis. PatieSam, vina dailruniba bija patiesa aizrautiba,
kas nebija apSaubama. Bez pajumtes palikusi sve§iniece bez ieru-
nam atstaja savu likteni studenta rokas.

Vin$ pabalstija vinu, kad ta nedrosi gaja pari Pont Neuf gar
vietu, kur tauta bija nogazusi Anri Ceturta statuju. Vétra pierima,
un kaut kur taluma dardéja pérkons. Visa Parize bija klusa. Lauzu
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human passion slumbered for a while, to gather fresh strength for
the next day’s eruption. The student conducted his charge through
the ancient streets of the Pays Latin, and by the dusky walls of the
Sorbonne, to the great dingy hotel which he inhabited. The old por-
tress who admitted them stared with surprise at the unusual sight
of the melancholy Wolfgang, with a female companion.

On entering his apartment, the student, for the first time,
blushed at the scantiness and indifference of his dwelling. He had
but one chamber--an old-fashioned saloon--heavily carved, and
fantastically furnished with the remains of former magnificence,
for it was one of those hotels in the quarter nobility. It was lum-
bered with books and papers, and all the usual apparatus of a stu-
dent, and his bed stood in a recess at one end.

When lights were brought, and Wolfgang had a better opportu-
nity of contemplating the stranger, he was more than ever intoxi-
cated by her beauty. Her face was pale, but of a dazzling fairness,
set off by a profusion of raven hair that hung clustering about it.
Her eyes were large and brilliant, with a singular expression ap-
proaching almost to wildness. As far as her black dress permitted
her shape to be seen, it was of perfect symmetry. Her whole ap-
pearance was highly striking, though she was dressed in the sim-
plest style. The only thing approaching to an ornament which she
wore, was a broad black band round her neck, clasped by diamonds.

The perplexity now commenced with the student how to dis-
pose of the helpless being thus thrown upon his protection. He
thought of abandoning his chamber to he, and seeking shelter for
himself elsewhere. Still, he was so fascinated by her charms, there
seemed to be such a spell upon his thoughts and senses, that he
could not tear himself from her presence. Her manner, too, was sin-
gular and unaccountable. She spoke no more of the guillotine. Her
grief had abated. The attentions of the student had first won her
confidence, and then, apparently, her heart. She was evidently an
enthusiast like himself, and enthusiasts soon understand each other.

In the infatuation of the moment, Wolfgang avowed his
passion for her. He told her the story of his mysterious dream,
and how she had possessed his heart before he had even seen
her. She was strangely affected by his recital, and acknowledge
to have felt an impulse towards him equally unaccountable. It
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kaislibu vulkans jau labu laiku snauda, kradams jaunus spékus na-
kamas dienas izvirdumam. Students izveda aizgadajamo pa Pays
Latin ielam, gar Sorbonas pelécigajam sienam, lidz vini nonaca no-
laistaja savrupmaja, kur vin§ dzivoja. Veca portjé, kas abus ielaida,
ar izbrinu noraudzijas melanholiskaja Volfganga un vina pavadoné.

Ieejot dzivokli, students pirmo reizi nosarka par to, cik triicigs
un nekads ir vina majoklis. Vinam bija tikai viena istaba — vecmo-
digs salons, kas rotats ar daudziem kokgrebumiem un divaini iekar-
tots ar kadreiz€jas greznibas paliekam, jo savrupmaja atradas dizcil-
tigo kvartala. Istaba bija piekrauta ar gramatam, papiriem un visam
ierastajam studentu lietdm. Gulta atradas viena no istabas striem.

Kad tika iedegta gaisma, Volfgangs varéja labak saskatit svesi-
nieci, un vinas skaistums apreibinaja studentu pat vél vairak. Vi-
nas seja bija bala, bet mirdzosi gaiSa, to vél vairak izcéla sapinkatie
krauklmelnie mati. Lielajas un mirdzoSajas acls varéja just savdabi-
gu, teju mezonigu skatienu. Ciktal melna kleita lava nomanit vi-
nas stavu, tas bija nevainojami simetrisks. Vina izskatijas iespaidi-
gi, pat gérbusies visvienkarsakajas drébés. Vienigais, kas lidzinajas
rotaslietai, bija melna, plata ar briljantiem rotata lente ap kaklu.

Studentu parnéma apjukums, ka izguldit bezpalidzigo bitni,
kas nodota vina apgadiba. Vins jau domaja atstat savu dzivokli un
meklét patvérumu citur. Bet studentu tik loti valdzinaja vinas
skaistums, ka Skita — sveSiniece ir apbuirusi vina domas un saja-
tas un vins vairs nespéj no vinas tikt vala. Arl vinas izturésanas
bija savada un neizskaidrojama. Vina vairs nerunaja par giljotinu.
Vinas skumjas bija rimuSas. Sakuma studenta uzmanibas pieradi-
jumi bija panakusi vinas uzticéSanos, bet péc tam tie bija iekaroju-
$ivinas sirdi. Acimredzot ari vina bija tikpat aizrautigas dabas, un
aizrautigie viens otru saprot.

Ta briZa aizrautiba Volfgangs atzinas jtas pret vinu. Vins pastas-
tlja par noslépumaino sapni un par to, ka sveSiniece iekarojusi vina
sirdi, pirms vini vel bija tikusSies. Vina jutas savadi savilnota, uzklau-
sot studenta stastijumu, un atzina, ka ir sajutusi pret vinu tikpat
neizskaidrojamu impulsu. Sis bija meZonigu teoriju un mezonigas
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was the time for wild theory and wild actions. Old prejudices and
superstitions were done away; everything was under the sway of
the “Goddess of Reason.” Among other rubbish of the old times,
the forms and ceremonies of marriage began to be considered
superfluous bonds for honorable minds. Social contracts were the
vogue. Wolfgang was too much of theorist not to be tainted by
the liberal doctrines of the day.

“Why should we separate?” said he: “our heart are united; in
the eye of reason and honor we are as one. What need is there of
sordid forms to bind high soul together?”

The stranger listened with emotion: she had evidently re-
ceived illumination at the same school.

“You have no home nor family,” continued he: “Let me be
everything to you, or rather let us be everything to one another.
If form is necessary, form shall be observed--there is my hand.

I pledge myself to you forever.”

“Forever?” said the stranger, solemnly.

“Forever!” repeated Wolfgang.

The stranger clasped the hand extended to her: “ThenIam
yours,” murmured she, and sank upon his bosom.

The next morning the student left his bride sleeping, and
sallied forth at an early hour to seek more spacious apartments
suitable to the change in his situation. When he returned, he
found the stranger lying with her head hanging over the bed, and
one arm thrown over it. He spoke to her but received no reply. He
advanced to awaken her from her uneasy posture. On taking her
hand, it was cold--there was no pulsation--her face was pallid
and ghastly. In a word, she was a corpse.

Horrified and frantic, he alarmed the house. A scene of con-
fusion ensued. The police was summoned. As the officer of police
entered the room, he started back on beholding the corpse.

“Great heaven!” cried he, “how did this woman come here?”

“Do you know anything about her?” said Wolfgang eagerly.

“Do I?” exclaimed the officer: “she was guillotined yesterday.”

He stepped forward; undid the black collar round the neck of
the corpse, and the head rolled on the floor!

The student burst into a frenzy. “The fiend! the fiend has
gained possession of me!” shrieked he; “I am lost forever.”
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ricibas laiks. Senie aizspriedumi un manticiba tika atmesti. Viss bija
«saprata dievietesy vara. Skatoties uz senakiem laikiem, laulibu ce-
remonijas sika uzskatit par cienigiem pratiem nevajadzigam vazam.
Mode bija socialais ligums. Volfgangs bija parak liels teorétikis, lai ta
laika liberalas doktrinas nebiitu vinu ietekméjusas.

«Kapéc mums butu jadzivo Skirtiba?y vins vaicaja: «Masu sir-
dis ir vienotas. Saprata un goda acis més esam ka viens. Kadel gan
vajadzigas nozélojamas formalitates, lai vienotu céelas dvéseles?»

Svesiniece, emociju parnemta, klausijas. Acimredzot vina bija
sanémusi apgaismibu tai pasa skola.

«Tev nav ne majas, ne gimenes,» vins turpinaja: «Es tev varu
bt viss, més viens otram varam bt viss. Ja ir vajadzigas formali-
tates, tad tas ir jaievero — es sniedzu tev savu roku. Solos bt tavs
uz visiem laikiem.»

«Uz visiem laikiem?» sveSiniece svinigi parvaicaja.

«Uz visiem laikiem!» Volfgangs atkartoja.

SveSiniece satvéra vinai pasniegto roku. «Tad es esmu tava,»
vina nomurminaja un nolieca galvu pie vina kratim.

Nakamaja rita, kamer ligava guléja, students agra rita stunda
devas lielaka dzivokla mekléjumos, kas biitu piemérots jaunajam
dzives parmainam. Atgriezies vins redzéja sveSinieci gulam ar
galvu pari gultas malai un roku atmestu par galvu. Vins ierunajas,
bet atbildi nesanéma. Students pietuvojas, lai uzmodinatu vinu
no neértas pozas. Sanémis vinas roku, vins sajuta — ta bija ledus-
auksta un bez pulsa. Vinas seja bija bala un baismiga. Ar vienu
vardu sakot — likis.

Sausmu un izmisuma parnemts, students sacéla trauksmi.
Iestajas apjukums. Tika izsaukta policija. Ienacis istaba, policists
parsteiguma atkapas, ieraugot liki.

«Z&liga debess!» vins izsaucas: «Ka §1 sieviete Seit nokluva?y

«Vai jus ko zinat par vinu?y Volfgangs dedzigi jautaja.

«Vai es ko zinu?» policists iesaucas: «Vakar vinai nocirta gal-
vy

Vin$ pienaca tuvak, atséja melno lentu ap kaklu, un galva no-
ripoja uz gridas.

Students izmisuma iekliedzas. «Nelabais! Mani ir apsédis ne-
labais! Esmu pazudinats uz visiem laikiem.»
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They tried to soothe him, but in vain. He was possessed with
the frightful belief that an evil spirit had reanimated the dead
body to ensnare him. He went distracted, and died in a mad-house.

Here the old gentleman with the haunted head finished his
narrative.

“And is this really a fact?” said the inquisitive gentleman.

“A fact not to be doubted,” replied the other. “I had it it from
the best authority. The student told it me himself. I saw him in a
mad-house in Paris.”

THE END
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Visi méginaja mierinat studentu, bet velti. Vins bija parnemts
ar domu, ka launs gars ir atdzivinajis 1iki, lai vinu ievilinatu slaz-
da. Students zaud€ja pratu un nomira trako méja.

Seit vecais vajpratigais kungs pabeidza savu stastijumu.

«Vai tas ta patieSam notika?» vaicaja zinkarigais dZentlmenis.
«NeapSaubami,» vecais kungs atbildé€ja. «Es to dzirdéju no
vispatiesaka liecinieka. Students pats man visu izstastija. Es vinu

satiku Parizes trako maja.»

BEIGAS

75 PROZEKTORS NR.2/2022



Marks Tvens



Marks Tvens (Mark Twain, 1835-1910), istaja varda Semjuels Leng-
horns Klemenss (Samuel Langhorne Clemens), it ievérojams ame-
rikanu rakstnieks, humorists un lektors, kura atpazistamiba snie-
dzas arl aiz ASV robezam. Vina slavenakie darbi ir The Adventures
of Tom Sawyer (Toma Sojera piedzivojumi, 1876) un §1 romana tur-
pindjums, Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (Haklberija Fina piedzi-
vojumi, 1884). Marks Tvens ir viens no klasiskas amerikanu lite-
ratliras aizsacéjiem. Vina darbos bieZi paradas ainas no vidusmeéra
amerikanu dzives pirms Amerikas Pilsonu kara, vins bieZi apraksta
verdzibu. Dazkart vina darbus ir sarezgiti tulkot, jo tajos ir ekspre-
siva leksika, ka ari konkrétajam laikam un vietai raksturigi jédzie-
ni. Fragmenta tulkot3ja ir lasijusi daZas no autora gramatam un
vélas, lai latviski batu pieejami arvien vairak Marka Tvena darbu.
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My Platonic Sweetheart

I met her first when I was seventeen and she fifteen. It wasin a
dream. No, I did not meet her; I overtook her. It was in a Missou-
rian village which I had never been in before, and was not in at
that time, except dream-wise; in the flesh I was on the Atlantic
seaboard ten or twelve hundred miles away. The thing was sudden,
and without preparation—after the custom of dreams. There I was,
crossing a wooden bridge that had a wooden rail and was untidy
with scattered wisps of hay, and there she was, five steps in front
of me; half a second previously neither of us was there. This was
the exit of the village, which lay immediately behind us. Its last
house was the blacksmith-shop; and the peaceful clinking of the
hammers—a sound which nearly always seems remote, and is al-
ways touched with a spirit of loneliness and a feeling of soft regret
for something, you don’t know what—was wafted to my ear over
my shoulder; in front of us was the winding country road, with
woods on one side, and on the other a rail fence, with blackberry
vines and hazel bushes crowding its angles; on an upper rail a blue-
bird, and scurrying toward him along the same rail a fox-squirrel
with his tail bent high like a shepherd’s crook; beyond the fence a
rich field of grain, and far away a farmer in shirt-sleeves and straw
hat wading knee-deep through it: no other representative of life,
and no noise at all; everywhere a Sabbath stillness.

I remember it all—and the girl, too, and just how she walked,
and how she was dressed. In the first moment I was five steps be-
hind her; in the next one I was at her side—without either stepping
or gliding; it merely happened; the transfer ignored space. I noticed
that, but not with any surprise; it seemed a natural process.

I was at her side. I put my arm around her waist and drew
her close to me, for I loved her; and although I did not know her,
my behavior seemed to me quite natural and right, and I had no
misgivings about it. She showed no surprise, no distress, no dis-
pleasure, but put an arm around my waist, and turned up her face
to mine with a happy welcome in it, and when I bent down to
kiss her she received the kiss as if she was expecting it, and as if
it was quite natural for me to offer it and her to take it and have
pleasure in it. The affection which I felt for her and which she
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Mana platoniska milota (fragments) Tulkojusi
Elina Kalnina
Pirmo reizi vinu satiku, kad man bija septinpadsmit, bet
vinai — piecpadsmit. Tas bija sapni. N§, es vinu nesatiku —
es vinu iemiesoju. Tas notika kada Misuri ciema, kura ne-
kad iepriek$ nebiju bijis, ari taja bridi ne — tikai sapni.
Fiziski manas miesas atradas Atlantijas okeana piekrasté, kadas
takstos vai titksto$ divsimt jiidzes talak. Tas notika piepe§i un bez
bridinajuma — ka jau tas notiek sapnos. Tur nu es biju — Skérsoju
siena druskam piegruZotu koka tiltu ar koka margam, un tur bija
vina — piecus solus man prieksa. Vél pirms pussekundes neviens
tur nestaveja. Tur veda celS prom no ciema, kas atradas aiz mums.
Péedéja maja taja bija kalve; omuliga amuru dZinkstona — skana,
kura gandriz vienmeér Skiet kaut kur talu prom un pauz liegu no-
Zelu par kaut ko nezinamu — par plecu ieligoja man ausi; mums
prieksa aizvijas lauku celS, kam viena puse bija meZs, bet otra —
relinu Zogs, kuru stiiros apvija kazenu stigas un lazdu ceri; uz
augséja relina sedéja zilkratitis, uz ta pusi pa to pasu Zoga malu
steidzas vavere ar asti saliektu ka gana naiju; aiz Zoga — lekns la-
bibas lauks, un taluma zemnieks krekla ar isam piedurkném un
salmu cepuré brida tam cauri; nevienas citas dzivas biitnes, ne
skanas; visur sabata miers.

Es atceros to visu — arl meiteni un to, ka vina gaja, ka bija ger-
busies. Pirmaja bridi biju piecus solus aiz vinas; nakamaja jau biju
vinai gluZi blakus, bez sola sperSanas vai paslidésanas; tas vien-
karsi notika; parslidéeju, it ka atrastos arpus telpas. Es to pamaniju,
bet nebiju parsteigts — tas Skita dabiski.

Es atrados vinai blakus. Apliku roku vinai ap vidukli un pie-
vilku sev tuvak, jo mil&ju vinu; un, lai gan vinu nepazinu, mana
uzvediba Skita dabiska, ta neSkita nevieta. Vina nevis izradija
uztraukumu vai nepatiku, bet gan aplika roku man ap vidu, pa-
VEersa savu seju pret maneéjo priecigas gaidas. Kad es paliecos, lai
vinu noskupstitu, vina skiipstu sanéma, it ka to butu gaidijusi
un to sanemt un sniegt ar baudu bitu tikai dabiski. Jutas, ko es
pret vinu un, ka $kita, vina pret mani juta, bija kas paSsaprotams;
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manifestly felt for me was a quite simple fact; but the quality of

it was another matter. It was not the affection of brother and sis-
ter—it was closer than that, more clinging, more endearing, more
reverent; and it was not the love of sweethearts, for there was no
fire in it. It was somewhere between the two, and was finer than
either, and more exquisite, more profoundly contenting. We often
experience this strange and gracious thing in our dream-loves: and
we remember it as a feature of our childhood-loves, too.

We strolled along, across the bridge and down the road, chat-
ting like the oldest friends. She called me George, and that seemed
natural and right, though it was not my name; and I called her
Alice, and she did not correct me, though without doubt it was
not her name. Everything that happened seemed just natural and
to be expected. Once I said, “What a dear little hand it is!” and
without any words she laid it gratefully in mine for me to exam-
ine it. I did it, remarking upon its littleness, its delicate beauty,
and its satin skin, then kissed it; she put it up to her lips without
saying anything and kissed it in the same place. Around a curve
of the road, at the end of half a mile, we came to a log house, and
entered it and found the table set and everything on it steaming
hot—a roast turkey, corn in the ear, butter-beans, and the rest of
the usual things—and a cat curled up asleep in a splint-bottomed
chair by the fireplace; but no people; just emptiness and silence.
She said she would look in the next room if I would wait for her.
So I sat down, and she passed through a door, which closed behind
her with a click of the latch. I waited and waited. Then I got up
and followed, for I could not any longer bear to have her out of
my sight. I passed through the door, and found myself in a strange
sort of cemetery, a city of innumerable tombs and monuments
stretching far and wide on every hand, and flushed with pink and
gold lights flung from the sinking sun. I turned around, and the
log house was gone. I ran here and there and yonder down the
lanes between the rows of tombs, calling Alice; and presently the
night closed down, and I could not find my way. Then I woke, in
deep distress over my loss, and was in my bed in Philadelphia. And
I was not seventeen, now, but nineteen.

Ten years afterward, in another dream. I found her. I was
seventeen again, and she was still fifteen. I was in a grassy place
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tacu to pamatigums bija kas cits. Tas nebija tadas ka starp brali un
masu — tas bija tuvakas, spécigakas, pardrosakas, cienpilnakas;
un tas nebija ka starp milakajiem, jo tajas nebija kaisles uguns.
Tas bija kaut kur starp abam jutu pasaulém, par tam smalkakas,
izsmalcinatakas un dzilak piepildoSas. Més bieZi piedzivojam So
savado, laipno sajiutu misu sapnu milestibas; un meés to atcera-
mies klateso$u arl musu bérnibas milestibas.

Meés devamies pari tiltam un talak pa celu, plapajot ka senakie
draugi. Vina mani sauca par DZordZu, un tas likas dabiski un pa-
reizi, lai gan tas nebija mans vards; un es vinu uzrunaju par Alisi,
un vina mani neizlaboja, lai gan tas noteikti nebija vinas vards.
Viss notiekosais Skita dabisks un ta paredzéts. Reiz es ieteicos:
«Kas ta par jauku, mazu rocinu!y , un, nebilzdama ne varda, vina
to ielika manéja, laujot ripigi apskatit. Es ta ari dariju, piemine-
dams tas trauslo dailumu un satinam lidzigo adu, tad noskuapstiju;
vina pielika to pie lupam un, neko neteikdama, noskupstija to taja
pasa vieta. Péc cela pagrieziena, pusjidzes beigas, més nonacam
pie gulbalku majas, iegajam ieksa un ieraudzijam klatu galdu, uz
ta viss vél bija karsts — krasni cepts titars, kukurtiza, sviesta pupi-
nas un citas ierastas lietas —, pie kamina pita krésla guléja sariti-
najies kakis; neviena cilvéka, tikai tukSums un klusums. Vina tei-
ca, ka paskatisies blakusistaba, lai es pagaidu. Es apsédos, un vina
izgaja pa durvim, kuras aiz vinas, noklikSkot sledzenei, aizvéras.
Es gaidiju un gaidiju. Tad piecelos un devos vinai pakal, jo vairs
nevaréju izturét to, ka vinu neredzu. Izgaju pa durvim un nonacu
tada ka savada kapséta, neskaitamu kapu un pieminek]u pilseéta,
kas stiepas uz visim pusém, rieto$as saules sartas un zeltainas
gaismas pielieta. Es apgriezos, un balku maja bija nozudusi. Skrai-
diju Surpu turpu pa celiniem starp kapu rindam, saukdams Alisi;
jau naca virsu nakts, un es vairs nevaréju atrast celu. Tad es pamo-
dos sava gulta Filadelfija un biju gauZi izmisis par zaudéjumu. Un
man bija ne vairs septinpadsmit, bet gan devinpadsmit gadi.

Desmit gadus velak es vinu sastapu cita sapni. Man atkal bija
septinpadsmit, un vinai joprojam bija piecpadsmit. Es biju kada
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in the twilight deeps of a magnolia forest some miles above
Natchez, Mississippi: the trees were snowed over with great
blossoms, and the air was loaded with their rich and strenuous
fragrance; the ground was high, and through a rift in the wood

a burnished patch of the river was visible in the distance. I was
sitting on the grass, absorbed in thinking, when an arm was laid
around my neck, and there was Alice sitting by my side and look-
ing into my face. A deep and satisfied happiness and an unword-
able gratitude rose in me, but with it there was no feeling of
surprise; and there was no sense of a time-lapse; the ten years
amounted to hardly even a yesterday; indeed, to hardly even a
noticeable fraction of it. We dropped in the tranquilest way into
affectionate caressings and pettings, and chatted along without a
reference to the separation; which was natural, for I think we did
not know there had been any that one might measure with either
clock or almanac. She called me Jack and I called her Helen, and
those seemed the right and proper names, and perhaps neither of
us suspected that we had ever borne others; or, if we did suspect
it, it was probably not a matter of consequence.

She had been beautiful ten years before; she was just as beauti-
ful still; girlishly young and sweet and innocent, and she was still
that now. She had had blue eyes, a hair of flossy gold before; she
had black hair now, and dark-brown eyes. I noted these differences,
but they did not suggest change; to me she was the same girl she
was before, absolutely. It never occurred to me to ask what became
of the log house; I doubt if I even thought of it. We were living in
a simple and natural and beautiful world where everything that
happened was natural and right, and was not perplexed with the
unexpected or with any forms of surprise, and so there was no oc-
casion for explanations and no interest attaching to such things.

We had a dear and pleasant time together, and were like a
couple of ignorant and contented children. Helen had a summer
hat on. She took it off presently and said, “It was in the way; now
you can kiss me better.” It seemed to me merely a bit of courteous
and considerate wisdom, nothing more; and a natural thing for
her to think of and do. We went wandering through the woods,
and came to a limpid and shallow stream a matter of three yards
wide. She said:
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lekni zala vieta, dzili kréslaina magnoliju meZza, daZas judzes uz
ziemeliem no Nacezas pilsétas, Misisipi Stata; koki bija apsnigusi
ar lieliem ziediem, un gaiss bija piesatinats ar to bagatigo un spé-
cigo smarzu; bija tada ka pakalne, un caur meZa noru taluma vi-
déja gludas upes virsma. Seédéju zalé, ieslidzis domas, kad man ap
kaklu apvijas roka; Alise sédé&ja man blakus un skatijas man acis.
Mani piepildija dzila, mierinoSa laime un vardos neizsakama pa-
teiciba, bet es nejutos parsteigts; nebija sajitas, ka laiks batu rite-
jis uz prieks$u; desmit gadi likas gandriz ka vakardiena; tieSam, ka
tik tikko manama dalina no tas. Més ka apburti iesligam viens péc
otra izslapu$os apskavienos un glastos un runajam, it ka nekad
nebatu bijusi Skirti. Vina mani sauca par DZeku un es vinu — par
Helénu, un tie $kita pareizie un iIstie vardi, un, iespéjams, neviens
no mums nenojauta, ka jebkad mums ir bijusi citi; vai, ja arl mes
to nojautam, tam drosi vien nebija nozimes.

Vina bija skaista pirms desmit gadiem un joprojam bija tikpat
skaista — meitenigi jauna, mila un nevainiga. Pirms tam vinai
bija zilas acis un zidaini zelta mati; tagad vinai bija melni mati un
tumsi brinas acis. Es ievéroju atSkiribas, bet tas nenozimeéja par-
mainas; man vina, bez Saubam, bija ta pati agraka meitene. Man ij
neienaca prata pajautat, kas toreiz tai balku maja notika; Saubos,
vai es par to vispar domaju. Més dzivojam vienkarsa, dabiska un
skaista pasaulé, kur viss notiekoSais bija dabisks un pareizs un
nenodarbindja pratu ne ar ko negaiditu un ne ar kadiem parstei-
gumiem, un tapéc nebija vajadzibas neko skaidrot un pieveérst
uzmanibu tadam lietam.

Kopa pavaditais laiks bija patikams un sirdij tuvs, un meés bi-
jam ka paris nezinoSu un apmierinatu bérnu. Helénai galva bija
vasaras platmale. Péc briZa vina to nonéma un teica: «Ta traucéja,
tagad tu vari mani labak noskiapstit.» Ta likas tikai ka neliela pie-
tate un apdomiga gudriba, nekas vairak; un paSsaprotama lieta, ko
vinai domat un darit. Klejojot pa meZiem, nonacam pie dzidras un
seklas straumes, kadus tris jardus platas. Vina teica:
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“I must not get my feet wet, dear; carry me over.”

I took her in my arms and gave her my hat to hold. This was
to keep my own feet from getting wet. I did not know why this
should have that effect; I merely knew it; and she knew it, too.

I crossed the stream, and said I would go on carrying her, because
it was so pleasant; and she said it was pleasant to her, too, and
wished we had thought of it sooner. It seemed to me a pity that
we should have walked so far, both of us on foot, when we could
have been having this higher enjoyment; and I spoke of it regret-
fully, as a something lost which could never be got back. She was
troubled about it, too, and said there must be some way to get it
back; and she would think. After musing deeply a little while she
looked up radiant and proud, and said she had found it.

“Carry me back and start over again.”

I can see, now, that that was no solution, but at the time it
seemed luminous with intelligence, and I believed that there was
not another little head in the world that could have worked out
that difficult problem with such swiftness and success. I told her
that, and it pleased her; and she said she was glad it all happened,
so that I could see how capable she was. After thinking a moment
she added that it was “quite atreous.” The words seemed to mean
something, I do not know why: in fact, it seemed to cover the
whole ground and leave nothing more to say; I admired the nice
aptness and the flashing felicity of the phrase, and was filled with
respect for the marvelous mind that had been able to engender it.
I think less of it now. It is a noticeable fact that the intellectual
coinage of Dreamland often passes for more there than it would
fetch here. Many a time in after years my dream-sweetheart
threw off golden sayings which crumbled to ashes under my pen-
cil when I was setting them down in my note-book after break-
fast. [..]
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«Dargais — es nedrikstu saslapinat kajas, parnes mani pari.»

Es pacélu vinu rokas un iedevu turét savu cepuri. Tam bija
japasarga manas kajas no slapjuma. Es nezindju, kapéc tam ta batu
janotiek; es tikai to zinaju; un vina ari. Skérsoju straumi un teicu,
ka varétu turpinat nest vinu savas rokas, jo tas bija tik patikami,
un vina teica, ka tas ir patikami ari vinai, un Zél, ka més nebijam
par to iedomajusies jau agrak. Nudien Zél, ka tik talu jau abi bijam
nogajusi, lai gan biitu varéjusi git So parako baudijumu, un es
par to skumu, it ki bitu zaudéjis ko tadu, ko vairs nav iesp€jams
atgut. Arl vina bija par to noraizéjusies un teica, ka noteikti jabut
iespéjai to labot; vina apdomasot. Péc neilgas pratoSanas vina iz-
skatijas starojoSa un lepna un teica, ka esot izdomajusi.

«Nes mani atpakal un sac no jauna.»

Tagad saprotu, ka tas nebija pratigs risinajums, bet tobrid Ski-
ta, ka vina vai izstaro gudribu, un es ticéju, ka pasaulé nav gudra-
kas galvinas par vinejo, kas tik viegli un atri spéja izdomat atrisi-
najumu Sai sarezgitajai problémai. Es vinai to pateicu, un vina bija
apmierinata, sacidama, ka priec3jas, ka tas viss noticis, lai es varé-
tu redzet, cik vina ir spé&jiga. Péc 1sa pardomu briZa vina piebilda,
ka tas esot «diezgan atrejiskin*. Skita, ka $ie vardi kaut ko nozime,
nezinu, kapéc — skita, ka tie noklaj visu un neatstaj neko, ko
teikt; es apbrinoju piebildes jauko piemeérotibu un mirdzo$o veik-
smigumu, un mani iedvesa lielu cienu $is apbrinojamais prats,
kas spéja tos radit. Tagad es par to domaju mazak. Ir noveérots, ka
Sapnu zemé gudribas pérles Skiet intelektuali vértigakas, neka tas
liktos Seit. Vel daudz reiZu turpmakajos gados mana sapnu milota
izmeta zelta domu graudus, kas zem mana zimula sabirza pelnos,
kad péc brokastim méginaju tos pierakstit. [..]

* Atrejs — grieku mitologijas varonis.
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Tenesijs Viljamss (Tennessee Williams, 1911-1983) ir viens no zina-
makajiem 20. gadsimta amerikanu dramaturgiem. Dzimis ASV,
Misisipi $tata Kolumbusi, Tomass Lanirs Viljamss (Thomas Lanier
Williams) uzauga stradnieku gimené ar valdonigu un principialu
tévu un mati — sapnotaju. Velak gan vecaki, gan masa Roza, kura
saslima ar Sizofréniju, tika izmantoti ka prototipi téliem zinima-
kajas Viljamsa lugas. Ir zinams, ka Viljamss isu bridi studejis Zur-
nalistiku Mistri Universitaté. Vairakus gadus pret savu gribu teva
uzraudziba stradajis par rakstvedi, péc tam atsacis studijas, iestajo-
ties Aiovas Universitaté, un ieguvis humanitaro zinatnu bakalaura
gradu makslas, pec ka izvelejas radoso rakstiSanu ka iztikas avotu.
Starptautisku atpazistamibu Viljamss ieguva ar lugam The Glass
Menagerie (Stikla zvérnica, 1944), A Streetcar Named Desire (Ilgu
tramvajs, 1947) un Cat on a Hot Tin Roof (Kakis uz nokaitéta skarda
jumta, 1955). Nereti dramaturgs tika kritizéts seksualo uzskatu

un bohémiska dzivesveida dé]. Autobiografija Memoirs (Atminas,
1975) Viljamss ka galveno lugu rakstiSanas mérki min «kaut ka no-
tvert esamibas pastavigi gaistoSo batibuy (Viljamss 2008, 92), visai
paskritiski atzistot, ka tas reti ir izdevies. «Atminasy galvenokart
stasta pat privatas dzives faktiem, mazak — par lugu rakstiSanas
vai uzve$anas niansém, jo «mani darba ieradumi ir daudz privataki
par to, ka vadu dienas un naktis». Iespéjams, tiesi centieni but at-
klatam un notvert ta briza laika garu, atainot satiktos cilvekus un
vinu savstarpéjas attiecibas ir viens no iemesliem, kuru del vina
darbi joprojam ir aktuali un atpazistami (Viljamss 2008, 156).

Lai gan pirmo balvu — literara talanta apliecindjumu ar ie-
vérojamu honoraru — autors ieguva vél pirms «Stikla zvérnicasy
uzrakstiSanas, Viljamsa izpratné makslinieka galvenais devums
ir «vina nodomu godigums, un tas nav aprakstams neliela sleja ar
vina dzives datiem, apbalvojumu un galveno darbu sarakstun, kas
ir kartéja provokacija un novirze no ierastas normas, ko autors ie-
viesa lugas, par ko runaja intervijas un kas turpinaja Soket sabied-
ribu (Viljamss 2008, 238). Cienot un paspilgtinot Tenesija Viljamsa
dzives uztveri, jauzsver vina rakstianas stils un akcenti, kur 1pasi
izcelas dazadu simbolu izmantoSana. Viljamss savos uzvedumos
ipasu uzmanibu pievérsa térpu, mizikas un kustibu simboliskajai
nozimei, uzskatot to par tikpat svarigu izrades komponentu (vai-
rak gan ka télainu paspilgtindjumu) ka runato tekstu. Regularie
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celojumi uz Eiropu, ka arl daudzkartéjas dzivesvietas mainas ietek-
meéja dramaturga rokrakstu, daudzviet, pieméram, izvéloties raks-
tit tadus vardus, frazes vai izteicienus, kam batu papildu nozime
francu valodu zinoSu runataju vida.

20.gs. 60. gadi, kad tiek uzrakstita «<Komunala lopkautuvey
(The Municipal Abattoir), ir vieni no drimakajiem dramaturga dzi-
vé — muziba ir aizgajis vina ilggadéjais dzivesbiedrs Frenks Filips
Merlo (Frank Philip Merlo), un tas izraisa vairakus gadus ilgu de-
presiju, ko dramaturgs cenSas mazinat ar parmérigu alkohola un
narkotiku lietoSanu. Iespé&jams, arl tabriza Auksta kara gaisotne
iedvesmo uzrakstit, ka vin$ pats saka, «iso lugu» jeb viencélienu
par diktatorisku rezimu un cilvéka centieniem izdzivot (vai sa-
mierinaties) cinisma parpilnaja pasaulé. «Komunala lopkautuvey
ir viena no trispadsmit ieprieks§ nepublicétajam 1sajam lugam, kas
pirmo reizi tika izdota gramata 2005. gada izlasé «Misters Para-
dize un citi viencelieni (Mister Paradise and Other One-Act Plays)
un kur ir atrodamas daudzas norades vélakiem uzvedumiem. Arl
«Komunala lopkautuvey saglaba Viljamsam raksturigo pasironiju,
kas dazbrid robeZojas ar melno humoru. Témas — cilveka alkas
péc brivibas un laikmeta nozime personibas attistiba. Lai gan
vienceéliens ir iss (tulkojuma teksts piedavats pilna apjoma), ta
tulkojums latvieSu valoda dazZviet ]auj rotalaties vel vairak neka
originalvaloda. Ta, pieméram, anglu valodas you lietojumu tul-
kojuma var atveidot ne tikai ar «jas», bet ar1 ar «tun, paspilgtinot
galveno varonu izmainas statusa. Dialogi ir 1si, lakoniski un kodo-
ligi, un $is iezimes iespéju robezas saglabatas tulkojuma. Nemot
vera lugas apjomu, praktiskak to biitu iestudét kopa ar citiem $aja
vai citas izlases atrodamiem viencelieniem.

Tenesija Viljamsa «Komunala lopkautuve» mana uztvere ir ie-
sakta lielaka darba skice, tas ir pekSns domu lidojums, kas, par lai-
mi, ir piezemeéjies uz papira un saglabajies 1idz masdienam. Meis-
tarigi izmantota statusa maina, ka ari Skietami nevainigie puisa
jautajumi lauj skatitajam saprast, cik klerka paklausiba ir nozélo-
jama, jo vin$ nespej aizstaveét pat savas (un, ka velak noskaidrojas,
meitas) tiesibas uz nepareizi piespriesta lemuma parsiidzesanu.
Diktatiiras ietekme uz individa attistibu ir ne tikai redzama, bet
arl sajitama ka neredzama mate, kura ir izaudzinajusi klerku par
paklausigu pilsoni — pakalpinu — un kura joprojam stav vinam
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blakus, lai uzraudzitu, vai z&éns nenovirzas no pareiza cela. Ari lop-
kautuves téla izvéle nav nejausa: vérigaks lasitajs noteikti ievéros
Viljamsam raksturigo humora izjitu, kada no replikim* atklajot
cilvéku ka kanibalu, kas paklausigo klerku nemaz neizbrina.

Par virsuzdevumu uzskatiju péc iespéjas vairaku simbolisko
veéstljumu saglabasanu. Ka lasitdjam un rezisoram man materials
Skiet parak tieSs, skarbs un daZviet pat vulgars, bet, lasot karte-
jos zinu virsrakstus par notikumiem Ukraina, citu, vél skaidraku
salidzin3jumu neatradu. Viljamsa isa luga materializéja manas §1
briZa izjutas, kur daudzi nevainigi sistémas upuri klast par malto
galu lielai un viniem neapstridamai galas masinai. Lai gan vien-
céliena beigas var Skist bezcerigas, tas spilgti ilustré dramaturga
realo dzives skatljumu, ikvienam no mums atgadinot, ka lielaku
spéku prieksa esam tikai putekli. Vienigais risindjums, vieniga
ceriba parvarét sistémas radito paklavibu ir sanakt kopa un izpali-
dzét citiem, skaidrojot situacijas bltibu un méginot radit parmai-
nas. Tas gan var notikt, ja vien palidziba tiek pienemta.

* pUIsIS: «Kermena sacir§ana
un samici$ana galas masin, lai
pardotu bundzas ka partiku, ko
apédis Toms, Diks vai Harijs, vai
vinu sievas, bérni un suni.»
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The Municipal Abattoir

The pavement of a city street; the street itself is invisible. Behind the
pavement is a wall of gray concrete over which are pasted poster-pho-
tographs of a military dictator, and at the bottom of the posters the
word “Viva!” It is summer dusk. A boy and girl, university students,
walk along the pavement, the girl crying, the boy carrying a furled
flag. In the distance, the band music of a parade: it stays at a low
level till near the end of the play.

GIRL [as the boy stops]: Is this where?

BOY: Yes. Go away now. You're making us conspicuous.

GIRL: Can’t you stay back of the wall?

BOY: Of course not. I have to run into the street to make sure
I don’t miss. [He gives her a quick, hard kiss.] Now go away.

GIRL: It didn’t have to be you!

BOY: Stop that!

GIRL: It could’ve been someone older, someone sick or ugly!

BOY [stripping off his wrist watch and ring]: Take these. Now go.
There’s a man looking at us. Cross through the park at the
next corner. Go!

[He kicks at her feet: she runs off, sobbing. After a moment or two a
middle-aged clerk appears on the walk and stops by the student.]

CLERK: Excuse me, young man.

BOY: What is it?

CLERK: Would you be, could you be, kind enough to direct me to
the Municipal Abattoir?

BOY: —Did you say to the—?

CLERK: To the Municipal Abattoir. I seem to have lost the slip of
paper I'd written the address on, and I'm already late.

BOY: —You work at the Abattoir?

CLERK: Oh, no, oh, no, ’'m—1I mean I was till yesterday a clerk in
the Office of National Economy, but I was discharged and to-
day I was condemned.

BOY: What were you condemned for? Do you know?

CLERK: There are several possible reasons. I did something fool-
ish last week. I passed a tobacco shop and in the window of
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Komunala lopkautuve Tulkojis
Ri¢ards

o ) ) o Edijs Stibe

Pilsétas ielas ietve, iela nav redzama. Aiz ietves atrodas _—

peléks cementa muris, uz ka ir uzlimétas militara diktato-

ra afiSas — fotografijas — un afiSu apaksa ir rakstits

«Vivaly. Pievakare vasard. Puisis un meitene (universitates studenti)

iet pa ietvi, meitene raud, puisis nes satitu karogu. Taluma ir dzir-

dams liels gajiens un muzicésana, td saglabajas pieklusindta gandriz

lidz lugas beigam.

MEITENE. (puisim apstajoties) Vai... §eit?

PUISIS. Ja. Tagad ej prom. Citadi mis pamanis.

MEITENE. Vai tu nevari stavet otrpus murim?

PUISIS. Protams, ne. Man ir jaieskrien iel3, lai parliecinatos, ka ne-
noklados. (Vin$ strauji, cieti noskiipsta meiteni.) Tagad ej prom.

MEITENE. Tev tas nav jadara!

PUISIS. Izbeidz!

MEITENE. Tas varétu biit kads padzivojis, slims vai neglits!

PUISIS. (nonem rokaspulksteni un gredzenu) Nem. Tagad ej. Uz
mums skatas virietis. Aizej lidz nakamajam sttrim un tad ej
cauri parkam. Ej!

Vins piesit kaju pie zemes, meitene Snukstot aizskrien. Péc mirkla vai
daziem mirkliem paradas pusmiZa klerks un apstdjas uz ietves
pie studenta.

KLERKS. Atvainojiet, jauno cilvek.

PUISIS. Ko vajag?

KLERKS. Vai tu nevarétu, vai jis nevarétu but tik laipns un para-
dit man celu uz komunalo lopkautuvi?

PUISIS. Vai jus teicat uz...?

KLERKS. Uz komunalo lopkautuvi. Acimredzot esmu pazaudéjis
papira lapinu, uz kuras bija adrese, un es jau kavéju.

PUISIS. Jus stradajat lopkautuve?

KLERKS. Ak, né, né, es esmu... tas ir, es 1idz vakardienai biju Valsts
ekonomikas biroja klerks, bet es tiku atlaists un Sodien mani
notiesaja.

PUISIS. Par ko jiis notiesaja? Vai jis zinat?

KLERKS. Varétu but vairaki iemesli. PagajuSaja nedeéla es izdariju
kaut ko mulkigu. Es pagaju garam tabakas veikalam, kuram
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the shop was a wire contraption, a, a, a—treadmill, a wire
cage that turned. It had a small animal in it, a squirrel, some-
thing like that, or a chipmunk, something like that, and it was
running and running and running in the wire cage, the tread-
mill, and it looked—frightened, It looked panicky to me, so I
was very foolish, I went in the shop and spoke to the proprie-
tor about the little animal in the turning wire cage. I asked if
the creature ever got out of the treadmill or had to keep run-
ning in it all the time and the man in the shop, the proprietor
of the shop, flew into an awful rage over my questions, he
caught hold of me by my coat and jerked my wallet out of my
pocket and took down my name and address and place of em-
ployment and said he was going to have me condemned for
interfering with something that wasn’t my business. I think
he must have done that since I've been ordered to the Mu-
nicipal Abattoir. But there’s another possible reason I've been
sent there. When my daughter was drafted into the Municipal
Whorehouse, I—I made, I wrote an appeal to the ...

BOY: You received a written notice?

CLERK: No, no, just a phone ... call.

BOY: It could be just a cruel joke someone’s played on you. I think
that’s what it must be or they would have come to your place
to put you under arrest and taken you to the Abattoir in a
truck.

CLERK: They don’t always do that now. Sometimes you’re just
instructed to be at the Abattoir at a certain time and you—go
there. And I've been told they make it harder for you if you
get there late, they don’t get it over with quickly.

BOY: Do you have a dime in your pocket?

CLERK: No, I left all my money with my wife.

BOY: Here’s a dime for you. There’s a tram at the next cross street
and you take that tram as far as it goes in either direction.
Then you get off it and walk and keep walking.

CLERK: Surely that isn’t the way to the Municipal Abattoir.

I mean the Abattoir couldn’t be in both directions.

BOY: Have you ever gone hunting? With a gun?

CLERK: Yes, during the meat shortage, my son and I went rabbit
hunting.
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skatloga bija stieplu ietaise, nu, tas ir, nu... rats, kustigs stiep-
lu sprosts. Taja atradas mazs dzivniecin$ — vavere vai kaut
kas tamlidzigs, vai burunduks, kaut kas tads, un tas skréja un
skréja, un skréja stieplu sprosta, rata, izskatidamies parbijies,
paniski skatidamies uz mani, tapéc es biju tik aprobezots, es
legaju veikala un runaju ar ipaSnieku par mazo dzivniecinu
stieplu sprosta. Es pavaicaju, vai radijums jelkad tiek ara no
rata vai arl tam vienmeér ir jaskrien, par ko veikalnieks, bodes
ipaSnieks, kluva briesmigi nikns, sanéma mani aiz métela
malas un izrava maku, pierakstija manu vardu, adresi un dar-
bavietu un teica, ka panakSot, lai mani notiesa par jaukSanos
sveSas dariSanas. Laikam vins to izdarja, jo man ir pavéléts
doties uz komunalo lopkautuvi. Bet varétu bt ari cits ie-
mesls, kura dé] mani tur nositija. Kad manu meitu planoja
ievietot komunalaja maukumaja, es... es izdariju... es uzraksti-
ju parsudzibu...

PUISIS. Jus sanémat rakstisku pazinojumu?

KLERKS. N§é, né, tikai telefona... zvanu.

PUISIS. Tas varéja but cinisks joks, ko ar jums kads izspéleja. Ma-
nuprat, tas tieSam ir kads joks, citadi tacu vini ierastos pie
jums majas, lai jis apcietinitu un furgona aizvestu uz lopkau-
tuvi.

KLERKS. Vini ta vienmer nedara. DaZreiz tiek sanemta instrukcija
ierasties lopkautuveé noteikta laika, tapéc tu... paklausi un ie-
rodies. Un man teica, ka vini rikojas vél launak, ja notiesatais
neierodas laika, vini ar to netiek gala tik atri ka citkart.

PUISIS. Vai jums kabata neatrastos kada kapeika?

KLERKS. N§, es atstaju visu naudu sievai.

PUISIS. Nemiet Sos centus. Nakamaja krustojuma ir tramvajs, ie-
kapiet taja un brauciet, cik vien talu tas ved viena vai otra vir-
ziena. Tad izkapiet, dodieties prom un katojiet tik uz prieksu.

KLERKS. Tas nu gan nav cel$ uz komunalo lopkautuvi. Man $kiet,
lopkautuve nevarétu atrasties abos virzienos.

PUISIS. Vai jus esat kadreiz medijis? Ar Sauteni?

KLERKS. Ja, galas trikuma laika kopa ar délu medijam trusus.
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BOY: Then you can use a gun, can you?

CLERK: Yes, I can, my son taught me.

BOY: Can you aim accurately? At close range?

CLERK: Why, yes, but—

BOY: I advise you to pull yourself together, respect yourself as a
man, and go as far away from the Municipal Abattoir as you
can go on the dime I gave you, and then—get lost.

CLERK: You’re a young man, and you think that way because you
haven’t been a Municipal Employee for more years than you
can count. As for me, when I'm told to do something by some-
one in authority, I do it without a question.

BOY: Your body cut and pulped by a mashing machine and sold in
tins to be eaten by any Tom, Dick or Harry and their wives,
children and dogs.

CLERK: Can’t you see how terrified I am of it? I might have tried
to protest, to appeal, but you see, when I was your age, I was
a—pacifist! So, no, now I ... see no possible way to avoid, to
choose otherwise, since I really don’t have any choice, and
after all, being unemployed now and not wanted at home, I—

BOY: You have a family?

CLERK: Yes, a wife and—

BOY: How does your wife feel about you going to the Municipal
Abattoir?

CLERK: Oh, she feels, as I do, that I have no choice in the matter.

BOY: A choice is something you have to invent for yourself, so go
down to the next traffic light, wait for the tram and take it
and stay on it as far as it goes. I've given you that free advice
and I've given you your tram fare and there’s nothing else I
can give you or do for you.

CLERK: Yes, yes, I know, thank you, but you could possibly tell
me where the Abattoir is.

BOY: That’s right, I could, but I won’t.

CLERK: You're the only person I know, if I may say that I know
you, who doesn’t think I should go there.

BOY: Hell, go there, go there, if you've lost the power to choose
anything for yourself. But I'll tell you something. Hear the
procession coming?

[There is distant band music.]
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PUISIS. Tatad jus protat izmantot Sauteni, ja?

KLERKS. Ja, protu, déls man iemacija.

PUISIS. Vai jis precizi téméjat? Tuvuma?

KLERKS. Nu, ja, bet...

PUISIS. Es iesaku jums savakties, cienit sevi ka viru un doties tik
talu prom no komunalas lopkautuves, cik vien par manis iedo-
tajiem centiem ir iespéjams, un tad — pazust.

KLERKS. JUs esat jauns zéns, tapéc ta domajat, jo neesat bijis
pasvaldibas ierédnis tik daudz gadus, ka tos ne saskaitit. Kas
attiecas uz mani, kad man prieks$nieciba dod rikojumu, es to
izpildu bez jautasanas.

PUISIS. Kermena sacir§ana un samiciSana galas masina, lai par-
dotu bundzas ka partiku, ko apédis Toms, Diks vai Harijs, vai
vinu sievas, bérni un suni.

KLERKS. Vai juis nesaprotat, cik Joti es no ta baidos? Es varéju
protestet, parsudzet spriedumu, bet, redziet, kad es biju jasu
vecuma, es biju pacifists! Tapéc, né, tagad es... neredzu citu
iespéju izvairities, izvéléties citadi, jo man tie$am nav citas
iespéjas, galu gala esmu bezdarbnieks un majas nevelams, es...

PUISIS. Jums ir gimene?

KLERKS. Ja, sieva un...

PUISIS. Ko jusu sieva saka par jiusu doSanos uz komunalo lopkau-
tuvi?

KLERKS. A, vina saka to pasu, ko es, man nav citas izvéles.

PUISIS. Izvéle jums paSam ir jaizdoma, tapéc ejiet lidz nakamajam
luksoforam, sagaidiet tramvaju, iekapiet un brauciet, cik vien
ilgi iesp€jams. Esmu jums devis §o padomu par velti, esmu
devis jums naudu biletei, es neko vairak nevaru jums palidzét
vai iedot.

KLERKS. J4, ja, es zinu, paldies, bet jus varétu pateikt, kur atrodas
lopkautuve.

PUISIS. Ja, es varétu, bet neteikSu.

KLERKS. JUs esat vienigais man zinamais cilvéks, ja drikst ta
teikt, kursS neatbalsta manu doSanos uz turieni.

PUISIS. Pie velna, €j, j, ja esi zaudéjis spéku lemt par sevi. Bet es
tev kaut ko izstastiSu. Vai dzirdi, ki tuvojas gajiens?

Taluma dzirdama muzicéSana.
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BOY: It’s coming right by here and I'm going to interrupt it with
this little instrument of interruption.

Feel it in my pocket. [He seizes the Clerk’s hand and places it on his
pocket.]

CLERK: Isit—?

BOY: Yes, a revolver containing six bullets.

CLERK: No, no, no, throw it over the wall, They’ll shoot you
down if they—!

BOY: What a scared little man you are, and yet you asked me the
way to the Municipal Abattoir.

CLERK: I do what I’'m told to do, I go where I'm told to go, I never
question instructions.

BOY: Good. I will give you instructions, I'm your commander,
now. You are my slave.

CLERK: How am I your slave?

BOY: By appointment, just now. Look me in the eyes, straight in
the eyes, and think of your daughter in the Municipal Whore-
house, used by diseased, dirty men. She’d cover her face if you
ever saw her again because her skin would be covered with—

CLERK: DON’T, DON’T, DON’T!

BOY: Do what I tell you to do! Take this bloody flag in one hand,
this revolver in the other and make sure the flag hides the
revolver which is loaded for bear. Understand me?

CLERK: Yes, but—

BOY: You're going to do exactly as I say. You are my slave, I am
your commander. Now, then. The procession is going to pass
right by here in about a minute. The General’s car is the first
one behind the motorcycles. Understand me?

CLERK: Yes, but—

BOY: Just say yes. No buts.

CLERK: —Yes.

BOY: All right. When the first limousine is about to pass by here,
you scream out “Viva, Viva!” and wave your flag, at the same
time running into the street. And before you are stopped, you
empty this revolver, loaded for bear, directly into the face and
chest of the General, fast, fast, fast as you can.

Okay, slave? Understand me?

CLERK: —Yes.
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PUISIS. Tas virzisies mums garam, un es to iztraucésu ar $o mazo,
traucejoso riku.

Sajuti to mana kabata. (Vins satver klerka roku un pieliek to pie ka-
batas.)

KLERKS. Vai tas...?

PUISIS. Ja, tas ir revolveris ar seSam lodém.

KLERKS. N§, né, né, metiet to pari sétai, Vini jis nosaus, ja vini...!

PUISIS. Tu nu gan esi nobijies virelis, tomer prasi celu uz komu-
nalo lopkautuvi.

KLERKS. Es daru, ko man liek, eju, kurp man liek, nekad neapstri-
dot noradijumus.

PUISIS. Loti labi. Es tev iedoSu norades. Tagad es esmu komandie-
ris. Tu — mans vergs.

KLERKS. Ka es varu biit jasu vergs?

PUISIS. No $1 briza es to izlemju. Skaties man acis, tieSi acis, doma
par meitu komunalaja maukumaja, kuru izmanto slimi, per-
versi veci. Vina aizsegtu seju, ja jis kadreiz satiktos, jo vinai
ada butu noklata ar...

KLERKS. NE, NE, NE!

PUISIS. Dari, ko lieku! Turi $o noladéto karogu viena roka, revol-
veri otrd un parliecinies, ka karogs aizsedz revolveri, kas ir
pieladets laca devai. Saprati?

KLERKS. Ja, bet...

PUISIS. Tu darisi tieSi t3, ka teikSu. Tu es mans vergs, es esmu
tavs pavelnieks. Tatad. Gajiens nonaks $eit apméram péc mi-
nutes. Generala masina ir pirma aiz motocikliem. Saprati?

KLERKS. J3, bet...

PUISIS. Saki tikai ja. Nekadus bet.

KLERKS. ... ja.

PUISIS. Labi. Kad pirmais limuzins brauks garam, kliedz: «Viva,
Viva!y, vicini karogu un skrien uz ielas. Pirms tiec apstadinats,
iztukSo So laca devas pieladeto revolveri, mérkejot Generalim
tie$i seja un kriitis, cik vien atri vari.

Okel, vergs? Saprati mani?

KLERKS. ... ja.
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BOY: It will be quicker and easier for you than keeping your
appointment at the Municipal Abattoir and your name and
picture will be on the front page of every newspaper in the
world. Understand me?

CLERK: —Yes.

BOY: Then I’ll leave you here. But remember my eyes and the eyes
of the whole world are on you. Accidentally, just through ask-
ing a question of someone unknown on a street, your mean-
ingless life is elected to glory, and your death to the death of
a hero. Goodbye. Embrace me [He draws the man into his arms,
then thrusts him back.] Dear slave, immortal saint, martyr, and
hero!

[He leaves over the low wall back of the pavement. The procession
comes roaring by.]

CLERK [waving banner]: Viva, Viva, Viva, Viva, Viva, Viva, Viva!
[The roar of the procession dies out.]

CLERK [to audience]: I wonder if you would be kind enough to
direct me to the Municipal Abattoir. I don’t want to be late.
They make it harder for you if you don’t come on time .... Oh.
I'll write it down. Thank you!

[He removes a little notebook from a pocket and writes down the ad-
dress as the stage dims out.]

CURTAIN
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PUISIS. Tas tev bus atrak un vieglak, neka gaidit pierakstu komu-
nalaja lopkautuve, turklat tavs vards un bilde bus katras avi-
zes pirmaja lappusé visa pasaulé. Saprati mani?

KLERKS. ... ja.

PUISIS. Tad es tevi te atstasu. Tikai atceries, ka manas un visas
pasaules acis tevi véro. Gluzi neti§am, uzdodot jautajumu uz
ielas satiktam sveSiniekam, tava bezmerkiga dzive ir izraudzi-
ta nok]uSanai slavas zenita, un tava nave kluvusi varona cieni-
ga. Ardievu. Apskauj mani! (Vins pavelk viru tuvak un apskauj,
tad atgruz atpakal.) Mans milais vergs, nemirstigais svétais,
mocekli un varoni! (Vins dodas prom un pdrlec pari zemajai sé-
tai. Dardosi tuvojas gajiens.)

KLERKS. (vicinot karogu) Viva, Viva, Viva, Viva, Viva, Viva, Viva!

Gajiena ddrdi noklust.

KLERKS. (skatitdjiem) Vai jis nevarétu man paradit celu uz komu-
nalo lopkautuvi? Es negribu nokavét. Vini rikojas vél lJaunak,
ja notiesatais neierodas laika... Aha. Es pierakstiSu. Paldies!

Skatuvei aptumsojoties, vins iznem no kabatas nelielu piezimju gra-
matinu un pieraksta adresi.

PRIEKSKARS
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Arturs Millers



Arturs Millers (Arthur Miller, 1915-2005) ir amerikanu dramaturgs,
esejists un scenarists, sarakstijis dazas no slavenakajam ameri-
kanu lugam, pieméram, All My Sons (Visi mani déli, 1947), A View
from the Bridge (Skats no tilta, 1955) ka ar1 lugu Death of a Sales-
man (Tirgotaja nave, 1949), kas guvusi Tonija balvu.* Millera darbi
gandriz vienmer ir dramas, kuras dramaturgs pievérsSas amerikanu
dzivesveidam, ta problémam, likdams skatitajiem vai lasitajiem
padomat: ko darisim? Arturs Millers atzits par teicamu rakstnieku
un jau dzives laika sanémis vairakus apbalvojumus. Péc dramatur-
ga naves ASV tika atveérts Artura Millera teatris.

Lasot autora darbus, jitama Millera neapmierinatiba ar valsti,
tas cilvéku ricibu un sava laika situaciju. Spilgtakajos momentos
sajuta ir tada, it ka Villijs butu izgaisis un autors pats batu apsédies
lasitaja prieksa un dusmigi varitos par to, kas vinu paslaik neapmie-
rina. Sajtitu ir griti satvert un partulkot, jo emocijas Millera teksta
neparprotami nak no dzilém. Tulkotajam jabut spé&jigam §is emoci-
jas paSam izjust un tad parnest cita valoda, citadi teksts bis tukss.
Japiebilst, ka teksta bija dazadi augu nosaukumi, bet tos partulkot
izdevas viegli, parejot uz latinisko nosaukumu un tad — uz latvisko.

* Lugu 1998. gada ar nosaukumu
«Celojosa komija gals» jau tulkojis
Janis Elsbergs. (Red. piez.)
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Death of a Salesman

Characters:
Willy Loman
Linda Loman
Biff Loman
Happy Loman
Ben Loman
Bernard

The Woman
Charley
Howard
Jenny

Stanley

Miss Forsythe
Letta

ACT ONE

A melody is heard, played upon a flute. It is small and fine, telling of
grass and trees and the horizon. The curtain rises.

Before us is the salesman’s house. We are aware of towering, an-
gular shapes behind it, surrounding it on all sides. Only the blue light
of the sky falls upon the house and forestage; the surrounding area
shows an angry glow of orange. As more light appears, we see a solid
vault of apartment houses around the small, fragile-seeming home.
An air of the dream clings to the place, a dream rising out of reality.
The kitchen at center seems actual enough, for there is a Ritchen table
with three chairs, and a refrigerator. But no other fixtures are seen. At
the back of the kitchen there is a draped entrance, which leads to the
living-room. To the right of the kitchen, on a level raised two feet, is
a bedroom furnished only with a brass bedstead and a straight chair.
On a shelf over the bed a silver athletic trophy stands. A window
opens on to the apartment house at the side.

Behind the kitchen, on a level raised six and a half feet, is the boys’
bedroom, at present barely visible. Two beds are dimly seen, and at the
back of the room a dormer window. (This bedroom is above the unseen
living-room.) At the left a stairway curves up to it from the kitchen.
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Tirgotija nave Tulkojis
Niklavs
Blankveins

Teli: E—

Villijs Lomans

Linda Lomana

Bifs Lomans

Hapijs Lomans

Tévocis Bens

Bernards

Sieviete

Carlijs

Hovards

Dzenija

Stenlijs

Forsaitas kundze

Leta

PIRMA AINA

Dzirdama flautas melodija. Ta ir maiga, smalka, ta stasta par zali,
kokiem un par apvarsni. Celas priekskars.

Musu prieksa redzams Tirgotaja nams. Meés nojausam sturainas
formas, kas slejas aiz ta, to no visam pusém ieskaujot. Vienigi debesu
zild gaisma krit uz nama un avanscénas; apkart esosa skatuve ir kosi
oranza. Ar gaismas pardadisanos més redzam ciesi Ropd sabuveétas
daudzdzivoklu majas ap mazo, trauslo namu, ko tds ciesi ieskauj. Sai
vieta ir kaut kas sapnains, sapnis iet arpus realitates robezam. Vir-
tuve nama vidu pirmaja acu uzmetiend liekas pietiekami praktiska,
taja ir galds, tris krésli un ledusskapis. Neka cita tur nav. Virtuves
talakaja gald ir segts gaitenis, kas ved uz dzivojamo istabu. No virtu-
ves pa labi, uz apmeéram divas pédas augsta paaugstinajuma, atrodas
gulamistaba, kura ir tikai misina gulta un krésls ar taisnu atzveltni.
Virs gultas ir plaukts ar sudraba kausu vieglatlétika. No loga paveras
skats uz kaiminu daudzdzivoklu namu.

Aiz virtuves, uz aptuveni seSarpus pédas augsta paaugstinajuma,
atrodas zéna gulamistaba, Sobrid gandriz neredzama. Tumsa tik tikko
saskatamas divas gultas, dibenpland mazs béninstava lodzins. (Gu-
lamistaba atrodas virs neredzamds dzivojamas istabas.) Pa kreisi no
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The entire setting is wholly or, in some places, partially transparent.
The roof-line of the house is one-dimensional; under and over it we see
the apartment buildings. Before the house lies an apron, curving beyond
the forestage into the orchestra. This forward area serves as the back
yard as well as the locale of all Willy’s imaginings and of his city scenes.
Whenever the action is in the present the actors observe the imaginary
wall-lines, entering the house only through its door at the left. But in the
scenes of the past these boundaries are broken, and characters enter or
leave a room by stepping “through” a wall on to the forestage.

From the right, WILLY LOMAN, the Salesman, enters, carrying
two large sample cases. The flute plays on. He hears but is not aware of
it. He is past sixty years of age, dressed quietly. Even as he crosses the
stage to the doorway of the house, his exhaustion is apparent. He un-
locks the door, comes into the kitchen, and thankfully lets his burden
down, feeling the soreness of his palms. A word-sigh escapes his lips—
it might be “Oh, boy, oh, boy.” He closes the door, then carries his cases
out into the living-room, through the draped kitchen doorway.

LINDA, his wife, has stirred in her bed at the right. She gets out
and puts on a robe, listening. Most often jovial, she has developed an
iron repression of her exceptions to WILLY’s behavior—she more than
loves him, she admires him, as though his mercurial nature, his tem-
per, his massive dreams and little cruelties, served her only as sharp
reminders of the turbulent longings within him, longings which she
shares but lacks the temperament to utter and follow to their end.

LINDA [hearing Willy outside the bedroom, calls with some trepida-
tion]: Willy!

WILLY: It’s all right. I came back.

LINDA: Why? What happened? [Slight pause.] Did something hap-
pen, Willy?

WILLY: No, nothing happened.

LINDA: You didn’t smash the car, did you?

WILLY [with casual irritation]: I said nothing happened.

Didn’t you hear me?

LINDA: Don’t you feel well?

WILLY: I'm tired to the death. [The flute has faded away. He sits
on the bed beside her, a little numb.] I couldn’t make it. I just
couldn’t make it, Linda.
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virtuves uz o istabu ved vitnu trepes.

Visa skatuve ir pilnigi vai lieldkoties caurskatama. Jumta linija
namam ir plakana; pari un zem tas mes varam saskatit daudzdzivoklu
majas. Nama prieksa atrodas lievenis, kas stiepjas no avanscenas lidz
orkestrim. Sis priekSplans darbojas ka nama darzs, ka ari vieta visam
Villija iedomu un pilsétas ainam. Vienmer, kad darbiba risinds tagadneé,
aktieri ievero izdomdtas sienas robezas, ienakot nama tikai pa kreisas
puses durvim. Savukart pagatnes ainds $is robezas tiek parkdptas un,
dodoties uz avanscenu, persondzi spéj pamest maju, ejot «cauri» sienai.

No labas puses ienak tirgotdjs VILLIJS LOMANS, stiepjot divas
lielas kastes ar paraugiem. Atkal skan flauta. Vins dzird, bet nekadi
nereage. Vinam ir pari seSdesmit, gérbies neuzkritosi. Viegli manit, ka
vins nogurst, iedams pari skatuvei mazo gabalinu lidz nama durvim.
Vins atsléedz durvis, tiek lidz virtuvei un pateicigi nomet kastes uz
galda, aptaustidams savas surstosas plaukstas. Vinam pasprik nopi-
ta — iespéjams, «AR, Jézin, Jeziny. Aizveris durvis, vins aiznes kastes
uz dzivojamo istabu caur segto virtuves gaiteni.

LINDA, vina sieva, sakustas gultd, kas atrodas pa labi. Vina pie-
celas, uzvelk haldtu, ausas. Parasti jautra, vina ir paradusi dzelZaini
apspiest savus iebildumus pret VILLIJA uzvedibu — vina ne tikai mil,
veél vairdk, — vina viru apbrino, it ka vina mainiga daba, vina untu-
mi, vina neaprakstami milzigie sapni un sika nezéliba butu vinai tikai
skarbi atgadindjusi par vira vétrainajam alkam, alkam, kurds mit ari
vind pasa, bet kuras vinai trukst dusas izteikt un istenot lidz galam.

LINDA (dzirdot Villija rosiSanos, uzsauc tam ar manamu satrauku-
mu): Villij!

VILLIJS: Viss kartiba. Esmu parradies.

LINDA: Kapéc? Kas notika? (Isa pauze) Vai kaut kas noticis, Villij?

VILLIJS: Ng, nekas nav noticis.

LINDA: Tu tacu neesi sadauzijis masinu?

VILLIJS (ar vieglu aizkaitinajumu): Es teicu, ka nekas nav noticis.
Tu mani nedzirdéji?

LINDA: Tu nejities labi?

VILLIJS: Esmu noguris lidz navei. (Flauta vairs neskan. Vins apsé-
Zas vinai blakus gulta, drusku nejiitigs.) Es nespéju. Es vienkarsi
nespéju to izdarit, Linda.
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LINDA [very carefully, delicately]: Where were you all day?

You look terrible.

WILLY: I got as far as a little above Yonkers. I stopped for a cup of
coffee. Maybe it was the coffee.

LINDA: What?

WILLY [after a pause]: I suddenly couldn’t drive any more.

The car kept going off on to the shoulder, y’know?

LINDA [helpfully]: Oh. Maybe it was the steering again. I don’t
think Angelo knows the Studebaker.

WILLY: No, it’s me, it’s me. Suddenly I realize I'm goin’ sixty
miles an hour and I don’t remember the last five minutes.
I'm—I can’t seem to—keep my mind to it.

LINDA: Maybe it’s your glasses. You never went for your new
glasses.

WILLY: No, I see everything. I came back ten miles an hour. It
took me nearly four hours from Yonkers.

LINDA [resigned]: Well, you’ll just have to take a rest, Willy, you
can’t continue this way.

WILLY: I just got back from Florida.

LINDA: But you didn’t rest your mind. Your mind is overactive,
and the mind is what counts, dear.

WILLY: I'll start out in the morning. Maybe I'll feel better in the
morning. [She is taking off his shoes.] These goddam arch sup-
ports are killing me.

LINDA: Take an aspirin. Should I get you an aspirin? It’ll soothe
you.

WILLY [with wonder]: I was driving along, you understand? And I
was fine. I was even observing the scenery. You can imagine,
me looking at scenery, on the road every week of my life. But
it’s so beautiful up there, Linda, the trees are so thick, and
the sun is warm. I opened the windshield and just let the
warm air bathe over me. And then all of a sudden I'm goin’
off the road! I'm tellin’ ya, I absolutely forgot I was driving. If
I’d’ve gone the other way over the white line I might’ve killed
somebody. So I went on again—and five minutes later I'm
dreamin’ again, and I nearly—[He presses two fingers against
his eyes.] I have such thoughts, I have such strange thoughts.
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LINDA (Joti uzmanigi, maigi): Kur tu visu dienu biji? Tu izskaties
Sausmigi.

VILLIJS: Es tiku mazliet talak par Jonkersiem. Apstajos, lai iedzer-
tu kafiju. Laikam ta bija kafija.

LINDA: Ko?

VILLIJS (péc pauzes): Es peksni vairs nespéju pabraukt. Masina
visu laiku ripoja nost no cela, saproti?

LINDA (palidzigi): Ak, ta drosi vien atkal stiires vaina. Nedomaju,
ka Anzelo parzina studebakerus*.

VILLIJS: Né€, vaina ir mani. Viena bridi peksni aptveru, ka traucos
ar seSdesmit judzém stunda un neatceros pédéjas piecas mi-
niites. Es esmu ... tas ir es neesmu... spéjigs koncentréties.

LINDA: Iespé&jams, pie vainas ir brilles. Ta arl neesi tas nomainijis.

VILLIJS: Né, es visu redzu. Es atgriezos, braucot ar desmit jidzém
stunda. Tas gabalin$ no Jonkersiem man prasija gandriz Cetras
stundas.

LINDA (rezignéti): Nu, tev bis jaatpusas, Villij, tu nevari $adi tur-
pinat.

VILLIJS: Bet es tak tikko jau biju Florida.

LINDA: Bet tu neesi Javis pratam atpisties. Tava galva parak
daudz strada. Prats ir tas, kas pie visa vainigs, milais.

VILLIJS: Es sakSu no rita. Iesp&jams, tad jau jutiSos labak. (Linda
auj nost vina kurpes.) Sis noladétas ortopédiskas zoles nenor-
mali spiez.

LINDA: Iedzer aspirinu. Tev atnest aspirinu? Tev klas labak.

VILLIJS (ar apbrinu): Es mierigi braucu, saproti? Un man viss bija
kartiba. Es pat véroju ainavas. Tu vari iedomaties, es baudu
ainavas katru nedeélu, braucot uz darbu. Bet tur ir tik skaisti,
Linda, koki ir tik stalti, un saule ta silda. Es attaisiju logu un
lavu, lai mani apnem tas siltais gaiss. Tad peksni es ripoju nost
no cela! Es saku, es galigi aizmirsu, ka braucu ar masinu. Ja
kadu nogalinajis. Es turpinu braukt — piecas minftes vélak es
atkal aizsapnojos un gandriz... (Vins piespiez divus pirkstus pie
acim.) Man nak virsi tadas domas, tik savadas domas.

* Studebaker — automasinas marka.

109 PROZEKTORS NR.2/2022



LINDA: Willy, dear. Talk to them again. There’s no reason why
you can’t work in New York.

WILLY: They don’t need me in New York. I'm the New England
man. I'm vital in New England.

LINDA: But you're sixty years old. They can’t expect you to keep
traveling every week.

WILLY: I'll have to send a wire to Portland. I'm supposed to see
Brown and Morrison tomorrow morning at ten o’clock to
show the line. Goddammit, I could sell them! [He starts put-
ting on his jacket.]

LINDA [taking the jacket from him]: Why don’t you go down to
the place tomorrow and tell Howard you’ve simply got to
work in New York? You're too accommodating, dear.

WILLY: If old man Wagner was alive I'd a been in charge of New
York now! That man was a prince, he was a masterful man.
But that boy of his, that Howard, he don’t appreciate. When
I went north the first time, the Wagner Company didn’t know
where New England was!

LINDA: Why don’t you tell those things to Howard, dear?

WILLY [encouraged]: I will, I definitely will. Is there any cheese?

LINDA: I'll make you a sandwich.

WILLY: No, go to sleep. I'll take some milk. I’ll be up right away.
The boys in?

LINDA: They’re sleeping. Happy took Biff on a date tonight.

WILLY [interested]: That so?

LINDA: It was so nice to see them shaving together, one behind
the other, in the bathroom. And going out together. You no-
tice? The whole house smells of shaving lotion.

WILLY: Figure it out. Work a lifetime to pay off a house.

You finally own it, and there’s nobody to live in it.

LINDA: Well, dear, life is a casting off. It’s always that way.

WILLY: No, no, some people—some people accomplish some-
thing. Did Biff say anything after I went this morning?

LINDA: You shouldn’t have criticized him, Willy, especially after
he just got off the train. You mustn’t lose your temper with
him.

WILLY: When the hell did I lose my temper? I simply asked him
if he was making any money. Is that a criticism?
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LINDA: Villij, dargais. Paruna ar viniem atkal. Es neredzu nekadu
iemeslu, kapéc tu nevarétu stradat Nujorka.

VILLIJS: Viniem mani nevajag Nujorka. Esmu Jaunanglijas ko-
manda. Mani vajag Jaunanglija.

LINDA: Bet tev ir seSdesmit gadi. Vini nevar no tevis gaidit, lai tu
braukatu to gabalu katru nedelu.

VILLIJS: Vajadzes satit telegrammu uz Portlendu. Man rit no rita
desmitos sarunats Braunam un Morisonam radit paraugus.
Sasodits, es varétu tos pardot! (Vins velk mugura virsjaku.)

LINDA (velkot nost vina virsjaku): Kapéc vienkarsi rit neaizej un
nepasaki Hovardam, ka tev vajadzigs darbs Nujorka? Tu esi
parak izpalidzigs, milum.

VILLIJS: Ja vecais Vagners vel batu dzivs, es jau butu vaditajs Nu-
jorka! Tas virs bija princis, viscaur izcils cilvéks. Tas vina zeéns,
tas Hovards, vins nespéj noveértét. Kad es pirmo reizi devos uz
ziemeliem, Vagneru Kompanija pat nezinaja, kur tada Jaun-
anglija atrodas!

LINDA: Kapéc nepasaki to visu Hovardam, milais?

VILLIJS (iedroSinats): Es pateiksu, es noteikti pateik$u. Vai ir vel
palicis siers?

LINDA: Es tev uztaisiSu sviestmaizi.

VILLIJS: Né, ej gulét. Es iedzerSu pienu. Talit basu atpakal. Puisi
majas?

LINDA: Gul. Hapijs Sonakt aizveda Bifu uz randinu.

Villijs (ieintereséts): Ak ta?

LINDA: Bija tik jauki redzét abus vannasistaba, skujoties kopa,
vienu aiz otra muguras. Un abus ejam izklaidéties. Tu jati?
Visa maja smarzo péec ski$anas kréma.

VILLIJS: Ej nu saproti. Strada visu dzivi, lai samaksatu par maju.
Beidzot ta pieder tev, bet nav neviena, kas taja dzivotu.

LINDA: Milais, visa dzive ir dzives méginajums. Ta vienmeér bijis.

VILLIJS: Né, né, dazi — daZi kaut ko sasniedz. Vai Bifs kaut ko
teica, kad es biju aizgajis?

LINDA: Tev nevajadzéja vinu ta bart, Villij, ipasi, kad vins tik tik-
ko bija izkapis no vilciena. Tev jamacas savaldities.

VILLIJS: Kurd mirkli es zaudé€ju savaldiSanos? Es vienkarsi pajau-
taju, vai vins pelna naudu. Vai ta ir barSana?
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LINDA: But, dear, how could he make any money?

WILLY [worried and angered): There’s such an undercurrent in
him. He became a moody man. Did he apologize when I left
this morning?

LINDA: He was crestfallen, Willy. You know how he admires you.
I think if he finds himself, then you’ll both be happier and not
fight any more.

WILLY: How can he find himself on a farm? Is that a life? A farm-
hand? In the beginning, when he was young, I thought, well,

a young man, it’s good for him to tramp around, take a lot of
different jobs. But it’s more than ten years now and he has yet
to make thirty-five dollars a week!

LINDA: He’s finding himself, Willy.

WILLY: Not finding yourself at the age of thirty-four is a disgrace!

LINDA: Shh!

WILLY: The trouble is he’s lazy, goddammit!

LINDA: Willy, please!

WILLY: Biff is a lazy bum!

LINDA: They’re sleeping. Get something to eat. Go on down.

WILLY: Why did he come home? I would like to know what
brought him home.

LINDA: I don’t know. I think he’s still lost, Willy. I think he’s very
lost.

WILLY: Biff Loman is lost. In the greatest country in the world a
young man with such—personal attractiveness, gets lost. And
such a hard worker. There’s one thing about Biff—he’s not
lazy.

LINDA: Never.

WILLY [with pity and resolve]: I'll see him in the morning; I'll have
a nice talk with him. I'll get him a job selling. He could be big
in no time. My God! Remember how they used to follow him
around in high school? When he smiled at one of them their
faces lit up. When he walked down the street . . . [He loses him-
self in reminiscences.]

LINDA [trying to bring him out of it]: Willy, dear, I got a new kind
of American-type cheese today. It’s whipped.

WILLY: Why do you get American when I like Swiss?

LINDA: I just thought you'd like a change—
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LINDA: Bet milais, ka vins var pelnit naudu?

VILLIJS (satraucies un dusmigs): Vins$ ir tads, nekads. Kluvis drims,
noslégts. Vai vins atvainojas, kad es aizbraucu?

LINDA: Tu vinu aizvainoji, Villij. Tu zini, cik augstu vins tevi vér-
teé. Domaju, ja vins spés sevi atrast, jis abi klasiet priecigaki
un vairs nestridésieties.

VILLIJS: Ka vins$ spés sevi atrast ferma? Vai ta ir dzive? Stradat par
lopkopi? Sakuma es domaju, nu, jauns cilveks, labi, pablan-
disies apkart, stradas dazadus darbus. Ir pagajusi vairak neka
desmit gadi, un vin$ joprojam nesanem pat trisdesmit piecus
dolarus nedela!

LINDA: Vin$ meklé savu celu, Villij.

VILLIJS: Tas ir negods, biit nespéjigam sevi atrast trisdesmit cetru
gadu vecuma!

LINDA: Kus!

VILLIJS: Probléma ir tada, ka vins$ ir slinks, noladeéts!

LINDA: Villij, ladzu!

VILLIJS: Bifs ir slinkuma maiss!

LINDA: Vini gul. Panem kaut ko apéd un liecies gulét.

VILLIJS: Kade] vins atgriezas? Es velétos zinat, kas vinu atveda
atpakal majas.

LINDA: Es nezinu. Domaju, vins joprojam ir apmaldijies, Villij.
Domaju, vins ir loti, loti apmaldijies.

VILLIJS: Bifs Lomans ir apmaldijies. Pasaules lieliskakaja valsti,
jauns... tik izskatigs virietis nem un apmaldas. Un pie tam vél
tik stradigs. Viena lieta, kas jasaka par Bifu — vin$ nav slinks.

LINDA: Nekad.

VILLIJS (ar nozeélu, bet apnémigi): Es no rita vinu redzésu; jauki
parunasimies. DabaSu vinam darbu tirdznieciba. Vins$ driz
vien izsitisies. Mans Dievs! Atceries ka visi vidusskola vinu
apbrinoja? Kad vin$ uzsmaidija, sejas uzreiz iedegas. Kad vin$
gaja pa ielu... (Vin$ aizklist atminds.)

LINDA (méginot atgriezt tagadné): Villij, milum, es nopirku jaunu
sieru amerikanu gaume. Tas ir putots.

VILLIJS: Kapéc tu pirki amerikanu, ja tu zini, ka man gar$o Svei-
ces siers?

LINDA: Es domaju, tu gribési paméginat ko jaunu...

113 PROZEKTORS NR.2/2022



WILLY: I don’t want a change! I want Swiss cheese. Why am I al-
ways being contradicted?

LINDA [with a covering laugh]: I thought it would be a surprise.

WILLY: Why don’t you open a window in here, for God’s sake?

LINDA [with infinite patience]: They’re all open, dear.

WILLY: The way they boxed us in here. Bricks and windows, win-
dows and bricks.

LINDA: We should’ve bought the land next door.

WILLY: The street is lined with cars. There’s not a breath of fresh
air in the neighborhood. The grass don’t grow any more, you
can’t raise a carrot in the back yard. They should’ve had a law
against apartment houses. Remember those two beautiful
elm trees out there? When I and Biff hung the swing between
them?

LINDA: Yeah, like being a million miles from the city.

WILLY: They should’ve arrested the builder for cutting those
down. They massacred the neighborhood. [Lost.] More and
more I think of those days, Linda. This time of year it was
lilac and wisteria. And then the peonies would come out, and
the daffodils. What fragrance in this room!

LINDA: Well, after all, people had to move somewhere.

WILLY: No, there’s more people now.

LINDA: I don’t think there’s more people. I think—

WILLY: There’s more people! That’s what’s ruining this country!
Population is getting out of control. The competition is mad-
dening! Smell the stink from that apartment house! And an-
other one on the other side . . . How can they whip cheese?

[On WILLY's last line, BIFF and HAPPY raise themselves up in their
beds, listening.]

LINDA: Go down, try it. And be quiet.

WILLY [turning to LINDA, guiltily]: You’re not worried about me,
are you, sweetheart?

BIFF: What’s the matter?

HAPPY: Listen!

LINDA: You’ve got too much on the ball to worry about.

WILLY: You’re my foundation and my support, Linda.
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VILLIJS: Es negribu méginat neko jaunu! Es gribu Sveices sieru.
Kapéc visi vienmeér man runa preti?

LINDA (bailigi smejoties): Domaju, tas biis parsteigums.

VILLIJS: Dieva dél, kapéc tu neesi atvérusi logu?

LINDA (bezgala pacietigi): Tie visi jau ir vala, milais.

VILLIJS: Ka vini mas Seit ir ieslégusi. Kiegeli un logi, logi un kie-
geli.

LINDA: Vajadzéja nopirkt to zemi mums blakus.

VILLIJS: Iela ir pilna masinam. Visa apkaimé nav ne minas no
svaiga gaisa. Zale vairs neaug, nevari vairs iesét burkanus dar-
za. Viniem vajadzeja izdot likumu pret daudzdzivoklu ekam.
Atceries tas divas skaistas viksnas, kas tur stavéja? Kad meés ar
Bifu kopa iekaram $upoles starp tam?

LINDA: Ja, it ka atrastos tikstos$ kilometru no pilsétas.

VILLIJS: Viniem vajadzéja apcietinat to celtnieku, kas tas nozage-
ja. Vini visu rajonu ir iznicinajusi. (Apjucis.) Es aizvien vairak
un vairak domaju par tam dienam, Linda. Ap $o laiku ziedé&ja
cerini un visteérijas. Un tad uzplauka peonijas un narcises. Ka
smarzoja §1 istaba!

LINDA: Nu, cilvekiem kaut kur tomer ir jadzivo.

VILLIJS: Né, tagad ir vairak cilvéku.

LINDA: Es nedomaju, ka ir vairak cilveku. Domaju...

VILLIJS: Cilveku ir vairak! TieSi tas Sobrid posta So valsti! Iedzi-
votaju skaits aug nekontroléjama atruma. Konkurence ved
pilniga arprata! Juti to smaku no tas daudzdzivoklu majas! Un
to no otras puses... Ka gan var saputot sieru?

(Kad VILLIJS pasaka pédeéjo teikumu, BIFS un HAPIJS piecelas sedus
gultas un kRlausds sarund.)

LINDA: Noej leja, pagarSo. Tikai netaisi troksni.

VILLIJS (vainigi apgrieZas pret LINDU): Tu nemaz neuztraucies
par mani, vai ne, sirsnin?

BIFS: Kas notiek?

HAPIJS: Klausies!

LINDA: Tev parak daudz kas ir uz sirds, lai par to uztrauktos.

VILLIJS: Tu esi mans atbalsts un stiprakais pamats, Linda.
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LINDA: Just try to relax, dear. You make mountains out

of molehills.

WILLY: I won’t fight with him any more. If he wants to go back to
Texas, let him go.

LINDA: He'll find his way.

WILLY: Sure. Certain men just don’t get started till later in life.
Like Thomas Edison, I think. Or B. F. Goodrich. One of them
was deaf. [He starts for the bedroom doorway.] I'll put my mon-
ey on Biff.

LINDA: And Willy—if it’s warm Sunday we’ll drive in the coun-
try. And we’ll open the windshield, and take lunch.

WILLY: No, the windshields don’t open on the new cars.

LINDA: But you opened it today.

WILLY: Me? I didn’t. [He stops.] Now isn’t that peculiar! Isn’t that
a remarkable— [He breaks off in amazement and fright as the
flute is heard distantly.]

LINDA: What, darling?

WILLY: That is the most remarkable thing.

LINDA: What, dear?

WILLY: I was thinking of the Chevvy. [Slight pause.] Nineteen
twenty-eight . . . when I had that red Chevvy—[Breaks off.]
That funny? I coulda sworn I was driving that Chevvy today.

LINDA: Well, that’s nothing. Something must’ve reminded you.

WILLY: Remarkable. Ts. Remember those days? The way Biff used
to simonize that car? The dealer refused to believe there was
eighty thousand miles on it. [He shakes his head.] Heh! [To
LINDA] Close your eyes, I'll be right up. [He walks out of the
bedroom.]

HAPPY [to BIFF]: Jesus, maybe he smashed up the car again!

LINDA [calling after WILLY]: Be careful on the stairs, dear! The
cheese is on the middle shelf! [She turns, goes over to the bed,
takes his jacket, and goes out of the bedroom.]
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LINDA: Centies atslabinaties, milais. Tu no sikumiem taisi pasau-
les galu.

VILLIJS: Es ar vinu vairs necinisos. Ja vins grib doties atpakal uz
Teksasu, lai tik dodas.

LINDA: Vin$ atradis savu celu.

VILLIJS: Gan jau. Dazi viri tikai vélak dzive parada, ko spéj. Pie-
méram, Tomass Edisons, liekas. Vai ar1 B. F. Gudrics. Viens no
viniem bija kurls. (Vins$ piecelas un dodas uz gulamistabas dur-
vim.) Es savu naudu liktu uz Bifu.

LINDA: Un Villij — ja svétdien bis silts, més dosimies izbrauku-
ma pa laukiem. Attaisisim véjstiklu, papusdienosim.

VILLIJS: N&, jaunajas masinas véjstikli netaisas vala.

LINDA: Bet tu tacu Sodien attaisiji.

VILLIJS: Es? Es ne. (Vin$ apstajas.) Vai tas nav divaini! Vai tas nav
kas 1pass... (Kad taluma ieskanas flauta, vins apbrind un bailés
apraujas.)

LINDA: Kas, dargais?

VILLIJS: T4 tie§am ir visapbrinojamaka lieta.

LINDA: Kas, milais?

VILLIJS: Es domaju par Seviju*. (Neilga pauze.) Tiksto$ devini sim-
ti divdesmit astotais... kad man bija tas spozi sarkanais Sevijs...
(Apraujas.) Nav smiekligi? Es varu apzverét, ka Sodien braucu
ar to sarkano Seviju.

LINDA: Nu, tas nekas. Kaut kas dro$i vien tev to atgadinjja.

VILLIJS: Brinumaini. Ts.** Atceries to laiku? Ka Bifs to masinu
spodrinaja? Tas masinas tirgotajs nespéja noticét, ka tai ir as-
tondesmit takstos jadZu nobraukums. (Virietis krata galvu.)
He! (LINDAI) Aizver acis, talit naksu. (Vins$ iziet no gulamista-
bas.)

HAPIJS (BIFAM): Ak Dievs, varbut vins atkal kaut kur sasita
masinu!

LINDA (saucot pakal VILLIJAM): Uzmanies uz trepém, dargais!
Siers ir uz vidéja plaukta. (Vina pagriezas, aiziet pie gultas, pa-
nem vina virsjaku un iziet no gulamistabas.)

* Chevrolet — Sevrolg, Seit ** Ts — populars Ford modelis, ko
saisinati — Sevijs. razoja no 1908. lidz 1928. gadam.
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JAUNRADE






Aiza Aiz aizvilktiem aizkariem

Aiz aizvilktiem aizkariem

Vina dzied lidzi dziesmam

Par lauztam sirdim un sapniem

Vina dzer téju

Kura ir stipri par stipru

Un stipri par saldu

Vina skumst péc vietam

Kuras sen pametusi

Vai vél nav atradusi

Vina meklé atbildes zvaigznés un kartis
Bet nekad sevi

Un kas esi Tu aiz aizvilktiem aizkariem?

120 JAUNRADE



Anastasija Gremcuka Viesna

Vakar biju tirgi. Nopirku mellenes. Saldas. Ilgi nebiju tas édusi.
Sodien jabrauc pie Ievastantes. Mate ta teica. Nebrauksu. Sodien
esmu Tumsa.

Pulksten devinos trisdesmit seSas atveru acis, piecelos, aizeju
lidz vannasistabai un noskaloju seju auksta tideni. Ieeju atpakal
istaba, bet istaba péksni klata tumsa migla. Tumsa ir atpakal. Ka-
péc Sodien? Sodien jabrauc pie Ievastantes. Japalidz izravét dobes.
Mate ta teica. Bet Sodien pie manis ir ieradusies Tumsa, negaidita
vieSna. Tumsa man nepatik. Vina grib, lai es visu laiku un uzma-
nibu veltu tikai vinai. Es ta negribu. Man ta nepatik. Man jabrauc
pie Ievastantes. Bet Tumsa saka, ka Sodien man japaliek $eit pat,
vinas smaciga melna plivura titaja istaba. Ka lai vinai pretojos? Ka
lai aizvilinu vinu prom? Es saku, jabrauc pie Ievastantes. Japalidz
izravét dobes. Mate ta teica. Bet Tumsa nedzird. Es séZu uz gultas.
Tumsa séZ man pretl uz benkisa. Vinai Seit patik, es zinu. Vinai
patiku es. Man gan vina nepatik. Bet vina nedzird. Vina neklausas.

Tumsai patik spéleties ar pulksteniem. Tas man visvairak vina
nepatik. Vina prot patit laiku uz priekSu. Vina bieZi ta dara, kad
ierodas pie manis. Es sézu uz gultas un skatos Tumsai seja. Vai
Sodien vina aril spélésies ar laiku? Laikam labak par to nedomat.
Varbtt vina ari prot lasit domas. Par to vél neesmu parliecinata.
Skiet, ka prot. Panemu gramatu, lai nedomatu par Tumsu. Apsé-
Zos gulta. Tumsa izrauj gramatu no manam rokam. Aizmet sturl.
Tumsai nepatik gramatas. Vinai nepatik viss, kas novér§ manu uz-
manibu no vinas. Sodien nelasi§u. Apgulos uz muguras un skatos
griestos, kas Sodien ir serigi peleki, Tumsas noenoti. Gulesu. Bet
Tumsa séZ man pretl un skatas man virsi. Nelauj aizmigt. Gulu
uz muguras un skatos pelékajos griestos.

Kad paskatos pulksteni, jau ir nakts. Tumsa atkal spélejas ar
laiku. Stds. Jagul. Tumsa séZ uz sava keblisa, bet man virsi vairs
neskatas. Varbiit sanaks aizmigt.

Vakar biju tirgi. Nopirku mellenes.

Sodien bija jabrauc pie Ievastantes. Neaizbraucu.

Varbut rit.
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Elina Kalnipa Mokasina sadziba

Kroksis ir jociga kurpe. Kroksim neliekas, ka vin$ iederas necilo
kurpju sabiedriba. Visi zina, ka tie ir c€luSies no kiits galoSu un
zabaku dzimtam, tacu pédéja laika Sie sakusi braloties ar majas
¢ibam. Miksti paliku$i. Caurumaini. Ja kadreiz galo§am bija cauru-
mi, tad tie bija godam nopelniti — bet tagad jaunie krokséni tadi
tiek izsttiti no fabrikas. Neiedomajami! Laikam sadziedajusies ar
dzinsa biksém — slikta ietekme, nudien. Tas ari tadas pasas, no
stradnieku kartas izdomajusas kapt nezin kados augstumos. Tagad
tads stils, tfu! Kadreiz vél darza izgaja un zemes dvaku ievilka, bet
tagad necik. Kur nu vél méslus ieoSnat — tadus vispar vairs nepa-
zist. Kuslakajiem pat mikstas oderes esot, nudien.

Nav jau ari ta, ka tie kroks$i majas ¢ibu vida tiek laipni gaiditi.
Uz viniem tur skatas ka uz jaunatnacéjiem, laukiem. Ne §is, ne
tas, ta teikt. Runa, ka tie méginot iefiltréties pat édamzalé — ja, tu
neparklausijies! Edamzalé, nevis virtuvé. Sakas jau tas, protams,
ar brokastim zem virtuves galda, tad — pa kadim retim pusdienu
maltitém. Bet nu jau gan — pagajuSonedel viens kroksu paris esot
piedalijies lielajas gimenes svétdienas vakarinas! Sis farss ir jaap-
tur! Vini jau nedoma staties — un kada bus pasaule, ja kroksi tiks
pari ar vakarkleitu? Nu jau pat kas tads nebutu parsteidzo$s! Un
es saku — tur starpnieks ir tas barbariskas dZinsa bikses. Tas velk
un leju miasu labo slavu, kad tiekam ieklauti viena térpa. Tagad
dZinsas velk gan ar mokasiniem, gan ar kroksiem — tad jau nebius
vairs ilgi, kad ari uzvalki piedzivos tadu pasu likteni.

Es dzirdéju, ka viena perlamutra podzina esot, édamzalé
kroksi ieraugot, nogibusi un nokritusi no sava zida krekla pavi-
sam nost. Iespriidusi gridas delu sprauga un ara netiekot. Ja naks
putek]u siicéjs, bus tai gals. Tada uzvediba apdraud musu dzimtas
reputaciju!
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Margita Klesareva Durvis uz Sauleszemi

Man prieksa ir durvis. Debeszilas durvis, un es vél nezinu, kas aiz
tam slepjas. Es tas léni atdaru, un man prieksa paveras skaista,
saulaina Italija. Izeju cauri §im durvim, un mani uzreiz apskauj
Italijas svelmaina saule. Eju pa Sauru kiegelu tacinu, un ta mani
aizved lidz Bolonai. Tur es staigaju pa akmenainam ielinam, klau-
soties vietéjo skalajas balsis, un veroju, ka taristu grupas fotografée
pilnigi visu, ko tie ierauga. Piazza Maggiore paeju garam balozu
baram, kas klusam dido un meklé kadu maizes drupatinu. No
Bolonas es talak dodos uz Sjénu. Kad tur ierodos, saule ir noslé-
pusies aiz makoniem un pamalé ducina pérkons. Driz vien klat

ir ari lietus, no kura patveros Sjénas katedralé. Kameér apskatu
katedrales interjeru, negaiss jau ir atkapies un par makona malinu
atkal uzspid Italijas saule. Es pametu katedrali un dodos talak,
nezinot, kur nonaksu. Ejot pa Sauru ielinu, apstajos pie kada vei-
kalina, pie kura izlikts stends ar dazadiem augliem. Tie izskatas
tik suligi un gardi, ka nenocieSos un nopérku zalas vinogas, kuras
labsirdigais pardevéjs ieliek papira turzina. Un kopa ar vinogam es
eju talak pa Sauro ielinu, lidz nonaku Piazza del Campo. Es apséZos
uz laukuma skujinas raksta saliktajiem kiegeliem un édu saules
pielietas vinogas. Man visapkart skan skaista italu valoda, uz man
pat izdodas saprast dazus vardus. Kad beidzot esmu paédusi, es
piecelos un dodos talak. Un tad es nonaku Florencé. Tur es ap-
skatu Ufici galeriju, bet gan tikai no arpuses, ka ari neskaitamos
tiltus, kas stiepjas pari Arno upei. Pirms do$anas prom no Italijas
es vél kadu laicinu pavadu pie Ligarijas juras, kur vietéjie tirgoni
pardod saldéjumu un dzerienus. «Acqua! Birra! Gelato'» Netalu
atskan tirgona skala balss. SéZot smiltis, manu adu glasta Italijas
karsta saule, ta it ka atvadoties no manis. §1,<iet, ka ta zina, ka man
jadodas majup. Es piecelos, notraucu no kajam smiltis un atkal
uzmekl&ju Sauro kiegelu tacinu. Pa to ejot, es nonaku atpakal pie
debeszilajaim durvim. Pirms tas atveru, es pagriezos pret Italiju un
to silti apskauju. Saule vél reizi noglasta manu adu. Tad ar asaram
acls es pagriezos pret debeszilajam durvim, atveru tas un izeju
cauri. Esmu atkal m3jas. Dzirdu, ka durvis aiz manis aizveras.

Kad atskatos, tas ir pazudusas. Es notraucu asaras no vaigiem un
pasmaidu. Saja Sauleszemé es noteikti atgriezisos.
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Mara Laganovska Kaut ka ta

Labas dienas $aja saulainaja ziemas nakti! Es gan nezinu, kad ir
«tagady, bet iesp&jams, ka tas bija tajos senajos laikos, kad zale bija
zilaka un debesis zalakas.

Miers, klusums. Bet pilnigs klusums jau nekad nepastav. Un
tagad ir pavasaris, tapéc ista miera ari nav. Kaut kur ara rac trak-
tors, vél kaut kads zagis, amuru sitieni un ari balsis, tadas zemas,
sienu nomaktas dunonas. Protams, pastav ne tikai skana, ir arl
gaisma, kas parada mums visas krasas. Ja nebtuitu gaismas, butu ti-
kai viena krasa. Melns, viss biitu melns, bet ari pie ta var pierast un
saskatit, ka arl melnais var bt dazads. Tomer tagad ir diena, spid
saule, ne Seit, bet kaut kur jau ta spid, un gaisma jau tapat ir, tikai
ne tada priecigi dzeltena, bet gan skumigi blava, zilgana. Gaismas
priecigumam mazliet palidz koki un zala zale, bet tikai mazliet.

Vai drikst aizbraukt uz kadu neapdzivotu salu? Nu ta, uz kadu
nedélinu. Ar to pilnigi pietiktu. Labi, var arl apdzivotu, bet vajag
kaut ko mainit. Ka teica Karins: «Draugi, nav labi!» TieSam nav
labi. Bet kas isti nav labi, es nesaprotu.

Kaut kadi biezaki makoni aizgaja prieksa saulei, palika tum-
$aks. Tada sajita, ka kads vienkarsi spéléjas ar tim modernajam
spuldzitém, kuram var regulét spilgtumu.

Vins kaut ko dzied. Né, tikai dungo, cauri sienai nevar saprast.
Uz izkliegto jautajumu: «Ko tu tur dziedi?» atbildé sanému tikai
«a voty. Vins turpina dungot. Saklausot melodiju, atceros dazus
vardus no dziesmas, un «Googles matey nak paliga atrast isto
dziesmu. Pieslégt datoru pie «subay, skana uz pilnu klapi, izbaudit
vibracijas. «Pumped up kicks», vispar neslikta dziesma. Sakas naka-
ma. Parasti vardus nedzirdu, bet viena fraze ielauzas prata. «I just
want to disappear» - yup, same, bet nezinu, kur un ka.

«Sometimes the greatest way to say something is to say nothing
at all.» Man $is laikam nedereés, jau ta loti maz runaju. Rakstit
gan ir vieglak, spelét vispar... Nevaru iedomaties, ka vel vieglak
«izlikty visas emocijas. Var spelét kaut vai vienu un to pasu skan-
darbu, ik reizi atdodot emocijas savam instrumentam. Ja neviena
nebutu apkart, kas klausas, vispar batu ideali.

Klausoties muziku, pat nedzirdé&ju, kad pa loga riti saka sis-
ties palielas lietus lases. Skaisti. Tas léka pa koku lapam, katru
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nedaudz iekustinot. T4, cita péc citas, lapas nostpojas un atkal
nostajas vieta.

Ir laiks. Vajag nedaudz aizbégt no visiem. Tikai nelielu apliti
pa ciemu. Miziku arl panemSu lidzi masina.

Switching Worlds

Mizika. Tas ir kaut kas apbrinojams. T4 ir kartéja lieta, ko es ne-
spéju izskaidrot. S1 «lietay ir loti svariga manas dzives sastavdala.

Miizika. Vai visas skanas, kas ir mums apkart, varétu nosaukt
par muziku? Noteikti, ka ne, bet no tim var izveidot muziku.
Viss, kas notiek mums apkart, var iedvesmot, pat ja ta ir tikai koka
¢ikstona vai véja radita skana, tam skrienot caur zales stiebriem.
Tai pat nav jabut skanai, visas krasas, ainavas, jatas, notikumus
var attélot muzika. Visu, kas notiek apkart, var ari reali ielikt ma-
zika, un daudzi ta arl dara — ieraksta tas skanas un ieklauj savas
dziesmas vai skandarbos.

Muzika. T4 ir mana dzive. Ta palidz man atbrivoties vai, tie-
$i pretéji, sanemties un savakties. Ta palidz man nomierinaties
un izpaust visas emocijas un visu, kas mani ir sakrajies. Nevaru
iedomaties labaku veidu, ka to visu izlaist ara no galvas. Ir brizi,
kad vienkarsi vajag no visa paréja atslégties, viena no izejam, ko
es saucu par «switching worldsy, ir vienkarsi uzlikt austinas un
ieslégt labu maziku. Kas ir laba muzika? Tas jau ir mazliet sarezgi-
taks jédziens un noteikti atkarigs no garastavokla.

Muzika. DaZreiz svarigi Skiet vardi, daZreiz ritms, daZreiz balss,
daZreiz harmonijas, daZreiz atseviski instrumenti, daZreiz skanas
panorameésanas pozicija (ja klausos caur austinam), daZreiz pati
dziesmas struktira. DaZreiz instrumentals skandarbs spéj pateikt
vairak neka dziesma ar vardiem. Skandarbus katrs var asociét ar
kaut ko citu, bet dziesmam tomeér ir citadaka veértiba. Ir japrot salikt
visu kopa ta, lai vardi papildinatu melodiju un melodija papildinatu
vardus (ar melodiju es domaju visu - balsi, struktdru, ritmu utt.).

Miizika. Ta ir pati briniSkigaka un skaistaka lieta pasaulé.*

* Stastu iedvesmojusi skandarbi «The Silence» (Manchester
Orchestra) un «Muzika» (Miyagi & Andy Panda).
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Eva Orpika, Katrina Putnina, Krista Strode

Majas piebive gumijas pilitém: pasaulé
lielaka kolekcija tepat Ram]énos
(improvizacija ne parak nopietnas skanas)

Turpinot interviju ciklu «Latvijas lepnums: rekordistiy, vélamies
misu lasitajus iepazistinat ar kddu neparastu pari — Ilgmaru un
Mirdzu Sipsiniem no Erglu novada Ramléniem. Ilgmars jau vairakus
gadus kraj gumijas pilites, vin$ pat ir iekluvis 2020. gada oficialaja
Ginesa rekordu gramata, tacu slavu $is paris izpelnijies ar loti at-
Skirigajiem uzskatiem. Janvari platforma Facebook izplatijas vairaki
raksti nevis par Ilgmara iespaidigo kolekciju, bet gan par vina laula-
tas sievas Mirdzas noliedzoSajiem uzskatiem saistiba ar o hobiju.
Mums ir radusies iespéja iepazities ar abiem §i stasta personaziem.

Ar MIRDZU un ILGMARU sarundjas zurnalists Krindulis Kriedonis.
Kas jus iedvesmoja veidot So apjomigo kolekciju?

ILGMARS: Péc miisu pirma bérna dzim$anas es saku iegadaties
dazadas mantinas délam, un viena no tam bija gumijas pilite.
Man loti patika, ka tas izskatas — lielas, mazas, dazadas kra-
sas. Tas raisija prieku, tipéc es turpinaju tas iegadaties. Délam
vel nebija gads, kad jau bijam sakrajusi vairak neka 100 gumi-
jas pilites.

Mirdza, kadas bija jusu pirmas domas, saprotot, ka virs sacis aiz-
rauties ar tik ekstravagantu nodarbi?

MIRDZA: Censos viru vienmer atbalstit, tacu So ir griiti pienemt.
No sakuma neko daudz nedomaju, lidz bridim, kad pamaniju
visur sasléptas pilites. Sakuma Ilgmaram bija kauns atzities,
ka ta ir vina jauna sirdslieta. Tomer tagad majai biis nepiecie-
Sama piebiive, jo pagraba vairs nepietiek vietas piliSu plauk-
tiem. Tas ir loti dargi, nevélos Skirties no miuzZa uzkrajumiem
gumijas piliSu del, tomer virs ir ietiepies un strada papildu
stundas, lai piebtve klutu par realitati.
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Dazadas interneta vietnés cilvéki pauz dzili nosodosu viedokli par
$o situaciju, uzsverot kolekcijas slikto ietekmi saistiba ar klimata
parmainam. Kada ir jiasu abu attieksme pret Siem cilvékiem?

ILGMARS: Nesaskatu mana hobija neko sliktu, manuprat, klimata
nav nekadu parmainu, tas ir tikai kaut kas, ko saka valdiba, lai
ms kontroletu. Mani ipasi neuztrauc, ko citi par mani doma,
pilisu kolekcionésana nevienam nedara pari, tapéc es neredzu
iemeslu, kapéc gan lai cilvékiem butu negativs viedoklis par
manu gumijas pilisu kolekciju.

MIRDZA: Cilveki, kas nosoda tos, kuri censas sasniegt savu sapni,
ir briesmoni. Manam viram nevienam nav jaatskaitas! Pat ja es
pati nepiekritu Ilgmara izvelei, neko arl neparmetu. Vins vis-
maz kaut ko dara un veido Latvijas vésturi. Visiem tiem cilve-
kiem ieteiktu meditaciju vai jogu, loti palidz atslabinaties.

Cik lielus zaudéjumus vai iendkumus jasu dziveé ir radijusi $1 aiz-
rausanas?

MIRDZA: Ja pardotu visas pilites, kas atrodas pagraba, més bitu
nodrosinati vismaz uz trim ménesiem. Nemaz nerunajot par
piebuves izmaksam. Es teiktu, ka viens no zaudéjumiem ir
gimenes saliedétiba, jo dazkart man jaklausas plésanas par to,
kur§ dabis piliti — beérni vai tétis.

ILGMARS: Protams, ir jasamierinas ar daziem izdevumiem, bet
visi esam tikai ieguvéji. Man §is gumijas pilites ir vissvariga-
kas, nezinu, ko es bez tam daritu. Ar to palidzibu esam kluvusi
slaveni.

Uz §is skaistas nots sarunu varétu beigt, bet vél pedéjais jauta-
jums: vai planojat o visu parvéerst biznesa, pieméram, veidojot
izstades vai laujot cilvékiem apskatit So kolekciju, vai tomer atsta-
siet to ka gimenes relikviju?

ILGMARS: Mums bija doma pardot pastkartes ar kolekcijas at-
téliem, bet vél nezinam, vai vélamies to istenot. Manuprat,
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veidot izstades butu parak riskanti, cilveki gribétu visu aiztikt
vai varbiit pat nozagt. Es nejutos Ipasi labi, pat apsverot ko
tadu. Esmu ilgi un dikti domajis, kas notiks ar kolekciju péc
manas naves, un beidzot esmu pienémis So lielo lemumu, ka
es vélos biit apglabats ar manam pilitém! Lai dzivo piles!

MIRDZA: Pardot, protams! Gribu izveidot sejas masku kolekciju,

un man bis nepiecieSami lidzekli. Ta vismaz ir kolekcija ar
vértibu un jégu.

Péc intervijas MIRDZA un ILGMARS paskiras. Izradijas, ka MIR-
DZA bija apprecéjusi ILGMARU tikai skaistas Opel Vivaro au-
tomasinas del. Uz to ILGMARS atcirta, ka bildinajis MIRDZU
tikai tapéc, ka mamma likusi izvakties.
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Katrina Putnipa Atminu vieta

Biblioteka vienmér ir bijusi vieta, kur paslépties no realitates. Sé-
det stirl un iegrimt pilnigi cita pasaulé, atpusties no savas dzives.
Si diena nav atskiriga. Es séZu iecienitakaja bibliotékas stari, pa-
slépta starp daudziem gramatu plauktiem un dazadiem stastiem.
Pat nenovérSoties no manis izvelétas gramatas, ieraugu kaut ko
jaunu. Man prieksa stav durvis, lielas un greznas. Tas ir baltas, ar
izgrebtiem rakstiem un mazu zelta rokturiti. Lénam piecelos un
maziem soliSiem dodos tuvak nezinamajam. Skatoties uz lielajam
durvim, varu tikai iedomaties, kas aiz tam varétu slépties. Ko es at-
radiSu, kad tas beidzot atver§u? Vai tur bas kalni ar gramatam, ku-
ras nekad neesmu redzéjusi? Ievelkot dzilu elpu, es sniedzu roku,
lai atklatu lielo noslépumu, bet durvis netveras. Tas ir aizslégtas!
Neé, man jazina, kas aiz tam slépjas! Nepadodoties paraustu rokturi
vélreiz, bet nekas nenotiek. Méginu klauvét un jautat, vai kads tur
ir, bet bez panakumiem. Vilusies, ka noslepums paliks neatklats,

es atkapjos no durvim un panemu gramatu, kuru lasiju pirms tam.
Nolieku to atpakal plaukta un ar nokartu galvu dodos uz bibliote-
kas izeju. Kad rokas ir kabatas, apstajos, iznemot divaino objektu
no jakas kabatas un redzot, ka ta ir atsléga, kas tur nebija pirms
tam, skrienu atpakal, kur atradu noslépumainas durvis. Atslégu
ielieku slédzené un pagriezu, un durvis ir vala. Beidzot. Bet tas, ko
es redzu, mani parsteidz. TukSums. Kapéc tur neka nav? Es doma-
ju, ka redzesu ko interesantu, bet te neka nav, vien liels, balts tuk-
Sums. Dusmas esmu gatava vert durvis ciet, bet tad viss paradas.
Gara, zala zale un tik skaistas zilas debesis. Nav pat neviena mako-
nia. Sivieta man kaut ko atgadina, bet nesaprotu, ko, lidz neierau-
gu lielu un skaistu govi. Ta ir balta ar melniem plankumiem, un,
tik uz to paskatoties, zinu, ka ta ir mana Gauja. Skatos uz visam
pusém un méginu ieraudzit, bet nekur vinu neredzu. Vectév? Kur
tu esi? Es aizveru acis un ievelku dzilu elpu. Kad atveru acis, es
vinu redzu. Vin$ stav blakus govju baram, un tur esmu arl maza es.
Mani gaiSie mati ka zelta plivurs plivo vé&ja, un es velku vectévu
aiz rokas. Vectévs smejas. Man pietrikst vina smieklu. Asaras tiek
man pa vaigiem ka upes, kas nekad nerimstas. Es smaidu, skatoties
uz vienu no manam milakajam atminam. «Man tevis pietrikst,» es
klusi ¢ukstu. Noslauku asaras un aiztaisu durvis.
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Krista Strode Kapéc dinozauri dzer un dzied?

Kapeéc dinozauri dzer? Un kapéc, kad dzer, tie dzied? Vai ir iespé-
jams dzert un nedziedat?

Amozauriem ir vistrakak. Viniem japarzina neiedomajami liels
repertuars.

Dzerot gimenes loka, tiem jaspéj atsaukt atmina visas vecas
zinges, visa ledus laikmeta $lageraptaujas programma. Un to jaspéj
izdarit ar paris 1éta lietadens Sampanies$a glazém, jo gimenes loka
jau ta nedrikst, ka T-Rexa garaza pirms izmirSanas. Vecopis savu
dargo fosilijpadzérienu jau ir piebeidzis un bez bridinajuma laiz
vala «Ungabunguy. Nevar tacu vecopim vienam Jaut dziedat.

Dzert alas gan ir jautri. Nu, jautri ir visiem, iznemot skaidros
siksparnus, kuriem rit sparni jadzen uz servisu. Dzert ala nozime
beidzot uzlikt savu pleilisti, kura ietilpst visas labako miziklu
dziesmas. Tr1is triceraptosu damas. Nakts vidus. Ala takas mala.
Akmeni vala. Loti Skibs «<RAH RAAH A A AAAH!»

Vislabakais muzikalais baudijums novérojams lielajos tusos,
kur kads ir noiréjis nomalu dZunglu plavu, vakara gaita ierodas
vismaz 60 dinozauri un tiek pieprasita ieejas maksa. Sidos pa-
sakumos iereibusos, dziedoSos dinozaurus var saukt par krievu
ruleti. Nav iespéjams paredzet, ko kur$ kur dziedas. Barins, kas
stampa blakus didZzejam, dzied lidzi jaunakajiem akmens laikmeta
hitiem. Barins, kas séZ noteikti ne desmit metrus no ieejas, puku
elpas dimu mutuli dzied par savam lauztajam sirdim. Barins pie-
klajiga paskata sirozaurenu tualeté dzied kaut ko nesaprotamu,
bet péc kustibam noprotams, ka dziesma ir cenzéta, to nedrikst
klausities mazie tiranozauri. Un vienmeér ir kads, kurs vairs nav
spéjigs salikt ricienus sakariga teikuma, tacu izlemj skaitit repu,
lai gan visi apkartéjie vinam ladz to nedarit.

Si zinatniska darba secinajums ir tads, ka dinozauri nespéj
dzert un nedziedat.
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Paula Denisa Treublute Istaba

Acu prieksa paveras neliela, omuliga istaba, kura dzirdami klusi ka-
mina dzirkstelu sprakski. Gaisa jutama patikama koksnes smarza,
taCu meébeles parklaj bieza peléki blavu putek]u karta. Tie redzami
ari gaisa, plivojot nelielas vérpetés ap kamina liesmas apspidéto di-
vanu. Viss liecina, ka istaba vairs nav apdzivota, tacu kapéc spraksk
kamins? Uz neliela sarkankoka galdina stav pavisam veca, nobru-
Zata gramata. Smagais adas vaks ir vietim nodilis un redzami siki
skrapejumi. Kur ir cilveku balsis un rokas, kas parskirsta sadzelté-
jusas gramatas lappuses? Vai tieSam $eit neviena nav?

Uzmanigi panemu rokas gramatu un redzu, ka ta lasita bie-

Zi — vietam kads ar zimuli ko pasvitrojis, citviet — kafija atstajusi
dzeltenigi briunu traipu. DaZas lapas ir atlocitas, tau vietam re-
dzams, ka melnie burti jau pavisam izbaléjusi. NotrauSu puteklu
kartu no siinu zala samta auduma, kas parklaj divanu. Uz mirkli
tie atkal uzvirmo gaisa, ta¢u péc briZa vairs nav manami. Lauju
gramatas smagumam noslidét klépi un pamanu, ka ta atskiras
kada lapa, kuru ieprieks nebiju pamanijusi — redzama tikai neliela
pasdarinata gramatzime, kas iz$tita ar siku ornamentu.

Telpa mainas. Koksnes smarza klast arvien mazak jitama, to
aizstajot saldam ziedu aromatam, tac¢u kamina sprakSkus nomai-
na viegla, maiga véja Salkona. Zem kajam jutama lekna zale, kas
sajaucas ar spirdzino$o, saldo smarzu. Ainava raksturiga vélai va-
saras pecpusdienai, kura nav riipju un dzive Skiet tik piepildita, ka
rodas velme satvert mirkli un vairs nekad nelaist vala.

Manas pardomas partrauc svesa meitene, liekot satrikties no
negaidita paveérsiena. Vinas gaiSie mati ir sapiti bieza, gara bize,
tacu acu krasa atgadina rudzupuku zilumu, kura redzami dzin-
tarkrasas lasumini.

— Kur tu tik ilgi? — vina satver mani aiz rokas un ved nelielas
lauku majas virziena.

Ap maju rotajas glitas puku dobes, tacu kirSa paéna redzams
liels galds, kas parklats ar sniegbaltu galdautu. Izskatas, ka tur
dzivo kupla gimene vai notiek gatavosanas svinibam, jo viss skiet
nevainojams. Kaut kur taluma $alc mezs, tac¢u netalu diZojas labi-
bas lauks, kura tik tikko manami vilnojas kviesi, atgadinot zeltai-
nu juru.
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— Jus nakat ka sauktas, — atviegloti nopusas neliela auguma
sieviete, kura Cakli rosas gar galdu, nesdama traukus un virtuves
piederumus, — palidziet, lidzu, ar par€jo, driz jau visi biis atbrau-
kusi, tacu mes vél kavéjamies.

Sieviete iespiez katrai no mums rokas pa paplatei, tacu pati
nozud virtuves dzilés, aicinadama sekot.

— Iesim nu, citadi vél saks dusmoties, laika tik tieSam atlicis
pavisam maz, — atrauc garmataina meitene, likodamas uz pagal-
mu.

— Kas atbrauks? — joprojam neizpratneé jautaju, nespédama
atSkirt realitati no fantazijas. Kas Seit notiek un kur es esmu? Ka-
péc Sie cilveki mani pazist?

— Kas tev Sodien lécies? Vai saules duriens? — vina labsirdigi
pasmejas.

— Sodien tacu ir Ligo svétki. Nevajadzéja tik ilgi zvilnét sau-
1é, — vina norapéjusies palitkojas uz mani, tacu cenSos izlikties,
ka viss ir kartiba, un sekoju sievietei uz virtuvi.

Péc mirkla, kad galds ir bagatigi rotats ar édieniem, pagalma
dzirdama cilvéku ieraSanas un jautras balsis. Gaisa valda patikama
svétku atmosféera, tacu saule laizas arvien zemak, debesim iekra-
sojoties siltos tonos. Es séZu pie galda un ieklausos stastos, kas
pariet no mutes mute, lidz viena mirkli saplistu gan ar $o vietu,
gan cilvekiem. Viss Skiet tik pazistams un normals, ka vairs nemaz
neatgadina iztéles augli. Katra cilvéka saskatu senu draugu, tacu
$1 maja — ta pavisam noteikti ir vieta, kura dzivoju. Péc mirkla
pieskrien liels draudziga paskata suns, kas nekavéjoties pieglauzas
pie kajaim. Uzmanigi ieskatos ta briinajas acis un zinu, ka pavisam
noteikti So skatienu jau ieprieks esmu kaut kur redzéjusi.

Mirkli, kad notiekoSais ir mani pilniba aptveéris un saprotu, ka
esmu dala no t3, jutu izplénam vasaras smarzu. To vairs neizdodas
satvert, ar katru mirkli ta zad. Atkal ir jutama koksne un klusie
kamina sprakski, kas jau paspéjusi pilniba izzust no atminas. Ro-
kas gul smaga gramata, un zalais samts knudina plecus. Istaba.
Neliela un omuliga, ta¢u piepildita ar ilgam péc netveramiem
mirkliem.
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