Solvita Krese

PAR ZAIGU UN BRINUMIEM

Zaigai ir vairakas sejas. DaZas no tam es zinu, pazistu, nojausu, kaut ari vinas darbos jau viss
ari ta vienkopus kartojas, sadrizméjas un parklajas ka mozaikas gabalini - bailes, $aubas,
grutums un laimigo sajutu pieskarieni. Zaiga arda savas skaistakas kleitas un 3uj atkal kopa.
Gleznas, kolazas, Klini abatijas gobeléni, Svittera jocibas, Rausenberga gultas... Zaigas
véstules, kas nelien pastnieka soma. Vina lauzas ieksa télu sistémas telpa, kuras elementi vairs
nepaklaujas tikai materiala diktétai nosacitibai. Clskas pamet savas vecas adas. Cilvéki
reizém ari. Zaiga no sav€jam, aizmirstam un vélreiz parcilatam, izveido savas pieredzes,
atminu un pardomu nospiedumus. Tas palidz sakt visu atkal no sikuma.

Tad vina runa un stasta par kleitam, bet rokas, slidot pa auduma gleznam, aizel3as parvarot
trauslo audumu izmainas. Kolazas papildina neveikla, pazemiga diiriena iz3ati teksti. "Tu esi
puke, es esmu puke, més esam pukes, ir laiks milét, vai man ir laiks milét", ta ir Zaigas mantra,
kas izbirst uz raibajam kleitam. Cita pasaules stdri jauna ungaru maksliniece Emese Benczur
iz3uj nebeidzamus tekstu atkartojumus “es atkal Sodien neaizgaju lidz jirai”, ta vina vésta
nogurusiem pludmales krésliem. Vai ari "dienu péc dienas”, vai ari “it ka es dzivotu tistos
gadus” un ta neskaitamas reizes, lai apmanitu laiku, sevi, paréjos. Zaiga raksta, lai noticétu
pati un liktu noticét citiem.

Darbosanas ar materialu, varbat tie ir pirksti, kas izdoma darbus, vérpjot metaliskas piltuves
un spirales. Ja, materiéls ir svarigs |oti. Tas ari pasaka priek3a darbu formu. Kaut gan tas
darbosanas micélijs, no kura izaug arvien jaunas mutacijas, slépjas Zaigas samudzinitaja
domasanas telpa. Tad, kad vina tur maldas - stipra, tad apmulsusi un bikla meklé lielo lietu
vardus, bet, kad atrod, baidas tos nosaukt skali. Tie atskan auduma ¢aukstonas ¢ukstos un
pavid metala piltuvju taja puse.

Zaigai ir sava stabila vieta Latvijas makslas hierarhija. 1995. gada Lodzas 8. tekstilmakslas
triennalé sanemta galvena balva rada pietieckamu smaguma centru ne tikai pasas
makslinieces paSapzina vien. Zaiga gadu vélak kada intervija pazino, ka "Nosaukumi ir
vajadzigi tikai €rtibas dé|, jo maksla més mekléjam ne jau to redzamo, bet gan apslépto -
idejas, domas, emocijas, starojumus, vilnojumus un noteikti vél kaut ko, kam nav pat varda."
Lodza izstaditajam darbam ir nosaukums - “Pareja" . Ta varétu saukt ari visus Zaigas darbus,
parejas no vienas sajltas pie otras, no viena pieredzes perioda pie otra, no viena materiala



pie nakama, cenSoties attalinaties no mémas dekorativitates un tuvoties sajutu apskaidrotai
formai. Zaigu nevilina ari tira prata pérliSu spéles. Vinas darbi ir personiski, intimi véstijumi,
kuros skatitajas var meklét savu izjutu vibraciju atbalsis. Tada savrupa maksliniece. Divi soli
uz priekSu un viens atpakal. Ta ka Penelope, pa nakti izarda to, ko pa dienu sastradajusi, jo
varbat kadu dienu Odiseja kugi tomér atgriezisies. Kapéc cilvéki nebeidz sapnot, kad liekas,
ka vini ir jau pavisam pieaugusi? Pasaules var saplist sikas lauskas pret to domigo gritumu.
Cik ilgi jaskatas uz saules celu Daugava no darbnicas lield loga, lai putni pasi naktu un éstu
maizes kripatas no plaukstas? Var ticét un neticét brinumiem, pasaule jau ir pilna ar tiem.
Zaiga izvélas noticét un savas brinumu alkas izstastit valoda, kura vina jutas vislabak - radot
un veidojot savus darbus. Audumu gabalini kartojas ipasos rakstos un atklaj pasaules
lidzsvara noteikumus. Augstiecigas piltuves, ka mirdzo3i saules pinumi glaba un notur labas
domas. Milzigie metala auskari, kurus maksliniece darina projekta "Opera” izstadei, izliecas
ka divi gliemeZvaki, ka divas piltuves - katra uz savu pusi. Vai pieliekot ausi pie vienas no tam
var dzirdet apkart€jas vibracijas, un ieklausoties otra uzklausit iek$éjo kustibu ritmu?
Projekta "Ventspils Tranzits Terminals” ietvaros Zaiga izdala makslas agitvilciena pasazieriem
biletes viena virziena, biletes turp. Uz mazajiem planajiem papirisSiem vilciena pasazieri var
izlasit latvieSu dzejas patriarha Raina dzejoliti, kuru vins radijis 19 gadu vecuma. Dazas
rindinas koncentrétas jauna cilvéka alkas, sapni, ticiba. Zaiga it ka parakstoties zem iem
vardiem, piedava biletes vilciena pasazieriem, aicinot, bridinot, uzmundrinot.

Zaiga véro un péta lietu izcelsmi, brinoties par to potencialu, kas slépjas plimes kaulina, par
to speku un auglibas noslépumu, ko nes zemé digstosas séklas. Lai varétu brinumiem
pieskarties, vina tos materializé savos darbos, auZot un pinot pavedienus. Un katram, kurs$
grib piedalities brinumu vérosana, pasam jaatsketina mikla un atminéjums.
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ON ZAIGA AND MIRACLES

Zaiga has many faces. Some of them | know, recognise, sense... even though in her works
everything - fear, doubt, hardship and glimpses of happiness - arranges itself, overlaps and
crowds together like the pieces of a mosaic. Zaiga unstitches her finest dresses and sews
them back together again. Paintings, collages, the Cluny Abbey tapestries, Schwitters' jokes,
Rauschenberg's beds... Zaiga's letters that don't make it to the postman's sack. She breaks
into the space of a system of images whose elements are no longer subject to the conditions
imposed by the material. Snakes shed their old skins. People do too sometimes. From her own
forgotten and then rediscovered skins, Zaiga creates impressions of her experiences,
memories and thoughts. This helps to begin everything all over again.

Then she talks and tells me about her dresses. Hands gliding over the cloth of the painting,
she catches her breath as she senses the changes in the fragile material. Collages are
supplemented by embroidered texts with an awkward, humble stitch. "You are a flower, | am
a flower, we are flowers, it's time to love, have | got time to love..." This is Zaiga's mantra
spilling over onto the motley dresses. In another corner of the world, the young Hungarian
artist Emese Benczur sews infinite repetitions of text. “Today | didn't go to the sea again”;
she tells the tired deckchairs. Or perhaps, "day after day” or "as if I'll live for a thousand
years” and so on, to deceive time, herself and others. Zaiga writes to convince herself and to
make others believe. Working with material ... perhaps the fingers determine the work as
they weave their metallic horns and spirals. Yes, the material is very important. It also
dictates the form of the work. However the mycelium of the work in progress constantly
spawns new mutations and hides in the tangled space of Zaiga's thinking. Then she wanders
through this space, sometimes confident then confused and coy as she looks for the names
of big things. But when she finds them she is afraid to say them out loud. They are echoed
in the whispers of the rustling cloth and are briefly glimpsed in the metallic horns, on the
far side.

Zaiga has her stable position in the hierarchy of Latvian art. The Grand Prix from the Lodz
8th International Textile Triennale in 1995 is a weighty enough matter and not just in terms
of Zaiga's self awareness. In an interview a year later, Zaiga announced that “names are only
there for the sake of convenience because in art, we are not looking for the visible but for



the hidden - ideas, thoughts, emotions, radiation, waves and certainly for other things too
that don't even have a name." The work shown in Lodz was called “Transition" and you could
give all Zaiga's work this same name; transitions from one feeling to the next, from one
period of experience to another, from one material to the next, all the time endeavouring
to distance herself from dumb decorativeness and to draw nearer to an enlightened form of
sensation. And neither is she tempted by mind games. Her works are personal, intimate
messages where the spectator can search for the echoes of the vibrations of his or her own
feelings. A kind of self-contained artist. Two steps forward and one back. Just like Penelope,
at night she unravels her day's work because Odysseus may yet return. Why do people still
dream when it would seem they were quite grown up? Worlds may shatter into tiny
fragments. How long do you follow the path of the sun along the river Daugava from the
large window of your studio before the birds come of their own accord to feed from your
hand? You can believe or not believe in miracles, the world is full of them.

Zaiga chooses to believe and to relate her yearning for miracles in the language she is most
comfortable with-- generating and creating her works. The pieces of material arrange
themselves into special signs to reveal the rules for world equilibrium. Horns reach up and
like sparkling threads of sunlight, they keep and protect only good thoughts. The giant metal
earrings she fashioned for the "Opera” project exhibition wind like two snail shells, two
horns, each on its own side. If you put your ear to one of them, can you hear the surrounding
vibrations and in the other, can you pick up the rhythm of the movement within?

For the “Ventspils Transit Terminal” project, Zaiga hands out tickets to the agit-prop train
passengers — one way only, outbound. On the flimsy pieces of paper the passengers can read
a poem by the patriarch of Latvian poetry Rainis, written when he was aged 19. Here we see
concentrated in a few short lines, all of youth's dreams, longings and faith. As if subscribing
to these ideas, Zaiga offers the passengers tickets, inviting them, warning them, heartening
them.

Zaiga observes and investigates the origin of things; she marvels at the potential hidden in
a plum stone, the power and secret of fertility held by germinating seeds. To enable us to
touch these miracles, she materialises them in her works, weaving and braiding threads. And
anyone wishing to join the observation of a miracle will have to unravel and solve the riddle.
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