Sergejs Timofejevs

Uz mana muzikas atskanotaja
griezas disks, ta vacins nolikts
blakus. Projektu sauc Water, bet
pasu muzikas albumu — About
Here. Diska vacinu rota fotografija,
uz kuras redzami tris manekeni —
sievietes ar isi grieztam frizGram.
Manekeni ir térpti tumsas blazeés ar
lielam, plati atdocitam apkaklém.
So miuziku ir ierakstijis Artis
Briedis — divdesmit piecus gadus
jauns cilvéks, kurs diena
nodarbojas ar biznesu kada no
lielajam kompanijam, bet vakaros
ar savu datoru dodas melodiskos
ambientos celojumos. Vina dators
atrodas viena no trim istabam kada
plasa dzivokli Blaumana iela, kura
kadreiz dzivoju ari es. Tas ir
pédéja — sesta stava dzivoklis veca
nama, kas uzcelts devinpadsmita
gadsimta sakuma. Artis saka, ka
savu pirmo minialbumu esot
uzrakstijis viena elpas vilciena,
uzreiz péc tam, kad ievacies saja
dzivokli ar augstiem griestiem,
balkonu, paris veciem klubkrésliem
— tik dziliem un értiem ka
slinkuma ostas.

Riga ir veca pilséta un vairaku
gadsimtu gaita — ari saméra pro-
vinciala. Ta ka pasaulé nevienu
ipasi neintereséja, kas seit notiek,
tad pilséta ta ari ne reizi nav tikusi
pa istam izpétita vai aprakstita.
Vara Seit biezi pariet no vienas
valdibas citai, tornos mainas
karogi, gandriz katra valdiba ir
mainijusi dazu galveno ielu un
laukumu nosaukumus, iecélusi
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savu pilsétas galvu, un ar to ari
parasti viss beidzies. Pilséta it ka
dzivo pati par sevi, reizém ta man
pat ir atgadinajusi mému mazuli,
kur§ péc tam, pieaudzis un
parvérties méma filosofa, ar saviem
iemitniekiem sarunajas tikai zestu
valoda. Un vienigi retais pieveérs
uzmanibu Sim zimém un ne
vienmeér savos iespaidos dalas ar
citiem.

Tapéc, pastaigajoties pa Rigas
ielam, nerodas gandriz nekadas
automatiskas literaras vai
gleznieciskas asociacijas ar
autoriem, kas kaut ko butu
veltijusi sai pilsétai. Seit valda
asociativs svaigums, tads, kads nav
raksturigs nevienai citai Eiropas
pilsétai. Tacu pati dzive, busana,
kas ilgst garas Hours, Days and
Years (ta nosaukta viena no kom-
pozicijam Arta albuma), ir uzkrajusi
noteiktu pieredzi, radot véstures
palimpsestu, kas sava daudzslanai-
niba varbut pat ir paraks par
Pragas vai Vines palimpsestu.
Vienkarsi seit neviens vél nav
centies vienus stastus nodalit no
citiem, slani pa slanim izsekojot
visiem sizeta liklociem. Seit tas atri
tick aizmirsts, jo pilsétai nemaz
nav tik daudz visparzinamu
legendu. Tomér ir legendas
apliecinosas zimes, kas bagatigi
“izrakstitas” pa visu pilsétu.

Jau aprakstitaja Blaumana ielas
nama, vienreiz nokluvis béninos
(plasos un tuksos, kur pat vietgjie
iemitnieki balozi bija saspiedusies
tumsa pazobelé), es pamaniju
kadas durvis, uz kuram bija
rakstits: “Seit savas dienas vadija
sesi cilveku nesaprasti sapnotaji.”

Uzraksts acimredzami attiecas uz
sesdesmitajiem gadiem. Kad es
pirms vairakiem gadiem tikko biju
parvacies uz $o dzivokli, uz finiera
skapjaugsas atradu gramatu saini.
Pirma no tam saucas “Ka patiesiba
ir iekartota pasaule un tas iemitnie-
ki". Taja pasa vakara ieradas
dzivokla saimnieks, lai panemtu
dazas no savam mantam, to skaita
ari gramatu saini. Tas man atgadi-
naja kadu senu pastaigu pa
Lielajiem kapiem, kas tagad jau
parvérsti tada ka parka. Toreiz,
padomju laikos, tur pamesta un
nogurusi stavéja veca luteranu baz-
nica. Tas jumts jau pa pusei bija
iebrucis, bet dazas sijas vél turéjas.
Zem tam es izbrinits ieraudziju
lielu — pusotra metra diametra —
azaru metala lodi, kas bija
novietota uz neliela postamenta.
Skiet, ka azaras linijas atkartoja
pasaules kontinentu siluetus. Es
tomér neuzdrikstéjos iet tuvak zem
nestabilajam sijam, bet jau péc
paris dienam, kad tur atgriezos,
lode bija pazudusi.

Es domaju, ka katram kaut cik
uzmanigam Rigas iedzivotajam ir
lidzigi stasti — pédas, kas palikusas
péc pastaigam pa 30 pilsétu un tas
briniskigo, vél ne gluzi “izlaizito
un pilniba restauréto centru, ar
koka éku priekspilsétam, kas pariet
betona bloku daudzstavu
dzivojamos rajonos. Saja pilséta
patiesam kaut kas virmo gaisa.
Laujoties romantismam, varétu to
pat nodévét par poétisku pasaules
izpratni, kas vienmeér izslid
nenotverta. Tacu zimes par (as
klatbutni més savas pastaigas
nojausam visai biezi. Si zimes ir ki



pusdienlaika krasno sapnu frag-

menti karsta vasaras pécpusdiena.

Ta reizém gul skaistules, lai

saglabatu jaunavigu seju. Un

Beauty Sleep — ta ir vél viena

kompozicija no albuma

About Here. Sapnis, kas rada

nevis briesmonus, bet nojausmu —

nojausmu par engeliem...

A disc is spinning on my player,
the cover is placed beside it. The
project is called "Water”, but the
album itself - "About Here". The
cover has a photograph in which
we can see three mannequins -
women with hair cut short. The
mannequins are dressed in blue
blouses with large, wide turned
over collars. This music was
recorded by Artis Briedis, a
twenty five year-old who works
in business by day in one of the
large companies, but in the
evenings with his computer, he
goes off on melodic ambient
journeys. His computer is in one
of the three rooms of a spacious
apartment in Blaumana Street,
where | too once lived. The
apartment is on the sixth, the
top floor of an old building that
was built at the beginning of the
19th century. Artis says he wrote
his first mini-album at one
sitting, immediately after he
moved into this apartment

with its high ceilings, balcony
and a couple of armchairs, as
deep and comfortable as
harbours of laziness.
Riga is an old city, and over the
Course of several centuries, also
quite provincial. Because no one
In the world was especially
Interested in what was going on
here, the city has never been
really examined or described.
Power here frequently shifts

from one government to
another, flags on the towers
change, almost every
government has changed the
names of some of the main
streets and squares, appointed
its own mayor and with that it
was generally all over. It is as if
the city lives an autonomous
life;: sometimes it has even
reminded me of a dumb baby,
who has later grown up and
transformed into a dumb
philosopher, speaking only in
the language of gestures with
its residents. And only on the
rare occasion does anyone pay
attention to these signs and
they don’t always share their
impressions with others.

That is why, when walking the
streets of Riga, one hardly ever
feels any automatic literary or
painterly associations with the
authors that have dedicated
something to this city. Here,
associative freshness rules, one
that is uncharacteristic of any
other European city. Yet life
itself, being, that lasts for long
“Hours, Days and Years"” (one of
Artis' compositions on the
album) has accumulated certain
experience, creating a certain
palimpsest of history that, by its
multi-layered nature, may even
be superior to the palimpsests of
Prague or Vienna. It's simply that
here, no one has yet made the

effort to separate the stories,
layer by layer and following the
twists and turns in each story.
Here, these are quickly forgotten
because the city doesn’t even
have that many generally known
legends. However, there are
telltale signs of legend, “richly”
written throughout the city.
Once, in the Blaumana Street
building already described, |
happened to be in the attic (large
and empty, where even the local
residents, the pigeons, were
squeezed into one of the dark
eaves) when | noticed a door on
which was written, “"Here, six
dreamers, misunderstood by the
world, spent their days.” The
writing apparently came from
the sixties. When, several years
ago, | had just moved into this
apartment, | found a parcel of
books on top of a plywood
wardrobe. The first was called
“"How the world and its
inhabitants are really ordered”.
That same evening the owner of
the apartment arrived to pick up
some of his things, including the
parcel of books. This reminded
me of a walk a long time ago in
the Great Cemetery that has
now changed into a kind of park.
Then, back in Soviet times, there
stood an abandoned and tired
old Lutheran church. Its roof had
half caved in but the rafters were
still holding. Underneath | was

amazed to see a large, open
work metal sphere, some one
and a half metres in diameter,
which had been placed on a small
plinth. The lines of the open
work seemed to remind me of
the silhouettes of the world’s
continents. The rafters being
nevertheless unstable, | didn't
dare go nearer but when |
returned a couple of days later,
the sphere had already vanished.
| think that every Riga inhabitant
who is the least bit aware has
similar stories - footprints that
have remained after walking in
this city with its marvellous and
still not quite licked out and
restored centre, its suburbs of
wooden buildings that transform
into high-rise concrete block
residential housing areas. In this
city there really is something in
the air. Succumbing to
romanticism, one could even call
it an ever-elusive poetic
understanding of the world. Yet
on our walks, we sense the signs
of its presence quite often. These
signs are like the fragments of
brilliant lunchtime dreams on a
hot summer’'s day. Beautiful
women sometimes sleep like that
to keep their complexions young.
“Beauty Sleep” is another
composition from the album
“About Here". A dream that
creates not monsters but the
sense of — the sense of angels...




