Janis Taurens

Sapnos es redzu Rigu. Tas ir atse-
viskas vietas — Daugavas krastmala,
Andrejosta, centra un Vecrigas
kvartali, kuru tuvuma esmu dzivojis,
izlocitais 8. trolejbusa marsruts
tuvéja Pardaugava, pa kuru daudz-
kart esmu braucis ar riteni, cels, kas
ved ara no pilsétas gar nocietina-
jumu bastioniem un upi uz maniem
laukiem Koknesé... Katru reizi es
zinu, kur atrodos, pazistu noteiktas
pilsétas vietas, lai ari tas izskatas
pavisam savadakas, pat bez
jebkadas lidzibas ar nomoda, ejot
cauri pilsétai, redzamo Rigu. Tagad
atmina palikusi tikai aptuveni
vizuali téli — adi ka dzeltenigi vai
okerigi toni, izstiepti un Sauri
kvartali viena no sapniem —, kuri
aprakstot pazad aiz vardiem. Vardi
nespéj pilniba tvert nenoteiktos
telus, tomér paspej aizstat tos ar
savam nozimem.

Katru reizi es zinu, kas ta ir par
pilsétas vietu. Dzelzcela tilts, kas
nav domats vilcieniem, — nezinu,
vai maz sapni uz ta atrodas sliedes.
Ejot pa to, noklastu uz mazam,
iegarenam un meldriem apaugusam
salinam, pat peldu — tads ir Sis tilts.
Sapnos es eju tikai ar kajam (un
peldu). Sapnos Riga ir kajamgajéju
un upes pilséta. Vel taja ir kugi, ar
kuriem dodos lejup uz Daugavas
ieteku, Bullupi, un si pilsétas dala
ir ka no putna lidojuma redzama
telpiska karte, kura izdalas atsevis-
kas sapna norisém svarigas vietas,
Sapnos es kaut kur dodos, kaut ko
mekléju. Mani nepamet tada ka

apmulsuma sajuta, jo cela sastaptais,

ka klejojot pa kadu nepazistamu
pilsétu, nav ieprieks paredzams, un
tomér es zinu, ka ta ir Riga, un
zinu, kur katru reizi nonaku.
Tagad, sakot rakstit, atmina nak citi
sapni, un saprotu, ka Riga tajas

nedaudzajas vietas, kuras sapni
redzu, ir daudz bagataka, daudzvei-
digaka par nomoda pilsétu. Tomér
katru no sapniem es atceros visu
uzreiz un nepaspéju to aprakstit.
Redzétajam ir ari sava noturiba, es
it ka apzinos, ka sapnoju un reizé
to, ka iepriekséja sapni §i vieta ir
bijusi tada pati. Vai drizak t@a ir
sajuta, ka esmu Seit jau bijis un
pazistu ne tikai noteiktu vietu, bet
ari to, ka ta ir saglabajusi sev pie-
MItosas iezimes Nno sapna uz sapni,
Sapnos vairs nevar atgriezties — un
tie nav nekas vairak ka mans stasts
Seit un tagad. Un var jau kads teikt,
ka tie ir tikai sapni, ka tajos redza-
ma pilséta ir fragmentara, nepa-
klaujas geometriskiem un karto-
grafiskiem principiem — uz kartes ta
atgadinatu nenoteikta virziena
peldosas mainigas konfiguracijas
salas — un apéc ir nepilniga
salidzinajuma ar “realo” Rigu, (Pat
tas noteiktu dalu zinama atpazista-
miba tacu ir tikai neverificéjams
apgalvojums par kadu sapna izjutu,
mana stasta elements.) Tacu Si
skietami redla nomoda pilséta ari ir
stasti. Ta ir stasts par to, ka militaro
macibu partraukuma — arhitektaras
studentiem padomiju laikos bija
jaklast par artiléristiem, artiléristiem
gan tikai “uz papira”, — tuveéja Kip-
salas veikalina uz Balasta dambija
meés trijata pusdienam pirkam divas
pudeles léta vina un kukuli baltmai-
zes, lai péc tam pédéja sola nogu-
létu vél atlikusos savinu “perelotu”
un “nedolotu” aprékinus. Tas ir tas
pats Balasta dambis kada cita stasta,
lai ari pazistama veikalina durvim
sen jau prieksa dzelzs stienis... Un
kapéc gan neieklaut saja stastu rin-
da savus sapnu stastus? (Seit uzrak-
stitais varétu ari saukties — “Pilsét-
buvnieciskas piezimes par Rigu™.)

| see Riga in dreams. They are
different places - the banks of
the Daugava, Andrejosta, the
quarters in the centre and Old
Riga where | have lived
nearby, the winding route of
the No. 8 trolleybus in near
Pardaugava where | have
often cycled, the road that
leads out of the city along the
fortifications and the river to
my country home in
Koknese... Every time | know
where | am; | recognise
specific places in the city
although they look completely
different, without even a
semblance to the Riga | see
while walking through the city
when awake. Only vague
visual images remain in my
memory now - kind of
yellowish or ochre tones,
elongated and narrow
Quarters in one of my dreams
that disappear when I try to
describe them in words.
Although words cannot fully
Capture indistinct images, they
do manage to replace them
with their meanings.

Every time | know what part

of the city it is. A railway
bridge that is not meant for
trains - | doubt if in my dream
it has rails. Walking along it, |
come to small long islands
overgrown with reeds; | even
swim, such is this bridge. In
dreams | only walk (and
swim). In dreams, Riga is a city
of pedestrians and the river.
There are also boats on which
| go downstream to Bullupe, a
tributary of the Daugava, and
this part of the city is like a
spatial map seen as if from a
bird’'s eye view, where the
places necessary for the course
of the dream stand out.

In dreams | am going
somewhere, looking for
something. | am constantly
accompanied by a kind of
feeling of confusion because
what | encounter along the
way, like wandering through
some unfamiliar city, is not
predictable. And yet | know it
is Riga and | know where |
come to on every occasion.
Now, as | begin to write, other
dreams come to mind. |
understand that the Riga | see

in the few places in my dreams
is much wealthier and more
diverse than the city of my
waking hours. However, |
remember every one of my
dreams all at once and | am
unable to describe it. What |
have seen also endures. It is as
if | am aware that | am
dreaming and at the same
time that I've been here
before and recognise not only
the specific place, but also that
it has retained its
characteristic features from
dream to dream.

It is not possible to return to
dreams - and they are nothing
more than my story, here and
now. And of course, one might
say that they are only dreams;
that the city seen in them is
fragmentary, that it does not
submit to geometric or
cartographic principles; on a
map it would remind you of
an island of changing
configuration, floating in a
non-specific direction and
therefore incomplete when
compared to the “real” Riga.
(Even the certain

recognisability of the definite
part of the island is, after all,
only an unverifiable claim
about the sense of some
dream, an element of my
story.) However, this
apparently real city of the
conscious is also a story. Itis a
story about how, during a
break in military training -
students of architecture in
Soviet times had to become
artillerymen, albeit only on
paper - three of us went to
the nearby shop in Kipsala on
the Balasta dam to buy two
bottles of cheap wine and a
loaf of bread for lunch.
Afterwards we would sit at
the back of the class and sleep
through the remaining
trajectory calculations. The
same Balasta dam appears in
some other story, although
the door of the well-known
shop has long since been
barred... And why shouldn’t |
include my dream stories in
this row of stories? (What is
written here could also be
called “town planning notes
on Riga".)




