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“Es pasutiju ve€l vienu vinu. Lietus
mana sirdi un $aja svesaja pilséta...
Nemanot piezadzies lietus makonis
steidzas atbrivoties no savas verti-
gas nastas. Ara viss balts — tdens
nevis pil, tek vai list, bet gazas ka
no atgriezta milzu krana. Garam
aizbrauc tramvajs ka dzelzs kaste.
Nogurums, ko si pilséta atklaj ar
katru asfalta centimetru. Nekad vél
nebiju redzéjis vienkopus tik daudz
neglitu un slikti gérbtu cilvéku.
Sodien mans atklajums ir samieri-
nasanas. Man bija japamet saulai-
na, skaista pilséta un saulaina,
skaista sieviete taja, lai niktu $aja
neglitaja, aukstaja un lietainaja cau-
ruma. Dievu asinis dara brinumus.
Manam klusajam ciesanam fona
skan trauku skinda un jautriba
svesa valoda. Radio spéle senti-
mentilu melodiju, barmenis sapro-
tosi pagriez to klusak. Pasmaidi.
Dievu asinis dara dzivi skaistu.
Lietus aiz loga joprojam list. Debe-
sis péc tam vairs nebis udens. Bet
debesis sikas no zales stiebriem.
Atgriezties es nedrikstu, es sev to
esmu solijis. Sarkans, sarkans vins.
Vai tikai sovakar nevajadzétu
mazliet paraudat? Tad nu gan butu
krietni par daudz tdens. Turklat
isti viriesi neraud nekad.”

Tas bija Alberta Austruma stastins
no “Celojumu piezimju” sérijas,
kurs pavisam nejausi atskiras atkal
un atkal ka parmetums vai ka
uzstajigs ielagums. Adelaide garlai-
koti skirstija “Rigas Dzivi”, kas bija
tads ka pilsétas termometrs — tur
vienmér tika publicétas aktualakas
pilsétas legendas, intervijas ar
skandalozakajam personam un

vissmagakas filosofiskas pardomas
par dzives jégu, turklat ar zem-
tekstu, ka pasiem “Rigas Dzives”
autoriem ta jau nu sen ir skaidra.
Adelaide parasti sika no beigam -
uz zurnala pédéja vaka bija
publicéta makaronu reklama ar
virsrakstu "lzzina makaronu édienu
labas slavas atgusanai". Talak
teksts véstija: "Veselibas
aizsardzibas ministrija bridina:
makaronu lietosanai uztura ir
pozitiva ietekme! Zinatniski
pieradits un parbaudits fakts:
makaronu édieni uzlabo passajutu.
Tie sastav galvenokart no
oglhidratiem, kas nomierina
nervus. Tadél makaronu édieni ir
ideali, ja tevi mac depresivs
noskanojums vai bezmiegs.
Makaroni paaugstina serotonina
limeni asinis, bét serotonins
smadzenu nervu sunas izdala
labsajutas signalus.” Pasa apaksa
logo un lieli, krasaini burti:
"Makaroni “Tris brali” — panem
papildporciju ikreiz, kad tev ir
depresija!" Talak “Rigas Dzivé” —
fotoreportaza par ubagu ikdienu
Rigas ielas, intervija ar kadu
neveiksmigu kalnos kapéju, kurs
nosaldéjis rokas un kajas, bet
joprojam spitigi mégina uzrapties
Dzomolungma pavisam viens pats,
kaut ari tas jau ir izdarits pirms
vina, vél vairaki gari raksti bez
ilustracijam, no kuru virsrakstiem
Adelaidei nebija isti skaidrs, par
ko tie varétu buat, un ari nemaz
nekarojas to uzzinat.

Lappuse, kur parasti tika publice-
tas politiskas anekdotes vai mirusu
un skandalozu personu dienasgra-
matu fragmenti, soreiz bija veltita
jaunajam rakstniecibas talantam.
“lepazistieties — Alberts Austrums
nak no rietumiem!” aicinaja virs-

raksts. Mazaja, tumsaja fotografija
Alberts izskatijas péc kada noslé-
pumaina viduslaiku muka no
musdienu Holivudas filmam, bet
skatiens bija dzivs, laipns un pie-
klajigs — tiesi tads, kadu Adelaide
atceréjas Alberta skatienu no
kafejnicas, kur vins bija sédejis
blakus savai masai un lielako
vakara dalu kluséjis. No vina vare-
tu sanakt lielisks pardevéjs vai
masieris. Adelaides labakais draugs
Blumbergs bija stastijis, ka Alberts
gandriz nekur neejot un vispar
baidoties no ridziniekiem, varbut
ari darbs "Rigas Dzive" liedza
vinam izbaudit Rigas attiecibu tikla
siltumu. Toreiz Alberts visu vakaru
bija runajis klusa, pieklajiga balsi
un atbildéjis uz visiem jautajumiem.
“Ai, es biju nonacis lidz Zviedrijai,
kur nu vél trakak,” vins bija
stastijis. “Cauri Portugalei, Francijai,
Belgijai, Danijai un vél visadam
jocigam vietam. Pagajusaja pavasari
maisijos pa Zviedrijas laukiem,
neviens ar mani isti negribéja pat
runat, kaut ari centos but tik drau-
dzigs, cik nu vispar iespéjams...
tad kaut kada neizskaidrojama
karta tiku lidz Stokholmai, tur
iepazinos ar vienu letinu, un tad
vismaz kadu laiku bija jumts virs
galvas... Un tad jau biju izdomajis,
ka beidzot jabrauc atpakal uz
Rigu, bija apnicis visu laiku kadam
iepatikties.” Adelaide tovakar do-
maja — vai tas nozimetu, ka Riga
ir pilséta, kur neviens nevienam (4
isti neiepatikas, vai ari te darbojas
citi savstarp€jo pievilksanas un
atgrosanas punktu saistisanas
likumi? Rigas dzives simbols varctu
bat haotisks, tomér sevi centréts
siltuma virpulis — jo tuvak centram
tu esi, jo atrak tu rinko taja un jo
vairak siltuma tevi apnem.

“l ordered another wine. Rain in
my heart and in this strange
city... The rain cloud that crept up
unnoticed hurries to shed its
valuable load. Outside all is white
- the water doesn‘t drip, flow or
pour, but it gushes as if from a
huge open tap. A tram goes by
like an iron box. A weariness that
this city reveals with every
asphalt centimetre. I'd never seen
5o many ugly and badly dressed
people together before. Today
my discovery is reconciliation. |
had to leave a sunny, beautiful
city and the sunny, beautiful
woman there in order to idle my
time away in this ugly, cold and
rainy hole. God's blood works
wonders. In the background of
my quiet suffering, there is the
clatter of dishes and merriment in
a foreign language. There's a
sentimental melody on the radio,
the barman, understanding, turns
it down. Smile. God’s blood
makes life beautiful. Outside the
window it's still raining. After
that there’ll be no more water in
the sky. But the sky begins at
grass stalk level. | mustn‘t go
back, | promised myself. Red, red
wine. This evening, shouldn’t | cry
a little? Then there really would
be far too much water. What's
more, real men never cry.”
That was Albert East’s short story
from the “Travel notes” series.

The magazine opened at this
story quite accidentally time and
time again, like some criticism or
persistent invitation, Adelaide,
bored, turned the pages of “Riga
Life”, a kind of city thermometer.
It always had the most current
city legends, interviews with the
most scandalous people and the
heaviest philosophical reflections
on the meaning of life, moreover
with the sub-text that this had
already been clear to the “Riga
Life” writers for a long time.
Adelaide usually began at the
back. The last page had an advert
for pasta with the headline
“Announcement for the
reestablishment of the good
reputation of pasta dishes”. The
text went on to say: “The
Ministry of Health warns: Pasta in
the diet has a positive influence!
A scientifically proven and tested
fact: pasta dishes improve the
sense of well-being. They consist
mainly of carbohydrates that
calm the nerves. Therefore pasta
dishes are ideal if you are
troubled by depression or
insomnia. Pasta raises the
serotonin level in the blood and
serotonin secretes signals of well-
being into the brain’'s nerve cells.”
Right at the bottom there is a
logo and in large, coloured
letters: ““Three Brothers” Pasta -
have an extra portion every time

you're depressed!” Then “Riga
Life” carries on with a photo
story about beggars’ everyday
life in the Riga streets, an
interview with some unlucky
mountaineer with frost bitten
hands and feet, who
nevertheless is stubbornly trying
to climb Jomolungma solo even
though it's been done before.
Then are several longer articles
without illustrations but
Adelaide couldn’t tell from the
titles what they might be
about, and she wasn’t even
curious to know,

The page that usually had
political jokes or fragments from
dead and scandalous people’s
diaries was this time devoted to a
new literary talent. “Introducing
Albert East who comes from the
West!" went the headline. In the
small dark photograph, Albert
looked like some mysterious
medieval monk from a
contemporary Hollywood film,
but his appearance was lively,
polite and pleasant - just like
Adelaide remembered him from
the café where he'd been sitting
next to his sister, for the most
part silent. He could make a great
salesman or a masseur. Adelaide’s
best friend Blumbergs had told
her that Albert hardly went
anywhere and was generally
frightened of Riga people.

Perhaps too, his work at the
“Riga Life" prevented him from
enjoying the warmth of the
network of Riga relationships. On
that occasion Albert had spoken
in a quiet, polite voice all evening
and had replied to all the
questions. “Oh, | ended up in
Sweden, where could be worse?”
he’d said. “Through Portugal,
France, Belgium, Denmark and
other all kinds of funny places.
Last spring | was wandering in
the Swedish countryside; no one
really wanted to talk to me, even
though | tried to be as friendly as
possible... then, in some
inexplicable way, | got to
Stockholm, where | met a Latvian
and so at least | had a roof over
my head for a while... And then |
thought it was finally time to go
back to Riga. | was fed up with
trying to be liked by someone all
the time.” That evening Adelaide
wondered - does that mean that
Riga is a city where no one really
takes a liking to anyone else?
Are there different laws of
joining points of mutual
attraction and rejection at work
here too? The symbol of Riga life
might be a chaotic, but
nevertheless a self-centred
vortex of warmth - the closer
you are to the centre, the faster
you spin round and the more
you're enclosed by warmth.
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