Reiz dzivoja virs, kurs nevaréja aizmigt, jo vinam bija loti jautri, vin3
visu laiku sméjas un stastija jokus. Vina dzivoklis vienmeér bija pilns ar
cilvekiem, tie naca pie vira gan tad, kad vipiem bija skumji, jo virs prata
vinus sasmidinat, gan tad, kad vini bija Joti priecigi, jo virs prata vinu prieku
padarit vél lielaku. Vira virtuvé vienmér kads cepa picu un pankiikas, gatavoja
salatus, varija téju un ieléja vinu. Vira viesistaba vienmér kads spéléja
klavieres, zoliti un Adamam bij septin’ déli, vira tualeté vienmér kads ¢uraja,
bet citreiz véma, vira gulamistaba vienmér kads miléjas vai vismaz bucojas.
Viesiem bija jautri, tapéc visi vienmér teica: « Jaaiziet Sovakar pie vira!» Vina
dzivokli vienmer skanéja dziesmas un bija vasara pat tad, kad ara izskatijas
péc ziemas. Tad, kad vieni ciemini aizgaja, citi jau klauvéja pie durvim,
un virs smejoties vipus ielaida, izdalija visiem svilpites, zvaninus, papira
cepurites, popkorna titas, un vini skatijas komédijas, bet péc tam dejoja
linijdejas, kas patiesiba nebija linijdejas, bet tikai tads joks.

Virs nemaz nenogura. Kad viesi vinam vaicaja: «Yai tu negribi gulét?» — vin3
atbildéja: «Dzive ir parak isa, lai to izniekotu miegam!»

Tapéc katru vakaru vina dzivokli bija svétki, katru nakti par vina maju spraga
saluts.

Kaiminiem virs nemaz nepatika, jo ari kaimipi vina dé| nevaréja aizmigt.
Katru nakti policija sanéma kaiminu sidzibas. Tapec katru nakti policija
brauca pie vira, lai aizliegtu vinam svilpites, zvaninus, linijdejas, dziesmas

un salitu. Virs katru nakti apsolija, ka uzvedisies klusak, lai kaimini varétu
gulet, bet tad vipam uznaca smiekli, un vin$ aizmirsa savu solijumu. Vin§
vispar diezgan bieii médza aizmirst svarigas lietas — darba sapulces,
elekribas rekinus, reiz vins, ejot ara, aizmirsa uzvilkt kurpes. Nevar jau to visu
atceréties, ja dzive ir tik jautra!

Tad vienu dienu ciemini atnaca pie vira durvim, bet tas bija ciet. Vini
paminajas, paminajas un vilusies devas prom. Ciemini atnaca ari nakamaja
diena, bet durvis atkal bija ciet. Ari aiznakamaja un visas paréjas dienas
neviens viniem neatvéra. Ciemini skuma, kaimini priecajas, bet neviens no
viniem nezinaja, kur ir palicis virs, kur$ nevaréja aizmigt.

Ar viru nebija noticis nekas slikts. Vins tikai visu bija aizmirsis, kad ejot
garam kadai kafejnicai, nejausi ieraudzija skumjako meiteni pilséta. Protams,
vina tur stradaja par oficianti. Virs nopirka alu, apsédas pie galdina un
saprata, ka ir nogunis tik |oti, ka nevar aizmigt.



Reiz sesas peles miegu vilka mazajam bérninam. Vilka, vilka, neatvilka.
Varbit kakim ce|a gadijas vai sanitarajam dienestam, varbut vienkarsi
pilsétas troksnis apnika, un vipas parcélas uz laukiem. Sé7 tagad Parizes un
citu pilsétu bérni savas gultas, lielam acim skatas griestos, skaita aitas kopa
ar aizejosas nakts minutém. Dienas laika vini viens otram sidzas: “Es esmu
parak noguris, lai aizmigtu.” “Vakaros nevaru atrast mieru.” “Celos trijos.”
“Dzirdu katru troksni.” “Visu nakti séiu virtuve, smekeju, kaut ko domaju,
gaidu ritu.” “Vienigais, ko es patiesam gribétu, ir normali aizmigt un kartigi
izguléties.”

Pilséta ir bezmiega pilna, tapec man nekas cits neatliek, ka uzvilkt pidiamu,

panemt spilvenu un iet ara meklét kadu, kas varétu palidzét doties pie miera.

—  Es nevaru aizmigt, vai tu varétu man nodziedat Supuldziesmu? —
jautaju Parizes naktsputniem.

Ulrika ir no Iviedrijas un steidzas uz balliti, vinai ir pudele vina un

sarkanas |dpas.

—  Padziedat tev, te? Uz trepem? Cik ilgi? Piecas miniites? Nu labi.

Gregs ir no Irijas, vin§ séi kafejnica pie galdina un izdoma dziesmu

uz vietas.

—  Vispar es esmu komponists, un man ir saceréta Siipuldziesma, tikai vardu
vél nav. lzdomat tagad uz vietas? Pagaidi mazliet, es uzrakstiSu un

tad nodziedasu.

Nordins ir tumsnéjs puisis no Parizes, kuram mazliet bail, jo liekas, ka

mani nodomi nav firi.

—  Tu gribi, lai es eju leja zem tilta? Dziesmu nodziedat, tagad? Tu esi traka?
Brigita ir no Sveices un péta kristalu dabu.

—  Mana bérniba bija kara laika, mamma bija Joti slima, tapéc nekad
man nedziedaja. Man pasai bérnu nav, un es zinu vienu rindipu no
Supuldziesmas.

Var, es dziedasu vienkarsi — la la la?

Sara dzied ungariski, lai gan jau ilgi dzivo Londona.

— ks tev nodziedasu garu dziesmu par putniem, kas dodas majup, es
vienmér dziedaju So dziesmu savam délam pirms miega, bet tad vin§
izauga un palidza, lai es nekad vairs to nedaru, jo ta ir parak skumja.

Antona vecaki ir no Indonézijas, vip$ pasniedz filosofiju, un taja nakti, kad

vin§ man dziedaja savu miega dziesmu, vinam nomira tévs.

—  Yecaki mani aizmidzinaja, glaudot galvu, un es savus bérnus midzinaju
tiesi tapat, bet dziesmu es varu nodziedat. Nav par klusu?

Edam no Holandes bankomats nesen apédis visas kartes, dziedot vin$ smaida.

—  Mums patie$am ir tikai viena $iipuldziesma, un més parasti to nedziedam.

Lans Pols ir kopa ar meiteni, vins piekrit dziedat, bet meitene saka, ka

grib iet prom.

— Tan Pol, Zan Pol, - vina sauc, rada dusmigu seju, pagriezas un aiziet.

Puisis piecelas, atvainojas un skrien vinai pakal.

Semam pieder velas mazgatava, ir jau véls, un vip3 ir noguris, Havjers ir

atbraucis uz Parizi studét, Stefanija un Magdaléna ir no Vacijas. . .

Daiadi cilveki uz Parizes tiltiem, ielas un parkos dzied man Supuldziesmas,

pilsétas nomoda agresijai preti liekot maigumu un mieru. Es klausos, dzirdéto

nesu majas, lieku zem spilvena un méginu aizmigt, jo loti gribas pamosties.

Lai izstastitu $is naktis ka pasakas.

Krista Burane
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Rimands Ceplis

Globalais nomads
(Pardomas par Kristu Burani un globalizaciju, proti, gandriz eseja, kas salzt divas dals)

Gabriela Garsijas Markesa romana “Milestiba holeras laikos” ir epizode,
kura jaunizceptais doktors Urbino apgalvo, ka Parizé visi klustot zalgani.
Radas, ka Kristai $is apstarojums ir gajis secen, jo Parizé raditas fotografijas
vinas adu ir padarijusas tikai caurspidigu ka parafinu. To lidz $im nebiju
ieverojis.
| lasot, i velu mazgajot, i édot, i gaidot, i smaidot, i aizmigt nevarot, i citas
tikpat pazistamas nodarbes veicot, var notikt tikai divas lietas — dzive
vai aridzan maksla. Pat tad ja ta isti nav samanama atSkiriba. Tiesi $aja
neatskiriba vienmér esmu redzéjis Kristas varéSanas un uzdrikstéSanas spéjas.
Neatkarigi no formata — vai tas biitu dzejas vai prozas teksts, vai ta biitu
fotografija, Krista apliecina ikdiena reti pamanamo esamibas un makslas
notik$anu. Lai ari atsveSinatibu ka mislaiku fenomenu var piedzivot ne tikai
liela pilséta, bet ari maza lauku ciematina, mani Kristas iecere uzruna dé|
tas realizacija pamanamas vélmes diskutét par globalo nomadu. Jo tad, kad
cilveks, nespéjot majas aizmigt, vazajas nakti apkart pa Parizes ielam, vins
mekIé vai nu palidzibu, vai ari vélas palidzét kadam citam. Fotografijas Krista
izmantojusi télus, kuri spiesti vai nolémusi dzivot arpus savas nacionalas val-

sts. Piederibas ideja, dzimSanas vieta, nacionala valsts un valoda Kristas versija

ir tikai termini, kas misdienu praksé tiek valkati lidzigi ka drébes. Neatkarigi
no nacionalas piederibas musdienu cilveks ir nolemts trimdai un nomadam.
Kristas fotografijas var skatit ne tikai ieprieks apsvértaja nacionalaja
vai intimaja limeni, bet ari daudz plasaka konteksta. Ka neka jau pirms
agrinajiem globalizacijas méginajumiem, ko médz datet ar 1519.—1521.

gadu un pirmajiem veiksmigajiem kugojumiem apkart pasaulei, pastaveja
nomadam pielidzinama makslas eksistences forma. Tie, kas radija makslu,
galvenokart celoja no vienas valsts uz citu, atsaucoties attiecigo valstu vald-
nieku darba piedavajumiem vai uzprasoties uz tadiem. Muziki, makslinieki
— tie, kuru aktivitates nebija saistitas ar valodu ka izterksmes lidzekli,—
iemiesoja globalizétu makslu, protams, sava laika geografijas zinasanu un
izpratnes ietvaros. Tikai péc nacionalo revoliiciju laikmeta, kad maksla un
tas neséji kluva vairak piesaistiti vietai un nacionalajai kopienai, varéja
izveidoties prieksstats par makslu ka nacionalo ipatnibu izteicoSu mediju.
Faktiski taja bridi notika nozimigais paversiens makslas statusa — no aurai,
aristokratiskai un elitarai [auzu kopai pieejamas paradibas profesionala
maksla kluva par visparlietojamu mediju, kas strau)i ieguva lielaku
uzrunajamo auditoriju.

Kultiras potenciali neierobeiota izplatiba neizbégami veicina tas
bezgaligu atjaunosanos un daudzveidoanos, respektivi, homogenizacijas
un hibridizacijas vieta tiek radits aizvien neaptveramaks variaciju spektrs.
Jo vairak sadarbibas un kontaktu globala méroga, jo spécigakas klist
nacionalas un jo ipasi etniskas apzipas un piederibas izpausmes un
demonstracijas méginajumi. Kultira klust globala un aizvien sareigitakam
kopienu formacijam saskelta. Respektivi, nav noliedzama tehnologiju
lenesta laika kategorijas radikala parbide, tacu tikla sabiedribas izvirzitas
prasibas iespéjams apmierinat vien ar aizvien precizakiem un inovativakiem
(pat gramatiskas normas cie$ no vajadzibas kapinat vairak, labak, atrak
principu) risinajumiem. Globalizacija neparedz vienota modela, paradigmas
nostiprinasanu, bet gan sadarbibas un savstarpéju attieksmju attistibu.

Ta es izlasu Kristas “Pasakas par bezmiegu”.



Once upon a time six mice were hauling some sleep for a little baby. They
hauled and they hauled, but they never got there. Maybe they ran into a cat
along the way, or maybe they simply got tired of the city din and decided to
move to the country. And now the children of Paris and other cities sit in their
beds with their eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling, counting sheep and min-
utes of the passing night. When the day dawns they complain to each other, “|
am too tired to sleep.” “I can find no peace at night.” “I get up at three.” “|
hear every little noise.” “I spend all night in the kitchen, smoking, thinking,
waiting for the morning.” “The only thing | really want is to go to sleep and
have a good rest.”

The city is filled with insomnia, so all | can do is put on my pyjamas, take a
pillow and go outside to look for someone who could help me go to sleep.

“I can’t sleep, could you sing me a lullaby?” | ask the Parisian nightowls.
Ulrika is from Sweden and is hurrying to a party, she has a bottle of wine and
red lips.

“Sing to you — here? On the steps? For how long? Five minutes? All right, then.”
Greg is from Ireland, he is sitting at a table in a café and makes up his song
right then and there.

‘Actually, I'm a composer and | have written a lullaby, it just doesn’t have any
words yet. Make them up right now? Wait a wee bit, I'll write them and then
sing it to you.”

Nordin is a swarthy Parisian guy who is afraid a little, because he thinks my
intentions are not entirely pure.

“You want me to climb down under the bridge? To sing a song, right now? Are
you crazy?”

Brigit is from Switzerland and researches the properties of crystals.

“My childhood passed in the wartime, my mother was very ill, so she never
sang to me. | have no children of my own, and | know a single line of a lullaby.
May | just sing ‘la-la-la"?"
Sara sings in Hungarian, although she has been living in London for a long
time.
“I will sing to you a long song about birds that are on their way home. |
always used to sing this song to my son at bedtime, but then he got older and
asked me not to sing it ever again, because it is too sad.”
Anton’s parents are from Indonesia. He teaches philosophy, and the night he
sang me his lullaby his father died.
“My parents used to help me to sleep simply by stroking my hair, and | used to
do the same with my children. But | can sing you a song. It's not too quiet, is it?”
Ed is from Holland, and all his credit cards were recently devoured by a cash
point ATM. He smiles as he sings.
“We really only have one lullaby, and we don’t usually sing it.”
Jean Paul is with a girl, he agrees to sing but the girl says she wants to go.
“Jean Paul, Jean Paul,” she cries, pulls an angry face and turns to leave. The
guy stands up, apologises and runs after her.
Sam is an owner of a launderette, it is late and he is tired; Javier has come to
Paris to study; Stephanie and Magdalene are from Germany. . .
Different people on Parisian bridges, on the streets and in the parks sing me
their lullabies, countering the aggression of the city’s wakefulness with gentle-
ness and peace. | listen, bring home the things | have heard, put them under
my pillow and try to fall asleep, because | want to wake up so much. To tell
these nights like fairy - tales.

Krista Burane
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Rimands Ceplis

Global Nomadism
(Musings on Krista Burane and globalisation — or, an almost - essay that breaks in two)

In Gabriel Garcia Marquez's Love in the Time of Cholera there is an episode in
which the newly qualified doctor Urbino states that everybody turns greenish in
Paris. It would appear Krista has escaped this irradiation, as the photographs
taken in Paris have only made her skin translucent as paraffin. | had not noticed
it before.

As you read, or do laundry, or eat, or wait, or smile, or struggle to fall asleep,
or perform any number of other familiar activities, just two things can happen
— either life or art. Even if the difference between them is not readily discern-
ible. This exact lack of difference is where | have always seen Krista's ability and
daring. Whatever the format — be it poetry, prose or photography, Krista confirms
the happening of existence and art, so rarely noticeable in everyday life. Although
alienation as a contemporary phenomenon can be experienced in a tiny country
village just as much as in a big city, Krista's concept speaks to me because of the
intent, noticeable in its execution, of addressing the global nomad. For when a
person, unable to fall asleep at home, takes to the Parisian streets, he or she is ei-
ther looking for help, or looking to offer help to someone else. In her photographs
Krista uses personages who have been forced, or have chosen, to live outside their
native country. The ideas of belonging, place of birth, native country and language
in Krista's interpretation become just terms that in contemporary practice are
worn like clothing. Whatever the nationality, the modern man is destined for exile
and nomadism.

Krista's photographs can be viewed not just at the previously considered
national or intimate level, but also in a much wider context. After all, a form of

artistic existence comparable to nomadism existed even before the early attempts at
globalisation, usually associated with the first successful global circumnavigations
of 1519 — 1521. People who created art mostly travelled from one country to anoth-
er, responding to job offers from the rulers of these lands, or asking them for work.
Musicians, artists — those whose activities were not directly related to language as
a means of communication — were the embodiment of globalised art, within their
contemporary reference frame of geographical knowledge and understanding, of
course. The perception of art as a medium of national individuality could be born
only after the era of national revolutions, when art and its bearers became more at-
tached to particular places and national communities. In fact, that was the moment
of the definitive change in the status of art — from a phenomenon available only
to a small, aristocratic, elitist group of people professional art became a generally
used medium, which rapidly started to address a much larger audience.

The potentially unlimited dissemination of culture unavoidably encourages
its infinite rejuvenescence and diversification; that is, instead of homogenisation
and hybridisation, an increasingly unfathomable spectrum of variations is being
created. With growing global - scale cooperation and contacts come ever stronger
attempts at manifestation and display of national and especially ethnic conscious-
ness. Culture becomes global and is affected by progressively more complex
community formations. That is to say, a technology - induced radical shift in the
category of time is undeniable, but the demands voiced by the net society — the
need for exponent increase of the principle of more, better, faster — can only be
appeased by yet more precise and innovative solutions. Globalisation does not
presume the strengthening of a uniform model, a paradigm; instead, it prescribes
development of cooperation and mutual relations.

That is how | read Krista's Tales of Insomnia.



