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i tonk o writing when 1 was In
my thirties. By then, 1T had finishect
speomdary achonl In Valmiers on the
towely Goaule River, had been &
medical student in Riga for twa
vears, had spent four vears of the
war in varfous conceniration camps
in Latvia and [n Germony, Buchen.
wald  ncluded, had resumed :mé.r
medical  studles, gradomced, an
been a doctor for severml years,
My first short =tories and himorous
sietcheos were published In 1853, In
1957, I discarded humour and wrote
Yol Jeebound Rivers Flot,

wrﬁ cld 1 voech once more the
wounds  [nflicied on  the Latvian
peaple by German fascises? Does not
cvery human belng, like yYou and
ma, yearn for sunshine, for pende,
for kindness? Is It necessary "o
bring Back to mind peln o end
gufferings? ¥es, it was neceasary 1o
write iz book.  First, becavse. 1
knew ol the people in [t, good and
bad, and wai present at the Tuneral
of those ™ two whose hodies wore
burnt. Second, because it would
" have bepn uplust bo allew the hero-
ism of true enthusiasts to slp Into
oblivign, Lo forget thase who pave
un everything for the bappiness of
thelr people. Finally, this event has
to ke recailed so that what happened
then may never reoccur, I did noco
sueegd In remdering the  event ki
lts entirety. But who has bgen able
ty paint the acean Inm &l ics
fathomless pgrandeur? 1 oly  hope
that the events described lhere will
nover repeat themselves, so that
mav cantlmae te live in Cesis, o
little town on the Crauda, aocd cure
peaple with weak lungs., wod wrlte
humarous shart  stories.

Mlervaldia Birze
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Roser bloomed for all in garden:,
Not for me the rorer Bloomed,
I war born te be a soldier,
And my roies never bloomaed.

From a Lettish folk soog

Remember—there were no pameless herpes.
There were men 2od women; and each had his
own name, his own face, his own hopes and
aspirations. And the sufferings of the most in-
significant among them were no fess than the
sufferings of those whose names will go down
in history. May those who fell in the strupgle

ays remain a3 dear to you as your friends—
ns your next of kin—as you are to vourselves!

Fulius Frgik

One day in September, when they were storing
potatoes in the cellar of the Gauri farm, a patch
of plaster crumbled off the eracked wall, and a
small brown-paper package dropped to the floor.
The Gauri farm-house 13 now the kolkhoz kinder-
garten, so the package was turned over to its di-
rector. When she had acquainted herself with its
contents, she called me up in hopes that, since 1
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hailed from these parts, | ought tell more abour
the discovery. I lost no time in going down to
Gauri.

[n the spacious verandah where the kolkhoz chil-
dren played on rainy days, on a low white table
I saw a piece of sodden brown wrapping paper,
and on it a small sheet of still shiny silver foil that
had evidently preserved the dark-grev Komsomol
membership book inside. The pages were stuck
together in one corner, and I had to turn them
vwer carefully, Here and there the black ink had
run, as though a tear had dropped on it, but the
words were stiil legible. The book had been issucd
i Janvary 1941, by our local Darzciems District
Committee, The dues had been paid last in May
1941, Surname—Apenajs; first name—Reinis; fa-
ther's name—Eduard. Born 1921, The small photo-
graph showed the face of a boy with wide fore-
head, a thick mop of dark hair, and lips firmly
compressed, proud and gently ironic,

How did thiz document find its way into the
Gauri farm-house cellar? The former owners of the
place had fled to the West. There was nobody left
to answer our question. The next day the kinder-
garten director took the Komsomol book to the
Darzciemns District Committee of the Komsomol,
while 1 set out to make inguiries about Apenaj,
whose name sounded vaguely familiar to me. The
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