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Foreword

The Latvian community were first introduced to the work of Australian
Latvian artist, Brigita Ozolins, when she exhibited SPOGULIS (MIRROR)
in the windows of lwo of the National Library of Latvia’s buildings
in 2007. This project was particularly significant because the artist is
often drawn o the library in her practice, seeing it as an institution
that promotes, collects and reflects a nation’s cultural heritage. The
installation SPOGULIS successfuly reflected both the richness of the
library’s collection and its correlation with the development of society.
We are delighted that Brigita Ozolins has also chosen to show
this second exhibition in the National Library of Latvia. Called The
Journey, it is highly personal, but also tells a broader story about the
impact oj‘ World War I on the destiny of a whole generation of Latvians.
n 2010, the Library has started researching a series of exhibitions
about the Iulwan diaspora. Brigita Ozolins” exhibition sits naturally in
the context of historical turning point sjdced by the Latvian people, and
the consequences of the decisions made at those times
I hope that The journey will (g@r"m‘qle more ideas, enrich its
audience, and lead to further collaboration with Australia in the field of
libraries and contemporary art.

respectfully
Andris Vilks
Director, National Library of Latvia

Prieksvards

Ar Australija dzivojusas latviesu izcelsmes makslinieces Brigilas Ozolins
makslu plasaka Latvijas sabiedriba iepazinas 2007.gada, kad Latvijas
Naciondlds bibliotekas divu eku logos tika eksponéeta makslinieces
instalacija SPOGULIS. Sis sadarbibas aizsakums Latvijas Nacionalajai
bibliotekai bija jo 1pasi nozimigs (ade], ka maksliniece sava daifrade
biezi pieversas bibliotekam ka nozimigam nacijas kulttiras attistibas
veicinatajam un glabatajam. Instalacija SPOGULIS ar savu bibliotekas
misijai batisko aktualitati Joti veiksmigi atspoguloja gan biblioteka
glabato informacijas bagatibu, gan kopsakaribas starp informacijas
plusmu un sabiedribas attistibu.

Mes esam patiesi iepriecindl, ka Brigita Ozolins art savu otro
izstadi Latvija izlema iekartot Latvijas Nacionalaja biblioteka. Izstade
Cefojums kas liks atklata stgada junija bus makslinieces [oti personigs,
bet sava zina art veselas latviesu paaudzes visparindts stasts par
liktena paversieniem, ko izraisija Otrais Pasaules kars. Ta ka biblioteka

0.gada ir aizsakusi petniecisku vairdku izstazu ciklu par latviesiem
pasaule, art Brigitas Ozolins ekspozicija mdakslinieciski parliecinosi
ieklaujas 3o vesturisko | GCIbL onteksta par musu tautiesiem pasaules
celos, par izveli un neizbegamibu.

Novelot maksliniecei daudz radosu ideju realizaciju, izstadei
Celojums daudz apmekletaju un cerot uz turpmaku sadarbibu
Australijas laikmetigas makslas izslazu norisel Riga,

dzila ciena
Andris Vilks
Latvijas Naciondlas bibliotekas direktors






DALY

/ Brigita Ozolins

Fotogralija neatjauno atmina pagalni (Ioto nav neka no Prusta). 13 atstaj uz
mani iespaial, nevis atsaucot o, kas ir pazudis (laika, attaluma def), bet
gan apliecinot, ka tas, ko es redzu, tiesam ir bijis.!

2008.gada es devos uz Rigu, kur electronic — text+ textiles radosaja
darbnica uzsaku darbu pie projekta par manas mates celu no Rigas uz
Australiju Otra pasaules kara beigas. s apmekleju visas tas vietas, kas
bija nozimigas manas mates dzive Latvija: Rigu, Valmieru, Kandavu,
Diklus, Smilteni, Sarkandaugavu, Jelgavu, Altksni, Liepaju. Kopa ar
masicu Maru es biju aizbraukusi arr uz Maskavu, un nakts vidu, kad

Lur pietur vilciens, mes pabijam Velikiji Luki - pilseta, kur mira mans
vecvectevs. 1a bija pirma reize, kad es sastadiju manas mates dzives
hronologiju. Apmekletas vietas sniedza kaut nelielu ieskatu zeme, kuru
vina kopd ar vecakiem un brali pameta 7 gadu vecuma 1944.gada. 11dz
lam es zindju tikai fragmentus no vinas berntbas Latvija. Tagad es speju
izveidol pati savu stastu par manas mates dzivi un caur o nedaudz
labalk izprast, ka tas ir dzivol starp divam kulttram.

Pec radosdas darbnicas Latviia es devos dienvidrielumu virziend
un sesas nedelas pavadiu, izsekojot manas mdtes gimenes beglu gaitam
Polija, Vacija, ltalija — cefojumam, kas viniem aiznema gandriz piecus
gadus, un no kuriem lielaka daja pagaja parvietolo personu nomelnes.
Tas bija visgratakais un iespaidiem bagatakais ceJojums, ko es jebkad
esmu veikusi. Mana mate pamela Neapoli 1949.gada ar kugi Fairsea un

ieradas Australija sava 22. dzimsanas diend. Gimene lika nosalia uz

Bonegilas iecelotaju nometni, kas atradas starp Alberijas un Vodong
pilsetam gandriz uz Viktorijas un Jaunas Dienvidvelsas Slatu robezas.
Mana mate Saja vieta pavadija devipus menesus, pirms radds iespeéja
parcellies uz Melburnu. 2009.qada februarm es kopd ar mati, trim masam
un masasmeitu veicu 8t celojuma pedejo posmu — més devamies uz
Bonegilu, lai apskatitu iecelotaju nometnes paliekas

Projekta Cefojums sakums ir kada veca folografiia no manas mates
arhiva un atteli un video, ko es uznemu tris menesus ilgaja ceojuma.
Rokas un sejas ir nemtas no fotografijas, kur mana mate redzama
kada Kandavas svetdienas skolas apmeklejuma reize 1936.gada. St
fotografija mani saista pasi — vai arf es saistu (o pie sevis - jo ta vesta
kaut ko neizsakamu, bet pasu par manas mates bernibu un visu bilde
redzamo bérnu mazotni. Katra bérna poza, skiet, nes sevi potencidlu
un nevainibu, bet vienlaikus to aizeno art tikko nojausama spriedze. 1a
izpauzas neskaidrajas acu konturas, vieglajas galvas kustibas, rokas,
kas saliktas savada ,s” forma vai kartigi un pacietigi tiek turetas berna
klepr. Fotografs ir nospiedis sledzi nevis taja brid, kad butu izdevusies
jauka, asa fotografija, bet fiksejol to nevainigo nezinu, kas raksturo
jaunibu. ST fotografija ietver nojausmu par karu, kas izmainis ikviena
fotografija redzamas cilvéka dzvi.

Censoties izsekot manas mates agrinajam dzives gajumam, es
uznemu simtiem fotografiju un filméju video. Bija brizi, kad es staigaju pa
Sarkandaugavas ielam vai braucu ar vilcienu cauri Polijas laukiem un
vareju spilgti izteloties so ainavu kara laika vai isi pec tam, bet, protams,
manas fotografijas un videofilmas liecina tikai par manu celojumu,
manu klatbutni un manu iztele radito vietu pagatni. 1as neatjauno manu
celojumu lidzigi ka manas mates fotografijas neatgriez tos bernus, kuri
bija svetdienas skola Kandava. Bet tas apliecina so bérnu eksistenci un
to realitati, ar kuru saskaros, celojot caurt Eiropai.

Sekojot manas mates pedam Eiropas zemés, es biju parsteigta,
cik patiestba maz informacijas un liectbu ir pieejams par tiem miljoniem
cilvéku, kas tika parvietoti Otra pasaules kara laika. Parvietoto personu
nomelnes vairs nepastav, arhivu informacija ir ierobezota vai nav valsts
parzina. Manas mates celojums likas ka sapnis, nevis realitate. Un es
turpindju atgriezties pie vienigajam taustamajam liectbam, kas man
bija — fotografiiam un videofilmam. Cefojums ir meginajums izmanltol
Sos pieradijumes, lai raditu saikni starp manas mates dzivesstastu un
neaptveramo vestures lauku, kas pamazam izslid no musu kolektivas
altminas.

Dr. Brigita Ozolins ir Tasmanijas Universitates Makslas skolas pasniedzeja

Tulkojusi Anda Klavina

"Rolans Barts: Camera lucida. Piezimes par fotografiju, tulk. leva Lapinska, Laikmetigas makslas
centrs, Riga, 20006, Ipp. 96
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Brigita Ozolins

The photograph does not call up the past (nothing Proustian in a photograph.)
The elfect it produces upon me is not to restore what has been abolished
(by time, by distance) but to attest that what | see has indeed existed!

In 2008, I travelled to Riga to undertake a two month electronic text +
lextiles residency in Ausekla iela where I slarted to work on a project
about my mother’s journey from Riga to Australia at the end of World War
1. During the residency, Ivisited all the places thal had been significant

to my mother's life in Latvia: Riga, Valmiera, Kandava, Dikli, Smiltene,
Sarkandaugava, Jelgava, Aluksne, Leipaja. [ also travelled to Moscow
with my cousin, Mara, and in the middle of the night we got out of the train
at Velikie Luki, the town in Russia where my great-grandfather died. For
the very first time, I put logether a chronology of my mother's life and the
places [ visited offered a tiny tiny glimpse into the country she had left, at
the age of seventeen, with her parents and her brother in 1944. Prior to this
Tonly had fragments of the story of how she grew up in J atvia. Now [ was
able to piece together my own narrative about my mother’s life and in turn
to understand a little more about what it is to live between two cultures.

After the residency, I headed south west and spent 6 weeks

tracing my mot hemjarm V's journey through Poland, Germany and

ltaly — ajourney that took them almost 5 years, much of it being spent in
Displaced Persons camps. It was the most challenging and remarkable
journey I'have ever made. My mother's family departed from Naples in
1949 on the Fairsea, arriving in Australia on her twenty-second birthday.
They were sent to Bonegilla Immigration camp, just outside the adjoining
towns of Albury and Wodonga, near the border of Victoria and New
South Wales. My mother spent about 9 months there before settling in
Melbourne. In February 2009, I undertook the last part of the journey when
I travelled wit h my mother, my three sisters and my niece to Bonegilla, to
visit what remains of the immigration camp sit

The Journey was developed from old pho ographs that belong to

my mother and images and video [ took during my 3 month journey. The

images of hands and [aces are derived from a pholograph of my mother's
Sunday School class in Kandava in 1936. T am particularly drawn to this
photo —or perhaps it draws itself to me - because it evokes something
inexplicable but extraordinary about my mother’s youth — and the youth
of all the children in the picture. Fach child’s pose seems pregnant with
potential and innocence, but at the same time is underscored by an
almost palpable sense of tension about an unknown future. That tension is
present within the blurred eyes, the slight movement of a head, the twisted
hands that form a strange s-shape, or those that are neatly and patiently
folded on the child's lap. The photographer depressed the shutter at the
just the wrong moment for a nice sharp image, but the righl moment for
capturing the sense of innocent uncertainty that accompanies youth. The
image also seems like a strange premonition of the war [hor isabout (
change the lives of everyone in the photo

The landscape photographs and videos in the exhibition were all
taken as I attempted to follow my mother’s journey. There were moments,
especially when I'walked around the streets of Sarkandaugava or was
travelling by train through the Polish countryside, when I could almost
see the landscape during and just after the war but, of course, the
photographs and videos [took attest only (o my journey, my presen
and myimagined vision of the past in those places. They do not restore
my journey, just as my mother's photographs do not restore the children
who were in her Sunday School Class in Kandava. But they do reinforce
the reality of the existence of those children and the reality of my passing
through the Furopean countryside.

As Itravelled through Europe to Lry and follow in my mother's
footsteps, I'was struck by how little readlily accessible information and
evidence there is about the millions who were displaced during WWIL
Displaced Persons camps are no longer there, archival information is
limited or does not belong to the state. My mother’s journey seemed
like a dream rather than reality and I kept returning to the most langlble
evidence I had — photographs and videos. The Journey is an attempl {
use that evidence to make connections with my mother's story and a vast
history that is gradually slipping from our collective grasp.

Dr Brigita Ozolins is a Lecturer at the School of Art, University of Tasmania.

"Barthes, Roland, Camera Lucida. London: Vintage, 1993, Ch 35, p 82
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Banuta Rubesa

Svetdienas skola Kandava, 1936. gads. Berni bazigi ltikojas fotografa
Vinu rokas paslepjas klepjos ka mazi dzivniecini, kas censas ierakties
zem lapam. Meitens ar lentém garajas bizés raugas ta it ka grasttos
raudat. It ka ceretu — ja busu laba meitene, man |aus izbégt no
drausmas nakotnes. Tomer nepalidzes pat vinas teicama uzvediba.
Otrais pasaules kars 8s Kandavas svetdienas saskaidrs stkas druskas.

Skumiga meitentte ar lentem un kartigi saliktajam rocinam ir
Mirdza Berzina. Septinpadsmit gadu vecuma vina devas celojuma,
kas ilga piecus garus gadus, — kaut gan vards “celojums” ir paralk
rams, lai izteiktu Mirdzas pieredzelo. 1944. gada 22. oktobrivina kopa
ar vecdakiem atstaja Rigu un parcelsanos no vienas zemes uz citu
nosledza divdesmil divu gadu vecuma Australija. 2008. gada vinas meila
maksliniece Brigita Ozoling censas parstaigal mates meroto cefu. St
izstade ir vinas meklejumu rezullats.

Stasts mums skiel pazistams. Modris Fksteins ir latviesu beglis
kura celojums nosledzas Kanada. Gramata “Cela kops ritausmas’™
vins spilgti ataino kara sausmas. Ka 1944, gada vasard, dazus menesus
pirms Mirdzas aizbrauksanas no Latvijas, [idz pamatiem nodeg Jelgava.
Ka panika parnem Rigu. Ka Himlers pavel vaciesiem atkapjoties
neatstat nevienu cilveku, veselu maju vai nesaindetu aku. Ka gandriz
300 000 latviesu pazud no savas zemes, dodamies pretl nezinamam
galamerkim.” Tomer 300 000 ir neliels skaits, ja atceramies, ka Eiropa
kara beigas klida vismaz 33 milioni ar saknem no dzimtenes izrautu
Jauzu.? Kajam, uz velosipediem, kravas masinas un vilcienos vini
maldijas krustu skérsu pa izpostito Eiropu, mekledami sev majvietu.

Tapec celojums bija tik ilgs. Daudziem austrumeiropiesiem
maju vairs nebija. Cilveki, kuru draugi, tuvinieki, darbabiedri, skolotaji,
policisti un laikrakstu izdeveji bija saladeti lopu vagonos un aizvesti
nomirt Sibrrija, atteicas atgriezties padomju okupetaja zeme. Vini
apmetas uz pagaidu dzivi beglu nometnes. lkviens no viniem bija
parcietis dzijas traumas, budams liecinieks, ja ne upuris vai dalibnieks,

arkartigai varmacibai — izvarosandam, uzlidojumiem, slepkavibam,
cilveka nezéelibai pret cilveku.
Mums skiet, ka zinam. Fsam lasijusi ‘Annas Frankas dienasgramatu” un
skattjusies “Sindlera sarakstu”. Tapéc ir okejosi atskarst, ka sis padais
stasts tikpat ka nav izstastits, un lapec Brigitas Ozolins darbam lidzigi
petijumiir Joti svarigi. Mums paveras ieskats (aja, kas palicis nepateikts
ASV dzivojosas latvietes Agates Nesaules gramata “Sieviete dzintard’”.
Vinas stasts par berna begsanu no kara kopa ar mati ir sirdi plososs.
Tad rodas apjausma, ka pat tagad joprojam, art sobrid, kad rakstu
visa pasaule ar saviem berniem klist sievietes begles, panesdamas
bailes, vardarbibu, r ‘ez;qﬂdmﬂ in zaudejumus. Tacu vinu stasts Joti reti
gust izpausmi maksla. 1a ir ta balss, kuru Brigita Ozolins iedzivina sava
izstade: ap] lusinata balss. “Neviens negribeja sos Jaudis,” Fksteins
piebilst.* Beglus uztvera ka traucekli un gadiem ilgi atstaja novarta, lidz
vini kjuva noderigi Rietumvalstu lautsaimnieciba.

Kurs ir gatavs uzklaustt $o stastu? Lapas vel stomds, rokas
joprojam ir saliktas, berns vel prato, vai vinam ir atjauts runat. Brigilas
Ozolins celojums pa Latviju, Poliju, Vaciju un ltaliju ir apmulsuma un
zaudejumu pilns. Vina nesaprot valodu, kura skan apkart; vina pat nav
parliecinata, vai nokluvusi pareizaja stacija un istaja pilseta. Neviens
no vielejiem iedzivoldajiem vairs nezina beglu nometnes atrasands vielu.
Kads atsaucigs virs Polija aizved vinu nekurienes vidi. Nav ne p!dl@é%
ne memorialu, ne iespaidigu, dramatisku skulptaru vai pieminek|u. Ir
tikai klusums un ainavas. Vinas mates celojuma pedas ir aizslaucitas.

Lidzigi Brigitai Ozolins art Kanada dzimusais latviesu fotografs
Vids Ingelevics ir radijis instalacijas, kas sakpojas vina mates beglu
qaitu pieredze. Artvins meklejis nometnu pedas, atkladams tadu pasu
tuksumu. Ingelevics raksta:

1992, gada, kad devos savos izpéles braucienos uz VAciju, tris
kadreizejo nometnu vietas, protams, nekadi nebija iezimétas. Tiikstosiem
béglu cels cauri sim vietam Lik tikko turejas atmind, nemaz nerungjol
par vesturi. Ja par nacistu rezima nestajam traumam un sausmam
tiek daudzveidigi atgadinats visa Vacija un las joprojam izraisa kvelas
diskusijas, ir parsteidzosi izjust, cik pilnigi aizmirsts ir viss, kas saistits ar
peckara begliem.”™

Latviesu begla balss avols ir arpus Latvijas, (G skan no malas.
So pieredzi pauz makslinieki, kuru vecaki latviesi savas mitnes zemaos
bija atstumti periferija; tagad sie autori ir nomalnieki Latvija. Brigila
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Ozolins ir dzimusi Australija un dzivo Tasmanija, vieta, kas vairumam no
mums, ridziniekiem, skiet neiedomajami eksotiska. Brigitas vardu ir gruti
izrunat anglu valoda, toties Latvija vipai ir noslepumaina, idealizeta
iedomu valstiba. Pirmaja apciemojuma 1992. gada vinu satrieca iespeja
ielas dzirdet latviesu valodu, jo pati Latvijas ideja [idz tam bija bijusi [oti
teoretiska un Joti romantiska. Staigadama pa Rigu, maksliniece aizvien
mirkst neizskaidrojamds asards, un vinas zaudejuma sajuta caurstravo
nobruzdatds fotogrdfiias un neskaidrds, anonimas vietas, kuras vina
krdj, sekodama mates celojuma marsrutam. Vina ir Nelatvijas pilsone
— viena no tam latviesu beglu atvasem, kuras mantojusas savu vecaku
dezorientaciju un nekad nejutas majas.

Brigitu Ozolins nesaista sausminodas detajas, un vinas mates
stastam ir laimigas beigas. Vina censas saglabat mieru, petidama

ajutu, ka zeme ligojas zem kajam, visaptveroso apdraudetibas gaisotni,

baﬂcx izdarit aplamu izvéli. leprieks maksliniece vairakkart pievéersusies
slazda sajatal. Darba Still As (2006) vina, piemeram, nodevas domam
par izbeguia ieslodzila pardzivolo, vairakas dienas slepjoties darza.
Biezi vina fiziski iek]aujas savos makslas darbos, it ipasi atkal un atkal,

undam, pat dienam ilgi parrakstidama vienu un to pasu frazi. Vina
rakstijusi: [ know where I'm going (“Fs zinu, kurp dodos”, 1999); My hands
are tied (“Manas rokas ir sasietas”, 2000); I have my work cut out for me
(“Man stav prieksa grats darbs.”, 2000) un the Truth Shall malke you Free
(“Patiesiba daris jus brivus”, 2007). Sados darbos vina skiet sodam sevi
ka palaidnigu svetdienas skolas bernu, kas nav gana ratni turejis rokas
klepr, tapec atstats p stundam neskaitamas reizes parrakstit vienu
teikumu. To bérnu, kurs nemaceja nosedet pietiekami mierigi un kura
malu lentes nespeja noverst nelaimi.

Brigita Ozolins, ciktal vien iespejams, fiziski iejutas mates
pieredzelaja, staigadama pa to pasu zemi un mekledama cela galu.
Vina cendas ieraudzil savu izbiedelo un izmisuso mati cela no Rigas
uz Bonegillas barakam Australija. Stcelojuma video ir paradoksali
klaustrofobisks — veroties lauka pa tramvaja, auto vai vilciena logu,
mes esam spiesti atrasties kustiba, klausidamies nemitiga murdona,
Cerkstona vai greiza muzika. Mes esam kustibas cietumnieki. Mes
patiesam esam parvietotie. Pari ekranam nirb patétiski vardi, tacu
tie pazud, tos sadrupina ka maizes druscinas, ko Ansitis un Grietina
izkaistia meza, drumstalas, ko béerni nobérusi ceriba atrast cefu uz
majam, lidz tiem atklajas, ka maju nav.

Sava bloga Brigita Ozoling apraksta pastaigu pa Lesno kapsetu, atrodot
galvaskausiem rotatus kapakmenus. "Daziem acu dobumos kukaini
saverpusi savas baltas kuninas, pieskirdami tiem divkart spocigu
iespaidu.” Vina aicina mus aplukot lidzigu regainu svetdienas skolas
fotografiju. Sts izpludusas acis tiklab varetu raudzities no kapakmeniem

Fotogr qjcm nas bridr berni kustejas, un kustiba viniem pieskirusi regainu
izskatu, kustiba, kas auj izvairities no “saviena’, ka medz sactt angju
wﬂodu \uxnba kas liek atrasties nevieta, but parvietotam.

Iada pasa Jaunas pasakas gara Brigita Ozolins ataino gajienu uz
mezu videodarba “Kara beigas”. Radidama baigas nolemtibas gaisotni
gluzi braju Grimmu noskanas, vina vésta par mati un bernu, kas dodas uz
mezu pec malkas. Paslepusos zem tilta, vinus notver kareivji. Tur ir tilts, un
tur ir idens. Cilveku nav, tie varetu bat art mirusi. Ir tikai straumes ¢alona.
Soda akcijas un pakarsanas skiet neizbegamas. Stasta laimigas beigas
mus nedara laimigus; mes izjutam tikai atvieglojumu. Brigitai Ozolins pat
vests par kara beigam prasa bailu cenu.

Maksliniece sts bailes vies, algadinadama mums par nevainibu.
Lidzas videodarbam novietota Salle un rotaju sautene izskatas pec
atribttiem amatiertedtra izriade, kas, iespejams, iestudeta beglu
nometne. Latviesu skatjuma tie var skist naivi, tasmaniesiem — eksotiski,
turpreti Brigita Ozolins sos puel\sm us sniedz ka pieradijumus. Liik, ka
las bija, vipa teic, izlelojieties (ol Iztelojieties neiedomajamo. Jo sada
celojuma nekad nevar zindt, kas gaiddms aiz sttra vai pedeja ikuma. Un
tur bija gan berni, gan salle, gan rotalu sautene.

Vestures doktores gradu ieguvust Rodsa stipendiate Banuta Rubesa
ir rakstniece un rezisore, kas dzivo Riga

'Fksteins, Modris. Cefa kops rtausmas: % tasts par Austrumeiropu, Otro pasaules karu un 20.
gadsimta sirdi. Tulk. leva Lesinska. Riga: Atena, 2002. Pirmizdevums originalvaloda: E ]\5 teins,
Modris. Walking since Daybreak: Story of Fastern Europe, World War I, and the Heart of our
>ntury. New York: Houghton Mifflin Co., 1999

N [ lvijas Okupacijas muzeja direktors Valters Nollendorfs 163, ka Otra pasaules kara laika Latvija
zaudéja 29 % iedzivolaju
" Fksteins, Modlris. “Displacement”, in: Ingelevics, Vid. Alltagsgeschichten - Some Histories
of \'Urr\'dzzr\'///u Toronto: Gallery TPW, 1996, p. 2

‘Ibid., p. 4

" Ingelevics, Vid. Alltagsgeschichten - Some Histories of Everyday Life. Toronto: Gallery

I'PW, 1996



Logt

Banuta Rubess

Sunday school in Kandava, 1936. The children look at the photographer
with anxiety. Their hands burrow into their laps like small creatures trying
lo hide under the leaves. The girl with the ribbons in her long braids looks
as if she's about to cry. As if she's hoping — if I'm a good girl, you'll let me
escape the rotten future. But even her good behaviour won't help. The
Second World War will smash her Sundays in Kandava into smithereens.

The teary girl with the ribbons and the properly folded hands
is Mirdza Berzins. At the age of 17 she began a journey which lasted
five long vears -~ though the word “journey” is too calm to do justice
o Mirdza's experience. She left Riga with her parents on October 9,

1944 and stopped moving from country to country at the age of 22, in
Australia. In 2008, her daughter, artist Brigita Ozolins, tries (o retrace her
steps. This exhibition is the result of her ques B}

We think this is is a familiar story. Modris Fksteins is a Latvian
refugee whose journey ended in Canada. In his book Walking Since
Daybreak," he vividly describes savagery oj he war. How in the summer
0f 1944, a few months before Mirdza leaves Latvia, Jelgava burns to the
ground. How panic mounts in Riga. How Himmler orders the Germans
not Lo leave a single human being or a house standing, or a well which
is not poisoned, as they withdraw.” How nearly 300 000 Latvians vanish
from their country on a journey with destination unknown. Yet 300 000
is a miniscule figure when yvou take into account that at least 33 million
uprooted human beings were wandering across Furope at the end of the
war? People criss-crossed a demolished Europe on foot, on bicycles, on

rucks, in trains, searching for a home.

That's why the journey took so long. For many Fastern
Furopeans, their home no longer existed. People whose [riends, families,
colleagues, teachers, policemen and newspaper publishers had been

tuffed into cattle wagons and sent to die in Siberia refused o return to
acountry occupied by the Soviets. They settled for a suspended life i
the Displaced Persons camps. All of them were deeply traumat Ized -

witnesses, if not victims of, if not m ticipants in, tremendous brutality —
rapes, bombings, killings, man humqmlvlo man.

We think we know. We ead The Diary of Ann Frank and we
watched Schindler's List. That's why it's a shock to realize that this
particular story is barely told, and why investigations like Ozolins® are so
important. We get a glimpse of the untold in A Woman in Amber by Agate
Nesaule — a Latvian who now lives in the United States. Her story of

fleeing the war as a child with her mother is harrowing. Then you realize

that there are women fleeing with children all across the world even
today, even as [ write, enduring fear, rape, resignation, loss. Yet their
story is very rarely rendered in art. This is the voice Ozolins brings into her
exhibition: the silenced voice. “No one wanted these people,” Fksteins
comments.* Displaced people were a nuisance, and until they became
useful to't he Western economies, they were sidetracked for years.

Who is ready (o listen to this story? The lips are still stammering,
the are hands still folded, the child is still wondering if it has permission
o speak Ozolins' journey across Latvia, Poland, Germany and ltaly

ull of confusion and loss. She doesn't undersla nd the language spokc
aromd her; she’s not even sure if she is in the right station or the right
town. None of the locals ever know where the refugee camp used (o be.
A friendly man in Poland dﬂ\k’%‘ her to the middle of nowhere. There are
no plaques, no memorials, no impressive and anguished sculpture
monuments. !here is nothing but silence and landscapes. The traces oj
her mother's journey have been erased.

Like Ozolins, photographer Vid Ingelevics — a Latvian born
in Canada — has created installations based on his mother's refugee
experience. He too has searched for the traces of DP camps, and
discovered a similar absence. He writes that:

N 1992, when | made my research visits to Germany, the three

former camp sites were, of course, not marked in any way. The passage

of the thousands of refugees through these sites was barely a memory let

alone a history. While the traumas and atrocities unleashed by the Nazi
regime are marked in various ways throughout Germany and are still the
subject of heated debates, it is fascinating to experience how completely
the postwar refugee moments have been effaced.”
The voice of the Latvian refugee comes from outside Latvia, ‘no malas’
as Latvians like to say; from the edges. The experience is related by
artists whose Latvian parents were marginalized in their adopted
countries; the artists are now on the margins in Latvia. Brigita Ozolins
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comes from Australia, and lives in Tasmania, a place which for most

of us here in Riga is unimaginably exotic. Brigita's name can barely be
plmomacd in English, vet Latvia is a mysterious, idealized, imaginary

st visited in 1992, and was shocked to hea mlwan
spoken on rhe streets, because the very idea of Latvia had been so

county for her. She firs

theoretical and so romantic. She is still overcome by inexplicable
tears as she wanders around Riga, and her sense of loss pervades the
wrinkled photographs and the vague and anonymous locations she
collects as she follows her mother's journey. She is a citizen of Ne-
Latvija — that clan of Latvians who were the children of refugees, whose
parents” disorientation is part of their heritage, who are never at home.
Ozolins is not interested in horrific details and her mother's story
has a happy end. She attempts to stay calm as she explores the feeling
of the ground shifting under vour feel; the pervasive sense of dread;
the fear of making the wrong decision. In her previous work, Ozolins
repeatedly explored the sense of being trapped. In Still As (20006), for
example, she pondered the experience of an escaped prisoner who
hides in a garden for several days. }-'re,que ntly, she inserts herself into her
art pieces physically, particularly by writing the same sentence over and
over again, for hours, even days. She's written [ know where I'm going
(1999); My hands are tied (2000); [ have my worlk cut out for me (2001)
and The Truth Shall make vou Free (2007). In works like these, she seems
to punish herself like the naughty child at Sunday school, who didn’
fold her hands meer el 7owl n her lap, and now has to stay after
school and write the same sentence over and over again. The child who
Couldn'l sit still enmgh; whose ribbons couldn't forestall disaster.
Ozolins inserts herself physically into her mother's experience as
best she can, walking across the same ground, searchmsg foranend (¢
the journey. She tries to catch a glimpse of her [rightened and anxious
mother traveling from Riga to the barracks of Bomqgl”q in Australia. The
video of this trip is paradoxically claustrophobic — whether we gaze oul
of the window of a streetcar, a car or a train, we are stuck, forced to be
on the move, listening to babble or distorted music or endless creaking.
We are prisoners oj’mo ion. We are truly displaced. The words flickering
across the screen are full of pathos, but they get lost, they are picked
off like the crumbs Hdnsel and Gretel drop in the woods, the crumbs
dropped by children hoping to find their way back home, who discover
there is no home.

In her blog, Ozolins describes wandering into a cemeltery in Leszno,
and finding headstones decorated with skulls. “In the eye sockels of
some, insects have spun their white cocoons, giving them a doubly
ghostly air.” She asks us to contemplate a similar haunting image from
the Sunday school photograph. Those blurry eyes could just as well be

N headstones. The children moved as they were photographed, their
movement gives them a ghostly look, a movement which lets them avoid
being “shot,” as one says in English. A movement that keeps you oul of
place; displaced.

With that same flavor of an evil fairy tale, Ozolins relates a trip
to the forest in the video Kara beigas. Creating a sense of lurking doom
right out of the Brothers Grimm, she tells us a story about a mother and
a child going to the forest to gather wood. They hide under a bridge and
are caught by soldiers. There's the bridge and there’s the water. There
are no people, they might as well all be dead. There is only the sound of
the stream. Executions and hangings seem inevitable. The happy end of
the story doesn't make us happy; all we sense is relief. For Ozolins, even
the news of the end of t he war comes at the cost of fear.

Ozolins invokes this fear by reminding us of innocence. The shawl
and the toy gun she places next to her video look like they could come
straight out of an amateur theatre production, perhaps staged in a DP
camp. To the Latvian eye, they might seem naive; to the Tasmanian
eve, they might seem exotic; but Ozolins offers them as evidence. That's
what it was like, she says, go ahead, imagine this, she says. Imagine the
unimaginable. Because on this type of journey, vou never know what
may be waiting for vou around the corner, or the last bend. And the
children were there; and the shawl was there; and so was the toy qun

\ Rhodes Scholar with a doctorate in history, Banuta Rubess is a writer
and director based in Riga

'Fksteins, Modris. Walking since Daybreak: Story of Fastern Lurope, World War Il and the
Heart of our Century. New York: Houghton Mifflin Co., 1999

*Vallers Nollendor(s, Director, Latvian Occupation Museum, estimates that during WWII,
Latvia lost 29% of its population.
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Biografija
Brigita Ozolins ir maksliniece un akademike, kas dzivo un strada
Hobarta, Australija. Vinas makslas darbi ierosina saikni starp valodu,
vesturi, birokratiju un identitati; temas izriet no valdzinajuma, kuru
maksliniece izjut pret gramatam, vardiem un bibliotekam. Vinas darbi
ietver plasu matericlu spektru un visbiezak ir instalacijas forma. Tie
nereti ir saknoti teksta, piesaistiti konkrétam kontekstam un ietver
performativus elementus.

Kops 1995.gada Brigita Ozolins requlari ir pledahjusws
mdmdudlqjdq un grupu izstades. Vinas darbu pasutitaju vidu ir
Valsts Tasmanijas biblioteka un Latvijas Naciondala b]b joteka. Vina ir
sanemusi vair akas stipendijas, to vidu Pirmo aviosabiedribas Quantas
laikmetigas malkslas balvu, un piedalijusies radosajas makslas
darbnicas Riga, Londona, Parize un vesturiskas vietas Tasmanija. 2004.
gada Brigita Ozolins iequva doktora gradu Tasmanijas Universitate un
patlaban tur lasa lekeijas makslas zinatne.

Biography

Brigita Ozolins is an artist and academic based in Hobart, Australia
She makes art about the links between language, history, bureaucracy
and identity, themes that stem from her fascination with books, words
and libraries. Her work incorporates a wide range of materials, usually
takes the form of installation, is often text-based and site-specific, and
somelimes mcorpom es performance.

Since 1995, Brigita has exhibited regularly in solo and group
exhibitions, including completing g,omm]womjo he State Library
of Tasmania and the National Library of Latvia. She has received
numerous artist grants, including the 2008 inaugural Qantas
Contemporary Art Award, which has made this project, The Journey,
possible. Brigita has undertaken residencies in Riga, London, Paris and
historic sites in Tasmania. She was awarded a PhD in 2004 from the
University of Tasmania where she is now Lecturer in Fine Art.

Darbu saraksts

Albums, 2009 -10
Digitaldruka uz audekla
100 x 104cm or 100 x 140em

Majas, 2010
Viena kanala video
20" cilpa
Kara bejgas, 2009
Viena kanala video, lakats, zari, speju sautene
Video: 2" cilpa; variejamas dimensijas
Pedejais pagrieziens, 2010
Digitali atteli digitala ietvara, auduma maiss, gramatas
Variejamas dimensijas

List of works

Album, 2009-10
Digital prints on canvas
100 x 104cm or 100 x 140cm

Home, 2010

Single channel video

20" loop

The end of the war, 2009

Single channel video, shawl, twigs, toy rifle
Video: 2" loop; dimensions variable

The last bend in the road, 2010
Digital images in digital picture frame, sack, books
Dimensions variable

brigitaozolins.blogspot.com

brigitaozolins.com



No 2010.gada ILjunija lidz 2 julijom
Latvijas Naciondlas bibliotékas izstGzu zalé

Pateiciba

Maksliniece izsaka ipasu pateicibu minetajam personam un
organizacijam, kuru dasnais atbalsts dumu So projektu iespejamu:
Pirmajai aviosabiedribas Quantas laikmetigas malkslas balvai,
Latvijas Nacionalajai bibliotekai, electronic —lc,\'tf‘tc,\fl»!cs rezidencei,
Andai Lamasei, Andai Klavinai, Banutai Rubesai, Treisijai Alenai,

Gerardam Vilemsam, Marai un Viktoram Vostrikoviem
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1944.gada 9.oktobrT mana
mate Mirdza Bérzina kopa
ar vecakiem un jaunako
brali pameta Rigu.

On 9 October, 1944,

my mother, Mirdza Berzins,
fled Riga with her parents
and younger brother.



