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tautu dara stipru” ir Latviesu valodas

agentlras un Latvijas skolénu, ka ari
latviesu skolu arvalstis davana Latvijas
valsts simtgadé.

ﬂadoéo darbu krajums ,Kas manu

No 2008. gada Eiropas Valodu diena -
26. septembri - LatvieSu valodas agentiira
izsludina literaro darbu un zimé&jumu
konkursu, kura mérkis ir apzinaties Latvijas
spéka un stipruma avotus, popularizét
latviesu valodu, sekmét valodas ka
vértibas apzinasanos un stiprinat nacionalo
pasapzinu.

So gadu laika batu grati atrast kadu
skolu Latvija un latviesu skolu pasaulg, kas
nebdtu piedalijusies kada no konkursiem.
2017. gada konkursa piedalijas gandriz
900 skolénu no Latvijas un latvieSu skolam
pasaulé.

Izsludinot konkursus, rapigi domajam
par radoso darbu témam, kas aicinatu jauno
paaudzi but lidzatbildigiem par savu zemi
un tautu. Brivibas cena, kadu Latvija ir
maksajusi par valstisko neatkaribu, aicina
mus nebdt vienaldzigiem pret Latvijas
likteni un rosina katram apzinaties savu
nozimi tas veidosana. Ir prieks, ka, lasot
darbus, izjutam piederibu, atbildibu un
spéku, kas virzits uz to, lai Latvija plauktu
un zeltu.

Cik gan daudz skaistaka bus musu
zeme, skanigaka latviesu valoda, vienotaka
un stipraka tauta, ja més katrs sev uzdotu
So jautdajumu: ko labu es varu darit
Latvijai?

Elizabete Avotina,
Keguma komercnovirziena skolas 12. klase




Makes My Nation Strong" is a gift to

Latvia on its centenary, presented
by the Latvian Language Agency and
students from public schools in Latvia and
Latvian schools abroad.

'%' his collection of essays entitled "What

Since European Language Day
on September 26th, 2008, the Latvian
Language Agency has sponsored an
annual competition for students from
Latvian schools in Latvia and abroad.
These competitions are organised with the
goal of promoting the use of the Latvian
language, inviting participants to reflect
upon potential sources of strength and
empowerment in Latvia as well as working
to raise awareness of the value of our
national language and culture.

Since then almost every school in
Latvia and every single Latvian school
abroad have participated in our creative
writing competitions. In 2017, a total of
nearly 900 students in Latvia and other
countries submitted their essays.

Every year we carefully weigh
possible topics for each annual competition,
in order to arrive at a topic that will motivate
young people to reflect upon and cultivate
a sense of shared responsibility for our
country and its future. The significant
price paid by the people of Latvia for their
national independence demands that we,
the members of the current generation,
show that we care and play an active role
in shaping our country’s future. It is a
joy to read these essays, which express

a feeling of belonging, responsibility and
dedication to contribute to the future
success and prosperity of Latvia.

We can easily imagine how beautiful
our country could be, how vibrant its
language and empowered its people could
be, if each and every one of us asked
ourselves this one simple question: What
can I do for Latvia?

We have selected excerpts from the
many essays submitted to this competition,
which serve as pieces of a puzzle, each in
its own way delivering a message about
our actions, thoughts, hopes and dreams
that can make this country a better place
and contribute to the well-being and
happiness of all the people of Latvia.

May our thoughts, creativity
and work be the shining stars
of Latvia’s success!

This is the fondest wish of the
Latvian Language Agency to everyone
who reads this essay collection! We are
grateful to all of the participants and
their teachers for their contributions and
support for the publication of this book.



Krajuma apkopoto darbu fragmenti
ir ka véstijumi - ari ar mazajiem ikdienas
darbiem, labajam domam un ceribam par
sapnu piepildijumu més varam padarit
savu Tevzemi skaistaku un tas cilvékus
laimigakus.

Lai mdsu domas un darbi atmirdz
ka zelts Latvijas zvaigznés!

To ikvienam §i krajuma lasitajam
novél ari LatvieSu valodas agentdra,
vienlaikus pateicoties konkursa dalib-
niekiem un skolotajiem par atsaucibu un
ieguldijumu krajumu tapsana.

Skolénu patriotisko un radoso darbu sérija ir izdotas
vienpadsmit gramatas.

~Mana valoda ir mans gods” (2009)
.lededzies par savu tautu, valsti un valodu!” (2010)

Mana valoda ir mans gods. My Language: A Matter of Honour for Me.
Ma langue est mon honneur” (2010)

»Ko, Latvija, Tev varu dot?” (2011)

,Starp tevi un mani ir valoda” (2013)

,Dzimtas stasti. Ar sakném Latvija” (2014)

,Latvija, es esmu Tavs bérns” (2014)

~Mani septinjlidzu zabaki stav kakta ar putekliem apklati” (2015)
,Ka var macities citu valodu? Protot savu valodu” (J. Peters) (2016)

,Labi vardi sirdi silda” (2017)

».Kas manu tautu dara stipru” (2018)
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Vairak par izdevumiem var uzzinat LatvieSu valodas adentlras majaslapa
www.valoda.lv (https://valoda.lv/gramatas/radoso-darbu-krajumi/).

Ar Sakngm,
Latvjj5




A total of eleven books have already been published
in our student creative writing series.

"Mana valoda ir mans gods" ("My Language: A Matter of Honour for Me") (2009)

"Tededzies par savu tautu, valsti un valodu!"
("Shine like a star for your nation, country and language!") (2010)

"Mana valoda ir mans gods. My Language: A Matter of Honour for Me.
Ma langue est mon honneur" (2010)

"Ko, Latvija, Tev varu dot?" ("What Good Can I Bring You, Latvia?") (2011)
"Starp tevi un mani ir valoda" ("Between You and Me There Is a Language") (2013)

"Dzimtas stasti. Ar sakném Latvija."
("Family Stories Through Generations. Roots in Latvia") (2014)

"Latvija, es esmu Tavs bérns" ("I Am a Child of Yours, Latvia!") (2014)

"Mani septinjlidzu zabaki stav kakta ar putekliem apklati"
("My Seven-League Boots Now Collect Dust In the Corner") (2015)

"Ka var macities valodu? Protot savu valodu. J.Peters" (2016)
("How to Learn Another Language? By Mastering Your Own Language. J.Peters")

"Labi vardi sirdi silda" ("Good Words Warm the Heart") (2017)
"Kas manu tautu dara stipru" ("What Makes My Nation Strong") (2018)

Ka var macities
citu valodu?
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More information about these publications is available at the Latvian Language Agency
(Latviesu valodas agentiira) homepage: www.valoda.lv
Please check under the heading "Gramatas", and then select "Radoso darbu krajumi". C







o Kas manu tautu dara stipru?

(W ogad Latvijai aprit 100 gadu, un LatviesSu valodas agentira,
N laikus par to domajot, izvél&jas radodo darbu konkursa
tému, lai izkustinatu skolénus no ikdienas reizém bezriupigas
sadzives un mudinatu meklét dzilakos muasu tautas un valsts
esibas slanos. Tik tieSam - kas manu tautu dara stipru?

Daudzi, protams, bija likojuSies vésturé - 1919. gada
novembra Rigas aizstavju cinas, barikazu laika, daudzajos
gadsimtos uzkratajas tradicijas, latvju dainas, misu briniskigaja
latviesu valoda. Citi uzsvéra misu sportistu, makslinieku un
zinatnieku starptautiskos panakumus, un pamatoti - reta tauta
spé€j but tik bagata ar pasaules klases dziedatajiem, akadémiskas
muazikas izpilditajiem un dazu sporta veidu meistariem. Bet jlsu
darbos bija ari neparastaki skatijumi - par to, ka mums nav un
kas ir musu galvenais ieguvums. Musu skaista zeme - ne mums
zemestricu, ne vulkanu, ne postosu plidu un viesulvétru - ta
tacu ir mdsu bagatiba! Varam mierigi izbaudit netveramas cCetru
gadalaiku parejas. Un tapéc labakie darbi ari bija tie, kur spoza,
makslinieciski profesionala limeni redzam Latvijas burvigo,
neatkartojamo dabu. Jus rakstijat ari par smagiem jautajumiem,
un viens no svarigakajiem - daudzu misu tautiesSu aizbraukSana uz
citam zemém labaka darba un laimes mekléjumos. Tiek izjauktas
gimenes, tradicionala vértibu sistéma, un tad nu jajauta: kas
ir laime? Vai tieSam pilns maks (konts) ar marcinam, dolariem,
eiro? Mani arkartigi aizkustinaja kads darbs, kura autore rakstija
fizisko nesp€ju dzivot. Latvija ir misu vieniga laimes zeme, to
balsta ikkatrs koks, zale, zieds. Protams, cilveki. Un vél - musu
attieksme pret valodu. Tatad masu lielais darbs - spodrinat un
bagatinat masu valodu, lai ta ir dziva, kosa un jaunekliga.

Valdis Rumnieks,
redaktors



Krista Gabriela Roba, Druvas vidusskolas 11. klase




What Makes Our Nation Strong?

his year Latvia celebrates its 100™ anniversary. The Latvian Language
-%— Agency took this into account when picking a topic for this year’s essay

competition in the hope that the right topic could take students out of their
seemingly carefree everyday lives and push them to dig deeper and explore the
more hidden layers of our country and its people. And to truly ask: what makes
our nation strong?

Many students actually looked into Latvia’s history. They researched
the War of Independence and the battles around Riga in November 1919, the
barricades and their defenders during Latvia’s second struggle for independence
in 1991, our centuries-old traditions expressed even today through our folk songs
and our beautiful language. Some students wrote about the international acclaim
and achievements of our athletes, artists and scientists, and understandably so,
as it is unique for such a small nation to produce such an array of world-class
singers, professional musicians and athletes. Some of you, however, found a more
unusual way to approach this question: you explored both the things we lack and
also those that are our greatest attributes. Nature is beautiful in our country and
our country is safe from earthquakes, floods and hurricanes, which is also very
valuable! Over the course of the year we can enjoy the almost imperceptible,
peaceful passage of the seasons. We found that the best essays were really
the ones where you managed to capture the beauty of Latvian landscapes and
nature in a creative and professional manner. Some of you touched upon some
heavier issues as well, including the fact that many of our compatriots continue
moving to other countries in search of work and a better life. Often this leads
to the disruption of families and the traditional values system, which leaves us
to wonder: what is happiness? Is it really only a wallet full of pounds, dollars or
euros? I was really very deeply moved by an essay in which a student described a
family’s attempt at reunification out there, abroad, and the complete impossibility
of living there. For us, happiness is living in Latvia where that joy is supported
by every tree, flower, and blade of grass. And, naturally, also the people. As well
as our attitude towards our language. This, then, becomes our primary task - to
polish and enrich our language, so it may live and stay colourful and youthfully
vibrant.

Valdis Rumnieks
Editor



Skolénu radoso darbu konkursa
~Kas manu tautu dara stipru”
literaro darbu fragmenti

‘ ‘ ana tauta ir latvie$i. Mana tauta

ir tikstos trissimt septindesmit
IV' kilometri augligas zemes, mizam
zalojosu mezu un saules apspidétu plavu.
Mana tauta ir cetrsimt devindesmit
astoni kilometri, miti putu mezgdiném
apaustajas juras vilnu takas, ka ari tie no
kamolina atrisusie diedzini, kuri aizrauti
lidzi pasaules véjam.

Mana tauta ir sudrabkalts Nameja
gredzens, kura vijumos iepits spéks,
drosme un neatlaidiba. Mana tauta
ir pastalas sietas kajas, kuras uz
zemes iekraso miuziku dejas rakstos.
Mana tauta ir dzidrs avota Udens, kas
veldzé slapes gan tveices parnemta
vasaras diena, gan bridi, kad prats
alkst péc miera un spirdzinosa domu
vésuma. Mana tauta ir silts zemes
klepis, kura saknojas visi zalie asni,
kas vélas tiekties preti debesim. Mana
tauta ir dimdoss pérkona negaiss, kurs
atsvaidzina saulstaru svelmé uzkarsuso
zemi un palaiz nepaklausigos zibens
délus izradities kautrigajam méness
meitam. Mana tauta ir Janu siers, siets
no svaiga govs piena, kura pirmo silto
Iasiti saskrien pagarsot ikkatrs, kas vien
jau spéj pakustinat mazas kajeles.

Mana tauta ir meza burviba, kura
paslépts vesels ruku ciemats, ar lapstu
roka laimi meklét dodas Spriditis, un

koku galotnes sabuzina V&ja mate. Mana
tauta ir saulriets, ieslégts mazos sveku
pilienos, kuri zaigo jaras smilSainaja
krasta ka nelielas apsléptu dargumu
ladites, kuram ta vien karojas tikt
atrastam. Mana tauta ir rasas piliens,
aizkavejies zales stiebra, lai ilgak
pabauditu ar saules palidzibu pasa radito
varaviksnes izradi. Mana tauta ir ziemas
pirmais maigais kraukskis zem kajam,
paslépies aiz sarmas mirdzosajiem ledus
kristaliem. Mana tauta ir simt gadu balinu
un zeltenisu, kuri radusi jauku patvérumu
tautasdziesmu rindinas, kopotas Dainu
skapja patvéruma. Mana tauta ir gaismas
pils un savas brivibas piemineklis. Mana
tauta ir veiklam rokam pits vainags,
kura dailas jaunavas galva rudzupukes,
magones un margrietinas uzzied vélreiz.
Mana tauta ir ozollapu vainags, stiprinats
ar trissimt gadu ilgi kratiem pasa milzu
koka saknu vijumiem. Mana tauta ir tas
térps, izrakstits Maras, Pérkona, Laimas
un Dieva zimém.

Mana tauta ir zelta rudens, kura
katram no krasaino koku zariem nobirst
pa zelta gabalinam. Mana tauta ir pirmais
krokusa zieds pavasari, izlauzies no
sasalusas zemes, lai kautrigi apsilditu
vaigu mirdzosaja, tikko modusas saules
gaisma un piemiegtu ar aci, pazinojot, ka
jau atkal izturéta auksta un barga ziema.



Mana tauta ir grozs, pilns krasotu olu,
un Stiposanas lidz pasam koku galotném.
Mana tauta ir tas sadotas rokas pari visai
Latvijai, kur tik ilgi ar varu panemtus
grozus turéjusas svesas. Mana tauta ir
Brivibas cinas, nezidosa ticiba un jau
sen Skietami pazaudéts spéks, kurs ar
dzirkstelojosu sparu atgriezas bridi, kad
tumsa bezceriba no debesim list engelu
asaras. Mana tauta ir uzvaras sauciens
pasaulé, kad tas mazakumu atspéko
talants, sp€jas un neatlaidiba. Mana
tauta ir zirnek|u tiklos ievitas teikas,
liepzieda smarza aizmirsusas pasakas
un sakamvardi. Mana tauta ir spécinosa
rudzu maize. Mana tauta ir putnu skanigas
balsis no rita, kuras
ka zvani parske| visu
nakti ilguSo klusumu.
Mana tauta ir Vecrigas
ielas, kuras iebrugétas
visu galvaspilsétas
iedzivotaju nozudusas
domas. Mana tauta
ir Gaizing, kur$ tas \\/
lepnuma turéts, slejas \
pari pasam Everestam.
Mana tauta ir Rainis,
Aspazija, Blaumanis, Barons, Caks,
Ziedonis, Vacietis, Ikstena, BelSevica un
vél tik daudzi, daudzi, kuru davatajos
vardos varam smelties iedvesmu,
pasapzinu un jaunu vélmi cinities, augt
un radit tikpat briniSkus dizgaru darbus.
Mana tauta ir sarkanbaltsarkana
milestiba, kura plivo debesu zilgmé
starp sniegbaltiem puku makoniem.

Al

Milestiba, kura nav izzudusi pat
tumsa, biedéjosa negaisa, kad spilgtas
uguns Sautras saske| debesis siksikos,
nesalasamos puzles gabalinos. Kura nav
izzudusi pat blavakajas, drégnakajas,
bezcerigakajas rudens dienas, kad
ikviens necaurredzamo miglu virs zemes
sev ka peléku segeni aptinis. Milestiba
vél stipraka par teikas attéloto Lacplési,
par neuzvaramo Kurbadu, vél gaisaka
par saullektu, kurs spirgta vasaras rita
atspid mirdzosajos Gaujas likloc¢os un
liktenupes Daugavas dzilajos atvaros.
Mana tauta ir stipra, un, ja reiz
kads to apSaubis, stasies tam preti
nevis ar nezéligiem ierociem, bet gan
liesmojoSsam, gaismu nesosam
lapam rokas. Ne jau asus
vardus izkliegs to mutes, bet
gan vienosies kopiga dziesma.
Mana tauta esmu es,
mazs asns, kurs savas saknes
iedzinis dzili Dieva svétitaja
zemé€é un acis pacélis pret
debesim. Asns, kurS nebaidas
sniegties preti zeltitai makona
malinai, kaut gan to lauzusas
VvEétras brazmainas pismas un
cirtusas lietus Saltis. Un kas gan var bt
stipraks par asnu, kurs nebaidas augt
par spiti visam tam.
Justine DizZpétere,
Elejas vidusskolas
11.a klase
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Excerpts from student essays in the
creative writing contest
"What Makes My Nation Strong?"

A A v nation are the Latvians. My nation
F=r= is the one thousand three hundred

seventy kilometres of beautiful
land, luscious green forests and meadows
basking in the summer sun. My nation is
the four hundred ninety-eight kilometres
of waves in the sea, adorned with white
lace, but also little strands of yarn carried
off by the four winds.

My nation is the silver ring of King
Namejs, which holds hidden strength,
courage and tenacity within its
designs. My nation is a pair of feet
in simple peasant shoes marking
the rhythms of music upon the
earth with dance. My nation is
crystal clear spring water, cool
and fresh to quench thirst on a
hot summer day or soothe the
mind when it seeks peace and a return
to stillness. My nation is the warm womb
of the Earth, where fresh, green sprouts
prepare for their journey upward towards
the sky. My nation is the sound of a mighty
thunderstorm as it arrives to nourish the
earth on a hot summer evening permitting
the mischievous sons of lightning to show
off in front of the shy daughters of the
Moon. My nation is a rich, yellow wheel
of Midsummer cheese, made from fresh
cow’s milk, delicious and inviting from the
first moment it's ready, a joy for all ages.

My nation is a magical forest, hiding
in it a whole village of little gnomes.
There goes the little boy Spriditis with a
spade over his shoulder, ready to meet
the Mother of Winds as she approaches,
caressing treetops with her soft hand.
My nation is a sunset, long ago captured
into minute drops of amber that the sea
so generously sprinkles along its shores,
where they lie in the sand as small
treasures waiting to be found. My nation

, is a dewdrop on a blade of
grass, the one that stayed
longer than needed just to
catch sight of the rainbow it
created, while playing in the
sunlight. My nation is the
first crunch of winter snow
under my feet, the dazzling
light of frost crystals all around. My
nation is all the farm girls and boys whose
stories are sung in the age-old folk songs,
written on strips of paper in the oak
cabinet that holds the Dainas. A temple
of light and a statue of freedom. A flower
crown adorning a young girl’s head, alive
with the colour of poppies, daisies and
cornflowers. The mighty crown of an oak
tree, held up by its solid, centuries-old
roots. A national costume decorated with
the patterns of our gods and goddesses -
Mara, Pérkons, Laima and Dievs.



My nation is the golden autumn
when every tree branch scatters tiny bits
of gold. My nation is the first snowdrop in
early spring, pushing through the frozen
earth to warm itself in the glimmering,
early season sunlight just so it can wink
at us in the knowledge that it had survived
another cold and harsh winter. My nation
is a basket of Easter eggs and an Easter
swing moving as high as the treetops.
My nation is the meeting of warm hands
forming a chain across all of Latvia,
holding the reins that were once tightly
held by strangers. My nation is the War
of Independence and the Latvian soldiers,
their ceaseless faith and strength, which
may at times appear to dwindle yet bursts
forth again just as angels from heaven
shed tears over a moment of darkest
despair. My nation is the happy shout
out of victory when its small size is of
no significance in the face of its talent,
abilities, and dedication. My nation is age-
old folk legends and grandma'’s fairytales
wrapped up in the soft fragrance of
linden flowers. My nation is the cheerful
birdsong on an early morning, cutting like
a bright bell through the silence of the
previous night. My nation is the network
of cobblestone streets in Old Riga, which
still holds the memories of all those who
once walked them. My nation is Gaizins
Hill, which is lifted up even higher than
Everest by the pride of our people. My
nation is the authors of our classics
Rainis, Aspazija, Blaumanis, Barons, Caks,
Ziedonis, Vacietis, Ikstena, BelSevica and
many, many others, who gave us words

full of meaning, inspiration, confidence
and who still inspire us to struggle, grow
and create our own masterpieces.

My nation is love painted in the
red-white-red colours of our national flag
waving proudly against the blue expanse
with its soft, white clouds. A love not lost
even in the dark, fearful trembling of a
thunderstorm when its flashes of fierce
lightning slice the sky into countless tiny
puzzle pieces. A love that does not die
even on cold, dreary, hopeless autumn
days when people walk around wrapped
in veils of thick, heavy fog. A love stronger
than the mythological hero L&acplésis,
than invincible Kurbads, brighter than the
sunrise reflected in the glistening waters
of the River Gauja and the deep whirlpools
of the Daugava - the river that knows our
destiny.

My nation is strong, and if anyone
ever doubts that, they will not be met with
deadly weapons, but instead with hands
carrying fiercely burning torches. Our
nation will not shout angry words, but
rather unite in song.

My nation is me, a little sprout with
roots driven deep into this land blessed by
God with my eyes raised up to the skies.
A sprout, which is unafraid of reaching
for a cloud’s golden lining even if it has
been battered by harsh winds and lashed
by heavy rains. And what can be stronger
than a sprout unafraid to keep growing
even despite all of that.

Justine DiZpétere,
Eleja Secondary School, Grade 11A
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n ie manam sencu majam bija avots.
No ta némam udeni, dzidru un veésu,
lai no ritiem acis skaidras mazgatu

un karstaja pusdienas svelmé veldzétos,

un stiprinatu sevi gan fiziski, gan garigi.

Vecvecmamina cepa maizi, brinu ka

Zemgales uzartie tirumi. Milestiba cepta,

ta remde€ja izsalkumu.

Kas mani dara stipru? Vai tas ir
avota udens? Maize? Milestiba? Karaviri,
dzivie un kritusie? Gimene? Sapni? Jra?
Cilvéks, ikviens cilvéks? Mazs smilSu
graudins? Es nezinu.

Es zinu tikai vienu: es esmu stipra!

Jasmina Paskauska,
Dobeles Valsts gimnazijas
7. klase

l‘ anas tautas spéks

Kas manu tautu dara stipru?
I" Mana stipra gimene.

Tetis ir spéks,

Mamma ir milums,

Masa ir zieds, un es pats esmu prieks.

Kas manu tautu dara stipru?
Visas stipras gimenes.
Tas krasno Latviju,
Tas spécina tautu.
Uvis Priede,
Jaunmarupes pamatskolas
1. klase

“PF here was a spring close to my great-
i grandfather’s house. We used to
get water there, cool and fresh, so
in the morning we could rinse our faces
clean, or on a hot summer afternoon feel
physically and spiritually invigorated. My
great-grandmother baked bread, brown
like the the freshly-tilled farmlands of
Zemgale. Baked with love, it eased our
hunger.

What makes me strong? Is it water
from the spring? Bread? Love? Soldiers,
both living and dead? Family? Dreams?
The sea? People, every person? A small
grain of sand? I don’t know.

But I know only this: I am strong!

Jasmina Paskauska,
Dobele State Gymnasium,
Grade 7

“P he strength of my nation
B What makes my nation strong?
The strength of my family.
Father is strength,
Mother is love,

Sister is a flower and me, I am joy.

What makes my nation strong?
All the strong families.

They make Latvia beautiful.
They make our nation strong.

Uvis Priede,
Jaunmarupe Primary School,
Grade 1
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l ana pilséta ir véju pilséta. Ta ir
Liepaja. Mana skola atrodas netalu
I" no Dzintarjuras — JUrmalas parka.

Es domaju, ka Latviju stipru dara
musu tauta. Tie ir visi cilveki - tie, kuri
ir jau aizgajusi debesis un kuri mums ir
blakus Kurzemé, Latgalé, Vidzemé un
Zemgale.

Pagajusajas Lieldienas es atvadi-
jos no savas milas vecmaminas. Vina ir
ka varaviksne atminas. Pasakas, kuras
klausijos vakaros, tautasdziesmas, kuras
macijos, lasot januzales
un vainagus pinot, - tas
dara manu tautu stipru.
Vecmamina visu madzu
paliks atmina ar savu
darba tikumu un milestibu
pret Latviju.

Vectétins bija tas,
kur$ cinijas par brivu
Latviju.

Mana mamina un tétis varé€ja
aizbraukt dzivot uz Angliju. Kapéc vini
neaizbrauca? To man pastastija Kuldigas
ome. Mamma un tétis mdsu tévu zemi
mil tik loti, ka nespéj skirties. Nekadas
pasaules bagatibas nevar vinus aizvilinat.
Es lepojos ar saviem vecakiem. Vini ir
manas Latvijas bagatiba.

Marta Kursinska,
Liepdjas Centra sakumskolas
2. klase

y city is a city of winds. Liepaja.
W =~ . q a =
r=2 = My school is inside Jirmala Park,
very close to the Baltic - the
Amber Sea.

I believe it's our nation that makes
Latvia strong. It's because of all of our
people - those who have already gone
to heaven, and those still here with us in
Kurzeme, Vidzeme, Latgale and Zemgale.

Last Easter I had to say goodbye
to my dear grandmother. She shines
like a rainbow across my memories. All
those fairy tales I used to listen
to at bedtime, the folk songs I
learned while gathering flowers
for Midsummer garlands - all of
that makes my nation strong.
I will always remember my
grandmother for her hard work
and love for Latvia.

Grandfather was the one
who fought for an independent
Latvia.

My mother and father could have
gone away to live in England. Why
did they stay? My grandma in Kuldiga
explained it to me. My mother and father
love their country so much that they
could not possibly leave. Nothing in the
world, no riches could lure them away.
I am proud of my parents. They are the
strength of my Latvia.

Marta Kursinska,
Liepaja Centre Primary School,
Grade 2



arbat mums vairak jadavina prieks?

Es esmu prieciga, ja muzikas skola

vijolspélé sanemu labu vértéjumu,
ja man kaut ko uzdavina, ja varu satikties
ar labiem draugiem un uzrikot mazu
balliti. Tas man dod spéku.

Esmu bédiga, ja redzu, ka pieaugu-
Sajiem klajas slikti, nav naudinas,
nav darba, nevar aizbraukt uz teatri,
koncertu. Man vél grati spriest, kapéc ta,
bet domaju, ka visi cilvéki batu pelnTjusi
dzivot cienigi, ne tikai tie, kas dzivo lielas
pilsétas.

Man spéku dod tas, ja
esmu dartjusi kadam labu.
Saviem diviem braliem un
masinai es jau macu zimét
un rékinat, bet mans tétis
man maca valsi. Mamina
mums rada, ka cept
piragus, bet vakaros mums
lasa pasakas. Ta més daram
cits citam labu, un visi kopa més esam
spéks.

Gabriela Kostigova,
Gulbisa pamatskola
1. klase

U ismilakos spéka vardus Latvijai

meés veltam Lacplésa diena un tas
' dzimsanas diena, 4. maija ar Balta
galdauta svéetkiem. Es esmu ka siks
graudins latviesu tautas pulcina, bet
ielieku savu dalu tas spéka stiprinasana
ar mazajiem darbiniem. Vienmér izpildu

TR

skolas uzdevumus, macos muzikas skola,
majas palidzu vecakiem. Es aizdedzu
sveciti brivibas cinitaju pieminai, lepojos
ar piesprausto karoga krasas lentiti,
lasu par notikumiem un cilvékiem, kuri
veidojusi Latvijas vésturi. No manas
ricibas un visu Latvija dzivojoSo cilvéku
darbosanas valsts k|dst stipra. Latvija
dzivo dazadu tautibu cilvéki, tapéc kopa
draudzigi jasadarbojas un jaruna skaistaja
latvieSu valoda. Man patik vardus
likt virknités, lai veidotos interesants
stastijums, tapéc iesaistos
radosajos konkursos. Es macos
no latvieSu tautasdziesmu
gudribam, lasu gramatas.
No sirds ar mirdzumu acis es
dziedu himnu ,Dievs, sveéti
Latviju!”. Spéku es smelos ari
no dabas, jo dzivoju laukos, un
katrs gadalaiks mani uzlade.
Daba negrib, ka tai dara pari,
tapéc nedrikst piesarnot zemi un mezus.

Saulite nekad nav piegurusi, savas
zelta pastalinas staigadama, tapéc tas
gaisma iemirdzas Brivibas pieminekl|a
tris zvaigznés. Sievietes téls, kas tur Sis
zvaigznes, ir ka sargs par musu zemi. No
katra pa sirds siltumam, vardu milumam,
darba cCaklumam un atbildibai lai tiek
simtgades cela musu Tévzemei ka tas
spéka apliecinajums.

Sofija Elisa Balode,
Rencénu pamatskolas
4. klase



g‘ ‘4 aybe we should give the gift of joy
ﬁ;‘; more often? I feel happy when I

. get a good mark for playing the
violin at music school, when I get a gift,
when I can meet good friends and throw

a little party. It gives me strength.

I feel sad when I see adults who
are not doing well, who have no money
or job, who can’t afford to go to a concert
or the theatre. It's hard for me to know
still why things are that way, but I think
all people deserve to live lives of dignity,
not only people who live in big cities.

I take strength from knowing that
I've done something good for someone
else. I'm already teaching my two
brothers and my little sister how to count
and draw, but my dad is teaching me
how to dance the waltz. Mommy shows
us how to bake pies, and reads to us at
bedtime. That’s how we do good things
for each other, and together we become
strong.

Gabriela Kostigova,
Gulbitis Primary School,
Grade 1

!‘ ® e send our dearest wishes to
=k= Latvia on Lagplésis Day - the
" day we remember those who
fought for Latvia’s independence - and
on Independence Day, the 4th of May,
which we also call White Tablecloth Day.
In the entire Latvian nation, I'm only a
tiny grain of sand, but I, too, have helped
make it strong with a little effort every

day. I always do my homework, I go
to music school, I help my parents at
home. I light a candle in memory of the
freedom fighters, wear a ribbon in our
national colours, read about the events
and people that shaped the history of
our country. It is through my efforts and
those of all of Latvia’s people that our
country grows strong. People of different
nationalities live in Latvia, so we need to
work together and speak our beautiful
Latvian language. I like to string together
words like a necklace forming stories out
of them, which is why I like to participate
in creative contests. I try to learn from
the wisdom contained in Latvian folklore.
I read books. I sing our national anthem
"God, bless Latvia!" with bright eyes and
all my heart. I take strength from nature,
as I live in the countryside, where each
coming season fills me with new energy.
Nature does not want to suffer, so we
must not pollute our land and forests.

The Sun never tires from walking
around in her golden slippers, and so
her rays light up the three stars of our
Freedom Monument. The image of this
woman holding three golden stars in her
upraised hands is like a guardian over
our country. Let each of us give kindness
from our hearts, love with our words and
responsibility and diligence with our work
to our Fatherland as an expression of its
strength on its hundred-year journey.

Sofija Elisa Balode,
Rencéni Primary School,
Grade 4



Karolina Lavrenkova, Rigas Klasiskas gimnazijas 7. klase




Kameér vel zvaigznes mirdz

l‘ ums pieder riti, pienaind migla

titi, un naktis, kuras var saskaitit
I" miljons zvaigZznu taku. Saka, ka
katra zvaigzné vélésanas ceriba mit,
tapéctad, kad tas spid un pari horizontam
krit, es zibenigi vélos, lai Latvijas tautas
dzirksts nemizam neiznikst. Lai rudzu
asni Tévzemé digst un rupjmaizes
kumoss nekad nek|Gst vienaldzigs. Lai
tautu meitas danci griez un cirulputenis
pa gaisu sniegparslas sviez. Lai januguns
silda mds, kaut ari zinam, ka driz jau
ziema bus.

Es vélos, lai mazbérni mani varétu
gulét brivas Latvijas pienenu plavas un
ieklausities sienazu dziesmu skanas.
Bet pagaidam, lai tas viss paliek ceribas
manas. Jo, kamér Brivibas pieminekla
zvaigznes mirdz, tikmér man ir mieriga
sirds.

Elizabete Zarina,
Jaunpiebalgas vidusskolas
8. klase

While the Stars Still Shine

!‘ ® e own our mornings, wrapped
=F= in soft milky fog, and the nights

' when a million stars trace their
paths across the sky. They say each star
holds a spark of hope, so when I see
them shine and cast their light across the
horizon, I make a quick wish: may the
spark of the Latvian nation never die. May
rye forever sprout in our land and may
the taste of our rye bread never leave us
unmoved. May our folk dancers continue
to whirl and may sudden April storms
toss snowflakes about. May Midsummer
bonfires keep us warm, even as we know
that another winter approaches.

I wish for my grandchildren
to be able to lie down in dandelion
meadows in a free Latvia as they listen
to grasshopper songs. But for now may
these just remain hopes of mine. For
while the Freedom Monument’s stars still
shine, there remains peace in this heart
of mine.

Elizabete Zarina,

Jaunpiebalga Secondary School,
Grade 8
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l &s biezi, domajot par Latviju

un tas vertibam, minam dabas
I" krasnumu, burvigo iespéju izdzivot
Cetrus gadalaikus un tradicijas. To
mums ir pierasts paradit ka sava veida
vizitkarti citiem, bet butu vérts nedaudz
atbrivoties no Siem jau piepilditajiem
zelta pilieniem masu sapnu upé. Ja, tiesi
tagad ir tik peleki laternu stabi un tik
sarkana karklu atblazma sudraba dublos!
Tagad ir tas laiks, kad varétu bat sniegs,
bet ta nav, varétu bit saule, un tomeér tas
nav. Més skrienam pret véju un nejutam
seja sitamies lietus lases, jo neredzam
sev apkart neko. RIt
varbat skriesim péc
vakardienas v€ja un
kritoSo lapu zelta, jo
tam savs laiks bas
zudis ka simtdala no
sekundes judzeé. Viss
ir relativs.

Tie esam meés.

Més pasi ar savu gribasspéku un ticibu,
més célam - asaru péc asaras, domu pie
domas. Més célam un celam savu valsti.
Tai laika, kad tumsie kara makoni skréja
pari Sis zemes laukiem, latvji iekséji
juta - driz busim kas stiprs un vienots,

driz spésim pasi par sevi valdit.
Irbe Karlsone,
Andreja Eglisa [audonas vidusskolas
8. klase

! § hen thinking of Latvia and its
== values and strength, all too often
' we mention its amazing nature,
the wonderful chance to experience
all four seasons and our traditions. We
are used to showing this as a kind of a
business card for Latvia, but isn't it time
to free ourselves of these shining visions
in the river of our dreams? True, right
now is the time when the lamp poles
seem grey and dull, but look at the scarlet
reflection of the willow trees in the silvery
snow! Now is that time of year when we
wish for snow, but it doesn’t come, when
we wish for sun, but there isn‘t any.
We run against the wind, not feeling
the harsh raindrops whipping our
faces, because we don’t see anything
around us. Perhaps tomorrow we’ll
be chasing yesterday’s winds and its
golden falling leaves, but their time
will have passed, like a fraction of
a second over the course of a mile.
Everything is relative.

That’s who we are. With our own
faith and willpower, we built it — tear by
tear, thought by thought. We built and
keep building our country. When the dark
clouds of war cast heavy shadows upon
our fields and meadows, we, Latvians felt
inside that soon we will be strong and
united, that soon we will be the rulers of
our own land.

Irbe Karlsone,

Andrejs Eglitis

Laudona Secondary School,
Grade 8



Himeéna Dzene, Riebinu vidusskolas 5. klase




l ans tétis dzivo un strada Vacija.
Reiz tétis atbrauca no Vacijas un
I" mums ar mammu teica: ,Vai jus
gribétu braukt dzivot uz Vaciju, jo ilgak
vairs nevaru, ilgojos péc jums.” Més ar
mammu ta kartigi apdomajamies un
teicam, ka brauksim, jo ari mums bija
grati dzivot vienam pasam. Protams,
visas mantas sakraméjam un péc divam
nedélam braucam. Bija |oti Z&l aizbraukt
no savas dzimtas valsts, bet nu tada ir
dzive. Celojums bija gars. Jau iebraucot
Lietuva, mums ar mammu
palika ta divaini ap sirdi.
Kad bijam Vacija, sakuma
likas, ka viss bis kartiba.
Padzivojam dazas dienas, un
mammai palika |oti slikti, un
es arl jutos neomuligi. Més
ar mammu gajam uz priezu
mezu, lai varétu ieelpot svaigu
gaisu. Mamma gandriz vispar neéda.
Kadu vakaru tétis atbrauca no darba,
meés parunajamies un nolémam, ka abas
ar mammu tomér brauksim atpakal
uz Latviju. Mums téta bija loti z&él, jo
vinam bls atkal jasamierinas ar 1sam
tikSanas reizém gan Latvija, gan Vacija.
Es sapratu un sajutu, ka nekad nevarésu
pamest Latviju, kura esmu dzimusi.

S

Més pasutijam biletes un péc
nedélas braucam prom no Vacijas.
Pusnakti iebraucam Latvija, un mums
ar mammu palika viegli, ka atkal esam
majas. Lai gan valdija tumsa, mums
likas, ka ir gaiSa nakts, un més ceré&jam,
ka péc gaisas nakts naks gaisa diena.

Tikai, Vacija esot, més sapratam,
cik daudz esam zaudéjudas. Sis
zaudéjums ir darijis mus stipras. Es
domaju, ka ne tikai més esam bijusas
Sadas izvéles prieksa, ne tikai més sapigi
izjutam Latvijas zaudéjumu. Drosi vien
daudzi atgriezas atpakal un kluva vél
stipraki.

Arzemés ir labi apmaksats darbs.
Bet vai par naudu var pardot savu
dzimteni, savu Latviju? Nenoliedzami
ari tai ir liela nozime. Tacu ir lietas, ko

par naudu nevar nopirkt:
laimi, milestibu, cienu un
godu. Ja cilvéks ir stradigs
un neatlaidigs, vins var atrast
darbu ari Latvija. Ir vél daudz
darama, lai musu valsts klatu
arvien labaka un skaistaka.
Ta tikai liekas, ka tur, kur
neesam mes, ir labak: debesis
ir zilakas un zale zalaka.

-

Nekas pasaulé nav labaks par musu
rudzu maizi, janusieru un pelékajiem
zirniem ar speki. Nekas negarso labak
par sava piemajas darzina izaudzetajiem
darzeniem, ogam un aboliem. Es
nevaru iedomaties, ka tas bltu dzivot
bez Ligo dziesmam, bez Dziesmu un
deju svétkiem, bez sveciSu liesminam
Daugavas krastos, bez latviesu valodas,
bez Latvijas.

Samanta Ozola,

Taurupes pamatskolas Mazozolu filiales
8. klase



Anna Marija Katunina, Rigas Klasiskas gimnazijas 8. klase



g ‘ y father lives and works in Germany.
=/ = One day when father came home

' from Germany he asked my mom
and me: "Would you like to come live with
me in Germany. I can’t be without you
any longer. I miss you both so much."
Mom and I carefully thought about it and
then told Father that we're going, because
we, too, missed him and it was difficult
to live apart for so long. So we packed
our bags and two weeks later headed off
to Germany. It was really quite sad to be
leaving our native country, but such is
life. It was a long journey, and already
driving through Lithuania both of us got
this very strange feeling.

A

Once we got to Germany, we thought
we'd be fine. After just the first few days,
mom got physically weaker and weaker,
and I kept having this very uncomfortable
feeling. Mom started taking me for long
walks to a nearby pine forest for fresh
air. Mom had stopped eating. Father came
home from work one day, we had a talk,
and then it was decided that mom and I
would go back to Latvia. We felt really
sorry for my father, as he would have to
get used to seeing us only briefly now
and then in Latvia and in Germany again.
But I understood that I could never leave
Latvia, as it’s the place where I was born.

We ordered our tickets and left
Germany a week later. It was about
midnight when we crossed the Latvian
border, but we felt this sudden feeling of
lightness and ease, knowing that we're
back home. Even though it was dark,

the night felt bright to us, and we hoped
that that bright night would be followed
by a bright day.

Only in Germany did we understand
just how much we had lost. This loss
made us strong. I thought about how it
wasn’t only us who had faced a similar
crossroads, it wasn’t only us who felt
the pain of losing Latvia. Many people
probably returned to Latvia eventually
and became even stronger.

Work is better paid abroad, it is
true. But can you really sell your native
country, your Latvia for money? Money
is important, no denying. Still, there are
things that money can’t buy: happiness,
love, honour and respect. Anyone who is
disciplined and can work hard, will find
a job also here in Latvia. There is still a
lot to do to make our country better and
more beautiful. It only seems like life is
better in the places where we are not -
that the sky is bluer, the grass is greener.

Nothing in this world beats our
Latvian rye bread, Midsummer cheese and
brown peas with bacon. Nothing tastes
better than vegetables, fruit and berries
grown in your own garden. I can’t imagine
a life without our Midsummer songs,
without our song and dance festivals,
without a thousand candles lighting up
the banks of the Daugava River, without
our Latvian language, without Latvia.

Samanta Ozola,

Taurupe Secondary School,
Mazozoli subsidiary school,
Grade 8



Anna Nariskina, Rigas Klasiskas gimnazijas 8. klase




N unat savas tautas valoda ir
n sirdsgudribas izpausme. Latviesu

valoda tikusi spodrinata ar
inteligences ripém tas sakumposma,
bagatinajusies tautasdziesmas un
joprojam dzirkst rakstnieku un dzejnieku
literarajos darbos, parvérsas jauniesu
lietojuma. Ta rotajas indoeiropiesu
valodu saimé un ir spéciga, skaista, gudra
valoda. Kaut to saprastu un macitos visi
tie, kas nak no citam tautam, bet dzivo
Latvija. Cik ta dzivotsp€jiga, liecina
musu veélme to pareizi lietot un izkopt. Ir
japanak, ka latviesSu valodas saknes top
VEél spécigakas un zari aicinosaki.

Caur valodu ejam uz
saskarsmi, jo Latvija dzivo
daudzu dazadu tautibu
cilvéki. Mans aicinajums
tiem, kuri vél nav izpratusi
latvieSu valodas lomu -
ja zem Latvijas saules
jisu tagadéjas majas,
macieties un runajiet
manas tautas valoda, jo
saskarsmes prasmes ir
inteligences pazime.

Evelina Balode,
Rencénu pamatskolas
8. klase

“P o speak the language of your
B nation is a sign of wisdom. The
Latvian language was cultivated at
its conception, enriched by our songs
and still pulses with life in the literary
works of our writers and poets, while
undergoing a transformation in its use
by the younger generation. Part of the
family of Indo-European languages, it is
a strong, beautiful and clever language.
If only everyone who comes from other
backgrounds but lives and works in
Latvia would learn and speak it, too. Its
vitality is only as strong as our desire
to speak it properly and develop it. We
must strive to make its roots
=- stronger and its branches

; more welcoming.

Language is our path
to mutual understanding,
especially as we have people of
so many different nationalities
living in Latvia. To all those
who have not yet grasped the
value of the Latvian language
I wish to say: if your home is
in Latvia, please strive to learn and speak
the language of our people, because
good communication skills are a sign of
a person’s overall intelligence.

Evelina Balode,
Rencéni Primary School,
Grade 8



(W péks, kas liedz noliekt galvu gritos
) brizos, kas liek celties atkal kajas un
triekties uz prieksu, spéks, kas liek
apvienoties, lai sargatu savu zemi- luk,
ar Sadu spéku ir apveltita mana tauta.

Velti domat, ka tas, kas maigs,
nav spécigs. Musu valoda plast liegi
un maigi, nomierina, parliecina un
iedvesmo. Sirms kungs no Kanadas ar
smaidu seja klausas, ka péc vina liguma
dziedam Stpuldziesmu, un atzist, ka
taja ir spéks. Spéks ir valoda, kas ar
saviem divskaniem, garajam skanam un
apalajiem vardiem izklausas
péc meza putnu trelliem.

Manu tautu dara stipru
asinis, kas dzislas plust un
saista mus ar savu zemi. Cik
gan tas nav zemi slacijusas,
kad latvieSu tautai nacas
svesiem kungiem klausit un
izdabat, lai izdzivotu, cik gan
tas nav lijusas, kad latviesu
karaviri bezspécigas dusmas mira
Tirelpurva, asinim sarkani blazmojot
shiega.

Més smelamies spéku no dabas.
LatvieSi ir ¢akla un sirsniga tauta, kam
darba tikums nav svesSs un katra dziva
radibina mila. Un zeme tautai dod spéku,
valga, smarziga, augliga zeme, tik tuva
un spécinosa. Ta vienmér ir devusi ceribu
un iespéju izdzivot.

Manu tautu stipru dara tas
vésture. Ta vésta, ka jau sensenos laikos
latviesi bija stipra tauta, jo ka gan citadi
Lacplésis bltu stajies pretim TumsSajam
bruniniekam. Lasot latviesu tautas teiku
un pasaku gramatas, teju katra var lasit
par latvju balinu, kas izmaniba parspé€jis
pasu velnu, vai par sérdientti, kas ar savu
labestibu un taja pasa laika drosmi aizstav
pati sevi un citus, parestibas maktos.
Jau latvieSu tautas folklora atklajas
musu tautas mentalitate - neparastais
spits, kas mds caurauz no paaudzes
paaudzé, droSsirdiba,
izmaniba, prasme vienmér
tikt cauri ar veselu adu un
nebeidzama milestiba pret
savu zemi. LatvieSu tautai
pieder diZenas dvéseles.
Vienmér atradisies kads,
kurs bis gatavs ziedoties.

Manu tautu stipru
dara kopa btisana. Varétu

ka latviesi labpratak atrodas

Skist,
vienatné, pasi ar sevi, neienirstot lielas

lauzu masas, dzivosanai izvéloties
viensétas, ta uznemot sevi lielu gara
spéku. Un tad, kad tauta sanak kopa, lai
svinétu svetkus, dziedatu un dejotu, taja
ir nenogurdinams spéks un vienotiba.
Tados brizos ta izstaro spéku, parliecibu
par sevi, par Latviju un tas nakotni. Mana
tauta ir stipra.
Elina Zvejniece,
Sunakstes pamatskolas
9. klase



he invisible strength that will not
-%- let you give up in a moment of

hardship, but instead rise up again
and keep moving forward, the strength
that calls for people to be united and
protect their land - this, then, is the
inner strength of my nation.

It is wrong to assume that
being gentle is a sign of weakness.
Our language is gentle and fluid, it is
calming, reassuring, inspiring. An elderly
gentleman from Canada asks that we
sing him a lullaby and listens and smiles
as we do, and says: yes, there is strength
in that song. There is strength in this
language with its long vowels, many
diphthongs, and rounded words sounding
bubbly like bird song.

My nation is made strong by the
blood running through our veins binding
us to this land. How much blood has
been shed for this land, when the Latvian
nation was forced to obey foreign powers
that ruled over it in order to survive. So
much blood has been shed, when the
Latvian soldiers fought and died for our
freedom in Tirelpurvs Bog, their blood
shone red on the white snow.

Our nature fills us with strength.
The Latvians are a nation of strong work
ethics, people who value their work and
feel love for all living beings. This land
has always given strength to our people,
this very earth, its rich, fertile soil, so
close and so strong in itself. It has always
given us hope and a means of survival.

My nation is made strong by its
history. Legends tell us that even long
ago, the Latvians were a strong nation -
how else could Lacplésis have stood up
to the Dark Knight? Reading Latvian folk
tales and legends, we meet many young
men who outwitted the devil, orphan
girls who out of the kindness of their
hearts manage to defend themselves and
also other people in need. The typical
mentality of our nation finds expression
in our folklore: unusual patience and
tenacity that is inherited from generation
to generation, our courage, wisdom and
ability to somehow make it through
adversity along with a boundless love
for our native land. The Latvian nation
has given rise to some great souls.
Throughout time there has always been
someone ready to sacrifice everything.

My nation is made strong by its
unity. It may seem that we are a nation
of introverts, wishing to be alone rather
than part of large crowds, choosing
instead - as is traditionally believed -
to live apart in separate farmsteads, and
in this way developing the virtues of the
spirit. But when my people come together
to celebrate, to sing and dance, they are
full of limitless strength and a sense of
unity. At moments like these, my people
radiate an inner strength, a confidence in
themselves and in the future of Latvia.
My nation is strong.

Elina Zvejniece,
Sunakste Primary School,
Grade 9



‘ anu tautu dara stipru,

To dvéselu gaisma, kas palika
l" Tévzemes arés par brivu Latviju,
Lai Sodien es bitu, mana gimene btu,
Lai Latvija pasaules karté butu.

Manu tautu dara stipru
Ta dziesma, kas skan cauri laikiem,
Matei pusbalsr aijajot,

Svesuma un tundras, skumji apdziedot,

Dziesmu svétkos par Latviju vilnojot.

Manu tautu dara stipru

Tas vienkarsais latvietis, kas mil

Uzartu vagu, ar katru sirdspukstu savu,
Katru slaidu egli sava meza,

Katru piebriedusu graudu plauksta.

Manu tautu dara stipru,
Tas prieks bérna acis, kas rodas,
Kad mamma un tétis kopa smejas,
Kad, svétkus svinot, visi ir kopa,
Un gaisma mirdz latviesu acis.
Margarita Jaugiete,
Skibes pamatskolas
8. klase

“ ana gimene dzivo laukos. Abi

vecaki ir zemessargi. Més ar brali
l" piedalamies jaunsargu nodarbibas,
apmekl€jam Jaunsardzes nometnes un
sporta spéles. Mana seSgadigd masa
art doma, ka skola iestasies jaunsargos.
Ikdiena més nelietojam skalus vardus
par patriotismu, bet, kad pienak Lacplésa
diena, misu gimene dodas lapu gajiena.
Cels Iidz piemineklim ilgst kadas desmit
mindtes, bet Saja 1saja laika tiek iegits
daudz emociju. Rokas mums ir svecites,

kuras noliekam ka pieminas zimi par
Latvijas brivibu kritu$ajiem. Sadi pasa-
kumi saliedé tautu, dod spéku un
parliecibu nakotnei. Esmu lepns par tiem,
kuri Tévzemes nedéla nésa pie apgérba
sarkanbaltsarkano karodzinu. Varbut
tas liekas maznozimigi, bet tas cilvékus
padara staltakus un paSapzinigakus.
Davis Circans,

Dzelzavas pamatskolas

9. klase

Q y family lives in the countryside.

= Both of my parents are members
' of the National Guard. My brother
and I attend classes and sports events
organised by the Youth Guard. My
six-year-old sister also wants to join
the Youth Guard at school. Normally
we don’t talk a lot about patriotism,
but on Lacplésis Day - the day we
remember those who fought for Latvia’s
independence - our entire family walks
in the torch procession. The walk to the
monument takes about ten minutes, but
this brief amount of time is enough to
create a lot of emotion. We hold burning
candles and later place them solemnly as
a remembrance for those who sacrificed

I/y



their lives for our freedom. Events like this
unify the people, give us strength and belief

in the future. I am proud of the people who "
wear ribbons in our national colours during
our Independence Day week. It may seem
like such a small thing, but it makes people
stand tall with a new sense of confidence.
Davis Circans,

Dzelzava Primary School, |

Grade 9

A _B nation is made strong

s = By the light of the souls

i . Who gave their lives for Latvia, for its freedom
So you and I, and my family, could live today

So Latvia would be on the world map today.

My nation is made strong

By our song resounding through the ages:

When a mother softly hushes her baby,

A sad voice sings in foreign lands or faraway tundra
Or our Song Festival’s harmonies echo across Latvia.

My nation is made strong

By that ordinary Latvian who loves

A freshly ploughed field, with each beat of his heart,
Every pine tree in his forest,

Each piece of mature grain in his hand.

My nation is made strong

By the joy in a child’s eyes

When mom and dad laugh together,

When we all come together to celebrate,

When there is light in all our eyes.
Margarita Jaugiete,
Skibe Primary School,

Grade 8




‘ ums pieder dzeltenas pienenes,

mums pieder rasas lases
l" smilgu galos, mums pieder
Janu ugunskuri, mums pieder saules
atspidums zilajos ezeros, mums pieder
rupjmaize un vel medus tai virsu, mums
pieder ,Dievs, svéti Latviju!”, mums
pieder ozoli ar visam ozolzilém, mums
pieder misu pasu milvardi un dusmu
vardi, musu dziedamvardi un klusuma
vardi. Vardi veido masu valodu, ja tas
nebdtu, tad arl latvieSu tautai nebdtu
lemts pastavet. Musu valoda mus satur
kopa, ta ir bijusi viena no galvenajiem
balstiem, kas noturé&jusi latviesu tautu
virs zemes, nelaujot svesinieku zabakiem
mus iemit dzili zemé.

Musu valoda ir masu dargums, kas
mus dara bagatus, stiprus, parliecinatus.
Ta ir mdsu spéka avots, kuru pasi biezi
vien médzam aizbért ar visadiem svesiem
vardiem, kas sapigi spiezas ieksa misu
tauta.

Jonatans Siders,
Ventspils 4. vidusskolas
9. klase

tceros manas krustmates stastu par
to, ka vina pavadija starptautiskaja
H karaviru misija uz Iraku savu délu.
Bailes, nezina, mazigs uztraukums bija
vinas sabiedrotie, kamér déls atradas

ista kara. Prieka asaras un milzigs
lepnums bija ar vinpu kopa, kad déls
atgriezas. Bet varéja tacu arl neparnakt.
No kara ne visiem ir lemts atgriezties.
Krustmates déls atceréjas vienu karavira
dzives epizodi. Tonakt vinam bija jabut
nomoda. Nomoda par visas nometnes
karaviriem. Irakas debesis spoZi
mirdz&éja zvaigznes. DEls domaja, ka
tadas pasas zvaigznes mirdz ari par vina
mates majam Latvija. Tacu sirdi péksni
parnéma divains nemiers, Skita, ka talit
saksies uzbrukums nometnei. Déls atri
domas atkartojis veicamos uzdevumus,
sakoties uzbrukumam. Visu zinu, savus
biedrus nosargasu! Tad vinsS pavéries
zvaigznotajas debesis. Viena zvaigznite
mirdz&jusi spozak par citam, un, taja
veroties, délu parnémis silts miers. Talu
Latvija, manas krustmates majas loga,
ari tonakt mirdzeja viena zvaigznite, kura
bija spozaka par citam. Mana krustmate,
taja veroties, ludza, lai visi labie spéki
pasarga délu, kurs tonakt talaja Iraka
sargaja simtiem savu biedru dzivibu.
Noklausoties Sos stastus, man skita, ka
milziga mates milestiba, kura tonakt no
Latvijas mirdz€ja talas Irakas zvaigznite,
nosargaja gan krustmates délu, gan vina
biedrus.

Ina Jajus,
Bauskas 2. vidusskolas
12. klase



he yellow dandelions are ours and
-%- also the bent grass glistening with

dew drops, the midnight bonfires on
Midsummer’s night are ours and also the
sun’s reflection in our serene blue lakes,
our rye-bread belongs to us and so does
the honey on top and our national anthem
"God, bless Latvia!" is our very own,
the oaks and all their acorns are ours,
the words of love and anger we speak
belong to us as do our words of song and
silence. Words make up our language,
without it our nation would not exist. Our
language binds us together, it has always
been one of our stable anchors that has
kept our nation above water and kept
foreign boots from grinding us deep into
the earth. Our language is our treasure;
it makes us prosperous, strong, and self-
assured. It is the source of our strength,
a living spring that we often tend to fill
up with foreign words, which cut deep
into the fabric of our nation.

Jonatans Siders,
Ventspils Secondary School No. 4,
Grade 9

! remember my aunt telling me how she
= saw her son off on an international

military mission to Iraq. Constant fear
and anxiety filled her life while her son
was serving in an actual war. She had
tears of joy and pride when her son came
home. But he might not have returned.

Not everyone returns from war. Auntie’s
son told us an experience he’d had in
war. That night he had to stay awake.
He was on guard to protect the lives of
all the troops in his military unit. The
stars shone bright that night in Iraq.
Her son thought of how these very same
stars shone over his mother’s house in
Latvia. A sudden sense of disquiet filled
his heart; it seemed that at any moment
they would be attacked. And her son
quickly went over everything he had
to do in the event of an attack. I know
everything I need to know, I'll keep my
comrades safe! Then he looked up at the
starlit sky. One star shone brighter than
all the others, and as he gazed at it he
was filled with inner peace. That night
in Latvia, a star was shining through my
aunt’s window, which was brighter than
all the others. As she gazed at it, my aunt
prayed for her son’s safety, who was on
guard that night, protecting the lives of
hundreds of his comrades. Hearing this
story made me think that the greatness
of a mother’s love radiating that night
from Latvia through that star in the skies
above Iraq, kept not only her son safe,
but also his comrades.

Ina Jajus,
Bauska Secondary School,
Grade 12



‘ anas tautas speks tiek nodots

citiem ar ,Saule, Pérkons,
l" Daugava” vardiem, jo ta ir ka
himna un sevi slépj neatlaidigo latviesu
cinu par brivibu, Baltijas tautu vienotibu
un musu tautas kultlrvésturisko vértibu.
Ta atgadina mums, ka més esam saistiti
cits ar citu ar neredzamiem pavedieniem,
kas vibré dziesmas izpildijuma laika.
Sis skandarbs liek celties kajas, un
sirdi iemiesojas lepnums par Tévzemi,
bet dveéselé paliek rigtums par musu
tautieSu mokam un cieSanam.

MUsu spéks ir maizé, kas izsenis
latvietim bija ne tikai sata devéja, bet
ari stra darba simbols, kas ir svéts un
godinams. Ja maizite nokrit uz zemes,
ta ir japacel un janosklpsta.

Sadi misu tautiedus maca jau

no bérnibas godat sveSu darbu é

un izturéties pret to ar bijibu.
Klaipins, péc senam tradicijam
cepts, tiek apveltits ar dvéseli,
tapécto tik dasni dava visiem - lai
izraditu nesamakslotas rupes un
cienu. Darbs latvietim mazdien ir
bijis galvenais tikums. Kamér kermenis
vél pilns enerdijas un sirds pilna kvélas
liesmas, jastrada par labu sev un citiem.
Raupjas rokas, sviedraina piere, stingrs
skatiens un augums tika godinats, nevis
izklaidigums un tuksi vardi. Jauni, vingri
kermeni spid plava vasaras karstaja
svelmé. JaunieSi nesiidzas, jo darbs,
ko vini dara, noruda dvéseli un padara
Spécigu miesu. So Viziju man uzbur
tautasdziesmas.

Zemite latvietim vienmeér ir bijusi
svéts spéka avots. To godaja, sédami
labibu, un, savakdami razu, pateicas
Jumim. Plikam pédam rasaina zemég, rita
agruma stavédami, tie uzslica energiju,
kas lava stradat no ausmas lidz rietam,
muguru neatliecot. Tik tuvs latvietis ir
dabai, kas vinu ir radijusi, un tik spé&jigs
pateikties tai no sirds bez tuksSiem,
skaliem vardiem.

Mdsu nogurusas, sastradatas rokas
ce| tautu debesis, bet klusa godbijiba
pret pagatni uztur Lacplésa garu. Varbdt
vEéstures bricém nemaz nav jasadzist,
tas joprojam surst un atgadina par laiku,
kad tikai ceribas deva spéku. Pagatne
bridinot dara stipru.

Arina Muravjova,
Rézeknes 5. vidusskolas
11. klase

fd -atviesiem ir jadodas pasaulg, lai cik

ta butu disharmoniska un saraustita

Sobrid, un jameklé dazadi celi,
lai atrastu savu vietu dziveé. Absoluti
nepiekritu arhetipiska latviesa allaz
pienemtajam, ka aréja pasaule ir launa
un naidiga - to apgalvoju tadéel, ka
latvieSu klasiskaja literatlra vispar
nav sizetu, kur varonis dodas prom, lai
turpinatu dzivi tur, arpuse. Ja, protams,
iznémums ir Dullais Dauka, bet latviesu



A Ay nation transmits its inner
W =
r= = strength through the words of our
V.i song "Sun, Thunder, Daugava", as
this is a song coded with motifs of the
Latvian people’s unwavering struggle
for independence, the unity of the three
Baltic nations, and the cultural and
historical heritage of our country. This
song reminds us that we are connected
to each other by invisible strings, which
vibrate when this song is sung. This
music makes us rise up and feel a deep
sense of pride in our native country, but
also a bitter ache because of our nation’s
difficult past and the suffering earlier
generations have experienced.

Our strength is in our daily bread,
which for Latvians has always been so
much more than just food, it was and
is a symbol of hard work, and as such
deserves to be honoured and held sacred.
This is how we teach our children from
an early age - to treat other people’s
hard work with dignity and respect.
A loaf of bread, baked according to
ancient tradition, is also endowed with
its own spirit, and when it is generously
shared with other people, it becomes a
way of showing care and respect. For
Latvians, work has always been our most
treasured virtue. As long as the body is
full of life energy and the heart still burns
bright, a person must work for their own
benefit and that of others. Traditionally,
our people honoured work-worn hands,
sweat on the brow, and a determined
look and posture, not empty words and
superficial desires. Young, energetic

bodies in motion on a sunlit pasture on a
hot summer day. These young people do
not complain, because their work makes
their spirits and bodies stronger. This is
the vision I get from our folk songs.

Land has always been a sacred
source of power for the Latvian people.
It was honoured during planting season
and thanked during the harvest. Standing
barefoot on the damp earth in the early
morning, they absorbed the earth’s
energy, which allowed them to work from
dawn to dusk without stopping. Nature
gave us life and we, Latvians, are so close
to it that we can thank it from the bottom
of our hearts without loud, empty words.

Our worn, weary hands raise us up
as a nation, while humble remembrance of
our past keeps the spirit of Lacplésis alive.
Perhaps history’s wounds don’t even need
to fully heal, they remain sore and remind
us of the times when hope was the only
source of strength. Painful history may
act as a warning and make us stronger.

Arina Muravjova,
Rézekne Secondary School No.5,
Grade 11

., atvians should go out into the world,
i- no matter how chaotic and divided it

may be at this time. People should
be bold and go looking for different paths
in order to find their own place in life. I
am totally against the traditional Latvian
notion that the outside world is bad and
dangerous - and I say that, because our
classic literature lacks any story motifs
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Lerika Freimane, Jelgavas 6. vidusskolas 6. klase




apzina ir sen pienemts kopé&js spriedums,
ka jdra vins viens aiziet boja. Bet ja nu
vins laimigi dzivo kaut kur Nujorka vai
Jaunzélandg, izglabies ar kadu kugi,
tapat ka es Belgija dzivoju jau 11 gadus.
Un mana latvietiba nekur nav zudusi vai
mazinajusies. Ta ir stipra, noturiga, un
sava dzivé gribu izdarit daudz un caur
to palidzét Latvijai attistities un reizé
klat varenakai. DosSanas pasaulé tacu
nozimé attistibu, savu horizontalu un
vertikalu paplasinasanu; ta noteikti nav
muguras pagriesana un
novéréanas! So atzinu
pirmsakumos ari ieguvu
sava gimeng, un zinu, ka t
blsu tas pavediens, kas
nakotné Latviju daris |
koSaku, interesantaku,
varosaku, vienotaku
un caur to ari stipraku.
PatieSam! Kad jau vairaku Dziesmu
svetku nosléguma dzirdu R. Kaupera un
I. Cipes ,Mana dziesma”, vienmér jutu
savilpojumu un sirsniga, silta spéka
pieplidumu tiesi sava latvietibas apzina.
Tas ir tas musu dzivas tradicijas, to
speks, musu saknes un nakotne! Gods
un lepnums bt latvietei - milu So izjGtu.
Ance Martinsone,
Briseles II Eiropas skolas
11. klase

L ilbiddm

where the hero leaves to continue life
somewhere out there, on the outside.
Yes, there are a few exceptions, like
Daring Dauka, but the way Latvians
usually view his story is that he definitely
perished when he went out to sea,
because he was all alone out there. But
what if he found his way to, say, New York
or New Zealand, what if he got rescued
by a ship and started all over? I have
been living in Belgium for 11 years now.
And my sense of being Latvian has not
vanished or faded. It is as strong as
ever and I am determined to do many
good things in my life and in that way
also help Latvia develop and become
great. Going out into the world leads
to growth, an expansion of one'’s
horizontal and vertical dimensions,
and it definitely is not turning one's
back on Latvia! I first came to this
conclusion in my own family, and I am
sure I will be a thread that will make
Latvia brighter, more interesting, more
able, more united and through all of
that also stronger. Really! When I hear
the song "Mana dziesma" — "My Song"
by R. Kaupers and I. Cipe at the closing
concert of the Song Festival, I always feel
deeply moved and a warm, kind-hearted
strength reaching to the core of my sense
of being Latvian and reinforcing it. Those
are our living traditions, their power, our
roots and our tomorrow! I am proud to
be Latvian - and I love this feeling.
Ance Martinsone,
European School of Brussels II,
Grade 11



Dlta Dembovska Dricanu vidusskolas 11. klase




f atvija man ir visistakas majas
Lar visskaistakajiem meziem, vis-

zilakajam upém, viskosakajam
plavam. Seit, mazaja zemes gabalina,
ir visgardaka rupjmaize un viszalakie
lauki. Te dzivojam més - latvieSi. Més
dziedam savas valsts himnu un svinam
18. novembri ka valsts svétkus. Te ir
musu zeme un musu spéeks.

MEés runajam
latvieSu valoda. Ta ir |oti
sena un skaista valoda.
MUsu tauta gadsimtiem
ilgi ir kopusi savu
valodu, lai ta neizmirtu.
LatviesSu valoda ir misu
tautas spéka avots. Es
lepojos ar savu dzimto
valodu. Zinot latvieSu valodu, es varu
izzinat masu sencu gudribas.

Es esmu un gribu bit savas tautas
spéka graudins, lai Latvija klTst stipraka
un skaistaka, un latviesu tauta dzivo vél
ilgus jo ilgus gadus.

Elize Anna Busa,
Valmieras Pargaujas sakumskolas
4. klase

@ atvia is my beloved home and it has
i- the prettiest forests, bluest rivers,

and brightest meadows. The most
delicious rye bread and greenest fields
are right here, on this tiny speck of land.
And we, the Latvian people, live here.
We sing our country’s national anthem
and celebrate its birthday on the 18th
of November. This is our land and our
strength.

We speak our Latvian
language. It is ancient and very
beautiful. For centuries our nation
has preserved and nurtured its
language. The Latvian language
is truly a reservoir of strength
for our nation. I feel proud of
my native language. Knowing
my language well enough allows me to
explore and understand the wisdom of
our ancestors.

I am and will remain a part of what
makes my country strong, so that Latvia
can become ever more beautiful and
strong, and so the Latvian nation can
continue to live for many, many more
years!

Elize Anna Busa,
Valmiera Pargauja Primary School,
Grade 4
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l anas tautas fiziska spéka pamats

ir zemée iearts un ieséts, kad musu
I" senci ar sviedriem veidoja savus
l[iIdumus, lai tévu zeme butu sakopta un
kuplas gimenes bitu pabarotas. Tapéc
ir skumji skatities, ka tagad vinu darbs
aizaug ar karkliem un majas parvérsas
vientulas pagatnes drupas. Manas
tautas déli un meitas meklé patverumu
pie citam tautam, bet nesaprot, ka tur
vienmér bis svesinieki un ka tikai savu
sencu zemé var rast spéku un pasapzinu.

Mana tauta... Vai tu vairs esi
tikai mana? Vai miasdienu atklajumi,
sasniegumi un krizes Tava tautumeitas
seja nav ievilkuSsas grumbas? Es tas
neredzu, bet jhtu. Tavi soli kluvusi
smagaki, jo més - Tavas dzislinas — sevi
esam lavusas ieplist daudz kam, kas
vajina Tevi. Piedod, mana tauta, ka tik
daudzi aizmirst, ka spéks ir vienotiba,
nevis izkliSana pa pasauli.

Kamér skanés musu unikala, lai art
daudziem par smagu Skietama, valoda,
kamér ltkumiem tecés musu liktenupe
Daugava, kamér cilvéki ltgsies ,Dievs,
svetl Latviju!” un sirdi savilnos dziesma
»~Saule, Pérkons, Daugava”, tikmér musu
tauta bls stipra. Més katrs esam tas
stipruma balsts - ar saviem mazajiem
un lielajiem darbiem katrs sava vieta
un laika!

Neaizmirsisim, ka vél joprojam
esam tie pasSi gara stiprie, drosmigie,
pasaizliedzigie, tie, kuri vienotiba spé€j
uzveikt ne tikai skérs|us, bet ari ltksmot
un priecaties.

“P he source of my nation’s physical
i strength has been ploughed and
sown into this land when our
ancestors struggled with sweat on their
brows to turn overgrown fields into rich
farmland, to keep their ancestral land
beautiful and their large families fed
and nurtured. It is sad to watch their
hard work become overgrown and their
farmsteads turn into desolate ruins.
The sons and daughters of my nation
are seeking refuge with other nations,
not understanding that in a foreign land
they will be forever outsiders, and only in
the land of their ancestors can they find
strength and self-confidence.

My nation... Are you still only mine?
Have modern discoveries, achievements
and crises not left deep lines in your
face? I do not see them, but I sense
them. Your gait has become heavier,
because we - your veins - have allowed
many things into us that weaken you. My
nation, please forgive us for forgetting
that our strength lies in unity not by
scattering across the world.

For as long as our unique language,
difficult as it may seem to some people,
continues to be heard, for as long as the
Daugava - river of our destiny - continues
its journey to the sea, for as long as our
people ask that "God, bless Latvia!" and
our hearts rejoice at the sound of "Sun,
Thunder, Daugava" - our nation will stand
strong. We can all foster that strength
through large and small actions, each in
our own time and in our own way.
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Mums janosarga sava karoga
krasas, tapéc kopigiem spékiem jaaizstav
Latvijas sirds - valsts, dvésele - valoda
un dzivibas elpa - tauta.

Normunds Kaulakans,
Rézekne 5. vidusskolas
11. klase

Let us remember that we are still
the same brave and bold people strong
in spirit, not only able to come together
and overcome great obstacles, but also
to join hands in joy and celebration!

We must protect our national
colours and so with shared effort we
must defend Latvia’s heart - our land,
its soul - our language and its breath of
life = our nation.

Normunds Kaulakans,
Rézekne Secondary School No. 5,
Grade 11
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Skolenu veltijums Latvijai simtgade
~Kas manu tautu dara stipru”

~-Mana tauta ir sudrabkalts Nameja gredzens, kura vijumos
iepits spéks, drosme un neatlaidiba. Mana tauta ir pastalas sietas
kajas, kuras uz zemes iekraso muziku dejas rakstos. Mana tauta ir
tas sadotas rokas pari visai Latvijai, kur tik ilgi ar varu panemtus
grozus turéjusas svesas. Mana tauta ir uzvaras sauciens pasaulé, kad
tas mazakumu atspéko talants, sp€jas un neatlaidiba. Mana tauta ir
zirnek|u tiklos ievitas teikas, liepzieda smarza aizmirsusas pasakas un
sakamvardi..”

Justine DiZpétere,
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A centenary gift to Latvia from its students
"What Makes My Nation Strong"

"My nation is the silver ring of King Namejs, which holds hidden
strength, courage and tenacity within its designs. My nation is a pair
of feet in simple peasant shoes marking the rhythms of music upon
the earth with dance. My nation is the meeting of warm hands forming
a chain across all of Latvia, holding the reins that were once tightly
held by strangers. My nation is the happy shout out of victory when
its small size is of no significance in the face of its talent, abilities and
dedication. My nation is age-old folk legends and grandma’s fairy tales
wrapped up in the soft fragrance of linden flowers."

Justine DiZpétere,
ISBN 978-9984-829-61-6 Eleja Secondary School,

LRI Grade 114
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