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Please scroll down for English

Véstuli Lasittakai raksta ihtiologs, vides pétnieks,
vin$ ari gids - Maris Olte.

Ieelpot Udeni, izelpot. Ieelpot Udeni vélreiz, izelpot. Un ta visu
dzivi.

Lai to dabltu gatavu, ir jakldst par zivi. Un bdt par zivi nav
nekadas vainas.

Ja esi mazais - jabistas, ka neapéd, ja lielais - jacer, ka
izdosies kadu apést. Bet Udens ir daudz plasaks, neka arpus ta
sSkiet.

Ziema, kad ara sals, ari ddens ir spirdzinoss. Ja salst ilgi,
Udens upé paliek mazadk neka sausakajas vasaras dienas. Minimums
sasniegts, tikai bez preses relizes.

Visnejédzigakais ir pavasara uddens. Tad civilizacija samaksa par
visas ziemas spirgtad Udens sezonas vieglumu. “Kisamo” ir skabs,
negarsigs, tad vél ari sakas dulkes, tas knies, koz Zaunas, aizsit
acis, un gudrakais ir palus parlaist, nolienot prom no straumes:
avota vai dzidraka pieteka.

Pavasari upé 1ir iedvesmas Udens, pilns pirmo ziedu smarzam, visi
pavasara izrautie robi upes zemldens cClskas sanos saldeni atdod
pazemes smarzu, visas ieslidéjusSas pakrastes dves péc
parvertibam!

Tad sakas pukldens. Tas ir salkans. Vitolu un karklu ziedi, klavu
ziedi, pumpuru vaki svekainie - jautritis véjs visu met ddeni. Un
tas klust par herbal tea - augu téju.

Péc vairosanas trakuma visvairak Udens garso pavasari: ap to pasu
laiku tad visi dzivie upé vairojas. Tikai pumpainie ne. Lasveidigo
narsta garsa nav tik saldena: ta ir izmisigi saja, draudiga un
pievelkosa - jlitama vien vélu rudeni.

Vasara tdens silst. Par daudz silst. Lidz zalu izaugsSanai viss
labi, bet, kad saule sabriedina algu punku makonus un valus, atkal
jameklé labaka vieta, kur sust, kur neizzust.



Karstaja vasaras svelmé Udens garsa jau vairs nav svariga. Svarigi ir
nepazust knabi, zobos vai nebudtiba.

Pirmas salnas atdod ceribu labajam. Labajam, spirdzinosajam ziemas
ddenim. Péc salnam augi beidz negausigi strébt, un péksni izradas -
Udens upé var pietikt!

Rudens lapas - ta ir vieniga sérga. Ka tu justos, ja straume seja dienas
laika dzivespriecigi censtos ielipinat 246 jautri virpulojosSas lapas un
lapinas stunda?

Ar sveicieniem
Maris Olte



Nature of water

LASITTAKA

The letter to “Lasittaka” is written by ichthyologist,
environmental researcher and guide Maris Olte.

Inhale water, exhale. Inhale water again - exhale. And thus, the
entire life. To bring it off, one must become a fish. And to be a
fish is not bad at all.

If you are the minuscule one - you must beware of being eaten, if
the large one - you must hope to be able to eat someone. But the
water is much wider than it appears from the outside

In winter, when the frost reigns outside, the water also is re-
freshing. If it freezes for a long time, the water in the river
decreases more than on the driest summer days. Minimum reached,
only without a press release.

The most ludicrous is the spring water. Then civilization pays for
the ease of the whole winter-crisp water season. "Kisamo" is sour,
unpalatable, then the dregs come up, they prickle, making the
gills itch, blurring eyes and the smartest thing is to pass the
spring flood by slithering off the stream, into a spring or a
clearer tributary.

In the spring, the river runs with inspiration water, brimming
with scent of the first blossoms, all the notches dug out by the
spring from the sides of the underwater snake, the river, sweetly
give off the underground scent, all the slipped dips of the river-
banks yearn for transformations!

Then begins the flower water. It's sickly sweet. Willow and osier
flowers, maple blossoms, resinous bud sheaths - the rollicking
wind casts everything into the water. And it becomes a “herbal
tea”.

The water tastes of the breeding madness the most in the spring
around the same time - then everyone alive in the river reproduc-
es. Only the spotted don’t. The taste of salmon spawning is not as
sweetish - it is desperately wry, threatening and pulling, felt
only in late autumn.

In summer, the water grows warm. Too much. Everything is fine
until the grasses grow, but when the sun matures the snotty clouds
and swarms of algae, once again a better place must be found for a
snooze, not to turn loose..and conk.



In the sweltering summer heat, the taste of water is no longer import-
ant. It is important not to go down by way of beak, teeth or into the
nothingness.

The first frosts restore the hope for good. For the good refreshing
winter water. After the frosts, the plants cease gulping greedily and
suddenly it turns out - there may be enough water in the river, after
all!

Autumn leaves are the only disease. How would you feel if the stream was
happily trying to paste 246 fun swirling leaves and folioles an hour
onto your face?

with Greetings
Maris Olte



