[atvian
Authors &

[llustrators
Catalogue



www.latvianliterature.lv

...we began to work on the catalogue, in which twenty well-
known Latvian writers of children’s literature were asked to
write a chapter about a HORSE. The authors of these stories
were then paired with twenty talented illustrators. We decided
to do a little experiment — it is not often that authors and
illustrators find each other by lottery. To be honest, we relied
on the professionalism of everyone involved. If there is one art
where it is crucial for artists to collaborate and consider the
emotions of their counterparts, then it is the art of children’s
book illustration.
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INTRODUCTION

Ever since we chose the HORSE to be the
common theme of this catalogue, I started
to notice more and more of them around
me. [t never occurred to me how regularly
HORSES - which we don’t see too often in
the city streets any more — still appear in our
everyday language, names and titles, works
of literature and art, urban architecture,
fashion, etc.

The HORSE is a universal symbol of
freedom: liberation from shackles, personal
growth, ascent to maturity, and a balance
between freedom and willpower. In fairy tales,
HORSES are often believed to have magical
abilities, but they also have superpowers
in the literal sense — they have a strength
that humans lack. HORSES have highly-
developed senses of hearing, smell, touch,
and — their entire nervous system in general.
They have an outstanding memory and
excellent spatial orientation skills. A HORSE
can obey without losing its dignity, and still
retain mutual respect. A HORSE’s obedience
is not submission.

HORSES are gifted with great
endurance; they are, however, susceptible
to the environment and illness, and demand
great care. A HORSE’s hoof mainly touches
the ground at just a single point, but if its toe
is injured, the HORSE is rendered helpless.
HORSES can be capricious and stubborn,
and so should be tamed attentively — at first
earning the animal’s trust gradually, and only
then introducing them to the harness.

A person’s social status is largely based
on how fast he can move, think and react.
Even in the 20th century, a household’s wealth
was determined by the number of HORSES
they kept. In modern times, they have been
replaced by technical devices and cars, and this
transition has also marked a significant shift in
how we think and how we perceive the world.
A car seems to stand in for a HORSE, but its
owner is autonomous and overly demanding.
This relationship lacks mutual cooperation,
understanding and interdependence. In the
six thousand years of shared history between
people and horses, the HORSE probably
taught us what we now call humanity.

With this in mind, we began to work on
the catalogue, in which twenty well-known
Latvian writers of children’s literature were
asked to write a chapter about a HORSE.
The authors of these stories were then

paired with twenty talented illustrators. We
decided to do a little experiment — it is not
often that authors and illustrators find each
other by lottery. To be honest, we relied on
the professionalism of everyone involved. If
there is one art where it is crucial for artists
to collaborate and consider the emotions

of their counterparts, then it is the art of
children’s book illustration. It is the art of
respecting a way of thinking very different
from yours: your young readers’. How many
other activities are based on anticipating what
your partner’s next step will be — dance, duet,
synchronized swimming, piano four hands?

As it turns out, in Old Norse and
Germanic writings, ‘Ehwaz’, or the Horse rune,
is ascribed magical traits invoking teamwork
and mutual trust. It is shaped like the letter
‘M’, or the number ‘1’ and its mirror image,
or two HORSE silhouettes with their noses
touching, or two symmetrical HORSE ears.

In the chapters of this book, twenty
writers and twenty artists tell us about their
HORSES - individual, but in some ways
similar. For one of them, a HORSE is the
inner voice talking during the night; for
another, it is the hidden true “self”; for
yet another, it is longing and dreams, or
uncontrollable, galloping thoughts that arrive
in the shape of a HORSE each time they play
the piano. For some a HORSE might mean
serious responsibility, conscientiousness and,
occasionally, great exhaustion. A HORSE
can be fear, jokes, fairy tales, fantastical
creatures living in your backyard, the endless
horizon of an American Western, or a
distant twinkling star of strength. This book
combines various styles and approaches while
reaching into the unknown in an attempt to
lure the HORSE out, so that it follows its
master, calm and dignified.

On behalf of the team of editors —

Santa Remere
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"THROUGH
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"AND TIME




IF ANYONE EVER ASKED ME WHETHER | wAs A LoNG STORY SHORT . HoRSES kNow HOW

EASY TO BE A HORSE , I WouLp SAY RiGHr T TARAVEL THROUGH SPACE AND TIME. THIS |§
AWAY THAT T WASN'T — LOTS OF WORK , VERy HOW IT IS5 DWNE: AT SooN AS [ FEeEL FAPNESS
LITTLE REST, NOT MUCH CHANCE TO MFET oR ANCER , T cloSE MY EYES AND JoURNEY TO
OTHER HOKFES AND YET  THERE ARE SoME ANOTHER PLACE T BEUEVE [ (AN GET ANYWHERE;

ADVANTAGES T0 BEING A HORSE. TO CUr I JuiT (HOOSE A DESTINATION AND.. THERE [ Apm |




FOR  INSTANCE, THIS MORMING I GOT JAD EATING MY
BREAKFAST OATMEAL, AS IT 15 RATHER LONELY EATING

BREAKFAST OATMEAL ALL ON YouR own. To ST0P MYJELF
FEELING 5Ap, T CLOSEp MY EYES AND, IN AN INJTANT,
FOUND MYSELF BACK v MY CHiLpHoOD. I AM JUST

A WEE LITFLE THING , MOM IS NEAT TO Me  AND SHE

PuLLS MY EAR GENTLY AND MUMBLES THAT SHE LOVES
ME AND WILL ALWAYS BE WITH ME. THE TiMe WHEN THIS
ACrUALY HAPPENED I WAT NOT ALL THAT HArPPy BECAUSE
THE CoW FRG6M THE NECHBORING MEADOW HAD
BEEN WATCHING THE wHOLE THING — So EMBARRASSING !
50 T JAD NOTHING TO MOM AND JUST GALLOPEP AWAY.



ANp So I FELT BETTER , 0OFENED MY EYES AND
ViEkgr' MO8 TINESSTHIR TIMEF TUNED TIE GOM T WA BACK. SEE. SO ,JF ANYONE SHoulp EVER

S0 IT WAS LOOKING AWAY AND SNUGELING UP ASK ME IF IT's C0OL TO BE A HORSE , T WoOUlp spy
T0 MOM, THANKED HER FoR BEING THERE FOR ME. RIGHT OFF THAT IT WAIJ.
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WALKS
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Every time | 5it down at the piano
to practice,a hotse appears from
Underneath it. He walks serenely
across the white Keys, his hooves clicking.

lert hind leg, Left front Leg, tight hind
Leg, right front Leg, one, two, three, Four.
only once ina while the horse Looks
at me with a sty brown eye.

= lwant to caress hLs neck or pull
' his mane alittle, but the horse
. immediately jumps to one side.

" He leaps over the black keys §s(f

a race had begun. The hotse (gnotres
such barriers. Having reached
the end, he stops and taps the
keys producing the highest noles
on the piano.

=

| have a piece of bread in my Pocket and |
show it to the horse. At 4 small, obedient trot pe
comes nearer — click-clack- clice- clack-clicr—

clack-clace -clack - it Sounds as i ¢ |
practicing my scales. F I had begun

Around the mideLe of the keys, however, the hotse whinnies lovdly:
_ Neigh,nelgh/! -t isalong klnny and, inarder ¢o do

this sudeen passage , he needs both the white anq the

black keys. ljvmp ,ahd breadcrumbs drop down betwee

{ he keys. The hotse qobbles down what (s legt and Lﬂmsn
at me, acevsing Ly.
| shrug my shoulders - it isnt my Avit. White he is
wondering if he might find a bit mote [ grabonto
his mane and mourt him in an (nStant. This time
it H'ﬂ-"\ts; buvt there have been ti-l"H'E.s when fﬁe h‘ﬂ'f"SE
shakes me off and | Somersavlt 3cross {pe Keys -

bah-bah-bah-bah! Bommm
~ the bass keys make their deep sound.



But today the horse wants to play with me he %

wants to be agile and Swift, torise and epogc

his Legs in dance-Like steps. (5 like clockyory!
| sit on his back, stratght as ah arrow, jyst a¢ m_;r
piano teacher makes me.

- canter! - catL ovt.

The hotse Likesit! one, two three pausel!

one two, three pavse! The faster he runs, the
Longer the pause. | feel his canter turn intod
gallop and the hatse and [ £ty cnto the meqdow.
we tace vp a hill and tear back down!

Jp and down! Up and down! And hen we tush
into ativer, splashing and splattering!

"'B'*'"”Fu'u'"f3""’*‘*—%,f/;tﬂ: -

3
o
i

# =




The hotse tushes ashore, shakes oge the
water ahd Looks back gt me. over his shoulder
with his btg, slye eye. When my mom opens
the door he is already gone.




THE
HORSE
IS A RED
'WOODEN
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(@ moment lalor, s0meona quablec the hovie By the tail
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Cpcch M CARCE Winsf =g 06 sETUERSUARDERS. YECLED, e NEF A Lem,
-\[DU CATcy Him I | HAYE A BUMP 0N mY FoREHEAD I

THE 0THER KipyapPER MOANED.

4
THE HoRSE FELT & juppeN Blow AwD WOKE UP. iy [ ounfe'™ Y
¢ FOUND [l o . e TR
HE FOUND Hmfecr v A STRANGE TRAILER - | "_;i;;f ot My gump 1§ THE IILE gg"_i‘ S
ge HAD A TERRIBLE HEADACHE . T
ﬂ"*'{_:;:':,- "[‘IH[“ML?
¢ Cow pE - B
HE (AR HAD Rup to e Heagp ovrs! #
INTG A TREE. 1%
{ 11, 1.& Tk,
Tae HOR(E BEGAN TOREMgmpr,
THE DAY BEFORE HE HAD NoTi(ED jqu“a,;.,-_,rﬁ FAApOWS !.I '._1
FELY A PRICK #F 4 MEEDLE IN HI Alfcie aup THEN : | 1€|:|%
EVERYTHING HAav SuNk wTo DARKNE S, ffﬂ % THE HORSE
THE HORSE REAUZEL THAT e waop peen KIDNAPPED. ¢ A « - BRoK€ INTo GA'LOP.
- 1'i W
: HE HAD To GETﬂWA Y/
‘K'?E#E ) aneRE WAl HE BEny, »y g0 R 7
”ﬁﬂrﬁ, A( HE ¢ WD THIVE W, P ﬁf.‘,; . ar NG ﬁ:n IT woulD BE
M T”E B ﬂ.ﬁj J.;.”:.f' FE...FILE' Hﬂﬁﬁ'fﬂi'ﬁ.

THE HOR[€E TuREW H'HIELFAGAWJI THfzéﬁba WOULD BE AWAKE.

TE SHOES Jent J‘.Fﬂﬁﬁi Feving . ' |
Hif wEw HORS .=. ¥

THE DooR SANTTERED WiTH A [ 0up ( RAC

A BN

£ HORSE WA/

- {n SOON THE MAN=CHILD
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DAWN CAME . HE DID NOT RECOGNIZE WIS SyRRovNDWGS.
JOMEWHERE NEARBY HE Coutd SmErL A LAKE.

THE HORSE DRANE 1T§ CLEAN WATER

IN LONG GULPS.
SUDDENLY, HE HEARD A SwEeT WEIGHING. ?
Tye MORSE LePKED UP. | /i -WHERE AM |

NEARBY, A HopfE MAIDEN

WAS GRALING. / HEMY A I =
ﬁ THE HORIE FounD H'MSELF UNABLE To Lok Away. & . / e/ ! ~-. “‘lh

IF l RHH ALONG THE IFEA [‘B‘E-"‘-!]I L 1 . s
| woulh FvEnluatty _ TEDA}' AND Tp_l“?ﬂﬂ HE SUN

W yoIRE jo BEAVTAULTY S 4 T SN N e R
o -.&un YoV fffﬂ §o f*f"fﬂ“h? A\ ’*' 4y A DY " Fottowns (4 AR "
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!“.\ .;.ar.__ o= gls _.-.._ i) , '-.'.I_ . L e - I:":.*; I,. Hﬁﬂﬁ

*.Fw HAVE & [OVELY IrﬂtFE mm._: -fpwt Bk, -1 Duﬂ"‘r wmu wE Jujr tn'E
WE ARE WItD HORJES.

WHAT 15 Youk 307 f : WE ARE
o

PR
anD You? =

A I 'pm”;_ :,.r N

" - How?
" e
| w ' 8o, :

o
ﬂ.,.l
J]L:!J,';,b ﬂr ﬂ

|-_ =T
' l-"?'ﬂ-'il jr.a *'u— - il

ﬂ.ﬂﬁw %
mﬁ A urjn:nﬂu:ﬁf?ﬂﬁg
THE HORSE mA'DEN
IMILED. |




THE HORGE REAUZED
THAT HIY HEART HAD Become TewDER

THE HORJE MAIDEN REAuZED '
TRAT THERE was norwinG MORE Eﬂ}ﬂ?ﬁflf HEEIE
THAN RunninG ToGETHER W

{}H THE THIRD Dn*i A BRrGHT TN AFP{-ARED
THE HORSE NOW ﬁuew HIf WaY.

THE HORSJE Ma DE-I
Seip, FOR JHE wa s

JORRY 7o
BE PARTED

M e HORSE



> |N WH|CH
THE
HORSE :
WAS A
UNlCORN




NCE #oN FhTIf‘*tE THerRe WAS A UMC{JRN_
HE was ':l i‘ J:rnh'u nui— Farw u|dr1 Ll*j Jm:[ JIL’ECI .:inmﬂCl ]]

' . H*i }&J 4 l:'dir Dlr !J.Ian J{Hl‘lh"r:l 1 UpPoh, J’LL;
p “m u.-'m..i L]pw JErrr;:a i"tlhnjll} or Hi n]:_ljh-l_ Wwd 5

uunu.l:i J»,Jc{.n Wi &t"'[ }IL‘ LU{I'I' ah F‘L'I..E"L




/HP 'Ia "‘m,-[jll[ hgrh' ”'L G ||IkHE||11d |j'"l_x_l,| }'-';'_' d".-‘.-'[-d}‘ {—'!II. 'ZIHP _]_- Uer’{}r‘h_ l[r‘é r".[j‘t even JsSee 'MJLD '«_.r WE[E?
Cher

l;ut someone fGMFLﬁL LLH’L /ﬂl K U jLT} Fkil(t?ﬂ

him -LF } the WiLnas EH“L-:’J\

Hj]p hLm imtﬁ Lhe air.

== [\r; ym.r 3 uhtcorn f}

eye turm?d In. oh ! nrwiﬂl’[ = | Lﬂarja - Wit |E }“L" D
I r

L
{-_-;;r:f Wwas I:'-.lqe'.e:ll J'_;'r‘L-t.-LLE LLF G/L ns F-*-::r*rl 50 45 +.¢' |0G1‘i r}u[ f_

Ti]llf-%. Wrwlrck. Jﬂﬁth |W-E r'n.,EErlF:.r’] trj -r:!;c:-u W4ds

berid | ,} 1 ]
extend NLS Norh Lo S€E LT &,

T .I||-|_E r:f-ill”‘{-'il
e 1. _
[DT TTLE". ][LFJL Lime L

rn-LS IL}L&, the Unicorn

The ‘FLn k-and- ﬁf:rh:l rose "Ha e 7.

| | -
had opened :Jétt.

eaL |! roSes, R‘lj"l._t

d[EEGFEFEL]L wln,u L,':-: Wwas.

"E Il 3 f’ﬂ'f:-'r z. ﬁ e . v |:.._.- -J:i"' . Ty o : 2 :_:_:-: - : -
LV e flﬂ S{r Ew - LA N TR 1, i e £t e i o - /('II'\ i c[
" i . . ol e '.-:.:_ . " -.,-: ":_-'.'.- .._.I.. [y . r‘._ l | I
TS i e b i W3 ' 2 18 = ] et =3 et -
el e R s N W :’--_ L '\-:l'.' ::'I. ! J ¥y y = FX J- .
., & ] _ I- " i 3 5 - __' " -.L r. . - :I 4 j o 3 o v . i i -.t-

-\..'I
f':H't',ILLTl F:l{-:_.. er —

Wlli:‘:lu {1 {;f:]”e(J hﬂ“ L_l'Lfi

LinLcorn, '.C‘r'-%l':.rg d E"LJL

J lime
j‘tl" LM
(n ALs lLf

|“LE Ll.l'x:-i_:- dr.:'
ﬁurrwi,se:l that he

Lm&rﬂea][ rll-:m alh

[here was no olher ¥ ".'_-.I
Use ]['c::nr -[:I]xam_, Unlike

ﬂuﬂ: roses - éveryone an'f*ticzéx |:nu||~:ri oul his Dti\&r‘
horn and. looked al
Che girl wilh bolh

Df I’LLS E’}'E e

1 Laae (_\EEFTF’ ulem Hawnj

such ‘ILF_t'rf | v



- Ok no, — The qirl said, &Lsapl::mn'tmi

— You are an ordinary snail. '
Stiul flkf. el look. him oul -f:-jr Lhe
SEII":JEH. &r{d 'Lﬁtcn '[he meadc:w. SHE rlfil'LEL-J
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Leons Briedis
Aleksejs Naumovs
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EVERYONE CALLED HIM SCRAGBY AS, COVERED WITA
SCABS AND RAW SPOTS, SICKLM AND FRAIL, HE WAS
SIMPLY TRYING TO MAKE IT THROUGH THE COLD WINTER

DAYS IN THE STALL NEXT TO HIS MOTHER, THE MARE.
HE STo0D THERE OREAMING QUIETLY. ONE DEEP LINTER

MGHT WHEN AN AMAZINGLY BRIGHT LITTLE STAR SHONE
IN THROUEH THE SMALL,DARK WINDOW SCRAGEY SHOOK
HIMSELF 50 W16OROSLY THATALL HIS SCABS FLEM OFF
AROUND HIM AND HE WENT BACK T0 BEING JUST AS

HE WAS WHEN HE HAD ARRIVED IN THIS WORLD: STRONG
AND MAJESTIC, AND FOUR WINBS SUDDENLY SPROUTED
OVHIS BACK.




THE AMAZINGLY BRISHT STAR MOUNTED
SCRAGEY DUG ITS SPURS INTO HIS SIDES AND.WITH THE
WIND WHISTLING PAST THEIR EARS, THE TWO OF THEM
SALLOPED ACROSS THE MOON-BUILT BRIDGE T0 THE SKY.
IN THE MORNING, WHEN SCRACEY RETURNED EXHAUSTED
10 HIS STABLE AND, ALL SCABBY AND SICKLY CREPT INTD HJS

STALL TO CATCH HIS BREATH WIS MOTHER THE MARE

SMILED AND NEIGHED: — MY POOR LITTLE SCRAGSY
MY WINGE D SCRAGGY! TONIGHT Y0U REALLY HAVE SPED
ACROSS THE VAULT OF THE HEAVENS FASTER THAN THE WIND

AND SWIFTER THAN THOUBHT !




SCRABEY NODDED
-. IN AGREEMENT AND BEGAN QUIETLY NIBBLING THE
L OATS IN HIS NOSEBAS. ON HIS SCRAGGY, SCABBY FOREHEAD,
" ALMOST IMPERCEPTIBLE AND CURLED 1P 75 ROUND CHEEKS

“ PUFFED UPAND SNORING SLIGHTLY, SHONE A NEVFR-TO-BE-
EXTINGUISHED, AMATINSLY BRIGHT LITTLE STAR.
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Uldis Auseklis
Gundega Muzikante



[ually Like
THe MASTER's Dapp(e
GREY HORSE wify,

1 H‘S EHHBL}'.!
/ PeNeTRATING Eyeyp
_." I'IL 'III:.G.H H'H ; : .‘

\ ¥
| )
= '4"“ 1

A HenBiGand [AMSART. o
7 Ues, Tam a Sl GRAY AWHNE
- wiTh a WHITE TP
Te MFTHL' 9
WE o & Goo]) MATCH and qu;iEP-S"'-'““
EacH oTHER -

Tu ThE AFTERnOONS, my FRIEND +He BIG ONE, | %
cAlM and DISCRIMINATING, 4
GRAZES oN TuFT af‘l‘sﬁ'ﬁq{-rﬂ[iﬁmj IN ﬁ; e
THE MeAPOW BEHIND THe HOUSE. | n/&‘.‘:‘r. S
T RuN ABOUT MEAR HIM, LEAPING and N, 4
POING SOMERSAULTS i iTH THe BuTTeRFLIES. ‘

As DuSk DESCENDS ThE Mool RISES AND
STARS ENCIRCLE IT FRoM Every wHicH whY.
THe BiG ONE RAISES HIS HEAD To THE Sy, LooKs aTiTa WHILE
and| THEN BEGINS To NEIGH SofTLy anD noT so SOFTLY.
THAT CERTKINLY voEs NoT SToP ME FroM wq[km? RIGHT up To HiIM,




= H-,u'uu Al ‘}-‘au, TalkinG T'u? - e
— ] o GREETING The STARS.CouNTING THEM

~My Wise MoMMy Tofd ME Thaf THESTARS
%, CaNNol 4& CoUNTED.
~ [HAT WTRUE. But oNLY By CotunTinG TheM
Wil PofsIBLE To FIND the ONE wHicH 1s YouR OWN.

~ HavE \Vou Foun if-'nuﬁa L‘J,fxiq

— | HAVE. BuT | HalVe To GREET iT each TIME ANeW.
aTHERWISE iT HIDES sSoMEWHERE

~ So T iA PLAYING Wil ’L}Gﬂ?
~ 0T 3
— Bul WHyT
~— |T wapTs To Kol hal STﬁnfq'[T mgd |oVE B s,
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: KY AND My wHiSke®s ® THEIR OWH.
}tw 1TH.'ES .5_,__;_1. ot , x

Noks [ coUnT TieM eVeRy EVENING [ GET st anD THEN [ couNT AGAIN.
[ whNT ONE of My OWN so\feRy MucH !

[ Have YETTo ReRcH iy OWK BELOVED STAR BUT LeNow
MHLITTLE BIT FURTHER STILL, MayEx IwIMEF HERE
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I BREOAD DAYLYGHT. A TRANSLUCENT HOWLSE
ROSMED THE CITY STREETS. [ AW H1H WITH MY
VERY OwhM E(ES REFORETHE SHOCLEING ME'WS
SPREAD ON TV AND IN THE PAPELS AND
50CIAL HETWORES BEGAN T0 FILL UP WITH
FROTOY FRoM EYEWITHNESSES

HEAD
HAMGIMG Lo, HORESE -
LHHOES CLATTER NG QM THE
COBBLESTONES, THE HORSE WALKED
ALDMNGE THE TEAMEBRILS HEAR WY HOUSE
ONLY AN OUTLIME REMBWED oF THE EMACLATER
CEEATURE = THE HORSE wWaAS 50 WASTED THAT
You COULD SEE STRAIGHT THROUGH HiM, SEE THE
FRIGHTENED TACES OF THE NEIGHAORY ACROSS
THE STREET. THE POof HORSE LODEED AFTER
EVERY FASSING TRAM AMD CAS WITH A HEARTFELT
SinH, WITH EACH SiGH, THE BLACKE COMTOURS
FADED FUETHER AMD , ToO THE GSREAT RELEF
OF THE NE\GHEORS , MOTHING OF THE
RACE OF BOME S WOULD S00N
REMAIM. | BECIDER TO ACT
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] FIRST, |
Took THE FOofk THIMG SOME
CATS. BUT A5 1T ATE, THE OATTE JUsT
FOURED STRAIGHT THROUSH HIE IHSUESTART ML
l BELLY! THE TREANSLUCENT ARSsihL FABED & MOTCH FURTHER
I " AMD A TEAM WENT RIGHT THEOUMGH H M. THEN IT
i DUCUERED TO WE TO FRINT THE HOESE THERE WAS SOME RED
CABMET PARINT LEFT OVER FROM DUR WITCHEW REROVATIONS,
i

| I S0 LUSER THAT. A REP HORSE WAS SUIGHTLY Qb0 , BUT
‘ e} AT LEAST 1T waAS Now YIsIELE!
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l Ay REAL worw OF arl! -
| i —\ SAID, PLEASED WITH wY . i 5|'
I HAND WO RE, BUT THE HORSE ' HHH T \\\
|. | LooibED EVEN MORE LNHANRY { ,I {1111h] \.:\
HHH - NEIGH, MEWGH, mY ONLY PLACE 15 IN |1 (1 |
( I THE MuUSEUM! —HE WHINMIED | LT
(11 -WHAT A GooDb IDER. - THoUGHT, ' | 1
il* A0 IMEDLIATELY Took THE | I.-I
HORSE AWAY ' Wi
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. IN WHICH
WE HIT
OUR
HEADS
"SEVERAL
TIMES




CHMTEF seyen | (N WHicH we
Hit Qun HeAPS SNERA‘- TiHES

|T WATFENED A LONG |, LONG t{HE AGo, Soon AFTER Efﬂg Tie GEREATS
Hﬂ:l'hHEHT was UN*EfEE“ v RiGA = THAT weup MaKE i1 Aﬁ'f’””" 1911,

Tais provzE MﬂﬂvHENT was @F THE Ru;&ihnf Tﬁlﬁﬁ oN HORSEBALK.
U""”-E MixELIS ST DiEe AT THE fﬂE}"THH";“ INHERE HE was fRriENDs W

AX E.w'._r.r'a-!f»:ftr}k.J H.:j.ts.'ﬁa HefneE, nu:E FHaw ANYTHING ELSE M”iﬂa HoralE
i5 SMp T® HAVE EN3OVED aprse RACES A” Hoxsing ARQUMP — g THE NICKNATE .
O.ﬁrt pAY, WHEN MikeLss AWD Mgnﬂﬁ Flor g € vlggg ON A Tran, H:Ill.ch AR S Ow;f AGMN
porsinG AROUNDD, AS WAS fis Wﬂ}-’l cepining uat HE GOvLD provE Phar
e POWER [YF Scifwek \WAS Svew That i'I' cove] EVEN LIFT | )P A IKI"H F
T!u Twe of THEM Rove v THE BACK D_I'-FI TRAM | on THE OpEw ?LhTFQRH AMB | AS
SD“N AS THE 'rl,mjur-]aga | 50 v Hﬂltﬂ"-& HoRACE Awe WHEN THE 'trr.ﬁ.H FOCKED A I,ITTLEI
HORACE BEWT Pis kwgfs - Lir.E yeu bo wrpn SwingiNg oF A Swine . WE URGED
H“ﬁrzli‘i We vo Tep same awo Seon it was  (Jpvious tuyr THE QARRIGE WAS ROCKWG
B ﬁf:#: awp FoRTh pygw HARPER Unrfu..juﬂ As Tr-.t_’ WHERE Gowg, ﬁqﬂ-t'ﬂf
COPFER-TLATED porsE # NP [T$ PIpER, ‘t” WHEELS  JUMPEP ﬁ-ﬁt THE RAILS AN TH

TRAM STOPPEr WiTrt A UNDWORDLY,  METALLIE SeREFCHING soun,

THE uphew jarr N)#re _Mip;fu.is BT his Hun RSNNST THE CEILING OF THE TRAM
*Hbl W"E"""I HE OPENTD nis E]FIEE ,*":li.'f'i" H,E‘ fﬂi[jﬁ' t.: h"ﬂT'i.'l:'E THaT THEFJ:' LuUrAS Nu g

LewlfR ETHER rfqgﬁ @F His HORSE,




Gﬁﬂﬂfﬂ FAIN WS {j.r.;_?ne, ﬂul’jihi THE TF-‘l.lE‘fws anpuw; AVOIDING

. .
rU“LE% Pe°PLE  pyrpgn UNDER RDMBRELLAS \WERE MEAMDERNG F‘-F.ﬂﬂf;ﬂ

¥ A : 1 ; '
JUeRLEr To. C%Y - TuE QIMEET S FROVT of T SMYATE hﬁpl Ju“ AT i‘ A g |||1.. e e N
; 5o e | I Lo}
THAT MOMENT, The Frgepom mowvhewT buau‘ T REPRACE FETER THE (Grear iy e i ".| .'- l.llll-li -m”g :
w4935 wo T s1ovg imaces, Sl pr. e SR o S

THE TROLLEYEVS AME TO 4 HALT AT THE iuTEM{Uinu BETWEEN LENIN

STREET »ND EuviE‘r BovLEVARD, S0 iT was CLEAR THAT TMESE EvEwTs




Toox FLHLE M SeviET TiIMES iNSTEAD ﬂF‘ 13”' UNCLE HLEEL;S R‘:GHT NEALBY dis WanTe '-I::ETH FL’IEf*:"E, SANE HGRSI:"{-_.. HORMCE,

cﬂuT,'Ntr[ﬂ' To Mesg ABodT Thg BAGING  #RSE WiTH iTs ETH HE wao MYATE HikSELE S(Hf-&' FOR A WHILE ANP SoHEWREFE in THE
DEEP suppe\AJS OF TME LINDEN TREES TO 1rf sk of TE QROWP,
TrE coppER JHORSE of PETER #HE firsT @ovip stiLL BE HEAR SNLINGe

POTPNG IN ~agtLp Feak ChiSELED iN f}uuislﬂ. GEAMTE fv ToE SinE of
T“E H"'”'“E”ﬂ E,“-r F,MLEI} To c{'}ll-iE TO ﬁ-u‘}l' ;@"cLus'rrJ-M ﬁEtﬂugE

THE BACKk TIRE of Tog TF"I'.LETE-UE E'_l:'?f_r.'-lﬂfir Ane UINC(E H'.H*EL'-'; “'ﬁ"
fimown Fron his  GEAT, HiTTING  pis Hear ov THE CELING .

WHEN HE FiMALLY CAME Te, KT WhS WICHTTINE, YET THE
FREEDIM MOWVHENT WAS STILL  WHERE ;r fp BEGN. Mavy Peope
E-F.'IDF M-ﬂ'l-’ﬂ'ﬂ-. LIII'TVIthH FLFIG'; F.N +|I||HF§I Eﬂ IT'F.FI"; A.:FrEE fﬁﬂg,

EGETHERI THEY ML SANGS
= pEANK WITH H‘f oWN  MONET ’F.Pr” My owN HQRSE ..




THE
HORSE
RUNS
"THROUGH
THE CITY
"LIKE IN A







Past trams and buses, And the horse trotted hither and thither,
Past ttucks and people at bus stops Through the stench of gasoline and rotting
Wrapped in jackets and coats. Autumn leaves, through intersections

They all said: "What’s all this? Are they ~ And past firewalls hung with advertisments

shooting 2 movie?" For perfumes and airlines.

"There’s probably a camera in one of the Cars were careful to make way

cars...” Or to go around him. Everyone thought
“Just look at that horse, A movie was being shot, so no-one called

How beautifully it moves! It must be the the police.
star!” |




b« gt 9

Finally the horse reached a square

With a monument in the middle -

A bronze rider atop a3 rearing bronze horse.

Our horse stopped and stared at this other horse,
Which seemed to have been frozen

with its front hooves up in the air,

The bronze had turned green and birds

were perched

S

On its mane. Our horse stared and stared,

And then lowered his head and began peacefully

Eating the grass around the monument...

It's important to find your own kind in 2 big city.
Don't you think? Has that ever happened to you, too? y




e "IN WH|CH
THE
HORSE
WORKS

"IN
AMERICA




4 THE THE h

Q\@hw“ ; N? f?ﬂ 1C 5

P WASTING vouk TTIME. HER e

4 w You ,étf é@ E; ?EL hf TT ’ de ks
-m %M T{ LookeD: HAYE e oy

Lm

ATIFFIED—
4 é"’lf,i u{ b PAT THE

1 d’" ﬁ 8 m”" .f"'ar'_.' 'r-'-:'{_; r.l :u‘.'-__r:;' by o
;(ﬁ mrT(/ffp fz’a" P .M-
- /r'CA" Quickly AT A Bawl g NEHE.
OATMERC 4y RUSHeD off To Wokk ?
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K“Wﬂ!f Aﬂp '3
U élCA P—THEY AS A g‘iﬁ £
—No=THE HOkSE $1p _ pyerions Ms wogk WA
ﬂERI? AND  ONLY A {-'QE;WE%,;‘N Hof _ o
GET RICK \FYOU COME WITHe
MEYOU'LL SEE Fﬂﬁ
WURSELVES €







= IN WHICH
THE
HORSE
WANTS
TO RETIRE




THE HORSE WOKE UP iN A BAD MOOD.

ForR ALMOST TWENTY YEARS HE HAD

BEEN LEFT iN PEACE AND QUIiET UP iN

THE ATTIC, BUT NOW HE WAS BEING
TAKEN SOMEWHERE.

HE FOUND THE NOISES iN THE
STREET SHRiLL AND JARRING AND THE
RIDE VERY BUMPY. YES, MUCH HAS
CHANGED OVER THE LAST TWENTY
YEARS, THE HORSE THOUGHT TO
HIMSELF, DOZIiNG OFF.



- | prRew HiM, | DREW OUR ROCKING HOrRSEl - THE
SiSTER CALLED OUT.
THE HORSE WOKE WiTH A START - HE MUST HAVE

HAVING WOKEN FROM THE FORGOTTEN B
—_ e uT
;ﬂisﬂﬂi‘?:{;::“i?f;ﬂ ;: SLOWLY ROCKING BEEN ASLEEP iN THE CORNER OF THE NURSERY FOR
WAS A RATHER Compaoric D AROUND. HMMm, iT ANOTHER COUPLE OF YEARS. “NO, | DON'T WANT TO
ALTHOUGH THE Litrie G_L.Dmcfms NURSERY ge DRAWN, | AM CRANKY AND OLD! | WANT TO BE
PARTICULARLY THREATENING Iuclf— b rronsir T i LEFT ALONEY i
ALONG FINE. THE HoRSE TH+W;1 LL PROBABLY GET - But iT is :\TDT A HORSE AT ALL/ iTS MY
HURTS = | MUST BE GETTING DLE :er MY BACK BULLDOZERl — THE BROTHER OBJECTED.
. AND THEN HE No, NO, | AM A HORSE, AND NOT SOME STUPID PiECE
OF MACHINERY!

DOZED OFF AGAIN.




IT CERTAINLY NEVER OCCURRED TO HiM
THAT RETIREMENT WOULD MEAN MOVING TO
A KIiNDERGARTEN WHERE TWENTY LiTTLE
BRATS COULDN'T WAIT TO TAKE TURNS ON
THE BACK OF AN OLD ROCKING HORSE.
CouLD THAT REALLY BE CALLED A
WELL-DESERVED REST FOR A RESPECTABLE
OLD WORKHORSE?

LEAVE ME ALONE, | WANT TO RETIRE!
THE HORSE PROTESTED AS VIiGOROUSLY
AS HE COULD.

THE HORSE'S PRAYER WAS ANSWERED.
ANOTHER TEN YEARS AND THEN THEY
LET HiM RETIRE...
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PUMPKIN
"WAS
PREPARED
"WITH
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Today, she woy coofing pumplin soup foe ho
Eihiﬂdl'fuﬂm , Foul, Yyou pjﬂ.l.:..ﬁdl nﬁw Wm%ﬂﬁ
pumpkin befewe wading it in the gven.
W@moved ?Bﬂ{i;t seed, mﬁmﬁm& the Jlork from ﬁ
skin, cut the pumpkin into pleces and put if in the
pot. You addod spicey and waler and slivied fowly.
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- "IN WH|CH
THE
HORSE
NEIGHS

- Janis Jonevs
- Martin$§ Zutis






He started out with his mest erigi- 3 . A He centinued in his original style:
nal jexe: A B B L ~ The bartender goes: - Why the
- A Lithuanian herse goes into a | _ ~ | - long face?
- - |  Now FWE of them were neighing. A
The piebald stallion guffawved like . , white mare was whinnying beauti-
- lmd.'lwsm ﬂ}tduenm . - ;‘ul;y ‘hmr:i wns filled with jey.
he did believe in hims ts; j{en:l saemed tﬁ ‘n“e







e - IN WHICH
"THE
"HORSE
- OVER-
- COMES
HIS

"NIGHT-




ooy

Ownce vroma Time THe HoRse 60T sTuck 1w a SWAMP
EveEryTHING WAS E~VELOPED IN Fogu AND SADNESS
THE HHEIE CobLp po MNOTHING BUT JiNng ﬂEEFE;

WHEN HE WAS ALRGADY UP TO HIS NECK v THE
SWAMP, THE Fog Gum.m APPEARED — IT wAS A WILFED

-I’.'.l--lf--"-‘rl.l'!E‘II WITH SLIMY TENTACLES AND A HUGE
MouTH The Horse REALIZED THAT THE Fog Goaun
brovid SwALLOW HiM i AN INSTANT

WHAT A nienTrare! Twe Horse THouGHT To HIMSELF
AND AT THAT yEAY MOMENT REALIZEP THAT IT

WAS INDEED A MISHTMARE. HE WAS DREAMING!

e
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— Bur ™EN LecAn po ANYTHING '— HAVING ShiD THAT
]

THE HoRSE FLEW UP [MNTO THE AR AND SHOT A LASER
BEAM DOWN AT THE MOMSTER,HE NOW HAD SUPERPOWERS!

Bur THE Foc GeBLin sweLLEDP uP EVEN BiGSER
AND Hif TENTACLES DovBLED iNn NvMBER! Evewnw THE
Hiccup STARS THE HORSE TOSSEP AT HIM ONLY
MADE HIM ANGRIER,




THE €REATURE GRABBED THE Hogse
AND BECAMN PULLIMNG HIM CLOSER TO ITS REVOLTING,
TANG LING MOUTH,

“But 1F THIS 15 A DREAM, THE Horse MmMusED anx1ovsLy,
| TTHEN IT 15 ALL HAPPEMNING IN ray HeAao! AnD THE Foe GDEUN
15 oNuy As Evic AS I MAKE Him!"
THE MONSTER'S TEETH WERE ONLy A COVUPLE OF FEET
AWAY WHEN THe Horsk sceewEed up HIS Eyss AND SAID
IN A LOVD woicE:
Tﬂu:f SI:F:?;;"-""T I ATTACKED Yyou, Fos Bugun.} Vl}h‘ ARE
VE AND I wisy Wou ALL THeE BEST,

The JANGLING DIED pown, THE Horse oeewnen

OME EYE: THE Foe GoBLIN HAB BeEcoME Pink Ano FLUFFY
AMD HAp ) SHEEFISH SMILE OoN ITS F.H-I'.E!

For THE Rest of ThE Miswt, THE HORSE AND
rhe Foe BOBLIN FLEW OVER FORESTS TOGETHER AND
ROLLES ARouno In MEADOWwS, IT was THe Best
OrReAM THE Horse HAP EvER HAp. HE woke UP HAPPY.




THE
HORSE
GOES TO
"HELL TO
CLARIFY




HE HnRJ‘E was | EAFivg THRoUGH THE Goek of Widpom
wHEN HE DiscoeVeRED tyar LATVAN DEviLs Have
E FooT iw THE FORM oF THAT oF & HoRJE, A CoW, A GeAT oR A RosTER,
POUSIBLY €veN RoTH FEET:
IT WAL & NICE GIT oF (NFoRMATION To Come ACReJY, YEIT THE H'-"RJ‘I‘
Wi TROUGLEDGy The WORDS "oR™ Anb ‘F-I'..I'..Fiﬂ':?y"

an

24

HE Likep CompLETE CLARITY— THE omly THiMs To Give Him PEACE oF mMinD
AND WHCH, ALowe wiTh [NibSummeR'S NVicHT,
whJ Tve HORJSEy GREATEST PLEASUVRE.
THE HORSE AJkeD SoME OF Hiv FRiewpd BT THE DEVILS FefrT
BUT Mo ONE Coued TELL Him ANYTHiNe weRTH KNOWING.




His FRiewd THE STeRx MUDDLED THE DRy GLEM
EVEN FURTHER By ASKING:
— Do Twe DEViLs' FEET Have SHoEs oR ARE THEY UNSHeD?
THERE MuJT RE BLMCKIMITHs iy HELL, THe HoRJE Mugep,
BuT HE REALLY CoULPA'T KwoW [oR JuRe. F
His WiJgh To GET TeTHE @oTTeM of EVERYTHING '
WAJS o GREAT THAT HE WAJS
PREPARED O 6o 4x> Jeek
CURITY v HELL ,fT‘.J"ELF

. W#{MT HE AFR&iD?
OF COuRJSE HE WA ri Wh‘ﬂ WouLoNT BE!
' '_;;_-umﬁJ DESIRE FoR CLHFTT} WAS GREATER

=H I WT reRaLe pLice
—Go To HELL ! = mesmone yereed piesroily
AND,IN AN (NSTANT, THE HORSE WS N H ELL

R




HE JTARED AT THE FEET oF THE DEVILY,
HeRJE, CoW, GoAT oR RoofTER ?
peTH eR JUST oNEZ HORJSEJSHoED oR UnJHeoD 2
ALL THE DEVILS' FEET weRe HioDEN BY SUTPERS,
TEE Kiwd VigiToRS oCcASioMALLY HaAVE To PUT ow in My SEUMS —
THEY DiD noT WANT TO Ruin THe ELooRS of HELL.
bPon JEEING THe HeRJET JHotS, THE Devils yELLED:

— QUT; GET ouT oF HeLL!
WiTeuT ACHIEVING ANY JBRT oFF CLARITY, THe Hepde TRoTTED HoMe,
UHGHJWII_S AL owlyY HeRrer kKwow HoW.

A Good HEARTY
LﬁUGH WAS ANSTHER of
His GREATEST PLEASURES.




A | |N WH|CH
THE
HORSE
CON-
"JURED UP




. - - u|: ot b A 'i.|1 II‘!_* 1 1,‘ -’r‘ "l* - I ; ur} _ .,Lg--"- - 3 F

. = ]-“ll-. 'I,-"f AY Ijﬂi' l'L" TH#T :ll".l" I ‘.l‘;.ff‘} el = N
. TP”D 1T iris A SOFT AS SILK, As "I"Fl"r'l"'-""-'r.,f—__ .
WITH HIS :*Hﬁmlf,um
Ve N{:'T E"vl.ll-: BLEH W -

: iT WAs ONLY THE - = = ;
ANYONES NoSE, IN THE END, IT W | LILACS . CLOVD, ~THE HG&'SE

: H
: £ OTHERS To
e HE WANTED THE ( ) .
| \ HAD NOT YET TRIED- o

EVET THE
O THE Tip OF

N'T

e e , A5 HE
aE SUCCESSFUL, BUT WHEN THEY WERE = __,‘H, ¥, wm,wgp (THE WHH'E MEJ)
T EXCLUSIVELY
LRI N _ GRETA THE Go4T (NOT COUNTING

._r ! - : -.:IIu.- : Fal

pECipED T0 6IVE s EYES MD mAc

DE CIDED FigsT, HE CLOSED HiS EYES AND [MAGINED Hig HER LEH‘E.&;E' THE STORk, gm_ﬂ;,—m ME RINGUE, MM
v sl

- £ AS Fﬂ,[? FROM

* ",
SURROUNDINGS, WHIT (‘} *"-‘:-Lﬁ 4t




. GWEML ﬂur OF THE FﬁEE’EFf -HE
HM?' pUT [T THERE AROUND CHRISTMAS -
= rws | psT YEAR. THE HORSE

: Wﬂi &HAIE.B AT HOW
_..=E—-

x — 4
l—__'__tli'—_.. — =
_-_ e

(RUNCHY IT WAS. EffLITE.D HE W‘F/fppf'ﬂ
t}EED SCARF ARQUND His NEck , PUT WaOL

—— e —= — T J
“ = —ﬁé?:*‘*’ = -
_' --'"

-
—_—
..‘_'—':5-— s .
2 EE—
] =y e
Er i
= s

MIT - .- ; 7
TENS om 80 TH FRONT HOOVES AND, r'MHEﬂfﬁTEL
REATH -

| ; o
VOTicen SoMETHING UNUSUAL - WARM - STEAMY

ESCAPING - FROM His- MauTH, (NDEED
~ WHINNY ! - THE pHogse LET OUT A ”
TiON AND GALLOPED UP To THE ATTIC.

cieH OF ﬂFFEE{Il#"

with # =2

' R OF
fj.‘?EﬂT CL&II.FRIH{E /HE BROYGy - poWN A PA

cis AND A SLED AW PYT THEM ouT (v FRONT OF
THE HOUSE.
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© FIRST, HE PICKED P p PILL

| £ROOWN OUT OF IT Ap THREW {1

_ ] THEN HE WHISPERED: W
TREES. muen az T_”;;'Eﬂ_ﬂr THE TRUNK OF EACH OF THE UP iNTQ THE Mﬁu WouLD. You 2 o //
- 'LTED His HEAD BAck AND LOOKcD AT - PLEASE ! LU
o d THFHPL;E”E Jorse FELLASLEEP. BUT WHEN WE
" g ¢ L
woke, HE saw TAAT WISRAEWI4G | olrsipe
e J .

L7 fj”"iﬁf =t
7 el ) 7 it
# P 5/ /?',.-;-'; ;ff::? ﬁ’fffﬁ?ﬁ/é':‘ﬁ,ff i I = S s Ty

Wi € :
ol _ ’?f’?ﬁw{; PAUSE
‘Vro THE APPLE D"F'[H;f / THE HORSE RUSHED ovT

W % 148, Tap ! 4E 1

TAKE A WAP. BY
PoURED AlL THE E




THE
HORSE
WRAPS

"HIMSELF




THE THING THAT

HUAT HIJ BACK AND MADE HAT JAW

PANGE  FHILE wAF WITHIN THE HORT
TOUFCHED 1T MITH HIF o
THE LEATHER JTTIL

M ENT ar Hir

alke L

OFFEMD , HE

T THIA d HIFP Bacx. THE
y !
E HE WAS A CALM AND HAPPY
ING CREATVRED, ONLY Hi DIDNT
BACK, WHAT IT meRE THE LREATURE

Pup MoRE BoIfY

ING HiM NHERE
E‘

Fo. mAKe oF Ir ALL



Hi omCf ASRIN WHALTD THL SCENT aOF THAT THINVE AND TUbpisLy |
sARENERD SPRisn INFIDE Him,

T WAF AF IF A FIFT HAD CLENCHES THE RaRFiir ggcily

¥

THEE MelT 8% ANGER \ TNE HORSE FHOUVGHP. FMIBER Top ME ABovr
IT. rHerg ™O=LEFGER C!Eﬂf'ﬂ'ﬂ THINK THAT WE bo MO FEL :
Fop THLY D"f".‘tr VNPERFTAND CvR LANGVAGE  THE TIGER HAD ADBED.

i AnGEE wgrr JPETADMG WITH i THE HEPSE HE HAD THE FEnEE
THAT He ®AT TUENING FpoM A Fﬂ"lf-{ﬂ-f_ﬂﬁ‘fn HeBRE (MO A
CEP -HOT PLAME THE HORFE'S S0DY TENIED. MW REARED AMD,
KIEKING OPEIN THE POOE OF THE BadN | GALLoPED ouTlipe. THE

LAGATVRE WAL PRINKING TER 0N Fiug TERRACE. S& NG THT HORTE,
IT BicAN T9 rRLL SOMETHINE.

THE &40 HoRfy SALLOFEP Our oF THE Yaep AND RAv FAITLP THAN
EviR BEFORE HE RAN THEOVEW ThE HeNErSCE EYEMING , THE
rLEFHANT _.EIL.H'T-R HI&HI‘. m.'.'.ﬂy’l_'l-!‘h! THE AWM OF F"l- Ifﬂ ll":l-lTﬂ'ﬂ.‘_






A "IN WH|CH

THE
HORSE
WAITS
"FOR HIS




FOR SEVERAL DAVS, THE HOASE STo00D [N THE
PAC TURE WAITING FOR HS MASTER. THE RE WAS
GAASS TO EAT iN THE MEADOW, AND WATER To

DRINE IN THE STREAM. THE HORSE WANTED FoR
NOTHING MET EVERY EVENING HE WOULD PRACK

Up HIS EARS, HOPINGE TO HEAR HIS MASTER (OmING.




- - —a o il
e, b, = e

| -ONE NEVER HE ARS ONE'S MASTER coming — THE

 HORSE WAS ToLD BY HIS FRIENDS.
~-WHAT b0 YOU MEAN, "ONE NEVER HEARS"?— THE

HORSE WONDERED.~1 HEAR THE STREAM RUNNING
THROVEH THE MEADOW, GRASTHORPPERS CHIRPING
IN THE EVENING AND CHILDREN'S VOICES FROM AFAR

AS THEY WALK HOME FRoM SCHOOL. | WILL DEFINITELY
HEAR MY MASTER COMING -~ WHEN HE HAS NEED OF

ME. | WILL HEAR HIS FOOTSTERPS AND STEADY
BREATHING, HIf LEATHER SATCHEL SwisHING
AGAINST HIS COAT AND THE GURGLING OF WATER
IN RIS METAL FLASK. YOU KNOW,iF [T WERE NOT
FOR ALL oF you BEING 0 RESTLESS AnD MAKING
SO MUCH NQISE | covLD EVEN HEAR THE
CRUNCHING OF SUGARCUBES iN HIS POCKET.
HE ALWAYS USED TO BRING ME SUGARCUBES.
HIS FRIENDS SHOOK THEIR HEADS N SILENCE ApnD

WENT BACK T0 PASTURE, IT WAS BEGINNING TO
GET DARK,




‘ ﬁ,gwg Hgﬁg HEARS oNE'S MMTEA COMING, ~ANOTHER
oF HIS anenuj LAGGING - GEqugn REPEﬁTEu-ufuaLL‘f

LWE ONLY HEAR UNIMPORTANT THINGS. THE imaoRTANT

K omss COME ABOUT QUITE UNE!PEcTEnw wWELL,
&C‘ruﬁLL‘f no, we DO EXPECT THEM BUT WE CANNOT o

n::nr?w WHEN THEY ARE ABOUT TO HAPPEN. YOUR

M.ﬂ; TER COMES wWHEN HE NEEPS you, MOT WHEN Yoy
- NEED HIM,,

! -$0, M-Y MASTER MIGHT NOT LOME UHT'IL AFTER I HAVE
i “DiED,- THE HORSE EFLUTTEREP 5&R(fr§TlthLy =
" ~INDEED - A VOICE RE‘PLuEﬁ FRom THE Mau S

' R - ah : - i S
TR IR LT DR e A o, tf---..u_..--:- ,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,, e o P




“~ IN WH ICH

THE
HORSE
WRITES




-Write about a horse.she raid.
- A horse ? What horre T I don't know

any horres!

~Invent one!

k

~Invent ? How can I invent .Iameth?ng that
already been invented ? No...

- Write about me!

-
-
—
-
—-—
mr

I,fuddenty heard a voice. Jomewhere near

yel faraway. [Ilooked around. I could not see

anyone. Jwas alone in the room. Then the voice
spoke again-as if from nowhere.

Tt

"
F




-Look out of the window.Here I am!

I looked. It war 2 winfry evening. Darkness,
nol a clovd in the sky. But it seemed te me

that somewhere in the far away distance,
some stars were twhkling. Winking at me.

~Yes, here [am!- again,the same woice.
- I am the Little Horre, a constellation.

- What could I write about you? I don't knew
you and you are not even a real horse, you

are from the stars.

-,

AV




=Yes -the Horse replied.~ I am From the stars.

And so are you!
-What ' M.e ? From the rt ...

~Indeed. A very long time ago, in the dim and
distant past, everything came from the stars,

Maybe that heavenly horre s right. We are all from
from the very firet stardust = the strawberriers the stasr We shine. And ar we shine, we puh. back the
we eat,the Earth on which we Llive. And you,too. darknes. And we are not alone. For we ree one andther
Yes, you oo were created from .riardu..rt. ‘WEI.Ld.iri you write about 2 horre T - she A 1
=How can you know all that T You are the asrked again. (-
Little Horse after all - just a foal ! -No,1 didr't. But the horre wrote about me !
~Yes, Iam afoal.But a foal from the olar!

b 2
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AUTHORS

Uldis Auseklis

Uldis Auseklis (1941) is a Latvian poet and publisher,

the founder of annual children’s poetry almanac Gara
pupa and author of more than 40 books. His light-filled
poetry and fairy tales are considered the golden classics
of Latvian children’s literature. For the last twenty years,
the main character of his works, a cat named Francis has
been indistinguishable from his author’s personality.
His poems have been awarded the Pastarins Prize (1997),
nominated for the International Janis Baltvilks Prize
(2014) and turned into more than a hundred songs.

Pauls Bankovskis

Pauls Bankovskis (1973) is a writer, journalist one of the
most prolific Latvian authors of the middle generation.
He has published ten novels, several collections of short
stories, books and works of non-fiction. His focus tends
to shift from Latvian history, its myths and legends to
the realities of the recent Soviet past. In 2007, he was
awarded the International Janis Baltvilks Prize for his
children’s book, The Tiny-Noggins’ Play House/ Mazgalvisi
spele majas (Liels un mazs, 2007).

Erika Bérzina

Erika Bérzina (1977) is a mother of three and editor-
in-chief of family childcare magazine Mans Mazais.
She has regularly published her poems in Latvian
periodicals, taken part in many poetry readings and is
now working on her first poetry collection for children
Mammas dzejoli/ Mommy’s Poems. She is also known as
the organizer and patroness of the legendary literary
excursion Walk with Poets that has taken place every
September in Riga since 2004.

Leons Briedis

Leons Briedis (1949) is a poet, novelist, essayist,

literary critic and publisher, as well as a translator of
various important works of prose and poetry from
Latin, Russian, English, Romance languages, Swabhili,
Albanian and other languages. Besides the tens of books
of poetry and prose of his own, he has also compiled

the bulky and impressive Anthology of 20th century
Spanish poetry, and is the author of many essays,
articles, lyrics for well known songs, librettos, and plays.
He has been nominated for countless honours and
awards, and most recently, in 2015, received the Annual
Latvian Literary Award for lifelong contribution.

Rasa Bugavicute-Pece

Rasa Bugavi¢ute-Péce (1988) is a playwright who often
tries her hand at different types of writing. Her plays
and dramatizations have been showcased in all Latvian
theatres and received several awards, including Latvian
Dramaturgs’ Guild’s award 2012. In 2016, she published
her first children’s book Mans vards ir Klimpa, un man
patik viss/ My name is Gnocchi, and I like everything
(Lietusdarzs, 2016) which was well received by readers
and critics alike.

Mara Cieléna

Mara Cieléna (1954) is a writer who has published

more than forty books of poetry and prose, mostly for
children. With her positive intonation and affectionate
characters, she immediately captivates the smallest
readers’ attention. Her books were awarded the
International Janis Baltvilks Prize in 2006 and 2011,
several national awards, and were nominated for the
Astrid Lindgren Memorial Award in 2015 and 2016. She
is on the IBBY Honor List (2000 and 2012). Many of her
works have been translated into English, German, and
Russian.

Maira Dobele

Maira Dobele (1976) is a Latvian writer, journalist and
filmmaker based in Finland. She was awarded the
Latvian Annual Literature Award 2009 in children’s
literature for her first book Nepareizas dzives skola/
School of living wrong (Liels un mazs, 2008) — a collection
of tragicomic episodes about a teenage girl’s sexual
awakening and first emotional storms. Among her
current projects are a new children’s book: a story
about an autistic girl growing up between two different
cultures and divorced parents, and Recycling4Poetry: a
series of experimental 8mm short films processed in
organic caffenol and filled up with Latvian poetry.

Ieva Flamingo

Ieva Flamingo (pen name of leva Samauska (1969)) is
a children’s literature author whose heart-warming
stories, poems and fairy-tales often focus on how to
create loving and understanding relationships both in
family and society. The author of more than 20 books
enjoys meeting her young readers in public readings.
Her books have been nominated several times for the
Annual Latvian Literary Award, the International
Janis Baltvilks Prize and awarded the Pastaring Prize
2015. The story Engelitis/ Little Angel (Zvaigzne ABC,
2008) was highly praised by children’s jury in 2010.
Samauska’s first collection of lyrical poems Ka uzburt
sniegu/ How To Conjure Up Snow (Liels un mazs, 2006)
was staged at the Latvian National Theatre.

Inga Gaile

Inga Gaile (1976) is a poet, writer, playwright, stand-up
artist and theatre director. She is the author of four
poetry collections and a collection of children’s poetry.
With her peculiar humour, the author explores the
inner states of being, her own experiences, everyday
lives of women and stigmatized groups of society
while promoting equal rights. She has won several
awards, including The Annual Latvian Literary Award
in children’s literature category in 2015. Her first
historical novel Stikli/ Glass shards was published by
Dienas Gramata in 2016.

Janis Jonevs

Janis Jonevs (1980) is a prose writer. His first novel
Jelgava ‘94 (Mansards, 2013) immediately became a hit
and was chosen among the 100 most favourite Latvian
books of all times. The novel represents the generation
which experienced their youth in the nineties when
Latvia had just regained independence. He also writes
short stories, especially for children. In 2014, the
publishing house Liels un mazs published his book for
the smallest children Slepenie svétki/ Secret Celebration.

Juris Kronbergs

Juris Kronbergs (1946) is a Sweden-born Latvian

poet and translator. He writes poetry in Swedish and
Latvian, as well as translates literature from and into
Latvian and Swedish. One of his most well-reviewed
and popular books, the poetry collection Wolf One-Eye/
Vilks Vienacis (Minerva, 1996), was awarded the Latvian
Writers’ Union Prize of 1997. Kronbergs’ poetry has
been translated into more than 20 languages.

leva Melgalve

Ieva Melgalve (1981) appeared on the Latvian literary
scene with a bang in 1996, by writing a rebellious

flash fiction piece Definitions/ Definicijas. Now, she is
arecognized science fiction and fantasy writer. Her
novel Mirusie nepiedod/ Dead Don’t Forgive and middle
grade fantasy book Zvaigzne, Bulta un Lai/ Arrow, Star
and Laee (Zvaigzne ABC) were nominated for Annual
Latvian Literary Award. For several years, she has been
leading a fiction writing workshop at Literary Academy
in Riga. Currently, she is working on a science-inspired
mystery novel and several children’s books.

Luize Pastore

Luize Pastore (1986) is the author of eight prose books
for children. The latter five book series Makslas
detektivi/ Art Detectives (Neputns) — adventurous
detective stories about Latvian artists — help school-age
youngsters get in touch with the canonical Latvian art.
She has two times received the Annual Latvian
Literary Award (2013 and 2015) and the International
Janis Baltvilks Prize in 2015. Her book The Invisible Man
(from The Art Detectives series) was selected for The
White Raven 2016 list.

[lmars Slapins

Ilmars Slapins (1968) is a well-known publicist,
literary figure, philosopher, and translator. In his
poetry for children he never avoids serious subjects
and multiform irony. Due to his light-hearted poetic
intonation and easy rhythm, it is almost impossible to
distinguish which poems are for the adults or children
only. His poem Es tiesam gribu suniti/ I truly want a
little dog was included in the compilation of a hundred
Latvian children’s poems Bikibuks/ Bicki-buck (Liels
un mazs, 2016), others were published in the annual
children’s poetry almanacs Gara pupa/ The Beanstalk
(2014, 2015, 2016).

Daina Tabuna

Daina Tabuna (1985) is a Latvian prose writer. Her
talented and contemporary coming-of-age short story
collection Pirma reize/ The First Time (Mansards, 2014)
was nominated for the Annual Latvian Literary Award
2014 as the best debut of the year. She is the winner of
the annual Prose Readings Festival 2016. Three of her
stories under the name The Secret Box will be published
as part of the Emma Press Pamphlets (UK) series in
2017.




Sergej Timofejev

Sergej Timofejev (1970) is a poet, journalist, translator
and DJ. The author of seven poetry collections writes
in Russian and mixes modern poetry with other art-
forms and media. He was among the first in the post-
soviet cultural space to invent the genre of poetry-
video and he is one of the founders of multimedia
poetry project Orbita — a creative group of poets and
artists. He is also the laureate of the Annual Prose
Readings Festival 2016.

Karlis Verdins

Karlis Verdins (1979) is a Latvian poet, literary scholar
and the author of six collections of poetry. He has
been called “the most honest Latvian poet of his
generation”, and his poems reveal uncomfortable
truths in a piercing, playful and highly relatable

way. His poem Come to Me was listed by Southbank
Centre among 50 greatest modern love poems of our
day. He has written two collections of poems for
children — Burtinu zupa/ Alphabet Soup (Liels un mazs,
2007), and Daddy/ Tétis (Liels un mazs, 2016), which was
awarded the International Janis Baltvilks Prize 2016.

Mara Zalite

Mara Zalite (1952) is an influential Latvian poet,
playwright, essayist, political commentator and
cultural worker whose books touch upon social issues,
Latvian history and folklore, discuss morality and offer
a balanced critique of the Soviet regime. Her works
are well received by young readers and have been
translated into English, French, Russian, German and
other languages. Being a winner of countless literary
awards, Mara Zalite is also an honorary member of

the Academy of Sciences and holds many other titles
testifying her significant involvement in Latvian
culture.

Inese Zandere

Inese Zandere (1958) is a Latvian poet, author, editor,

as well as an author and publisher of children’s books.
She has written more than 20 books for children

and is actively involved in projects connected to
children’s literature and cultural education. Her
musical and cheerful writing, considered quite serious
and philosophical at the same time, is often awarded
important literary prizes, including the Annual Latvian
Literature Award. Four of Zandere’s books were
included into the IBBY List of Honour. Her poems
have been translated into more than ten languages, and
the short stories are adapted into colourful animation
films (Shammies, 2010).

Juris Zvirgzdins$

Juris Zvirgzdins (1941) stands out in Latvian literary
scene with his educational books for children on
subjects such as the history of Riga, the National
library, music history and so on. The collector of
toys and author of more than twenty books masterly
intertwines documentary with fantasy, and for this
reason, is dearly loved by children. His works have
received many awards, and have been translated into
several languages. His book Mufa: stasts par Afrikas
balto degunradzénu/ Muffa: Story of the White Baby
Rhinoceros (Liels un mazs, 2o11) was included in the
prestigious White Ravens Catalogue in 2012.

ILLUSTRATORS

Elina Braslina

Elina Braslina (1988) is an award-winning young Latvian
illustrator who has 13 books to her name. Her various
eccentric characters and light-hearted irony gained
almost instant popularity and recognition. Books
illustrated by Braslina have won Zelta Abele National
Prize for Book Art two years in a row and Janis Baltvilks
Prize for her successful début in children’s book art
(2014). She has also made her international début in
2016 with illustrations for Kate Wakeling’s collection of
children’s poems Moon Juice (Emma Press, 2016).
ELINABRASLINA.COM

Ruta Briede

Rata Briede (1984) is an illustrator, cartoonist and
lecturer in the Art Academy of Latvia. She is known as
the author of the concept and horned doodle logo of
the popular compilation of a hundred Latvian children’s
poems Bikibuks/ Bicki-buck (Liels un mazs). Briede’s
comics have appeared in local magazines kus! and 3/,
and abroad in Crachoir, FinEst, Naturegraffix. She has
participated in “L’Europe se dessine” at the Angouleme
comics festival and awarded the International Janis
Baltvilks Prize for the design of Bicki-buck.
RUTABRIEDE.LV

Edmunds Jansons

Edmunds Jansons (1972) is a children’s book illustrator
and animation film director who works with a big
variation of genres and techniques — drawing, sand
animation, animation with charcoal, puppet and

cut out animation. His studio Atom Art tends to be

a platform for young talented animators and their
experiments. His eight animation films have been
screened and awarded all over the world. He is on IBBY
Honour List 2010 and his books Brinumbébisa gads/ Year
of the wonderbaby, (Liels un mazs, 2008) and Kaka un
pavasaris/ Poop and Springtime (Liels un mazs, 2012) have
been awarded the International Janis Baltvilks Prize.

Ernests Klavins

Ernests Klavins (1977) has studied painting, but is
mainly known to the audience as a political caricaturist
who works for the weekly magazine Ir. In parallel, he
also works as a conceptual artist trying his hand in
sculpture, animation, comic art etc. His works are often
perceived as social criticism, even though he considers
them as joyful scenes from everyday life.

Maija Kurseva

Maija Kurgeva (1981) is a masterly illustrator, teller

of absurd stories and enfant terrible of the Latvian art
scene. Taking an active part in artist collective Popper
Publishing and organizing Riga Zine Fest, she is also
teaching illustration, composition and silkscreen at
the Art Academy of Latvia. Her savage and illustrative
artworks are highly appreciated by the youngest
audience, confirming the similarity between the
worldview of the artists and children. Since 2004,
Kurseva has participated in exhibitions in Latvia and
abroad, and her installation Dzivesprieks/ Joviality was
nominated for the Purvitis Prize( 2016).

KURSEVA.COM

Péteris Lidaka

Peteris Lidaka (1978) is an artist who works in a wide
range of disciplines such as illustration, sculpture,
animation, art direction. Rich in visionary imaginings,
always playful, bright and surreal, his expressive
drawings and kinetic artworks catch one’s ability to
fantasize about abstract landscapes and parallel worlds.
His illustrations are published in such magazines as Un
Sedicesimo, Popper, Benji Knewman, City Visions, Loop etc.
He is also one of the illustrators of the Bikibuks/ BICKI-
BUCK series (Liels un mazs).

PETERISLIDAKA.COM

Rebeka Lukosus

Rebeka Lukosus (1995) is studying painting in the Art
Academy of Latvia and successfully taking her first
steps in book illustration. The author of illustrations
for children’s poem ledomiga radiniece/ The Arrogant
cousin in Bikibuks/ BICKI-BUCK series (Liels un mazs,
2015) is taking part in such projects as Poetry in 10x10
centimetres, Printmaker Calendar 2016 etc. She is working
with oil pastels, adding some pencil-drawn lines to
the colourful chaos. Her charming characters always
possess personal and symbolic details.
REBEKALUKOSUS.TUMBLR.COM




Liene Mackus

Liene Mackus (1984) is a sculptor and animator who
usually works with plasticine animation she herself
calls the moving sculpture. Her début in children’s
book art — illustrations for a children’s poem in the
Bikibuks/ BICKI-BUCK series (Liels un mazs) were
nominated for the International Janis Baltvilks Prize
(2016). The artist often pays attention to the social
theme, but analyzes it from a distance and with lots
of unconditional love. She is also the nominee for the
Purvitis Prize in Arts and author of an extraordinary
environmental art object in Riga — a bench called Riga’s
Lion (2015).

FACEBOOK.COM/MACKUSLIENE

Anete Melece

Anete Melece (1983) is a Latvian illustrator, animation
artist and director whose works stand out with witty
details, charming characters and sincere stories.
Currently based in Switzerland, she has published
her illustrations in magazines such as kus!, Strapzin,
Internationale etc. Her animation films have received
awards at multiple international film festivals,
including Swiss Film Award for the Best Animation
Film in 2014 for the film Kiosk (2013). Her recent film
Analysis Paralysis (2016) has qualified for the Academy
Awards’ Best Animated Short Film.

ANETEMELECE.LV

Gundega Muzikante

Gundega Muzikante (1964) stands out in the family
of Latvian illustrators with her particular matted,
fluffy looking colouring, windy motion and fantastic
machines with a vintage touch. The illustrator of more
than 20 children’s books has participated in many
international exhibitions: Biennial of Illustration
Bratislava, Golden Pen of Belgrade, Biennial of
European [llustration in Japan etc. She has received a
number of local prizes, including The Most Beautiful
Book of the Year (1995, 1997, 1998, 2000), Illustrator
of the Year (2002), the International Janis Baltvilks
Prize (2014) a.0. Her works were included in the

IBBY Honour List 2016 and nominated for the Hans
Christian Andersen Award (2016).

Aleksejs Naumovs

Aleksejs Naumovs (1955) is a painter, professor and
rector of the Latvian Academy of Art since 2007.
Spontaneous, emotional and rich in atmosphere, his
paintings reflect the mood of an instant created by
natural light and his illustrations render books similar
to those on art. Naumovs’ contributions to children’s
book illustration have earned him many awards,
including the special award in the competition for the
Annual Prize for Book Publishing (2007), first prize

in the book art competition Zelta abele 2010, the Janis
Baltvilks Prize in Book Art (2011, 2014) a.0. His works
were included in the White Ravens List (2006) and the
IBBY Honour List of world illustration (2006, 2012).

Anita Paegle

Anita Paegle’s (1956) wonderful book illustrations have
been captivating children’s attention for more than
thirty years. She has illustrated over 35 books that have
been exhibited at book fairs in Bologna, Frankfurt,
Munich, Prague. The artist has regularly received
acclaim and awards for her special, inimitable style.
She was nominee of Hans Christian Andersen Award
2012, Astrid Lindgren Memorial Award 2013 and 2014
and has been included in the IBBY Honour List 2000.
For her contribution to the development of children’s
book art in Latvia, she received the Award of the Art
Academy of Latvia 2014.

ANITAPAEGLE.COM

Reinis Petersons

Reinis Pétersons (1981) is fast and brilliant as a rocket —
having made his début as an illustrator in 2007, he
was Astrid Lindgren Memorial Award nominee by
2012, making a few outstanding animation films in
the meantime. There is a strong backbone to his
aesthetics that brings balance to the great diversity

of his techniques: from traditional media as charcoal
and ink to digital painting and drawing. The artist has
been nominated several times for the Hans Christian
Andersen Award, awarded the International Janis
Baltvilks Prize (2008, 2012), Zelta Abele Prize and
others. His animation films also have received acclaim
in local and international film festivals.
REINISPETERSONS.COM

Juris Petraskevics

Juris Petraskevi¢s (1953) is a visual artist with a sense
of creative freedom and artistic lightness. He is one
of the most authoritative figures in Latvian book
design - a professor of the Graphic Art Department
who has contributed to the formation of a whole new
generation of book illustrators. Recognized as the
Year’s Best Artist 2001, he has also received the Annual
Prize for Book Publishing (in 2001 and 2006), the
International Janis Baltvilks Prize in children’s book
art (2007) etc. His works were included in the White
Ravens List (2010) and IBBY Honour List of world
illustration (2008).

JURISPETRASKEVICS.COM

Roberts Rurans

Roberts Rurans (19go) draws illustrations for printed
publications, company websites or product packaging,
and he is one of the founders of Popper magazine and
Qvwerpriced design studio. His works radiate humour
and feature peculiar little creatures. Rarans has made
illustrations for the Benji Knewman magazine and
children’s poem Rudens/ Autumn by Karlis Skalbe in
series of Bikibuks/ Bicki-buck (Liels un mazs, 2014).
ROBERTSRURANS.COM

Vivianna Maria Stanislavska

Vivianna Maria Stanislavska (1992) is a young,
perspective illustrator who received the Janis Baltvilks
Prize in the “New Growth” category in 2016. Her
illustrations for leva Samauska’s poetry collection
Skala klase/ The Noisy Class (Pétergailis, 2015) tastefully
capture the emotionally and psychologically exuberant
reality of school life. Stanislavska’s works are
published in the magazine of comic culture kus!, and
she has contributed to the series of Bikibuks/ Bicki-buck
(Liels un mazs).

FACEBOOK.COM/VIVIANNAMARIA.ART

Anna Vaivare

Anna Vaivare (1987) is an architect and illustrator
who draws comics and illustrations, visualising even
the most complex messages with great skill. She has
made illustrations for two children’s books, and her
comic strips have been published in magazines Kus!
and Benji Knewman, as well as exhibited in Latvia and
internationally. In 2016, she was awarded Janis Baltvilks
Prize in Book Art for illustrating Leons Briedis’ book
of poems Saputrota putra/ Forage for Porridge (Liels un
mazs, 2015).

ANNAVAIVARE.LV

Mara Viska

Mara Viska (1982) is an illustrator, graphic designer
and owner of clothing brand Lucky Me. She draws
from nature and seeks a story in every image,
combining mixed techniques, naive painting style and
witty references of popular culture. The author of
illustrations for children’s poem Burianas/ Witchcraft in
Bikibuks/ BICKI-BUCK series (Liels un mazs, 2014) and
fairytale cookbook Baltais lacis/ The White bear (Liels
un mazs, 2017) was awarded the “Prize of Taste” in Riga
Picture Book Quadrennial “Picture Story” (2014).
VISKA.LV

Martins Zutis

Martin$ Zutis (1988) is an illustrator, animator,

graphic designer and writer. His illustrations, comics
and animation often stand out with their unusual
characters, word games and exact patterns that are
turned into visual language. His works are published in
the magazine of comic culture kus! and Popper magazine.
He was nominated for the International Janis Baltvilks
Prize, in the “New Growth” category for his début in
children’s literature and book art in 2015 and his book
Nenotikusais atklajums/ The Discovery That Never Was
(Liels un mazs, 2015) was included in the annual White
Ravens Catalogue.

MARTINSZUTIS.LV

Zane Zlemesa

Zane Zlemesa (1988) is an artist who works with
drawing and painting in the form of visual narrative.
Layered, textured, detailed, her illustrations are
individually characteristic, whether depicting an
interior, a landscape or an individual. The artist has
invented a peculiar character for the children poem
Neganta musa/ The Nasty Fly by Valdis Grenkovs,
series of Bikibuks/ Bicki-buck (Liels un mazs, 2015). Her
works have been published in such magazines as kus!,
Popper, Stripburger etc. She was awarded 1st prize in the
“Body Factory” comic competition (2014) by the Pauls
Stradins Museum and won the European Social Fund
scholarship 2015.

ZANEZLEMESA.TUMBLR.COM
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INTERNATIONAL WRITERS' AND
TRANSLATORS' HOUSE

THE “LATVIAN LITERATURE” platform was established

in order to promote recognition of Latvian literature

and its distribution abroad, thus ensuring international
cooperation among publishers, literary agents, writers,
translators, and organisations working in the fields of
literature and publishing. We are here to provide you with
diverse information about Latvian authors, books, our
publishing industry and innovations within the industry.
E-mail: info@latvianliterature.lv

Facebook and Instagram /LatvianLiterature

WWW.LATVIANLITERATURE.LV

The “Latvian Literature” platform was created in a
partnership of three chief institutions sharing the
main functions:

THE INTERNATIONAL WRITERS AND TRANSLATORS HOUSE
is in charge of the management and development of the

platform, as well as Latvia’s participation in the London
Book Fair from 2016 to 2019.

E-mail: ventspilshouse@ventspilshouse.lv

THE LATVIAN WRITERS UNION is providing grants for
translation and publishing of Latvian literature, as well
as hosting a mobility programme for Latvian authors and
industry experts.

E-mail: Irs@rakstnieciba.lv

THE LATVIAN PUBLISHERS ASSOCIATION ensures the
creation of a Latvian book display stand and a literary
programme for the annual participation in international
book fairs in Leipzig, Bologna, Frankfurt, etc.

E-mail: lga@gramatizdeveiji.lv
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...we began to work on the catalogue, in which twenty well-
known Latvian writers of children’s literature were asked to
write a chapter about a HORSE. The authors of these stories
were then paired with twenty talented illustrators. We decided
to do a little experiment — it is not often that authors and
illustrators find each other by lottery. To be honest, we relied
on the professionalism of everyone involved. If there is one art
where it is crucial for artists to collaborate and consider the
emotions of their counterparts, then it is the art of children’s
book illustration.

Latvian
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Catalogue




