




















in Latvian forests

The sun again lit up the land, and since this was the last
day of the visit, Jancis decided to show his friend Latvia’s
wonders of nature. They flew above the clear blue ribbon-
like Gau{a river and looked down at the cliffs, made a circle
around the hundreds of lakes of Latgale, over the lowlands
of the Lielupe river, and flew over the coastal fields near
Ainazi until they reached the sand cliffs of Jurkalne.

“If you had to describe Latvia in two words, what would
they be?” Jancis asked as the flying saucer soared away
from the Earth.

“Latvians and Latvia’s nature are alike,” the Martian said.
“Two words,” Jancisinsisted.
“Maybe... tenderness. Andlove.”

Suddenly Jancis remembered something. “Oh — I forgot
one important holiday!”

And he told his friend about Latvia’s Independence Day
holiday on November 18. And about the Latvians who
fou (lilf'and died so their land could be free and their people
could live.

“Tenderness and love,” the Martian boy repeated to
himself. “Tenderness andlove.”

“You said something?”

“No... yes... give this to Ilze,” the Martian boy said
har:ldmg Jancis the small ceramic Latvian figure he had
made.






