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Igal aastal juunikuus saab Kroonuaia sillalt jalgida, kuidas loojuv
paike Emajokke vajub. Hele taevalamp taidlasel oranZil taustal,
peegelsile jogi, kollakalt sadelev 6hk ja tumedad siluetid.

Kord seisis silla Supilinna-poolses otsas jalle kuus-seitse
loojanguhuvilist, kes ndjatusid kasipuule, fotoaparaadid kaes.
Uhtakki nagid kaik, et kaugel eemal, umbes Lodjakoja juures valjus
vosast pisike must inimfiguur, mis liikus risti tle joe. Kdhn kuju
edenes sportkaija kombel, selg ebanormaalselt sirge, kaed valedalt
kilgedel kdimas, iga teise sammu juures peaga noksates. Mineja
taha siledale veele jai ndhtav sammurida, mis mone sekundi valtel
laiali vajus. Sillalolijad jollitasid tummalt figuuri, kuni see teisele
kaldale ara kadus.

»Mis see oli?” kiisis iks naine tasa.
«Inimene,” vastas keegi kohklevalt.
»Inimene!?” hiidis naine. ,Inimene ei saa ju jala Ule joe minna!”

+Adga ta laks,” tles liks mees rahulikult. ,Ma suumisin fotokaga
sisse. See oli trenni tegev kaija, kes tuli arvatavasti Ujula tanava
spordihoone juurest.”

»Voimatu!” diendas naine edasi. ,Kas te temast pilti ka tegite?”
»Ei," Utles mees ja raputas pead. ,Ma olin liiga dllatunud.”

Naine p6ordus teiste poole. ,Kas keegi tegi temast pilti?” kisis ta,
kuid kahjuks ei olnud kellelgi joeiiletajast fotot. Nii jai asjaolude
edasine uurimine ara.
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Every June, from the Kroonuaia Bridge, one can watch the setting

sun sink into the River Emajogi. A bright celestial lamp against a rich
orange backdrop, the mirror-like river, golden shimmering air and dark
silhouettes create a mesmerizing scene.

One evening six or seven sunset enthusiasts stood at the Supilinn end
of the bridge, leaning on the railing with cameras in hand. Suddenly
all of them noticed that far off in the distance near Lodjakoda a small
black human figure emerged from the bushes and began crossing the
river. The thin figure moved like a racewalker — its back unnaturally
straight, arms swinging briskly at its sides and its head nodding with
every other step. Behind it a visible trail of ripples appeared on the
smooth water but faded within seconds. The people on the bridge
stared silently at the figure until it disappeared onto the opposite
shore.

“What was that?” a woman asked quietly.
“A person,” someone replied hesitantly.

“A person!?” the woman exclaimed. “A person can't just walk across
a river!”

“But they did,” a man said calmly. “| zoomed in with my camera. It
was someone exercising — probably coming from the sports center in
Ujula Street.”

“Impossible!” the woman argued. “Did anyone take a picture of them?”
“No,” the man said, shaking his head. “I was too shocked.”

The woman turned to the others. “Did anyone get a photo?” she asked
but unfortunately no one had captured an image of the mysterious
river-crosser. And so, no further investigation into the circumstances
took place.


















