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I'T°S CHRISTMAS EVE and in the middle of the
sparsely decorated table, in this tiny eastern Polish

village, lies a big fish. It’s a carp, the traditional festive
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meal in this part of Poland, and it has until now been

lying in the downstairs bath. It’s a typical large family

occasion. My wife and I are guests of her friend

Lesia, whom she taught to speak English when
living here, and this is her family; parents Jan
and Zofia, hushand Piotr, sister Irena, brother
Gzregorz and his wife and child.

Preceding the fish, and prepared by Zofia with
love and no little pride, are an exquisite bean
soup, beetroot, sauerkraut—one of the very
few foods alien to my inquisitive appetite—and
mashed potato. After grace is said—thisisa
staunchly Catholic ]1::1.15{:'1&!(‘[—11.1& table erupts

in a babble of Polish, a fast Slavic tongue that

Move over sun, sea and sand, make way for a real Polish Christmas filled
with snow, mulled wine and hearty stews, says Angus Begg
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allows no quarter. With Gzregorz leading the
pack, the diminutive Lesia and her looming
6.8ft husband are the only three at the table
who speak English, they switch rapidly
between subjects and people. It's an exhausting
and happy feast. After presents have been
exchanged the family attend midnight mass in
the little church across the icy road.

Being a notoriously early riser, the next
morning—Christmas—I inch my way down

the icy driveway, a mix between snow and
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For rural people. the choice between . cattle and
wildlife!\is often an agonising one. 'in the secaond in
ourp series an wildlife projects set Uup nipartnership

with loeal camimumities; Angus Begg visits

Madikwe game reserve in NorthWest provinees
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