Ja a Polska
I emigrated from your arms at daybreak

What everyone asks is: “Why are you learning Polish?” Except for the ones who have known me longer. They ask: “Why are you learning Polish AGAIN? I thought you had given up.” The reason is, I say, well, the reason is, you know, the real reason is…” Nie wiem. Nie mam zielonego pojęcia. 
And then in the end I say ‘”the reason is that there is no reason” Which is a bit like the climber who, when asked why he wanted to go the top of Mount Everest, said “because it’s there“. Because It’s there and it’s beautiful.  Język polski też.

And, like a would-be climber stuck at base camp one, I have only a vague inkling of this unreachable beauty and a feeling of wistfulness about how wonderful it would be to be able to balance my way through the prepices and crags of verbs perfective and imperfective (who ever heard of such thing…?) and just let a sentence flow with all those szcz and przy and other incredible traffic jams of consonants, to say “noo, wiesz..” with that unmistakable Polish cadence. It would be – just really cool. Będzie fajnie. Bardzo fajnie. 
But in that case, I hear you argue, why not learn a language that is more accessible to your available brain capacity, that has structures and sounds that are easier for the beginner, especially for a beginner of over fifty with no prior experience of a Slawic language?  I could at this point refer you back to the mountain allegory, but in this case the reason is not because it’s of the difficulty of the challenge.
(I would in fact be very grateful if Polish were less difficult.  I have even sent a petition to Ms Szydło to this effect, but have so far received no reply.)
Maybe a more relevant question – and an easier one to answer, would be: When did it start, this strange notion that it Polish is learnable for a foreigner, for me – and worth the effort? It was when my husband played that fatal line in a song. A Polish song. A song that every Polish speaker probably knows off by heart, or worse still, has heard so often that they no longer hear it at all. But for me, listening many years ago for the first time, even the shaky translation to English of the words “Emigrowałem z objęć Twych nad ranem”  put me right there with the singer, with his loneliness, his desolation at having to leave his love. Emigration is something Polish people have come to know a lot about over the past few centuries. So have the Irish.  
I am Irish and  I met my Polish-speaking  love in Germany, a country to which he and I had both emigrated to from different  points of the compass, from different systems, languages and cultures. We both knew how the cold light at daybreak would feel to the emigrée and how every fibre of his soul would long to return, especially to a Summer of Dreams. In those first years of being together, he and I listened to this song a lot. The lyrics of the song are not  glossy boy-meets-girl stuff –the lover sounds rather emotionally instable “tak mi źle”, she has a watchful child “za scianą” that is not his, she even has a husband “w świecie za funtem, odkładał funt”, the singer’s car is a wreck and they both drink too much.  
But they have this crazy love that she describes as “nigdy aż tak” and to him her tears are sweet as blood.  He loses her in the last verse  and nothing is as easy – as straight, as right??? for him ever again. (Another shared trait of the Irish and the Polish is their tendency towards tragic romance). But the couple in the song lived their “eclipse of the sun” together, knowing that the next one might be a hundred years away. Sometimes now, after my Polish speaking husband and I have spent almost thirty years together, thirty years of  daily hassles, of hard times and occasional estrangement,  we can still feel the magic of our eclipse of the sun  and it carries us through. Nigdy aż tak.
And so, back then, I wanted to be able to speak enough Polish to understand this one song. I enrolled in a class, gave up, ignored it for a couple of years, enrolled again, gave up and … started again.

On the journey to understanding I have encountered poetry from other Polish sources  – I have read a book with fascinating Przygody grzecznego psa and have let Slawomir Mrożek tell me a tale of a rubber elephant. I am sure, despite the intricate grammar, that there is a lot more to discover in the Polish language – a host of different możliwości waiting for me. Which, by the way, is my VERY FAVOUITE Polish word. Możliwości. Say it out loud a couple of times and you will know what I mean. On this happy, if flippant note, I leave you. I have some homework to do for my Polish class on Monday. And some mountains to climb.
