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sveta

»V USHUAJI MORAS OBVEZNO
POSKUSITI CENTOLLO,« MI JE REKEL
ZNANEC V BUENOS AIRESU. USHUAJA
JE GLAVNO MESTO NAJJUZNEJSE
PROVINCE OGNJENA ZEMLJAV
ARGENTINSKI PATAGONIJL. S 54° JUZNE
ZEMLJEPISNE SIRINE IN LE 1.000
ODDALJENA OD ANTARKTIKE SE
NAHAJATAKO REKOC NA KONCU
SVETA. OD NENASELJENE CILSKE
PATAGONIJE JO LOCIJO VALOVITE

VODE BEAGLOVEGA PRELIVA, KJER
ZIVIJO CENTOLLE - VELIKE RAKOVICE
(LITHODES SANTOLLA).V USHUAJINI
RESTAVRACIJE, KJER RAKOVIC NE BI
IMELI NA JEDILNEM LISTU.
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Na koncu vasi je na makadamski cesti stavil star avto, Voz-
nikje smeje pozdravil in se predstavil kot Gogo, oce Karine,
gospe, ki je zjutraj poskrbela za uspesen avtostop do Puerto
Almanze. Povabil je na kosilo na svojo posest La Providencia
Silvestre. Posest sestavlja nekaj kot, ki jih od mora lo¢i le
cesta, vrt za hiso pa se nadaljuje v gozdnato pobodje. Karina
se je sonéila v lezalniku ob potoku in srkala mate ¢aj, Takoj
ga je ponudila tudi meni. Mlajsi Gogovi vnuki so se zabavali
< psom Gauchom, starcjéi vtk Raulo in sin Seba pa sta pri-
pravila mizo za namizni tenis in odigrali smo nekaj parti, Po
okusnem kosilu smo odili na kratek sprehod v gozd, nato
pa pobrat vise. Vkrcali smo se v gumenjak, Seba in Raulo sta
prijela za vesla, komandante Gogo je prizgal cigareto in vs-
gal motor. Morje je bilo razburkano, Seba je zgrabil oranzno
bojo, o dal v ¢oln in skupaj z Raulom sta zacela vieci vrv.
Coln se je zibal, voda je ékropila vsepovsod! Ko se je prika-
Zala visa, sta jo potegnila v €oln.V njej je bilo nekaj rakovic.
Dvignili smo dve vi3i in se vrnili na obalo. Ducat ulovljenih
rakovic smo dali v vedro in jih odnesli v higo. Tam so jin
razkosali in vigli v krop. Stopil sem ob Zelezno pe in si kar
na sebi zacel susiti premocene kavbojke. Seba je prinesel
buteljko rdecega vina in nam ga natocil. Kuhane rakovice
je Gogo pobral iz lonca in adnesel v bliznji potok, da so se

ohladile. Nato je vzel steklenico, jo povaljal ¢ez rakovicino
nogo in izluséil meso. Kupcek mesa v posodije narascal,

Na koncu je Raulo vzel rakovicje meso, ga sesekljal, zacinil

s s0ljo, poprom in limetinim sokom ter ga na kiozniku
aranziral. Vsak je vzel kos bagete in i nanj naloZil rakovicje
meso. Uzivali smo! Zunaj ob obali Beaglovega preliva, na
koncu sveta, nekje med Ushuajo in Puerto Almanzo pa se je
razbesnela huda nevihta z vetrom, dezjem in socio,

COLN SE JE ZIBAL, VODA JE
SKROPILA VSEPOVSOD! KO SE
JE PRIKAZALA VRSA, STA JO
POTEGNILAV COLN. V NJEJ
JE BILO NEKAJ RAKOVIC.
DVIGNILI SMO DVE VRSI IN
SEVRNILINA OBALO.

FISHERMEN AT
THE END OF THE
WORLD

TEXTAND PHOTOGRAPHS: GAL KUSAR

"IN USHUAIA YOU HAVE TO TRY CENTOLLA ADVISED AN
ACQUAINTANCE OF MINE IN BUENOS AIRES. USHUAIA IS
THE CAPITAL OF TIERRA DEL FUEGO, THE SOUTHERNMOST
PROVINCE OF ARGENTINE PATAGONIA. LYING AT A
LATITUDE OF 54 DEGREES SOUTH AND JUST 1,000 KM
FROM ANTARCTICA, IT IS PRACTICALLY "AT THE END OF
THE WORLD' IT IS SEPARATED FROM UNINHABITED
CHILEAN PATAGONIA BY THE WAVES OF THE BEAGLE
CHANNEL, WHICH IS HOME TO THE SOUTHERN KING CRAB
OR CENTOLLA (LITHODES SANTOLLA). THERE IS NOT A
RESTAURANT IN USHUAIA WHERE THESE CRABS DO NOT
APPEAR ON THE MENU.

I had arranged to visit  fisherman in Ushuaia on the Friday,
while on the Saturday | was due to visit Puerto Almanza,
fishing village 70 kilometres away.
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Puerto Almanza the next morning looked like an aban-
doned fishing settlement with a few weekend cottages. A
mass of dead shrimps the size of my thumb lay washed

up on the shore. Apart from a fisherman preparing traps
outside a hut there was not a living soul to be seen. Two me.
arrived and started readying an inflatable boat. Umberto
and Pancho turned out not to be fishermen but shellfish
farmers, who were going to sink concrete rings in the bay

in order to farm mussels. Umberto explained that the dead
shrimps had been killed by the marea roja (red tide). Thisis
form of algal bloom, where algae proliferate so rapidly in th
tight conditions that the sea i coloured blood-red. When
this happens the mussels absorb toxins and selling them is
prohibited. Then the shellfsh farmers set off i their boat.

Anold car stopped on the macadam road at the end of the
vilage. The driver greeted me with a smile and introduced him:
selfas Gogo, the father of Karing, the woman who had given
meallftto Puerto Almanza i the moming. He invited meto
lunch at "La Providencia Silvstre!, his property. This consisted
of afew huts separated from the sea by a road, while the gar-
den behind the main house continued up the forested slope.
Karina was sunbathing in a deckchair by a stream and sipping
maté. some to me. Gogo's

grandsons were playing with the dog, Gaucho. His older
grandson Raulo and his son Seba set up a table tennis table
andweplayed afew games. Aftera tasty lunch we went fora
shortwalkin the forest and then setoffto check the crab traps

Jorge Eblin was a -
derfa del Beagle, a fish restaurant on the outskirts of Ushuaia.
Grey-haired, in his fiftes, with a few days'beard and a clipped
moustache, the isherman looked like a living portrait of
Ernest Hemingway. We climbed aboard his ishing boat the

Wecl Seba and Raulo took
the oars. Gogo - ‘el comandante’ - lita cigarette and started
theeengine. The sea was rough. Seba grabbed the orange buoy
putitin the boat and, together with Raulo, began to haulon
the rope. The boat rocked and water splashed everywhere!

Tia Elvira and Jorge put on his gear.

outto a buoy, where with the help of a winch he hauled up a
crab trap that was teeming with large crabs! He picked out the
males more than 12 cm long and put them in @ special bag.

Whenth } they pulled it Initwere
several crabs. We hauled up two traps and returned to shore.
Weput the dozen or so crabs in a bucket and carried them

 There they were broken info piec

Then he threw the smaller males backinto
the sea. He filled the trap with bait ~ old ish - and lowered
itback into the sea. Knowledge of the seabed is important
when placing traps, because a trap that is not placed carefully
cantip upside down, with the result that the crabs cannot
getin. Jorge also told me that he checks his traps every two
days ~ the highly changeable weather permitting. If the catch
s good, he puts the trap back in the same place. Ifitis poor,

it tes his luck elsewhere. The areas where most crabs can be
found change over the course of the year, depending on the

todry
my soaking wetjeans.Seba brought a bottle of red wine and
poured some out for us. Gogo fished the boiled crabs out of th
pot and took them to the nearby stream to cool down. Then h
tookabottle rolled it over a crab leg and extracted the mea.
The pile of meat in the bow grew steadly. Finally Raulo took
the crab meat, chopped it up, seasoned it ith salt, pepper anc
limejuice, and aranged it on a plate. Each of us took a piece
bread and loaded it with crab meat. It was delicious! Outside,
on the shore of the Beagle Channel, at the end of the world,

reproductive cycle, food, the type of seabed,
of the water and the direction and strength of the currents. As
he cleaned and tidied the boat, Jorge explained that fishing
for centollas can only be done with traps. Fishing with stand-
ing nets has been banned since 1975, because the injuries
caused by the nets meant that many undersized crabs did not
survive on being thrown back into the sea. In 1979 Argentina
banned fishing in the Beagle Channel in order to allow the
crab population to recover. The ban was lifted in 1981 but
fishing for centollas remained limited to a small number of
fishermen. As we returned to the town in his old four-wheel
drive truck, Jorge told me proudly that he has two sons. Both
of them work for companies that assemble air-conditioning
units using components imported from China. He boasted
that they are doing well, because each member of the family
‘had his own car.

Ushuaia and P ), astorm
was raging. A tempest of wind, rain and sleet.

THE BOAT ROCKED

AND WATER SPLASHED
EVERYWHERE! WHEN THE
TRAP APPEARED, THEY
PULLED IT INTO THE BOAT. IN
IT WERE SEVERAL CRABS.
WE HAULED UP TWO TRAP¢
AND RETURNED TO SHORE.



