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We arrived in Germany on May 30.  After a few days with Emmy’s cousins we 
visited The Netherlands, Belgium, and Normandy and Paris, France.  Back to the 

cousins, then across France and Switzerland to San Marino and Italy.  We crossed 
the Adriatic Sea from Pescara, Italy to spend a week in Yugoslavia, including 

Dubrovnik, Split, and Zagreb, then crossed the border into Austria.  After a few days 
in Vienna getting Visa’s, we crossed the border into Czechoslovakia, for our first visit 

to Prague.  A couple of days later we entered Poland. 
 
 
 

There are several other people and vehicles at the Polish border, so we just sat 
and waited until a man came and looked inside the camper for a moment.  The 
Visa we purchased in Vienna was in proper order, so he returned our passports 
and told us to go to the tourist office a few hundred yards inside Poland, to take 
care of the money problem. 

 

We have to spend at least $15 per day per person, while we are in Poland, but 
that w ill just about pay for the gasoline coupons we need.  We changed 900 Swiss 
Francs TravelerÕs checks (about $390) for 58,459 Polish Zolties, used 24,343 for 
gasoline coupons, and received 34,116 in cash.  Exchange rate is 65.61 for each 
Swiss franc, and 149.5 per dollar. 

 

Waiting to cross the border we see a bus pull ing a large trailer used as a 
motel, exactly l ike the one we saw in Split, Yugoslavia.  There are 30 or so 
w indows, and each is for one bed.  One side of the trailer folds open for the 
entrance, and at the back there is a kitchen. 

 

The sun is shining now, as we stopped in a wooded rest area for lunch.  By 
2:00 PM itÕs cloudy and drizzling.  WeÕve seen acres of gardens with little 
buildings large enough for sleeping.  We have already seen more horses pull ing 
wagons in Poland, than we have seen in all of the rest of Europe.  We just waited 
for a train that was pulled by a steam engine, and we have read that the Polish 
Government states there are no more steam engines! 

 

We stopped for lunch in a large rest area.  There were two boys, 10 or 12 years 
old, who came over to see what we were doing.  Emmy gave them each a dollar, 
a coke w ith two straws, two sticks of gum, some candy, and gave them two 
packs of tropical fruit punch.  Wonder if the mother ever figured out how to mix 
it. 

 

We stopped in Zabkowice to visit w ith the people at the store where Dana 
(our Polish friend, who now lives in the US) used to work.  We drove and parked 
and walked all over town and the best we could figure out, the store and the 
people are on vacation.  We looked for their home address, but could not find the 
house.  By now a police car is behind us and since we have a lot of paranoia, and 
couldnÕt find anyone we were looking for, we just drove on toward Wroclaw.  In 
this l ittle town there is an odd tower we intended to see again and take a picture, 
but in the confusion, we forgot to do it. 

 

No police or anyone else in Poland, bothers us, except ourselves.  We have 
read all about how bad things are, even if the people who are supposed to be 
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causing all the problems havenÕt done a thing to us.  We donÕt plan to see what 
we have to do to be bothered by them, either. 

 

We drove into Wroclaw, through the downtown area and found the campsite 
right next to the Olympic Stadium.  Wonder why they call it that?  (Later we 
found that Wroclaw was part of Germany in the 1930Õs, and a portion of the 1936 
Olympic Games were held here.)  The young boy at the campground office 
speaks English, so Jim had him make some phone calls for us. 

 

We have names and addresses for several of the Kosinski family and friends, 
but only the one friend has a phone.  The boy called the number and talked to 
Emil who had no idea we were coming to Poland.  At 8:30 PM he and his w ife 
appeared and with the boy from the campsite office as interpreter, we did 
communicate.  We told Emil we would be in the campsite after 4:00 PM 
tomorrow and if he could get in touch w ith anyone else, let us know what we 
should do. 

 

PL, Wroclaw, Aug 21, - 63 - 190 - 7,409 
We were able to buy a map of the city and found the address of DanaÕs 

mother, and drove there this morning.   

 

As we approached the apartment building we saw a car w ith a driver who 
looked like Emil, but the lady in the car w ith him didnÕt look like EmilÕs w ife, so 
we went ahead and parked.  That car parked near us and Emil came over w ith a 
smile on his face and DanaÕs mother on his arm.  They were on the way to the 
campsite, thinking they would get there before we left for the day. 

 

We went up five floors to her apartment and talked w ith them, using pencil 
and paper.  We drew pictures and used pantomime, but we communicated.  We 
had tried to buy a Polish/ English dictionary but could not find one, and Emil did 
not have one either.  This apartment is small but comfortable.  ThereÕs carpet on 
the floor, TV, radio, etc.  The outside of the building is not so nice, and the 
stairwell is a bit grubby.  We did our best to tell her that her family was doing 
fine, and her grandsons each had a part-time job.  We later were told she must 
think the family was in very bad shape financially, because in Poland, children 
donÕt work unless the family is poor or having problems! 

 

A fter Emil left, with DanaÕs Mama as the navigator, we drove across Wroclaw 
to find DanaÕs sister.  She lives in a larger and nicer apartment, and has an 
elevator to her floor.  She recently broke her shoulder in an auto accident, and is 
sti l l  off-work.  From there we drove to Uncle TedÕs house, in an area of pleasant 
private houses.  There are many private homes in this area, across the street from 
more apartment buildings. 

 

The lady who answered the door is MarianÕs mother.  That was a surprise, as 
we had heard nothing about her, or didnÕt remember if we had.  Neither woman 
spoke a word of English so in a little while we left to take DanaÕs mother home.  
MarianÕs mother gave us a chocolate candy bar, sweet of her.  TedÕs house was 
very nice, and he is sti l l in the process of completing it.  He had bought it as a 
shell, seven years ago, and has worked on it since. 

 

We almost had a problem getting the mother home.  She was not used to 
riding in a car to get around town, and when we had to detour, we thought 
maybe she was getting lost.  Jim kept driving as if he knew where he was going, 
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and she soon saw something she recognized.  We took her home, went to a 
couple of small stores and bought some groceries.  The fruit and vegetables look 
terrible.  We then went to the campsite to rest a while. 

 

The streets in Wroclaw are awful.  We have to drive slowly, as the camper 
would fall apart otherwise.  At times we had to put on the brakes, when a big pot 
hole suddenly appeared. 

 

A t 5:00 PM Emil called the campsite and told them to give us a message that 
he w ill pick us up at 6:00 PM.  He appeared on schedule and drove us across 
Wroclaw to his home.  Emil drove fast enough so the tires only touched the high 
points of the rough cobblestones, so the ride was not too rough! 

 

He and his w ife l ive in a very large old house they are renovating little, by 
l ittle.  ItÕs really a beautiful old place.  EmilÕs dining room had a table and six 
chairs where we ate a l ight snack.  Later we ate at a larger table and chairs on the 
other side of the same room.  There was also a piano on one side, a large wall 
unit on the other, and there was plenty of room between all of this.  We wanted 
to see more of the house, but we were not invited.  Were so busy talking about 
everything, we never got around to asking. 

 

Uncle Ted arrived 30 minutes after we had gotten there, and he could speak 
English.  We discussed many subjects, and the summary is that they and 
everyone else we talked to, dislikes their government very much. 

 

PL, Wroclaw, Aug 22, Thu - 64 - 13 - 7,422 
We left the campsite at 8:00 AM to drive through Wroclaw.  In spite of the 

rough streets, we drove all around the downtown area and took many pictures. 

 

We saw the RR Station, the Opera, and much of the downtown area.  Emmy 
wanted to see more, but the driver had enough, and we do have to get out of this 
country w ithin a week.  We then left for the drive to Krak—w.  The highway is 
fairly nice most of the time, but the problem is, we must drive slow enough so 
we arenÕt surprised by an unexpected pothole. 

 

In Poland we see many horses and wagons along the road and in the fields.  
Some fields are being farmed like Jim farmed 50 years ago.  There are so many 
big trucks on the road.  At one place, we saw a truck blocking one lane of a two 
lane Polish road, and we could see engine parts all over the placeÑ a major 
repair.  By the looks of things he had been there for a couple of days already, and 
would be there for several more.  There was no shoulder on the side of the road 
where he could have parked.  Yesterday we saw a wheel break off of a truck in 
Wroclaw, and the truck just collapsed to the street w ith a clatter. 

 

We noticed even the stores in small towns have lines of people waiting to buy 
food.  We stopped a couple of times and found nothing we wanted to buy, and 
sometimes when we shop in Poland we feel like we are taking food out of 
someoneÕs mouth, even though we have seen no sign of shortages. 

 

In the town of Ople we stopped to see the street market.  Most of the fruit and 
vegetables in the Ople market did not look too good, but we did get some nice 
plums, and bought some tomatoes and onions.  We saw some large mushrooms, 
and there are a lot of sunflowers for sale.  People buy a piece of the sunflower, 
and walk along the street picking out seeds and eating as they walk.  They had 
many flowers for sale, and the food did look better than in the stores. 
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We just saw a cemetery w ith a lot of flowers.  Now there is a cow pulling a 
wagon, didnÕt look like an ox, just a regular milk cow.  So many of the streams 
and rivers in Poland have scum floating on the top.  Most of the towns are 
crowded with people.  When we look down the street it appears thereÕs a parade 
or something, but we guess these people are going to shop, to work, and to their 
homes. 

 

In the cities w ith public transportation, the equipment looks very old and 
falling apart.  In Wroclaw the street cars were from many, many years ago.  We 
remember seeing one old streetcar with only one set, or carriage, of wheels, right 
in the middle of the car.  Sometimes at a RR crossing thereÕs a sign saying not to 
take pictures.  Many of the apartment buildings, even the new ones, look bleak 
and unkempt. 

 

(1992Ñ As this is edited the writer remembers something that doesnÕt appear 
in EmmyÕs diary.  While driving through a small city today, we were given, and 
paid for in cash [maybe $5] right there, a traffic ticket for driving through a red-
light.  Want to bet the driver has an excuse?  The crossing street made a zigzag, 
and he was looking ahead at the green-light controll ing the traffic where that 
street continued to our right, rather than the red-light that controlled the street 
that joined from the left, right here.  The driver had more problems with the 
passenger than w ith the Polish police!  ThatÕs no surprise, is it?) 

 

Near the town of Auschwitz thereÕs a large manufacturing plant that looks 
like an auto factory.  We drove into the town and past the RR Station, then drove 
past some more large brick buildings and across an overpass, following a sign 
that seemed to indicate something about the death camp. 

 

We soon found ourselves at the ÒsecondÓ camp, built to hold mill ions of 
people, waiting to be moved to the Auschwitz death camp.  We could not see the 
end of it, buildings extended beyond where we could see.  High barbed wire 
fence and miles of brick buildings.  We drove back into town and found the main 
camp that covered many, many blocks, and here is where the museum is located. 

 

Auschwitz offers both a fascination and revulsion.  They have prepared some 
buildings as museums and they contain the most grisly items.  Huge pile of hair 
in a glass case, piles of eye glasses, cans that held poison gas, and all those other 
things we have heard about.  Enough of that. 

 

As we left Auschwitz we see shocks of wheat in fields. Jim hasnÕt seen that 
since he was a kid, and he was the one creating the shocks of wheat!  The map 
indicates a superhighway goes from here to Krak—w.  We found it, got on it OK, 
then drove by ourselves.  The highway appeared completed and there was 
enough traffic once in awhile to indicate it was open, but based on the crowds of 
traffic we have been seeing on the small roads, canÕt understand why it's so 
empty. 

 

We found out why, it ends in nowhere.  Somewhere outside of Krak—w the 
highway just ended and we found ourselves on a narrow, rough, busy two lane 
road for a long, long time. 

 

Finally we found a campsite and got settled for the night.  There was a taxi 
stand across the street.  Emmy was too tired, but right away, Jim thought of 
going into Krak—w, so asked the camp manager about the taxi.  He said it should 
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cost maybe $1 but said to be careful, if they found Jim was an American they 
would charge a lot more money.  Then he immediately charged us at least tw ice 
what we have paid elsewhere in Poland for a night in a campsite!  Jim decided 
that tomorrow would be soon enough to visit downtown, tonight he must rest! 

 

PL, Kraków, Aug 23, Fri - 65 - 195 - 7,617 
We drove to downtown Krak—w this morning.  DonÕt know which looks the 

most gloomy, the weather, the town, or its people.  So depressing.  We rarely see 
people smile.  We found a parking place and walked toward the city square and 
the Cathedral.   

 

As we approached, we heard the famous Krak—w bugle call.  In 1297, during 
some war, a bugler was blowing his bugle when an arrow was shot through his 
throat, stopping the bugle call in the mid-note.  In seconds, another man picked 
up the bugle and continued the call.  Each morning they reenact the call, l ive, 
here at the Cathedral (Krak—w), and at noon on Saturday they play it on all radio 
stations in Poland.  (They played it at Saturday noon on the Polish ship, on our 
way to Canada, later this year.) 

 

The market square is very large, but no stores are opened until 11:00 AM in 
Krak—w.  Wonder what all those people we saw on the street are doing.  In front 
of an optician, people were lined up outside before 8:00.  Everyone looks 
unhappy.  Emmy later heard eye glasses are very cheap in PolandÑ maybe $2 
per pair. 

 

We didnÕt spend much time in Krak—w, w ith the roads as bad as they are, and 
we must go on.  Talk about mixed emotions!  As usual, Jim is so anxious to stay 
and see more of Krak—w, but even more anxious to get out of here before 
something goes wrong.  And Emmy wants to see more of this town, rather than 
what might be down the road. 

 

ItÕs a very difficult trip.  We can be in Poland seven days (thatÕs what our Visa 
says, donÕt know if we can, or how difficult it would be to extend our Visa, or 
what would happen if we stay a day too long), and Jim doesnÕt want to get 
ÒbehindÓ in our travel, just in case we have a problem of some kind.  We hate 
(well, not really!) every minute of Poland, but we wouldnÕt miss it for the world!  
Perhaps mixed emotions, is the best description. 

 

We saw a large office building that looks like it was 3/ 4 completed and 
forgotten many, many years ago.  We started our drive toward Warsaw. 

 

We see people walking along the road in Poland, leading a cow by a rope.  
We see cows tied to a stake so they can eat the grass growing at the side of the 
road.  We just passed an older couple w ith an especially beautiful pair of horses, 
well cared for.  We stopped for gasoline when we found a station w ith a short 
l ine.  Many people in Poland fil l the gasoline tank of their auto or truck, then 
have one or two large cans they also fil l. 

 

Emmy says she w ishes we had not come to Poland, but Jim is sure she will 
feel better by the time we leave the country.  A ll the bumps on the road, the 
crowds, and the lines, lines, l ines everywhereÑ so depressing for us and we 
arenÕt even in those lines.  (By hindsight, neither of us would have missed our 
visit to Poland for anything!  And we canÕt wait to return just as soon as possible, 
and we did in 1991.) 
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We see houses partly built, but not as many as in Yugoslavia.  The road is 
better than it was yesterday most of the time, but we must be careful we donÕt 
suddenly find a bad place.  Jim is taking more headache pil ls than he has for a 
long time.  A difficult drive. 

 

Jim remembers all about the horse-drawn binder we see in the fields. (A 
binder cuts the wheat, and ties it into small bundles called sheaves.)  Jim 
remembers stacking several sheaves in a ÒshockÓ for drying, then hauling the 
wheat to the barn for the thrashing machine, just l ike we see in Poland today.  
Jim is too young to have worked w ith the reaper we saw in one field. (A reaper 
cuts the wheat and someone uses a rake to pull it off of the machine, then it's tied 
into sheaves by hand.)   

 

The truck exhaust smell is terrible.  DonÕt know if it's because of bad fuel, or 
bad engine adjustment.  In some fields we see small patches of what we think is 
tobacco, maybe just enough for private use.  We are now on a brand new road 
between Krak—w and Warsaw, doesnÕt even have the lines painted yet, and sti ll  
we can only go 40 mph as it's not level and smooth.  We see a lot of chickens and 
geese, and have seen turkeys. 

 

About 35 to 40 miles south of Warsaw there are a dozen fruit stands, each 
w ith very l ittle, bad quality produce.  We stopped at one and bought a couple of 
pears, apples, and some plums.  Jim paid the lady more than she asked, then 
gave the little boy a coin also.  We now see a town named Widow.  Finally a four 
lane divided highway, we hope it continues to Warsaw. 

 

We donÕt want any problem getting gasoline during the weekend, so we 
stopped again.  A tank-truck was just fi l l ing the station tanks and no one was 
allowed to buy gasoline while the truck was there.  We went on and had to wait 
a few minutes at the next station.  We now have enough gas to drive around 
Warsaw, and get to the border of Poland and East Germany, but we sti ll  have 
some gasoline coupons we will use before we leave the country. 

 

The streets in Warsaw are w ider, and much cleaner than in the other cities we 
have seen in Poland, and not as bumpy either.  Much of Warsaw was destroyed 
in the war, and has been almost completely rebuilt as a new city, very little of the 
old city remains.  We understand they rebuilt a couple of square blocks of the old 
town, but almost everything we see as we drive to and through the city, is new, 
and not overly attractive.  Since Warsaw is the capital of Poland, we think they 
spend most of the money here.  The streetcars, streets, buildings, parks, all are in 
better condition than in other cities we have visited in Poland. 

 

We drove up and down streets, then parked and walked around some more.  
We are trying to get some information about the SS Stefan Batory, the ship 
owned by the Polish Government, the one on which we plan to sail to Montreal, 
Canada from Rotterdam, later this year.  We went to a large travel office, and 
they sent us to another.  Neither knew anything about the ship, and sent us to 
another office. 

 

While we were in one Warsaw travel office we checked to see if we can take a 
ship to Helsinki, Finland from Gdansk, Poland then take a cruise ship to 
Leningrad, Soviet Union.  They know from nothing.  We can drive to Gdansk 
and get on a boat to Helsinki OK, but they have no hunch if any ship goes 
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anywhere from there, and have no clue how to find out.  Communication w ith 
offices in other countries is just about impossible. 

 

The cruise ship Linda sailed on from Helsinki to Leningrad a few years ago, 
stopped running near the end of August.  We donÕt want to get to Helsinki and 
find the shipÕs schedule is finished for the year, or sold out for the season.  We 
will just drive to East Germany instead.  When we finally arrived at the SS Stefan 
BatoryÕs office, we found it had closed at 2:00. 

 

We stopped at a few more stores, and found nothing we wanted to buy, or 
else there were lines we didnÕt want to stand in, or prices we didnÕt want to pay.  
At a Warsaw book store we noticed people were not allowed in the store until  
they had a shopping basket, and there was a line for baskets.  Wanted to look for 
ÒGone with the WindÓ in Polish for Linda, and wanted to find a small Polish/  
English dictionary.  Accomplished neither objective.  About the only thing we 
bought was a cane for JimÕs collection. 

 

As we walked down the street, we noticed three or four teenagers had 
thrown some paper on the street.  An older lady had stopped them and was 
tell ing them in no uncertain terms to pick it up and never do it again.  They went 
on their way, but Jim tapped the lady on the shoulder and let her know we think 
she did the right thing.  She beamed.  (Funny  After all that, we donÕt remember 
if the kids picked up the paper or not!) 

 

A  couple of hours earlier we had parked the camper in front of a very 
distinctive building w ith a dome, with a cluster of pil lars at the entrance, located 
next to a large parking lot.  We now walked back to the camper from a 
completely different direction, from a different part of the city.  We consulted the 
map to locate the street intersection we had noted as we left the camper. 

 

While we thought we were sti l l  a block or so away, we saw the building!  
According to the map it either shouldnÕt be there, or at least we should be at the 
back of the building!  We canÕt be where we started from, but we must be!  We 
looked and looked in the parking lot and could find no sign of the camper, and 
all the time Jim kept saying this canÕt be.  This just can not be! 

 

Turns out it's a round building with an identical entrance w ith columns and 
pil lars on opposite sides!  Really did think we had a big problem there for a 
minute. 

 

We stopped in a Post Office to mail some cards, and as is typical in Europe, 
this is where long distance phone calls are made.  When Jim said we wanted to 
call Linda in the US, the clerk was shocked we even thought it was possible.  It 
takes several days at least, to maybe get permission from the Polish Government 
to make a call.  We had been able to dial direct from Vienna to Dr. Cyrson in 
Poznan, w ith no problem.  Calls into Poland are no problem most of the time, 
calls out of Poland are a problem most of the time.  We spoiled Americans could 
never put up with this bureaucracy! 

 

We found the campsite near downtown, just a couple of miles from the center 
of town.  Facil ities were OK. 
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PL, Warsaw, Aug 24, - 66 
We drove all over downtown Warsaw this morning.  We crossed the river 

and drove some more.  We saw a street food market, with many fruit stands, but 
did not stop.  Were surprised there were so many w ide streets.  Went back across 
the river to the old town, the part they rebuilt in the pre-war design. 

 

We found it entertaining, but there are no buildings we were too excited 
about.  People who know something about the history of this part of town, w ill 
appreciate this more than we do.  We walked some more, stopped in a store in 
Warsaw for bread, butter and milk.  Line was not too long, but was unnecessary.  
There were five clerks, and one of them waited on a customer once in awhile.  
There was plenty of bread and butter, but the clerks were not about to be busy.  
In Prague we found a lack of clerks in the stores, and here there are too many. 

 

We met a man who spoke English.  HeÕs a citizen of the US, born and raised 
in Greece.  He was visiting his elderly father in Warsaw.  He thought we must 
find it easy to get around in Warsaw because of the few cars.  He could not 
imagine why we were feeling uncomfortable and paranoid in Poland.  He said 
no one w ill bother us, and he of course was right, but that didnÕt help much. 

 

Our uncomfort comes from seeing long lines of unhappy-looking people, and 
the apparent shortages of most everything.  Of course we have read of all the 
problems over the years, and although we expect no problems of any kind, we 
feel uncomfortable. 

 

Here, as in all other countries, when we ask a question or need someone to 
help us w ith a map, they are as helpful as can be.  Everyone we meet likes 
American and the Americans.  No problems at all w ith the people.  Driving on 
the rough roads is tiring.  We must go slower than we would like, and the 
constant up and down, jiggling here and bouncing there, is tiresome, and we 
must be especially on the alert for pot-holes at all times. 

 

A t one street market we bought two bananas for about $1.85 each.  We were 
told someone probably smuggled them into Warsaw, as they never see bananas 
otherwise.  In Germany they are maybe 10 cents a pound. 

 

In the center of Warsaw, there is a 34 story building, a gift from Stalin.  ItÕs a 
cultural center of some kind.  Supposed to be full of sports facil ities, a night club, 
and other such things.  We drove around the building, and drove into the front 
entrance, but never found a place to park. 

 

In all the other major cities of Europe, cars are parked everywhere and 
anywhere.  Here there are few cars and we could not tell if the parking places 
were not in use, or nonexistent.  DidnÕt look like a tourist place, and it was so big 
we didnÕt think we could have found anything anyway if we had entered the 
building. 

 

We stopped at a street market w ith fruit and vegetables for sale.  Bad quality 
food, but sti ll  better than in the grocery stores.  (In 1991, this spot was a flea 
market for computers only!)  We decided to stay in Warsaw for another day, so 
drove back to the campsite and got to the office at 12:00 noon to sign in, just as 
the radio played the Krak—w bugle call.  Somehow it does give a rather 
inspirational feeling. 
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Emmy is so tired she needs to rest this afternoon, so we are just taking it easy.  
A young boy in the next campsite is wearing a sweatshirt printed w ith the name 
of Indiana University, he and his grandparents are from Gdansk.  The 
Grandparents names are Henryk and Irene.  Henryk is a retired chemist.  They 
enjoyed the picture book about the US we bought in Vienna.  When he returned 
the book, with a beautiful smile he said, ÒYou did all this in only 200 years!Ó  

 

They have a daughter who is now a British citizen but is moving to the Los 
Angeles area.  They w ill send her our address, and maybe we can meet her.  (She 
called around Thanksgiving (1985), and came for a visit the next day.  Her name 
is Vicky P.)  Henry has a dream of visiting Paris some day.  Hope he gets his 
w ish.  (1992Ñ Henryk and Irene, and their son and daughter-in-law, in addition 
to Vicky, have visited in our home in the California desert, and in 1991 we visited 
in their home in Gdansk.  The odds must have been 10,000,000 to 1 against that!) 

 

Henryk told Jim an interesting story.  A genie gave a man three w ishes.  The 
manÕs first wish:  ÒI w ish that 10,000,000 members of the Chinese Army would 
march to Poland, then return home.Ó  H is second wish:  ÒI w ish that 10,000,000 
members of the Chinese Army would march to Poland, then return home.Ó  H is 
third wish, again   ÒI w ish that 10,000,000 members of the Chinese Army would 
march to Poland, then return home.Ó 

 

The Genie was puzzled and said that after all that, Poland would be a mess.  
The man said, ÒAfter 10,000,000 members of the Chinese Army march to and 
from Poland six times, the Soviet Union will be in a much worse mess!Ó 

 

Another:  What do you call the Moscow Symphony after a concert tour in the 
United States?  Answer:  ÒThe Moscow Quartet!Ó  (After all the defections!)  Well, 
but isnÕt it nice that they can get some humor from this predicament! 

 

The campsite is in a huge park of some kind.  On the one side there is a 
stadium where we see people running around the track.  On the other there 
seems to be a lot of open space, and we are right near downtown. 

 

Late this afternoon a large bus fi l led w ith college age kids from several West 
European countries, arrived in the campsite.  As they were setting up their tents, 
Jim talked to some of them.  They were just returning from 10 days in the Soviet 
Union, and are they ever glad to get out of that country.  As a comparison, they 
say Poland looks like heaven.  They said the people in the small Soviet towns 
really have a low standard of l iving. 

 

While in Moscow, the bus had a problem that took a day to repair.  They 
asked the government for an extension on their visas so they could see more of 
the country, and were told to get out, now.  We always hear the SovietÕs try to 
play up to this age group, but this busload had to drive all night to get out before 
all their visas expired. 

 

One young man said he couldnÕt understand why the people didnÕt do things 
better.  Jim mentioned the new road near Krak—w was not smooth, even when it 
was new.  He ask why, and Jim said,  ÒIf they build a bad road they must stand 
in line to buy a loaf of bread, but if they build a good road they must stand in 
l ine to buy a loaf of bread.Ó  Then it dawned on him, motivation!  No one had 
ever told him about motivation.  When Jim described what we have seen in 
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Poland, in towns and cities other than Warsaw they said it sounds more like 
what they saw in Russia. 

 

PL, Warsaw, Aug 25, Sun - 67 - 218 - 7,835- $2 
This morning, after a good nightÕs sleep, Emmy said, ÒI feel l ike a new 

woman,Ó and Jim said, ÒGoodness knows I need one.Ó  She slept four hours 
Saturday afternoon then all night long.  During the night we could hear the 
sound of train engines at the RR Station a few blocks away from the campsite. 

 

Emmy made some fudge which we shared w ith our Polish friends next door.  
We had purchased a lot of extra food items we left Vienna.  We gave a couple of 
bags of it to the people in Wroclaw, and also gave a bag of various things to 
Henryk and Irena. 

 

The road west from Warsaw is the best we have seen in this country.  WeÕve 
been driving 55 mph for some time now.  This road goes from Berlin, through 
Warsaw, and on to Moscow.  Maybe thatÕs why itÕs so nice, when compared to 
others we have driven on the past week. 

 

We see a lot of nice large new churches.  People in Poland are lined up, 
waiting for the next service.  There are farm families going toward church 
dressed in their Sunday best, riding on a tractor, or being pulled in a wagon.  
One family had horses pulling the wagon.  Also, we see bicyclists wearing a suit 
and tie. 

 

There seem to be huge farm headquarter areas, each w ith a group of 
buildings, and some with apartment buildings where apparently the workers 
l ive.  We do see individual farms in this area, but not as many as in the Krak—w 
area.  We have seen some storks, we think.  Weather was nice when we got up 
this morning, but it's going to rain soon. 

 

We stopped at a gasoline station to use the last of the coupons, only a couple 
of people were ahead of us.  A lot of the time, the countryside and even the farm 
buildings from a distance, look no different than driving across Indiana. 

 

When we arrived in Poznan, at about 2:00 PM, the only problem we could 
think of was that we had no problem to think of, but we wanted to meet the 
family l iving in Dr. CyrsonÕs apartment.  We found what we thought was just an 
open parking area and ate lunch.  As we were leaving, we found there was a 
man in a small building collecting money for parking there. 

 

When we saw a large, maybe 15 story, Hotel Merkur (Mercury), we knew the 
professor would know where we are call ing from.  Jim told the English speaking 
lady at the desk what we wanted, and she helped make the call, and did not 
accept any money. 

 

A  young girl answered, and laughed and talked Polish when Jim asked to 
speak to her father, this went on for minute or so, and finally another young girl 
came to the phone and spoke very good English.  She didnÕt know what Jim 
wanted either, until her father overheard, remembered Dr. Cyrson said we might 
call, and said something to her. 

 

Now she knew why we called, they were excited and said they would be at 
the hotel in a few minutes.  Dr. Blazejczak, and his daughter Dany came to pick 
us up.  They lived only a few minutes away, and Dany rode w ith us to direct us 
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to their home.  At the apartment we met the mother and the young girl, the one 
who had answered the phone.  The youngest girl is scheduled to start studying 
English in school, and her friends had been kidding her about it.  She thought 
her friends had someone call and speak English to her as a joke.  (In 1991 Ola 
spoke excellent English!) 

 

We sat in Dr. CyrsonÕs living room in Poznan and had tea and talked as best 
as we could.  Professor Blazejczak spoke German, and fair English.  Dany spoke 
excellent English, and the other daughter (Ola) and mother (Ula) just spoke 
Polish.  Dany had just returned from a visit w ith friends in Paris.  The friends 
had to take complete responsibil ity for anything that might happen to her, and 
were able to buy some insurance just in case she got sick or something. 

 

A  l ittle later we went with the father and Dany for a tour of the city.  They 
have a tiny old car, just barely room for the four of us, and it looked about half 
big enough for that job.  For some years now, his name has been on a list to buy a 
new car, and he expects to get one maybe in 1989.  Things like this are a little 
confusing.  As we understand it, no one is supposed to have American dollars, 
however if someone happens to have a large bundle of dollars, they can buy a 
car tomorrow, and the government is so happy to get the dollars, they donÕt 
complain. 

 

They took us to the main Cathedral (Poznan), built of brick, and with carved 
brick pillars inside.  Reminds us of the columns in the Cathedral in Bologna, 
Italy, and in LŸbeck, Germany.  In Poznan's main downtown square there are 
arcaded buildings w ith columns, all around the square.  In the middle there is a 
group of similar buildings, much smaller, called Òdwarf arcades.Ó  The city hall 
and this part of town are very nice.  The buildings in the market square were 
being renovated already, just after the war when they were reconstructed, the 
work was done too fast, and not too well. 

 

On the other side of the square, there is a museum dedicated to the workers.  
ItÕs in a building built in a hurry when Napoleon stopped to visit, on his way to 
Russia.  ItÕs a government museum now, so no locals will visit. 

 

We also visited two other Cathedrals or churches, one built in beautiful 
Rococo architectural style.  It was too dark to take a picture, and almost too dark 
to see it.  The trimmed marble pil lars are magnificent, and what artwork we 
could make out in the darkness is beautiful. 

 

We then visited the University in Poznan and the professor had someone 
open the door so we could see the inside of the Administration Building, and the 
large auditorium.  In front of the University is a monument made by donations 
from the workers of Poland.  ItÕs a monument in honor of the workers kil led by 
the Polish government over the years.  There are two vertical portions of a cross, 
maybe 30 feet high, the cross piece goes in front of one and behind the other.  
They appear to be tied together by a huge rope.  This location has been on TV at 
times as the place where the people would place flowers, the army would 
remove them, then the people would immediately put them back. 

 

We went back to their home and had more tea and a plum cake the younger 
daughter had baked.  Later they said they would guide us to the campsite.  The 
two girls rode with us in the camper and we followed the parents in their tiny 
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car.  We twisted and turned and turned some more and must have driven many 
miles before we finally found the campsite. 

 

ItÕs a lovely place, nestled in a forest of beautiful tall, lean, white birch trees, 
just west of Poznan.  There are high ÒAÓ frame buildings for rent by vacationers.  
Every few yards they have put down cement blocks so a camper can park among 
the trees. The facilities in PoznanÕs campsite were OK, except Emmy had to take 
her shower standing in dirty waterÑ but she lived! 

 

We made arrangements to meet Dany at the Hotel Merkur in the morning so 
she can go w ith us to the bank to make sure we can exchange our excess money 
when we get to the border.  She has a couple of years of study yet, to become a 
lawyer, and Dany looks forward to being a lawyer for the Solidarity movement 
in Gdansk. 

 

PL, Poznan, Aug 26, Mon - 68 - 206 - 8,041 - $5.60 
This morning it was raining and foggy as we headed toward downtown.  We 

found the road went directly to the street corner next to their apartment.   

 

DonÕt know why it was such a job to find the campsite last night.  (But if 
someone asked us to take them to a campsite near our home, we couldnÕt do it 
well, if at all!)  We then turned toward the Hotel Merkur, and Jim was surprised 
to see through the fog and rain that it was in the wrong place!  When we got 
closer, found this was a different high-rise hotel, perhaps even nicer than the one 
we were looking for. 

 

Turned around and found what we were looking for, and Dany was waiting 
for us.  Instead of trying to drive the camper and find a parking place near the 
Poznan bank, we waited for a taxi and our ride only cost about 50 cents.  Dany 
explained our problem to the man in the bank, he made some calls while we 
waited, then he said there would be no problem at the border. 

 

We looked for a taxi and found the same one that brought us here.  We said 
good-by to Dany and paid our legal bil l w ith a kiss.  Dany writes a couple of 
times a year, and always says how anxious she is for us to visit Poland again, and 
we will!  (And we did in 1991!) 

 

We have had problems with the w indshield w ipers on the camper, but since 
we have had very l ittle rain this trip it hasnÕt been much of a problem.  They are 
now slipping out of their holders so Jim tied them with string and solved that 
problem. 

 

The road west continues to be smooth enough to drive at 55 mph.  We arrived 
at the border to East Germany (DDR) at noon.  A couple of miles from the border 
we saw signs we knew were trying to tell us we should do something, but we 
couldnÕt make it out.  After driving a little more, we discovered the main border 
crossing was closed for repairs, and we were supposed to wait at the parking lot 
a few miles from the Oder River bridge. 

 

We waited for an hour then followed the leader to the bridge.  We  waited 
some more, and they took the Polish visa and stamped our passports w ith the 
DDR (East German) transit visa.  Jim now asked to get our excess Polish money 
re-exchanged into dollars (about $150).  The man in charge of the DDR office 
took Jim back to the Polish Customs Office at the border, and now the two real 
grumpy women took the receipt and would not return it, and refused to 
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exchange the money.  Finally it became apparent Jim was not going to solve 
anything w ith the Customs people, and a tourist who spoke both Polish and 
English said we should just forget the money and go, before there was trouble. 

 
 
 

We left Poland and after three hours at the border, we entered what was then 
East Germany.  Then crossed East Germany to the West.  We boarded a ferry to 
Denmark, another to Sweden, then a ferry back to Denmark.  We crossed West 

Germany for another visit with the cousins in Mettlach.  Later we drove to Rotterdam 
to board the Polish ship, the SS Stefan Batory on October 22.  Spent a day in 

London, 10 days on the Atlantic Ocean to Montreal, then drove home to California. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

1991 
 
 
 

Our plane landed in Frankfurt on August 9.  A few days later we rented an RV, 
and picked it up on the exact day that Gorbachev was thrown out of office.  Since we 

were concerned that the Soviet Army in Eastern Germany might be called to 
Moscow, we took it easy for a couple of days, until things seemed to get settled in 

Russia. 
 

We spent the next weeks visiting northern former East Germany, including a 
several days in Berlin (no longer East or West!) and a couple of hours in Szczecin, 

Poland.  
 
 
 

There were only a couple of cars in front of us as we crossed the border into 
Szczecin, Poland at about noon.  They glanced at the passports, did not examine 
the papers for the vehicle, and that was it, just a few seconds.  Before the 
government change, it would have been necessary to spend a lot of time and 
money getting visas, and changing a required amount of money.  What a 
difference!  The last time we crossed the border between Eastern Germany and 
Poland, it took three hours! 

 

We found it very disturbing to visit this part of Poland, especially the city of 
Szczecin.  Of all the cities we visited in Poland this year, Szczecin seems to be in 
the poorest condition.  Even after a week or so in Eastern Germany, this part of 
Poland is a shock. 

 

EmmyÕs stepmother, Martha, was born and raised in Szczecin when it was 
German, and called Stettin.  Emmy remembers her saying she would go w ith her 
mother to wash clothes in the Oder River.  That river is now the border between 
Poland and Germany.  Over the centuries, this border, like most borders in 
Europe and in much of the world, has changed several times. 

 

We stopped for some very, very, old streetcars to pass, and noticed weeds 
growing in some of the cobblestone streets.  We saw a fast-food restaurant 
named Mic-Mac Hamburger House.  There are not too many traffic l ights, and 
many of the intersections are more or less a traffic circle, but not really!  When 
there is a traffic l ight, often there is a painted green arrow at the bottom of the 
three lights, indicating a right turn is permitted.  We remember seeing those 
painted arrows in Poland and Czechoslovakia in 1985. 
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The streets, sidewalks, and stores just look so depressing.  If we would spend 
more time, it would maybe not look so bad to us, but it is depressing to see that 
people have to l ive this way.  On the other hand, while no one is stopping them 
from cleaning up the place, most l ikely no one w ill volunteer, and money is not 
available to pay them. 

 

We had parked on the wide sidewalk of what appears to be the main street, 
along w ith all the other vehicles, then walked a few blocks here and there.  We 
looked in stores and found nothing we wanted to buy even if we had some 
money.  A sidewalk vendor in Szczecin was sell ing drinks of some kind, using 
and reusing the same one glass.  When we visited Odessa and Yalta in the Soviet 
Union they used glass tumblers, but this is the first time we saw that outside the 
former Soviet Union. 

 

Two banks would not accept our Visa or Master Card, or Traveller Checks, 
when we wanted to exchange some money.  Finally one lady told us where we 
could find a bank that would exchange money, and marked the location on a 
map.  When we tried to take the Szczecin map with us, she replied that this was 
the only copy they had, and we couldnÕt have it! 

 

A fter driving further we became more depressed, but continued to drive and 
observe while we looked for the Autobahn that was supposed to be a little south 
of the city.  As we approached the place where we expected to find the 
Autobahn, we found no signs that we could understand, and as we went over an 
overpass, the road below certainly didnÕt look like an Autobahn. 

 

It soon became apparent that had been the Autobahn after all, so we returned 
and headed toward Germany.  The road surface, a four lane divided road, was 
not too smooth, and for a l ittle while the Autobahn in Poland was actually 
constructed of cobblestone.  At some places grass was growing in cracks in the 
middle of the Autobahn!  Now thatÕs a contrast!  Much of the time there were no 
other vehicles in sight, in either direction.  We hoped the highway would 
continue the whole way to the German border. 

 

A t 2:45PM we returned to Germany, after two and a half hours and less than 
40 miles in Poland, but we will return to this country in a few days for much 
more travel.  DonÕt think they even checked our passports this time.  Since the 
vehicle had German license plates the German Border Police most l ikely thought 
we were German. 

 

By hindsight it would have been nice to see more, but we had enough of the 
gloomy, depressing city.  ThatÕs not right either, we would like to see more of 
Szczecin, but then we would like to see much more of Paris, Rome and the South 
Pacific, but there is only so much time and money!  In a way itÕs a shame we 
didnÕt spend more time today, but a couple of hours was all we could stand, and 
we didnÕt find a good reason to stay longer. 

 

There should be some words that could be used other than ÒgloomyÓ and 
Òdepressing,Ó (melancholy, somber, discouraging, mournful, bleak) because 
those words give the wrong impression.  While the area looks bad, the people we 
met on the street in Szczecin, and in the bank and stores, were just l ike any other 
people.  They were dressed quite nice, no one looked underfed or sick, no police 
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were bothering anyone, and especially no one bothered us, or were rude or 
anything like that. 

 

We were treated very well in what little interaction we had with people, but it 
just is sad that there is no money or motivation to clean-up, paint, and restore.  
That sti l l doesnÕt tell the story, but maybe it gives a little idea of what we think 
about places like this.  Understand, we wouldnÕt miss this part of the trip for 
anything.  ItÕs fascinating and eye-opening.  If you want to be really depressed 
about these living conditions, consider that bill ions of people in other parts of 
this world would think Szczecin is Heaven! 

 
 
 

After five nights in Berlin, we left Germany and entered Poland.  It took three 
seconds to cross the same border where we spent three hours in 1985. 

 
 
 

We crossed into Poland w ith no problem at all.  A t the border crossing on the 
bridge over the Oder River, the guard just glanced at our passport covers, and 
waved us on.  We soon passed the building where the ladies misappropriated 
our $150 in 1985, or at least they didnÕt permit us to exchange our remaining 
Polish Zolties into something that could be spent West of here.  (We were able to 
give the money [receipt] to the mother of a friend, so it wasnÕt a total loss.  In the 
1985 Journal, we tell how we got more than even with the Polish Government.) 

 

The thirty seconds it took to clear the border in 1991, is a nice contrast to the 
three hours we spent on this same bridge in 1985.  It just feels funny driving 
through Poland w ithout feeling we should be paranoid.  Of course we can 
neither see nor hear anything different from what was here in 1985, but it sure 
feels different. 

 

We stopped at a roadside rest area for lunch.  There was a snack-bar trailer 
that was sell ing lunch, and other travelers had stopped for rest or food.  We sti ll 
have the leak in the water system, and the tank is almost empty, and the pump 
does not work.  What next. 

 

There was a tall (30 feet at least) cement post w ith a storkÕs nest on top.  One 
Polish cemetery is fi l led w ith crosses at each grave, and there was a funeral 
under way.  In contrast to Germany, there were many weeds, and few flowers.  
We notice that either this road has been improved since 1985, or our memory has 
deteriorated. 

 

A  small private office was ready to exchange some German money for us.  
Calculating from dollars to Deutsche Marks to Zolties, we got about 10,100 per 
dollar.  In 1985, it was 149 per dollar, so the money they kept at the border then, 
would be worth about $2 now, instead of $150.  Later we found banks give more 
like 13,000 Zolties for a dollar, but we hadnÕt changed enough to matter all that 
much, and we did want to have a little Polish money just in case. 

 

There were several stands along the road where US cigarettes are for sale.  
For a while we followed a large truck from the Soviet Union (and headed that 
direction now) w ith a sign on the back door, in English, ÒFlower Bulbs, keep 
vents open.Ó 

 

We arrived in Poznan at 2:00PM and after a few minutes of looking (no map 
of the city), we found the Hotel Merkur (351 rooms), the same hotel where we 
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made arrangements to meet our future friends, in 1985.  Would you believe the 
hotelÕs address is  Òul Franklin Roosevelta 20.Ó  We would have thought they 
would rename that street just l ike streets named for Lenin, and others l ike that, 
are being renamed now.  We find streets all over Europe named for famous 
Americans. 

 

Background:  When Linda attended college in Los Angeles, her Professor of 
Marketing was from Poznan, and was teaching in Los Angeles for one year.  (A 
Professor of Marketing from a Communist country!!)  In 1985 we called him from 
Vienna to tell him we would be in Poznan in a week, and he informed us he was 
leaving the next day for the US to teach in Texas. 

 

Dr. Cyrson said to keep his phone number as his friend, the Dean of the Law 
School at the University in Poznan (the Adama Mickiewicza University), would 
be staying in his apartment, and if we had a problem, he was a good man to 
know!  When we arrived in Poznan (in 1985), the only problem we could think of 
was that we had no problem to think of, but we wanted to meet this family.  We 
found Hotel Merkur and knew the Professor could also find it, then called him.  
(We later discovered the Hotel is just across the railway tracks from his office at 
the University, a mile or so from where he lived!)  We spent a delightful 
afternoon with the family, and have corresponded with Dany, the daughter, 
several times each year since. 

 

As happened in 1985, the people in the hotel let Jim use the desk phone at no 
cost.  He called Dany (at her father's home), then called Dr. CyrsonÕs home to let 
them know we are in town.  Mrs. Cyrson speaks little English, and Dany has no 
phone of her own and her mother speaks no English at all, so making 
arrangements was a little difficult. 

 

In a few minutes Dany and her sister Alexandra (Ola) greeted us and we 
followed them to her apartment.  Dany apologized for the depressing entrance 
and hallway, and said we can see what a Communist Society produces, but while 
small, her apartment is spotless.  There are dozens of 15 story apartment 
buildings in this part of town, each w ith about 150 to 200 units.  They are 
operated something like a Co-op, and while the monthly cost is about $20, we 
donÕt know what the purchase price was.  (ItÕs what we would call a 
condominium.) 

 

Today is the third birthday of Dany's daughter Olga, and we were in Poznan 
for the party.  We were not able to attend Granddaughter ChristianaÕs second 
birthday one week ago in Sherman Oaks, California, but we made this one OK.  
Linda says she wishes that birthday was not in August, since we are usually 
gone that month! 

 

DanyÕs (Danuta) sister A lexandra is called Ola (we have met other Polish 
ladies named Alexandra, all are called Ola), and her motherÕs name is Urusla and 
is called Ula.  Here we had Ola, Ula, Olga, and Dany, four beautiful ladies, really.  
A lexandra was a teenager w ith a beautiful smile in 1985, and now she is a 
beautiful young lady.  Jim said that Olga is l iving proof that babies are lucky to 
have a beautiful mother, grandmother, and aunt.  Ola had been away from home 
for some athletic event, but when we called Ula from Berlin a couple of days ago, 
Ola made arrangements to be home to spend time with us! 
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Dany served refreshments, and invited us for supper.  But we declined and 
before it got dark we asked them to lead us to the campground.  We remember in 
1985, even though we had followed her father, there are few if any signs, and it 
seemed difficult to find.  PoznanÕs campground is located in a woods thick w ith 
birch trees, with cement runners for parking. 

 

PL,Poznan, Sep 9, Mon - 20 - 73,000 PZ - 217 - 2054 
This morning Jim borrowed a hose to fi ll  the water tank again, and this time 

we saw water running from where the water heater is located.  Ha!  So we just 
thought the international trouble w ith the Berlin Wall was over.  The two pieces 
of the Berlin Wall the Americans had carefully stored away, were leaning against 
the valve used to empty the water tank!  And thatÕs just what it did, from time to 
time, depending on what bump we had hit last.  After fil l ing it this time we 
found that after we left the water pump on long enough, the water hoses were 
finally fil led with water, and all is working just fine! 

 

We drove to downtown Poznan and found a parking place on the main street, 
right in front of five copies of identical 12 story office buildings.  We walked 
around town, visiting stores here and there, and headed toward the old main 
town square, Stary Rynek.  Around the square are nice three or four story 
buildings that have been reconstructed since WW II.  At one place there is a 
museum in a building that we were told was built for use by Napoleon, when he 
was passing through Poznan a century or two ago. 

 

The City Hall in the middle of the Square is a very nice building with a 
steeple and a special clock. Next to City Hall, a row of small buildings, look 
much like those surrounding the square, but their arcades are much smaller, 
therefore the name, ÒDwarf Arcades.Ó  We later found that had we stayed for 
another few minutes, we would have heard the clock in Poznan's City Hall go 
through its special operation.  A lone two-horse carriage was transporting 
passengers around the square, and on adjacent streets. 

 

On opposite sides of PoznanÕs square are two quite beautiful churches.  Both 
are very dark inside, but the marble pil lars and other decorations are among the 
best we have ever seen, anywhere.  ItÕs just that they are both so dark itÕs almost 
impossible to see anything.  The video camera could see more, and took pictures 
of things we couldnÕt see in the dark!  Jim just loves the architecture of the 
thousands of churches in Europe, but admits he has no idea how to describe the 
difference, except to say, beautiful, delightful, magnificent, breathtaking, and all 
those other synonyms.  We remember visiting a large brick Cathedral (Poznan) 
in 1985, but we we didnÕt find it this year. 

 

We just took it easy, and saw much of downtown Poznan, the University, the 
Opera building, and many nice church buildings.  Earlier today, Jim had called 
Dr. CyrsonÕs home and talked to his eldest son, Leonard.  The arrangements are 
that someone will meet us at Hotel Merkur at 5:00PM.  We also found that Dr. 
Cyrson must go to Brussels early tomorrow morning, so we will somehow have 
to work this all in one evening. 

 

We paid the parking lot attendant something like $2 (including a large tip) to 
stay parked at the hotel, then rode w ith Dany, in her Fiat, to her home.  We felt it 
would be safer and easier than parking near an apartment complex.  When we 
arrived we found DanyÕs father (the Law School Dean) was baby sitting w ith 
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Olga, and waiting for us.  We talked for a few minutes (a few words!), then he 
had to leave for a business meeting.  Languages sure look funny.  H is business 
card says (plus some little marks the Macintosh doesnÕt have above some letters):   

 

 Doc. dr hab. Bogdan Blazejczak 

  PRODZIEKAN, 

 Wydzialu Prawa i Administracji  

 

 Uniwersytet im. A Mickiewicza 

 Wydzial Prawa i Administracji  

 ul. Czerwonej Armii 90 

 61-809 Poznan 

 

A  few minutes later Leonard arrived for dinner w ith Dany, Olga, and the two 
of us.  We had met Leonard in about 1983 or '84 when his father was teaching in 
California.   

 

Sideline story:  Leonard told us a terrifying story that happened within his 
first few days in the US.  They were living in a large home that belonged to a 
University Professor who was out of town for the year.  The Professor had 
hidden, and forgotten, a small gun in what was now LeonardÕs bedroom.  
Having seen guns only in movies and on other people, Leonard (maybe 11 or 12 
years old) picked up the gun and pointed it at his l ittle brother.  For some reason, 
he doesnÕt know why, at the last moment, just before he pulled the trigger, he 
pointed the gun to the side and it fired into the bed!! 

 

Dany has a year to go yet before she is an official lawyer, and now works in a 
law firm more or less as an apprentice.  She goes to court, and does just about 
everything a lawyer does, but under tight control, and for much less money.  Her 
salary is about 1,500,000 Zolties a month ($120!), and about 80% of that goes for 
food.  She is lucky her parents can help her at this time.  Her mother bought her a 
nice 20 inch Sony TV that cost just about the same as six months of DanyÕs 
income! 

 

Yesterday and today we talked about legal and political things, and tried to 
discuss problems we have had in the US, to see how they would be handled in 
Poland.  DanyÕs dad is the Dean of the School of Law at the University, Dany will 
be a lawyer in a few months, A lexandra is in law school, Leonard is in law 
school, and Mrs. Cyrson has been a lawyer for many years.  Sure wish we could 
have discussed more detail.  We found the conversations so interesting. 

 

A fter dinner, while we were talking, there was a knock at the door.  Dany 
answered, appeared shocked, and left for a few minutes.  We could hear some 
commotion in the hallway. 

 

When she returned she said the police had wanted to talk to her, as they had 
discovered the neighbor lady across the hall had been murdered about three 
days ago, and was just now discovered!  Dany was shocked, and of course 
concerned for their safety. 

 

A t about 8:30 Leonard called a taxi, we said goodbye to Dany and Olga and 
returned to the Hotel Merkur to meet Dr. Cyrson and his w ife Christine.  We 
went into the restaurant in the Hotel and ordered ice cream and Pepsi.  CyrsonÕs 
are building a new house, and since he must leave early in the morning, he 
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wanted to show us the house tonight.  They were pleased that we were 
interested in their home. 

 

We are not exactly sure of all the details, but we understand he bought the lot 
and most of the building materials when he returned from the US a few years 
ago.  On this street (on the side of a hil l, overlooking downtown Poznan) are a 
dozen new row-houses, most sti l l  under construction.  While they are built as 
row-houses, they all look large and expensive, and when we got inside, found 
Dr. CyrsonÕs to be a mansion!  Must be 3,000 to 4,000 square feet on four floors.  
They are looking ahead and have built two kitchens and enough baths, 
entrances, and doors, so that part of the building can be rented if ever needed. 

 

The CyrsonÕs lived in California for one year, and in Texas for two.  The front 
of his house faces the street, w ith a ÒnothingÓ bank of dirt across the street.  This 
is called the Texas side of the house.  In back, all four levels look over the city of 
Poznan laid out below, and that is the California side of the house.  And he 
didnÕt just say that because we are from California!  He remembers the beautiful 
home on the hil l, where he lived near Los Angeles, and he remembers his home 
in Texas!  We understand that the lot and material cost about $40,000, and the 
house now would sell for $200,000!  Of course some of that is because the 
government has changed, and some reflects inflation.  When he returned to 
Poland with those US dollars, he was a rich man! 

 

The biggest problem is to find workmen who will work hard and do a good 
job.  Dr. Cyrson and his sons must come here most evenings to clean up the 
mess, and help determine what w ill be done the next day.  That lack of a work-
ethic has been a problem for years, and w ill now be a really big problem as 
Poland tries to rebuild its economy and its country. 

 

In spite of all the problems, it appears to be a beautiful house, and w ith the 
thick cement interior and exterior walls, it w il l last forever.  Sure wish we could 
have seen it in the sunlight.  We never thought to get the address so we could see 
it the next morning.  Well, weÕll see it next time, and there w ill be a next time! 

 

Leonard rode with us, and we followed Dr. Cyrson to the campground.  In 
any part of Europe we rarely drive at night, and we knew there was no way we 
wanted to look for this campground after dark.  We have now spent three nights 
here during two visits, and about the only sign we have seen is the one at the 
gate.  Of course since people have led us there, and usually at night, we have no 
reason to remember how to find it.  Jim has kept us from being too lost all these 
miles and days in Europe, so who knows what would have happened! 

 

While in Germany we can see just how lucky the East is, to have the West 
w ill ing and able to spend bill ions of DMarks to help rebuild their country.  Jim 
has mentioned to several people that PolandÕs big problem is, there is no ÒWest 
Poland.Ó  Interestingly enough these people did not agree.  Dr. Cyrson, who is 
very much involved in the countryÕs economy, in addition to (we think) being 
the head of the Economics Department at the University (his trip to Brussels has 
something to do w ith this also) say there are plenty of Poles w ith plenty of 
money, but they must invest in Poland, and they must invest right. 

 

No one is happy w ith the government they have now (Lech Welesa is 
President), but they are not as unhappy as they have been for the last 50 years.  



 The  Country  of  Poland 21 
 

 

No one expects the coming election to help all that much.  It would be nice to 
remember all the fascinating discussions we had with these nice people, and it 
would have been delightful to have the chance to ask all the questions we never 
had the chance to ask!  Really a fascinating couple of days. 

 

PL,Poznan, Sep 10, Tue - 21 - 73,000 PZ - 22- 2076 
This morning we drove through Poznan a little, then headed towards 

Gdansk. 

 

A  few miles outside Poznan we saw a sign for ÒFrancuski Royale DudkiÓ  
which we found was a French Bakery (well, perhaps all those racks of bread in 
front of the building helped us figure that out!) in a large building in the 
countryside.  We stopped, and they were happy to sell us a couple of loaves of 
very good bread -- stil l  warm.  We didnÕt wait for lunch, Emmy got the butter 
from the refrigerator and we enjoyed a snack while we drove.  Now you can see 
another reason the RV is the only way to travel! 

 

We have seen many farm wagons pulled by horses in Poland, and have tried 
to take pictures.  Of course we missed the best one, a wagon piled high and w ide 
w ith hay, with three people sprawled on top, just as nonchalant as can be. 

 

We detoured through Gasawa and saw a church w ith vertical w ide boards as 
its siding.  We wave to people all over Europe, and here in Poland we usually get 
a response.  A couple of young girls just waved, and when we didnÕt respond 
fast enough, they waved again.  Of course our vehicle and its license are German, 
so we wonder what the response would be to a US vehicle.  In other years, when 
we drove a Dodge with a large ÒUSAÓ sign, we received an even more 
enthusiastic reception, many places.  This year we had no USA sign to display.  
There are times when we think that may be just as well.  We have never had even 
the slightest problem with anti-American feelings, but we donÕt want any either. 

 

We have seen a lot of large pipes above ground, very ugly, but the best we 
can figure, they are carrying heat from a central plant to buildings throughout 
the town. 

 

We found that Diesel fuel is called ÒON.Ó  The 56 liters (15 gallons), that cost 
168,000 Zolties ($13), would have cost about $37 in Germany.  We should have 
made a video of Jim and the Station attendant counting and recounting that 
168,000! 

 

The drive today was generally pleasant and interesting, w ith no driving or 
traffic problems of any kind.  The map shows a campground at Pruszcz Gd., but 
we found it had already closed for the year.  It would have been OK with 
everyone had we parked next to the market place, but we didnÕt really l ike that 
idea too much. 

 

We drove on, trying to find the city of Sopot, just north of Gdansk.  As we 
went through downtown, we didnÕt have time to do much looking around as i t 
was already getting dark.  Finally it appeared we werenÕt going where we 
wanted, so stopped at a gasoline station near the Gdansk harbor, for directions.  
They were pleased to meet Americans, and were so happy to help that they gave 
Jim their only map, and would take no payment or tip. 

 

The campground was not too difficult to find with a map to follow.  We 
drove through an area just fi l led, as far as we could see, w ith large apartment 
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buildings.  As in Poznan, they are not really close together, so there is plenty of 
room for parking, parks, and open space.  The campground was in Sopot, about 
a block from the Baltic Sea, across the street from the Marina Hotel, a large hotel 
sti l l  run, of course, by the Government. 

 

Jim visited the Marina Hotel to make a phone call, and had all kinds of 
problems.  The operator would not dial the ÒUSA DirectÓ number because she 
said it was not a legal number in Poland.  She finally agreed to place a collect 
call, but then found she forgot to say collect.  How many times have you ever 
paid 125,000 of anything for a phone call? 

 

PL,Gdansk-Sopot, Sep 11 Wed - 22 - 90,000 PZ - 220- 2297 
Background:  In 1985 we went to Poland to visit w ith friends and relatives of 

the KosinskiÕs, the family we met in Vienna in 1980, and helped come to the US 
in 1981 after they escaped from Poland during the height of the ÒMartial LawÓ 
problems.  In the campground in Warsaw, a young boy in the next campsite was 
wearing a sweatshirt printed with the name of Indiana University. 

 

We soon found that Grandfather Henryk spoke English, then we found his 
daughter Vicky (who had left Poland years before) was moving from England to 
California.  We gave him our card, which he mailed to her, and she later visited 
in our home.  In 1986 Henryk and Irena each received a Visa to visit the US for 
six months.  While their Visa was good for six months, their plane ticket was for 
one year, so they got a job as a cook and handyman in a large home in Irvine, 
California.  They made $1,800, plus room and board, per month, so they returned 
to Poland as Òmillionaires.Ó 

 

During their visit in the US, they visited overnight in our home, and we were 
invited to visit w ith them in Gdansk.  So here we are.  (When we first met in the 
Warsaw campsite, the odds of visits in each otherÕs home must have been at least 
10,000,000 to one!!) 

 

When Jim looked on the map this morning, he found our destination, the 
home of Henryk and Irena Weyna, is about a mile away.  We almost drove past 
their home last night!  This morning we drove down their street, and discovered 
the  WeynaÕs live in one of the 15 story buildings.  ThatÕs not much of a surprise, 
as we saw only a very, very few private homes in this part of the city. 

 

Since we didnÕt know how to find their apartment in the building, we 
stopped at a small shopping center just across the street, and talked to the people 
who ran an appliance, computer, and TV store.  They were very friendly, 
interested in our Òproblem,Ó and permitted us to use the telephone.  Henryk of 
course knew we would be here one day soon, but was quite surprised when he 
heard we were this close.  He walked across the street, and rode back to his 
apartment parking lot in the RV. 

 

When we arrived at the apartment, Irena said their daughter Vicky had just 
telephoned from California and said that our Linda was trying to get in touch 
w ith us, and would call HenrykÕs within 30 minutes.  She knew we were on our 
way to Gdansk, but naturally didnÕt know when we might arrive, and of course, 
neither did we.  Linda had called Vicky to find her parents phone number in 
Gdansk.  Unknown to her we were planning to call today anyway, so we were 
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both surprised we got together so easily.  DonÕt remember the question, but 
whatever it was, it worked out OK. 

 

The WeynaÕs have lived in this apartment for many years.  There are two 
bedrooms, an office, l iving room, bath, and kitchen.  Small, but nice.  From the 
balcony we could see the Baltic Sea in the distance, and for a few years yet they 
w ill look down on the tops of tall trees that keep getting taller.  Far in the 
distance we could see the chimneys of the central heating plant that creates heat 
for tens of thousands of dwelling units w ithin a 5 to 10 mile area.  Apartment 
dwellers are charged so much per square meter of floor space for heating, and 
Henryk doesnÕt l ike that.  They use little heat in their home, but must pay as if 
they use as much heat as others. 

 

A fter we talked for a while, Henryk followed us to the campsite where we 
parked the camper, connected the electricity, then rode w ith Henryk in his car (a 
Soviet built Lada, a copy of the Italian Fiat) for the next couple of days. 

 

As we drove here yesterday, we had noticed many large apartment buildings, 
so today we drove past two of the biggest.  Can you imagine a 14 story building 
in Gdansk, 500 meters long?  ThatÕs 1,650 feet, a third of a mile.  How about a 700 
meter long building w ith 13,000 people, called something like, ÒThe ants nest.Ó  
In both cases, and in hundreds of smaller places, the buildings are not near each 
other, and there is plenty of open space in between.  The buildings all follow the 
exact same design, and while thatÕs boring, they are positioned this way and that, 
and are much nicer looking than the blocks of apartment buildings in Eastern 
Berlin and Germany. 

 

Wi th Henryk as our private driver and guide, we headed for downtown 
Gdansk.  On the way we passed several large airport hanger buildings, but no 
airport.  It had been removed years ago, but the buildings remain. 

 

Henryk found a parking place near Gl—wne Miasto, the Old Town section of 
Gdansk.  (Some letters and symbols in the Polish language are not available on 
this Macintosh.)  As in so many other European cities we have visited, extensive 
war damage has been repaired in as exact a manner as possible.  We walked for 
blocks past buildings that must have been repaired/ rebuilt years ago, and past 
others that are now in the process of painstaking duplication. 

 

The city seal includes two lions facing each other from each side of the seal.  
The street that leads into the city, then past City Hall is narrow, so when the King 
of Poland came to visit, he approached the City Hall from the side.  The copy of 
the seal over the main entrance has both lions looking toward the city gate. 

 

We visited the museum in the City Hall, and stopped in the Restaurant for 
some very expensive (in any money) ice cream.  Being the adventurous eaters 
that we are, we ordered vanilla, and of course their version of vanil la included all 
kinds of things.  Jim insisted on just vanil la w ithout all that other stuff, but sti l l  
ended with vanilla that included all kinds of stuff.  Needless to say, Henryk had 
more ice cream than he could eat. 

 

There are a couple of hundred steps to the top of the Cathedral (Gdansk) 
steeple, and from there, we looked over the city.  The main railway station is an 
attractive brick building, but we didnÕt get the chance to visit inside.  We drove 
around the city some more, and visited the church of the priest who was in close 
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support w ith the Solidarity movement some years ago, then drove past the home 
of Lech Welesa, who is now  President of Poland.  Forgot to ask if this was his 
house for many years, or just since he became an important man in the 
government.  It appeared much bigger than most, and now it has a high fence 
complete w ith a small guard house and TV cameras for surveil lance.  Jim got out 
to take some pictures, and the guard asked us to move on. 

 

This evening we insisted that Henryk and Irena select a nice restaurant for 
dinner, rather than letting Irena to fix a meal. 

 

PL,Gdansk-Sopot, Sep 12 Thu - 23 - 90,000 PZ  
Henryk picked us up at the campground early, and we went to his home for 

breakfast.  We were prepared to l isten to an English language CNN news 
program on cable TV in Gdansk, but this morning it was preempted by 
something else.  Henryk and Irena listen to CNN news regularly. 

 

First thing this morning we went to a nearby area called Oliwa.  The 
Cathedral (Oliwa) is the oldest church in Gdansk, was built in the 1100Õs, and 
was enlarged to its present size in the 1200Õs.  The Oliwa Basilica is most famous 
for its organ, originally built in the 1700Õs.  This organ has thousands of pipes, 
horns, moving windmills, etc., and has a large audience for a concert each day 

 

We enjoyed the concert, and the Basilica, but as happens so many times, the 
organ was under repair so we could not see it in all its glory.  While the organist 
was fine, Henryk told us that the one who played today is not the best organist at 
this church.  He said there was a big difference in their abil ities, and in their 
choice of music. 

 

Emmy wanted to drive past Lech WalesaÕs house again, then Henryk drove 
around Gdansk some more, then on up the coast to Sopot.  We visited along the 
beach, and walked on a long wooden pier that extends far into the Baltic.  From 
here we could see the beach and tourist hotels, and as we looked south toward 
the Gdansk Harbor, we could see the memorial at the spot the first gun was fired 
to start WW II.  Henryk said that two times in his life the Baltic has been frozen 
so thick, that people could walk or drive from Poland to Sweden! 

 

A t one place they were sell ing ÒUSA Popcorn!Ó and Emmy bought some.  We 
also had a Polish ice cream cone that was very cheap, but delicious. 

 

We then drove north to the next town, Gdynia, and saw what was the home 
port for the SS Stefan Batory, the ship we sailed on, from Rotterdam to Montreal 
in 1985.  It no longer sails from here, or anywhere else, that we know of. 

 

We stopped at a bank and exchanged some traveler checks for brand new US 
$50 bills, then went to another bank that gave a little better exchange rate, to 
change for Zolties.  Since we were his guests, Henryk insisted that he pay for the 
gasoline he used these last few days.  We said that was ridiculous, and insisted 
that while a tank of gasoline was a major expenditure (maybe 5% to 10% of his 
monthly pension), it was equal to Òlunch at McDonaldÕsÓ for us.  We know he 
wanted to be the prefect host, but we ÒwonÓ the argument!  We put this story in 
here, not to show how ÒwonderfulÓ we are, but to i l lustrate the difference in the 
cost of l iving in our two countries. 

 

Emmy asked Henryk if there was anything, food or otherwise, that he missed 
since he returned to Poland from America.  Wi th a big smile he said, ÒOh yes, 
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Mexican food.Ó  Well, Emmy stil l  has three torti l las left from what she brought 
from the US, and offered to fix them for Henryk and Irena.  Henryk said that he 
would like his grandchildren to taste Mexican food, so it was decided Emmy 
would bring all the stuff to their house, and fix it tonight when their daughter 
Maria and her three sons came to visit.  Her oldest son is the one who was 
wearing the Indiana University shirt in Warsaw in 1985, the one who started all 
this. 

 

We returned to the campsite in mid-afternoon to rest, then Henryk picked us 
(and the Mexican food) up later, and we ate dinner at their home.  When the 
others arrived, Emmy did her stuff, and it was enjoyed by all (except Jim of 
course!).  At Christmas 1991 Emmy packed a large box of Mexican food items to 
mail to Gdansk.  If it arrives OK, including postage it w ill be one of the most 
expensive dinners they have ever had.  We were told that if a package looks 
interesting, it w il l most likely be stolen before it can be delivered, and a large 
package from the US certainly fits the pattern. 

 

(A  recent letter states the package was received and enjoyed, only a l ittle 
mold had to be removed from something) 

 

While we were in this part of the world, the three Baltic countries, Lithuania, 
Latvia, and Estonia declared they were free countries, and no longer part of the 
USSR.  We thought of trying to visit there, but were told that Polish newspapers 
report that Soviet Border Control people are sti l l  on the job, and that it was 
difficult, or impossible, to cross the border from Poland to Lithuania. 

 

As a result of the Potsdam conference, the Soviet Union was given the 
German (East Prussian) city of Kšnigsberg, across the Gulf of Danzig (or across 
the Zatoka Gdansk), from Gdansk (which was formerly named Danzig), which 
was then renamed Kaliningrad.  My map of Poland identifies the area around 
Kaliningrad as Rossijskaja SFSR, our World Atlas doesnÕt give it a name, and the 
Encyclopedia calls it Kaliningrad Oblast.  If you think that is confusing, think of 
the poor people who live there.  Whatever its name, the city (Kaliningrad) was 
founded in 1255, and was bombed almost out of existence in both WW I and WW 
II by the Russians. 

 

Anyway, if we got up well before sunrise, and drove to Gdynia, we could 
have taken a ship ride to spend the day in the Soviet city of Kaliningrad, but no 
one could give us a good reason to do that, so we didnÕt.  It w il l be interesting to 
see how the political geography works out. 

 

The area around Kaliningrad belongs neither to Poland nor to Lithuania (the 
two border countries), and it wonÕt be given back to Germany the former (pre-
WW II) owner.  You can be sure that the new country of whatever replaces the 
Soviet Union, will insist on keeping this as a port, since it's about the only ice-free 
port available to whatever remains of the Soviet Union, whenever they decide 
what to do with whatever! 

 

PL,Gdansk-Sopot, Sep 13 Fri - 24 - 90,000 PZ - 3- 2300 
This morning we drove to HenrykÕs apartment, then followed them as they 

drove to their son AndrewÕs home, just south of Gdansk, in Pruszcz Gd.  Their 
home is in an apartment building, set among a large group of apartments, much 
like other towns and cities all over Eastern Europe. 
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A  large satell ite dish on an adjacent building provided TV for several 
buildings.  It appears that ten to fifteen years ago, they had a building boom, and 
built thousands and thousands of fifteen story buildings, but usually we donÕt 
see new ones being built.  If you remember, ten days or so ago in 
Neubrandenburg, Germany, we not only saw a dozen or more new buildings, 
they were attractive buildings, in contrast to most in this part of the world. 

 

AndrewÕs wifeÕs name is Grace, and they both had visited our home a few  
years ago while they spent several months in the US.  While in the US, among 
other things, Andrew had a job as a chauffeur, and drove a Lincoln limousine.  A 
few weeks ago there was an advertisement for some one to drive a 1991 Lincoln 
l imousine in this area.  He applied for the job, and since he was the only person 
who had ever seen, let along driven, such a vehicle, he got the job. 

 

Just to give you an idea of the good information you get from visiting 
reporters, several times his customers have been foreign reporters, in Poland to 
get the ÒReal Story!Ó  From a limousine, they donÕt get the real story!  By the way, 
their names arenÕt really Andrew and Grace, but that is the English equivalent, 
names that people in the US can easily pronounce. 

 

Their one daughter joined us for breakfast, and the other, who is an 
accomplished pianist, was attending some meeting to do w ith her music.  After 
breakfast we followed Henryk and Irena to the edge of town, said good-bye, and 
went on our way.  We had discovered that AndrewÕs home is in the town where 
we found the closed campground the other day, Pruszcz Gd.  Had it been open, 
we would have camped a couple of blocks from their home, and not known it at 
that time. 

 

As we drive, we often see little eating places along the road at rest stops, but 
often at just a place w ide enough for customer parking, and a trailer w ith an 
outdoor bar-b-que to cook Polish sausages.  Many times there are people selling 
clothes and other things. 

 

We now drove to the town of Malbork, to visit The Castle in Malbork, ÒÉ one 
of the greatest tourist attractions in Poland.Ó  It dates from the late 1200s, and as 
true for most of Poland, has been under control of the Poles some of the time, 
and Germans at other times.  It was 50% destroyed in WW II, but we saw no sign 
that any damage remains.  Saint MaryÕs church (in the castle) was completely 
destroyed in the war, and was rebuilt by 1965. 

 

This castle, while huge, had more of a homey atmosphere than most 
buildings that are called castles.  The building is almost completely made of red-
brick, w ith several courtyards, and with many w indows and other features built 
in the Gothic style.  In addition to a museum that contained exhibits of Amber, 
some as large as many pounds each, there was a store where Emmy bought an 
Amber broach. 

 

We shopped in the town for groceries, and bought bread, three eggs and milk 
for less than a dollar.  Food is much cheaper in Poland, and when we see their 
wage, if food wasnÕt cheap, these people wouldnÕt be able to l ive at all.  Rather 
early in the afternoon we went to the local campground for the night.  This one 
was right next to, and actually part of a hotel.  Jim went in the office to pay, and 
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the best he could figure, was told to forget it, no charge.  There were only two or 
three other campers here tonight. 

 

PL,Malbork, Sep 14 ,Sat - 25 - 0 PZ - 53 - 2353 
Again today we have seen several storkÕs nests perched high on top of a 

concrete tripod, and a couple on top of other buildings. 

 

There are a lot of fields of tobacco, and special barns for drying.  The hay 
bales are quite small, l ike those at the farm where we camped near Bad Doberan, 
Germany.  Farmers use small tractors, and there are a lot of bicycles on the road.  
To eliminate the need for fences, we see a lot of cows tied to a stake by a chain or 
rope, so they can eat grass in a large circle.  There is some fog this morning, and 
we are driving carefully, with lights on. 

 

Jack and Krystyna, friends from Palm Desert, formerly l ived in Ciechocinek, 
so we stopped and found the home of JackÕs family.  No one was home, and 
since we didnÕt know if they were away for an hour or a day, we left a note 
saying we had been there, then looked around the town some more.  This is a 
resort town, or a medical town, depending on what you think of mud baths, etc. 

 

There were so many one-way streets and street construction sites, that 
downtown was difficult to find.  When we did, the people in charge of parking 
tried to charge us several dollars to park near Ciechocinek's market place.  Since 
we paid just a few cents per hour to park at other places, we knew they were 
trying to take us, so we left.  The problem was, by the time we found another 
parking place we were far from the market place, and after driving through the 
town three times and not finding it again, we left. 

 

The bus we were following suddenly swerved, and left us w ith a car stopped 
in the middle of the road, right in front of us.  We were able to get around it OK, 
but it was no fun.  It appeared to have been there for some time, and the several 
men standing around had done nothing to get it out of the way -- very 
dangerous! 

 

As we neared Wloclawek, we stopped for Diesel fuel, then missed the turn to 
the center of town.  We usually drive, many times park and walk, through any 
town we find, but here, after re-fueling, we managed to miss the turn, and soon 
could see the town far behind us, and we left it there.  We CanÕt See Them All!  
(WCSTA) 

 

We stopped and bought some fruit for a dollar.  The man never weighed 
anything, so while we are sure we paid more than he would have charged 
others, we are sure we got plenty for our money.  There were two more bar-b-
ques, w ith Polish sausages being cooked for other visitors, and there were some 
drinks of some kinds for sale also.  In two places we saw old city buses that have 
been converted into road-side restaurants. 

 

WeÕve seen a few thatched-roof homes in Poland.  We are now alongside the 
w ide Wisla River, and there are sail boats enjoying smooth sail ing.  Crossed the 
River to Plock, an interesting town, then visited the church and the park, and 
saw a wedding party at one spot in town.  At one point there was a sign that 
said, among other things, ÒSemper Fidelis.Ó  CouldnÕt read any other words on 
the sign, so perhaps there is a Marine Corps in Poland! 
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Most gasoline stations in Poland follow one design, and had very few pumps.  
Now we see new stations under construction.  They are different, and of a nicer 
design, but sti ll  have only a half-dozen pumps or so, rather than a couple of 
dozen pumps we saw in new stations being built in Eastern Germany. 

 

As we approached Warsaw, we finally were on twenty miles of the first real 
four-lane divided freeway we have seen in this country.  There must be a better 
word to use than bragging, but what else do you call it when Jim can recognize 
the skyline and other checkpoints of Warsaw, and determine where we are, even 
though we have no map, and were never on this side of the City during the two 
days we spent here in 1985, but you can be sure he enjoys doing that.  Maybe 
while Emmy was his only audience thatÕs OK, but now that itÕs been written in 
this Journal É  É ! 

 

Well, that doesnÕt mean heÕs prefect, but then the street he tried to use to find 
the campsite was blocked by construction, and a miss-turn found us in front of 
the main train station.  That turned out to be OK, as we just stopped and bought 
a map, and determined from a ÒdiscussionÓ with several Taxi drivers that the 
campground is in fact where we thought it was, and is sti ll  there.  The Cabbies 
were quite interested in our way of travel, and that we were Americans.  By the 
way, just so no one confuses this Warsaw with the one in Indiana, the one in 
Poland is spelled Warszawa in Polish, Warschau in German, and Bapwaba 
(almost) in Russian. 

 

The Railway Station is just between the Holiday Inn and the new Marriott 
Hotel, and just across from the Culture Center, the 39 story building that was a 
gift from Stalin.  People say that the best place to see Warsaw is from the top of 
this building, since you canÕt see this building from there!  (ThatÕs more a 
pronouncement of their opinion of the giver, than the gift, as it's more attractive 
than a lot of other buildings!) 

 

This is the same campground we used in 1985, and we camped in the exact 
same spot we were in when we first met Henryk, Irena, and their grandson!  Jim 
went to the restaurant nearby and bought an order of French Fries.  The old black 
and white TV was showing a bad copy of an old Video of ÒCher.Ó  Which was 
worse, the old TV, the bad film, the unspeakable Video subject, or the French 
Fries! 

 

PL,Warsaw, Sep 15, Sun - 26 - 112,000 PZ - 252 - 2605 
Sometime during the night we were awakened by the people in the camper 

next door.   

 

We then heard a large dog, and just more noise than we thought necessary.  
This morning the people next door said that during the night they found 
someone trying to unscrew the fuel cap from their vehicle.  They went looking 
for the campsite guard (we didnÕt know there was one) and he came with his 
dog, but they found no one! 

 

We just laid around(!) in the camper until 9:30 AM, then headed towards the 
Warsaw flea market.  We drove on the very w ide, almost empty streets of the 
city, turning here and there, and finally crossed the Wisla River on the Most 
(bridge) KS. J Poniatowskiego.  From the crowds of people and cars, it was not 
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difficult to decide that WarsawÕs Stadion Dziesieciolecia (Stadium) was the 
location of said market. 

 

As we approached the stadium, wondering where we could park, a man took 
down a restraining rope, and directed us to drive over the curb, and park on the 
grass.  We took up a lot of space, compared w ith a small automobile, so the cost 
to park was maybe a dollar, and  we gave him another small handful of Zolties, 
and indicated we wanted him to keep an eye on the camper for us.  It was a short 
walk before we had to buy an admission ticket for another dime each. 

 

A round the outside of the stadium, the ground sloped up, and along w ith 
several fl ights of stairs, we found ourselves at the rim of the stadium, and could 
see that no one, and no part of the flea market was on the inside.  It looked like it 
could seat 80,000 people, and given that size, you can imagine there must have 
been 20,000 vendors that went round and round and round the outside of the 
stadium, three times.  There must have been 100,000 people here at any one time, 
and they kept coming and going all day long.  A ÒboothÓ ranged from maybe 
three feet w ide, to some of the larger ones where major capitalists used small 
trucks to transport and display all their goods. 

 

Now the fun began!  Jim said going to the Warsaw flea market was like going 
to a stadium for a major league football game -- not as a spectator in the 
bleachers, but as a player down on the field! Such pushing and shoving you have 
never seen.  It soon became obvious that w ith Emmy leading the way, we were 
going nowhere but backwards, and perhaps to the hospital.  DonÕt know why, 
but the women were the worst, ramming right into people, and actually 
knocking them to the ground, or into some vendorÕs goods.  With Jim in front, 
we at last had an even chance, but stil l the only thing we bought was a bar-b-
qued Polish sausage for Emmy. 

 

Funny thing is, we fought our way around Warsaw's stadium two times, and 
found not one ÒfleaÓ for sale!  There were mostly clothes, radios, video tapes, 
suitcases, and on and on, but nothing that we cared for.  Not even one cane or 
stick for JimÕs collection. 

 

From the stadium rim, we could see across the river and into downtown, and 
to the Culture Center, our next destination.  We were able to get our vehicle out 
of its parking space, then again drove around the city for awhile.  As we looked 
for a place to park, we saw a street market in a  location we had visited in Ô85.  
Then, this market had fruit and vegetables, not very much quantity or very good 
quality, and a small assortment of other goods for sale.  This time, we parked and 
paid a small admission to enter a special market staffed w ith a hundred booths 
sell ing only computers, software, and accessories!  In downtown Warsaw!  They 
were mainly Commodores and AmigaÕs, but computers, nonetheless! 

 

Then we found a parking place near the Culture Center, and had lunch in the 
RV.  The Center sits in the middle of a large four block area, probably a mile 
around, so there is space galore available for use, now that StalinÕs culture is not 
so important.  By the way, we only saw a small part of the inside of the building, 
and have no idea what takes place in the other 99% of it. 

 

When we were here before, there was nothing but open space around this 
building, few cars were parked, and the whole thing looked so bleak and 
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forbidding, we never stopped and looked.  Now when we entered, we found 
what we had expected, several large halls designed in a glorious formal manner, 
l ined w ith marble, pil lars, and statues, and would you believe it, something we 
didnÕt expect, the most expensive department store we saw in all of Poland.  
(ThereÕs not much to compare w ith, as the few large stores we visited were not 
much to look at.) 

 

This time, there are people all over the place, cars parked in every available 
spot around the building, and in front of the building there are new cars for sale.  
On the outside of the building are signs that advertise the big store, and near the 
top, next to several satell ite dishes, was the advertisement for the company that 
builds them. 

 

But the most amazing thing is the thousands of small metal ÒboxesÓ lined up 
row after row, in the open space around the Culture Center.  A few ÒstandsÓ 
were independently designed, but most were a metal box approximately two 
yards wide, two yards high, and one deep.  The top half of the front l ifted like 
the hood of a car, and stuck out l ike a roof.  The bottom half was pulled out to 
enlarge the ÒstoreÓ so there was room for the operator inside.  Most of the stores 
contained (usually new) clothes of some kind, radios, tapes, videos, food items, 
soft drinks, plus all kinds of things that just didnÕt seem to be necessities. 

 

But sti l l  we found nothing to buy!  ItÕs not that we want to spend money on 
odds and ends, but we do try to buy something useful (well, maybe thatÕs 
stretching it a bit) or necessary (like a cane for the collection!) in countries we 
visit, but as in 1985, in 1991 we found nothing of particular value to buy in 
Poland.  Come to think of it, in Ô85 we did buy one cane, and this year Emmy 
bought two amber broaches, but that was all we spent except for food, campsites, 
Diesel fuel, parking and admissions. 

 

We decided to ride the elevator to the 33th floor to see the view, and it 
happens that it gave the Òlast of the big spendersÓ a chance to do his good deed 
for the day.  In front of Jim at the ticket booth was a man with two young 
daughters.  We could tell they were on an outing and were having a lot of fun, 
fun that is until the man was given the bad news that admission to the elevator 
and to the observation floor would cost 10,000 Zolties ($1) for each of them. 

 

H is face fell, he turned and  explain to his daughters that tickets to Warsaw's 
Culture Center were just too expensive.  Well, there was no way that would 
happen, so guess who bought five tickets, and guess who enjoyed the smiles of 
the girls and the thanks from the man.  Later, when we were ready to leave the 
top, they were sti l l  enjoying the view, and were pointing w ith excitement at 
sights in the city below.  Well, it wasnÕt much, but it was fun!  WouldnÕt it be nice 
to solve real problems that easy! 

 

Again we drove around the city in very light traffic, then headed for the old 
town section.  When we visited this district last time, it was almost empty of 
people (both visits were on a sunny Sunday afternoon), and this is where we 
bought the smuggled banana for about $1.85 -- the only bananas in Warsaw in 
1985, were smuggled!  This time, street stands had bananas, oranges, and other 
fruit of all kinds, and in good quality and quantity.  There were people and cars 
galore in the marketplace. Street vendors were sell ing paintings and postcards, 
and there were artists who would draw or paint pictures of people while they 
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waited.  As one little girl, in a Mickey Mouse hat, was having her picture 
painted, Jim mentioned Disneyland, and the girls mother said, ÒWe were there 
last year!Ó  Now that was a surprise. 

 

We bought an ice cream cone (Henryk had taught us to look for the Lody 
sign), and we looked and admired art works, odds and ends, and visited inside 
several Warsaw church buildings, that while nice, in no way compared to those 
in Poznan or Gdansk. 

 

There were a dozen or more horse drawn carriages waiting for business.  At 
least most were waiting, only a very few were busy.  We sure hope that the 
several beautiful teams of horses, and their excellent carriages, were able to get 
more business than we saw.  It seems that if most of them spend their time just 
standing waiting for customers, they wouldnÕt be here very long.  Maybe we just 
arenÕt romantic enough, but it doesnÕt look all that exciting.  It doesnÕt seem like a 
good use of our sightseeing time, so we didnÕt bother to determine how much of 
our money would be required. 

 

One item of interest, was a group of round wooden boxes (for sale at dozens 
of stands), that fit one inside the other.  The smallest of the stacked wooden dolls, 
called Matroska, was painted w ith the picture of Lenin, the next Stalin, then 
Khrushchev, then Brezhnev, and finally Gorbachev on the largest one (maybe 
eight inches high).  Since we have returned home, we have seen these Matroska 
dolls in TV news, for sale in Moscow.  We should have bought a set! 

 

A  lot of effort has been spent to make this part of Warsaw look just l ike it had 
before the war.  We could see remnants of the old city wall, but we donÕt know if 
it survived WW II, or if the remnant has been rebuilt to match the remnant from 
before the war. 

 

We drove to the front of the Marriott Hotel, and explained to the door man 
that we had lived at the MarriottÕs Rancho Las Palmas Resort in Rancho Mirage, 
and wanted to see his Hotel.  We were directed to a parking place that left 
actually a couple of inches on each side of the RV.  The RV was long enough so 
Jim could get out the back door OK, but we were so close to other vehicles that 
Emmy had her heart in her throat, and was too nervous to even get out and look. 

 

The lobby was just as fancy as you can imagine for a hotel l ike this, any where 
in the world.  Marble, huge staircases, doorman and clerks in fancy uniforms, 
and rooms for the night were available for about one and a half-months pay for a 
Polish school teacher!  Why do they need a hotel l ike this, in a city l ike Warsaw?  
And why is it sold out tonight? 

 

It so happens that one of our neighbors in La Quinta, is a computer and 
management specialist for Marriott, and spent a couple of months here getting 
the Warsaw hotel open and running.  He told the story of the difficulty of getting 
people to do the work.  He mentioned one young man who had the opportunity 
to be a manager at the Warsaw Marriott.  He was smart enough, but could not 
understand that he was to be at work on time and properly dressed, and that he 
must make sure the people he supervised, did their job also. 

 

They had a lot of problems when the Warsaw Marriott first opened, the 
people just would not believe they were to provide smiles and service to just 
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anyone.  They had never received such attention, and it was difficult to teach 
them to act in a manner they had never seen before. 

 

Emmy seemed surprised and pleased that we got out of the parking place, 
and away from the hotel with no scratches! 

 

Upon our return to the campground, Jim talked to people from more than 
one other country.  Nearby were two very expensive RVÕs from the Netherlands.  
The parents were travell ing in one, their son and his w ife in the other.  Tonight 
was a wedding anniversary for the young couple, and the elders had treated 
them to the night in the Warsaw Marriott (over $200), and the four of them were 
meeting for dinner in the hotel restaurant.  Jim wouldnÕt (and Emmy says she 
wouldnÕt) trade with them, even for one night.  This RV living is just so 
comfortable and convenient! 

 

As luck would have it, in a replay of 1985, in 1991 we were joined in the 
Warsaw campground by a bus load of students from the western world, who, 
just this day, returned from a 10 day visit in the Soviet Union.  The Ô85 Journal 
says, ÒÉ É returning from 10 days in the Soviet Union, and are they ever glad to 
get out of that country!Ó  This time, what a contrasting opinion. 

 

They have really enjoyed themselves, felt they have learned a lot, and said the 
Soviet people, while suffering all kinds of problems and shortages, are hopeful, 
helpful, and hospitable.  These kids felt so sorry for the living conditions, and for 
the problems the SovietÕs most l ikely w ill have in the near future, but said they 
could not have been treated better. 

 

A  sign of big problems to come:  At the Soviet/ Polish border there is a two-
week-long line of people waiting to clear border formalities.  They are out in no-
where, with no food (except what they brought w ith them), no sanitation, 
nothing to do except creep ahead, a few yards each day, and hope to get into 
Poland, which they consider heaven compared to what they are leaving!  (Other 
travelers, and tourists, crossed in another line, that took only about two hours.) 

 

We have seen groups of Soviet automobiles traveling through Poland, and 
they remind us of pictures we have seen of the Okies going to California in the 
1930Õs!  An article in the Paris Herald Tribune states these people are good 
workers, and in a couple of weeks in Poland, even at these unbelievable low 
wages, they earn as much as they would earn in several months at home. 

 

Most of the people on this bus tour were from western Europe, but two 
young ladies were from upper-class expensive towns, one near San Francisco, 
and the other near Boston.  One man indicated these ladies didnÕt take too well to 
this style of living (bus, tents, self-cooked food, little or no toilet or shower 
facilities most nights), so they took the opportunity to stay in some cabins that 
are available for rent in WarsawÕs campground. 

 

This is another of the bus-camping tours we have seen every year in Europe -- 
a large bus pulling a trailer that contains a kitchen and all the tents and supplies.  
The bus is used to transport the passengers for sightseeing, in addition to just 
traveling. 

 

Next door was a member of ÒTop Deck,Ó an old double decked London bus 
w ith bunks (including, we were told one time, a rather secluded Òpassion pitÓ), 
kitchen, and all facil ities needed to accommodate a couple of dozen hardy young 
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souls for a tour of Europe.  We have seen hundreds of tour groups like this, in 
every country.  Usually college age people, but several times the bus was fi l led 
w ith adults.  But we sure have never seen one that would be for the two of us!  
Well there was one good idea mentioned up there, somewhere! 

 

PL,Warsaw, Sep 16, Mon - 27 - 112,000 PZ - 20- 2625 
Today we are driving to Krak—w, w ith nothing but sightseeing expected on 

the way.  This is a farming area that we remember from before.  The main 
difference?  Would you believe that in Ô85 there were some roadside fruit and 
vegetable tables, w ith only a small box w ith a dozen pieces of poor quality fruit. 
In 1991, large wagons and roadside stands with dozens of boxes of nice looking 
produce.  And that change only took about a year.  We have been told that the 
farmers are now producing plenty of food, and the granaries are full! 

 

There are flocks (gaggles!) of geese at farm after farm.  There was no way we 
could tell why raising geese is so popular in Poland.  The Paris Herald Tribune 
says that French farmers are rioting because tons of low cost goose liver, for P‰tŽ 
de foie gras, is being imported from Eastern Europe, putting the French goose 
farmer out of business. 

 

There are sti ll  more horses being used for farming in this part of Poland than 
we have seen in all other parts of Europe combined.  The other Òbeast of burdenÓ 
are the older women.  In the fields digging potatoes, harvesting wheat, tending 
cows, Polish women seem to be doing all the work.  We see all these women and 
few men, we wonder!  To be charitable, maybe the men have jobs in town, or 
something. 

 

As one place, perhaps halfway between Warsaw and Krak—w, there are 
vil lages fil led with wooden houses, some just shacks, some built of logs 
interconnected at the corners, boards, some sod roofs, and some that appeared to 
be made of a pressed material of some kind.  At the edge of one town, we 
stopped at what looked like a store among dozens of apartment buildings.  We 
found food of course, but no parking places since everyone in the adjacent 
buildings walked to the store. 

 

About an hour later we found a large roadside parking area, and stopped for 
lunch.  There was a raised ramp that the neighbor men used to change oil, and to 
work on their cars.  There were several large trucks and tour buses here, and one 
bus was fil led with Polish high school students.  One young lady was enamored 
w ith our RV (no, not with the driver), she brought her friends over to take their 
picture in front of our pretty vehicle.  She then asked that we come out and let 
her take our picture too.  Jim took Video pictures of the young ladies, and as they 
called out their names, one of them was named ÒOla,Ó a name we heard many 
times in Poland.  But in spite of all this, would you believe we never remembered 
to give them a copy of our book! 

 

We finally turned our windshield w ipers on for only the second time on this 
whole trip.  ThatÕs some kind of a record.  It sti l l doesnÕt appear they are having a 
drought, we are just missing the rain.  Farmers are sure busy along here, using 
tractors and horses, both in the fields, and to take the harvest to the barn. 

 

A t one place a man was walking across a field, turning the crank on a box so 
that seed is ÒbroadcastÓ evenly.  Emmy is amazed at the way they farm in this 
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part of Poland, but none of this is surprising to Jim, he did these same jobs, using 
both horses and tractors, long before he met her!  No one felt sorry that he had to 
work so hard, either!  (Linda says that when Jim told how hard he worked on a 
farm, there was always six feet of snow, and it was twenty degrees below zero!) 

 

We found a parking place (w ithin 100 feet of where we parked the other time 
we were here) on the edge of downtown Krak—w with no problem, and walked 
the few blocks into the city.  The first store of interest was the book store.  We 
sti l l  look for copies of ÒGone with the WindÓ in various languages to add to 
LindaÕs collection, and they had the three volume paperback Polish version in 
this store.  As a matter of fact, one copy was in the window!  LindaÕs collection 
now includes the book in Polish, German, French, Italian, Swedish, Danish, 
Dutch, Flemish, Japanese, and of course English. (Another was added a few days 
later, in Prague!) 

 

That book must sti l l be popular but Jim has never been able to read more than 
a few pages in any one year, and he has never seen the movie, even on TV.  That 
makes up for LindaÕs obsession! 

 

We arrived at the Cathedral (Krak—w) in time to hear the famous bugle call, 
that sounds at each hour.  In 1985 we heard it at 8:00 AM and understood that 
was the only time of the day it was done (maybe that was true then), but now we 
find it sounds many times each day.  During a war w ith the Tartars (from Russia) 
in 1297, while the Polish bugler was sounding some call, an arrow was shot 
through his throat, stopping the call in mid-note.  In a few moments a 
replacement picked up the horn, and continued the call.  This ceremony has great 
significance in Poland, and is broadcast on Polish Radio each Saturday noon, in 
addition to the constant reenactment here at the Cathedral (Krak—w). 

 

(In 1989 in the campsite in Zagreb, Yugoslavia we met a bus load of adults 
from Krak—w.  Sure wish we had some names and phone numbers, wouldnÕt 
they be surprised.) 

 

Downtown, Centrum, Stare Miasto, or Krak—w's Old Town, is mainly 
surrounded by a park, and a good bit of wall.  And on a hil l at the south end of 
Stare Miasto is a huge castle.  The number of churches is amazing, but we only 
entered the one on the Rynek Gl—wny, the market place.  Here again we are on 
the Wisla River.  That Wisla River starts near the Czechoslovakian border south 
of here, flows through Krak—w and continues north through Warsaw, and on to 
the Baltic Sea, near Gdansk, clear across the country of Poland.  Here again are 
horse drawn carriages waiting for tourists, as in Warsaw and Poznan (canÕt 
remember any in Gdansk), and as in Warsaw, ÒwaitingÓ seems to be what they 
did most of. 

 

We spent a few hours walking and shopping in the Krak—w marketplace, 
then returned to the RV.  We found a note on the w indow advertising a 
campground.  We decided if they cared that much, we will try and find them.  
Would you believe  this is the same place we stayed last time.  And would you 
believe it, nothing has changed.  In 1985 we said,ÓÉ charged us at least tw ice 
what we have paid elsewhere in Poland,Ó and they would have done the same 
this time, except Jim refused and insisted they accept less than they first asked.  
That is about the first time we have negotiated to get the price down, but this 
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place has no facil ities of any value, but charge more than anywhere else in the 
country! 

 

PL,Kraków, Sep 17, Tue - 28 - 80,000PZ - 198- 2822 
It's amazing what people who are in charge of tourist information w ill write 

about.  The literature said to be sure and see Tyniec.  This morning we followed 
those directions, and while we saw what they described -- wood siding on some 
houses -- we had seen more of them while driving from Warsaw yesterday. 

 

We did see some people driving their cows to the barn for milking 
(something Jim has done a thousand times, usually in six feet of snow!), and we 
did get a glimpse of TyniecÕs Benedictine Monastery. 

 

We then drove to Wieliczka, to visit the old salt mine.  We have been tempted 
before in other countries, but have been assured this is the most spectacular, and 
it must be.  This Wieliczka salt mine has been operating for several hundred 
years, and mine shafts go down for maybe thousands of feet, and the corridors 
extend for miles.  The thing of interest is all the sculpture, and other works of art, 
that were created by miners.  We visited several levels by elevator, and walked 
for miles (it seemed), and saw many works of art, carved entirely out of salt. 

 

The most spectacular was the Cathedral (Wieliczka), carved in one of the 
large domes that resulted from mining activity.  On all the walls were beautiful 
three dimensional statues of various religious scenes, such as the Last Supper.  
The floor looks like a carefully laid ti le design, but further examination shows 
that it's just salt carved to look like individual ti les.  Even the huge chandeliers in 
WieliczkaÕs underground Cathedral are made of pieces of salt, but designed to 
look just like crystal chandeliers we have seen elsewhere. 

 

When we first bought our ticket we asked for an English-language tour, and 
soon one of the guides who had overheard our request said, ÒGo with me, and 
this group of people from England.Ó  We did as he suggested, and then once we 
were well below ground, we were hit, time after time, for more money, w ith one 
excuse after the other.  ÒYou must pay 50,000 Zolties for use of the video camera, 
you must pay me extra for this and for that.Ó  Well, since we arenÕt l ikely to do 
that again, weÕll just say he probably earned it.  He had worked the Wieliczka 
mine for 20 years, then lived in Milwaukee, Wisconsin for many years (wonder 
which was the worst), and now is a guide.   

 

Just south of Krak—w we saw a Texaco station under construction, the first 
familiar name we have seen on a station in Poland.  It must rain a lot here, as the 
farmerÕs fields contain wooden racks to dry hay, and we didnÕt see that just 50 
miles north of Krak—w.  We are seeing the first mountains we have seen in this 
country.  On one country road, just outside a small town in Poland, we watched 
a funeral procession.  First, children carrying a large cross, then the horse-drawn 
hearse led by a priest, followed by 30 to 40 people. 

 

Now it was raining steadily, but not too hard as we drove towards 
Czechoslovakia, but we decided that w ithout any Czechoslovakian money, we 
better stay in Poland tonight, if possible.  Well, it took a loooonng time to find 
one, and we must have driven far enough to go somewhere important, but in the 
rain we did find a campground near Szczyrk, south of Bielsko-Biala. 
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A fter dinner we tried to make a phone call to Linda, but the pay(?) phone 
would not work (we never found one in Poland that would).  There was no way 
they would use their office phone to dial that funny looking AT&T number that 
we ÒassuredÓ them would connect us directly from Szczyrk to Pittsburgh, at no 
charge to them.  And how could we blame them!  (That USA direct number 
contained a number sequence that no one in Poland, including telephone 
operators, would believe was a legal number.  It worked just fine when we 
dialed it from HenrykÕs telephone in Gdansk.) 

 

PL,Szczyrk, Sep 18, Wed - 29 - 50,000PZ - 104- 2926 
It may have taken a while to find, but this is the nicest and the cheapest 

campground we have had in Poland this trip.  ItÕs surrounded by tree-covered 
hil ls, and cost only $3.85 for the night.  A good thing too, as we only had 80,000 
Zolties to our name, so we sure hoped it wasnÕt going to cost much. 

 

During the night it rained a good bit, and we were worried about getting out 
of our grassy spot, but it was no problem.  It sti l l  rained for a l ittle while this 
morning, but again, no problem. 

 

The Super SamÕs grocery store in Bielsko-Biala is about the largest one we 
have seen in Poland.  A loaf of bread, two rolls and a bottle of milk cost 68¢.  The 
Poles tell us they can buy everything and anything, but even in this store in 
Bielsko-Biala, food items donÕt look too inviting.  The meat looked especially 
dreadful. 

 
 
 

We crossed the border to Czechoslovakia, and a few days later, back to Eastern 
Germany.  After another week in Germany, we drove across Luxembourg and on to 
Paris.  Then back to Mettlach to pickup Hugo, Maria and Monika for a trip to northern 
France and Normandy.  With Hugo and Maria as passengers, we saw more of 
France, then into Belgium for two nights.  Next day, through Brussels, across 
Belgium and Luxembourg, onto Mettlach, Germany.  We returned the rented RV to 
the dealer, then on October 19, we flew back to the US. 


