
Krakow – May 25th
I woke up at 08:30 in Krakow on May 25th. I was astounded that I had slept so long – about 11 

hours. That was a clear indicator that I had really drained the tank switching from Switzerland to 

Poland.

When I looked around the room, I could see that I had done my laundry, but was shocked to note 

that I had failed to recharge the GPS, laptop and camera batteries. That step is so ‘SOP’ for me that I 

told myself I have to figure out a routine to prevent such a lapse in future. Needless to say, I started 

recharging almost immediately, but knew the GPS would take several hours.

The BBC forecast 13 Celsius and rain for Warsaw. Krakow was not mentioned. BTW, Krakow has 

800,000 inhabitants.

As I went for breakfast, I kept all the kit recharging, left the TV blaring and hung a ‘Do Not Disturb’ 

sign on the door knob hoping to keep thieves at bay.

Starting at 09:20, I had breakfast in the glassed over inner courtyard atrium. My coffee came with 

both cold and hot milk. Since I take neither in my coffee, I made a mental note to tell the waiter next 

time to prevent waste.

It was quite a full and pleasant buffet and I made sure I enjoyed a hearty breakfast as no lunch or 

dinner was included. I noted a lot of my fellow travellers had also opted not to take the early 

morning salt mine option.

The waiters were clothed in drab colours. That reminded me of Northern Germany.

This was my first breakfast all alone after two weeks on the road. I rather enjoyed my own company.

I squiffed two bananas and a green apple for lunch and dinner.

The doorman told me it was going to rain later. He also said the Polish Army was going to put on a 

show along the banks of the Vistula River just across from the hotel from noon to 16:00 hrs.

At the Reception desk I got I city map and the desk clerk circled the hotel location on the map. Note: 

I had used the GPS to record the track from Krakow Airport and had GPS-marked the Sheraton 

hotel location. But, a small hand-held GPS is really hard to use until you get a general orientation. I 

had failed to take the GPS on the evening tour the evening before, ‘assuming’ the guide would bring 

us back to the hotel. ASS-U-ME means – makes an ‘Ass’ out of ‘You’ and ‘Me’.

I have noticed that women wear a unique plaited hair braid. It starts at the left temple and works its 

way across the rear to the lower right nape. It is very attractive.

At 12:30, using my own noise-cancelling ear buds plugged into the Whisper System, we departed on 

the second city tour. The provided ear plug kept falling out the evening before. I made sure to take 

the GPS this time, even though the batteries were not fully charged.

Right outside the hotel a large contingent of Polish Army personnel were participating in a 

swearing-in ceremony on the banks of the Vistula, and under the watchful eye of the Wawel Dragon. 



I asked the military policeman permission to take photos, and I was allowed to record the event.

If I have got the arithmetic correct, Poland did not exist on any map of Europe for 123 years. In 1796 

it was sliced into three sectors by Prussia, Russia and Austria. It re-emerged at the Peace of 

Versailles in 1919. In 1939 German Ribbentrop and Russian Molotov divided it between the two – 

ostensibly reasserting historic claims.

The tour took us up the Wawel Hill to see the Renaissance Castle and to meet the Wawel Dragon. In 

September 1939 Krakow became a region governed by Nazi Hans Frank, who took up residence in 

the castle along with his family. However, not before the Poles managed to secret their unique 

Flemish tapestries out of the country by way of Hungary and Romania and thence to Britain and 

finally to Canada. The tapestries finally went home after a suitable government re-emerged in 

Poland.

We visited the Cathedral (ABC), the resting place of the Kings of Poland and the former seat of 

Archbishop Karol Wojtyla (later Pope John Paul the Second). There is no longer a Polish crown 

because somewhere in history conquering Russians melted it down for its gold.

As we left the cathedral there was a fly past of transport aircraft over the bend in the Vistula where 

the troops were gathered. The lead aircraft was a variant on the C-130.

Then we took the coach to the former Jewish Quarter of Kazimierz . Before World War 2 there had 

been 70,000 Jews in Krakow. Now there are 200.

Later the coach took us across the Vistula to the Podgorze ghetto that the Nazis had created by 

expelling Poles from their homes. Oskar Schindler’s factory had been just outside the ghetto.  Oskar 

Schindler arrived in Krakow after the German invasion in September 1939. As a member of the Nazi 

party and an agent of the German military intelligence, he managed to appropriate the factory which 

had been set up by a group of Jewish businessmen in 1937.  Krakow’s two Jewish proprietors who 

became dependent on Schindler, Abraham Bankier and Samuel Wiener, provided him with 

necessary capital.  After a decent interval I bailed out of the tour because the bored guide sounded 

like a speeded up tape recording and I was having trouble with the “spin”.  I could not figure out if 

Schindler was an opportunist or a hero.

The Tour Manager had tried to sell an optional evening meal at the very tourist trap, the former 

Jewish Kazimierz district we had just visited. It was billed as a Klezmer evening, at a cost of 46 

Euros. With every tourist operation in town selling this option, I could not believe that 200 Jews 

could provide enough Jewish entertainers. It came out that the performers were in fact Ukrainians.

We were back at the hotel by 16:00 and the real tourist operation went into effect. I marched over to 

the supermarket I had spotted from the coach and bought some peasant black bread, some sliced 

cheese, some salami and two Polish ‘Zubr’ beers. My dinner cost me eight dollars, tax and tip 



included, which was a long way from the $64 the ear-ringing Klezmer would have cost. Plus, I did 

not have to change for dinner.

Before diving into my scrumptious repast, I managed to retrace my steps to the Town Square we had 

visited the night before. I took some better photos as the light was much brighter.

With a May 26th Wake Up at 06:30, Bags Out and Breakfast at 07:00 at Ready to Roll towards the 

Tatra Mountains, the familiar pattern engaged.
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