
Zakopane – Tatra Mountains – May 26th
Ruminating on what I have learned so far, Poland appears to have had a very bloody and 

unfortunate history. Without the benefit of a map, my first guess is that it had had no natural 

defensible borders and thus wide open to invasion once any neighbour built up sufficient armed 

might and determination to conquer.

The Polish language is very difficult. It is almost as though it was designed to exclude foreigners. My 

cheeky side thinks that the words were invented by taking a basket full of the letters of the alphabet 

and then throwing a handful onto the floor. Having arbitrarily assigned a meaning to these random 

bits, weird signs were attached to certain letters to totally confuse strangers. The language must 

have been codified by the priests and taught to the population.

I got a rude awakening on Sunday, May 26th in Krakow at 06:30 after a restless night. After having 

slept 11 hours the night before I had expected my biological clock would be messed up.

But my bag was already 90% packed so it was no great feat to have it out of the door by 07:00 hrs. I 

immediately went down to breakfast to fuel up until supper.

I was on board the coach by 07:45 and was joined by a fellow passenger who spotted a man passed 

out on a bench opposite the hotel. About the same time the hotel security staff became aware. The 

guy was stretched out backwards with his head hanging below his body with no support. A couple of 

minutes later the police showed up. They revived him.

The coach rolled at 08:05, heading south for the Tatra mountains. The Tatras are the highest range 

in the Carpathian Mountains, the same ones that had spilled cool air on us in Krakow. The highest 

mountain is shared with Slovakia at an altitude of 2,500 metres.

Initially it was sunny at 689 feet ASL and 12 Celsius. However, that went downhill. By 09:00 we 

were in complete clag at 2,100 feet and 9 Celsius. There were the occasional breaks with nice misty 

panoramas.

The Tour Manager said that 50% of Poles have never been inside the type of hotel that we had just 

left. In the change from communism to capitalism, she said there had been more losers than 

winners. I had heard the same thing in Hungary, Bulgaria and Romania.

We were headed for the resort town of Zakopane, famous for its wooden houses and winter sports. 

Zakopane was the winter playground of the Communist bosses.

As we passed a gas station I noted that the lowest grade of petrol goes for $Cdn 1.82 per litre.

As we cleared one long climb we descended into a valley that was 100% fog at 2,400 feet and 6 

Celsius.  At this point the Tour Manager told us that this part of the country gets a severe winter and 

that spring had been very late in arriving.

Under communist rule, unlike other eastern bloc countries, people in the countryside could own 

their own land and houses. In the cities, accommodation was assigned based on need and ownership 



remained with the state. Sixty years ago, couples had ten to twelve kids. Therefore, in the 

countryside you see huge houses that sheltered three generations. Houses have very steep roofs so 

that snow does not accumulate. The birth rate has dropped dramatically.

The speed limit on highways has been increased to 140 kph. In Poland age 18 is considered the age 

of majority enabling driving, voting and drinking.

There is no social security network. Therefore, couples tend to put off having kids and work long 

hours to make ends meet. Increasingly, the DINK syndrome is taking over.

We arrived in the coach parking lot at 09:45 at 2,500 feet. We were steered to the toilets where it 

cost two zlotys , which is about 65 cents.  I heard the attendant soak a gullible Japanese guy one 

Euro.

We were now free to have fun until reboarding the coach at 12:00 hrs. I was surprised how much 

was open on a Sunday. We were guided to a long narrow shopping street that was normal 

commercial shops at one end and then a series of semi-permanent vendor stalls at the lower end. It 

literally got shabbier as you went downhill. The bottom was under a twin highway overpass that had 

a plastic roof between the carriage ways. The vendor stalls seemed to offer mainly leather and felt 

goods. They were not very high quality. There were no price tags so haggling in Polish would have 

been a bit of a stretch.

Fact is, everything was in Polish, throughout the town. Thus, I conclude that it is aimed at the Polish 

market. There were none of the normal bows to German, French, Italian, Spanish or English-

speaking tourists.

I ran into a couple of young beggars, but they shoved off when I refused to make eye contact.

Of course it started to rain about 10:30 and really poured about 11:00 hrs. I got religion and went to 

the 11:00 Mass. The church was packed, with all ages represented. Of course, since I don’t 

understand Polish, the liturgy was lost on me. However, I was struck by the youth in attendance. 

This seems to be an anomaly in Europe.

I noted a number of people with double walking poles. This seems to be the rage. I think I can see 

some advantage if you are walking uphill, but on the flat it seems that the two poles are a net 

negative.

After Mass I continued to wander in the rain. A man was creating huge soap bubbles with a couple of 

yard long wands. The kids loved it and I think I got some great shots.

I have been wearing my Voyages of Discovery jacket that I bought on board Voyager. It has been 

indispensable as it is totally wind and waterproof. With my Salisbury pullover underneath I was 

reasonably comfortable.

At 11:30 I dropped into McDonald’s for the free toilet and to warm up. A Big Mac Meal is a steal at 

15.50 ZL or $Cdn 6.

We pulled into the Resort and Spa Hotel “Nosalowy Dwok” at noon at 3,025 feet. It is only 18 kms 



from the border with Slovakia.

My room is very spa-like and quiet. I look out into the countryside. It is all rather wasted on me.

I did not take the afternoon optional tour which would have done a number of rather mundane 

things, such as having lunch, watching cheese making, and doing panoramic drives when the 

visibility is so low they won't see anything.

My lunch was a banana, apple and one chocolate bar from Luzern, washed down with the free fizzy 

water in the room.

If the weather had been clear, I could have ascended a nearby mountain for panoramic views across 

the Tatras into Slovakia.

Instead, I did my photo backups, charged batteries and wrote my blog.

At 18:00 we were invited to the hotel’s top floor ‘Club Panoramika’ for welcome drinks. The bar 

overlooked the ski slopes. The distant mountains, barely visible, still had snow.

Then we drove off in the rain to a separate “rustic” restaurant buried in the woods for the special 

Highlight Dinner, complete with local ‘Goral’ Highlander folklore entertainment – read noise (I had 

my ear plugs). We had a choice between trout and pork as the main. I chose the pork.

Polish beer is really good.
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