
Luzern-Zurich-Vienna-Krakow-May24th
I woke up at 04:50 when the Luzern hotel wake-up call blasted me out of bed.

My bag was out by 06:00 and I joined my fellow travellers for a light breakfast. I am in serious 

weight loss to recover from the Swiss damage.

We departed Luzern at 06:45 and drove directly to Zurich airport. They have some serious moles at 

work in Switzerland as most of the trip was underground. The coach sensor reported 6 Celsius.

At the airport the group went looking for Air Canada as they were flying back to Canada. I had to 

find Austrian or Tyrolean Airlines to get to Poland.  Neither airline was posted on the Terminal 

Airline Registry. So I asked for help and was told I was in the wrong terminal. Fortunately, it was 

just a change of levels and a long hike. I checked again and Austrian or Tyrolean did not show. I was 

told I had to check in through Swiss Air.

At Swiss Air you have to use machines to get boarding passes before any human will talk to you. The 

machine refused to scan my passport. Equally, it knew nothing about my reservation code, which 

had an alpha-numeric series. The machine wanted straight numbers. The only thing that saved me 

was my Air Canada Frequent Flyer card.

Then the machine greeted me warmly and told me I was flying from Zurich to Vienna and then from 

Vienna to Krakow. Passes in hand, I checked my 20.2 kg bag and made sure the luggage tag showed 

KRK as the final destination.

Then I went to find out what gate I was to use and saw a blank space. It took another 45 minutes 

before it coughed up A72. In the interim, I changed my 50 Swiss francs for Polish currency. I went to 

use the toilet but a female worker decided it was time to clean the urinals. Call me prudish, but I 

waited until she had departed.

Security was uneventful. Then I ran into my Tour Manager, to whom I had just said farewell. It 

appears that this airport is as messed up geographically as most.

At the currency exchange I got 2.50 Swiss francs change. That was converted into a Snickers bar for 

lunch.

At the gate I tried to login in to the free Internet. It is only free if you have a coupon. I have no idea 

where you get a coupon – probably from the over-priced Duty-Free.

So, by 09:45 I was worn out. Travel can be so much fun.

I boarded the flight at 10:05 for a 10:25 departure to Vienna, forecast temperature 10 Celsius. I had 

my favourite aisle seat affording a fine view of the three business class rows in front of me. It was an 

Airbus A320 with a three-three configuration throughout. As far as I could tell, Business Class 

bought you two extra inches from knee cap to seat back and a “free” cocktail.

Curiously, the pre-flight safety briefing was in English only. When it was finished, the purser 

announced in German that safety instructions in German could be found in the seat back.



Half way through the flight the cloud deck cleared enough to suggest that the weather was better in 

Vienna than in Zurich. In fact, the pilot said it was 14 Celsius, but cloudy.

The flying time was a merciful one hour and one minute. As we came in to land I spotted a wind 

farm with the turbines 90 degrees to our flight path. Thus, it was to be a crosswind landing, and 

indeed it was a bit of a slammer.

Fortunately, since my continuing flight to Krakow was also Austrian Air, I did not have to do 

anything but walk a couple of hundred yards down the same concourse. No strip show for the 

security folks.

I got excited when I saw the signs for free WiFi. It worked. But, the seating was very different. It was 

a horse collar with padded arms and sterile ninety degree surfaces. The seat was so high that my feet 

could not touch the ground. I felt like Abe Lincoln sitting on his throne looking up the Washington 

Mall.

Nonetheless, I processed my mail while I ate one half of my Snickers bar for lunch.

Fat airport staff men were riding tiny electric bikes around the terminal. They looked ridiculous and 

these guys should be forced to ride pedal or push bikes to get some exercise and get rid of the fat.

The second flight accepted our boarding passes starting at 12:35 hrs. At the gate everything was 

dependent on the bar code splotch. The staff humans just looked on curiously. We took the steps 

down to the apron and boarded a bus to the plane. It was chilly and windy, but dry.

The plane was a tired DeHavilland Dash 8-400 with two by two seating. Once again, price was the 

only thing distinguishing business class from economy.

My second safety briefing was very brief indeed. All you needed to know was how to fasten and open 

your seat belt buckle. I am amazed the European Health and Safety people have not jumped on that.

We took off with a touch of sun at 13:11 and, after suffering the drilling noise of twin turbo props, we 

reached cruising altitude just long enough for some crackers and orange juice. As we descended it 

actually got darker until we broke through the clag on short final only to see a wet autobahn. We 

landed at 13:55, a very short flight of 44 minutes.

As we taxied in I saw two old Soviet-era biplanes. The Antonov An-2  was largest biplane ever built.

We walked down the airplane’s ladder and then over the tarmac to the terminal. It was raining and 

about 12 Celsius.

It took very little time to get my bag and to walk through Immigration and Customs. No passport 

required as I was still in the Schengen zone.

Exiting the baggage hall I immediately found my Polish driver. He wordlessly grabbed my bag and 

marched away. We left the terminal and walked about 300 yards to a cheap parking lot. We drove 

for 23 minutes before I arrived at the Sheraton Krakow, almost on the banks of the Vistula, at 14:45 

hrs.

As we drove in I could see the ravages of communism. It reminded me of Budapest.



I reported to the Registration Desk where Mr Summers was greeted cheerfully as an Insight guest 

and told that my room was not ready.

So, I parked myself in a seat where the desk guy could see me. I whipped out my laptop and started 

typing. I kept looking at my watch and at him so that he would believe I was typing up a “Bad 

Experience Report”. I figured he would speed things up if he thought he was being written up. Sure 

enough, I soon got the signal that my room was ready. You learn how to play these games.

At 16:00 I reported to the lobby for the briefing by the Insight Tour Director. The venue was terrible 

as it was under the glass dome of the inner courtyard and her voice just disappeared. I refused the 

optional Salt Mine Tour (salt mines tend to look the same) that started at 06:30 the next morning 

and the Klezmer Dining experience the next evening – noise – my favourite subject. At the end we 

had a glass of wine and some canapés for dinner.

At 18:00 we marched out into the cool evening with our Whisper Headsets to be given a very 

detailed briefing on the Old City. It was wasted on me as the guide took no time to explain where we 

were or where we were going. Without a map, I find these tours useless. The highlight was the 19:00 

bugle call from a church tower by a local fireman. When Krakow was “liberated” by the Russians in 

January, 1945, one of the first acts by a local fireman was to blow the bugle call that had been 

forbidden under the Nazis.

Throughout this unfortunate tour, countless acts of barbarism by Austrian forces were recounted.

The end of the tour was just plain stupid. We were in the Rynek Glowny town square when the guide 

told us we would have to find our own way back to the hotel. Had she said so from the outset, I 

would have watched where we went. If you know medieval towns, you know they weave and do not 

follow a grid system. I followed a couple in our group who spoke Polish and asked strangers for the 

location of the Sheraton and that is how I got “home”. No tip for that guide.

Back in my room I did my cavalry thing.

That was one tiring day.
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