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It was a beautiful day to be riding a bicycle.  The sun was hanging brilliantly in a cloudless sky, reflecting 
bright colors from the forests, lakes and rolling pastures which lined the side of the road.   Overnight the 
temperatures had dropped slightly and now the air felt plenty warm but with just that tiny hint of a chill which 
gave the ride air conditioning.  This was a day made for cycling, and I intended to make the most of it. 
 
On the edge of a tiny, nearly deserted village there stood a small sign which attracted my attention.  I pulled my 
bag laden bike over to get a better look, expecting the sign to offer in several languages some tidy bit of 
information related to nature, history or a local former village resident who made good.  The sign did indeed 
have a story, but it was only in Polish. But what really raised my eyebrows was the illustration in the upper right 
corner.   
 

 



 
One doesn't need to understand Polish to know this clearly isn't good for bag toting, bicycle travelers. 
 
I was riding through the Great Masurian Lakes region of northeast Poland.  This is an area of small farms, 
grazing cattle, rolling hills, remote villages and over two thousand lakes.....and apparently at least one 
legendary, hairy, bushy-tailed demon fashionably dressed in a waistcoat that launches itself at unsuspecting 
cyclists. 
 
This part of Poland has an increasing network of bikeways, trails and other facilities to serve the growing 
number of visiting cyclists, hikers and canoeists.  After first checking the bushes for any demons, I couldn't 
resist taking a break at one of the shelters constructed near a lake for the convenience of cyclists.  It being a 
Tuesday, I pretty much had it all to myself though several cyclists did ride by without stopping.  Maybe they 
were afraid to. 
 
 
 

 
 


