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Each day on the bike had been a carbon copy of the day before.  Ideal temperatures.  Brilliant blue skies.  Very 
little traffic.  Decent roads.  Beautiful scenery.  When time came for a short break out of the saddle, presto, a 
quaint little village store or shady wayside table with a view was around the next curve.  It was a monotony of 
perfection. 
 
I was on my last two full days of riding in Poland before crossing the border into Lithuania.   I pedaled 
comfortably through sleepy villages where the houses came right up to the street.  Most houses were unpainted, 
or at least hadn't been painted for quite some time.  Many had an aura of cozy wholesomeness with white lace 
curtains framed by open windows and bright red flowers draping from brown clay baskets hanging from the 
eaves of a tile roof.  Just about every rural home had a cow with a bulbous udder staked outside grazing in the 
high grass, which I assumed was the source of fresh milk for the family.  Many homes also had huge, wooly 
dogs that barked loudly as I passed.   Most of the dogs were restrained or didn't consider me worth the effort of 
chasing, but for one happy young pup who trotted up to watch me pass.  The wrinkles on the forehead of his 
light brown face exhibited more a curious look than a snarl, so I just pedaled by slowly and spoke to him in a 
friendly tone.  I wanted to stop and pet him, but decided it best not to for fear he may try to follow. 
 
A few miles later I was enjoying a low speed coast on a descent, admiring an echelon of black and white cows 
lazily lounging in the grass of a hilltop pasture, when I ran into the first one........a swarm of flying, black 
bugs.  I don't know what kind of bugs, but there were a lot of them, each about a third the size of the common 
housefly.  I would encounter these swarms several times a day, and the swarms were massive.  Sometimes I 
seemed to pedal through a swarm for a quarter mile or more without letup in the number of bugs pinging off my 
helmet.  The bugs seemed harmless enough.  There was no stinging, no biting, no itching.  They were just 
annoying.  They were on my handlebar bag, clinging to the hair on my arms and legs, and getting into my hair 
through the vents of my helmet. They would make my eyes water and burn.  I could almost swear I could feel 
them walking around on the backside of my eyeball.  I can confirm having swallowed at least a dozen with 
maybe double that number in probables, and even breathed in a few through my nose.  I stopped a couple of 
times to brush them off.  Even so, a number of hidden stowaways remained until finally being found by the 
stream of my evening shower and collecting on the drain. 



 
   

 
 
 
 
 
 


