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#4.  Red Bags and Mossy Bunker 
 
Ken and I were puzzled.  The family home we had planned to stay for the evening did not seem to 
exist.  The family was away, but they had made arrangements with a neighbor to let us into their 
basement guest room.  But we couldn’t seem to find the house, even with the handheld marvels of 
modern navigational technology.  We had an address and were sure we were standing right where 
the navigation directed us, but the house located where ours should be had a different number 
stenciled on the wall.  There was no one about and in fact, the whole village seemed almost 
deserted.  Ken had the neighbor’s number and tried calling.  There was no answer but that really 
came as no surprise.  Today’s ride had been a scenic route past decaying wartime bunkers and 
majestic riverside abbeys, but it had also been long, hot and grueling.  There had been detours which 
took us far away from the river, and the final miles to the village had been mostly uphill, with the last 
mile or so being very steep on slippery, irregularly shaped, boneshaking cobblestones.  All this put us 
more than an hour behind our anticipated arrival time so no wonder the neighbor had found 
something else to do.  Bicycle travel is the best way to go, but sometimes it can sure be hard to 
adhere to a strict timetable. 
 
As we stood there pondering our next move, the door on the house opened.  Out stepped an elderly 
but seemingly spry lady, with two dachshunds scurrying about her feet.  The dogs started barking and 
who could blame them.  We were standing in front of their house at the end of an unpaved, dead end 
street.  They probably didn't see lycra clad cyclists on bicycles festooned with bags very often.   
 
Ken got the lady's attention, which wasn't difficult as she likely stepped out because of us anyway. 
Ken:  Hello, do you speak English? 
Woman: Yes, I speak English very well.  I am English.  
 
This was a happy coincidence.  An English lady surrounded by whirling dachshunds at the end of a 
dead end street in a small, nearly deserted village in the Czech Republic.  What are the odds of 
that?  Now not only could we probably get some direction, but we didn’t have to overcome any 
language barrier in the process.  The rest of the conversation went something like this: 
 
Woman:  I don’t believe you are British.  You sound American. 
Us:  Yes we are.   
Woman:  Well this is certainly a surprise.  Do you need something? 
Dachshunds: YapYapYapYapYap…Yip….YapYapYapYap…… 
Woman:  Be quiet 
Dachshunds: YapYapYapYapYapYap..Grrrrrrrr…..YapYapYapYap 
Woman: I told you to be quiet. 
Ken:  Yes, we seem to be a little lost.  I have an address, but we can’t seem to find the right house. 
Dachshunds: YapYapYapYIPYIPYapYap 
Woman:  I don’t recognize that address….I told you to be QUIET…….I think that is another street 
over, but I’m not sure…..I said BE QUIET…. 
Dachshunds: YapYapYapYap….. 
Woman: I’m going to put you in the house if you don’t settle down…… 
Dachshunds:  YapYapYapYap 
   



The woman stepped back into the house and I thought she was going to put the dogs away, but she 
left them in the fenced in yard.  They sat at the gate looking at us like the vicious little guard dogs they 
were.  The woman returned and gave us each a cold drink. 
 
Dachshunds: YapYapYapYap….. 
Woman:  You look like you could use this. 
Us:  Yes, thank you so very much. 
Dachshunds:  YapYapYapYap…..Yap…..YapYapYap 
 
We chatted with the lady and learned she had been married to a Czech Airman during World War 
Two. The airman had escaped to England when the Germans occupied his country.  There he served 
in Britain’s Royal Air Force. At war's end they returned to his native Czechoslovakia.  Shortly 
thereafter, Czechoslovakia fell to a communist coup and the new regime wanted nothing to do with 
exRAF servicemen.  Soon, the lady and her husband were forced to flee back to England due to 
communist persecution, leaving just as the Iron Curtain was making it difficult to escape.  After the fall 
of the communists forty years later, they returned to what became the Czech Republic.  
 
Ultimately, our new British friend spoke with Anna, the affable neighbor who it turned out was waiting 
for us at the correct house only a street over, a lovely home of yellow stucco with red flowers in 
window boxes.  In the backyard was a fabulous patio complete with a full outdoor kitchen and a big ol’ 
yellow cat who joined us for dinner.  Overall, it had been a great day. 
 

 
 



 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


