
The day started as all others, me waking up and wandering where to go. 
My thoughts to a soutane some one back home brings my mood down a little, but not 
much to do I am in Poland now.
Well little did i know that the morning were to be a total disaster, All of my clothing from 
yesterday was still all wet, I had a quick breakfast, packed my tent and wanted to go on.
At first I had no idea where to go, I drove back and forth a couple of times before I found 
the first gas station and bought a road map for most of poland.
Driving around the city of Wolin, I found out one of the bolts holding my back rack in place 
had fallen out!!! what the hell!!!! As if this wasn’t enough even the bike lock are dangling 
now I haven’t even been riding the bike for 1000km yet and this all ready happens...

Finally at around 11 o’clock I start rinding the Polish roads.
When I got the Stargard Szczecinski I tried to find a place to sleep for the night, but no 
luck. I kept driving on and on and on and ended up driving for about 123km today before I 
decided to camp at a green field for the night.
A local guy on his way to work, only speaking polish came over to me saying “NO NO”
trying to say that i wanted to camp just for the night...
A woman get over, not looking all that pleased 
with what the man are telling her. Me just 
standing there having no idea about whats 
going on. 

He opens op a huge gate on the other side of 
the road. waving his hand telling me to get it. I 
follow the guy inside, he shows me where to 
park my bike, change my cloth. EVEN A 
FREAKING HOT SHOWER!!!!! WUHUUUUU.
Apparently he’s on a night shift guarding some 
farming equipment and some gasoline.
After showering and getting in to some dry 
cloth, the guy just keeps on talking and talking 
in polish. Me sitting smiling and knotting not knowing what the hell is going on, but his 
smiling and saying “Poland”, “Kamarada” and making a face and hand gesture telling me 
“No Problem”

I am not sitting in he’s waiting room where i will sleep as well.
It’s a bit small, warm, smells like old cigarets and is a bit dirty. 

Today made me realize that i can do this, all that could bring my mood down to day did.
Bad weather, bike trouble, wet clothing, missing a good friend, and a running nose.
But as soon as I am on the bike my thoughts turns to other things and my mood lightens 
up.


