Day 5- This morning we went to the famous “Russian Market” which is really a very large flea market.  The market is held at a stadium and the makeshift stalls ring the upper level as well as a couple of levels below.  There are hundreds of stalls where vendors sell everything imaginable and some of it real.  For anyone who’s ever been to a flea market in Sunrise, Florida or other places, this is quite reminiscent.  
We taxied back to the hotel and had lunch at a café across the street, where I had the best cream of garlic soup (served in a scooped out bread loaf) that I’ve ever tasted.  In fact, the one universal that we have found is how wonderful all the Polish soups are.  They are hearty and flavorful.  Between us, Jeff and I have had a sour borscht, garlic, asparagus, Zurek (meat and egg soup) and others.  We’ve also had various kinds of pirogue from soft to fried.  I’m about pirogued out!  

After lunch we taxied to the National Museum where we saw various collections of all kinds of art and an especially small but nice Greek and Egyptian collections.  The signs were even in English as well as Polish.  But the major drawback was the temperature inside the museum.  Even the guards were standing in front of the one fan allotted per floor to cool off.  There was no air moving throughout the floors and the temperature on the upper level (3rd floor) must have been nearly 100 degrees.  Hardly a way to enjoy national treasures.  Museums here are definitely worth viewing – but I would recommend the winter or when it’s much cooler outside.  
It appears as if the concept of air conditioning is unknown except for hotels and some restaurants, who boldly advertise air conditioned – in both English and Polish.  We’ve been lucky. The weather has been nice enough to eat outside the entire time we’ve been in Poland and the outdoor cafes are wonderful.  Great food and a very congenial atmosphere.  The only exception was the evening in Wroclaw where we ate outside at the Russian restaurant (air conditioning broken and inside in the basement was unbearably hot and stuffy) and it poured buckets.  The awning covering the few of us who were dining was barely large enough to keep the rain out.  Fortunately it stopped in time to get a taxi and head back to the hotel.
We journeyed to Warsaw’s “old town” after the museum because we wanted to be outside, as it was a glorious day today and the breeze was wonderful.  On the way we encountered two groups of individuals performing native American dances in full costume, a wedding, clowns, horses and carriages, and various other activities.  It certainly was not dull!  The old town square in Warsaw is ringed with facades similar to Wroclaw, but the internal area is much smaller.  People here, like Wroclaw, stop at all times of the day to eat, enjoy a beer, coffee, ice cream and a variation on iced coffee.  Restaurants serve leisurely meals.  Waiters and waitresses are laid back and unless beckoned don’t seem to come back to see if you need anything or want anything else.  It’s equally hard paying since they don’t pay much attention.

Everywhere we’ve been – all restaurants, cabs, etc. – older American music is very popular – oldies but goodies.  We found that to be true all over the world – from Southeast Asia to France.  Music is the common denominator along with McDonald’s, KFC, and Pizza Hut.  And, of course, what country doesn’t know “Coca Cola” and “Coca Cola Light!”  Even if the wait staff doesn’t speak much English, they all know “Coca Cola Light!”

The people here are very friendly, always smiling and many try to converse in English.  It’s very difficult to pronounce many of the words in Polish – even thought they are written in our alphabet.

Tomorrow, we take a sight-seeing tour for the morning and then we’re on our own once again in the afternoon.  Looking forward to another great day.
