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#6.  Red Bags and Winding River 
 

After several days of cycling through the Czech Republic, we were soon to enter Austria. The last few 

days had been challenging as our route took us up and over many steep hills.  Pedaling a loaded 

bicycle up a hill is no easy task, but getting to the top is often rewarded with magnificent views.  This 

is an ideal time to stop and pretend to admire the surroundings, though really you're just trying to 

mask the fact you are about to throw up from the effort. 

 

Our bicycle saddle view of the Czech Republic came to an end in Ceske Budejovice, sometimes 

described as the smallest large city in the Republic.  Ceske Budejovice is a tidy place with plenty of 

riverside parks and entertainment, being that it sits at the junction of the Vltava and Malse rivers.  In 

the center of town stands the Black Tower, built in the 1500’s.  The tower was used by a city 

watchman who scanned the area for threats, such as fires or an approaching enemy.  The watchman 

lived in an upper room of the tower along with his family and a goat.  Today, an enormous housefly 

sits on a tower window.  I don’t know why.  Whimsy, perhaps. 

 

Beer is a major source of pride in Ceske Budejovice, as it is most anywhere in this country where 

they take beer very seriously.  Ceske Budejovice is the home of the original Budweiser beer which 

began brewing here about 1785, though some claim it was hundreds of years earlier.  This has led to 

over a century of legal battles with the American beer maker Anheuser-Busch, who holds a trademark 

to sell Budweiser in the USA and a few other countries.  There is still bad blood between the two 

brewers, with some in the Czech Republic firm in their belief that Anheuser-Busch began in the 

1800’s when the American brewer acquired a formula stolen from the Czech makers.  While this theft 

has not actually been proven, the Czechs have no doubt this is the case.  They like to point to the 

name of the beer as evidence.  Budweiser is a German word meaning “from Budweis.”  Budweis was 

a village which is now a part of Ceske Budojovice.  They make a good case. 

 

Southwest of Ceske Budejovice is the town of Cesky Krumlov.  Taking a day off the bike, we took the 

train to explore what is considered by some to be the prettiest town in all the Czech 

Republic.  Surrounded by hills and sitting on a bend of the Vltava River, Cesky Krumlov is indeed an 

attractive place with a castle, towers and narrow streets winding among a sea of red tiled roofs.  It’s a 

bit touristy…..maybe too touristy…..but the place has its charms. 



 

On the train returning to Ceske Budejovice, a man who appeared to be in his eighties seemed to take 

an interest in the conversation Ken and I were having.  He approached us and took a seat across the 

aisle, then asked, 

 

Man:  “May I join you? I hear you speaking English.  I want to practice my English.” 

Us:  “Of course.”  

Man:  “American?” 

Us:  “Yes.” 

Man:  “I thought you were American.  I like Americans.  Not many Americans come here.  What 

brings you here?” 

Us:  “Just taking a holiday on our bikes.  We have been cycling along the Vltava River.”  

Man: “That can be difficult.  Many hills here.  Many Czechs do not understand Americans.  I like 

Americans.  Many Czechs know of America only what they were told when the communists ruled the 

country.  The communists said in America everyone was poor and much crime.  But I knew better, 

because I went to America.  Do you like music?”  

Us: “Yes.  When did you go to America?” 

Man: “I played the trombone in an orchestra a long time ago, and that’s how I learned about 

America.  My orchestra made a tour in America….the midwest….Chicago…..Iowa….some other 

places.  The people there were nice.  They talk to us and give us presents or dinner in their homes.  I 

said how can this be?  America is supposed to be poor and violent, but they give us nice things and 

are very good to us.  Everywhere I went in America, the people were like that.  Americans are nothing 

like what we were told.  Very nice.  Good to us.  I liked Americans very much  What we were told by 

the communists was not true.  Many Czechs still do not understand because they have not met 

Americans.  What music do you like?” 

Ken:  “I like many types of music.” 

Me:  “Me, too, but I listen to a lot of big band.” 

Man:  “Big band?  Who do you listen to?” 

Me:  “Glen Miller, the Dorsey Brothers, Les Brown….pretty much all of them.” 

Man:  “I know those well.  My favorite music is American swing.  During communist times my 

orchestra was not allowed to play that music.  We could play only national songs……Czech 

music….some classical.  They would not allow us play swing music.” 

 

This conversation of music history and tastes continued for most of the remainder of our time on the 

train.  As we approached our stop, the man changed the subject. 



 

Man:  “Do you like beer?  You must try the Czech Budweiser.  It is the first Budweiser and much 

better than the American.  You see, middle of 1800’s someone stole the beer formula from the Czech 

factory and took it to America where they………”   

 

 
 



 
 

 


