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Red Bags Along Three Rivers 
 
#7.  Red Bags and White Steam 
 
The large man was unyielding, standing firm with his arms crossed over his chest.  To emphasize his 
determination, he moved his head from side to side with exaggerated motions.  He couldn’t speak 
English and we couldn’t speak Czech, but the message was clear….we were in a jam.  
 
Before we continue with this little drama, let’s back up a bit.  It had been an incredible tour through 
the Czech Republic.  We had cycled through large, bustling cities and quaint farming villages.  We 
had ridden among thirteenth century castles, eighteenth century chateaus and a twentieth century 
nuclear power plant.  Granted that last one wasn’t particularly scenic, but it was interesting in its own 
way.  We discovered the Czech Republic is packed full of wonder for the traveling cyclist.  In addition, 
the superb weather continued to hold.  Every day offered ideal riding weather with no hint that would 
change anytime soon. 
 
Our rides along the Elbe and Vltava behind us, it was now time to proceed along the last of our three 
river journey.  We purchased tickets in Ceske Budejovice for a direct train to Linz, Austria, where we 
would begin riding the Danube.  The smiling, English speaking ticket agent explained that an extra 
fee was required for our bicycles, but it was really quite reasonable.  Conveniently, the bicycles would 
be hung from hooks near our seating in the passenger carriage.  Just roll our bikes from the train in 
Linz and off we go.  It would all be very easy. 
 
At least it should have been that easy.  We hadn’t travelled a quarter of the distance to Linz when the 
conductor informed all the passengers to prepare to leave the train at an upcoming, small, remote 
station.  Due to ongoing work on the tracks, the train could not continue all the way to Linz.  Train 
passengers would board two buses for the remainder of the trip. 
 
Which brings us back to the defiant man standing in our way.  He was the senior bus driver and 
determined that we would not be putting our bicycles on either of the buses.  We tried to reason with 
him, but he would have none of it.  We showed him our train tickets which clearly indicated in his 
language that we had paid extra for carriage of ourselves …..with our bicycles…..all the way to 
Linz.  He was unmoved.  We tried anger…..which came quite easily……but still he stood firm.  We 
pleaded with him….he didn’t budge.  I’m pretty sure the other passengers who had already boarded 
the buses were watching, anxious to get moving but thoroughly entertained by the theatrics taking 
place just a few feet outside their windows. But now we had come to a standstill.  The ogre wasn’t 
relenting and after going through the cycle of reason, anger and shameless begging, we quite frankly 
didn’t know what else to do.  Perhaps we could take a taxi but that didn’t seem likely.  Even if we 
could find a cab in this out of the way place, the fare to Linz would have been enormous. 
 
There is no telling what motivated the driver to do what he did next. It came sudden during this lull in 
our squabble.  He angrily threw up his hands and motioned for us to follow him to the other 
bus.  Raising the doors to the cargo bay, he indicated for us to put our bikes inside.  The bay had a 



surplus of space even with our bicycles and the luggage of other passengers. This almost made me 
angrier since it was proof positive there was no point behind the angst we had just been through. 
Perhaps the intractable bus driver was bucking for a bribe but gave up the ghost when he saw one 
wasn’t forthcoming. Perhaps the notion dawned we may lodge a complaint with the railroad that hired 
him.  Perhaps he was suddenly struck by a twinge of humanitarian conscience.  I don’t know what 
inspired his change of heart, but we were now making pretty good time on our way to Linz. 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 


