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Red Bags Along Three Rivers 
 
#9.  Red Bags and Dreary Skies 
 
If there was ever a city that didn’t take itself too seriously, it would be Bratislava.   Business appears 
brisk at the numerous street cafe’s. Walls have been set aside so graffiti artists can practice their 
craft.  Signage….in English, no less…..offers to solve at least some of your problems through food 
and drink, while other signs point the truly alien visitor to the UFO parking lot.  The city is home to a 
collection of whimsical statues such as the beaming little man who permanently doffs his top hat to 
strangers and a Napoleonic soldier casually eavesdropping on anyone having a conversation at one 
of the benches in the town square.  But the most popular sculpture by far is the workman emerging 
from a manhole….well, more like lollygagging….as he admires the passing ladies.  It's all very 
lighthearted.  Lines form of visitors waiting to have their picture taken with the workman, his bronze 
helmet polished from the rubbing of so many hands.  On any given evening, the city’s entire 
population seems to empty out of their homes and casually stroll along central Bratislava’s car free 
streets.  It's all so pleasant and everyone seems to be having a good time.  While many cities seem to 
tolerate you, Bratislava embraces you.  Honestly, I could live here. 
 
It promised to be a warm, sunny day when we reluctantly left Bratislava.  Actually, it became quite hot 
and would remain that way through the rest of our ride in southern Slovakia, the heat chasing us into 
whatever roadside accommodation we happened upon that offered air conditioning and a cold 
beverage.    
 
Days later and as if on cue, crossing the border into Hungary seemed to bring a change in the 
weather.  The temperature dropped and clouds began to gather, eventually producing a steady 
rain.  It appeared our uncanny string of good weather days had come to an end.   For the first time in 
nearly three weeks we would have to resort to rain gear to keep ourselves and our gear dry……or at 
least less wet.  Certainly nothing to complain about.  
 
For much of its way, the Danube River follows a generally west to east orientation.  This all changes 
in Hungary.  Almost without warning, the Danube makes a sharp turn to the right and begins to follow 
a course almost due south.  This abrupt change in direction has largely defied scientific explanation, 
though the most accepted current theory is it was caused by the eruption of a massive volcano some 
fifteen million years ago.  Volcanoes seem to get blamed for everything from chilly summers to the 
eradication of dinosaurs.  But if this is the case, that Miocene blast created what ultimately became 
known as the Danube Bend and is considered one of the most scenic stretches of the river.  Hard for 
me to say as most of it was behind a blanket of clouds.  
 
 



 



 
 

 


