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The Danube. It carries the memories of Europe, its thoughts, desires and dreams. For a 

long time, if you looked up the river, you were looking into the future, if you looked down, 

into the past. The river can take you to far-off places, all the way across Europe, but it will 

always bring you back again, to one of its many ports. The Danube has seen its share of 

blood. What has this mother of all European rivers not been made to suffer? Yet the river 

is headstrong and unpredictable and will impose its will on its bedfellows. Brooding, 

melancholy, its banks sparsely populated for some of its stretches, in others exuberant 

and pulsing with life. Europe floats on the Danube. 

    

River Kilometre 1333: River Kilometre 1333: River Kilometre 1333: River Kilometre 1333: Vukovar is located on the right-hand bank, Serbia on the left. The 

cityscape one enormous crusty wound. Scars that will perhaps never go away, even when 

the gutted buildings are one day pulled down or rebuilt. Whenever this society goes 

through a patch of rough weather, they will itch and ache. In the city, you hear echoes of 

the war the moment you strike up a conversation with one of the locals. They smile, if at 

all, shyly and with great diffidence. An elderly man tells me a long story as we stand in 

the shadow of a tree. He keeps on pointing to the other side of the Danube with his right 

hand. At some point I take my leave of him and walk back to the boat. Across from the 

stage, more poignant even as a memento mori than the ruinous buildings I am 

surrounded by, is the charred skeleton of what probably was a linden tree. Apparently it 

had been under continuous fire for days before finally going up in flames. 

    

River Kilometre 953River Kilometre 953River Kilometre 953River Kilometre 953: Orsova in the early morning, the day after the concert. Some elders, 

who grew up in Orsova, a town that was submerged entirely when an upstream dam 

burst in 1972, claim they do not remember ever having seen so many people voluntarily 

gather in one spot as had been the case for our concert. We will weigh anchor in half an 

hour’s time and sail through the last locks of the Danube. We are now at the so-called 

”Iron Gate“, a name reminiscent perhaps of the great courage and exertion it used to 

take to navigate these gorges, which are studded with rocky outcrops and treacherous 

shoals. We are still above the dam; the Danube is now a large lake seamed on either side 

by wooded mountains; it’s like a fjord. 

    

River Kilometre 860: River Kilometre 860: River Kilometre 860: River Kilometre 860: From this point, the Danube, having finally broken free, moves 

unhindered through a landscape that is getting ever flatter. The river in turn is getting 

wider, dotted on either side with bathing beaches and with idylls that look familiar from 

the paintings of the romantic period: in the shallow water of the bays there are cattle, in 

the distance horse-drawn carts loaded with hay; fishing boats lie moored to the banks. 

The two banks are endlessly far apart. Having passed through many locks and regulated 

stretches, the river has rid itself of its yoke for good and after the latest feat of carving its 

way through the Carpathian Bow, it is noticeably at peace with itself and the world. 
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River Kilometre 750 River Kilometre 750 River Kilometre 750 River Kilometre 750 passes by. We have now travelled approximately 2500 kilometres. 

The Danube has female contours, a female soul. Its depths are unfathomable, its flow 

direction must often be divined; it is all but indiscernible beneath its mirror-like surface 

that reflects every thought, every image, every emotion and even casts the observer back 

on himself. This is an unapproachable world, hemmed in by uprooted trees that each 

have a story to tell. All movement has ground to a halt, like at the end of a pendulum 

swing, before the next movement sets in, the next tide, the next flood, the next romance, 

the next passionate overflow. Again and again there are islands – which will have ceased 

to exist this time next year, having given way to new ones. 

    

River Kilometre 0River Kilometre 0River Kilometre 0River Kilometre 0, the lighthouse of Sulina. By now the lighthouse is 12 kilometres inland 

from the sea. Before the Danube was put in a straightjacket of dams, Europe grew by as 

much as one kilometre annually; the present regime has reduced this to 30 centimetres. 

We sail down the clearway to kilometre -12. There we stop the engine and drop anchor 

off a short stretch of beach next to another lighthouse: the Black Sea. Horizon of dreams. 

Turning point. The starting point of the return journey or a new beginning? 

 

Hubert von Goisern lives in Salzburg and is a musician. This is an excerpt from the log 

documenting his Linz Europe Tour East for Linz09. 
 


