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On my first trip to Germany, I took my time going to Germany. The main problem was that there was a 

major soccer match that immediately preceded the conference I was trying to attend, and I couldn’t find 

a place to stay. Instead, I stayed just across the border in Salzburg, Austria, for a few days, until the 

soccer match was over, and people went back to wherever they were from. Except I didn’t go back. I 

went to Germany. While I was waiting, I roamed Salzburg. Salzburg is the best place in the world (so far) 

to do jetlag, if one has to do jetlag. I fantasize about having the wealth in time and money to do my 

traveling by ship, but I’m not there yet, and if current trends continue… Well, back to Salzburg. 
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I’ve been asked from time to time what the best way to get over jetlag is. I’m sure there isn’t a 

miraculous cure, or we’d all know what it is by now. Reprogramming the brain is important, by means of 

natural light. I have to convince my brain that it’s time to be awake during the day and sleep at night, 

and the most effective way to do that, in my experience and according to research, is to go outside and 

have natural light. I do have my preferences. In Indonesia, Rachel takes me out for walks in Putussibau 

as soon as I can stand up after hitting the ground, but the equatorial sun in what feels like the middle of 

the night is upsetting—in a necessary way, I’m sure. Completely turning over day and night is the 

definition of an upset. Salzburg was nice because there was plenty of natural light, but filtered through 

more and less cloud cover, which kept the light from being upsetting. 
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There are also good places to walk in Salzburg, which are easy to find one’s way to, along, and from, 

while not thinking as clearly as might be desired. The train station (Hauptbahnhof—the most important 

German word to know when navigating in German-speaking parts of the world), the river (Salzach), and 

the local berg park (Kapuzinerberg) form a sort of triangle. Provided I didn’t cross the hill, the river, or 

the tracks, I couldn’t be too lost. I walked in the park on the Kapuzinerberg several times; it has a view of 

larger alps and the city and the river. 
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One of the problems of roaming around when jetlagged, and then not writing stuff down until after the 

fact, is that I don’t always remember what my pictures are about; I think I take particularly interesting 

pictures when I’m mentally out to lunch, but believing the pictures are interesting doesn’t seem to 

improve memory. I think this is part of “Caldera,” by Tony Cragg. If not, “Caldera” shares similar lines 

with this sculpture. Salzburg has a lot of interesting art in public spaces. I could take in a lot of art 

without being indoors in a museum. 
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Eventually, I did cross the river. It took me about four days to do what Fräulein Maria did in a few 

minutes in The Sound of Music, and with seven children in tow. It’s a superhero movie, but for whatever 

reason, she’s never been included in The Fantastic Four franchises of comic books, movies, and action 

figures; The Fantastic Five doesn’t sound so bad. I schlepped up the hill to tour the Hohensalzburg 

Castle, the main fortress built for defense of Salzburg, and the salt mines for which the city is named. 

The salt mines in Salzburg are not open for casual wall-lickers, so I had to take a train around the 

mountain to visit the mine that’s open in Germany—same salt deposit (incidentally, one doesn’t go over 

the mountains to Germany; one goes around, and the von Trapps took a train to Italy because if they’d 

gone over the mountains, they would have ended up in Berchtesgaden, which is now a national park 

and was Hitler’s playground during World War II). The main claim to fame for the Hohensalzburg Castle 

is that it was never taken by any hostile force. The problem with that claim is that the castle was never 

seriously assaulted. It was besieged once, during the German Peasants’ War (some of the peasants took 

the Protestant Reformation as an opportunity to try to throw off all kinds of tyranny). The farmers and 

townspeople didn’t have the artillery necessary to breach the walls. And the castle was surrendered 

without a fight during one of the Napoleonic Wars, in 1800. Never taken, but never seriously attacked 

and never seriously defended—it helps to know all sides of the story. 
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Thanks to its never having been used as a fortress, really, the Hohensalzburg Castle is in mint condition. 

Unlike many of the fortresses and cathedrals in Europe, which are built and rebuilt on layers upon layers 

of ruins of places that were overrun in the many wars, this castle has been well maintained throughout 

its existence. I could walk around and look at the various stages of construction horizontally, as the 

castle was expanded over the years—it was under construction from the 1000’s to the 1600s, for various 

reasons: more living space, more storage space for munitions, more towers, etc. 
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To top it all off, Salzburg has an amazing soundscape. I’ve seen The Sound of Music any number of times 

and listened to and played a lot of Mozart’s music (that’s his birthplace, below), so nearly anywhere I 

went triggered pleasant, rather than annoying, ear worms. Salzburg also capitalizes on its reputation as 

the center of the musical world, and there are street musicians here and there, and public performances 

in any large open space, indoor and outdoor, every evening. Then there are the church bells. The bells 

toll every fifteen minutes, and because they are not all set according to International Atomic Time, 

they’re enough out of synchronization that there are only a few minutes in any given hour when a bell 

isn’t tolling. The constant tintinnabulation helped keep me awake during the day, until I was so wiped 

out that I slept through them at night. Job done, jet lag overcome, and on to Germany. 

 

 

 

 

 


