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On The Way
AP R I L 11, 2003
12:12 PM

Five years ago I quit my job to travel around the United States and then go to
Europe. A near-fatal accident stopped me from leaving for Europe, but I wonder if a
part of me was afraid to leave these coasts and travel by foot  without a car to places
where I would not know the culture or the language. I think this is why I made the
point to visit Canada and Mexico as well as frequent every single state in the United
States before making the move to visit another continent.

I still feel that fear, even when I have the strong and intelligent John with me. He
says he knows some German, so we should be fine in Austria and Germany. I have to
look up phrases on other languages so we can show that we’re TRYING to be respect-
ful, if others are willing to help.

05-09-03 
2:59 PM CST

Hi. I’m sitting at O’Hare Airport
and we just went through customs and I
was held back because there was metal
either in my shoes or my in my watch.
Either way, I’m out, and we didn’t have
to go through the second checkpoint,
because we already have seats, and so we had a beer at a Chili’s place (a place generi-
cized even MORE than the original stupid chain), we each were drinking Killian’s, and
then we looked at the clock and we thought we had to get on the plane on twenty min-
utes, so we chugged out beers and paid our tab and booked to the (well, we booked,
then stopped that the bathrooms, THEN booked) to our gate. That’s when we noticed
the plane was delayed 40 to 45 minutes. 

So here I write.
You know, I didn’t feel anything about this trip before I left, I didn’t put any thought

into leaving the continent, I mean Hell, I had been to eve ry state, Even the ones that
a re n’t continental, but  I’m always worrying now... About life, of our jobs and the future ,
or our home, or moving, or my future work as a singer or as a performance artist, so my
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mind has been other places, and I can never get my
mind out the rut it’s in now, but once I got here, that’s
when it hit me. I was going through customs, and I
needed my passport - for the first time in my life. I
h a ve had this Go d - Damned passport for eight ye a r s
and this is the first time I have really needed it.

I remember after getting out of the hospital,
when everyone moved me out of my home because I
lost my home just after I almost lost my life, and I
wanted to know where my passport was. THIS WAS
IMPORTANT TO ME, I know I could get another
one, but I wanted THIS ONE, I wanted to have
something of my life back, I wanted to have this lit-
tle pamphlet that meant I was an American and I

could go wherever the Hell I wanted.
I wanted that back.

But either way, I’m sitting here Indian style near
one of the only outlets in this terminal so I could write,
and I wanted to say that this was when it hit me. I’m
leaving everything I’ve ever known here. I’m leaving
my language, I’m leaving my culture.

I’ll  be back. But right now, I’m leaving.
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AustriaAUSTRIA

INTRODUCTION

Getting this choice for our first week of stay, I got nervous. “Austria? W h a t’s t h e re? ”
If I wanted to walk on tops of mountains where The Sound of Mu s i c was filmed, I’d be
thrilled, but alas, there had to be something e l s e... We had to do a little searching, and
John found out that Mo z a rt was born in Salzburg, where we are flying to. T h e re are park s
and museums for Mo z a rt, and I have n’t mentioned that of any classical music Mo z a rt is
by far my favorite and that I have copies of Mo z a rt’s The Dissonant on compact disc in
d i f f e rent rooms in my house, in my house and in my car. John found out there was a din-
ner concert place in Austria, and we could go for dinner and also hear Mo z a rt. I have to
see if there are other places that have Mo z a rt performances as well, and we’ll make our
rounds and I’ll ove rdose in Mo z a rt before we leave Au s t r i a .

John knows a little German, and we should be able to scrape by in Austria, Ge r m a n y
and Sw i t zerland on what little he knows. That and we have translations of basic phrases
in assorted languages to try to cover ourselves, like “W h e re is the toilet?” (because the
toilet in separate from the showe r, so you can’t just ask for a washroom), “We do not
speak (the language),” “We speak English,” “I am a vegetarian,” “Do you have an
English menu,” or “W h e re is the (correct) train station?” Hopefully we’ll be able to pull
this first week off and learn details about eve rything before we leave for it...
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SalzburgSALZBURG

05-10-03 
3:30 PM (7 HOURS LATER THAN HOME)

Since the airport, we flew for 8 hours to Frankfurt, then had
a one hour layover, then proceeded to fly to Salzburg, Austria.
When I went through O’Hare Airport in I figured they’d search
through all of my luggage and ask me a string of questions, you
know, questions like, “Are any of the items in your luggage not your own,” or “Did any-
one ask you to carry anything on board with you,” or “Have you ever left your luggage
alone since you have been at the airport,” or “Are you in possession of firearms, con-
traband or fireworks,” or something. But Everything was fine, they didn’t even bother
to stamp my passport when I got through so I had to go back and ask for a Salzburg
Austria stamp; they were even surprised I didn’t get a stamp from Frankfurt Germany,
but no one seemed interested in stamping people’s passports there...

I never really even had the chance to think about difference in airports. John com-
mented that he was surprised when he went to Ha w a i i’s airport, because there was so
much open air, but what was different about the airport at Salzburg? Well, we had to
take a bus to the terminal, and that is not something your normally see in airports in the
United States. And I guess we we re surprised the the lax attention paid to security and
customs in the airport; I have always heard that in the past the United States was far too
lax in its security measures at airports, but I wonder if the United States, comparative l y
speaking, is ove r l y cautious. No one in Germany or Austria scanned my bags, no one
scanned our bodies for metal for we a p o n ry, no one asked us a barrage of inane questions.

Maybe they figure the United States took care of all that crap before we got on the
plane, and maybe they’ll be hard on us on our way home.

When we got out the airport at Salzburg, we thought that instead of heading straight
to Bad Gastein we should visit all of the museums, statues and artifacts from Wo l f g a n g
Amadeus Mo z a rt (born in Salzburg). I couldn’t tell you how many pieces of art work I
saw and how many sculptures and how many statues of Mo z a rt I saw, but trust me,
Salzburg us re a l l y pushing the Mo z a rt thing for all it’s worth. We didn’t bother to tour the
houses that we re up in his honor, and we didn’t bother to see where he was born.

You’d think it’s weird of me to want to see Mozart memorabilia, but I have to
explain that I usually listen to Classical on the radio whenever I’m in the car (instead
of pop or rock or alternative or urban or news, or even NPR), but I made a point to
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make a CD of the music of Mozart in CD qual-
ity format at my car stereo, at my bedroom for
the DVD, and even at my computer and on my
laptop so I can listen to him while I work dur-
ing the day (I can even listen to Mozart right
now on my laptop computer, writing this...).

You know, I saw Mozart liqueur in round
bottles, I got the impression that is was choco-
late flavored, but the thing we thought was most
funny was that they sold (right at the counter, in
a point of purchase display) tiny to-go bottles of Mozart
liqueur “shots.” We laughed, John said that we could
buy three Mozart shots and a flask of vodka and make
a martini, or that it would be fun to just say that we
did “shots of Mozart,” but...

I saw in Salzburg a lot of re f e rences to “Sa l z b u r g e r”
at little diner signs, and I thought it was a quaint re f e r-
ence to burgers from Salzburg, but John told me that
in German that just mean that it was a re f e rence to
being f ro m Salzburg. I thought about that a moment
and asked, “Does that mean Mo z a rt was a Sa l z b u r g e r ? ” ,
and although it sounded a bit funny, John said ye s .

The nice thing about seeing Mo z a rt memorabilia
and seeing Salzburg, though, was the fact that we now
h a ve a digital camera, which adjusts for the
amount of light it sees necessary and adjust
a flash accord i n g l y. So I was able to say,
“ He y, I like how that one fountain works as
a sun dial—” and then I’d photograph it. It
is nice to have a re c o rd of eve rything that
goes on eve ry w h e re else.

I tried to nap in the train ride fro m
Salzburg to Bad Gastein, where out hotel
was, but I think I slept in two minute bursts,
because there we re a t o n of stops betwe e n
the two locations. It was novel to use that
camera again, even from inside the train.
T h e re we re mountains off in the distance,
and I was able to capture them on film.

Seeing sights like this make for a good
transition to a week in Bad Ga s t e i n .
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Bad GasteinBAD GASTEIN

05-10-03 
7:40 PM IN AU S T R I A

I’ve seen rolling hills. I’ve seen the
crusts and valleys of Utah’s National Parks.
But it still blows you away when you walk
from the train station to see your hotel nes-
tles with other beautifully painted build-
ings with trees at the bottom of a dip where
d i f f e rent mountains, and some snow -
capped, appear all around the horizon.

We’ve walked around through much of the day, been to a meeting with staff about
what this hotel offers, and received offers from a few locations already. If we can keep
out ignorance of German (or a more Austrian dialect) to a minimum to the locals who
don’t know English, we’ll be in luck.

---

I ’ve been stressed with work in
the past six months and unable to
s l e e p, maybe I need a little tailoring
like this (We’ve been given a quality
map of Austria and a bottle of white
wine in our first day.) to get me back
on my feet. 
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0 5 - 1 1 - 0 2
9:45 AM

Yesterday was an interesting day.
We arrived in town ye s t e rday afternoon

and the room was available for us for the
week. And I am used to traveling in
America at small hotels, and most of them
come with a television (and most often
cable, because us Americans obsess ove r
possessing a multitude of our entert a i n m e n t
options) but no re f r i g e r a t o r, and I was
i m p ressed to have a place with a stove (elec-
tric, so it looks phenomenal in the kitchen
h e re), a microw a ve and a re f r i g e r a t o r, as we l l
as king-sized bed (the equivalent of two
large twin-sized beds together), 1.5 baths
and two foldaway twin-sized beds in the liv-
ing room. They offered us a bottle of wine (chilled and white, it was a “Kabinett
Selektion,” and because at their welcome meeting we mentioned it was our first time in
Austria or Eu rope, they gave us a nice map of Austria (which we may consider framing).

This place is not like a normal hotel, it is a more resort-like and they have addi-
tional amenities and a staff to make sure we have a good stay here. Someone in charge
of making sure we have a nice stay, and they even offered to give us a drive to the gro-
cery store because I’m a vegetarian and there aren’t too many options for food in this
meat-eating section of countries on the globe. The hotel had a pool and sauna, but they
even have a bowling alley.

Happy Mother’s Day. We sent two glass vases of silk flowers in clear resin (to look
like water) to our mothers to arrive while we’re out of town. But the restaurant down-
stairs (that has an outdoor area) is playing very Austrian music and singing for Mother’s
Day. John woke up and asked if these people don’t sleep, but it’s already 10:40 in the
morning now, so I suppose we shouldn’t complain. Stores close up here at 5:00 in the
evening, and I don’t know how many people hang out in what few bars there are, so
people seem to have earlier nights here

Speaking of bars, we found a pizza/bar place that made a small Margherita pizza for
a round 6 C= (Eu ros), which is easily under $10 American, so I was pleased. Had a few
bottles of Ed e l weiss, took pictures of statues and waterfalls at night with cool lighting,
and got to bed a little after midnight.

Which would have been fine, but I woke up with a stuffed nose at 3:30 un the
morning in Austria, but I got back to sleep. John stayed up for a while and now his
neck is sore, but the bedroom seemed so light through the morning sun through the
window. I got up to rest at 9:30 this morning in the pull-out bed in the living room,
but instead I have been writing.
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0 5 - 1 2 - 0 3
11:50 AM

There are so many little details about this place that you just take for granted after
you’ve been here more than one day.

1. We noticed that the doors here are wider in half of the width of the door, and
the door, when sliding into the frame, only goes half way into the door frame. The lock
is in the thinner half of the door, and having a door styled like this avoids any light
coming from the next room from coming into your room.

2. The door hinges in this place are styled gorgeously (I know that sounds silly, I
don’t know if it’s like that everywhere or if it ’s just this place, but I actually noticed the
hinges because they were so well-styled). The piece of metal that sits at three spots along
the side of a door when closed is actually larger, gold colored, and have decorative
embellishments on each end of the hinge.

3. One thing I am forced to remember is that everything is on such a slant here,
there are so many hills and valleys in the mountainside, that john’s calves and my shins
are in pain from walking up and down the sharp inclines.

4. In this hotel room, which I think is styled more like an apartment you rent for
a week at a time, has no thermostat. If it’s warm, open a window for a breeze (that’s
your only choice). I guess people who work here control the temperature for you (hoe
nice of them). I guess this way they can monitor the overuse of heating or air condi-
tioning to save money...

5. There’s a Jacuzzi-styled pool here, with a large mushroom that apparently drops
water occasionally. I’d go into it, but the temperature is not American hot (ergo the
name “hot tub”), so I called it a “tepid tub” to John and have passed on going into it.

6. There’s a sauna, but you pay to go into it, and the image for it displayed in the
elevators shows a man and a woman both sitting in the sauna naked. Again, I’m pass-
ing on this one too...

7. Tipping is more like 10% for food, but you could round up above  ten percent
to make the Euro number even. And people serving drinks do not seem to expect much
of a tip at all (when we’re used to giving a dollar for every drink we get in the United
States). When we ordered two drinks and charged it, the bartender did not even leave
us an option for giving a tip.

8. I heard that maybe because there are different pollens here because of different
plants, we may be in luck with allergies this spring. Then I noticed that because of a
lack of rainfall (more common in the States), there a pools of yellow pollen all along
the sidewalks when you walk down the street.

9. Most people also know English, although minimally. There are English transla-
tions for menus, and people in stores will catch your difficulty in ordering or talking in
stores and will revert to English to help you.

John wanted Ib u p rofen for a headache, but it doesn’t exist in two places we hoped to
find it. John ended up purchasing “d o l o f o rt,” and then asked the person behind the
counter in English about Ib u p rofen, and she said that Ib u p rofen is an American term, but
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d o l o f o rt is the same drug as what’s in Ib u p rofen, so this should be fine. The drug dosage
is also twice what they sell in the States, so he’ll only need to take one pill instead of two.

10. The radio still plays American music, although Austrians may not know the
language so well. John was surprised; he thought there would be German translations
of the songs so people could hear songs in their own language. I asked him why they
played American songs, and he said that it was because Americans had money. That
people want that. 

Then I thought that some countries hate us, in part because we know how to make
money and get ahead, like most apparently want, but I try not to understand their
hatred when we have what they want.

11. Mountains are so much higher than anything I’ve seen in any of the United
States. Your legs are in pain from just walking around the street here, because every-
thing is on such an incline, and the mountains just past this downtown area take over
a good portion of the sky.

12. Clocks are on 24 hour time, so the PM does not exist on a clock, so you have to
gets used to the change and be able to translate what time 22:14 is.

13. Shopping carts in grocery stores (at least the one we went to) are not locked to
go straight, so a cart, when pushed, can turn in any direction. When the stores are so
cramped and the aisles are so narrow, it’s explainable that the carts can turn at any
moment - because they have to.

14. Gorgeous cars and names
are all over on the road. I’ve taken
a few photographs of cars, but Alfa
Romeos, Opels, Lancias, Fi a t s ,
Pugeots and other excellent names
for cars you don’t see in the States
are here. When we were walking
today, I saw a strip of parked cars
including an Audi, a Mercedes, a
BMW, a Rover, and I said, “Wow,
this must be where all the expen-
sive cars park,” and John said,
“These aren’t expensive.” Then we
commented that the price for
some cars are jacked up for the
United States.

15. There is so much color in
the buildings in this town. This
may be the case for everywhere in
Europe, I don’t know, but I can
walk down the street and see a yel-
low building, with an orange building near it, as well as a lime green building, a white
one, or a brick one. I tried to take a few pictures of it, but it is a beautiful thing to see
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when you’re not used to seeing that
kind of variety in buildings.

I know there are other things, but
I haven’t kept track of them. Just trust
me, there are things that are different.

It’s hard to order food here when
yo u’re a vegetarian and you don’t
know the language. We asked if there
was any meat in the cream of garlic
coup (I know that’s a strange ques-
tion, but in America a lot of soups use
a base of a meat or chicken stock, like
French Onion Soup, which a vegetar-
ian would avoid), but the non-
English speaking waitress said there
was no meat in it, so we ordered it.
When the waitress left, knowing she
may not have understood the refer-
ence to animal products in the soup
stock, I asked John to taste the soup
first to see if he could taste any meat
traces in the soup. John then said they

probably just use butter, cream, and garlic. That one kind of surprised me, because
Americans wouldn’t use something so pure, heavy, or rich in fat or calories, to make a
soup, but trust me, the soup was good when we had it.

The one thing I’ve been safe with ordering for food, however, is pizza. I know, You
get that in the States, but you know what’s in it when you order it, and the price real-
ly isn’t bad to have a little pizza brought to your table. I even had a cheeseless pizza yes-
terday for lunch, the crust was lighter than a cracker and it just had pizza sauce and
spices on it, and it was pretty good.

Oh, and you don’t take your food home with you; that is considered very rude. So
when we ordered, we’d have to stuff our faces because we couldn’t take food with us and
we wanted to save our money and eat all we could so we’d go out to eat less often.

When we we re looking at the sky last night from our balcony, I joked that “w ow,
they have stars h e re t o o...”, but then I said that although things are different here, on a
fundamental level things are still the same. No matter where you go, people still behave
the same way, there are still regular  meals, and the stars still shine down upon us at
night. Things are still beautiful; it doesn’t matter where you are when yo u’re looking out
at the stars and the mountains at night, with a nice bre eze in the perfect we a t h e r. T h i n g s
may seem a little different, but their similarities bind all parts of the world together.

E X A RO V E R S U S

387



9:22 PM (or 21:22, as the clocks say in Bad Ga s t e i n )

Last night we we re in a bar (playing American music), and a song played that I
thought I re c o g n i zed, and I said, “This song sounds familiar. I don’t know if I’ve heard it.”

John replied, “It’s Bob Di l l o n . ”
I was a bit stunned. “Oh,” I said, “I thought this was someone in Ge r m a n . ”
John laughed his ass off at this, because it was a song I should have known, All Al o n g

The Wa t c h t owe r.
When he started laughing, I said, “Well, it was a voice that sounded unre c o g n i z-

able to me...” 
Which made him laugh more .

We went to a bar tonight where eve ry-
one spoke German, and I was standing near
the doorway reading the list of types of
foods they offered. Well, the door opened,
right near me and I had to back up, and a
d runk old Austrian man came in and start-
ed talking to me, because apparently I was
s o rt of in his way. So he started asking me
one word questions, in German, and I had
n o idea what he was saying, and I didn’t
k n ow how to respond. John was sitting
right there, and he couldn’t understand a
single word this old man said, so I’d try to
think of a single word to say that might help
him understand what I was doing there, a n d
I don’t know Ge rman, all that was going
t h rough my head we re Spanish phra s e s , so I’d
t ry to say something in English and he’d
respond with another single-word ques-
tion/sentence, and he’d say it repeatedly to
me, and I’d look over at John with no idea
of what to do, so I’d try to say something in English, then re p e a t it in English (like that
helps) as I was making an effort to sit down. I think once I was seated next to John he
d i d n’t push for a conversation, but within one minute the bartender (who might have
been a manager or an ow n e r, I don’t know), told him in German that he had to go, and
it sounded like he repeatedly commanded him to leave as he walked the drunk Au s t r i a n
out of the bar.

John tried to say  “It’s okay,” to him in German (Das ist inord n u n g , to be exact), but
the bartender was probably just trying to get the drunk man who couldn’t say one word
c o h e s i vely in German our of the bar.
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0 5 - 1 3 - 0 3
10:05 PM

I ’m tired, but we went to the Gastein Cu r a t i ve Tunnel today - a place in the moun-
tainside where the air temperature go to about 100 degrees, and there was a huge
amount of Radon in the air (the hopefully give re j u venating, healing pro p e rties and
energy), but also had a humidity level of about 75%.

Much better than the Tepid Tub they have here for a hot tub.
I also noted afterw a rd when we went for beer that beer here, even the same kinds of

beer as you find in the States (like Franziskaner Weisse beer) just t a s t e s b e t t e r, pro b a b l y
because it is actually a more recent brew, and because the beer producers didn’t have to
put a small amount of Fo r m a l d e h yde in it to keep it in good condition (or else add some
extra hops as a pre s e rva t i ve which makes the beer more bitter - and I don’t like bitter
beer). It is much better when it is new and without the chemical, thank you ve ry much.

We looked for mini pizza cutters today at the grocery store, because we saw them
at two restaurants here, and then someone at a restaurant told us that you can only but
it through a specialty store only for restaurants (which bugs me; I liked little pizza cut-
ters for the table).

And pizza seems to be the only thing we have eaten when we have eaten out. No,
it’s not that we’re trying to grasp onto something from our American lives, it’s that
when I, as a vegetarian, try to find something on a menu that I know has no meat in
it, it is really safe to go with pizza, where you choose your own toppings. Besides, they
are surprisingly less expensive than other meals, so we can have a small home-made
pizza and not have leftovers for a meal. They also usually have them at bars, and when
we’re so interested in drinking good beer (the weisse beers are so much better here than
in the States), it’s handy to have food we can eat too.

We’ve been walking a few days now throughout Bad Gastein, and I have loved the
fact that there is moss everywhere along the rocks that we pass. It’s nice to see that here;

you usually don’t see moss so
abundant eve ry w h e re. We’ve
seen a different kind of moss all
over the place in the Washington
State rainforests we visited, but it
is nice to see it along paths near
roads in a town, and it’s cool to
see moss growing out of all of
the cracks in bricks that have
been laid near the paths.

I have to go, but I’ll tell yo u
m o re about the Ga s t e i n
Cu r a t i ve Tunnel trip later -
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0 5 - 1 4 - 0 3
6:58 AM

Let me tell you about the Gastein
Curative Tunnel. Originally used to
mine for gold, this area in the “Hohe
Tauern” mountains, and later at the
“Radhousberg.” In one section, there
was extreme heat (98 to 120 degrees,
depending on where they were in the
tunnel), coupled with humidity
(once again 75 to 95 perc e n t ,
depending on where you were in the tunnel). They also found that rheumatic problems
were getting better when there and that they had more energy - they later found that
there was Radon in the air in this region, and staying in the tunnel for certain lengths
of time helped their ailments, because the Radon in the air helped make their body heal
itself faster. People today use this tunnel for curing assorted ailments, and although they
may return in later months, they stay in the tunnels for less time because the body
remembered how to heal itself from its previous stay in the tunnels.

So we went to the tunnels ye s-
t e rd a y, wore a swimsuit and staye d
in them for 45 minutes in silence
with other attendants. Fro m
b reathing training, I tried to take
deep long breaths as I lay in the
tunnel for the 45 minutes to get all
the air I could and soak in as much
Radon as possible in the time I was
t h e re. I saw someone opening and
closing their hands while they we re
laying on a cot, and it made me
wonder if it would help my hands
f rom typing so much on the com-
p u t e r. John noted that although we
drank a few bottles of water and
we re d r i p p i n g wet when we we re done, he wasn’t tired from the heat (as he would expect
he would be), which may have been because of the amount of Radon in the air.

There was only one other English-speaking couple there, and the man talked very
loudly (very American sounding to be that loud, was my opinion). And there was one
other gentleman there who spoke English as well as German, asking us about where we
were from and what our plans were. When I explained to him that Austria was our first
stop and we are taking the train to Germany, Italy (through Venice), Paris, Amsterdam,
Luxembourg and Switzerland, he was stunned and couldn’t believe we were doing so
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much in such a short time (he thought two months was more realistic than doing that
all in two weeks, but we Americans don’t get that much vacation time). We then talked
about 37 hour work weeks in Europe and Germany, and that people usually had 6
weeks vacation time every year. We thought that John having 4 weeks a year in America
was good, but it’s not as relaxing as Europe, I suppose... He also suggested hiking walks
to go on, which we may do, if we have the time before we leave Austria.

It was nice to hear someone talking about our trip like this; it reminds me of when
I traveled around the United States and people were interested in plans and where were
were going. This is the first time someone has asked about there plans of ours, and this
man was nice enough to comment on places to go and things to do while we traveled.

John also wanted to climb to the
top of one of the Alps today (so we
we re planning the hike), but when I
walked out onto the balcony, I saw
that it was snowing. It wasn’t t o o c o l d ;
it seemed to almost be a combination
of snow and hail and the snow seemed
to fall in thick icy patches. We’re fear-
ing the Alps hike today, so we may
take the train to go to Dachau in
Ge r m a n y. John is checking over the

schedule and I’m trying to eat my bread and yo g u rt for breakfast. 
I wonder if they stamp our passports when we get to another country. Well, we’ll

see how thing go, so wish us luck. 
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0 5 - 1 4 - 0 3
11:07 PM

My feet are so tired.

No, re a l l y, you have no idea.
We’ve walked everywhere, taking the
train from Bad Gastein to Salzburg,
then leaving Austria and going to
Munich, then going to Dachau, then
walking a few miles to the Dachau
Concentration Camp site, walking
through the site, then walking it all
back home, to the hills in our hotel.

I’m hoping I can put my feet in a
bath to make them feel better for
tomorrow, because I’m thinking we’re
going to the top of one of the Alps
tomorrow.

But we’ve tried to have a more
German-styled meal plan, and I didn’t
mean by having more beer than the average American, but I meant by having primari-
ly bread at breakfast. Though we’ve avoided coffee or tea, we’ve purchased bread from
the bakery and have had primarily that for breakfast for the past few days.

Taking the train to Germany was nice, though - John noticed, that unlike trains
either of us have been on in the States:

1. They have huge windows on each side of the train,
2. They are amazingly quiet trains,
3. They don’t use wood under the tracks (it might be concrete? We couldn’t tell),
4. There are private compartments in the cars, even if you don’t have reservation,

as long as they they’re all reserved,
5. They have a restaurant,
6. Someone walks around either with a cart of coffees to offer you or push a cart

of coffees around to offer you as you sit in your seat.

And in riding to Ge r m a n y, I noticed that eve ry small village had one church, with a
huge steeple. I wondered if it was there so people would be able to find the church easi-
l y, and John wondered if people had such a tall church to show the world how God looks
upon them so favo r a b l y, because they have such a large church to worship Him in. T h e
value of religion in communities is ve ry evident when you look at the history of these
a reas, which may make it obvious why they place such importance on their town churc h .

T H E O T H E R S I D E

392



0 5 - 1 5 - 0 3

Well, I think we’re supposed to be going to the top of an Alp today, because it is
no longer snowing hail, like it was yesterday. I’ll let you know how it goes.

10:20 PM

When walking home today, John noticed a radio station on a car tuned to 88.6,
and I thought I’d mention that Europe’s radio stations fall on even numbers, unlike
America’s radio stations. Interesting to see.

Almost as interesting as the fact that there are metal roofs throughout this town -
it’s cool to see decaying, or painted roofs that are made of metal (seeing a copper roof
is cool). You see how buildings and homes are put together, and you come to under-
stand why building are so old here and last so long here.

---

Noticed the pine trees here during our many walks, and the needles in all the tall
thin leaves are always drooping down. If trees had personalities, they looked very sad...

Oh, I learned that in some of these
countries that when eating, you should
l e a ve your hands above the table until yo u
a re done with your food. This was a tough
thing to remember to do, but when yo u’re
t rying to keep with the customs of the
c o u n t ry yo u’re in, you have to re m e m b e r
all these little details so yo u’re not looked at
as an outsider. I think it’s necessary to try
to do as much as possible to blend with
what people know; if you don’t, yo u’ll get
poor treatment because you couldn’t take
the time to understand their culture .
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0 5 - 1 6 - 0 3
9:43 AM

I’m exhausted.
We walked across town

and went to walk up a moun-
tain in the Alps, John said it
should be around two miles
from what he could tell on
the map, but you know, I was
thinking the path was two
miles, not that it was a four
or six mile distance. 

We walked on quote unquote trails, which we re really patches of grass that we re
d r i ven over once last ski season by a big truck (so we re still grassy), and we got to what
we thought was close to the end (the end of the ski lift was there, for one...). Then Jo h n
saw that it went up furt h e r, so since my shoes and socks we re soaking wet from the pud-
dles and mud we had to get around to get to that point, John went ahead to see how far
the path continued. He came back and said it was a similar path for probably another
30 minutes of walking, meaning that we we re only two thirds the way up the mountain.
Since it gets colder the higher up the mountain you go, and since there wasn’t a cloud
in the sky to hold any of the heat to the earth. I was really cold, but I knew that if I
backed down it would have been a disappointment to John. So after a minute I said we
should go, and we started walking. The path was much less visible that it was coming
up to that point, and it was more wet because any dew or frost had not evaporated. 

The shoes that I bought for this trip and I planned to bring really hurt my left foot
after the first time I tried to wear them, and my left foot didn’t get better for three days
after I “t e s t” wore them, so I didn’t bring the shoes I bought for this trip. The shoes I had
we re sneakers, but they we re thin cloth, and they we re old shoes with what little traction
they came with long re m oved from common we a r. So with the wind and the temperature
at this height at the mountainside, and with one layer covering the top of my feet in these
shoes, I was cold. And because we planned for a trip that would be warmer that it is in
America in Ma y, we didn’t bring heavy coats or gloves or hats or scarve s .

But either way, I said I’d follow, so we started walking, and as I said, the trail was
less evident and more wet. Then I looked after a turn in the path and saw that there was
a twenty foot wide pool of mud that you couldn’t avoid if you we re going to continue.
When I saw that and just stopped in my tracks. I knew I was already cold, and my feet
we re already soaked, but I was n o t going to walk through mud and have wet, muddy,
cold feet for the rest of the trip up - and all the way back down - the mountain.

I told him then I wasn’t going any further. He looked up and saw the mud and
totally agreed and said we’ll just turn around.

I got a second pair of shoes that we brought in the backpack (shoes with a bit of a
heel, but much more comfortable the wet cold old sneakers), and we started to head back.
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John said that he saw from a listing on a sign on the way back that we went about
one fourth the way up the mountain, that it plateaus in two different places, and that
there is another lift to get higher up the mountain - when the lifts are running (which
they weren’t).

Which made me feel even worse, because we didn’t get as far as I thought we were,
or as far as I thought we could have gone.

Because there was a sister hotel to the hotel we’re staying at in the mountain range,
we just took its road back down. Although it was a bit longer, it was a different view of
mountains and town. When we got the the bottom of the mountain, we saw that they
were doing construction work on the road, and the road was completely destroyed. It
was illegal to scale the ridge and cross the train tracks, and the construction workers
stopped as we walked back to the construction site and what should have been the road
but was now a large muddy hole. John asked if we could pass through the tunnel. They
told us there was room there and that we could cross.

I looked at the room, and it was filled with water. I said to John that I can switch the
shoes and wear the wet sneakers through the wet mud, and then he told me to take the
backpack (I didn’t know why), and he took the camera from around my neck, and he
made a gesture that he would carry me through it. I didn’t know if he could do it, and I
was s o surprised, but he was insistent, so I got on his shoulders and he started to carry me
though what was left of ground and water and mud through the tunnel to the other side,

w h e re there was road. Half way
he stopped, because we saw
something for a photo, but I
looked ahead and said I’d try it
with my heeled shoes, because I
think I can avoid the water and
mud enough.

I followed him out of the
c o n s t ruction area and we
walked on the road a bit more
and took a turn, and found
out that the road ended up lit-
erally next to our hotel (do we
d i d n’t have to go thro u g h
t own to get back from the
m o u n t a i n ) .

So I just got out of a bath to
warm myself up, and John just
did the same. I guess this was
our attempt to climb up one of
the mountains in the Alps... Bu t
at least we tried.
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05-17-03 (SAT U R D AY)
7:54 AM

Went to a bar last night, for our
last night in Bad Gastein. There was
a big bread bowl on the bar (do they
charge of this bread sitting out if you
want to eat it?). It’s funny, but here
foods do not carry a ton of preserva-
tives, so you can’t keep bread sitting
around \for a week or more and
expect it to be okay. People buy
e ve rything fresh, from breads to
fruits and vegetables. John said this is
why Europeans eat better, because
they have healthier food and do not
eat the same processed foods. I asked
him if Americans ate so many preser-
va t i ves, would we stay pre s e rve d
longer if we were dead, but you’d
think that if Americans were so con-
cerned with having healthier lives
we’d eat better foods on the whole,
and John said that it was probably because Americans rush through life so much and
try to do so much in so little, that they don’t have the time for preparing fresh foods.

Wait, I was talking about the bar. The bartender, because he got a phone call he
had to take somewhere else while he was pouring our beers (so the beers sat at the tap
for a few minutes), he poured us new beers and drank our old beers - ‘the bartender’s
mistakes,’ as John put it. We thought it was funny that the bartender could drink while
on the job, because that is something bartenders could never do in America...

Oh, added notes: it was so cool to go into a “pharmacia” when John needed to get
an over-the-counter pain medication; unlike a Walgreens or a United States drug store,
this place was a small shop with apothecary jars of medicines all along the walls. You
actually felt like you were getting medicine, not that this was some generic little coat-
ed pill in a generic mass-produced box. I think Americans think that way about over-
the-counter medicines, that they’re just harmless for your body and they somehow
make your pains and problems vanish. Maybe in Europe they realize that you can’t solve
your problems by taking a little pill.

Well, we’re pretty much packing now. We leave for Villach, another place in
Austria, then we got to Venice before we move through Italy. But I’ve got to get mov-
ing if we’re going to be on time. Wish us luck.
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GermanyGERMANY

INTRODUCTION

John took German class, when choosing a language, he
chose German, so I thought he’d be good with wanting to go
to Germany. I forgot that he’d probably love the idea of
drinking excellent beers too, so I guess we had a few reasons
to want to go to Germany.

We found out that Dachau has museums about the
Holocaust, so this is something I so wanted to see. I spent
five and a half hours at the Washington DC Holocaust
Museum, and I wish John saw it, but John knows more
about history than anyone I’ve ever known, so I think he’ll
be up for it too.
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DachauDACHAU

0 5 - 1 5 - 0 3
9:18 AM

Ok a y, I was exhausted
last night. I even took a
bath after John, but we used
dishwashing soap for the
bath because we don’t have
bubble bath... Ac t u a l l y, the
bubbles hold up pretty we l l ,
and they hold the heat in
the water pretty we l l .

W h a t e ve r, enough about the bath last night. We opted to spend the day in Da c h a u
t o d a y, because we we re interested in seeing the Concentration Camp Museum there. I
h a ve been to the memorial in Washington, DC and I thought it was amazing with infor-
mation and artifacts; it took me five and a half hours to go through it when I was alone
in 2002. I figured that if I thought the United States museum was amazing, it should be
stunning to see a museum in an old concentration camp. So here was the scoop from our
trip to Ge r m a n y :

Had to learn that washrooms on trains we re labeled WC, for water closet. The jour-
ney was fun, because we saw when getting ready to go that it was snowing - but it was
combined with rain, making it more of a combination between hail and snow. We had
no real coats for this (I mean, it is Ma y, and the weather is supposed to be milder than
it is in America, and I don’t expect snow in May in America...), so we wore shirts ove r
and under our sweaters, wore our heaviest pants, and wore socks and shoes (instead of
my usual sandals I wore when walking in Austria). We had one light coat and one Br i t i s h
rain coat, which seemed more like a short windbreaker with a hood. With cold fingers
and noses, we did the best we could in going through Ge r m a n y.

I notice taking the train into Munich (München, in German), that I finally saw graf-
fiti again - since we have been to Austria, I have seen graffiti only once, and it was beige
and black of a painted head. Coming into Munich, I felt like I was in a city again; there
was detailed spray paintings of images of people, and ve ry colorful, elaborate type draw-
ings. The graffiti was kind of cool.

We took the train to Dachau, deciding to come back to Munich before going back
to Austria. We got to Dachau and then walked about two miles (I think it was 3
Kilometers) to get to the Dachau Holocaust Museum. It is a much smaller town, ver-
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sus Munich, and there is not a lot to see there architecture-wise (though it was kind of
cool to see German signs for Asparagus, and it was nice to see billboards for Hacker
Pshorr, which is a beer I like that I have not seen in Austria). 

I have been to the Washington DC Holocaust Museum before, and it was phenom-
enal. They had lighting appropriate for being in barracks, and you walk through quart e r s
the size the prisoners we re in. You even walk over planks the Jews had to use because the
Germans wouldn’t let them walk on the same land as them. T h e re we re glass boxes that
housed the things the Jews had to give up once there we re in the concentration camps for
a certain length of time, so yo u’d see a glass box filled with hairbrushes or black shoes. All
in all, it was an amazing visit, and I was looking forw a rd to going to the Da c h a u
Holocaust Museum, because the location w a s an old concentration camp site.

Because of that, it was interesting for me to go to the site, and I think it was good for
me to say that I have been there.  They had the original door to the concentration camp
at one edge of the grounds, which said “in German), “Wo rk Makes You Fre e” (John eve n
saw it and tool a few pictures of it before I got the chance). They left the paint chipped
away at parts of the wall so you could see what the walls we re like. But they cleaned up a
large part of the hall, and when we entered the building, there we re a few large posters of
information (yo u’d have to skip ahead to the English translations throughout the museum
so we could read them). The entire museum, howe ve r, was moving from room to ro o m
with large posters and sheets of data to read (which, in my opinion, did not leave much to
the imagination, to help you understand what it was like there for these prisoners).

We did learn the Dachau was one of the first concentration camps in existence, and
it was one of the only ones that lasted throughout the reign of Hitler (who, by the way,
was not only Austrian and not German, but also was short and had hark hair and dark
e yes and was able to tell people that the better people we re tall with blonde hair and had
blue eyes). Knowing how many people we re killed through the concentration camps, all
I could think of was how small the Dachau site seemed to be, if it only held 6,000 peo-
ple (I’d hear how 40,000 would be killed in a day, so they had to come from larger places
too, and I know Dachau was small because it was one the first camps). But We did learn
that the Dachau site was used as an example for all future sites. The prisoners we re eve n
put on work detail at one point to build a new, larger camp, so others could be impris-
oned like them. Later, people could be arrested and put into a camp because they we re
“p o t e n t i a l” criminals (if they did not believe in the gro u p’s political views, they could be
a r rested and brought to a concentration camp with no re c o u r s e ) .

Only when we got to the last room, where
we saw a miniature scale model of the entire
grounds as it was during the Holocaust, was John
able to point out to me that the only thing were
seeing was this small portion of the site (about
one fifth of the entire site). Seeing that the entire
concentration camp area was that much larger
was the only thing that helped me to see how
monstrous this place actually once was.
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MunichMUNICH

We walked back to the train station and went back to
Munich. I don’t know what the locals thought of me, other
than that I was just another stupid American with her camera
on a strap around her neck, but I took pictures of so many
pieces of architecture (from churches to the police station to
the court house to a bank or two, just because there was such
beautiful ancient artwork on their outside walls) and so many
statues and fountains.

Because our feet we re getting tired, and because there we re
so many bicyclists trying to ride through town because eve ryo n e
c o u l d n’t have a car dow n t own (and because John wouldn’t hear
the bells of the bicyclists that we re trying to ride on the path he
was on), we found a small bar where the older woman who was
the bartender couldn’t understand John when we tried to ord e r
a beer for himself in German (and I could just ask for a we i s s e
beer because they didn’t even list anywhere what they had, so I got their Ayinger), and the
old regulars there kept yelling in German that they wanted music, but not with American
voices. Well, someone put a song on the jukebox with American lyrics, and they looked
at us like it was o u r fault (we never got up from our seats to have any music play; I love
being blamed for something we didn’t do, it’s making me feel like I’m at home).

We got to the train station in
unich with some time to kill, but to get
a seat we had to get food, so while Jo h n
o rd e red sandwiches, we saw that they
had Paulaner cans (that cost maybe less
than in bars in Austria), so we ord e re d
a few there too to pass the time until
our train took us back to Austria (they
we re 2.60 Eu ro for twenty ounce beer
cans and 2.10 Eu ro for soda cans).

You know, I said before that beer
just tastes better here, with no preservatives, but I couldn’t believe it when the cans tast-
ed good for beer as well. It is great when you see these little differences (like good beer
for cheap in cans at train stations) when you’re passing through.
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ItalyITALY

INTRODUCTION

When we planned this trip, I kept saying that I wanted to go to Greece because I
was far too fascinated with the architecture and Greek design (I think there are nine
Greek columns seen from one view in our living room, because columns are used for
table legs, candle holders and vases). We checked information on whether or not it
would be safe to go to Greece in the midst of he Iraq War (which the American
Politicians attempted to be P.C. enough to call this war an Operation for someone else’s
freedom), and we decided that even though it was safe enough to go there, we’d want

to spend more time there
than one afternoon. So in
looking at records of infor-
mation on Italy, I read that
in Cicely there we re still
pieces of architecture from
Greece there, and it was
much more preserved than
ancient Greek arc h i t e c t u re
existing today.

So, other than searching
for excellent image ideas of
gondola pictures on the
water, I saw hope for beauti-
ful Greek \architecture exist-
ing in Cicely.

So this becomes a new
part of our mission.

I also said I wanted to
stop in Naples, just so I
could tell my parents (who
live in Naples Florida now)
that I went to Naples, but to
get there I had to go through
Austria and stop in Rome
b e f o re getting thro u g h
Naples.
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VeneziaVENEZIA

MAY 1 8

Taking the train was interesting. We
passed through TONS of tunnels to get
through the mountains, but after that final-
ly stopped the lands were flat and there were fields for growing grapes for wine. Weisse
beer was the choice before, maybe I can start trying wines here and in France.

Passed a massive water tower shaped like a golf tee, and
notices that along the road there were occasional tall poles,
and they were completely covered with ivy. That and as the
temperature and climate changed, we started to see more
palm trees. We looking forward to seeing Venice - or Venezia,
because we wanted to see streets that were water, and it would
be cool to check out gondolas. I heard that it’s a great place
to party in, and lots of people were taking the train to Venice.

Now that we’re here, we found out how expensive it was to
e n j oy yourself in Venice. Eve ryone there knows that people
come here to see the sights, so eve rything has a jacked up price. 

And a lot of the arc h i t e c t u re was under construction , so many buildings had scaf-
folding around it. But it was cool to see the parts of buildings that we re accessible to peo-
ple - and it was cool to see stairs that led from the sidewalk to the water. Water levels rise,
and over time that has caused sidewalks, roads, and foundations for buildings to be lost

I did start to see excellent things here for food, though - like a salad that was just cher-
ry tomatoes and similar sized pieces of fresh mozzarella, mixed together with oil and
spices. And because fresh mozzarella was so common to
eat here, the price wasn’t that high for the food.

That and I didn’t care what the cost was, I was just so
e xcited to eat this really cool food that’s normally neve r
s e rved in the United States. Maybe if we ate pizzas a lot in
Austria, I can move to other cool foods to eat here .

Venice is the city that fell into the water, and it was
cool to see the gondolas and gorgeous churches. Wa l k i n g
a round the streets at night, I thought the stands of mer-
chandise for sale reminded me of New Orleans, with
painted masks and liquor for sale eve ry w h e re .

Okay, so maybe Venezia was like this before New
Orleans; I guess it’s cool to see where these strange bits
of history come from.
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NapoliNAPOLI

0 5 - 1 8 - 0 3
M O R N I N G A N D LAT E EV E N I N G

The train ride to Napoli was terrible, the light rattles so we couldn’t rest. Well, I
c o u l d n’t rest, I think John could sleep through anything, so he was fine.

If you think the sports we watch in America are violent, then you don’t understand the
violence in audience participation in soccer in other countries...

After passing Formia, Minturna, S. Santimo and other towns, we saw a field of
black oxen, and I think we saw the remains of an old fort. When we got off the train
in Napoli (Naples, to us stupid Americans), we saw a man carrying a large cross with
Christ on it, and I saw colorful graffiti again.

We stayed in Napoli for only a few hours total, and I had no problem with that,
because from what I could see, it was a very dirty town, and there was not much to
learn from or see.

We started to see more architecture with tops of buildings like castles, and we saw
more buildings that were painted - but the paint was old and chipping away.

John also noted that he saw that the soccer fields we saw while traveling in Italy
had concrete walls and THEN the stands, and there would be a fence around the field
with barbed wire along the tops of the fences.

It rained as I wore sandals in Napoli, and no place took credit cards (appare n t l y
t h e y’re not a big enough town to see the need to sell their food or merc h a n d i s e . . . ) .
Nobody spoke English, and it’s hard to guess what people are saying when we only know
a little Spanish (which is only s o m ew h a t similar to Italian). We tried pizza in Napoli, and
it tasted like soggy card b o a rd. St reet vendors had tables selling crap like belts kitchen sup-
plies, cell phones and sunglasses. Useless stuff on the streets in a useless tow n .

And as soon as we got on the train to leave, it got sunny.
I wouldn’t expect less.
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PompeiiPOMPEII

0 5 - 1 8 - 0 3

We realized by the time we got to
city number three in country number
three that we didn’t need to show our
passports to go anywhere (apparently
we only needed them when flying from one country to another).  Although Europeans
don’t condone violence, they apparently don’t worry about it.

On the train two kids asked us for money in Italian, as well as later in a restaurant
(where we saw that every restaurant placed their silverware wrapped in your napkin,
instead of just on the table). And after passing Portici, Torre Del Greco, Torre A Citta,
and other small towns, and after having two chances to drink a Bacardi Breezer  in tran-
sit, we checked out the “wheat stalks” (strange plants) shooting up high from the
ground. When we got to see in the Colosseum there a stone block with a metal ring on
it, which we presumed was for keeping the gladiator in one space there.

John also saw a family of 4 on a scooter while we we re there, so we saw again how
scooters we re ve ry common versus cars in this part of Eu rope. I also decided at this point
that Eu rope was not a cat continent, eve ryone had a love of little dogs to walk around with
them eve ry w h e re; there was even a ve t e r i n a r i a n’s sign on a street that had a picture of a pig,
a chicken and a dog (but no cat).

Even while here I saw two old
Italian men, one short and fat, one
tall and thin, talking loudly, and it
made me think of a strange episode
ending of the X Fi l e s I saw once
w h e re Bu rt Reynolds was playing
God and these Italian men start e d
singing to each other before the
c redits started rolling for the show.

We spent the entire day, after
walking through town, to get to
the Pompeii ruins. T h e re is a complete area of re s u r rected land from the ruins of this
ancient city cove red by ashes during the eruption of Vesuvius in the year 79 AD. It was an
e x h a u s t i ve tour of buildings, where we could see kitchens, eating areas and bedro o m s .

By the evening we took the train to Palermo in Cicily, which was nice, but there
was no outlet on the train, so I didn’t have much of a chance to recharge my camera
batteries or type notes on the computer. John slept with the light through the train win-
dow until there was a knock on our door for breakfast before we arrived in Palermo.
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AgrigentoAGRIGENTO

0 5 - 1 9 - 0 3

After being in Palermo, we
passed a bunch of small tow n s
b e f o re arriving in Agrigento. On c e
t h e re, we saw additional proof that
scooters we re e ve ry w h e re. T h i s
was the second time we saw a fam-
ily of four on a scooter.

We noticed here that kids can
take these trains like they we re

school buses, because eve rything was so far away when you lived in a remote location in
C i c i l y. People used the train to commute from Naples to Pompeii, later it started to feel
like we we re on the el, seeing people take the train the way you take the el in Chicago.

But once we’re there... Well, it was hard without knowing the language. We found
out that we had to get on a bus to be able to see the Greek ruins, so we waited for the
bus (the lady said we could take either bus number 1, 2 or 3, so we thought we were
set). We got on a bus, and I could see that you had to pull the cord along the side of
the bus when you wanted to stop somewhere, but I was searching to find something
that looked impressive enough to be the ruins. We had a map that explained that there
was some about half way through the route, but there was something much more
impressive at the end. So I remember seeing what I assumed was the ruins half way
through the route, but then I saw nothing else. So apparently we got to the end of the
route and the bus driver stopped to get a smoke and go to the bathroom, and he asked
where we were trying to go. (Well, I assume that’s what he was asking, but we don’t
know a lot of Italian.) So we tried to explain what we were looking for, and we showed
our map, and he said that we passed it and we were supposed to pull the cord when we

wanted to get off the bus. (I got that, I did-
n’t think that was it, so...)

So he brought us back on the round trip
to the same place we got the bus from and
we got another set of bus tickets and we
made a point to stop at the place we passed.

Really, I thought (according to the
map we were staring at) the site was only
part of what we were out to see.
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So we went there, and we spent hours in the
sun walking around, taking pictures of anything. I
was wearing a tank top shirt and shorts, and John
even asked about me getting sunburned because
we were much closer to the equator that I had
probably imagined. I figured that if I got burned,
then I’d just deal with it, and I kept walking
around looking for photos. I think there were two
times when I had to wait for people who decided
to sit in front of pieces of the ruins, just so I could
take a picture without people in the way.

That and although I didn’t feel sunburned, my
skin peeled for at least a week after visiting the ru i n s .

It was one site with a bunch of building,
columns and remains, and they we re spread out ove r
a large area. We paid a fee to be able to go thro u g h
e ve rything and get a better view. Because we got
t h e re after the problems getting there, we made a point to walk eve ry w h e re in the entire
course, and then we repeated the path backwards, so we saw eve rything once more to make
s u re we didn’t miss anything.

T h e re we re no food restaurants for
our late lunch, so we went to the train
station food bar I got fresh mozzare l l a
on a roll, and John got a larger sand-
wich with meat. We also got four
Ba c a rdi Bre ezers (mine pineapple, his
orange), and it was all for 12 euro. All
I was thinking was that this was s u c h a
g reat deal - to have that much liquor
and food for a meal. One thing Jo h n
noticed while we we re traveling in Italy - he said that people we re really dirt y. John say one
guy spit on the floor in the train station, and the both of us even saw a girl throw her trash
out the open bus door on one of its stops as we we re going to the Greek ru i n s .

We never went to the Mediterranean Sea on our journey, and it doesn’t sound as
appealing to say we went over the Tyrrhenian Sea, but we did a lot of travel in Cicily... and
we found out that when staying on a train to travel through It a l y, we had little ladders to
get onto beds. We couldn’t drink the water in sinks in separate cabins (because even though
t h e re was a sink with a faucet, they didn’t have running water, so the water was not drink-
able, but you could at least use the sink for spitting after you brush your teeth in the
e vening), but they gave us two bottles and three little sealed cups of water so we could
drink something through the night and rinse your mouth out after brushing your teeth.

To take us over the Tyrrhenian sea, they had to stop the train at a station and break
it into three parts, so the parts of the train could be taken on boat across the water.
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RomeROME

0 5 - 2 0 - 0 3

The train had nothing to
recharge the digital camera, so I couldn’t take as many digital camera photos as I would
have wanted to. And when we arrived in Rome, I worried when we dropped off our
luggage at the train station for the day that we’d have a hard time because we spoke

English. But we understood everything that was said, we
said “due” for two bags, used the correct hand signals for
explaining what we needed, we paid, and left without need-
ing to ever speak in English.

When we found out there was no way we could take a
train to Piza (the trains wouldn’t let us get there and back to
continue sightseeing), we left the station and noticed that
there were no street signs anywhere near the train station
(making it hard for us to guess which we should walk to see
different landmarks). The first thing I saw after walking out-
side was that even the garbage cans were gorgeously, elabo-

rately designed and decorated. We had pizza for a meal - and we asked for Agilo (gar-
lic), hoping the garlic would make the Italian pizzas taste better (sorry, I know they
weren’t Cicilian, but the alternative tasted like soggy cardboard). I couldn’t even taste
the Agilo on this Neapolitan pizza (you know, when I head Neapolitan I think

Chocolate Vanilla and Strawberry ice cream that I
always only ate the chocolate part of...) But I saw a
Caprice Salad (fresh mozzarella balls and plum toma-
toes, which was an excellent choice (they really should
have this in America, it tastes so good, it is so simple
and people would love it).

We walked everywhere and took tons of pictures.
The walking was fun in Rome because every sidewalk
there was made of three to four inch bricks, but there
was no grout between the bricks at all - making them
very uneven. I’d look for any chance to walk on a
curb, or even the grass touching the sidewalk, just to
try to give some relief to my feet in sandals.

We told some Texans who were visiting that we
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were going to go to Paris, but we were worried because we
don’t know French, and I hear the French hate Americans.
Megan (the wife of the Texan couple) told us to tell them
with an English accent that we were British, because the
French like the British John didn’t think he could pull off
sounding British so I thought we could be Canadian, I could
pull of that accent with no problem, eh... Then it occurred
to me that half of Canada speaks French, so I’d be screwed
with that option.

But later we heard on the television (CNN, actually,) that
the French hated the British for s o m e reason, so I thought, “I
c a n’t pull off any of the English types in Fr a n c e . . . ”

After a long day of sightseeing (it was cool to walk
around the Colosseum and see all the gorgeous architecture), we got on the night train
from Rome to Paris, and we were on the last train car, making us the car farthest away
from the food or drink car. But there were cool doors for entering any of the back cars,
and the ceiling has little dots of light to emulate stars. 

I guess being at the end meant we had a nice car, because our bed folded under to a
couch, and we had a closet, a shower and a WC (or a washroom with our own toilet).

Because we didn’t know if we’d have the time to have French wine while in Paris,
we made a point to get a bottle of French wine once we entered France. Domaine Da
La Remarde produced Côtes Du Rhone Villages, 2001, which was pretty good (and we
kept the cork).

It occurred to me that my food on this trip has always been either pizza or moz-
zarella sandwiches. Since the digital camera was able to recharge on the train over the
night, which was cool.

In the morning in France before we arrived in Paris, we saw a field of all white cow s
(which was kind of cool to see), and we decided while looking at the countryside in
France that the landscape could have been anywhere - there we re fields, far away tre e s ,
and an occasional barn or house. Although the landscape was plain, maybe we we re just
romanticizing the landscape more because we we re looking at it in France - versus any
place in the Mi d we s t
United States. I don’t know,
I think yo u’d image seeing
m o re wine grape fields or
something if this was some-
w h e re else. 

We’ll see what Pa r i s
looks like when we arrive
and see how different it is
f rom other places we’ve seen.
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Vatican CityVATICAN CITY

By default, people forget that the Vatican is its own city, and is its own country, all
snugly fitting within a city, with a country.
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FranceFRANCE

INTRODUCTION

Be f o re entering France, I have this
m o rtal fear of eve ryone hating us. I
k n ow, I know, the French sell
Americans crap at insanely inflated
price (who started the pre p o s t e ro u s
idea of selling w a t e r, other than the
French company Evian?), but most

Americans think France has class and taste, and I think most Frenchmen think Americans
a re classless and tacky.

Well, we may be classless and tacky, but I still have this fear that people will be talk-
ing about how awful we are in French (the one language neither John nor I know). A
part of me wants to record mpeg files of people talking in another language around us,
so I can find out later on what they’re saying about Americans.

I’m sorry, I just get this feeling that everyone in Europe is going to hate Americans
because our president has gone insane about destroying another country, even though
everyone else has pretty much said these American moves are going too far. I don’t think
I’m the only one who thinks that Bush’s decisions are quick and lack real foundation.
He says there is reason to believe Iraq has weapons of mass destruction, but we have
never seen proof of it. France and Germany were the two countries who more visibly
protested America’s decisions, though Germany has come to accept the American deci-
sions, even if they didn’t agree with its base originally. All along, France has been against
us (don’ we give them enough money through their overpriced awful products? Can’t
they laugh at American’s idiocy for succumbing to their scamming us with their less-
than-par merchandise and allow us to make this decision and not get on a high horse
about it when they can’t change America?), and I fear they’ll assume we’re evil and igno-
rant people for just appearing in their country and giving them money to see public
places like the Eiffel Tower. They want our money through their garbage they mer-
chandise in the United States anyway, wouldn’t they be nice enough to us to get our
money when we’re even in their country?)

I get offended in thinking they might act offensive toward me. I’m sure the poten-
tial way we’ll fell will make me act more snotty toward people in France, so I’m prob-
ably going to make it worse because I’ve been assuming from the start that we’re going
to have a hard time there.

T H E O T H E R S I D E

410



Am I having the problem because I’m thinking too much about it?
Ho n e s t l y, I am interested in seeing the Eiffel Towe r, and we have interest in seeing the

L o u v re and the No t re Dame Cathedral. I read that it is nearly i possible to get a ve g e t a r i-
an meal there, but I’m willing to deal with bread all day for food if I have to. I even told
John I was s o thrilled about the idea of eating a Mo z z a rella cheese and tomato sandwich,
which I thought was a French thing (I remember my sister Lorrie saying how much she
l oved them there), so Jo h n’s trying to figure out how to ask for a Mo z z a rella and tomato
sandwich in Fre n c h .

And I’m sure we’ll sound foolish try-
ing to ask.

ParisPARIS
Wednesday, 05-21-03

As we we re leaving the train, the con-
ductor recommended that we take taxis,
because the Me t ro may be on strike still.
So we pre p a red for taking lots of taxis,
and we got lots of Eu ros so we could make
our way though eve rything while we we re
t h e re for the day.

We thought of trying to take our lug-
gage with us as we walked through Paris to
go to many sites (the Eiffel Tower was only
the first, we wanted to see the Louvre and
the Notre Dame, along with a ton of other places), but there was no way we’d be able
to carry all of our belongings with us the entire time. In the train station, they scanned
our luggage for security purposes (I removed my film from all of our luggage), but we
had to use lockers to store our luggage for the day. But we managed to cram everything
into one large bin, which only cost us 4.80 Euros (which is cheaper  than anyone hous-
ing our luggage for us for the day). 

I also wondered if we’d be in more trouble because neither one of us knew any Fre n c h
at all, but I hoped that eve ryone in Paris would also know English, so I hoped we would-
n’t have a problem. We practiced assorted phrases in French, but I think the only one we’l l
end up using is the one in asking where to go in a taxi and how the thank the cab drive r.

The conductor also said that a 3 kilometer ride to the Eiffel Tower should be about 5
Eu ros, but I think they charge a lot for a ride directly from the train station, because we
p robably blew 10 to 12 Eu ros. But at least there was a bus and taxi line, so there was some-
times a convenience in having a line the taxi driver could take. Sometimes, though, there
we re so many taxis and buses in that lane, the driver would cut into regular traffic so he
could get us somew h e re faster and we wouldn’t pay for sitting in traffic so long.

E X A RO V E R S U S

411



John was walking too fast. My feet were
still sore from walking on the groutless side-
walks in Rome, which is why I said we need-
ed to pay for an ATM and pay for a taxi (I
couldn’t take the hyper walking...). I just
thought, “If you’re going to walk like this,
we’re going to take a taxi instead.”

So taxis we took.
And I was strange enough to even try to

take pictures while I was in the taxi. I think
that for a while I was sticking my head out the window to take photographs, like some
sort of dog with their tongue hanging out, maybe like one of the billions of little dogs
I saw people walk around with in Europe. Once when the taxi driver heard me saying
I thought a building was beautiful, he even pulled over so I could take a photo of it.
So, I guess Parisians do know English, and people were nice to us. (Granted, I was pay-
ing him for a taxi ride, so of course he’d be nice to us, but it was still nice...)

We took photographs of the Eiffel Tower, The Louvre, the Notre Dame, and a ton
of other gorgeous buildings. We noted that no pedestrians listen to the “don’t walk” sign
at intersections, so I learned to just follow what everyone else was doing. It was also
helpful for me to be able to listen for the bell ringing of bicycles, or horns of scooters,
which don’t seem to care sometimes if the use the street or the sidewalk. People also sort
of drove maniacal on the road too (even though it wasn’t as bad as in Italy).

So on to the cheese sandwiches, which I thought would be easy to come by in
France, I had a gruyēre and tomato sandwich for a late lunch after the Eiffel Tower. We
noticed that there were a lot of outdoor cafés, and all the seats faced out toward the
street. I like that, but it was just kind of funny to see all of these restaurant outdoor
seats were in a line facing the sidewalk.

While sitting and having lunch outdoors, I saw yet another Keanu Re e ves poster for
some movie he is in, and all I could think was that I could understand why Eu ropeans can
think we Americans are so violent. I mean, if they don’t get that from the behavior of
President Bush, but I swe a r,
if I see another poster of this
Keanu Re e ves guy, I think I’l l
want to kill people.

The arc h i t e c t u re was
gorgeous, and Paris wasn’t
so bad when we were will-
ing to pay for taxis. And
people weren’t rude to us,
probably because we were
customers and they could
get money from us.
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BelgiumBRUXELLES

0 5 - 2 1 - 0 3

Now we take the “T h a l y s” train to Bru xe l l e s
in Belgium. But they even served cocktails for the one hour twenty minute train ride.
The chairs we re even comfy on this mini train ride, and there is a writing table attached
to the seat in front of you, like an airplane, but eve rything is larger, there are foot re s t s ,
and eve rything is just more comfortable. I mean, they even gave you a face towel too for
cleaning up. I couldn’t believe the tre a t m e n t .

The diversity in the arc h i t e c t u re was really intriguing, and John said he was so sur-
prised by my love of arc h i t e c t u re. Maybe I loved the fact that a building you live or work
in can be a work of art and be gorgeous... but he noticed here that maybe my love of
a rc h i t e c t u re and the fact that my brother is an architect isn’t just a love we as brother and
sister share, but he saw that there we re a t o n of beautiful buildings here, and the coun-
tries I came from we re known for their excellent arc h i t e c t u re and the some of the gre a t-
est architects in history came from here.  We saw many tall glass buildings there. T h e y
we re bluish in color because of the glass, and they we re sleek and modern, with intere s t-
ing building shapes. Another large portion of the buildings we saw we re “row houses” -
they we re a few stories tall and had different colored siding on each of the houses, but
they shared walls with the adjoining houses. It’s interesting to see a row of houses, all
designed differe n t l y, that still share sides with the houses right next to them. It’s kind of
like town homes, but all of the individual houses l o o k e d d i f f e rent, which was intere s t i n g
and cool. Because they we re so old they started to look aged, but it was still an intere s t-
ing thing to see.

After taking pictures and seeing sights in
Belgium, we had to take a train to Amsterdam in
the Netherlands. I tried to take a picture of a
church in Antwerp (Belgium), but I think the
train was moving and I got a photo with a big
pole in the way (it got right in front of the church
as I snapped the photo). 

The woman came around with meals, and a
fish plate with kale in a Jello mold (gelatin has
animal products in it too) was put in front of me.
I asked if there was anything vegetarian, and she
said she’d check ... then came back and said this
was their vegetarian meal. So I don’t eat because
people don’t know the definition of vegetarian. 
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AmsterdamAMSTERDAM

INTRODUCTION
We arrived in Amsterd a m

at 9:00 in the evening, and we
had to find a hotel before we
look for something fun to do
in what is known pro b a b l y
worldwide as such an incre d i-
ble party and drug town. He l l ,
I thought, if people go there
for assorted drugs, maybe this
is a place we should at least see.

Don’t think we’ll do any
drugs there, so I figured I bet-
ter check to see if there is anything else in Amsterdam. Saw that Anne Frank’s house
and Museum were there, as well as Van Gogh’s Museum, and I can’t help but think that
it would be so excellent to go to Museums in Europe, especially ones that are the
European country the Artist is from. The Van Gogh Museum has the richest collection
in the world of works by Vincent van Gogh. The museum has over 200 paintings, 500
sketches and 700 letters from the artist, as well as his collection of Japanese prints.

Dozens of museums in Amsterdam draw all types of art fans to the city. There is
something for everyone. People know the route to the Rijksmuseum and the Van Gogh
Museum, but there are other museums and art galleries in Amsterdam as well.
Amsterdam has some fifty museums which attract many millions of visitors each year.
I’m interested in seeing the Anne Frank house. If you know of The Diary of Anne Frank,
you know that Anne and her family hid from the German occupation forces until they
were betrayed and deported. The Anne Frank House will hopefully give an impression
of the life of Anne Frank, in which the diary takes a central role. 

I read that the Beurs van Be rl a g e is one of the world’s most important arc h i t e c t u r a l
monuments, so  hope I can find good photography there .

There’s a Biblical Museum there, with a ton of archaeological finds from ancient
Egypt, centuries-old models of the temple of Solomon and Herod, and also religious
objects from the Jewish and Christian traditions.

I was interested in the Van Gogh Museum, but I also heard about the Rembrandt
house, where Rembrandt lived between 1639 and 1660, that has 250 of the 300 etch-
ings Rembrandt created. R i j k s m u s e u m has the largest collection of art in the
Netherlands, so I imagine that all of these places to see (including a ton of additional
museums I didn’t bother mentioning in this), we’ll keep ourselves really busy.
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0 5 - 2 1 - 0 3
TR A I N TO AM S T E R D A M

So the
Thalys
(which we
called
“Mach 2,”
because it
was so fast),
gave free
mini sand-
wiches and a
fruit bowl
(which was
orange
pieces and
currant, and
the currant
definitely 
left something to be desired...), with your choice of drink. I tried a white wine (like the
French red we had before), and John had the beer they had and recommended (Mae’s).
They called it the best Belgium beer, and it was excellent. 

05-22-03 (TH U R S D AY)
1:34 AM

Amsterdam is not open late. There aren’t many people in the bar at all - I mean,
there are three or four people in each bar.

No lie
I mean, I know I’m sounding like a snot, but New Orleans has stuff going on until

maybe 3:00 AM on the weekends, maybe at least 1:00 AM on the weekdays, and we
had to walk around in I don’t know how many circles and in how many alleys looking
for a bar with anything happening.

That and if you try to look for a bar in Chicago, you can find something open until
maybe 4:00 on the weekends without a problem.

I know, I know, I know, they have legal drugs there. They say Marijuana is legal
and ‘Magic Mushrooms’ are considered a “soft drug” (I didn’t know powerful hallu-
cinogenic drugs were considered ‘soft drugs,’ but what the Hell, I guess that that’s the
beauty of socialism), but no one serves Marijuana unless you’re in a coffee shop (the
capitalist in me says that makes sense, because if you’re drinking alcohol (a relaxant) at
a bar, you don’t want Marijuana knocking your paying guests unconscious, so starting
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then off with the “I-wanna-get-wired-and-I-wanna-drug-that-will-keep-me-awake-for-
hours” drug, caffeine, might be a good idea when you want to mellow them customers
out with pot), even through I didn’t want coffee and I wanted to see the Marijuana
cycle goin’ on in Amsterdam.

We ord e red drinks at a
b a r, and we t h e n found out
that that only accepted cash.
After I ord e red a B-52 for me
as well as a Long Island Ic e d
Tea, and John got a “Pl a n t e r’s
Pu n c h” (something that he
kept saying was better when he
was on vacation and the
Jamaicans make it for him
with eve ry ounce of expansive
h a rd liquor they could find to
make the mixed drink taste
better). T h a t’s when we got the
total (we had to pay in what
little cash we had left, after get-
ting cash once on this trip
a l ready) of 27.50 C= (Eu ro s ) .

This pissed me off, and I said we had to go to a place next that accepted credit card s ,
and the only place we could find was a Mexican restaurant that wanted us to eat food;
we each ord e red a soup (Tomato and French Onion, if you wanted the details), and we
only got to drink one half liter each of Heineken there .

So what does that mean for the night for me? It means that I didn’t see any pot
(translation: I didn’t see any on any menus, I didn’t see anyone smoking it, I didn’t see
anyone offering it, I saw nothing), it means I barely got to drink (I paid almost 30
Euros for two point five weak drinks and I had to spend another 19 C= to buy two
orders of soup to be able to drink two Heinekens). 

Interesting evening.
It was also “cobblestone country,” and I can at least say the hotel was gorgeous, and

they had a night breakfast for us. They even held our luggage for the day after we
checked out before we left for Luxembourg.

While we were in Amsterdam for the day, we went to the Anne Frank House,
which was really cool to be in the house she hid in and see films and artifacts in English
as well as in Dutch.

Okay, I’m not into the drugs. But At least I saw the place, and hopefully we’ll get
to the Anne Frank House and the Vincent Van Gogh Museum tomorrow before we
leave for Luxembourg.
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LuxembourgLUXEMBOURG

INTRODUCTION

There’s a gong from The Smiths called
“Ask.” One set of lines are:

Spending warm Summer days indoors 
Writing frightening verse 
To a buck-toothed girl in Luxembourg 

And when we were looking for places to go, I saw Luxembourg, and I jokingly
thought, hey maybe there’s a buck-toothed girl in Luxembourg... We laughed, but we
knew it was a place where we could stop and visit.

Then we saw that in order to visit there we’d have to stay the night there. So, in the
midst of our travels to Museums and memorable sights, we’ll stop in this small coun-
try Luxembourg.

Looking for information on Lu xembourg, I found this information off the internet:
Not even big enough on most maps of Europe to contain the letters of its name,

Lilliputian Luxembourg makes up in style what it lacks in size. Luxembourg enjoys a
prosperity that nations many times larger aspire toward and envy. Visitors to the coun-
try pay for their luxury accordingly, but in exchange they find a wealth of spectacular
verdant landscapes crisscrossed by rivers and dotted with the sort of rural hamlets that
most people associate solely with fairy tales.

This is not to say that Luxembourg is all swanky suits and medieval villas. And
what's most convenient, the capital is no more than an hour's drive from anywhere else
in the country, so you can truly get a sense of the lay of the land without spending a
ton of time in doing so.

The nation’s motto is inscribed everywhere throughout the capital - Mir wëlle blei-
we wat mir sin - ‘We want to remain what we are’.

In such a small country, it is probably easy to retain and cherish the heritage that man
Eu ropean countries are known for. But because Lu xembourg isn’t as well known as other
Eu ropean countries, it is probably easy for them to do.

On this train we stopped in Maastricht in the Netherlands on our way to
Luxembourg, and since this apparently was a commuter train, we had to listen to two
sets of strangers have conversations in Dutch, which we sat there in silence. But John
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got the feeling that this train didn’t go directly to Luxembourg, so he asked, and he
answered in French. John had to ask if he spoke English, and then we found out that
we had to run to get to another train so we could make it to Luxembourg. We grabbed
our stuff and looked at the schedule and saw that we had to bolt up the escalator, down
the hall, then up another escalator to get on a train to Liege. We got to the train thir-
ty seconds before that train left.

We thought Liege was a stopping point on the way to Luxembourg, so John asked
when they checked our tickets if this train goes to Luxembourg, and they said it didn’t.
They found out for us that we’d have to go to another train to make it to Luxembourg
(our third train for this commute), just so we could get to our next stop.

Wow, our plans said one train, through these two cities in two countries. Didn’t
know we had to guess and change trains a few times to pull it off.

While in Liege, where they spoke a dialect of French, we saw cool bridges and
buildings

We saw two castles on the road so far, even though I didn’t have time to take a pic-
ture before we went to our next country.

05-23-03 (FR I D AY)
12:25 AM

Oh my gosh, I don’t know what to make out of this
night. It stared off re a l l y... well, really o f f, then it got better
than a night in Amsterdam for us be the end of the night.

Let me explain.
We started off by looking for camera batteries for my

Minolta Maxxum 5000, because it couldn’t take a picture
with the energy it had (Hell, it couldn’t focus the film or set
the film speed or apert u re, and it’s battery would die when
you tried to manually override its automatic functions). But no places that would sell bat-
teries we re open, so we had to return the camera to the hotel and attempt to go out.

We walked down the one main block and there was really only one worthwhile
place to go to for a drink, and it had maybe three people in it and it was blaring a real-
ly bad song... so we decided to move on. The next block was literally filled with strip
clubs, and I said that even if there was a bar in this block that wasn’t a strip club, every-
one that would be in it would be male and I would feel really wrong in the joint.
Actually, as we were walking down the strip club block, I felt a few stares from a few
men that were also walking down the street.

When John thought there would be nothing else and we should go back to that
crappy bar with bad music, he suggested walking back down strip club lane to get there,
and I really did not feel comfortable doing that (I know, I’m a prude, but what the Hell,
I’m female, give me some leeway on these things in such a sexist society...). We walked
to the next block and saw other shops and bars and strip clubs to check out, but we still
opted to go back to the bar with the bad music we first saw.
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The bartenders there knew ve ry little English, so we managed to order beers, and
while I got a standby John got a local specialty that he liked (but I thought was bad). We
looked at the menu again and I saw they had Ba c a rdi Bre ezers there, so I asked for two
(because I drink them like they’re water, apparently) and I asked for flavor choices, and
she mentioned peach, which I did not know existed (I knew of Lime, Lemon, Pi n e a p p l e
and Orange). So I drank these peach things like they we re good-tasting water, and Jo h n
o rd e red a scotch and Coke mixed drink that he said he liked. We we re getting to enjoy
o u r s e l ves sitting there talking (maybe it was my liquor? I don’t know...), but after Jo h n
f i g u red out the re f e rence of the bar name of “Happy Da y s” to the sitcom and the old
music and the pictures of Marilyn Mo n roe and Elvis and James Dean on the walls, we
o rd e red a round of a Ba c a rdi Bre ezer Peach and he got a J&B mixed drink bottle, and
the people that owned the bar gave half of the bar free chaser shots (which we re good).

We got through the last of the drinks, which cost us only about two thirds of the
price for one round of drinks in Amsterdam, and we happily made our way. Walking
home, John said that for his experience in Luxembourg, the bar prices were better than
and there were more people than and the atmosphere was better than his experience in
Amsterdam.

Actually, to quote him, he said, “Actually, I said Amsterdam sucked.”
Okay, we all have our crosses to bear, but this night in Luxembourg wasn’t an effort

at all. By then end of the night we really enjoyed ourselves.

We stayed in a hotel that, like Amsterdam, had two twin beds pushed together in
the hotel room, and we also have an additional thin bed pushed to the side, like a sofa
(was it for a child in this room, or a third adult?).

Because it was the first nice day on our trip, I wore shorts for sightseeing when we
walked through Luxembourg. 

Now, I think we did pretty well while not knowing the language in trying to fit in
and not cause problems with anyone in any of these countries, but I never knew that
“shorts” as clothing was pretty much only an American thing, and that no one in
Europe wore short - especially women, who only revealed their legs by wearing skirts.
So I was the only one wearing shorts, and I think guys grinned looking at me (were they
pleased with seeing legs or did they think I was a whore?),  and all the women would-
n’t even look at me (I’m sure they thought I was the whore...).

We stopped to eat at a bar where only men were taking their lunch break (yeah, I
got lots of looks as a woman wearing shorts, and John didn’t understand how I could
feel awkward there because I was being gawked at...), but people there did not speak
English, so I decided to not even bother trying to eat. John ordered, but they had
Bacardi Breezers at the bar, so I could keep myself occupied until we moved on to see
more sights and take more pictures of churches.

I had to think about how lush the wilderness is in Europe once I was walking
around here. There was a lot of greenery, and it made me wonder if America had this
much greenery and we just plowed it all down to create our urban nation.
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SwitzerlandSWITZERLAND

INTRODUCTION

Do you have a thing for chocolate?
Well, John does, so I told him that if we go to Switzerland he could probably have

the best chocolate in the world. I should have told him they’re also known for phe-
nomenal cheeses, because I obsess over cheeses the way John obsesses over chocolate.

The diversity of the landlocked, mountainous country is the essence of
Switzerland. Still, it is best known for its fine cheeses and chocolate, watch making
industry, and for its scenery. I even have a Swiss Army knife, just because there is some-
thing novel about having a real Swiss Army knife and get that Switzerland logo appear-
ing on my own watch..

The Alps and Pre-Alps cover 60% of the land, if that is not reason enough.
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We passed a bunch of towns
in France before we got to Zurich,
Switzerland, but after a while, all
of the scenery started to look the
same, like we were driving through
the Mi d west United States. It
started to look like driving from
Ohio, to Indiana, to Iowa. Same
hills, same foliage... Same expanse,
looking for something new.

0 5 - 2 4 - 0 3

after sightseeing, we took a 6
hour night train from Zurich (our
stop after Lu xembourg) with
sleeper beds in shared rooms. We
both were assigned the top bunks,
and there were customs forms on
all the beds. We panicked, because
we thought we’d have to claim our beer bottles we had for our last day in Europe (in
Salzburg, before we flew back to the United States). We crammed our luggage into
what little space was available (we got there first, so I’m sure we took up more space
than the other two people had...). I started drinking my beers, even though I didn’t
want to drink (for fear of problem with carrying our liquor, although there had been
no problems with it before). We then found out that the customs forms were for those
people who were moving on to Budapest on the train, so after I opened by liquor, I
found out that we didn’t need to worry about it - but I had to drink it because it was
open now anyway...

John slept terribly, but
I, oddly enough, slept pretty
well. John woke me at 3:45
in the morning (8:45 in the
evening Chicago time) so we
could get off the train to
spend a few hours in
Salzburg before we flew
home.

E X A RO V E R S U S

421



T H E O T H E R S I D E

422

SalzburgSALZBURG (AGAIN)

Exhausted at our arrival at dawn, I photographed more buildings. We even climbed
to the top of a hill and photographed the outside of a castle.

But after the plane takes off, we stop in Frankfurt before heading home.



FrankfurtFRANKFURT

0 5 - 2 4 - 0 3
4:35 PM

The flight to Frankfurt was short, so guess what - we got a tomato and brie sand-
wich (which was actually really good) for our one hour flight.

And there was so much forest when you looked at the landscape from above. Towns
look like they took up about one quarter of all the land. Trees were packed everywhere.

I’m really tired. I may attempt to nap on this flight to the States.
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This was published electronically through http://www.yotko.comjk/jk.htm and http://www.deepthought.com/scars/deepthought-dot-com/kuypers-
writing.htm. This was published in three parts at h t t p : / / w w w. p o e t ry p o e m . c o m / p o e t ry b o o k s ; it was the center of a performance art feature Oc t o b e r
21, 2003, and the performance was released on the CD The Other Si d e, which includes not only studio tracks of the show but also an audio
track of the entire live perf o r m a n c e .
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COLOPHON
Exaro Versus was conceived after Kuypers photographed the cover image, which is

of the National Library in Luxembourg, photographed May 2003.
Previous publications credit for each story were placed after each story in Exaro

Versus , fashioned in the same style as the prose collection book Momento Mor i
Exaro Versus was designed in QuarkXpress (v4.1), primarily using the Adobe

Garamond font for the body copy (additional portions are also in the fonts Eu ro s t y l e ,
Ex Ponto, He l vetica Black & BoldCondensed, ITC Fenice Light, Linotext, Trajan and Ty p e
Vintage On e ) . Adobe Photoshop (v5.5 and  7.0) was used to edit all images (including
some image creation and editing from Adobe Illustrator v8.0.1-10.0 and Adobe
Streamline v4.0).

Photographs throughout Exaro Versus were taken in Urbana Illinois, Naples
Florida, Gurnee Illinois, Tinley Park Illinois, Palos Park Illinois, Chicago Illinois,
Denver Colorado, Utah, Las Vegas Nevada, Los Angeles and San Francisco California,
Tia Juana Mexico, Tempe and Mesa Arizona, Albequerque New Mexico, New Orleans
Louisiana, Talahassee Florida, Bloomington Indiana, Cape Canaveral Florida, Rhode
Island, Salzburg and Bad Gastein Austria, Dachau Germany, Venice and Pompeii and
Agrigento and Rome It a l y, Paris France, Belgium, Lu xembourg, and Zu r i c h
Switzerland.

Penny Dreadful Press agreed to list their name in joint publication with Scars
Publications in Kuypers’ books, including this collection book. Freedom & Strength
Press has also joined in publishing books from Kuypers. In honor of this collection
book’s release, Dried Roses P ress, Hawthorne P ress and Troy Press have joined in pub-
lishing this collection book with their press names as well.

Colophon 2. an inscription at the end of a book. ( We b s t e r’s Unabridged Dictionary of the English Language, 2001)
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Books by Kuypers
Hope Chest in the Attic 

the Window
Close Cover Before Striking 

(Woman.) 
Autumn Reason 

Contents Under Pressure
the Average Gu y’s Guide (to feminism) 

Changing Gears
The Key To Believing

Domestic Blisters with Bernadette Miller

Books from Scars
Infamous in our Prime 

Anais Nin: an Understanding of her Art
the Electronic Windmill 

Changing Woman 
Harvest of Gems 
the Little Monk 

Death in Málaga 
the Svetasvatara Upanishad

the Swan Road
The Significance of the Frontier

in the Palace of Creation
Momento Mori

R.I.P.

Collection Books
Sulphur and Sawdust 

Slate and Marrow
Blister and Burn 

Rinse and Repeat 
Survive and Thrive

(not so) Warm and Fuzzy
Torture and Triumph

Oh.
the Elements

Side A/Side B

Kuypers Compact Discs
MUSIC

The Demo Tapes MFV (Mom’s Favorite Vase)
The Final (MFV Inclusive) Kuypers
The Beauty & The Destruction Weeds & Flowers
Something Is Sweating. The Second Axing
Stop. Look. Listen to the Music MFV, w&f, axe
Live in Alaska The Second Axing
Sing Your Life The Second Axing

PERFORMANCE ART/SPOKEN WORD

Live at Cafe Aloha Pettus/Kuypers
Rough Mixes Pointless Orchestra
Seeing Things Differently 
Change Rearrange 
Stop Look Listen 
Tick Tock 5D/5D
Six One One 
The Entropy Project Order From Chaos
Moving Performances mp3 compilation CD
Death Comes in Threes
Changing Gears performance show
The Other Side CD tracks & live performance show

Compact Discs from Scars
internet CD: Oh. Internet CD Assorted. Artists

performance/spoken word:

T&T audio CD Assorted Artists
The Elements audio CD Assorted Artists
Side A/Side B audio CD Assorted Artists
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Janet Kuypers (June 22, 1970), graduated from the Un i versity of Illinois in
C h a m p a i g n / Urbana with a degree in New s / Editorial Communications Journalism (with
computer science engineering studies). She had the equivalent of a minor in photography
and specialized in cre a t i ve writing.

In the early 1990s she worked as a portrait photographer for years, was an acquain-
tance rape workshop facilitator, and edited two literary magazines. Later she was an art
director, webmaster and photographer for a few magazines for a publishing company
in Chicago.

Kuypers is published in books, magazines and on the internet almost 6,000 times for
writing or almost 1,900 times for art work in her professional career; she has been pro f i l e d
in such magazines as Na t i o n and Di s c over U and was also interv i ewed on A rt u s t Fi r s t . c o m
Internet Radio. he has p e rformed spoken word and music across the country - in the spring
of 1998 she embarked on her first national tour, with featured performances, among other
venues, at the Albuquerque Spoken Wo rd Fe s t i val during the National Po e t ry Slam. Sh e
turned her writing into performance art on her own and with musical groups like
“ Pointless Orchestra,” “5D/5D” and “Order From Chaos.” She sang with acoustic bands
“ Mo m’s Fa vorite Va s e”, “Weeds and Fl owe r s” and “the Second Axing,” does music sam-
pling and learned to play the guitar - her bands have had concerts in Chicago and in
Alaska;  in 2003 she hosted and performed at a weekly poetry and music open mic, and
s t a rting in 2002 was a featured performance artist, doing quarterly performance art show s
with readings, music and images,

She has published eight books: Hope Chest in the Attic, The Wi n d ow. Close Cover Be f o re
Striking, (woman.), Autumn Reason, the Ave rage Gu y’s Guide (to Feminism), Contents Un d e r
Pre s s u re, and eventually Changing Gears, Et c . and The Key To Be l i e v i n g .

When doing all of that wasn’t enough, she decided to quit her job and travel aro u n d
the United States and Mexico, writing travel journals (Changing Ge a r s) and writing her first
n ovel (The Key To Be l i e v i n g). After a collection book of short stories was published of Ja n e t
Kuypers and Bernadette Mi l l e r’s writing (called Domestic Bl i s t e r s), she did intricate we b
design and engineering, using video (mov and mpeg), sound clips (.aif, .au, .mp3, .ra, and
.wav), writings and e-books (PDF, Mi c rosoft Re a d e r, Pa l m Pilot re a d e r, web page and text
files) available on line.
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