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			Dedicated
to the city of Vienna 

		

	
		
			Returning to Vienna

			Life is largely about retracing our steps and one of the places I find myself returning to over and over again is Vienna. There are plenty of other stimulating resorts you can visit during the course of your life, though not all of them are on the Danube.

			Among other things, the main reason for returning to Vienna was to celebrate my eightieth birthday. Of course, I could quite easily have observed it elsewhere since Europe is large. Thirty years earlier my fiftieth birthday was marked in Tällberg on the shores of Lake Siljan in Sweden, so this time it was the turn of the South. The Alps were strong contenders, though the banks of the Danube down in Vienna were an easy choice.

			The outcome has turned out to be Returning to Vienna that is a short portrait of the city and its residents. Few resorts can claim to have such a rich and colourful past. It once formed the nucleus of the Habsburg Empire with a history extending back to distant times, and has more recently emerged as a modern democracy in the very heart of Europe. 

		

	
		
			

			Bronte Pech

			Life is a symphony and we all play an instrument.

			Returning to Vienna 

		

	
		

		
			Returning

			Largely, life is about retracing our steps. It is something we have got used to ever since childhood. The two belong together like Vienna and music and very little is likely to change that. After all, there are plenty of worse things that blend. 

			As sounds come and go, so do countless visitors to Vienna. Some strains even linger in the air for a while before passing by, like summer butterflies wondering where to settle. 

			The Danube too has got into the habit of coming and going and who can blame her. However, on reaching Vienna she slows down and there is a good reason for it. Missing out on some of the sights and sounds would be a shame with little in return. Besides, she has tales to tell along the way and her many admirers are eagerly waiting. 

			As for the innumerable visitors arriving by boat, train or plane, they inevitably glance across at the Danube as if unsure which way to turn. Who can reproach them? After all, Vienna is on both sides. 

			In addition, the city on the Danube is along the centre of the stream as well. Admittedly, it is a relatively narrow stretch of land that extends for those who feel they would like to become a part of the river. In the main it is for relaxing rather than residing. Moreover, nature has been able to develop there surrounded by water. 

			By now one has a wealth of choices and it is not uncommon that those who have just arrived are already wondering which way to veer. In life as well some difficult decisions have to be made. 

			Ah, I have forgotten the climbing fans. There are likely to be some amongst the visitors who wish to test their clambering skills. Of course, Vienna is not directly in the Alps, but with the Wienerwald in the background with vineyards clinging to the slopes, you will be able to enjoy pleasant views as you pause for a moment and glance round. 

			It is even likely that you may have come to Vienna on account of the music as by now word has got around that more than just a handful of composers have been inspired by what the city and surroundings have to offer. Beethoven was one of them and he decided to stay. 

			Writers likewise have come and keep on returning. Surely it can’t be the water alone that inspires them? Vienna has countless vineyards and perhaps it is the local wine that makes them reach for their pen. 

			Others simply wish to enjoy the many attractive sights, even those from an age that has long passed. The lengthy Habsburg era has vanished, but you can still breathe its crisp air in the streets and on the slopes if you are prepared to inhale deeply. 

			As for the residents themselves, they will be most curious to know why you have come. Maybe it is merely to spend your holiday and relax on the quiet banks. Who can really blame you in a place like this? 

			Or is it to celebrate a birthday? Of course, you can easily spend them elsewhere as Europe has plenty to offer in this regard. Be that as it may, Vienna is unlikely to let you down. You can count yourself lucky. 

		

	
		
			The Journey

			Slowly the train pulls out of the Hamburg main station. Summer has arrived and the sleek white intercity express has a long journey ahead. It is early with plenty of time to reach its destination so why rush? Already the temperature is beginning to rise. 

			On crossing the Elbe it is clear the train is heading south. That direction has a lot to offer, including the many summer delights the Mediterranean is able to provide. However, its destination is a country without a coast. Instead, it is one with high mountains known as the Alps that reach skywards. There too you can bathe in water, though instead of the sea it will be in rivers and lakes. 

			In short, the train is bound for Vienna and it is unlikely the passengers will be able to convince the driver it should head elsewhere. No, many of them have decided that is where they wish to go, while others will get off somewhere along the way. 

			As chance would have it I happen to be one of the passengers and have already settled back comfortably in my seat. It is by no means the first time I am on my way to Vienna and I know the route well. 

			Be that as it may, you always have to reckon with a few surprises here and there. It is the nature of travel and without them the journey would be boring. 

			Unlike the last time when I spent Christmas in Vienna, it is now summer and I intend to spend my birthday on the banks of the Danube. Unfortunately, there will not be any snow lying about, but there are sure to be other attractions on both banks. 

			As for the journey itself, we have already passed through the Lüneburg Heath and reached Hanover where I used to live. However that is a good while ago and my attention is now focused on my destination. 

			Above all, what can I expect from my visit to Vienna this time? You can never really tell for sure, as past ones have shown. One of them led to a novel, but that too is a thing of the past. 

			Historians are likely to tell you that Vienna essentially belongs to the past and they surely have their reasons for it. After all, for centuries it formed the very heart of the Habsburg Empire that extended to the shores of the Mediterranean Sea. Now, sadly, the residents have to be satisfied with bathing in the Danube or one of the nearby lakes. 

			Generally, however, they are a contented lot as over the years they have been through a good deal. Their empire may have vanished and instead they are now enjoying the ups and downs of a democracy. 

			Athena herself has seen to that as she peers over the city from her position in front of the parliament building. It was a long way for her to travel from distant Hellas, but she was glad to have made the effort. 

			By now our intercity express has already entered the state of Hesse which is an indication that Vienna is drawing closer. However, as in all relationships a good deal of patience is required. 

			Bavaria follows and that is a sure sign we have reached the south of Germany. For a North German that means you can expect the landscape to change as the surroundings become undulating. It is something you cannot miss even though you may find yourself dozing for a while. 

			For its part, Nürnberg is still relatively flat followed by the large Bavarian Forest shortly after Regensburg. Already my heart is beating faster as we have finally reached the Danube. 

			The very sight of its blue water is a reminder what I can expect along its banks in the afternoon. However, first we have to enter Austria a little further down the line at Passau. 

			Among other things, its claim to fame is that it happens to find itself at the confluence of three rivers: the Inn, Ilz and Danube. Each of them brings its very own distinctive colour along, though it is the bluish tinge of the Danube that prevails. 

			With Germany already behind us, I inevitably begin to wonder what awaits me in Austria this time. It is really anyone’s guess. It won’t be snow, but at least you can rely on the Danube. 

			From here we will be accompanying the stream for most of the way. That will surely be of some help for the train driver just in case he may not be entirely familiar with the landscape. At times we will get quite close to the river, while now and then drawing further apart. In most friendships the relationship is more or less similar. 

			While my journey is getting shorter by the minute, the Danube still has a long way to go before finally reaching its destination in the Black Sea. What will become of its blue hue? 

			Indeed, after long journeys you always have to reckon with surprises, although I have serious misgivings that the colour of my skin will change, and that goes for my hair as well. And as for the people awaiting me in Vienna, can you all at once expect them to turn sour? 

			I have strong doubts. Above all, you can expect the sun to be shining for most of the time. Besides, I cannot for the life of me imagine that the State Opera has suddenly run out of performances. If anything, it would amount to a catastrophe. And as for the Burgtheater, I can’t picture its talented actors and actresses going on strike. 

			Once more I catch sight of the Danube and it is a welcoming one. The water is still blue and flowing. In essence, it is doing what rivers are accustomed to do. 

			In this case, however, this isn’t just any old stream but the Danube. Moreover, it is feminine… die Donau, while the Rhine is quite clearly masculine: der Rhein. Does it make a difference? Well, you can expect trouble if you get the two genders mixed up. 

			The outcome of all this is that over the years I have come to regard Vienna as belonging to the feminine gender, while Berlin for its part is distinctly masculine and likely to remain so. 

			Compared to the Danube that still has a fair way to go before reaching its destination, I have almost reached mine. By now Linz is already behind me and with my nose against the window I am nearing that particularly charming part of the river known as the Wachau. 

			Famous for its vineyards and apricot orchards, it is surely the Danube’s showcase not only on its journey through Austria, but elsewhere as well. There it is that the stream quite casually winds its way through steep slopes shortly before reaching Vienna. 

			Unfortunately, this is not the sort of terrain for a speedy intercity express of this kind and so we briefly leave the Danube. I know it won’t be for long and that will have to suffice for the moment. 

			Once again my thoughts turn to Vienna. From Hamburg it appears to be so distant. Indeed it is, though closer than Stockholm that I also visit from time to time. In the case of Sweden’s capital I need an entire day if I wish to get there by evening, whereas I am able to reach Vienna in the afternoon without having to change trains. 

			In addition, there is a topographical difference. Stockholm, for its part, is flat as a pancake with the archipelago as the main attraction, while Vienna has the Danube and its vineyards leading all the way up to the Wienerwald overlooking the city. Moreover, Stockholm is on the coast, while Vienna is on an inland river. Getting the two places mixed up is impossible. 

			Climatically as well, they are dissimilar. Europe’s north is cooler in the summer, whereas Vienna’s proximity to the Alps ensures changeable weather. It can catch the visitor by surprise if you don’t keep an eye on the sky. 

			By now the first suburbs have already appeared and I wonder what on earth has become of the trip. On this occasion the time passed so quickly and I have begun to fear it may have to do with increasing age. 

			Above all, how many more visits will I still be able to enjoy? Many, I hope. After all one’s Sommerfrische, as the Austrians are so fond of saying, simply has to be spent in congenial surroundings and what better a place than Vienna? 

			In past years I would arrive at the Westbahnhof, but recently Vienna’s new main station at the Südtiroler Platz was completed and it has now become a place of greeting. 

			Already the train is slowing down as familiar sights emerge. It is a homecoming and I welcome the relaxed atmosphere. Unlike in Germany, the passengers remain seated. 

			As the doors open I reach for my large case. It is brand-new with wheels to make our movements easier and so I step down onto the platform. I have finally reached Vienna. 

			Glancing at my watch, I am rather amazed that we have arrived right on time. Unfortunately, I am a bit late to experience the Habsburg era, but that is another story. 

		

	
		
			Arrival

			This new Vienna railway station is so captivating that there is no need to rush through. Stopping briefly, I am so excited at the very thought of being able to leave for my holidays when I suddenly realize that I have reached my destination. 

			So this is Vienna, I muse, looking about like someone arriving for the first time. In a sense the surroundings look a bit unfamiliar as I wonder if I will have to wait long for a taxi. However, those were the old days since now I’ll have to get used to taking the U1. This red underground line is only two stations from the very heart of the city and will get me there quickly. 

			First, however, I need a ticket and preferably one for several weeks, but where is the office? Not only is the station new, but enormous with crowds of visitors, tourists and residents heading in all directions. 

			Unlike in Hamburg, there are three storeys to accommodate the travellers. Of course, you arrive on ground level but what lies lower down is still a mystery. Countless cafés and small restaurants are part of it with hopefully ticket offices where you don’t have to line up. 

			Ah, there are lifts as well, but I usually avoid them. Escalators, on the other hand, put me at ease as you descend with enough time to see what is unfolding below you. 

			Well, that is fine but with a big case it isn’t easy. Right now the rubber wheels are of no help so I grasp it like someone fearing it has plans of its own. And as for its width, it is so wide it is virtually impossible for anyone to pass by. At least this is Vienna and generally you don’t have to reckon with well-meant advice breathing down the back of your neck that purchasing a smaller case would have been far wiser. 

			Actually, I could have done with a bit of advice, though one regarding where the office of Wiener Linien happens to be. In the Westbahnhof it had not been a problem, but here I am still in the process of becoming familiar with the layout. It will likely take a few visits. 

			At the bottom of the escalator I breathe a sigh of relief and the same goes for my wheels. What a pleasure it is wheeling this new case! Already I am looking forward to the next holidays. 

			For the moment I feel more relaxed, though I dread what is likely to happen in the crowded U1 on its way to the centre. In Hamburg I always take the red U2 to and from the city, but this is Vienna and we are approaching the rush hour. Back home I avoid this busy time in the late afternoon, and in the morning it is even worse. And as for Stockholm, I am unfamiliar with the subway system as I get about on foot. 

			Having scanned this lower floor I finally ask an ice cream lass and she says Wiener Linien is a floor lower. I suppose I could have thanked her by buying an ice cream, although right now my hands are full and I would hate to get my new case messy. 

			Instead, I gave her a warm smile and she smiled back. Already I am in a more positive frame of mind as I finally reach the bottom. However, here too the sheer area is enormous and busy as I have at last reached the level where the U1 can be entered. 

			Eventually, I found Wiener Linien. As feared, the large office was crowded and it was easy to tell that patience is required, as well as waiting for a ticket from a machine at the entrance. However, thanks to a gentleman who pressed his ticket into my hand and vanished, I merely had to wait some ten minutes. A few seconds later I received my magic card for limitless transportation on the trains, buses and trams of Vienna. 

			Breathing another sigh of relief, I felt there was now virtually no part of the city and surroundings I wouldn’t be able to reach. As in Hamburg, a mere glance at the small underground map revealed it was an immense area that could be covered, whereby buses even got you up to the Vienna Forest overlooking the city and river. In a sense I felt I was about to discover everything for the very first time and didn’t delay. 

			Above all, I was looking forward to the Vienna trams. In Hamburg the Senate had already got rid of them soon after I arrived, but here you were still able to savour the delights of rumbling through the streets and around the Ring. How I relished the encounter! Rather than speeding underground on the subway with nothing to admire apart from black walls, you could casually sit back and enjoy scenes exposed by the sun and there were many. 

			In addition, there are Vienna’s famous Fiaker. If anything, these horse-drawn carriages remind me of the Habsburg era although, to be honest, I can’t claim to have experienced that distant time. 

			What an encounter that would have been! Even today these smartly dressed drivers sitting at the front attract a lot of attention. With their black bow ties and bowler hats, the fellows have acquired a reputation for politeness and humour. Understandably, the rapport with their horses is legendary and at times they can afford to snooze while their horses know exactly where to go. 

			For much of the time, however, they were occupied explaining the attractions to their wide-eyed passengers since New York or San Francisco did not have anything of the kind to offer. And as for the kids, this was nothing like watching a video or messing about with their mobile phones. In fact, it was better than a dry history lesson at high school. 

			At times it is said that a genuine Viennese carriage driver is from the Czech Republic, Slovakia or Hungary. Be that as it may, these fellows know the city better than the back of their hand. Always friendly, they are even known to stop for a while to explain this and that. 

			Some carriages are covered at the rear so the passengers don’t get wet as by now word has got around that it rains in Vienna. Situated so close to the Alps, you can expect a sudden shower from the south-west and it is wise to be prepared. 

			So will I take one of these carriages into the very heart of Vienna? No, I doubt it as they are not ideal for covering distances. Besides, I do not wish to frighten the steeds with the size of my case. 

			So, the U1 it shall be, but where is it? Fortunately, it’s not hard to find as there are no lines crossing at the main station. Instead, the many rail passengers may now concentrate solely on this red line to get them into the centre and beyond. In reality, it even carries on over the Danube to the last station on the line which is Leopoldau in the north-east. 

			Within minutes I have reached the platform as the train approaches. Luckily, the late afternoon rush hour has not yet commenced and once inside the carriage there is room for my case. 

			Breathing a sigh of relief, I did not even bother to sit down. The reason is clear as there are only two stops to Karlsplatz in the centre of Vienna. Better still, my new case was not showing any signs of tiredness, so I was glad to hang onto it with one hand, while grabbing a rail with the other. 

			Several minutes later we reached Taubstummengasse where hardly anyone got off. No, it was the centre that most had in mind and I was prepared for it. In fact, we were already approaching. 

			With not even enough time to glance at my watch, I stepped down onto the platform and looked about. From down here there was quite a way up to the street, although my case was still performing as if it was used to such a large city. That certainly boded well for my next trips, though it was far too early to tell when they might be. 

			For the moment getting up to street level was my aim and it was challenging enough. However, the last section was the dream of all cases on speedy rubber wheels and it didn’t hold back. 

			Vienna underground stations have a number of these long wide tunnels where you can not only gauge your own speed, but that of you brand-new case as well. Together we harmonized like a couple who had been testing these tunnels for a good while, though in reality it was the first time. Fortunately, there were no speeding restrictions and we reached the last lot of steps in what under normal circumstances would have been record time. 

			Essentially, I had not come to Vienna to break any speeding records, but to celebrate my birthday and so I paused on spotting daylight and took a short rest. The same went for my case. 

			It was Vienna’s famous Ringstraße I had reached and looked about. At a brief glance I could easily see that little had changed over the recent years. If that had been so, there would surely have been cause for alarm and I was not in the mood for shocks of this kind so soon after arrival. 

			Above all, the Staatsoper was still neatly in place away to my left and it was a welcome sight. If it had suddenly moved elsewhere or, worse still, had been demolished, there would certainly be reason to ask if a visit to Vienna was even worth the effort. In this regard I have serious doubts, although other visitors may be of a different opinion. 

			After all, Vienna has over the years come to be regarded as a city of music and that requires more than just its residents humming and whistling on their way to work. Even some tourists are known to hum a few well-known melodies soon after arriving. 

			With the likes of Beethoven, Brahms, Schubert and others composing on the banks of the Danube, the place suggested there must surely have been something about Vienna that inspired composers. Was it the blue stream drifting by that stimulated them? Or was it the vineyards? Beethoven, for his part, had several residences within easy walking distance of the many vineyards in the area. The same can be said of Bonn where he was born, so there must have been something that attracted him to Vienna. 

			If you arrived here late on a summer night you could watch performances from the Staatsoper on an enormous screen on the right side. The rows of seats there were already occupied well before the performance began inside and you could count yourself lucky if you got one. In what other place could you enjoy a live performance of this calibre without paying? 

			The building itself was on the Herbert von Karajan Platz with the Gustav Mahlerstraße directly across the street. The one was an Austrian conductor, while the other was a composer born in Bohemia and both spent a good deal of their time in Vienna. 

			By now I had already got my orientation, though in reality there was no danger of getting lost. All that really remained was the way to my apartment and it was not far away at all. 

			Having a place to which you could return in a large city like Vienna was a great advantage and I could barely wait to get there. It was just off the centre and could be reached in ten minutes. How I found it in the first place was a stroke of good fortune, but that’s another story. 

			

			First I had to get past the Naschmarkt. This was the local fruit and vegetable market where you could also sit down outdoors and enjoy what cafés have to offer. Two streets were set aside for this purpose: the Linke Wienzeile and the Rechte Wienzeile. At the moment I did not have to purchase anything as I had brought along enough eats and drinks to last until the next morning. Sudden attacks of hunger during the night were unknown. 

			Having finally reached the street all that remained was to enter the lift and be transported to the top floor. As for me, I wasn’t the only one to appreciate this comfort but my case as well. 

			So here I was back in Vienna and I welcomed my new and old surroundings. Briefly flopping down onto my bed, I let those scenes from the train and my arrival drift through my mind. That was what I always did before reaching for my travel diary. However, right now I was too tired for that. It would have to wait until the next morning. 

			Instead, I would do some unpacking. Above all, had the contents of my new case likewise reached their destination without harm? Of that there could be no doubt whatsoever and I breathed a sigh of relief. Losing my diary would have been an unpardonable loss. 

			So what remained? It was very little, apart from checking the local weather report for the next day. Which one it was I could no longer recall. My diary would solve that problem the next morning. In a timeless place like Vienna it did not really matter all that much. 

			Already in bed, I feared from the very outset that it would be difficult dropping off to sleep. Above all, this promised to be a stay unlike the many other ones I had experienced here. Of course, for it to take place during the Habsburg era it was coming far too late. 

			Be that as it may, these modern times were likewise attractive even though all the famous composers were no longer alive. However, memories of them were living on. Besides, it wasn’t as if they had deserted Vienna since their earthly remains were scattered over the many cemeteries here and now they were composing for the afterworld. 

			With that my mind returned to some of those popular tunes they had left behind and there were many. Which was my favourite? It was hard to tell. Would Brahms be amongst them? After all, he had left Hamburg behind to seek his fortune here and I had a soft spot for him. 

			Under these circumstances, falling asleep on this my first night back in Vienna turned out to be easier that I had expected. 

		

	
		
			Settling In

			Waking up in a place like Vienna is always something special and I savour the experience by remaining in bed much longer than I normally do in Hamburg. After all, why rush about in a timeless city? I can’t see the point of it. 

			Hamburg, on the other hand, is a city of commerce and in such a place you naturally adopt the Hanseatic attitude towards your personal life. Of course, we too have an opera house and countless museums as well as art galleries. In addition, our brand-new Elbphilharmonie overlooking the river has been completed recently and which European city can claim they have such an enormous concert hall beside a large stream? 

			In Hamburg, however, it was mainly the rich merchants who set the tone and fortunately they promoted the arts as well. They even realized that man can’t live by money alone. 

			Vienna likewise was not a poor city and rarely did you see people out begging in the streets and alleyways. However, claiming the streets were lined with gold was clearly an exaggeration. Moreover, you couldn’t live by culture alone. 

			Indeed, getting out of bed in Vienna was not easy and for the moment I made no great effort to do so. After all, what was the purpose of it? Of course, the main sights were all waiting, but I had been to them countless times. Naturally, I would visit them again, though I doubted Johann Strauß would even recognize me as he had his hands full smiling for all the Japanese tourists who were photographing him from all angles with their latest cameras. Under these conditions smiling was not easy. 

			Even the Empress Elisabeth did not exactly look delighted as she desperately tried to break into a kind of smile in the Volksgarten. However, she had never felt at home in Vienna, and even her forest retreat - the Hermesvilla - up in the hills was far too close to the city. 

			The outcome was that I continued to remain in bed wondering how I would spend this first day back in Vienna. It was really anyone’s guess at this relatively late hour. 

			Fortunately, there was still plenty of time to decide… and, if necessary, I had the entire morning to do so. Somehow I doubted it would take that long as I already had a general idea. As always, that depended largely on the weather and in a place like this you could never really tell for sure. 

			At least I had brought my umbrella along. Besides, there were plenty of large shelters under which you could wait for the showers to pass by. If necessary, I would enter one of the museums of which there were many. 

			Elisabeth, unfortunately, as well as her husband Franz Joseph, would have to face the showers unprotected. In fact, she was not even wearing a hat as she had her otherwise endlessly long hair bunched up on her head. 

			Eventually, I climbed out of bed and yawned. On this my first morning in Vienna it was my acoustic greeting for a city that had got used to sounds, though generally those of a more sublime kind coming from the nearby opera house and concert halls. However, for the moment it would have to do and reflected that I had slept soundly. 

			As always, I meandered across to the window and drew back the curtains to check the weather. There was nothing extreme about it and even several stray sunbeams were breaking through the high clouds. It was what you could expect in summer and my instinct told me it was likely to remain fine. 

			Unfortunately, my refrigerator was empty though I still had a banana and an apple left over from the previous day. First, however, I would have to attend to my travel diary, although I usually did not do so on an almost empty stomach. Today would be an exception. 

			The trip here had largely gone according to plan so there wasn’t all that much to write about. In past years I did some writing along the way, but I had since given up that idea even though the intercity express trains were comfortable. No, serious writing was something you did at a desk and the one here had not got into the habit of moving about. 

			Having finished my day’s report it was time to leave for the nearby market. It was still early, but I knew it would be open as these Viennese market gardeners and grocers were an early lot. A few of them I knew from my last visit, but I doubt they would remember me. 

			As expected, the place was bustling with activity when I finally got there. It was already after ten and no great surprise that so many people were out and about stocking up on their provisions. 

			Above all, it was the loud cries and shouts of the grocers behind their stalls that intrigued me most. Was it a genuine Viennese dialect that I was registering? I doubted it very much. On the contrary, I felt most of these fellows were from the surrounding market gardens and some even sounded as if they could quite easily be foreigners. 

			More importantly, I was able to pick up what I required to keep me going for a few days. The new refrigerator would soon see to that. It was smaller than the one I have in Hamburg, but fully adequate. 

			Today I lingered longer than usual as parts of what was a fruit and vegetable market were turning into a flea market. In the main it was essentially clothes - second-hand ones by appearance - that were being sold, but also clocks from an era when they probably ticked slower than today. Even torches could be purchased, though Vienna was a well-lit city including during the long winter. 

			In essence, it was quite amazing what could all be bought here and before leaving I felt the nature of this place was extending what it had to offer. Goodness only knows what you can expect the next time I spend my holidays here! 

			Having returned to my quarters I promptly filled the fridge and prepared my late breakfast. Eating in Vienna was always something special, even if you did not happen to be doing so in a café or restaurant. 

			Above all, you didn’t rush through your meal. In my case it was really quite strange as it was late with half the morning having already passed by. Back home that would be reason enough to panic. Here, on the other hand, I knew full well the sights were unlikely to vanish and would in fact be waiting for me. It was a new feeling and I savoured these extra moments. 

			Unfortunately, a Kaiserschmarrn I was unable to identify on my plate. That delicacy would have to wait a bit. It was something Kaiser Franz Joseph enjoyed above all other things that were dished up to him during the course of his long life and anyone who has ever tasted one can understand why. 

			Indeed, in Vienna you took your time during meals which is understandable. There was a good deal to chat about and if conversation ran dry, you were able to reflect on her glorious past. 

			Whereas in some countries people were even known to chew their food while wandering about, in Vienna such a sin was unpardonable and punished by
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