You have to appreciate the idea of dedicating a book to a city. Granted, there may be places in the world where such a case study would fail appallingly, but Vienna is no such place. It is history in its own right. Empty it and you will still hear stories whispered at every corner, longing to tell you of life, love and loss. As an inhabitant you learn to close you ears and, if need be, shut your eyes, however urgent the message. Any larger city comes with anonymity. Like little children overstuffed with sweets even before dinner who just can’t take anymore we gladly embrace it.  All too often in life it takes an outsider to decipher a problem or explain ourselves to us. Freud may have got that part right. 

Vienna has many attributes. Most prominent among those is the amount of foreigners and travellers seeking a glimpse of its past or possibly future glory, for a day or a lifetime. They come with every breeze, swept in from random countries along the Danube or even across the Atlantic. Some stay, some don’t. Those who stay fall under the spell of the city and its inhabitants, for better or worse. And they listen. 

Vienna has a legacy. Now that the last generation of World War II survivors is fading into the shadows, the second-hand discussion of assuming guilt and responsibility has infiltrated public life. We still don’t care to listen, now less so than ever, but Nationalsozialismus and Angst creep up in the stories of Vienna: views. So does the inimitable and often incomprehensible Wiener Charme, wooing you in a shyly obscene way. They bring Mozart and Schnitzler back in all their glory. Not to mention Vanillekipferl. And they don’t stop there. Because Vienna has it all. You just need to listen.   

The stories, like the ones you may hear around the next corner or down in your cellar if you were ever tempted to press your ear against the pipes, vary. There are those who hate this city outright and there are those who fall in love with it without even noticing it at first. They remind us of the one hundred and eighty three reasons to be here, be it pastry, music, or the scariest waiters this side of the universe. They are provocative and daring, fresh and original. They will make you laugh. Perhaps they won’t make you cry, but they will definitely give you the chance to take a peek at the familiar through the eyes of another. They will make you think. And if you’re really lucky, they might even make you listen.  
