Book review
Understand WIE? ÄH, NA!
Ever thought about compiling a linz:views? Oh, I am not surprised. If so, please do not ask me for a contribution. It would be a hammering, city hammering, so to say. But that would not be a surprise, wouldn’t it? I am a local; I am allowed to see only the bad sides of my home town, am I not?

Gladly enough, the articles in the anthology vienna:views are not, I repeat not, written by locals, but from the viewpoint of so called Zuagroaste, mostly from the English speaking world, and how they grasp, understand, feel, dream, judge, fight Vienna; Vienna as an entity, a way of living, a haunted ghost, a virus, a home, an outland. The 20 pieces of literature on and about Vienna are as varied as the perceptions of the city itself, the 23 districts and the authors’ backgrounds; everything is included from prose fiction, to poetry and survival guides. They all catch a very subjective view from a city, the glances through somebody else’s eyes; eyes inhabiting loneliness and hate, astonishment and love, fear and bewilderment for a city, eyes that look at a city in a different way than the absent-minded eyes of locals. Often the stories, all well written and composed, suck you into the author’s perspective and the concerned issues of living in Vienna. One writer is worried about the growing Anti-Americanism, uttering his thoughts in a fictional letter to then Bundeskanzler Schüssel, another one has fallen in love with the city because of Vanillekipferl, and another one describes, very amusingly, the Austrian Stempel-obsession. The ubiquitious dog shit, “Nimm ein Sackerl für dein Gackerl”, and grumpy waiters, are also ever arising issues when trying to grasp the soul of the city, or should I say the Wiener Blut? Of course, also the history, often tremendous and horrible history, of Vienna, the war against the Turks and the indigestive Nazi past and persecution of the Jews is being discussed. How could it not, in a city with its monuments and magnificent buildings that rightly screams the history in your face, your absent-minded local face.
This book not only gives a brief, but also a deep, encounter of the Viennese culture, touching various subjects from people in various living situations. One point of criticism though is that the young, urban view is a bit left behind. The eyes of the Bobos (Bourgeois Bohemians) remain closed, maybe deliberately so, as a Bobo has become quite a derogative classification or maybe they all hid themselves between the big latte macchiato glasses at the Naschmarkt deli.

This anthology is definitely worth and also a good read both amusing and saddening, it opens your eyes and makes you take a closer look at the city you are living in. It makes you go round your grandparent’s house, have a Vanillekipferl and talk about Vienna in the time of war and the Nazivergangenheit. It makes you go round the corner into your local Beisl and have a Sturm. It makes you go round the Ring in the 2-er Linie, reading a copy of it. It makes even a grantigen Wiener grin, and sometimes even hide some tears away. Take it or leave it.
