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The Vienna Marathon (Austria) 
by Jerry Lewis 

 
Perfect weather, a fast course, a supportive crowd and running to classical music by 
Strauss and Mozart – made for a great race!  That was Vienna on Sunday, May 7, 2006. 
My sub-four hour marathon was good enough for a third place finish in my age group.  
This was my first marathon since I ran the 2005 Boston Marathon with a metatarsal 
stress fracture and my fastest time in over five years.   
 
The first marathon I ever ran was in Caracas, Venezuela in 1982.  After completing it, I 
swore I would never run another marathon.  Eight years later, I ran my second marathon 
in Washington, D.C.  I became addicted to marathon racing.  Now I do two or three a 
year. Vienna was my 24th marathon since 1982 including seven international marathons – 
in America, South America, Europe, Africa and Asia.   
                                                                          
Miss Ann and I traveled to Vienna two days before the marathon to meet up with 28 other 
marathoners – 24 full-marathoners and four half-marathoners – from Egypt, the Middle 
East and Europe. I traveled the furthest. There were also nine family and friends who 
came to support the runners.  The marathoners – representing ten nationalities – were all 
current members or alumni of the Maadi Runners Club, a Cairo-based group of Egyptian 
and expatriate runners that run together starting at dawn each Friday on the air-polluted 
streets and clean air of the desert in and around Cairo – while avoiding packs of snarling 
wild dogs.  I was an active member of the running club during the three years I lived in 
Cairo.  The members are a loyal and enthusiastic group with a tradition of encouraging 
first-time marathon runners.  The Club organizes club members to run in a European 
marathon every spring.  In past years, they ran marathons in Athens, Prague, Paris, 
Madrid, Rotterdam and Hamburg.  I previously ran marathons with the club in Rotterdam, 
Madrid and Paris. And I hope to continue this spring tradition as long as I can. 
 
Many Egyptians members came to Vienna, including Mohsen, my very best Egyptian 
friend, and the heart and inspiration of the Maadi Runners Club. Among my expatriate 
friends that came to Vienna from Cairo were Roland (South African,) Zohra (Algerian,) 
France (French Canadian,) Heike (German) and Chip (American.)  Alumni friends that 
came to Vienna from other countries included Monica (American, now in Jordan,) Carol 
(American, now in Germany,) Michael (Scot, now in England,) Danielle (French, from 
France) and Anneke and Gerard (Dutch from Holland.)  Others that I knew came from 
Egypt, including Lobna.  But I also met many other Egyptians and expatriates from Cairo 
for the first time and we became friends during the week in Vienna. There is nothing like 
running a marathon (and drinking and dining together) to bond with fellow runners. 
 
Arrival  
Ann and I landed at Vienna airport on Friday afternoon, got our passports stamped, 
picked up our luggage, followed signs and found our way to the train station at the airport.  
We dragged our heavy bags everywhere.  (Checking the Vienna weather daily on the 
internet, we saw that it was cold and rained every day for a week before our departure.  
We stuffed our bags with clothing for any kind of weather – hot, cold and wet. )  
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After several unsuccessful tries, we finally figured out how to buy train tickets from a 
dispensing machine in the station (actually Austrian passengers did it for us.)  I was 
amazed (and thankful) that two tickets finally popped out of the machine after several 
attempts – and my credit card was returned.  Just in time. A few minutes after getting our 
tickets, the train arrived.  We hauled our bags aboard.  Ann had two roll-on suitcases; I 
had one plus a shoulder bag that held all my running clothes, shoes and toiletries.  Last 
October while I was on a two-week Italy trip, Air France lost my suitcase for a week 
during our plane transfer at Paris.  It was Air France’s usual baggage handlers’ strike.  
This time I took no chances. I didn’t want to risk losing any of my essential running gear 
or going shave-less again. 
 
It took us 20 minutes from the airport to reach the train terminal station at 
Landstrasse/Wien Mitte.  We followed signs to the Underground Station, bought a three-
day Underground pass each for 12 Euros (E1=$1.25) from a ticket machine, went down a 
modern escalator and easily rolled our bags on board the ultra-modern subway cars.  
There were handles on the inside and outside of each of the doors that you had to open if 
you wanted to get on or off. The doors all closed automatically when the train was ready 
to depart.  And, nice touch, a magazine hung on a hook near each seat, free to read and 
replace. In German, of course. We went five stops to Neubaugasse (Noi-bow-gass-eh) 
station.  The escalator took us to the street level where we asked directions again.  We 
were very close.  We turned right at the first corner, walked two blocks and arrived at 
Pension Minu 3 at 11 Neubaugasse Strasse.  We should have asked, but never asked, if 
there was a Minu 1 or Minu 2. 
 
Family Reunion 
We noisily bumped our bags up the three steps to the Pension entrance.  There standing 
in the lobby – his elbow resting on the reception desk – was Mohsen Alashmoni, my best 
buddy from Cairo.  We smiled broadly and happily at each other, I dropped my bags and 
Mohsen and I hugged.  It was great to see him again.  Last time we met was after he ran 
the New York Marathon and stayed with me for a few days at my home in Reston. The 
time before was a year ago in May when Ann and I stayed for ten days in his almost- 
completed villa in Cairo.   
 
We talked for only a few minutes – when in walked Monica.  Hugs, kisses and shrieks of 
joy to see old friends again.  Carol came down the steps into the lobby, was greeted with 
shrieks from Monica – and Carol joined in the kissing, hugging and more cries of genuine 
joy to see each other.  Old friends kept walking in one after another.  Zohra, Heike, 
France and others.  We were crowding around in the small lobby and shrieking, hugging 
and being very loud with greetings with each of the impromptu happy reunions. 
 
We had become a real family during our time in Egypt.  We came to enjoy each other’s 
company and had real fun together.  As expatriates, newly arrived in Cairo, we had no 
relatives or school friends near us – as we did back home.  It is natural for expatriates to 
bond.  As strangers in new overseas locations, expatriates search for friends – to establish 
friendships that are necessary and that quickly form into close family-like relationships.  
The Maadi Runners Club served that function.  We all became a tight knit group and the 
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spring European Marathon became an annual occasion – a group outing for a “family 
reunion.”  So, alumni of the Maadi Runners Club, from all over the world, happily made 
a pilgrimage to Vienna for this spring reunion.  And, by the way, to run a 26.2 mile 
marathon.  
 
Mohsen and I immediately began teasing France (Frahhh-nse.)  We had our fun and made 
fun – and she laughed along with us as we joked about her heavy French accent that 
mangled English.  She always incorrectly dropped or added her H’s.  She said “am and 
heggs” and drank till she got “eye.” We repeated each mispronunciation and France 
joined in the laughter, then she paused and seriously added, “Did I say it wrong?”  She 
introduced a new word to her butchered English vocabulary that day – pren-yant-see.  
She told us that “Mary is pren-yant.”  We worked that one for laughs.  We never 
corrected her.  We loved the way she said it. 
 
Mohsen and I enjoy each other’s company so much.  We began to “riff ” off each other – 
trying to each make funny remarks on a subject – picking up where we left off when we 
last were together. And we loved it. We kept up this “back and forth” reparte mostly to 
amuse each other, rather than others.  We both had fun doing this.  Mohsen and I 
continued riffing wherever we went in the following days – in shops, in museums, in 
restaurants.   We went back and forth with wise guy remarks.   
 
Mozart in the Morning 
At 10 AM the next morning, Saturday, we went to the dress rehearsal performance of the 
Vienna Philharmonic.  Music of Mozart was featured as part of his 250th birthday 
celebration.  The pianist-conductor and the orchestra were very good but the audience 
reaction was subdued.  The conductor concluded the first main piece without any 
audience applause.  He walked off the stage in silence.  He came back to the stage after a 
few minutes to continue the program.  He should have been greeted with applause but 
there was only silence.  This was hard to explain.  Were the people unappreciative or 
 

                                                 
Anneke, Mohsen, Heike, Michael and me (Ann taking photo) 
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unfamiliar with concert practices? I was ready to applaud several times at what I felt were 
the appropriate times – but I caught myself from clapping because no one else did.  Very 
strange.  An Austrian friend in Reston advised me, “You’ll find the Austrians very low 
key.  They’re Germans on Valium.” 
 
The Marathon Expo 
When the concert ended, Ann, Michael Barron and I headed to the marathon Expo to 
register and to collect our numbered bibs and computer chips. Mohsen, Heike, and 
Anneke arrived in Vienna earlier and registered the day before.  We split up in front of 
the concert hall and went our separate ways.   
 
The Marathon Expo is usually a crowded noisy and chaotic event with many stalls 
jammed together, and salespeople selling or promoting clothing, shoes, high energy 
drinks and a wide variety of runner accessories.  That day it was muted, low key and 
sparse.  It only took fifteen minutes for us to pick up our number bibs and computer chips 
and to walk the aisles to look at the merchandise.  
 
This was my first race that did not provide a free T-shirt to each participant.  They sold 
an official high tech shirt for 25 euros.  It was much too much money for a plain T-shirt – 
even though the bright orange shirt had a small logo that said, “Vienna City Marathon.” 
No other marathon T-shirts or items with a logo with the Vienna name were sold.  
Michael, Ann and I left the Expo without buying anything.  Too bad; Vienna is the name 
of a town 15 minutes from my home in Reston and my son wanted me to get a Vienna 
Marathon shirt for a souvenir. 
 
When I lived in Cairo, Michael and I ran together in several races in Egypt including two 
marathons (at Luxor and Alexandria) and a 100 kilometer race (each team member ran 20 
kilometers.) We ran marathons together in Paris and Madrid as well as the Marine Corps 
Marathon in Washington, D.C.  Michael is an Arabic speaker, works for British Gas (that 
made a $5 billion investment in Egypt) and he and his family now live near London.  We 
went to the Dubai Café, a small restaurant next to the Expo.  We had a tasteless greasy 
weiner snitzel with poor service.  However, the Austrian beer was good. 
 
A week before leaving for Vienna, Ann called the prestigious Washington Running 
Report newspaper (that reports on races and ranks runners in the tri-state region) to ask to 
cover the marathon for them.  The Editor provided a letter to facilitate her getting 
marathon press credentials.  She needed this to crash” the finish line to “be there for me” 
– as she had been at the Marine Corps, Boston, Virginia Beach and other marathons and 
local races in Washington.  But there was a cost for the introductory letter – they wanted 
a 1,200 word news account of the race plus photos.   
 
We walked to the Crown Royal Hotel, the marathon headquarters, at the race start in 
United Nations City across the Danube from the main part of the city.  Ann needed pick 
up her press card.  Getting her credentials was no problem once she showed the 
newspaper’s letter.  It all went smoothly.  Ann received her large plastic Press Pass and 
proudly hung it around her neck.  
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Paul Zink, an Austrian born in Salzburg, is the owner of the Footsteps of Reston running 
goods store in Reston. Two days before departing on this trip, I stopped by his store and 
asked him to recommend what I should do in Vienna.  Paul happily lent me maps and a 
book and told me the best places to visit, his favorite cafés and which special coffees to 
drink. He explained that coffee houses are an established part of Austrian life, 
particularly in Vienna.  Austrians spend hours over one cup of coffee and free 
newspapers in a coffee house.   
 
Paul recommended three types of coffee (there are about 40 types in Austria – and one 
just does not ask the waiter for “a cup of coffee.)  I did taste and enjoy all of Paul’s 
recommended coffees – the mélange (like a café au lait, made with foamed milk, similar 
to a cappuccino) the gross brauner (big brown one – black with a splash of milk) and the 
einspanner (a single espresso served in a tiny glass along with a large glass filled with 
whipped cream.) All coffees are served with a small glass of water on the side.  I could 
see in Paul’s expression and body language that he is thoroughly disgusted with the fact 
that Starbucks is having so much success in Vienna. 
 
Paul told me that I should not underestimate the Austrian runners. “They are used to 
running in the Alps,” he said.  “They’re half mountain goats.”  This proved to be true. 
 
Paul also told me to look for a group of naked women that would cheer the runners when 
we passed the amusement park Ferris Wheel, featured in the famous 1949 film of 
Graham Green’s novel about the occupation of post-war Vienna, The Third Man. 
 
I told some friends in my Reston Runners Club before I left about the naked women at the 
Ferris Wheel.  A couple of them – and my son – wanted to immediately sign up for the 
marathon.  At the press office in the Hotel, I asked Ann to verify this interesting fact with 
the Public Relations Chief.  He said, “Of course not. There never were any naked women 
on the course.”  ….   Wait till I see Paul Zink! 
 
Mohsen Alashmoni 
Mohsen is the heart and continuity of the Maadi Runners Club.  Although he has a 
successful consulting business in Egypt, he takes it upon himself to handle many of the 
responsibilities of the club – such as selecting the location and route for the weekly runs 
in Cairo, bus transportation to certain sites and water stops.  For international marathons, 
he finds himself burdened with handling the group’s air and hotel arrangements or at least 
coordinating it.  He is good at organizing and arranging things.  When we were in Egypt, 
Mohsen taught me an important lesson, “Never Volunteer!”  If you do, he explained, no 
one will help you.  And you have no one to complain to. How he finds himself still 
making all the arrangements still confounds me.  I guess no one else will do it.  Certainly 
no one does it as well.   
 
Carb-Loading in Paris 
It became apparent that there was a need for someone to “make arrangements” when we 
were in Paris for the 2002 marathon.  About a dozen of us were staying in different hotels 
and B&Bs.  The evening before the race, we all met at an appointed time at one of our 
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hotels.  We then discussed where to go for our pre-race carbohydrate-loading dinner.  No 
one had considered that 20,000 other runners in Paris also wanted to eat Italian food at 
about the same time.  The dozen or more of us walked the streets searching 
unsuccessfully for a restaurant that could accommodate all of us.  After 30 minutes of 
walking the streets to restaurants recommended to us by passing people, and finding each 
had a long waiting line, we split up into three groups and each group continued to 
separately search.   
 
By now, we gave up on having Italian food and just wanted to find any restaurant that 
would take us.  Our group was down to four or five. We kept walking and walking and 
were getting tired.  Finally late in the evening, we found a Vietnamese restaurant with an 
empty table.  We ate rice instead of pasta. It was however frustrating not to have a 
traditional meal. This lack of planning was something we never wanted to repeat.   
 
Mohsen organized well for Vienna.  The week before the race, he emailed everyone a list 
containing names of each of the 28 runners and their hotel locations and phone contacts. 
There were seven different hotel-pensions-B&Bs that accommodated our group.  He also 
assigned, without any prior discussion, tasks for each person.  He selected two people to 
find the restaurant for the carb-loading dinner that could accommodate 40 people.  He 
appointed others to find a place for our traditional Post-Run Champagne Toast that will 
be followed by dinner.  Others were to select a bike tour option, one pair to identify 
tourist places to visit, another to select evening activities.  Bryan Smith and I were to 
coordinate a trip to the wine country.   
 
The Pre-Race Dinner 
Mohsen and France researched and selected the pre-race carb-loading dinner site.  It was 
La Mare Italian Restaurant, with a genuine Italian owner, about four blocks from Pension 
Minu 3. The owner spoke only Italian and German.  He assured they could accommodate 
all 40 of us – even more.  Mohsen and France did not speak Italian or German but 
somehow decided on a special limited menu – that offered just three choices for the 
appetizer/pasta course and three choices for the main fish/meat course.  This was an 
excellent idea as it made it easy on the waitress to quickly take orders and easy on the 
kitchen to prepare the meals. And provided some hope – for all of us – that the dinner 
would take no more than two hours.  We marathoners all needed a good meal served 
quickly and a good night’s sleep before the race. 
 
All the runners met at our Pension and then we walked en masse to the restaurant.  The 
heavens opened with a drenching downpour just as we started walking from the pension. 
I went back for umbrellas.  The rain ended just as we reached the door of the restaurant. 
Even with umbrellas, our legs got soaked from the force of the rain.  That was the last 
rain we experienced for the rest of the week.   
 
It took about 20 minutes for the restaurant staff to squeeze in more tables and chairs into 
the small room they set aside for us – and still there wasn’t enough room for everyone.  
Several had to sit in another room. France complained to the owner.  He just waved his 
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arms, kept speaking Italian, shrugged and walked away.  So much for prior planning and 
restaurant assurances.  
 
There were a few toasts and announcements.  I rose to toast the memory of Ahmed Harza, 
an Egyptian marathoner, about 50 years old, that I had assisted through his first marathon 
in Egypt.  He subsequently drowned in a Red Sea diving accident a couple of months 
before our group was to go to Madrid for his second marathon. Ahmed was so looking 
forward to that marathon.  I broke down and sobbed uncontrollably for some time.  The 
memory of that tragedy is still with me.  I similarly broke down when I toasted him 
before our group ran in Madrid.  
 
My Marathon Dressing Ritual 
Back at the hotel after dinner, I prepared myself for the race the next morning.  I set out 
all the items I would put on and carry during the marathon.  I have done this so many 
times that it has become a ritual act for me – much as the bullfighter’s ritual is to put on  
his traje de luces (suit of lights) in a set order – or a gladiator or a knight of old dresses as 
he prepares to go into battle.    
 
On the evening before the race, I carefully pinned my bib number to my running shirt 
with four safety pins, put on the shirt, and stood in front of a mirror to make sure the bib 
was straight and in the middle of my chest. I laced in the computer timing chip so it sat 
securely on the top of my shoe laces and checked that it will not pinch the top of my foot.  
I set out my running shorts, socks and shoes, my six small packets of carbohydrate 
energy gel, four Advil pills (two to take one hour before the start and two to take at the 
end.) I placed all of this on top of an old faded long-sleeved running shirt that I will wear 
to keep warm in the cold morning air and throw away a few moments before the race 
starts.  I have a pair of white Cherry Blossom 10 Mile Race throwaway gloves that I will 
wear, at least for the first few miles, as my finger tips get numb in the cold. I also brought 
a large plastic trash bag from home (with holes I cut out for head and arms.) I will put the 
bag over me if it is cold or raining in the morning.  I folded the bag small and put it with 
the throwaway shirt.   
 
In the Madrid Marathon, health stations had aerosol cans of an analgesic that they 
sprayed on runners’ sore muscles and joints.  The spray was like a miracle and relieved 
all my pains – in my groin, buttocks and thigh.  I later found a similar spray in Cairo.  It 
contained 1% Indomethacin Solution and had the same effect as the Madrid spray.  I have 
a large supply of it.  I carry a small plastic spray bottle of the Indomethacin with me on 
each marathon to use to relieve pains.  I poured the liquid from the original glass 
container into a small much lighter-in-weight plastic bottle that originally contained lens 
cleaner.  Now my friends who need to use it during a race, ask me to pass them my “lens 
cleaner.” 
 
I brought an empty wide-necked Gatorade bottle with me to Vienna.  I filled it with 
water and set it next to the stack of clothes.  I will carry this bottle of water with me until 
the race starts.  I planned to slowly drink the water to hydrate myself during the 30-
minute morning wait in the starting line corral.  And then would use the empty bottle to 
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relieve myself (modestly of course) just before the starting gun.  No Porta-Toilet for me. I 
will toss the Gatorade bottle to the sidelines (with the top securely tightened.) My 
throwaway shirt also gets tossed from my place in the starting line.  
 
I set out a granola bar and a Snickers candy bar from the Expo “goodie bag” that I will 
eat in the morning before leaving the hotel.  I have to consume all the food three hours 
prior to the start of the race so that all the food will be digested by the time I start running.  
I set the two alarms on my watch and one on the bedside alarm clock to wake me at 
4:30AM.  And then go to sleep – if I can. Most runners find they cannot sleep the night 
before the race because of all the pressure from anticipation.  Experts advise to get a  long 
sleep two nights before the race.  I have another relaxing ritual practice but I won’t 
mention it here. 
 
I woke Sunday morning, took my usual handful of pills – plus two Advil to relieve any 
pain I might encounter during the race. I started drinking water and continued to do so all 
morning.  I ate my two candy bars and immediately went to the toilet and stayed there 
until I was certain I had pooped all I could.  During the next hours, I went to the toilet 
often to ensure I had pooped everything. I always shave each morning and this day was 
no different.  After shaving, I dressed slowly and carefully.   
 
This is the way I dressed for this marathon: 
 
First I put band-aids over my nipples and on the inside of each ankle bone.  The nipples 
can chafe and bleed after hours of running.  I have a tendency to kick my ankle bone 
when I am running tired.  A sharp rubber shoe sole cutting against my ankle bone causes 
pain and bleeding. The band-aids help a lot in case I kick myself.   
 
I put on my shirt and pants. I carefully pulled on my socks and ensured there were no 
wrinkles.  I checked the inside of each shoe to ensure there were no pebbles or other 
matter inside the shoe that could cause irritation.  Then I put on the shoes – pulling each 
line of laces so there was no slack but not pulling it too tight so as to stop circulation in 
my foot.  The feet expand during the many hours of running and pounding on the 
pavement. I wanted the shoes to be snug, not loose on my feet that I can sense any 
wobble.   I double knotted the shoelaces so they would not open while I ran.  I don’t want 
to trip or lose valuable seconds retying the laces during the race.  
 
Last, I load in the six gel packets, the extra Advil pills and the bottle of spray into the 
little pockets on the back of my running shorts. I put on my blue throwaway shirt over the 
T-shirt with bib number and tucked the pair of white gloves into the waist band of my 
shorts.   
 
My ritual finished, I am now ready to run a marathon. 
 
Race Morning 
There was a 9 AM marathon start.  I had lots of time to get ready.  Since so many 
marathoners were staying at our pension, the manager agreed to start serving breakfast at 
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6 AM instead of 8 AM.  I had eaten two candy bars in my room but anyway, I went down 
to the dining room to pass time with the other runners.  I also started to eat.  I had two 
warm rolls with butter, jam and cheese and a pot of coffee.  I never eat before any 
training run.  And hardly eat anything before a marathon.  But this day, it felt right to eat 
a lot.  So I did.   
 
I sat with the other runners.  There were about ten of us.  We talked about racing and took 
photos of each other.  At eight o’clock we all loaded up our gear, walked to the 
Underground station and headed to United Nations City, the start of the race.  The train 
arrived at the race start station. Ann and I got off. So did Gerard and his wife Immke.  
The others shouted for us to get back on the train.  We did – but quickly realized they 
intended go one more stop so they can leave their clothing bags at a baggage check. I 
didn’t have anything to check because Ann will carry my after running gear. Gerard 
called to us to get off and come with him. He also had nothing to check because his wife 
will carry his extra clothes.  We stepped off the train and turned back to see the others did 
not get off.  They shouted to us, “We’re going to have a group photo with all the others 
after we check our bags.”  Too late to get back on the train. The doors closed.  Ann and I 
waved goodbye as the train pulled away.  Well, we won’t be in that photo.   
 
It was cool outside.  We four walked quickly down the street.  Gerard and his wife 
walked so fast they left us behind.  They were leaving water bottles along the course for 
Gerard, had done some of that work the day before and were moving ahead to attend to 
some part of that task.   Ann and I slowly walked to the Crown Royal Hotel and entered 
the body heat-warmed lobby crowded with runners waiting for the start of the race.  
Many of them were guests at that hotel.   
 
The staircase to the mezzanine and the press office was blocked by a beefy mustached 
security man in a suit who wouldn’t let anyone pass him.  Ann’s press card got us by 
without a word.    Upstairs the press office was deserted.  I plunked myself down into a 
large upholstered chair.  A toilet was nearby – without a line of people waiting to use it.  I 
visited my private toilet a couple of times.    I was warm, comfortable and rested.  This 
was better than being on the street in the cold with the masses. 
 
My bib number said I should be in Corral No. 3.  That was three blocks behind the start 
line and crowded with over 7,000 runners.  Fifteen minutes before the start, Ann and I 
left the hotel and walked to the front corral – and I brazened my way in past the 
volunteers guarding access.  I was in.  I stood right behind the elite runners from 
Morocco, Kenya, Japan, Russia, Austria and other European countries. 
 
The Race 
Two minutes before the start, the corral gates were opened and the runners pressed 
forward.  I was originally two rows behind the elite runners but now I was pushed back to 
about the 8th or 10th row.  While waiting shoulder-to-shoulder in the crowd, I emptied my 
bladder into the Gatorade bottle and tossed the closed bottle to the ground on the sideline.  
I took off my long-sleeved shirt, placed in on my shoulders and waited for the starting 
gun.   
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The weather was perfect – overcast, no wind  and cool – and the light short-sleeved shirt, 
running shorts and white gloves I was wearing – were just right. The countdown started, 
the gun was fired, I started my stop watch … and we were off.  Ahead, I saw Ann on the 
side taking photos about 100 yards after the start.  I tossed my throwaway shirt to her, 
waved and raced off with the crowd of enthusiastic runners.  The classical music being 
played wasn’t the “Blue Danube” by Johann Strauss but it was a lively Strauss tune and it 
moved the crowd of runners quickly across Reichsbrucke – the bridge over the Danube 
River. Just after the bridge was the Giant Ferris Wheel in the park.  Damn, no naked 
women.   
 
The course profile that Mohsen and I studied the night before showed an incline of 160 
feet over the first half of the race – a very gradual up slope.  Then it sloped downhill at an 
easy angle except for a slight spike up just before the finish to get up to a small bridge.   
 
The slight incline in the first half didn’t hinder my easy running, the overcast skies kept 
me cool and I enjoyed running at a reasonable pace.  The Austrian runners were 
conservative in all respects.  Except for two barefoot runners I saw, one of whom ran in a 
clown’s costume (probably an Australian or an Irishman,) everyone was appropriately 
dressed without anything written on their shirts.  The crowds were plentiful but seemed to 
be there to support specific runners – friends and family members.  There was no general 
cheering for any other runners.  Nobody cheered “Go 4-3-5-2!”   If anyone cheered me or 
my bib number in German, I didn’t hear them – and no one made eye contact with me. 
 
The course took us past many elegant public buildings, museums palaces, the opera 
house, the elegant gothic Cathedral and along wide boulevards where Strauss, Mozart and 
Freud had walked. The course went by many elegant coffee houses and cafés for which 
Vienna is world famous. Starbucks shops were everywhere – an affront to Viennese 
traditionalists but popular with the younger working people and students. 
 
As I passed over the highest point of the race at about 12 miles, I had a wonderful free 
feeling. I leaned forward and went flying into the downhill portion of the course.  My 
pace picked up and I kept saying to myself – over and over again, “I can’t believe it!”  “I 
love it.” “I love it.” The slight downhill incline was wonderful.  I ran easily.  There was a 
very slight slope up – and again, I praised Mercury, Hermes and other running gods when 
I lunged downhill again.  “Thank you, Thank you, Thank you,” I kept saying to myself. I 
felt light and fast and had time to enjoy the sights.  
 
While beginning to run the several miles of the level portion of the course through the 
elegant chestnut tree-lined boulevard in Hauptalle park – where the course doubles back 
towards the finish – I heard stirring Mozart music. I listened to the music and the 
accompanying thud-thud-thud of hundreds of runners’ feet pounding on the pavement 
and reverberating off the trees and the overhead branches that shaded the road.  This was 
invigorating and inspiring and helped me to pick up my pace and move to the beat of the 
stringed music.    
 



 11 

I finally reached the fabulous finish line – the Hofburg Imperial Palace, residence of 
kings and emperors – I ran through the arches into Helvenplatz (Hero’s plaza,) the 
majestic courtyard,  past the bleacher stands and through the Finish Line. I looked up at 
the clock and saw my time was 3:56:21.  I ran a few more steps and checked my watch to 
make sure the big clock was right.  The time was good – I came in 3rd place behind two 
Austrian runners. I easily could have run another five miles at that pace.  I felt good.   
 

 
Happy Ending 

 
The Austrian Mountain Goats 
I was certain I ran with those two old Austrians during the race.  I saw the first of the 
white-haired runners who seemed to be in my age division – several miles into the race.  I 
tried to keep up with him but he pulled away on an uphill and widened the distance as we 
ran.  I just wasn’t fast enough to catch up with him.  And I was enjoying running so much; 
I didn’t care much when he tore away from me.  The second of the snowy-haired 
Austrians, that I tailed, wore his running cap at a jaunty angle and had an unusual running 
style – his left elbow swung out in an exaggerated way.  It seemed like he was trying to 
poke someone next to him with each swing of the elbow. I pride myself on having a clean 
running style.  As I shadowed him, I thought, “How can anyone with such a bad running 
style beat me?”  But he did.  He pulled away and I never saw him again.  Paul was right 
again about the Austrians being like mountain goats.  
 
After Race 
We were joyful that the race was over and that so many of our club members had good 
times.  There were nine of us with personal records and three of us that placed third in 
our divisions.  Bryan Williams finished his 50th marathon. Ann was at the finish line 
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taking photos and I stood with her to wait for other club members to finish.  Danielle, 
Mohsen and France joyfully passed through the finish line with outstretched arms, good 
times and in great physical condition.  We took photos, packed up and headed to our 
hotels to clean up.   
 
Ann told us that Mrikik Lahoucine, a Moroccan, won the race, had a PR and set a course 
record of 2:08:20.  His prior best time was 2:15:09.  Two young Japanese women 
finished one-two in the race – only 16 minutes behind the male winner.  An Austrian 
woman came in 4th and set the female course record for an Austrian.  The finish of the 
half marathon race was a virtual tie with only .015 of a second separating the two runners 
that ran neck-in-neck to a thrilling finish.  Conditions were ideal for this race.  
 

                                                                 
Mohsen and Me 

 
Everyone in our group – all 37 of us – met later in Strauss Park for champagne and 
snacks, to share stories of our runs – and to tell some lies. Some brought excellent French 
champagne to Austria from their homes. There were bottles and bottles of champagne.  
Ann and I brought snacks, others brought sandwiches and fancy pastries from fancy cafés.  
Gerard brought two boxes of seafood hors d’oeuvres sandwiches and a large cake from 
the Marriott Hotel.  He announced it was his birthday. Almost everyone was pleased with 
their finish times and everyone was physically sound – no injuries. There was plenty to 
celebrate as we ate and drank.   We toasted to each other a lot. Group photos were taken 
and we had to hold our pose for a long time until everyone got a photo with their own 
camera.  Two of the non-runners had to each have several cameras dangling from each 
wrist, and to take a photo or two with each camera.   
 
Mohsen made a speech, thanked those that helped to make the trip a success, recognized 
all the personal records and announced all the achievements of the group.  “The greatest,” 
he said “is that five virgins came with us from Cairo and they leave Vienna as 
marathoners!” 
 
About a dozen of us left the park together walked the streets until we found a place to eat 
dinner.  It was a Georgian crepe restaurant with a pianist that played classical music.  It 
was a nice touch to end race day. 
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Marathoners in Strauss Park 

 
The next morning was our outing to the wine country. Zohra and her nephew, Sabri, from 
Marseilles (who completed his first half marathon), Brian and Beth Smith, Monica, Heike, 
Ann and I took the train to Grinzing.  We bused to the top of the hill.  Then we hiked up 
to a restaurant with a lovely view of the Danube and the city below.  This was wine 
country so we each had a glass of wine at a little café at the peak.  I sketched the Danube 
view. We hiked a short while along a little trail that led us to a picturesque church.  I did 
a quick sketch of the church.  When it was time to leave, we had to hurry.  I kept 
sketching the church as I walked backward towards the bus stop.  We had dinner in 
Grinzing at an Austrian restaurant that made its own wines and served delicious thick 
breads that went perfectly with each of our meals.  Austrian breads were world class. 
  

                                                             
Sabri, Brian, Beth, Zohra, Jerry, Mohsen, Monica, Heike (Ann taking photo) 

 
Later we took the train back to the “geographical and emotional heart of the city” – 
Stephansplatz with the most recognizable structure in all Vienna, the St. Steven’s 
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Cathedral, a 15th century gothic masterpiece – and the plaza and pedestrian streets – 
where we watched the mimes, drank coffees, ate pastries and ice cream. And I sketched 
the outside of the cathedral and went inside to draw the baroque altar.   
 
That night I stayed home and relaxed and worked on my drawings.  Ann, Mohsen and 
Heike went to the Casino to gamble. Ann will go anywhere to play Texas Hold ‘Em 
Poker but they don’t play poker in Vienna.  Nevertheless, Ann found a game at the 
Casino that she liked.  She won 70 euros playing blackjack.  Mohsen had his first casino 
experience and was introduced to the slot machines. 
 
The next day, four of us went to the Schonbrunn palace for a tour.  There are 1,440 rooms 
in this palace and 40 regal rooms are open for viewing – and elegant gardens that 
supposedly rival the Versailles.  We took the one-hour audio-assisted tour of 22 
ceremonial and private rooms of Franz Josef I and Empress Elisabeth and other royalty 
that resided there.  The rooms had magnificent frescoed ceilings, gilded ornaments and 
crystal chandeliers.  
 

                                                                               
Sketching at Schloss Schonbrunn (Palace) 

                                                                                        
Later, Mohsen joined Ann and me for a private tour of the Jewish Museum that was set 
up with the Museum Director for Ann before we arrived.  During the tour, Ann explained 
to the guide that Mohsen was from Egypt.  Mohsen joked to me in an aside, “She’s blown 
my cover!”  
 
We were near the famous Café Demel coffee shop so we went there for a mélange coffee 
and crème schneitte.  The guide book said the light custard desert here “was to die for.”  
The waitress confided two secrets to us when Ann asked to make her mélange with skim 
milk.   (1) The mélange is always made with frothed skim milk. (2) It is made exactly the 
same as a cappuccino but this is never explained when a foreigner orders either of the 
coffees.   
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Ordering coffee with skim milk with one of Vienna’s huge high calorie whipped cream 
desserts is like asking for Diet Coke with a double-cheese pizza in America. Why bother? 
  
Ann and I did a lot of walking around and visiting sights. Ann took photos. I sketched 
wherever we went.   
 
The next day, Mohsen, Monica and Heike rented bikes and went for a morning trip 
around the city.  Ann and I went to the Jewish Synagogue, an old building that was 
constructed in 1860 and was located in the midst of a line of attached buildings.  It wasn’t 
burned by the Nazis because the other houses on the street would also have burned.  The 
designer’s specialty was opera houses so the inside of the synagogue was a small jewel of 
a room with similarities to a miniature opera house. I sketched while the guide gave a 30- 
minute explanation.  
 
Later we walked around the neighborhood which was much more vibrant than any other 
section of town we visited.  It was lunch time so we found the way to the “Best Wurst 
Shop” in town. (That was our name.) It was just a simple enclosed hot dog stand on a 
street corner but according to the guide book, “consistently had top dog status in Vienna.” 
The shop only sold hot dogs and bratwurst.  The way hot dogs are served up is interesting.  
A hole is poked through the length of a large hot dog-sized baguette, mustard is squirted 
in the hole and then the giant hot dog wurst is stuffed into the hole.   
 
When I bit into the end of my hot dog, hot juices squirted up my nostrils and on the end 
of my nose – and it burned.  The hot dog contained melted cheese. Later, when my nose 
cooled and I finished eating my hot dog, I picked the dried cheese from my nose and 
tasted it.  It was good.  I asked the man in the stall why the guide book calls his shop the 
best in town.  “I don’t know,” he said.  Ann and I knew – the Wurst was great! 
 

 
Best Wurst in Town 

 
Rendezvous 
Before Monica left on the morning bike trip, she loaned me her cell phone and showed 
me how to send text messages. “It’s my phone from Jordan. Don’t make any phone calls; 
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just text message,” she said.    The plan was for Monica, Mohsen and Heike to meet Ann 
and me after their bike ride.  Later, Ann and I repeatedly tried to read or send messages 
on the cell phone.  We were unsuccessful until very late in the afternoon.  About 5 PM, 
after stopping several young people to (unsuccessfully) help us operate the phone for text 
messages, Ann figured it out herself.  The message on the screen from Monica said that 
they were sitting in the Aida café near St. Steven’s Cathedral (the center of the city) with 
an Egyptian newspaper reporter who was interviewing Mohsen – and that they would be 
there until about 5:30 pm.  There was just enough time for us to get there if we left right 
away. We quick walked to the Underground, caught a train and arrived at the 
Stephansplatz station well in time.  It took a few minutes for us to locate the Aida Café.  
We walked in and searched for them downstairs and up.  I looked at my watch and it was 
5:31 PM.  They were not there.   
 
When we eventually got back to our pension, we found them there. They were shopping 
across the street when we were in the café.   It took a long time for Mohsen to explain 
about his newspaper interview.  He riffed a lot over this point.  Finally Mohsen explained 
that the reporter wanted his reaction to the Cairo Governor’s decision “to remove speed 
bumps in the city!”  What was the reporter doing in the Aida café?  How did he happen to 
interview Mohsen? Remove speed bumps?  What? I never got any more explanation.  
That may or may not be the true story.  Mohsen said it was. 
 
Many of the group from Cairo went shopping for clothes and other items not available in 
Egypt.  The Austrian economy greatly benefited from the visit of the Maadi Runners.  
Monica and all the Egyptian women, especially Lobna, were buying dresses, clothes and 
shoes for all members of their families – and at the higher quality shops.  
 
Heathrow Airport  
We flew home by British Air and had to wait in London Heathrow Airport four hours for 
our connecting flight to Washington.  We went to lunch at Garfunkel’s Restaurant at one 
end of Terminal 4. The sign said it was, “A London Institution.” Ann and I had two 
hamburgers, a coke, a pint of beer and a decaf coffee.  With tip, it cost 23 British pounds.  
About $46.  The beer was good.  The burger was the worst I ever had.   
 
My son, Steve, advised Ann and I not to wait in the crowded terminal area when we got 
to Heathrow.  He said, “There are more passengers waiting in the terminal than there are 
hard molded plastic seats for them to sit in.”  ”As soon as you can, get to the Quiet Room 
in Terminal 4.  You’ll find lots of chaise lounges and cushioned chairs where you can put 
up your feet, quietly read or sleep.  No one there talks loudly and no public or flight 
announcements are allowed.”   
 
We took his advice. We found the Quiet Room at the other end of the terminal – and 
tucked around a corner. It wasn’t easy to find.  Steve was absolutely correct.  Hardly 
anyone was there. The Quiet Room obviously is not well-known.  Only a few people 
were there resting, sleeping, reading or typing on computers. There were darkened areas 
where the ceiling-to-floor window blinds were lowered. Ann and I walked through the 
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spacious main area and through glass doors into another large room that I would call The 
Quietest Room. It felt appropriate to walk on tip toes here and only to whisper.   
 
We went back into the main area, pulled up two comfortable chaises in front of full-
length windows overlooking the airport where we could watch the planes.  We lazily 
stretched out, Ann found a bag of peanuts in her carry-on, quietly opened it and we 
slowly ate some.  In this room, soft munching sounds were permissible.  Bless the British!  
   


