The Vienna Marathon (Austria)
by Jerry Lewis

Perfect weather, a fast course, a supportive cramdl running to classical music by
Strauss and Mozart — made for a great race! ThatWenna on Sunday, May 7, 2006.
My sub-four hour marathon was good enough for edtplace finish in my age group.
This was my first marathon since | ran the 2005t&odVarathon with anetatarsal
stress fracture and my fastest time in over fivarye

The first marathon | ever ran was in Caracas, Vieelezin 1982. After completing it, |
swore | wouldneverrun another marathon. Eight years later, | ransegond marathon
in Washington, D.C. | became addicted to marattammg. Now | do two or three a
year. Vienna was my 34marathon since 1982 including seven internatiomafathons —
in America, South America, Europe, Africa and Asia.

Miss Annand | traveled to Vienna two days before the nmarato meet up with 28 other
marathoners 24 full-marathoners and four half-marathoners mfilegypt, the Middle
East and Europe. | traveled the furthest. Thereevedso nine family and friends who
came to support the runners. The marathonersresemting ten nationalities — were all
current members or alumni of tMaadi Runners Cluba Cairo-based group of Egyptian
and expatriate runners that run together startirdpavn each Friday on the air-polluted
streets and clean air of the desert in and arowih G while avoiding packs of snarling
wild dogs. | was an active member of the runnihgp during the three years |1 lived in
Cairo. The members are a loyal and enthusiastiopgywith a tradition of encouraging
first-time marathon runners. The Club organizag anembers to run in a European
marathon every spring. In past years, they ranathans in Athens, Prague, Paris,
Madrid, Rotterdam and Hamburg. | previously ramatteons with the club in Rotterdam,
Madrid and Paris. And | hope to continue this sptiadition as long as | can.

Many Egyptians members came to Vienna, includingh8&m, my very best Egyptian
friend, and the heart and inspiration of aadi Runners ClubAmong my expatriate
friends that came to Vienna from Cairo were Rol@dduth African,) Zohra (Algerian,)
France (French Canadian,) Heike (German) and Ghipe(tican.) Alumni friends that
came to Vienna from other countries included Morfismerican, now in Jordan,) Carol
(American, now in Germany,) Michael (Scot, now ingkand,) Danielle (French, from
France) and Anneke and Gerard (Dutch from Hollan@thers that | knew came from
Egypt, including Lobna. But | also met many otkegyptians and expatriates from Cairo
for the first time and we became friends duringwheek in Vienna. There is nothing like
running a marathon (and drinking and dining toggtteebond with fellow runners.

Arrival

Ann and | landed at Vienna airport on Friday aftemm, got our passports stamped,
picked up our luggage, followed signs and foundway to the train station at the airport.
We dragged our heavy bags everywhere. (Checkiagvienna weather daily on the

internet, we saw that it was cold and rained ewzy for a week before our departure.
We stuffed our bags with clothing for any kind oéather — hot, coldndwet. )



After several unsuccessful tries, we finally figdireut how to buy train tickets from a

dispensing machine in the station (actually Austqessengers did it for us.) | was
amazed (and thankful) that two tickets finally pe@pout of the machine after several
attempts — and my credit card was returned. dustie. A few minutes after getting our

tickets, the train arrived. We hauled our bagsaatho Ann had two roll-on suitcases; |

had one plus a shoulder bag that held all my runolothes, shoes and toiletries. Last
October while | was on a two-week Italy trip, Airdface lost my suitcase for a week
during our plane transfer at Paris. It was Airreels usual baggage handlers’ strike.

This time | took no chances. | didn’t want to risking any of my essential running gear
or going shave-lesagain

It took us 20 minutes from the airport to reach ttrain terminal station at
Landstrasse/Wien MitteWe followed signs to thelndergroundStation, bought a three-
day Underground pass each forH2os(E1=$1.25) from a ticket machine, went down a
modern escalator and easily rolled our bags ondottae ultra-modern subway cars.
There were handles on theside and outsidef each of the doors thgbu had to open if
you wanted to get on or off. The doors all closetbmatically when the train was ready
to depart. And, nice touch, a magazine hung oonak Imear each seat, free to read and
replace. In German, of course. We went five stapBléubaugasséNoi-bow-gass-eh)
station. The escalator took us to the street letedre we asked directions again. We
were very close. We turned right at the first @vyrwalked two blocks and arrived at
Pension Minu 3t 11 Neubaugasse Strasse. We should have dskedever asked, if
there was #Minu 1 or Minu 2.

Family Reunion

We noisily bumped our bags up the three stepsd®émsionentrance. There standing
in the lobby — his elbow resting on the receptieskd— was Mohsen Alashmoni, my best
buddy from Cairo. We smiled broadly and happilgath other, | dropped my bags and
Mohsen and | hugged. It was great to see him agaast time we met was after he ran
the New York Marathon and stayed with me for a flays at my home in Reston. The
time before was a year ago in May when Ann andiyed for ten days in higlmost-
completedvilla in Cairo.

We talked for only a few minutes — when in walkedria. Hugs, kisses and shrieks of
joy to see old friends again. Carol came downstiees into the lobby, was greeted with
shrieks from Monica — and Carol joined in the kigsihugging and more cries of genuine
joy to see each other. Old friends kept walkingoime after another. Zohra, Heike,
France and others. We were crowding around irsthall lobby and shrieking, hugging

and being very loud with greetings with each ofithpromptu happy reunions.

We had become i@eal family during our time in Egypt. We came to enjoy eatiteds
company and had real fun together. As expatriatew]y arrived in Cairo, we had no
relatives or school friends near us — as we did Ib@ene. It is natural for expatriates to
bond. As strangers in new overseas locations,teajes search for friends — to establish
friendships that are necessary and that quicklgnforto close family-like relationships.
The Maadi Runners Clulserved that function. We all became a tight gnitup and the



spring European Marathon became an annual occasemroup outing for a “family
reunion.” So, alumni of the Maadi Runners Clulopirall over the world, happily made
a pilgrimage to Vienna for this spring reunion. dirby the way, to run a 26.2 mile
marathon.

Mohsen and | immediately began teasing France (iraise.) We had our fun and made
fun — and she laughed along with us as we jokeditaber heavy French accent that
mangledEnglish. She always incorrectly dropped or addedH’s. She saidam and
heggs” and drank till she goteye” We repeated each mispronunciation and France
joined in the laughter, then she paused and séyiaaksled, “Did | say it wrong?” She
introduced a new word to her butchered English baolzay that day -pren-yant-see.
She told us that “Mary ipren-yant” We worked that one for laughs. We never
corrected her. We loved the way she said it.

Mohsen and | enjoy each other's company so mucle. bégan tofiff” off each other —
trying to each make funny remarks on a subjectckipg up where we left off when we
last were together. Ande loved it. We kept up this “back and forth8parte mostly to
amuse each other, rather than others. We bothfuradloing this. Mohsen and |
continuedriffing wherever we went in the following days — in shojpsmuseums, in
restaurants. We went back and forth with wise rguyarks.

Mozart in the Morning

At 10 AM the next morning, Saturday, we went to tlhess rehearsal performance of the
Vienna Philharmonic. Music of Mozart was featurasl part of his 250 birthday
celebration. The pianist-conductor and the orchesere very good but the audience
reaction was subdued. The conductor concludedfithe main piece withoutany
audience applause. He walked off the stage inale He came back to the stage after a
few minutes to continue the program. He shouldehiagen greeted with applause but
there was only silence. This was hard to expldifere the people unappreciative or

Anneke, Mohsen, Heike, Michael and me (Ann taking lpoto)



unfamiliar with concert practices? | was readypplaud several times at what | felt were
the appropriate times — but | caught myself froapping because no one else did. Very
strange. An Austrian friend in Reston advised fiveu'll find the Austrians very low
key. They're Germans on Valium.”

The Marathon Expo

When the concert ended, Ann, Michael Barron aneédded to the marathon Expo to
register and to collect our numbered bibs and caempchips. Mohsen, Heike, and
Anneke arrived in Vienna earlier and registereddhag before. We split up in front of
the concert hall and went our separate ways.

The Marathon Expo is usually a crowded noisy andoth event with many stalls
jammed together, and salespeople selling or preomotiothing, shoes, high energy
drinks and a wide variety of runner accessorietiat day it was muted, low key and
sparse. It only took fifteen minutes for us tokpip 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 fieshirt to each participant. They sold
an official high tech shirt for 25 euros. It wasich too much money for a plain T-shirt —
even though the bright orange shirt had a smab kbat said, “Vienna City Marathon.”
No other marathon T-shirts or items with a logohwihe Vienna name were sold.
Michael, Ann and | left the Expo without buying déimyg. Too badViennais the name
of a town 15 minutes from my home in Reston andsmy wanted me to get a Vienna
Marathon shirt for a souvenir.

When | lived in Cairo, Michael and | ran togetherseveral races in Egypt including two
marathons (at Luxor and Alexandria) and a 100 kdtanrace (each team member ran 20
kilometers.) We ran marathons together in ParisMadrid as well as the Marine Corps
Marathon in Washington, D.C. Michael is an Aragpeaker, works fdBritish Gas(that
made a $5 billion investment in Egypt) and he aisddmily now live near London. We
went to theDubai Café a small restaurant next to the Expo. We hadiless greasy
weiner snitzelith poor service. However, the Austrian beer gasd.

A week before leaving for Vienna, Ann called theegiigious Washington Running
Reportnewspaper (that reports on races and ranks rumm#ie tri-state region) to ask to
cover the marathon for themThe Editor provided a letter to facilitate her gegt
marathon press credentials. She needed tlusasii the finish line to “be there for me”
— as she had been at the Marine Corps, Bostoniniargeach and other marathons and
local races in Washington. But there was a casthie introductory letter — they wanted
a 1,200 word news account of the race plus photos.

We walked to the Crown Royal Hotel, the marathoadogiarters, at the race start in
United Nations Cityacross the Danube from the main part of the ciyn needed pick
up her press card. Getting her credentials waspnoblem once she showed the
newspaper’s letter. It all went smoothly. Annew®ed her large plastic Press Pass and
proudly hung it around her neck.



Paul Zink, an Austrian born in Salzburg, is the ewaf theFootsteps of Restaminning
goods store in Reston. Two days before departintpisrtrip, | stopped by his store and
asked him to recommend what | should do in VienRaul happily lent me maps and a
book and told me the best places to visit, his fid@aafés and which special coffees to
drink. He explained that coffee houses are an ksiaol part of Austrian life,
particularly in Vienna. Austrians spend hours owere cup of coffee and free
newspapers in a coffee house.

Paul recommended three types of coffee (there lawatadO types in Austria — and one
just does not ask the waiter for “a cup of coffee.id taste and enjoy all of Paul’s
recommended coffees — th#élangeg(like a café au lait, made with foamed milk, simila
to acappuccind thegross brauneKbig brown one — black with a splash of milk) ahd
einspanner(a singleespressaerved in a tiny glasalong witha large glass filled with
whipped cream.) All coffees are served with a srgklss of water on the side. | could
see in Paul's expression and body language that ti®roughly disgusted with the fact
that Starbuckss having so much success in Vienna.

Paul told me that | should not underestimate thet#an 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 wortieat would cheer the runners when
we passed the amusement park Ferris Wheel, feaiardde famous 1949 film of
Graham Green'’s novel about the occupation of p@st\Wienna,The Third Man

| told some friends in my Reston Runners Club kefdeft abouthe naked womeat the
Ferris Wheel. A couple of them — and my son — edrb immediately sign up for the
marathon. At the press office in the Hotel, | @sRen to verify this interesting fact with
the Public Relations Chief. He said, “Of cours# Thereneverwere any naked women
on the course.” ....Wait till | see Paul Zink!

Mohsen Alashmoni

Mohsen is the heart and continuity of the Maadi mara Club. Although he has a
successful consulting business in Egypt, he takapan himself to handle many of the
responsibilities of the club — such as selectirgylttation and route for the weekly runs
in Cairo, bus transportation to certain sites amadewstops. For international marathons,
he finds himself burdened with handling the groupitsand hotel arrangements or at least
coordinating it. He is good at organizing and agiag things. When we were in Egypt,
Mohsen taught me an important lesson, “Never V@erit If you do, he explained, no
one will help you. And you have no one to complton How he finds himself still
making all the arrangements still confounds mgudss no one else will do it. Certainly
no one does it as well.

Carb-Loading in Paris

It became apparent that there was a needdoreondo “make arrangements” when we
were in Paris for the 2002 marathon. About a daxfars were staying in different hotels
and B&Bs. The evening before the race, we all atein appointed time at one of our



hotels. We then discussed where to go for ourgce-carbohydrate-loading dinner. No
one had considered that 20,000 other runners iis BEo wanted to eat Italian food at
about the same time. The dozen or more of us wallkee streets searching

unsuccessfully for a restaurant that could acconatedll of us. After 30 minutes of

walking the streets to restaurants recommended ty yassing people, and finding each
had a long waiting line, we split up into three @we and each group continued to
separately search.

By now, we gave up on having Italian food and jwsihted to findany restaurant that
would take us. Our group was down to four or five kept walking and walking and
were getting tired. Finally late in the evening found a Viethamese restaurant with an
empty table. We ate rice instead of pasta. It Wwawever frustrating not to have a
traditional meal. This lack of planning was somegiwe never wanted to repeat.

Mohsen organized well for Vienna. The week befbeerace, he emailed everyone a list
containing names of each of the 28 runners and bimé¢l locations and phone contacts.
There were seven different hotel-pensions-B&Bs #tabmmodated our group. He also
assigned, without any prior discussion, tasks &mheperson. He selected two people to
find the restaurant for the carb-loading dinnert tt@uld accommodate 40 people. He
appointed others to find a place for our traditiofast-Run Champagne Toast that will
be followed by dinner. Others were to select aelibur option, one pair to identify
tourist places to visit, another to select everangvities. Bryan Smith and | were to
coordinate a trip to the wine country.

The Pre-Race Dinner

Mohsen and France researched and selected thaqeearb-loading dinner site. It was
La Mareltalian Restaurant, with a genuine Italian owdut four blocks fronPension
Minu 3. The owner spoke only Italian and German. He asktirey could accommodate
all 40 of us — even more. Mohsen and France didspeak Italian or German but
somehow decided on a special limited menu — thfgred just three choices for the
appetizer/pasta course and three choices for the fish/meat course. This was an
excellent idea as it made it easy on the waitresguickly take orders and easy on the
kitchen to prepare the meals. And provided someshojor all of us — that the dinner
would take no more than two hours. We marathoa#éreeeded a good meal served
quickly and a good night’s sleep before the race.

All the runners met at olPensionand then we walkedn masséo the restaurant. The
heavens opened with a drenching downpour just astaveed walking from the pension.

| went back for umbrellas. The rain ended justvasreached the door of the restaurant.
Even with umbrellas, our legs got soaked from thred of the rain. That was the last
rain we experienced for the rest of the week.

It took about 20 minutes for the restaurant s@affqueeze in more tables and chairs into
the small room they set aside for us — and stdtéhwasn’t enough room for everyone.
Several had to sit in another room. France comethio the owner. He just waved his



arms, kept speaking lItalian, shrugged and walkealyav6o much for prior planning and
restaurant assurances.

There were a few toasts and announcements. lteodsast the memory of Ahmed Harza,
an Egyptian marathoner, about 50 years old, thatlassisted through his first marathon
in Egypt. He subsequently drowned in a Red Semgligccident a couple of months

before our group was to go to Madrid for his secoratathon. Ahmed was so looking

forward to that marathon. | broke down and soblbecbntrollably for some time. The

memory of that tragedy is still with me. | similabroke down when | toasted him

before our group ran in Madrid.

My Marathon Dressing Ritual

Back at the hotel after dinner, | prepared mysaifthe race the next morning. | set out
all the items | would put on and carry during tharathon. | have done this so many
times that it has becomerigual act for me — much as the bullfighter’s ritual is tot un
histraje de lucegsuit of lights) in a set order — or a gladiatoadtnight of old dresses as
he prepares to go into battle.

On the evening before the race, | carefully pinngdbib number to my running shirt
with four safety pins, put on the shirt, and staodront of a mirror to make sure the bib
was straight and in the middle of my chest. | lazethe computer timing chip so it sat
securely on the top of my shoe laces and checladttwill not pinch the top of my foot.

| set out my running shorts, socks and shoes, myssiall packets of carbohydrate
energy gel, fouAdvil pills (two to take one hour before the start and to take at the
end.) | placed all of this on top of an old fadedd-sleeved running shirt that | will wear
to keep warm in the cold morning air and throw aveafew moments before the race
starts. | have a pair of whitéherry Blossom 10 Mile Ra¢browaway gloves that | will
wear, at least for the first few miles, as my finips get numb in the cold. | also brought
a large plastic trash bag from home (with holegtlaut for head and arms.) | will put the
bag over méf it is cold or raining in the morning. | foldedetbbag small and put it with
thethrowawayshirt.

In the Madrid Marathon, health stations had aerasois of an analgesic that they
sprayed on runners’ sore muscles and joints. Pphayswas like a miracle and relieved
all my pains — in my groin, buttocks and thighlater found a similar spray in Cairo. It
containedl% Indomethacin Solutioand had the same effect as the Madrid sprayved ha
a large supply of it. | carry a small plastic sphkettle of thelndomethacinvith me on
each marathon to use to relieve pains. | pouredlitiuid from the original glass
container into a small much lighter-in-weight pladiottle that originally contained lens
cleaner. Now my friends who need to use it duangce, ask me to pass them rfgns
cleaner”

| brought an empty wide-neckedatoradebottle with me to Vienna. 1 filled it with
water and set it next to the stack of clothes.illlcarry this bottle of water with me until
the race starts. | planned to slowly drink the ewdab hydrate myself during the 30-
minute morning wait in the starting line corral.nd\then would use the empty bottle to



relieve myself (modestly of course) just before ghating gun. No Porta-Toilet for me. |
will toss the Gatorade bottle to the sidelines lfwihe top securely tightened.) My
throwaway shirt also gets tossed from my placéénstarting line.

| set out a granola bar and a Snickers candy ban the Expo “goodie bag” that | will
eat in the morning before leaving the hotel. & consume all the food three hours
prior to the start of the race so that all the faoltl be digested by the time | start running.
| set the two alarms on my watch and one on thesiledalarm clock to wake me at
4:30AM. And then go to sleep — if | can. Most remhfind they cannot sleep the night
before the race because of all the pressure frditigation. Experts advise to get a long
sleep two nights before the race. | have anothkxing ritual practice but | won’t
mention it here.

| woke Sunday morning, took my usual handful ofsp# plus twoAdvil to relieve any
pain | might encounter during the race. | startedkihg water and continued to do so all
morning. | ate my two candy bars and immediategnimo the toilet and stayed there
until I was certain | had pooped all | could. Duyithe next hours, | went to the toilet
often to ensure | had pooped everything. | alwdys/e each morning and this day was
no different. After shaving, | dressed slowly aradefully.

This is the way | dressed for this marathon:

First | put band-aids over my nipples and on tredi@& of each ankle bone. The nipples
can chafe and bleed after hours of running. | heatendency to kick my ankle bone

when | am running tired. A sharp rubber shoe saléing against my ankle bone causes
pain and bleeding. The band-aids help a lot in t&sk myself.

| put on my shirt and pants. | carefully pulled my socks and ensured there were no
wrinkles. | checked the inside of each shoe taienshere were no pebbles or other
matter inside the shoe that could cause irritatidhen | put on the shoes — pulling each
line of laces so there was no slack but not pullirtgo tight so as to stop circulation in
my foot. The feet expand during the many hourswfing and pounding on the
pavement. | wanted the shoes to be snug, not lonsmy feet that | can sense any
wobble. | double knotted the shoelaces so thayldveot open while | ran. | don’t want
to trip or lose valuable seconds retying the laketg the race.

Last, | load in the six gel packets, the extra Agis and the bottle of spray into the
little pockets on the back of my running shortgsut on my blue throwaway shirt over the
T-shirt with bib number and tucked the pair of whgloves into the waist band of my
shorts.

My ritual finished, | am now ready to run a maratho
Race Morning

There was a 9 AM marathon start. | had lots ofetito get ready. Since so many
marathoners were staying at quansion the manager agreed to start serving breakfast at



6 AM instead of 8 AM. | had eaten two candy barsny room but anyway, | went down
to the dining room to pass time with the other ensn | also started to eat. | had two
warm rolls with butter, jam and cheese and a potaffee. Inevereat before any
training run. And hardly eat anything before a atlaon. But this day, it felt right to eat
alot. Soldid.

| sat with the other runners. There were aboubfars. We talked about racing and took
photos of each other. At eight o'clock we all leddup our gear, walked to the
Underground station and headed to United Natiomg, @ie start of the race. The train
arrived at the race start station. Ann and | gét 6 did Gerard and his wife Immke.
The others shouted for us to get back on the tr&éife did — but quickly realized they
intended go one more stop so they can leave thainicg bags at a baggage check. |
didn’t have anything to check because Ann will gamy after running gear. Gerard
called to us to get off and come with him. He disd nothing to check because his wife
will carry his extra clothes. We stepped off theart and turned back to see the others did
not get off. They shouted to us, “We’re going avé a group photo with all the others
after we check our bags.” Too late to get backhentrain. The doors closed. Ann and |
waved goodbye as the train pulled away. Well, woa'tbe in that photo.

It was cool outside. We four walked quickly downretstreet. Gerard and his wife
walked so fast they left us behind. They wereilegawater bottles along the course for
Gerard, had done some of that work the day befodeweere moving ahead to attend to
some part of that task. Ann and | slowly walkedhe Crown Royal Hotel and entered
the body heat-warmed lobby crowded with runnerstingifor the start of the race.

Many of them were guests at that hotel.

The staircase to the mezzanine and the press affaseblocked by a beefy mustached
security man in a suit who wouldn’t let anyone phasga. Ann’s press card got us by
without a word.  Upstairs the press office wasedted. | plunked myself down into a
large upholstered chair. A toilet was nearby -haitt a line of people waiting to use it. |
visited my private toilet a couple of times. | was warmaméortable and rested. This
was better than being on the street in the coll thié masses.

My bib number said | should be in Corral No. 3. afflwas three blocks behind the start
line and crowded with over 7,000 runners. Fifte@nutes before the start, Ann and |
left the hotel and walked to the front corral — antirazened my way in past the

volunteers guarding access. | was in. | stoodhtrigehind the elite runners from

Morocco, Kenya, Japan, Russia, Austria and otheof&an countries.

The Race

Two minutes before the start, the corral gates vmened and the runners pressed
forward. | was originally two rows behind the eliunners but now | was pushed back to
about the 8 or 10" row. While waiting shoulder-to-shoulder in thewd, | emptied my
bladder into the Gatorade bottle and tossed treedlbottle to the ground on the sideline.
| took off my long-sleeved shirt, placed in on nhoslders and waited for the starting
gun.



The weather was perfect — overcast, no wind awotl-eand the light short-sleeved shirt,
running shorts and white gloves | was wearing —ewest right. The countdown started,
the gun was fired, | started my stop watch ... andwsee off. Ahead, | saw Ann on the
side taking photos about 100 yards after the statbssed mythrowawayshirt to her,
waved and raced off with the crowd of enthusiastitners. The classical music being
played wasn't theBlue Danub&by Johann Strauss but it was a lively Strauss tamd it
moved the crowd of runners quickly acrd®sichsbrucke the bridge over the Danube
River. Just after the bridge was the Giant Ferrise® in the park. Dammo naked
women

The course profile that Mohsen and | studied tlghinbefore showed an incline of 160
feet over the first half of the race — a very gi@dip slope. Then it sloped downhill at an
easy angle except for a slight spike up just betfoedinish to get up to a small bridge.

The slight incline in the first half didn’t hindeny easy running, the overcast skies kept
me cool and | enjoyed running at a reasonable patlee Austrian runners were
conservative in all respects. Except for two b@sefunners | saw, one of whom ran in a
clown’s costume (probably an Australian or an Imsim,) everyone was appropriately
dressed without anything written on their shifthie crowds were plentiful but seemed to
be there to support specific runners — friendsfandly members. There was no general
cheering for any other runners. Nobody cheééal 4-3-5-2!" If anyone cheered me or
my bib number in German, | didn’t hear them — andne made eye contact with me.

The course took us past many elegant public bgklimmuseums palaces, the opera
house, the elegant gothic Cathedral and along ladéevards where Strauss, Mozart and
Freud had walked. The course went by many elegaffeec houses and cafés for which
Vienna is world famousStarbucksshops were everywhere — an affront to Viennese
traditionalists but popular with the younger wokkipeople and students.

As | passed over the highest point of the racebatia12 miles, | had a wonderful free
feeling. | leaned forward and went flying into tHdewnhill portion of the course. My
pace picked up and | kept saying to myself — ower @ver again, “I can’t believe it!” “I
love it.” “I love it.” The slight downhill inclinevas wonderful. | ran easily. There was a
very slight slope up — and again, | praidéercury, Hermesnd other running gods when
| lunged downhill again. “Thank you, Thank you,afk you,” | kept saying to myself. |
felt light and fast and had time to enjoy the sight

While beginning to run the several miles of theeleportion of the course through the
elegant chestnut tree-lined boulevardHauptalle park — where the course doubles back
towards the finish — | heard stirring Mozart musiclistened to the music and the
accompanyinghud-thud-thudof hundreds of runners’ feet pounding on the paamm
and reverberating off the trees and the overheandches that shaded the road. This was
invigorating and inspiring and helped me to pickmup pace and move to the beat of the
stringed music.
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| finally reached the fabulous finish line — th®fburg Imperial Palace, residence of
kings and emperors — | ran through the arches lidtrenplatz(Hero’s plaza,) the
majestic courtyard, past the bleacher stands lamodigh the Finish Line. | looked up at
the clock and saw my time was 3:56:21. | ran ar®ve steps and checked my watch to
make sure the big clock was right. The time wasdge | came in 8 place behind two
Austrian runners. | easily could have run another miles at that pace. | felt good.

Happy Ending

The Austrian Mountain Goats

| was certain | ran with those two old Austriangidg the race. | saw the first of the
white-haired runners who seemed to be in my agsidiv— several miles into the race. |
tried to keep up with him but he pulled away orughill and widened the distance as we
ran. |just wasn't fast enough to catch up witmhiAnd | was enjoying running so much;
| didn’t care much when he tore away from me. THeeond of the snowy-haired
Austrians, that | tailed, wore his running cap @ty angle and had an unusual running
style — his left elbow swung out in an exaggerateg. It seemed like he was trying to
poke someone next to him with each swing of thewll pride myself on having a clean
running style. As | shadowed him, | thought, “Hoan anyone with such a bad running
style beat me?” But he did. He pulled away anéver 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 soyrof our club members had good
times. There were nine of us with personal recants three of us that placed third in
our divisions. Bryan Williams finished his Bamarathon. Ann was at the finish line
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taking photos and | stood with her to wait for atikkib members to finish. Danielle,

Mohsen and France joyfully passed through the Hitiise with outstretched arms, good
times and in great physical condition. We took tpkp packed up and headed to our
hotels to clean up.

Ann told us thaMrikik Lahoucing a Moroccan, won the race, had a PR and set a&our
record of 2:08:20. His prior best time was 2:15:09wo young Japanese women
finished one-two in the race — only 16 minutes beéhihe male winner. An Austrian
woman came in"2and set the female course record for an Austrighe finish of the
half marathon race was a virtual tie with only .@f% second separating the two runners
that ran neck-in-neck to a thrilling finish. Cotidns were ideal for this race.

Mohsen and Me

Everyone in our group — all 37 of us — met laterStnauss Parkfor champagne and
snacks, to share stories of our runs — and tadetie lies. Some brought excellent French
champagne to Austria from their homes. There wetdds and bottles of champagne.
Ann and | brought snacks, others brought sandwiahdsfancy pastries from fancy cafés.
Gerard brought two boxes of seafdoors d’oeuvressandwiches and a large cake from
the Marriott Hotel. He announced it was his biethhdAlmost everyone was pleased with
their finish times and everyone was physically sb#mo injuries. There was plenty to
celebrate as we ate and drank. We toasted toaheha lot. Group photos were taken
and we had to hold our pose for a long time urnérgone got a photo with their own
camera. Two of the non-runners had to each haweralecameras dangling from each
wrist, and to take a photo or two with each camera.

Mohsen made a speech, thanked those that helpadke the trip a success, recognized
all the personal records and announced all theegehients of the group. “The greatest,”

he said “is that fivevirgins came with us from Cairo and they leave Vienna as
marathoner§’

About a dozen of us left the park together walkezldtreets until we found a place to eat

dinner. It was a Georgiatreperestaurant with a pianist that played classicasimu 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 counfighra and her nephew, Sabri, from
Marseilles (who completed his first half marathd®ian and Beth Smith, Monica, Heike,
Ann and | took the train t&rinzing We bused to the top of the hill. Then we hiked

to a restaurant with a lovely view of the Danubel &ime city below. This was wine
country so we each had a glass of wine at a tGtfé at the peak. | sketched the Danube
view. We hiked a short while along a little trdibt led us to a picturesque church. | did
a quick sketch of the church. When it was timeleave, we had to hurry. | kept
sketching the church as | walked backward towahdsdus stop. We had dinner in
Grinzing at an Austrian restaurant that made its own wanesd served delicious thick
breads that went perfectly with each of our med&lgstrian breads were world class.

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

Later we took the train back to the “geographicadl @motional heart of the city” —
Stephansplatavith the most recognizable structure in all Vienthe St. Steven’s
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Cathedral, a 1% century gothic masterpiece — and the plaza aneégbedn streets —
where we watched thmimes drank coffees, ate pastries and ice cream. Asiceiched
the outside of the cathedral and went inside tavdhee baroque altar.

That night | stayed home and relaxed and workedngrdrawings. Ann, Mohsen and
Heike went to the Casino to gamble. Ann will go whgre to playTexas Hold ‘Em
Poker but they don’t play poker in Vienna. NevertheleAsn found a game at the
Casino that she liked. She won 70 euros playiagkpck. Mohsen had his first casino
experience and was introduced to the slot machines.

The next day, four of us went to tBehonbrunrpalace for a tour. There are 1,440 rooms
in this palace and 40 regal rooms are open for mgw and elegant gardens that

supposedly rival theVersailles We took the one-hour audio-assisted tour of 22
ceremonial and private rooms of Franz Josef | amghiéss Elisabeth and other royalty

that resided there. The rooms had magnificentéed ceilings, gilded ornaments and

crystal chandeliers.

Sketching at Schloss Schonbrunn (Palace)

Later, Mohsen joined Ann and me for a private touthe Jewish Museum that was set
up with the Museum Director for Ann before we aedv During the tour, Ann explained

to the guide that Mohsen was from Egypt. Mohsé&egao me in an aside, “She’s blown
my cover!”

We were near the famo@afé Demetoffee shop so we went there fom&langecoffee
andcreme schneitte The guide book said the light custard deser Hemas to die for.”
The waitress confided two secrets to us when Akedito make hemélangewith skim

milk. (1) Themélangeis alwaysmade with frothed skim milk. (2) It is made exgdtie

same as @appuccinobut this is never explained when a foreigner agdather of the
coffees.
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Ordering coffee with skim milk with one of Viennasige high calorie whipped cream
desserts is like asking for Diet Coke with a dottileese pizza in America. Why bother?

Ann and | did a lot of walking around and visitisgghts. Ann took photos. | sketched
wherever we went.

The next day, Mohsen, Monica and Heike rented b&ed went for a morning trip
around the city. Ann and | went to the Jewish $§ggaie, an old building that was
constructed in 1860 and was located in the midstlofe of attached buildings. It wasn'’t
burned by the Nazis because the other houses airdet would also have burned. The
designer’s specialty was opera houses so the inéithe synagogue was a small jewel of
a room with similarities to a miniature opera haussketched while the guide gave a 30-
minute explanation.

Later we walked around the neighborhood which washmmore vibrant than any other
section of town we visited. It was lunch time se feund the way to theBest Wurst
Shog in town. (That was our name.) It was just a sienphclosed hot dog stand on a
street corner but according to the guide bocknsistently hadbp dogstatus in Vienn&
The shop only sold hot dogs and bratwurst. The hadydogs are served up is interesting.
A hole is poked through the length of a large hmg-dized baguette, mustard is squirted
in the hole and then the giant hot degrstis stuffed into the hole.

When | bit into the end of my hot dog, hot juicesiisted up my nostrils and on the end
of my nose — and it burned. The hot dog contametted cheese. Later, when my nose
cooled and | finished eating my hot dog, | pickbd tried cheese from my nose and
tasted it. It was good. | asked the man in th# sthy the guide book calls his shop the
best in town. “I don’t know,” he said. Ann an#éiiew — the Wurst was great!

Best Wurst in Town

Rendezvous
Before Monica left on the morning bike trip, shared me her cell phone and showed
me how to send text messages. “It's my phone frordah. Don’t make any phone calls;
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just text message,” she said. The plan was fonith, Mohsen and Heike to meet Ann
and me after their bike ride. Later, Ann and le&iedly tried to read or send messages
on the cell phone. We were unsuccessful until Vaigy in the afternoon. About 5 PM,
after stopping several young people to (unsucckgshelp us operate the phone for text
messages, Ann figured it out herself. The messagie screen from Monica said that
they were sitting in thdida cafénear St. Steven’s Cathedral (the center of thg wiith

an Egyptian newspaper reporter who was interviewlogpsen — and that they would be
there until about 5:30 pm. There was just enourgk for us to get there if we left right
away. We quick walked to the Underground, caughtraan and arrived at the
Stephansplatstation well in time. It took a few minutes for tslocate theAida Cafée
We walked in and searched for them downstairs andllooked at my watch and it was
5:31 PM. They were not there.

When we eventually got back to goensionwe found them there. They were shopping
across the street when we were in the café. ok tolong time for Mohsen to explain
about his newspaper interview. Hffed a lot over this point. Finally Mohsen explained
that the reporter wanted his reaction to the C&owernor’s decision “to remove speed
bumps in the city!” What was the reporter doingha Aida café? How did he happen to
interview Mohsen? Remove speed bumps? What? Irrgsteany more explanation.
That may or may not be the true story. Mohsen isavas.

Many of the group from Cairo went shopping for bleg and other items not available in
Egypt. The Austrian economy greatly benefited friima visit of the Maadi Runners.
Monica and all the Egyptian women, especially Lolwmeare buying dresses, clothes and
shoes for all members of their families — and attilgher quality shops.

Heathrow Airport

We flew home by British Air and had to wait in LardHeathrow Airport four hours for
our connecting flight to Washington. We went tadb atGarfunkel’'s Restaurardt one
end of Terminal 4. The sign said it wa#y t.ondon Institutiori Ann and | had two
hamburgers, a coke, a pint of beer and a decag¢eof¥Vith tip, it cost 23 British pounds.
About $46. The beer was good. The burger wasvtst | ever had.

My son, Steve, advised Ann and | not to wait in ¢h@wvded terminal area when we got
to Heathrow. He said, “There are more passengaiting in the terminal than there are
hard molded plastic seats for them to sit in.” "#n as you can, get to tQeiet Room

in Terminal 4. You'll find lots of chaise loungasd cushioned chairs where you can put
up your feet, quietly read or sleep. No one thatks loudly and no public or flight
announcements are allowed.”

We took his advice. We found th@uiet Roomat the other end of the terminal — and
tucked around a corner. It wasn’t easy to findev8twas absolutely correct. Hardly
anyone was there. The Quiet Room obviously is nelft-known. Only a few people
were there resting, sleeping, reading or typingoamputers. There were darkened areas
where the ceiling-to-floor window blinds were lowdr Ann and | walked through the
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spacious main area and through glass doors intthankarge room that | would callhe
Quietest Roomilt felt appropriate to walk on tip toes here amdly to whisper.

We went back into the main area, pulled up two @stable chaises in front of full-
length windows overlooking the airport where we ldowatch the planes. We lazily
stretched out, Ann found a bag of peanuts in heryam, quietly opened it and we
slowly ate some. In this room, soft munching sauwere permissible. Bless the British!
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