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            Preface

            


         
 

         IT IS easier to say what this book is not, than what it is intended to be. Though a historical essay based on research, mostly that of others but to some extent my own, it is not a straight history of Vienna nor of Viennese civilisation. I have tried to sort out the elements that have gone into the making of Viennese society and of Viennese attitudes, the influences which helped to shape the architecture, the cultural atmosphere, and the speech of my native city. Doing this I hoped that the many lines I was drawing backwards and forwards in time, upwards and downwards at any given period, would in the end merge to form a portrait of Vienna—or at least the sketch for a portrait, with many angles traced separately on every plane.

         
 

         Years ago I wrote an article about Arthur Schnitzler’s prose for the Times  Literary  Supplement,  and called it “Viennese Mirage”, because even then I was obsessed with the way in which popular legend and poetic legend overlaid reality, and reality in its turn both created and imitated legend in the history of Vienna. Out of that article arose my first impulse to write a book about Vienna—an impulse fostered by my friend Mr. A. G. Weidenfeld, whose stimulus I gratefully acknowledge. At that stage I had in mind a book limited to the last quarter of the nineteenth century and the first decade of the twentieth, a period during which the contrast between Vienna’s intellectual vigour and the disintegration of its established society became acute, with only the popular myth of a gay Imperial City, and the international fairy-tale of a Viennese never-never-land to bridge the rift. Presently, however, I found that I could not write more than glorified journalism unless I attempted to trace the origin of aspects of Viennese life and culture which are usually taken for granted as though they were immutable or a gift of the genius  loci.  I imagined that I would find comprehensive surveys based on modern research. In fact there exists no social and no economic history of Vienna. There are any number of chronicles and specialised monographs, as well as popular histories of the city, but I discovered that only the most recent monographs, a small number of historical studies, and none of the chronicles, were completely reliable in their use of the sources; not a few mistakes and misstatements have been repeated time and again. In short, I had to devise my own method to check and counter-check, and to use memoirs and literary works as evidence for the points I wished to make.

         
 

         Geologists identify strata of certain periods by the fossils which are typical of them and can serve as guides. In a similar fashion, I have been using certain types of art and literature, music and architecture, politics and statistics, to bring out the character of the different phases and facets of Viennese civilisation. Indeed, for each period, individuals who have either left memoirs or about whom there is ample documentation have served me—I hope without distortion of their personalities—as incarnations, or as guides: Schubert, Johann Strauss father and son, the poet Grillparzer, young Hofmannsthal, Freud in his early career, Franz Joseph I, and several politicians are cases in point. However, I have tried to give each era the solid bones of economic and social fact, which were clothed in the soft—and occasionally flaccid —tissue of cultural life.

         
 

         Among the raw material of which I have made use are my own impressions and experiences, and those of my family on both sides. This seemed to me legitimate, because my purpose was, after all, to portray the criss-cross of traditions, the influence of long-past epochs on later generations, and the way in which both legend and reality make an impact on the individual mind, so that a common attitude arises. I will not hide, however, that to some extent this book has helped me to clarify my personal development. In trying to find the roots of both positive and negative Viennese traits, in assessing our common heritage, I could not but uncover some of my own roots and realise what I owe to my heritage. In this sense, there is an element of autobiography in my book. I have also given rein to my prejudices, beliefs and convictions, but I have tried to make it clear what they are, so that any reader should be able to take them into account. It was my firm intent not to let any bias influence me in the method of my research; that one’s bias influences the selection of material is inevitable, but even so I have mistrusted my own partisanship at every step and checked on it.

         
 

         A great number of people have helped me by advice and criticism, whom I shall not even try to enumerate. If I have not always taken a piece of advice, I have never disregarded it. In the end the mistakes are mine, and I do not wish to spread the blame by a long list of good names. I can only thank those friends, in the hope that they will not misunderstand my not mentioning them singly as they deserve. There is one exception: I want to put on record my most sincere thanks to Professor Otto Erich Deutsch, who very kindly checked my section on Schubert, in spite of his heavy engagements, since I was leaning so much on his authoritative researches that I could not risk any factual blunders; the interpretation, however, and with it the risk of error, remains my own. In two other cases where I have had direct advice on a particular point from research scholars, it is recorded in the appropriate section of the text.

         
 

         Of the many institutions and libraries which I have bothered over the years, there are in particular two which I would like to thank: the Archives of the City of Vienna, and the Austrian Institute in London. Without the help of their libraries I should have found my work infinitely more difficult. In the City Archives I was granted access to unpublished manuscripts and documents. Also, I had expert guidance in selecting illustrations at the Historical Museum of the City of Vienna. Contrary to custom, I feel that it is to the bodies rather than the individuals that recognition should be expressed, but this in no way reduces my private debt of gratitude to every single generous helper.

         
 

         Finally I have to put in a plea for myself. This book, long as it is, has had to be condensed from a staggering wealth of material. Many extracts from diaries or memoirs, many episodes and, not least, further excursions into the history of the Habsburg empire, without which the rôle and problems of Vienna are so difficult to understand, have had to be sacrificed. No doubt I shall be plagued by the conviction that I have omitted the wrong guiding figure here or there. Yet on the other hand the fact that I have rarely followed through a literary career from beginning to end is not a symptom of excessive condensation: it was never my intention to write literary history. Rather I wanted to reveal the soil, milieu, or social sphere and situation, from which the contributions of Vienna to European civilisation have sprung, and so to explain the changes that have occurred.

         
 

         In the end, this is no more than a “sketch” of an infinitely rich urban civilisation. I hope it is not my incurable love for my native city which makes me believe that Vienna is still important in the world of today, through all that is alive in its past, its present and its future. 

         


      


      

    


  

    

      

         

         
 

         

            I
 

            The  Casting  of  the  Mould

            


         
 

         DOZENS OF books have said it, dozens will say it again, but it is no less true for being a literary commonplace that the easiest approach to an understanding of Vienna is to look down on the Danube valley and round the horizon from one of the hills west of the city, and translate the message of the landscape into terms of history.

         
 

         The hill may be the Leopoldsberg, the last escarpment of the range, with its steep drop to river, great abbey and famed vineyard. It was on this crest that Leopold, Margrave of Babenberg, lord of the Austrian March, built a castle at the turn of the eleventh century. Vienna—the successor to the small Roman outpost, Vindobona—was then at best a village of fishermen and vintners, but within forty years the Babenbergs made it a border fortress and their ducal residence. It became the town of Wien. Five hundred years later Vienna was the most solid obstacle in the path of the Turkish invaders of Europe. On 12 September 1683, thirty-three princes and generals in command of an international army heard Mass in front of the Leopoldsberg castle ruins before they led their motley troops down the slopes against the Turks, and broke the siege of Vienna. The Turks turned back eastward for good.

         
 

         Or the hill may be the Cobenzl, a mere shoulder of the range, named after Philip Count Cobenzl who did better as a protector of Mozart than as Austrian Foreign Secretary at the time of Napoleon’s rise. The Count bought the estate from the Jesuits shortly before their eclipse, and converted one of their houses into a château with a fashionable “English” park. Up there Mozart spent his last carefree days in the summer of 1781, when he had broken away from servitude in the retinue of the Prince-Archbishop of Salzburg and was about to plunge into insecurity and glory in the warren of Vienna. Much later the little castle became a hotel and was re-modelled out of recognition as a tourists’ paradise, but in its terraces some of the old grace lingers, and below it the tapestry of Vienna is spread out.

         
 

         Or the observation post may be the Kahlenberg itself, Vienna’s domestic mountain, nearly as much part of its tradition as St. Stephen’s spire, to quote a very Viennese autobiography (Rosa Mayreder’s). The Kahlenberg wears its own patchwork cloak of local history. A monastery on its top was burnt by the Turks in 1683; it was restored, only to be closed by the Emperor Joseph II a hundred years later and to be sold by auction. An entrepreneur turned the cells of the Camaldolensian monks into guestrooms for sophisticates who wished to retire to a cosy hermitage and enjoy the spectacle of simpler Viennese picnicking under the beech trees. In 1795, one of the guests was the society painter Madame Vigée-Lebrun, a refugee from the French Revolution and its wars, who admired not only the vast view of the Danube with its “flowered islands”, but also the taste of the old monks—and that of the great gentleman who had recommended the idyllic retreat to her. He was Prince de Ligne, the same Belgian grandee, Viennese by adoption, unsuccessful general of three generations of Habsburgs in unsuccessful campaigns, who spent his strength up to the eve of his death on coining bon  mots,  among them the over-quoted epigram on the Congress of Vienna: Le  congrès  danse, mais  il  ne  marche pas.  The Prince lived out his impoverished, brittle old age near the centre of social life and gossip, in a pink-stuccoed rococo town house overlooking Vienna’s western ramparts, but had a small country place as well—on the slope of the Kahlenberg, for he was a connoisseur.

         
 

         A generation later, the greatest Austrian poet, Franz Grillparzer, wrote a mediocre couplet in a friend’s album, which no book on Vienna can by-pass:

         
 

         

            

               Hast du vom Kahlenberg das Land dir rings besehn,
 

               So wirst du, was ich schrieb und was ich bin, verstehn.


            
 

            

               If you survey from Kahlenberg the land,
 

               My writings and my self you’ll understand.


            


         
 

         This is not simply the condensation of a facile sentiment or a personal half-truth. It said something that is not easy to convey about Vienna and the Viennese. Nobody was more painfully conscious of the conflicting elements in his city and country than was Grillparzer. It shows in his fierce diaries, unpublished during his lifetime and insufficiently explored even now, and in the plays he kept locked up in his desk. He recognised the conflicts in his own complex nature, he diagnosed them in the tensions below the smooth surface of bureaucracy and middle-class comfort in which he had his share; and he saw the contrasts dissolved into the harmony he craved when he looked out over the cherished landscape.

         
 

         These elements, contrasting yet fused, are still there to see from the top of the hills near the Kahlenberg.

         
 

         To the south, on the far rim of the shallow basin, are Alpine peaks so distant that their grey limestone looks smoke-blue, so near that their patches of perpetual snow glitter in the sun on dry, clear days. The ancient roads to Styria, Carinthia and Italy lead in this direction. From there the leaven of Mediterranean civilisation was brought to Vienna by Italians who, once they had made their new home in the German-speaking but wine-growing town, quickened its sluggish pace. Yet there is another, more elusive message spelt out on the southern horizon: the presence of high mountains within sight is a reminder of solitude and grandeur. A glimpse of the distant Alps had the power to open a gap in the snug, smug enclosure of Old Vienna.

         
 

         In Adalbert Stifter’s novel Der  Nachsommer  (The  Indian  Summer), which opens in the becalmed eighteen-thirties, the apogee of Viennese middle-class domesticity, the young hero receives the impact of such glimpses long before he sets out to conquer rocks and glaciers:

         
 

         

            At one place on the bastions of our town it is possible to see, between the trees and houses, a patch of blue of those mountains. I often walked on the bastion, often gazed at the small patch of blue….

            


         
 

         For many generations, Viennese children have had their first glimmer of great mountains—more, though, than a “small patch of blue”!—from the Kahlenberg during a tame family excursion, and never lost their longing for them.

         
 

         To the south the mountains, to the east the plains. On both sides of the Danube with its islets and tangled waterside copses, the lowlands stretch eastward into Hungary, disappearing in a haze that never lifts. Out of it rose wave upon wave of invaders from Asia, Huns, Avars, Magyars, Turks, till the Magyars settled in these rich plains and the Turks were thrown back from the walls of Vienna, never to return to the attack on western Europe. Afterwards Hungary sent fat cattle, the whitest flour, strong wines and strange fish, red pepper—paprika—syncopated rhythms and eastern musical instruments, fine horses, and clans of Magyar nobles who served the Habsburgs at court, in the army and in the chanceries without turning Austrian; who built baroque houses in Vienna and dominated its high society without becoming Viennese—quite. The Danube is Europe’s traditional trade-and war-route to the Near East. In Metternich’s time, no more than 120 years ago, it was still a pointed joke to say that the Orient began on the other side of Vienna’s last toll-gate.

         
 

         North-east of the Danube—which here ploughs a straight furrow towards the south-east—lies a corn-growing plain, the Marchfeld, bounded by the faint blue line of the Low Carpathians and the Moravian Hills. In the Marchfeld, Rudolf, Count of Habsburg, who had been elected king of the disunited German realm by the German princes, defeated a great king of the Czechs, Przemysl Ottakar II of Bohemia, in 1278; this battle is of European importance, for it decided the future of the Holy Roman Empire—of Germany—and incidentally determined the allegiance of Vienna. (König  Ottokars  Glück  und  Ende—King  Ottakar’s  Fortunes  and  Fall—was the first of Grillparzer’s controversial “patriotic” plays which brought him into disfavour at court.) From Bohemia and Moravia peasants and artisans came to Vienna in a steady trickle, until the Industrial Revolution turned the trickle into a powerful stream. The immigrants from the Slavonic north brought with them their sly sense of fun, their fiddles, songs in the minor key, a capacity for hard work, a taste for beer and stodgy, floury dishes, the inflections of their speech, and their names.

         
 

         Due west, the trough of the Danube valley is hidden by hills, upstream from the point where the river makes a sharp bend at the foot of the Leopoldsberg and enters, divided into several arms, the “basin” of Vienna. Much that went into the making of the town—men, goods, and ideas—came down the river from the west. It was the waterway of the legendary Nibelungs and their historic counterparts, of colonising or plundering feudal lords and their followers, of priests and monks from rich, learned, civilised abbeys upstream, of the merchants and journeyman-craftsmen from Bavarian or Franconian cities who shaped the urban beginnings of Vienna. After the mid-eighteenth century, most of the students in search of public employment came from inner-Austrian towns and took the mail boat for Vienna (the “water-ordinary”) at the provincial capital of Upper Austria, Linz. This was the way Leopold Mozart travelled in 1762 with his two children and a piano, intending to launch the child prodigies at the court of Vienna; and little Wolfgang so charmed a Viennese customs official at the quayside of the Danube Canal by playing a minuet on his fiddle, that the man waved the piano on through the toll barrier. A very different kind of music was imported into the capital by the boatmen who took huge rafts down the Alpine tributaries of the Danube and the Danube itself, with timber for the buildings and firewood for the households of Vienna: the stamping whirling dances of their mountains, out of which the waltz evolved on Viennese soil.

         
 

         The hills that hide the upstream valley from sight are a barrier, not only against north winds but also against traffic. The old pack roads had to skirt them on either side, and only small hamlets and scattered cottages subsisted in the quiet valleys between the endless woods. From the tapered spur of the Leopoldsberg-Kahlenberg, beech-grown ridges fan out and curve south-west along a level plain until they meet the chain of the Alps, whose last eastern foothills they are. All this is the Wienerwald, the Vienna Forest or, better, Viennese Wold, usually mistranslated as Vienna Woods. No other part of the chequered landscape has had so great an influence on the imagination of the Viennese as the Wienerwald on their doorstep.

         
 

         The city lies between the Wienerwald slopes and the Danube. At least the older part of the city does, and only the modern industrial districts have spilled across the main river on to the dusty, windswept plain to the north-east. This is the plain where Napoleon lost his first battle to an Austrian army led by the brilliant Archduke Charles, at Aspern in 1809; whereupon he fell back on Vienna which his troops already occupied, won the campaign and the peace, and in due course married the Austrian Emperor’s coy, foolish daughter, Marie Louise.

         
 

         The Danube gave Vienna its strategic and commercial position, and its links with West and East. It was turned into a vastly different asset when the Viennese legend of the Imperial City on the Danube began to grow, especially after Johann Strauss the Younger, by picking a catchy title for a beautiful waltz, had turned its yellow-green waters into magical blue, the blue we all have seen in rare flashes on enchanted autumn afternoons. But the Danube has never been to Vienna what the Thames is to London, the Seine to Paris, the Tiber to Rome—or the Danube itself to Budapest. It does not flow through the city. No one would have thought of building the houses of the great along its banks. Old Vienna developed south of the southernmost arm of the river (it was to become the Danube Canal), on a useful waterway, but far from the devastating floods on the main bed. Fishermen would bring their boats to the foot of a steep staircase leading down from the ramparts; their coveted freshwater fish would be taken to markets within the walls; but larger boats did not enter the narrow channel. Their passengers had to disembark higher upstream and pass through all the cordons of safety before reaching the town proper. So it was during the centuries of Vienna’s growth, and so it was still under Metternich’s regime: long enough to have contributed to the peculiar insularity of the Viennese, to their conservative self-sufficiency, and to their addiction to the hills rather than the plains on the far side of the rivers, whatever the landscape of their origin.

         
 

         The oldest core of buildings, the Innere  Stadt  or City, was crammed into the area constricted and protected by the town walls. It still shows a tight cluster of church towers, domes and ornamental roofs round the tall gothic spire of St. Stephen’s Cathedral. The old city borough is hemmed in by a wide boulevard further widened by many public gardens; it is surrounded by a double horseshoe of boroughs, and the opening of this horseshoe is barred by a stretch of the Danube Canal and a densely populated island opposite. The inner zone of this double belt is formed by the ancient Vorstädte,  the faubourgs  or suburbs—I use this English word with reluctance because of the associations and connotations it has accumulated—which developed between the inner and outer lines of fortifications. The outer zone is a looser girdle of equally old, originally rural parishes—Vororte,  the different term indicating a status different from that of a Vorstadt—long since engulfed by industrial and residential settlements, some of them truly “suburban”. They reach into the foothills of the Wienerwald, into that semicircle which swings away from the Danube and leaves a wedge of flat ground between itself and the river.

         
 

         Many years before factory districts and the vast municipal cemetery pushed forward into that bleak moorland where the winds from north and east never cease, Vienna began to enclose the eighteenth-century “summer” mansions of the aristocracy outside the city ramparts in a network of countrified middle-class houses and to creep up the lower steps of the Wienerwald hills. Yet even now spinneys, meadows, lanes, and vineyards tilted to catch the full force of the sun, break through the furthest edge of urbanised villages or colonies of villas, and peter out lower down between the dusty streets. About 1820, when Beethoven, Schubert and Grillparzer went hunting for summer quarters in those old villages (they seem to have preferred low whitewashed houses curtained by twisting vines), the fields reached down as far as the Line Wall, the outer fortification built in 1704 at the request of Prince Eugene of Savoy, to protect at least the suburbs, though not the more exposed outlying villages, from marauding Hungarian insurgents. In those years the view from the Kahlenberg would have shown—as paintings and drawings of the eighteen-twenties do—a town pattern not unlike a dartboard or rifle target: the walled city as the bull’s eye; around it a green band, the ramparts converted into promenades, and the Glacis, the broad stretch of open ground below the walls, tied together by a short loop of the Canal; a wider circular zone—if one took in the island opposite the city, to complete the horseshoe to a ring—where houses were massed between spoke-like arterial roads but broken up by the green patches of parks and gardens; around it the narrow ribbon of the Line Wall, no longer a fortification but a toll and police boundary; then a wide belt of fields and vineyards, merging with barren land to the east and south-east, but richly cultivated on the lower slopes of the curving hills, and in each fold or valley a village round a rustic, whitewashed church with an onion-shaped steeple; and finally the great sweep of the woods. The pattern is thickly overlaid by now, but it is still there underneath the sprawl of houses and streets.

         
 

         As a child I thought of the landscape and the parks of Vienna as mapped out by wild flowers and trees. I still do. On the limestone cliffs of the south-eastern Wienerwald ledge grew black pine and tufts of the crimson spring heather (erica carnea).  In the short sweet grass of its steeply sloping heaths bloomed strange orchids, bee-orchids, snake-orchids, and a sulphur-yellow wild rose, less lovely but more exciting than briar or dogrose a month later. And at Easter the pasque-flower opened its silky petals. I knew the exact spot on Perchtoldsdorf Heath, where the darkest purple, almost black blooms hid themselves.

         
 

         Before the vineyards near the Kahlenberg showed the first leaf, the grass verges of their paths were lined with the tiny suns of coltsfoot flowers (but it was no good picking them, they folded up at once), and peach and apricot trees planted between the vines cast a pale pink veil across the gray or rust-red soil. Before the pointed leaf buds unfurled in the beech-woods higher up, further west, primroses and lavender-blue liverwort (hepatica)  pushed their posies through last year’s dry leaves.

         
 

         In June, a marshy meadow by a small stream deep in the hills stood knee-high with glistening yellow globe-flowers (trollius).      Under certain clumps of silver poplars in the wilder part of the Prater, close to a rookery, snowdrops and starry blue scillas flowered a few minutes’ walk from the old tram terminus, near an ancient hunting pavilion of the Habsburgs called das  Lusthaus,  the Pleasance. The first horse-chestnut tree to light its white chandeliers stood not, as other people said, in the great avenue of the Prater, but behind the yellow wall of the Convent of Salesian Nuns, in front of a verdigrised baroque cupola. The very first March violets, blue and white, opened at the foot of clipped maple hedges along the formal parterre in the park of Schönbrunn Palace; but the old park-keeper had to turn his back before one dared pick them.

         
 

         North of the Danube, facing the Leopoldsberg across the river, is a low whale-backed hill, the Bisamberg, where the alien flora of the Hungarian plains had planted their vanguard, cushions of short-stemmed iris (iris  pumila)  in purple, pale yellow, and creamy white; later in spring you might find a few lady’s-slipper orchids, such as grow high up in Alpine clearings, if you knew the secret places of the Bisamberg: Alpine and Sarmatian flora met on that lonely, unbeautiful hill.

         
 

         Not many Viennese children can have grown up so much in love with flowers as I did, but all must have seen the public gardens and parks of Vienna overhung with lilac and golden-rain—laburnum—in the last days of April and first days of May, their stronger tints repeating the colours of a Wienerwald spring: blue, white, purple and gold.

         
 

         The first painting I ever coveted was Ferdinand Waldmüller’s “Early Spring in the Wienerwald”. At six, I was too young to know, or care, that Waldmüller was the strongest of the early nineteenth-century painters of Vienna—an imaginative naturalist. (His studio oils of landscapes around Vienna are filled with a warm golden light, but he also painted the most sombre of Beethoven portraits; and a likeness of his wife in a sweetly pretty off-the-shoulder dress shows not the simper à  la  mode,  but the ruthless beauty of a mature woman.) I saw “my” picture on a rainy Sunday morning when I could not play in the wet sanded walks of the Belvedere Park and my father took me to a gallery of nineteenth-century paintings then lodged in the Lower Belvedere. The Wienerwald picture bewitched me with its lacework of leafless branches against a bright windy sky, and with the pale bunches of primroses breaking through dry coppery beech leaves. I didn’t like the village children in the foreground—in which I was right, because they are coy. But for years I longed to be able to paint bare branches with the delicate firmness of Waldmüller. All I dared paint with my water-colours were insipid primroses. Yet between the Wienerwald and its glistening image, my taste in landscape painting was committed for a long time, for better or worse.

         
 

         These childhood fancies have no significance beyond the personal, except as an example of the influence the landscape of Vienna can have on its addicts. To each it speaks in a different language, but—whether they realise it or not—it is part of all their lives. It doesn’t even matter whether they enjoy it or not. In every big town, different quarters breed different outlooks, and the distance from the open country has definite psychological effects. In Vienna it is not so much the distance from the open country as that from the Wienerwald which matters. When I grew up I was to discover with a shock, and with a sense of guilt, that the workers of the new eastern and southern factory belts hardly ever took their children to the woods on Sundays, because it seemed too far and was too expensive for them. Those east of the city would most often picnic in the coarse grass of the inundation area along the Danube, those of the outlying southern districts on plots of waste ground near disused clay pits and brick kilns, where the eternal winds blew gritty dust on their sandwiches. However, it may have immunised them, to a certain extent, against the mawkish Viennese sentimentality which flourished best in the old suburbs and one-time villages near the hills, near the vineyards, and near the traditional wine-gardens.

         
 

         For half a century the combination Vienna-Wienerwald-Wine has been so glaringly exploited by the tourist trade and the musical export industry that it has become even more suspect, at least in the eyes of those who refuse to fall for it, than it was while it was designed mainly for home consumption. In innumerable songs, more or less familiar place names (e.g. Prater, Kahlenberg, Grinzing, Sievering, Nussdorf, and above all the name of Vienna itself) are brought in to evoke idyllic memories, while the mention of spring is supposed to create a mood of sweet sadness, that of wine one of rakish gaiety. For listeners who know neither the places nor the taste of the local grapes, a lilting tune in waltz-time sets the appropriate mood. For instance:

         
 

         

            

               Im Prater blühn wieder die Bäume,
 

               Bei Sievering grünt schon der Wein …


            
 

            

               In the Prater the trees are in flower,
 

               At Sievering the vineyards show green …


            


         
 

         which ends on the triumphant line:

         
 

         

            

               Und Frühling ist’s wieder in Wien!
 

               And springtime is back in our Wien!


            


         
 

         or the tipsier one:
 

         

            

               Ich möcht’ wieder einmal in Grinzing sein,
 

               Beim Wein, beim Wein, beim Wein …


            
 

            

               I’d like to be back in Grinzing again
 

               With the wine, the wine, the wine …


            


         
 

         And, of course, the ubiquitous, vulgar and irresistible
 

         

            

               Wien, Wien, nur du allein
 

               Wirst stets die Stadt meiner Träume sein …


            
 

            

               Wien, Wien, you, only you,
 

               Will be the town where my dreams come true …


            


         
 

         Here, as in the first quotation, I have replaced the correctly English Vienna, which is used in broadcasts, on records, and no doubt in printed translations, by the native name of Vienna, Wien.  The reason is that the long monosyllable Wien, pronounced Veen, plays a fatal rôle in such rhymes and rhythms. Rhymable as it is, and capable of being made to fill a whole 3/4 bar (perhaps with quivering violins as a background), the sound seems to have had an irresistible attraction for writers of popular songs in the German language, an attraction scarcely attributable to the corresponding “Vienna”. The few genuinely lyrical lines built round the sound as well as the image of Wien—they do exist—defy translation into English because of the discrepancy of stress and tonality. (After all, the word-sounds Paris  and London have each created their distinctive rhyme or verse pattern, of which “Sous les toits de Paris” and “Billy Brown of London Town” are trite examples. And the sound Wien in Viennese dialect, spelled “Wean” and too hard to convey to an English ear, produced in its turn different rhymes, styles and rhythms—because it has no long-drawn single vowel.) In short, the way in which the sound of Wien has been applied in a spate of songs, for more than 150 years, has contributed to the legend, to the myth, of a dream city called Wien and existing in Never-Never-Land. It has affected—but this is another story—the image the Viennese themselves wish to have of their Wien. Hence this digression.

         
 

         The modern songs of Wien and Wine are mostly cheap and cloying, and when their vogue began they were not much better. Still, when the layers of sticky sentiment are scraped off, there remain one grain of irreducible fact and one grain of irreducible feeling, which survive any dosage of acid or caustic. Both fact and feeling are nearly as old as the hills on which they grew.

         
 

         The plain economic fact is that the vineyards in the lee of the Wienerwald were of the greatest importance for Vienna’s everyday life, from the earliest beginnings—modern scholarship has established that vines were grown there even before the Roman legionaries introduced their more refined stock—up to the transformation of Older Vienna into Old Vienna in the course of the eighteenth century. In 1524, a charter of Archduke Ferdinand called wine “the principal nourishment of the city of Vienna” and recast ancient regulations of wine-growing and wine-trading. At least a quarter of the property-owning citizens grew their wine in vineyards outside the town walls; most of them pressed their own grapes, stored the wine in deep cellars of their town houses (these cellars influenced the technique of building), sold it in bulk to foreign merchants, in retail to any comer—and drank it. All sovereigns of Austria protected and controlled the Viennese wine industry as a prime object of taxation. Imports of wine from other Austrian regions, let alone from Italy, Hungary or Spain, were restricted to a minimum; for centuries beer-brewing was prohibited within the city, and at all times licences for either beer-brewing or the sale of foreign wines were rare and very expensive.

         
 

         Any society of wine-growers and wine-drinkers will develop particular habits, cookery, singing, jokes, social codes and tempers, a rhythm of life and use of the seasons unlike those of a beer-or spirit-drinking community. Customs of a strictly practical origin will be handed on as unquestioned rites and hallowed traditions, and largely survive the conditions whence they have sprung. Something of this kind happened with the vinous part of Viennese civilisation. As long as the vineyards were cultivated around and between the Vorstädte—the last suburban vineyard was registered till the end of the eighteenth century—the interest of the Viennese in the quality of the new wine, the Heurige,  was matter-of-fact. It was no more than natural that the pleasantest, most popular wine-gardens were set up in the wine-growing villages outside the Line Wall, near the edge of the woods and in the garden or yard of the vintner himself. There they stayed even when the vineyards began first to shrink and then to disappear; they became stations on the roads into the Wienerwald. And in still later years, the cult of the Wienerwald and the cult of drinking new wine under spreading walnut or chestnut trees merged.

         
 

         A little water-colour by the Viennese painter Moritz von Schwind (see Schwind’s ink-and-wash cycle Die  Lachner-Rolle,  Munich, 1862) catches the spirit of that time of transition. Painted thirty-five years after the incident, out of Schwind’s memories of his early youth, and far from his native town, it inevitably romanticises reality, but this makes it an even better illustration of my point. The scene shows Franz Schubert and two others in a Grinzing wine-garden: a bower-like vine trellis, a small table with three glasses and a flagon; at the back, rising from a fold between the vineyards, the village church of Grinzing with its bulbous steeple; the line of Kahlenberg and Leopoldsberg, with its abrupt drop from castle ruin to river, cutting across the sky and the sinking sun; at the table the painter’s three intimate friends, the conductor Lachner, the playwright Bauernfeld, gayest rebel in Metternich’s Vienna, and Franz Schubert in full face, round and tubby, his hair in untidy tufts. It is very peaceful, as if floating in the warm air of a summer evening.

         
 

         This small water-colour is already part of the legend of Wien and Wine, such as it was when the genuine feeling underneath was not excessively tainted by false sentiment, and before it was commercialised. Sentimental the feeling certainly was, and nostalgic for a youth which in retrospect appeared simpler than it had been, as anybody’s youth is apt to do at any time, in any place. What is important, however, is the ageless quality of that feeling, and its share in the reality as well as the legend of Vienna. It has little to do with wine-drinking as such, though it encompasses the pale heady wine grown on the slopes where town and countryside meet. It has everything to do with the fusion of hill, town, river, plain, woods and houses, which stirs the imagination. Not for nothing have so many Viennese writers, whether Viennese-born or Viennese-made, tried to make others see what they had seen when looking down on the city from a Wienerwald ridge. And this did not start with the self-conscious and nature-conscious nineteenth century either.

         
 

         Outside the fields of music, landscape gardening, and possibly the more intimate type of architecture, the eighteenth century was more unlyrical in Vienna than elsewhere. It produced no poet worth the name. From my fairly comprehensive reading, I have retained no more than three lines of verse—and their subject is the view of Vienna from a hill.

         
 

         Their author was a man of letters under Maria Theresia and Joseph II, by the name of Michael Denis. He was a kindly Jesuit and teacher at the Theresianum,  the Theresian College for Young Noblemen. After the dissolution of the Society of Jesus and the temporary closure of the college, Denis lived quite happily as a librarian, freemason, and self-appointed “bard”. He published a much read and indeed readable translation of “Ossian”, which found only too many imitators in Germany; dedicated pompous Latin odes to the Empress; and would have been even more thoroughly forgotten than he is, had not Mozart tried to set an ode of his to music and mentioned the fact in a famous letter to his father, in 1782:

         
 

         

            I am busy with a very difficult job, the music for a bard’s ode on Gibraltar, by Denis…. The ode is magnificent, beautiful, anything you like, but too highfalutin for my finicky ears. But what can you do? The golden mean, the true essence in everything, is no longer known or appreciated. If you want to be applauded you must write stuff either so easily intelligible that any fiacre coachman can catch and sing it, or so unintelligible that people like it precisely because no sensible person would be able to understand it….*

            


         
 

         All the same, the highfalutin bard Denis once wrote a poem entitled “On Looking down on Vienna from a Hill behind the Village of Ottakring”, in which he apostrophised the town:

         
 

         

            

               Wie glühet deiner Türme Gold,
 

               O Vindobona, durch die Schleier
 

               Der leichtgeschürzten, blauen Luft …


            
 

            

               Your golden spires, how they glow,
 

               O Vindobona, through the veils
 

               Of this blue, lightly-gathered air….


            


         
 

         This passage seems to me memorable for the sake of a single descriptive word—which I have not been able to translate adequately. It is the word leichtgeschürzt,  “lightly-gathered” in my dull version. The German epithet, very much a word of rococo letters, belongs to

          shepherdesses, nymphs, and the gayer muses; Thalia, the Muse of Light Comedy, is called die  leichtgeschürzte  Muse  in an outworn tag that was fresh once. Thalia was seen as gaily and innocently wanton, not dressed in flowing garments with austere folds like her graver sisters, but showing dimpled knees under coquettishly tucked-up skirts. That Michael Denis, worthy poet laureate and ex-Jesuit, should have thought of this image in describing the air of Vienna—that he stood on a hill overlooking Old Ottakring (long since swallowed up by a busy working-class district), saw the light draperies of clear, soft air veil and unveil the gilded spires of the walled town below, and invented this leichtgeschürzte, blaue  Luft—all this says much about his Vienna.

          
 

          

          

         Fifty or sixty years later, under Prince Metternich’s tutelage, the Viennese cultivated the virtue of quiet respectability and arranged the surface of their existence as though they were painting a likeness of their orderly living-rooms on the surface of a mirror, in the then modish technique. Beethoven and Schubert were dead. The freakish Grillparzer was silent. The censorship was effective. A younger generation was trying to escape from the beaten track, though not yet into a new awareness of reality. Adalbert Stifter, a student from a village on the border of Bohemia and Upper Austria, dreamed of becoming a great landscape painter rather than a sensible minor civil servant. He fell in love with Vienna; in later years, in Linz, he was to feel exiled from it as from his spiritual home. When he started to write, he poured into these first literary efforts his pent-up romantic longings and the exact detail his painter’s eye had observed. One of those early short novels, Feldblumen  (Wild  Flowers),  is written in the form of letters from a young painter who lives in Vienna, in an attic room somewhere outside the ramparts. He describes what he sees from his window in spring, 1834—and indeed there exists such an oil study of suburban roofs, clouds and light by Stifter:

         
 

         

            To the south, small puffs of clouds are gathering, with the sweet colour only spring can give; the metal roofs of the town shine and shimmer, and at times a distant flock of pigeons cuts white wheeling curve into the blue….

            


         
 

         He walks in a public pleasure ground on one of the town ramparts, the Paradise Garden, and looks into a convex mirror set on a stand:

         
 

         

            Part of the town, and the green trees and the rose parterre in front of it, and the rings of the suburbs, are caught in neat smallness, swimming in a kind of sombre dusk through the black of the looking glass….

            


         
 

         He takes a walk in the fields just outside town and suburbs, under a bright, cloud-flecked April sky:

         
 

         

            … the brooding spring warmth aquiver on the bare black fields—between them the beautiful green strips of winter com—and then the dun and russet woods on the hillsides, and everywhere people in their finery walking on the fallow….

            


         
 

         Franz Schubert had felt the same glad tenderness when, on a June evening of 1816, he had gone for a walk with his brother and found the green fields outside the toll-gate of his suburb very beautiful. “In the uncertain twilight … my heart warmed within me”, he wrote in the diary which he usually neglected, having other means of expression than words.

         
 

         Michael Denis, or Franz Schubert, or Adalbert Stifter—and how many more greater and lesser names—it was always the same response to this union of landscape and town. Literary or intellectual fashion has had scant influence on this feeling. The words which writers of different generations chose to express sensations they shared with less articulate people show surprisingly little variation even if the style betrays the period.

         
 

         Stifter, for instance, was under the spell of the German proto-romantic Jean Paul when he wrote Feldblumen,  as much as he was under the spell of the Viennese atmosphere. Somewhere in the story he sent his other self, the painter, to a small village in the heart of the Wienerwald, sat him at a wooden table in the shade of beech trees, a few dry biscuits and a bottle of Nussberger at his elbow, green-gold flashes of sunlight in his eyes, the not unpleasing noises of other trippers reaching his ears from the nearby inn; and then Stifter made the young man write an intense letter to his friend:

         
 

         

            … Or I chose a night to climb one of Vienna’s western hills, and saw the dawn rise over the big town: first a faint strip of light unfolding in the east, white fog banks glimmering along the Danube, then the town lifting out of the night haze in massed bulk, partly set aflame, partly still struggling with a sombrely golden, billowing smoke, and the whole prospect strewn with gold stars that sparkle from windows, metal roofs, steeples, lightning rods, while out there on the horizon a pale green ribbon gently, softly draws its gossamer across the sky.

            


         
 

         Arthur Schnitzler was the novelist—and satirist—of the sophisticated, doubt-ridden intellectuals before and after the turn of the last century, seemingly worlds apart from Adalbert Stifter. But Schnitzler was a Viennese. In his novel Der  Weg  ins  Freie  (The  Road  into  the  Open, 1908) he too sent his protagonists on walks in the Wienerwald, just beyond the margin of the town which had climbed up the slopes in the meantime. Inevitably, what they saw was in its essence the same picture their predecessors had seen; but they also felt essentially the same, and this was not inevitable:

         
 

         

            From the wood-clad ridge to the left came no shade yet, only a mild breath of air that had been asleep among the leaves. On the right, the green slope descended to the long furrow of the valley where roofs glinted through treetops and branches. Across the valley, behind garden fences, vineyards and arable land led up to pasture and to quarries overhung by glistening bushes and shrubs. At the far end of the valley the view was blocked by meadows and wooded heights, but the mirror of the air reflected a message of new valleys and hills in the distant dusk….

            
 

            They looked down across the city, to the plain where vapour rose like an exhalation and the river ran its shimmering course, to the faraway mountain ranges veiled by a delicate haze….

            


         
 

         This is not a set piece of description inserted in the novel to counterbalance an intricate psychological plot and the portrait of an over-ripe urban society. It is necessary because it belongs to the lives of Schnitzler’s modern, citified human beings, even should they choose to destroy their own mood by a tart joke before plunging back into the coffeehouse fug. It was no great distance, either in miles or in sentiment, from the path called Sommerhaidenweg (a charming name: Summer Heath Lane) which was the favourite walk of Schnitzler’s unheroic heroes, to the hill above Old Ottakring where Michael Denis had snatched at a draught of air to carry into the stuffy cubicle of his verse. Nor, for that matter, was it far to the small stream at Heiligenstadt where Beethoven conceived the Pastoral Symphony, listening to the birds in old walnut trees without quite hearing them.

         
 

         From Beethoven to Sigmund Freud there were many who rebelled against the complacent lethargy of only too many Viennese—and not all were born elsewhere like these two—but even the rebels surrendered to the Wienerwald. Which meant that it helped them to stay and work in Vienna, to be at home there in spite of themselves and others, because it would have been impossible to draw a sharp dividing line between the town and its landscape.

         
 

         The surroundings of Vienna are not the only reason, nor are they the main reason, why so many uprooted or restless people from outside made Vienna their adopted home; rather, it has been the city’s specific mixture of national and cultural ingredients which favoured such a “naturalisation”. All the same it was that other mixture, that of town, suburbs, villages, wooded hills, plains, river and distant mountains, which by providing imaginative outlets saved not a few from a sense of claustrophobia and isolation. Johannes Brahms is a case in point. When he settled in Vienna in 1865 he was a mature man; he never lost his Hamburg accent; yet he came to feel as though he were Viennese. Of course Vienna was to him the “sacred city of musicians”, and it was the memory of the great composers who had lived, worked and died there, as much as hopes for his own future, which drew him to the town. Still, his friend and biographer Max Kalbeck thought that Brahms made up his mind in favour of Vienna among various possibilities, because it offered him the attractions of a big city, a small town (in the suburbs), and the loveliest open country in one.

         
 

         These were intellectuals, artists, men of genius. But what about the masses of people who came to Vienna to find work, and had to live in a mean tenement, or in a backyard room of a small, untended suburban house? And what about those born in a dark narrow street, growing up in one of the old inner boroughs or in the near-slum of a decaying residential quarter? It is, and always has been, fatally easy to surround the existence of artisans and labourers in Old Vienna with an idyllic halo, for no better reason than that they could drink their glass of wine, if any, somewhere near a wood, or at least near the tall poplars of the Prater, and because they too could walk on Sundays in the park of Schönbrunn, or the hills near Grinzing and Ottakring, or the willow copses along the Danube. Yet they could, and did, do one or the other of those things, and it made a difference, in spite of the dark shadows that fall on the bright picture.

         
 

         Even newcomers in the factory zone quickly took their pick of the existing habits, if or as far as their working hours and wages allowed. Those who stuck to beer and a beer-garden, whether out of preference or because it was nearer and cheaper, instead of sampling the local wine in one of the old Heurigen  wine-gardens as the elder artisans would, tended to feel disprivileged or scornful. In most cases, however, the tradition of evenings under trees, from spring to autumn, and of Sunday picnics in the grass, set a pattern, or at least the pattern of an ideal. Where it survived the years of industrial expansion and crude exploitation, it delayed the development of a slum atmosphere. To be robbed, say by Sunday work, of something that was considered a birthright of the Viennese, was felt to be an enormity, even by workers who were neither Viennese by birth nor traditionalist by inclination. Later, when time for leisure had been won for industrial workers by their trade unions, the old pattern still influenced the use of free time at weekends. The good-natured gaiety of Viennese crowds at a fair or in a dance hall, commented upon by foreign visitors ever since the early eighteenth century, has always had a rural, open-air tinge. I also believe, though this could hardly be proved, that it was the Wienerwald habit which saved the average Viennese from wanting to spend his holidays (once paid holidays for wage-earners became law) in an overcrowded “resort”. There is no parallel to Blackpool or Brighton for the Viennese, and not only because there is no coastline….

         
 

         A nineteenth-century writer on Old Vienna, Wilhelm Kisch, censured the common people for all wanting to go holiday-making to the country, in the decades following the revolutionary year of 1848, but even he admitted that they at least dispersed decently to small villages and farmsteads. Generation after generation, groups of friends and young couples had wandered off the road, along quiet paths and through unfenced woods of the Wienerwald. The taste for independent pleasures, tempered by the enjoyment of company, survived for a long time after the advent of popular mass entertainments, because its roots were old and tough. It is hard to say whether these roots are quite withered by now; they may not be. And until it became industrialised, the music that went with it all was neither loud nor shrill.

         
 

         *
 

         There exist in German literature two endlessly quoted poetic definitions both of which use a classical metaphor to attack the self-indulgent, unintellectual habits of Old Vienna. One is a distich by Schiller, in which he lets the River Danube say:

         
 

         

            

               Mich umwohnet mit glänzendem Aug’ das Volk der Phäaken.
 

               Immer ist Sonntag, es dreht immer am Herd sich der Spiess.


            
 

            

               Round me abide with lustrous eyes the Phaeacian people.
 

               Ever is Sunday, the spit turns without cease on the hearth.


            


         
 

         The Phaeacians, the people of King Alcinous and Princess Nausicaa, are the friendliest, most hospitable and most human crowd in the whole Odyssey, if great gourmands and gourmets, but the educated Viennese resented Schiller’s sally (more so as he had never been to Vienna), and earnest souls have argued against it ever since. The hint that the Viennese only know how to eat and feast, but not how to think and work, has rankled, foolishly but understandably.

         
 

         The second classical quip occurs in a poem by the eminently Viennese Grillparzer. Before his journey to Greece in 1843 he wrote a poem entitled “Abschied von Wien” (Farewell to Vienna). In it he called his native town the “Capua of the mind”. In Capua, Hannibal’s soldiers lost their fitness for battle because they let themselves be seduced by the town’s soft beauty and rich pleasures. Grillparzer felt, or wished to feel, that, if he had ceased from mental strife and let the sword sleep in his hand, it was because his creative energies had been numbed by the enchantment of the Viennese air. His criticism of the town, as a cloak for self-reproach, was far bitterer and more ambiguous than Schiller’s quick, unsubstantial epigram. Since I am unable to translate Grillparzer’s poem into English verse and rhyme without turning his poetry into quarter-poetry, his quarter-poetry into padded prosiness—some of those simple rhymes fall flat even in the original—I transcribe it here in undisguised, almost literal prose:

         
 

         

            You are beautiful [Grillparzer addresses Vienna], but dangerous too, for the pupil as for the master. Your summer air saps strength, you Capua of the mind. Soft it is to tread your ground, and hills and forests spread about you a magic land through which the waters glide. Music all round, as when the choir of birds wakes in the trees. One does not speak, one scarcely thinks, and feels what is half thought. And then your people: staunch of heart, with healthy commonsense, they have wreathed truth’s image with fairy tales and jests. One lives in a half-poetry, dangerous to whole art, and is a poet though one never dreamt of rhyme or stanza. But since, where all is full of beauty, we have but to breathe, we forget to exhale again what has swelled our hearts: tablet and canvas stay empty. Away, then, from your confines, to see whether through the stress of travel firmer images take shape.

            


         
 

         Twenty-one years earlier, in 1822, when he was at the height of his fame as a dramatist, Grillparzer had quoted in his diary from a letter of the German historian Johannes von Müller, written in Vienna in 1793: “I have never been in a place where I was so little known, so incapable of working and—forgive this mystical expression—so spiritually fettered—I should be quite unable to do my writing—and yet so content.”  To this extract Grillparzer added: “This is how every literary man is bound to feel in Vienna, and the marvel of it is that one really feels content, perhaps not with one’s self, but with the town and its people. They have a kindliness and warmth which command love. They do not admire and praise all the time, one is pestered with few literary importunities, and if they are lacking in education, it is all the rarer to meet with mis-education or over-education.’

         
 

         This sounds too good to be true, too like the later legend of Old Vienna and the Heart of Gold of the Viennese. Also, it is a period piece. In France, the post-rationalists admired the noble savage; in Vienna of the Romantic era, his place was taken by the unspoilt native, the simple man of the people. Grillparzer, whose sharp sardonic eyes saw much to displease him in the higher spheres and his own social group, longed to find the virtues of the Age of Innocence in “the people”. Such an interpretation of motive does not however invalidate the judgement itself; a similar reaction to the Viennese was much too widespread to be glibly dismissed. Even a sober, dour man like Mozart’s father wrote in 1762 to his Salzburg correspondent: “Are all people who come to Vienna bewitched so that they have to stay here? It rather looks like it.” And his son was to stay in Vienna in the teeth of petty misery and constant irritation, as though both the good and bad qualities of the Viennese were necessary to him, and the city the best of all his possible worlds.

         
 

         Some of it may have been that “blue, lightly-gathered air”, the atmosphere in both meanings of the word. Yet it was the living organism of the city, and the individuals who were the “people” of Vienna, whose way of existence provided the recurrent pattern of disenchantment and enchantment.

         
 

         What had made the Viennese what they were—and are? Here is the core of the matter, difficult of approach. At best it is possible to identify the main elements that went into the making: the fusion of ever shifting national groups in the urban melting-pot; the border fortress confronting the East, belonging to the West; the centuries-old tradition of living at the centre of political storms, as on an island with precarious privileges; the anti-heroic object lessons of long-drawn battles of conscience throughout Reformation and Counter-Reformation; the disruption of a rising middle class on the verge of social, intellectual and economic expansion; the crippling of municipal freedoms, and in exchange a rich mess of pottage, the patronage of an international court; finally, the need of living one’s private life fully under the permanent pressure of external insecurity.

         
 

          *
 

         Mediaeval Vienna developed on the site of a Roman camp, at the point where the transcontinental route from north to south, the ancient Amber Road, crossed the Danube. There, German, Slav and Magyar cultures touched, with an older Celtic stratum deeply embedded underneath. From all these separate worlds, and from Italy, Vienna drew not only people but, as I have mentioned before, customs, ideas, musical rhythms and mental associations. The main Viennese stock was of German-Austrian origin, coming from the hereditary Habsburg dominions (Lower and Upper Austria and Styria in the first line), but there was also immigration from Bavaria and Franconia. From the sixteenth century on, the typical Viennese surnames speak of peasant or at least country connections. To the group of German surnames there were added, over the centuries, others: Italian, Czech, Polish, Croatian, Hungarian, and (from about 1775) Jewish; together with a sprinkling of French, Belgian, Dutch and Greek surnames. The non-German immigrants came in increasing numbers, though in shifting proportions, and the list echoes the historic fluctuations of the Habsburg empire and the changes in Vienna’s European status. On the other hand the names of aristocratic families with town houses and “summer” mansions in the outlying boroughs point the story of the Habsburg court’s ramifications, political, diplomatic and military. And the names on more recent electoral rolls of wards and districts give a broad indication of the parochial mixture, social structure and industrial history of each urban sector.

         
 

         The cliché of the melting-pot is as true of Vienna as of London or New York, but for Vienna it has been true over many more centuries. The ingredients of the mixture have changed periodically; the fact of the mixture has been constant. It has turned the city into a unit radically distinct from the surrounding country with its blocks of homogeneous population. This may well be the principal cause of the Viennese brand of insularity: the people of the town defended, as it were, their island of cosmopolitan civilisation against the tides from the peasant countryside. Behind the ramparts of the old fortress and, when these had been razed, in the houses, streets and suburbs of the expanding city, the second generation of immigrants would turn Viennese, occasionally with a sense of rebellion against the milieu or its traditions, more often accepting them comfortably, adopting the current dialect and subtly changing it with new words, accents and jokes. In self-defence such new citizens tended to reinforce the common feeling that Vienna was unique, a closed world of its own.

         
 

         This small world was for many centuries set apart in another sense as well. Vienna was the eastern frontier fortress of the Holy Roman Empire—of the community of German states—and through it of western Christian civilisation. It was always the first important German-speaking town to be harassed by invaders from the Orient who had overrun the Hungarian plains. And once the Crusaders had passed Vienna on the overland route to the East, they also left behind them the world in which their code was accepted. It was entirely within that code, which admitted ransom, greed and diplomatic treachery, that Richard Cœur-de-Lion was imprisoned by a Duke of Austria.

         
 

         To be citizens of a frontier fortress was a double-edged privilege.† Such as it was, however, it dominated the material existence of the Viennese from an earlier stage onward, for more generations, and with profounder psychological effects (acceptance of insecurity and built-in defences against it) than the fact that the Habsburgs set up their residence in the castle built by their predecessors in Austria, the Babenbergs. Vienna remained the foremost fortified town of the “Austrian March” from the twelfth to the beginning of the eighteenth century, when Prince Eugene of Savoy still found it advisable to build his additional Line Wall; that is to say, for about six centuries. During the greater part of that long stretch of time it was also the seat of a ruling prince who was often not only a Habsburg but also German emperor; but it was not always, not uninterruptedly, the capital of a great realm, let alone an empire.

         
 

         It is wise to establish this, because the tag of Vienna the Imperial City, the Emperor’s Own Town, is not only a powerful myth but at the same time an important truth for certain periods of history, a misleading slogan for others.

         
 

          

          

         As long as the hereditary dominions of Habsburg were ruled by different branches of the dynasty—till the end of the fifteenth century and then again for some time at the end of the sixteenth century—each Habsburg prince had his own capital, though Vienna was the most coveted prize. (Those princes had the title of duke until the Emperor Frederick III, father of the more famous Maximilian I, raised all members of his house to the rank of Archdukes and Archduchesses.) In the thirteenth century, Przemysl Ottakar II, King of Bohemia, resided in Vienna and was acknowledged as sovereign by the Estates of Lower Austria. In the fifteen-eighties, Matthias Corvinus, King of Hungary, occupied Vienna and established his cosmopolitan court there. Charles V, the Habsburg who ruled over his “empire on which the sun never set” from Spain unless he was on the move, and who was by language and education a Fleming, left the Austrian dominions to his Spanish-bred younger brother, Ferdinand. Ferdinand, who was not made welcome by the predominantly Protestant burghers of Vienna, moved his court and administration for years to a small town at some distance, Wiener-Neustadt—though it was the scorned greater fortress that had to hold and deflect the first, dangerous westward thrust of the Turks in 1529. Even when, after Charles V’s death, the imperial crown fell permanently to the younger, Austrian branch of the House of Habsburg, it was not invariably Vienna, exposed, unruly and heretical, that was chosen as residence. The strangest of the line, Rudolf II, a mystic and alchemist, set up his court at Prague where the Luxemburg emperors had resided before him. In sum, throughout those centuries Vienna was not yet the proverbial Kaiserstadt,  the Imperial City, but it was irrevocably and ceaselessly the fortress on the border.

         
 

         Only when the Turkish threat receded at the end of the seventeenth century did the Habsburgs settle finally on Vienna for their court, administrative centre, and capital. Only then occurred the identification of their dynasty with the city, which was to play so great a part in the minds of later Viennese generations and in the world’s imagination. And yet even then the city was the capital only of the Austrian provinces, not of the German Reich—which had no capital proper. When a Habsburg was elected emperor (this was the rule, but with an exception for the time between 1740 and 1743) Vienna was indeed his capital and residence, with all it entailed in prestige, diplomatic and commercial advantages, and economic burden. But the Reich, the Holy Roman Empire, was fast becoming a powerful political shadow, more than fiction, less than reality. It had no central government, administration, bureaucracy, judiciary or standing army. An Imperial Vice-Chancellor had his office and staff attached to the court and acted as the emperor’s intermediary with the Estates of the Reich. This loose diplomatic link meant little in Vienna’s everyday life. It was more important that noble Catholic families from every principality of the empire sent their sons to serve their greatest patron, the emperor, as courtiers, diplomats or soldiers—Metternich was one of the last of that stream. Some built sumptuous houses in or near Vienna, but left in due course for their family estates; others were absorbed and assimilated by the city. It influenced Vienna’s social life, but scarcely added to its importance in German affairs. Even as the capital of the vast Habsburg realm Vienna was neither the richest nor the most important German-speaking town, though the largest and at times the grandest of them all. It remained tucked away, so to speak, on the margin of the German-speaking countries, it was cut off from their old cultural centres by distance, customs barriers and censorship policy, and yet it was the true centre of the multi-lingual Habsburg domains. Even while the emperor in the Vienna Hofburg, the Palace, wore the crown of “the Holy Roman Empire of the German nation”, the city was more open to Italian and French influences than to German. This showed, and still shows, in the vocabulary and inflections of Viennese speech.

         
 

         Throughout the late Middle Ages Vienna, like any other mediaeval town, was ruled by patrician burgesses, merchants and craftsmen. As long as the court was no fixture, few noble families had any incentive to build houses for their permanent personal residence inside the city walls. About 1550, only twenty-two are on record as having done so. Nor were there many of the higher clergy. Until 1480, Vienna had no bishop of its own, but belonged to the Bavarian see of Passau. Wealthy abbeys and priories owned large tracts of real estate in the city, freed from billeting duties and taxes which ordinary citizen-house-owners had to bear; the abbots or priors themselves, however, resided in the country. (An interesting exception was the ancient foundation called the Schotten—because of the Irish monks, or Scoti, who had established it—with its right of asylum and highly influential grammar school.) The hierarchy of the Church was not top-heavy in Vienna in the Middle Ages.

         
 

         Such a social structure should have favoured urban self-government, but it failed to ripen. Vienna never (that is, with the exception of forty years when the privilege existed on paper only) attained the charter of civic autonomy of the type called Reichsunmittelbarkeit,  which was granted directly by the emperor, by-passing the territorial sovereign—hence the German term, literally: Reich Immediacy. In this respect it was to the disadvantage of the city that its own territorial sovereign was no other than the emperor, most of the time. The history of Vienna’s city charter is one of gradual retraction. Freedoms were granted or withdrawn, but over a longer period always reduced, in accordance with the part its leading citizens played in the many internal feuds of the Habsburg princes. Whenever an elder and a younger son of the House fought over the succession to the dukedom of Lower Austria, or a regency, both would try to enlist not only the Estates of the “Land”—their Diet had its seat in Vienna, the natural centre of the region—but also the city council which held the heaviest purse. This infallibly led to conflicts among the citizens, in which the dynastic and feudal issues barely overlaid clashes of interest between landed burgesses and newer guildsmen, or statutory citizens and lesser townsmen. Loyalty to the Habsburgs was, to put it mildly, fluctuating.

         
 

         The town’s civic position and civic pride suffered rather than gained through that series of struggles against different members of the House of Habsburg. Mayors, aldermen and councillors who supported one side would do so in the name, and occasionally even in the cause, of their city’s freedoms; the most independent champions ended on the gibbet or an executioner’s block; some made good martyrs, and in the liberal era of the nineteenth century their careers furnished the raw material for some bad, well-meaning local novels. But there were many recantations, much changing of sides, an endless confusion of loyalties; they created no great tradition.

         
 

         These continual small-scale civil wars—which merged not infrequently with external wars against the neighbouring states of Hungary and Bohemia as long as these were still independent—did considerable damage to Vienna’s trade and its value as a trading post. Time and again, when commerce had suffered too badly, wealthy staplers from Germany had to be lured to Vienna by the grant of privileges which benefited the sovereign’s exchequer but incensed the native Viennese merchants, and increased their inbred weaknesses. Only the wine industry, the vineyards and vines themselves, survived upheavals without major crises. Yet the guilds stagnated, printing developed tardily, the start of new crafts and manufactures was cut short more than once by war or the threat of war. The Turks first besieged Vienna in 1529, but the hundred years preceding their invasion had been overshadowed by the Turkish menace. The astonishing thing is not that Viennese civilisation developed fitfully, but that it developed so richly after all.

         
 

         By the beginning of the sixteenth century a fairly homogeneous middle class, a Bürgertum,  under the leadership of merchants had emerged and with it, as elsewhere, the spiritual unrest of the age of Humanism. It was a shortlived flowering, but a flowering it was, extending to the arts, to letters (somewhat more timidly), and to the refinements of life. The university—the second oldest in the Holy Roman Empire, thanks to the initiative of a gifted Habsburg prince, Duke Rudolf IV—attracted eminent scholars and young, lively students from abroad. St. Stephen’s cathedral was magnificently completed. If lack of funds stopped the construction of the second great tower, the single tall spire seems today the only imaginable solution to Viennese eyes.

         
 

         The standard of living must have been high. In spite of financial bloodletting through the unceasing loans and contributions for wars, Vienna lived well before and after the Turkish siege. Chroniclers of the times praised and exaggerated, or else, with a different bias, they censured and exaggerated, the worldly pleasures of the people and the luxury which wealthier citizens flaunted in their stone-built, glass-paned houses—then mostly of one or two floors with a gable, an indication that they could afford to be sole occupiers of their houses, though they had to put up with the court’s right of billeting soldiers and other personnel. Overcrowding was not yet disastrous: the old maps and plans show that there were many small gardens left within the town walls.

         
 

         “Bread is cheap, the meat, beef as well as veal, excellent, and there is wine in abundance, though dear,” a Venetian envoy reported in 1528. In 1548, not quite twenty years after the Turkish siege, a teacher at the Benedictine Schotten  grammar school named Wolfgang Schmeltzl put primitive statistics into doggerel verse: there were seventy-odd butchers (in a town of 1,200 houses) who dealt weekly with 300 bullocks, 800 calves, 1,000 sheep and 100 pigs; turnips, cabbage, lettuce and horseradish were on sale; 180 cartloads of river crayfish were sold daily during the right season. The dark side of the picture comes out not in these songs of praise with their whiff of primitive “hand-outs”, but in the documents of the first Turkish siege which tell of the stampede of the court, the great and the rich, of muddle, hunger and demoralising despair. Contemporary descriptions of Viennese good cheer and of the underground city of wine cellars—“more buildings down below than above ground”, as Hans Sachs the Master-Singer said in an obsequious homage—were copied many times and re-written with suitable adornment. This image was dominant for a couple of centuries, till the time of Schiller’s dig at the “Phaeacians”.

         
 

         It was a frequent and popular device of sixteenth-century writers to describe the huge meals and extravagances of European capital cities, but the accounts of bucolic, gluttonous Vienna stayed in the imagination of posterity beyond and above many others. Because they were well founded in fact? Or because there was something unusually suggestive about them? Possibly. The more complicated their existence, the more the Viennese seemed to cling to the small, accessible pleasures of life. It came to be ingrained; it had a flourish to it—panache. To outsiders it may have, appeared a piquant, noteworthy trait, especially while the story of Vienna’s unlikely defence against the Turks was in circulation. Also, there were soon tragically few things to report on the cultural life of the city.

         
 

         The disruption of the Viennese middle classes began almost immediately after their rise. It filled the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. By the time of the second Turkish siege, in 1683, it was an accomplished fact. What had been a town dominated by the social groups of merchants and burghers interconnected with the gentry, and by the guildsmen, with an unruly intellectual life centred in the humanist sector of the university, was transformed into a city in the hands of officials directly or indirectly depending on court bureaucracy, and dominated by a powerful aristocracy. There were fewer houses and more palaces, fewer men of letters and more clergy than there had been at the beginning of the period. And no heretics were left. Or so it seemed. For this profound transformation of Vienna’s whole structure was entirely bound up with the cold and hot wars of Reformation and Counter-Reformation.

         
 

         When Archduke Ferdinand, brother of Charles V and favourite grandson of King Ferdinand of Aragon, left his Spanish homeland to take over the succession to the Austrian hereditary dominions, he clashed immediately with rebellious, predominantly Lutheran Vienna. The rebellion was led by the solidly Lutheran gentry of the Lower Austrian Estates and by the City Council; it was directed against encroachments on their self-government, borne up by the newly found assurance of a rising social class, and stiffened by the discovery of a so far unexplored freedom of conscience. The political mutiny was soon crushed. This marked the virtual end of the City Charter of Vienna: the beginning of municipal administration by officialdom. About the same time, an insurrection of the Castilian Estates, of old and new forces, was suppressed in Spain, yet the resistance of the Comuneros lasted longer and violence was more brutal on both sides. In Austria, Ferdinand began to organise his modern bureaucratic machine from small, fortified Wiener-Neustadt where he felt less exposed to the Turkish threat and somewhat removed from the pressure of his greatest city. Ferdinand, who was also heir to the two kingdoms of Hungary and Bohemia, thanks to the dynastic marriage contracts engineered by his grandfather Maximilian of Habsburg, and who became Emperor Ferdinand I after the abdication of his brother Charles, was not a bigot but a practical politician, not unlike his Aragonese grandfather Ferdinand, and willing to make concessions to the Protestants if and when it was unavoidable; among the Spaniards he had brought with him were men touched by the humanist reform ideas of Erasmus of Rotterdam. Yet both the prince and his Spanish advisers had, after all, been trained in a country where even then the Inquisition was busy stamping out the Erasmist influence together with all bolder heresies. In 1527, an edict of the sovereign made it illegal for citizens of Vienna to be witnesses in court, to establish a business, to make a valid last will and testament, or to enter into an inheritance, if they were Protestant heretics. In 1551 Ferdinand called the Jesuits to Austria and installed them in Vienna. The battle between the sovereign and the Estates was joined in Austria, as all over Europe. But, interlaced with it, the battle for the religious and spiritual allegiance of Vienna had started.

         
 

         It lasted almost exactly a century, and it is my contention that the experiences of that period had a decisive permanent effect on what is called the Viennese character.

         
 

         An essay in the interpretation of Vienna’s civilisation, reality and legend, has small room for details of remote struggles. But to the people whose whole outlook was being twisted, pulled and hammered into new shape, everyday details must have mattered at least as much as explicit doctrines. The behaviour of leaders, the careers of converts and re-converts, the price of strongly held convictions and, by contrast, that of prudent conformism: it is legitimate to assume that such was the substance of countless cautionary tales passed on from generation to generation, until the stories were forgotten while their impact remained, working in devious ways. No counter-tradition developed. Those who refused to give up or to hide their faith were not allowed to stay on in Vienna to embody heroic loyalty in the face of ruin.

         
 

         There are recent examples to show how it would have worked. It is enough to look at post-Civil-War Spain. A thoroughly defeated libertarian mass movement leaves behind a thick sediment of cynicism and opportunism, covering a passive resentment which will dissolve into small-scale gestures of self-liberation without risk—in all but the small, dedicated minority groups.

         
 

         This applies to Vienna for the long period of Reformation and Counter-Reformation. There had been a Protestant mass movement; it had had a libertarian tinge like any other Protestant movement in its early stages, and it had kindled hopes of an egalitarian freedom among the “lower orders”. Among the first heretics to be burnt were, as elsewhere, Anabaptist preachers: “agitators”.‡ These socially unsettling currents were most relentlessly squeezed out, so much so that evidence is scant and elusive. The mass movement as a whole was defeated and suppressed. It took more than a century, but defeat was complete: it sounds improbable that a mainly Lutheran Vienna ever existed, so triumphant is the legend of an innately pious Catholic population. Yet the tell-tale residues are there, and they are more easily accessible than the buried facts.

         
 

         In my childhood and youth two idiomatic phrases were current, which used to puzzle me on the lips of staunch Viennese Catholics.

          One, denoting exasperated impatience, ran: “Das  is  ja  zum  Katholisch-werden!” —That’s enough to make one a Catholic! The other was a threat usually addressed to naughty children by a cross old nursemaid: “Wart’  nur,  ich  werd’  euch  schon  katholisch  machen….”—You just wait, I’ll make Catholics of you yet. I thought for a time that these phrases were off-shoots of modern popular anti-clericalism. I was wrong: they were much older. Rosa Mayreder, a Viennese born in 1858, mentions in her autobiography Das  Haus  in  der  Landskrongasse that her old family retainer would threaten the children with the same formula. “To make a Catholic of you” meant a severe beating. The author adds: “It seems to have come down to us as a relic of the Counter-Reformation, and the late descendants found the procedure of being turned into Catholics no less painful, on a small scale, than their forebears had done on a large scale.”

          
 

          

          

         When Ferdinand I set to work in 1527, with his ordinances, mandates and letters-patent,§ with executions and with missionaries, all social strata of Vienna were considered Protestant in their majority, but most conspicuously the upper classes. At least there exist documents to prove it, while the lesser fry were inarticulate, and not caught in the net of official records. Most of the landed families, two-thirds of the nobility and gentry represented in the Lower Austrian Estates, and at least the same proportion of Viennese burghers, most of the privileged German staplers, and not a few of the educated clergy were Protestant or advocated a church reform on near-Lutheran lines. As long as the Protestants were entrenched in councils and corporations they could counter the pressure of the officials now moving into administrative posts. But as this bureaucracy increased its hold on municipal affairs, as jurisdiction was taken from the city magistrates, and as the university was purged of Lutheran influences, the countermoves of the town council became more and more ineffectual.

         
 

         The reigning archduke and his officials, not the citizens, operated the customs barriers, external and internal. Very soon after Ferdinand’s arrival in Austria, booksellers were subject to heavy punishment if they had heretical literature on sale. Their stocks were confiscated. Contact

          with the intellectual currents of the outside world was interrupted. Then the struggle was concentrated on education. A score of private Protestant schools sprang up, supported by patricians, the gentry, and the Estates. Those who could afford it sent their sons to the university of Wittenberg, Luther’s university. But the Jesuits soon proved successful with their first two educational ventures, a free school and a boarding school for the sons of the nobility. When in 1578 all Lutheran preachers and teachers were banned from the city, the Jesuits were left in the field to instruct the youngest generation.

          
 

          

          

         Later Catholic chroniclers told atrocity stories of Lutheran mob rule in Vienna: the faithful beaten up in taverns—priests prevented from saying Mass on weekdays—journeymen blasphemously insulting the Holy Host—no citizen free to take a Catholic as his servant—and so forth. Much of it may have happened. The strong social-revolutionary undertow in early Protestantism emerged here and there in Vienna too, even though the notion that evangelical freedom implied other freedoms as well was soon driven underground. Probably the moderate Lutherans, good substantial citizens, were shaken by any danger sign of rioting, much as Martin Luther was appalled at the great German peasant revolt. Law and order, represented by the Most Catholic Emperor and his officers, must have had a strong appeal for the lukewarm. Others followed the lure of German principalities with a Lutheran prince, where faith, fortune and career could be pursued in excellent harmony. The emigration from Vienna began. It waxed and waned, and waxed again, in step with the power of the Lutheran Estates; but in the long run it drained away the richest, the economically most active and the independent-minded among the new middle-class citizens.

         
 

         In 1577, there were only two Catholic members among the twelve who formed the Inner Council of the city. Then Archduke Ernst, the regent of Lower Austria, increased his pressure by exercising his prerogative of endorsing or vetoing nominations; and one year later the Protestants were in a minority of five, although the larger Common Council and the city judiciary were still Protestant almost to a man. The next turn of the screw came in 1579. The government decreed that Lutheran city councillors had to recant or be dismissed. If the council had been a shadow before it now became a mere decoration. In future anyone applying for full citizenship (which entailed the right to own houses within the city walls and to belong to a guild) had to take an oath on the orthodox articles of faith. Lutherans could no longer obtain academic degrees. Upon this there followed a mass demonstration in front of the castle, but a riot was averted—characteristically—by temporising. In Vienna (though not in the provinces) the ceaseless skirmishes with the Turks across the border had caused successive Habsburg rulers to go slow with their anti-Protestant measures; several archdukes and at least one emperor, Maximilian II, inclined towards Lutheran beliefs; the engineers of the Counter-Reformation employed highly successful Fabian tactics, with hideous executions thrown in as a deterrent now and then. After the near-riot of 1579, five leaders, all well-to-do burgesses, were sentenced to death, reprieved, and banished. There was no rioting in protest. The Lower Austrian Estates, i.e. nobility and gentry, carried on their fight against the central authorities in both the religious and political field; the Lutheran merchants of Vienna were still strong enough, with the backing of the Estates, to circumvent many of the anti-Protestant measures. Yet among the lesser townsmen the war of attrition began to tell.

         
 

         The archives of Lower Austria, explored by the Catholic priest and historian Dr. Richard Matt, have yielded two clumsy but moving appeals to the emperor by a Viennese tradesman who had been expelled from the city for having embraced the Lutheran creed (the “Augsburg Confession”). Caspar Huethofer, unable to find a place to settle and ply a trade, was doomed to beggary with his wife and children, and asked to be allowed to return to Vienna or at least to become a citizen elsewhere. His cry for mercy was turned down twice: “Refused”—“Earlier decision stands”. This was, no doubt, a commonplace story, one that served as an object lesson to others. It is part of the background to the statement of another historian, Professor Grete Mezenseffy, that by the end of the sixteenth century Archduke Ernst had “accumulated experience in Vienna on how to deal successfully with a civic community which, though refractory, was not determined to the utmost”.

         
 

         Social conflicts were widening, and they split the ranks of the Protestants. In distant valleys of the Wienerwald and in the Alpine dukedoms, peasant risings were endemic. Within twenty miles of Vienna, peasants rose, first to drive out their parish priests, then to sack churches and monasteries, finally to attack manors. While their “army” was liquidated by a posse of soldiers mustered partly by the Estates and partly by the sovereign, the Viennese burghers—just then claiming recognition as a fourth estate—kept their peace, though they had tried to mediate at first. Several peasant leaders were executed in the main square of Vienna; and the townspeople stayed quiet. The provost of the chapter of St. Stephen’s organised the compulsory conversion of the surviving insurgents; his commissioners were successful. A few years afterwards, in 1597, labourers in the wine-growing villages south of Vienna (the same places where the Heurigen idyll is cultivated even now) massed together, refusing to work for last year’s wages. They were also accused of being heretical rebels, and it is not unlikely that they were readier to defy the established order because of their new faith, which some of their social superiors wanted to take from them. The Englishman John Ball may have been the first to use the revolutionary jingle:

         
 

         

            

               When Adam dolve and Eve span,
 

               Who was then the gentleman?


            


         
 

         Its German version, however, ran with a threatening rumble through every abortive peasant movement; the greatest Catholic preacher of Vienna, Abraham a Sancta Clara, still quoted it a hundred years later, though in a different spirit. The strikers near Vienna were promptly rounded up by a task-force of gentlemen and lords of the Estates, supported by a company of soldiers. A few were hanged on the spot, about fifty were taken to Vienna as prisoners to do forced labour on the new town moat. Once again the town stayed quiet. Too many citizens, of whatever denomination, were worried about the rising labour costs in their own vineyards, which were particularly precious after the imperial decree which forbade a conversion of arable land into vineyards, so as to keep down the price of bread cereals and the wages of vineyard labourers. Thus the vintner villages were quickly pacified, and the Protestant nucleus of the city was more isolated than before.

         
 

         When the Thirty Years War began, in 1618, Vienna was by no means a Catholic town yet, though it had become very difficult for all but the most resolute Protestants to give their children religious tuition, while the Jesuits had made inroads through their schools and at the university. Yet the landed upper classes, organised for political action in the Estates, were again on the move and had wrung concessions from the Emperor Matthias; the Viennese merchants and tradesmen, a number of court officials, and, at the other end of the scale, groups of journeymen, were pressing for freedom of worship. The bewildering series of imperial decrees and mandates had not succeeded in breaking down the resistance of that refractory community, but it had produced evasions and unheroic devices galore. Among the last wills of Viennese citizens preserved from the years between 1578 and 1627, few risk an open declaration of Lutheran faith, but nearly half express their allegiance through bequests, legacies and turns of phrase—“Christian” standing in for Lutheran, for instance.¶

         
 

         One of the side-issues settled in the Thirty Years War was the long-drawn struggle between the Lower Austrian Estates and the sovereign. The central power won, though centralisation had to be shelved in favour of a loose form of regional self-government. Nobility and gentry lost their privileges of religious freedom. Those nobles who submitted, and above all those who served the emperor unswervingly during the war, were rewarded, not only by confiscated estates in the country (especially in the kingdom of Bohemia whose rebelling aristocracy had been virtually wiped out in the battle of the White Mountain), but also by real estate inside Vienna.

         
 

         When the emperor Matthias was succeeded by the notoriously bigoted Ferdinand II, Protestant members of the Lower Austrian Estates refused to swear allegiance to him, preferring Frederick V of the Palatinate, the champion supported by the Bohemian nobles. Some, though not many, of the Viennese citizens followed their lead. It was first against the rebels, and not against the religious aspect of their rebellious attitude, that the new monarch took severe measures, even before the decisive battles in Bohemia were fought. Again, the non-Catholic part of the population was thrown into confusion. The emperor had a powerful ally in the selfish but human wish of the Viennese to be spared destruction; only the staunchest fanatics could want the town to be conquered by the emperor’s Protestant enemies. If the multi-national imperial soldiery was bad, the Hungarians and Swedes might be worse…. In fact, the war moved up to the ramparts of Vienna only in the last stage of the thirty years. This gave the two Ferdinands, Ferdinand II and Ferdinand III, a long period in which to

          fulfil their Catholic mission. Even under the confusing conditions of war, and in an already demoralised community, it was not an altogether easy task.

          
 

          

          

         First the estates, and in Vienna houses and vineyards, belonging to “rebels” were confiscated and sold; in the case of commoners, mostly rich merchants, heavy fines were imposed as well: the war was costly and the exchequer needed the money. Within a few years the economic power of the landed gentry of Lower Austria and of the rich merchant class of Vienna was broken. A change in house ownership began, which altered the social pattern of the city. Houses and housing sites were given to loyal aristocrats such as the Liechtensteins, or to religious bodies; others were bought by officials, and by a new type of merchant, purveyors to the armies, who made a fortune out of the war. The tradesmen and craftsmen, bereft of their former leaders, were submitted to sharper regulations. In 1623 a decree ruled that non-Catholics could neither be made citizens nor appointed to any civic post. In 1624 older bans on visits to Protestant chapels outside the city gates were renewed and made more stringent, not without provoking protests from the Estates and from the journeymen. In 1625 the Town Council, by then an obedient tool, decreed that all citizens had to profess their Catholic faith or emigrate. All inhabitants of Vienna had to accept religious instruction within four months, or else they would lose all their goods, trades and means of subsistence. They had, however, the right to sell all their possessions if they refused to be converted and were therefore obliged to leave. The great turnover of houses began, and so did the exodus. When all had settled down again, in 1633, the direction and administration of the university of Vienna were handed over to the Jesuits, together with the censorship of books.

         
 

         It is impossible to say how many emigrated. The marginal entries of a Viennese tax official in a register of tenants who had failed to pay their taxes for 1625–29 list about 150 names of absentees: Lutherans who had gone away, openly or secretly. More than 100 men and women from Vienna turned up in the Regensburg district alone, according to the registers for the pertinent period. Dr. R. Matt, who gives these details, also examined the old municipal accounts to assess the sums of “exit money”, i.e. of the payments of 10 per cent on all liquid assets, which every citizen had to make before his departure. To take two years only, the sum total in 1624 was 133 florins; in 1625, 24,446 florins. At the peak of the emigration well over 1,000 families left in a single year. And they were families of moneyed citizens who took nine times as much with them, out of town and country. The purely financial loss Vienna and Austria suffered through the success of the Counter-Reformation was devastating; it was to affect the development of Viennese trade and industry and, more important still, the city’s social fabric. But the loss in human substance was irreparable.||

         
 

         One of the most revealing individual cases was that of Helmhart von Jörger. He was the lord of the castle and village of Hernals—now a crowded urban district of workers and small shopkeepers, among whom there is a strong Catholic tradition—including large, nearly unspoilt stretches of woodland on the Wienerwald slopes and many popular Heurigen  taverns. In Helmhart’s time Hernals was far away from the town, and under his jurisdiction as lord of the manor. He was a member of a powerful Protestant family, a rich man, owner of houses in the “Noblemen’s Quarter” of Vienna, and a leading member of the Lower Austrian Estates. It was he who gave sanctuary to a famed Lutheran predicant from Swabia when no other was left in the district, and it was to his chapel in Hernals that the most stubborn Lutheran townsmen walked, rode or drove every Sunday in the teeth of the authorities. In 1620 the Jörgers were among the Protestant noblemen who refused the oath of allegiance to Ferdinand II, and were outlawed for high treason. Helmhart’s fief fell back to the realm, his property was confiscated, and he had to flee the country, though he was able to return years later.

         
 

         At the point where Helmhart II, Freiherr von Jörger, disappears from the Viennese scene there begins the major shift in house property which is bound up with the triumphant Counter-Reformation, the result of forced sales, confiscation and imperial favours, and which made the rise of aristocratic Vienna possible.

         
 

         The Hernals estate and Jörger’s own town house were both given to the Church, Hernals to the chapter of St. Stephen, the town house to the abbey of Kremsmünster. The abbey sold the house with its annexes, and it became one of the sites bought two generations later by noblemen 

           in the ascendant at court. Without mobile real estate in the hands of ecclesiastic bodies, the immense architectural change from narrow, gabled middle-class houses—Bürgerhäuser—to baroque mansions would have been slower and even more cramped in space. Citizens living in their own houses were loath to sell them, preferring to add new storeys and let apartments. Jörger’s private catastrophe contributed, ironically, to the pomp and power of Vienna’s Catholic aristocracy, deployed towards the turn of the century.

          
 

          

          

         The former Lutheran church in the castle of Hernals became the centre of religious stage-management at its theatrical best. After it had been reconsecrated in the presence of court and emperor, the chapter of St. Stephen decided to build next to it a Holy Sepulchre on the model of that in Jerusalem.

         
 

         A via  crucis  with seven stations was mapped out, starting from the door of St. Stephen’s, passing through the city gate near the Schotten Abbey, leading to Mount Calvary and the Holy Sepulchre in Hernals. The city corporation paid for the first station, the others were built out of pious contributions. Every Friday before Palm Sunday, a penitentiary procession went from the cathedral to its goal in St. Bartholomew’s Church, as it came to be called. Lay organisations called confraternities, a mediaeval tradition now refurbished by the Jesuits and giving the Viennese an outlet for their hierarchical ambitions, soon turned these processions into macabre carnivals, so that they had to be banned for some years, until shortly before the Turks burnt church and calvary during the siege of 1683. Later the via  crucis was rebuilt with a more bizarre calvary, by the Brethren of the Seventy-Two Disciples, a suburban confraternity. The pilgrimages on penitential Fridays continued, but in the nineteenth century they acquired the atmosphere of tumultuous fairs, the taverns being too near. Still, the Hernals via  crucis  which had replaced the Protestant highroad was genuinely popular. It was in its baroque beginnings an offshoot of that strange Catholicism for the people and by the people, which filled the emptiness—not, I think, so much a spiritual emptiness as one of emotion and imagination—left behind by the slow crushing of Protestantism in Vienna.

         
 

         It is impossible to doubt that the Jesuits were the main architects of this transformation. Between the years 1624 and 1627 they bought a dozen houses—apparently of Protestant absentees or exiles—to build their church next to the university. And as early as 1623 (according to Dr. R. Matt) their other establishment in the heart of the city reported 2,200 brought back into the fold of the Catholic Church, among them 536 inside the walled city. Apart from the higher spheres of court society and bureaucracy they were most successful among the poorer population, among those who must have felt abandoned or tricked by the Protestant gentry and patricians, and saw at close quarters the unedifying spectacle of prospering converts. The Jesuits had mastered the mental idiom of the Viennese. It might also be said that Vienna domesticated their zeal. This shows best in the propaganda weapon they developed, the school drama enacted by their pupils. At its height, Jesuit dramaturgy included in the Latin text broad farce in the vernacular: all impeccable intention and doctrine, but also good fun with a double bottom. On the other hand the Jesuits dropped the idea, imported from Spain, of propagating flagellantism which failed to catch on. Also, such fanatics as they met or trained were better employed in pious witch hunts, at least during the decades after the expulsion of the Lutherans when heretical ideas lingered on.

         
 

         For the Viennese were not the adaptable turncoats of another, darker version of the legend. In 1633 the Bakers’ Guild listed the Viennese master-bakers in town, with riders on whether not only the master but also his family had duly returned to the Catholic faith. It turned out that twelve out of sixty-three families had emigrated, and that of the remaining fifty-one, eight had among their members one or more who were not yet Catholic, mostly because “the wife didn’t want it”.**  And in 1630 an official was ordered to search for “non-Catholic persons” still living, illegally, in the town. The Emperor himself complained in a letter that only a few had submitted to his intentions, while the rest stayed stubborn and “reckless”.

         
 

         A tiny hard core survived even under the nose of the court (more remained here and there in the country), and secret Protestants used the privileged staplers as a cover for generations, until Joseph II’s policy of religious tolerance made secrecy unnecessary. Then a surprising number of Lutheran sympathisers emerged from the dark. But in the meantime all the aristocratic families once leading the rebellious Protestant Estates had recanted, the Starhembergs, the Khevenhuellers, and even the Jörgers. In Vienna and its suburbs the flickering sparks of nonconformity died from lack of air; all was quiet

          on the intellectual front. The Jesuits were shaping the minds of students and scholars, the budding jurists, administrators, teachers, courtiers and priests. There were always exceptions, even at the court itself, but those were Protestant loyalists, prudent people. Merchants and tradesmen were subdued, made dependent on the official network. At worst they may have grumbled in the style of John Donne’s London citizens, who, however, belonged to the beginning of the seventeenth century, and to a richer, expanding society:

          
 

          

          

         

            

               Our onely City trades of hope now are
 

               Bawd, Tavern-keeper, Whore and Scrivener.
 

               The much of Privileg’d kingsmen, and the store
 

               Of fresh protections makes the rest all poore….


            


         
 

         Indeed why should the Jesuits have whipped up Catholic fervour in Vienna, risking to cross the safety limit beyond which thought begins to move in unexpected directions?

         
 

         It was neither a Jesuit nor a Viennese-born, but an Augustinian friar from Swabia who castigated the Viennese for their lax frame of mind, and recorded their modes of existence such as they really were underneath the conformist behaviour. He was Pater Abraham a Sancta Clara. When he came to Vienna in 1662, at eighteen, he was not yet ordained; when he died there in 1709 he was more Viennese than any Viennese, a preacher and a poet, the only strong, clear voice in that barren stretch of time.

         
 

         There were few things from music to the Great Plague, from coffeehouses to the habits of young noblemen, about which Abraham a Sancta Clara did not vociferate, often in rough rhymes. His vigorous homilies, however, sprang from a current that ran counter to Jesuit opportunism, counter to the aristocratic code even then imposing itself. He was a belated humanist, and a satirist with a great love of life, but also with a burning concern for the souls of his people. What I have read of his works has left me with the vivid impression that among the ordinary Viennese at the end of the seventeenth century there were two tendencies at work which defied their spiritual advisers. One was an almost pagan enjoyment of every sensual pleasure, whether food or fine music, a Punch-and-Judy show, the spectacle of a religious procession, or the game of love. It was an attitude of “let us eat, drink and be merry, for tomorrow we die” with a vengeance. The burden of individual responsibility before God and one’s own conscience, which Protestant teachers had laid on the shoulders of their pupils, had been lifted from the Viennese; it was as if they had been glad to surrender all responsibility for their consciences to the new instructors. Yet a popular Catholicism without a strong sense of guilt and sin is an unorthodox thing. It seems to have anguished Abraham a Sancta Clara as a priest, even while it appealed to a lusty element in his own being.

         
 

         The other tendency was a sly distrust of all authority and all heroics, so strong that it bordered on anarchism. Behind it lay not only the experiences of three or four generations with a succession of lip-servers, turncoats and spurious converts, but the much older legacy of the border fortress: a familiarity with civic muddle, military blunders, weakness of rulers, with camp-followers and racketeers, half-victories, half-defeats, and with the willy-nilly toughness of those not important, rich or lucky enough to get away from dangers.

         
 

         When the Turks encircled Vienna with a network of trenches in 1683, and those inside the walls battled without the arms that should have been there, it was once again an experience of mixed courage and muddle; the great ones of the realm, with one notable exception, had escaped in good time. When the Great Plague of 1679 began and killed 70,000 people of Vienna—the official figure quoted by Abraham a Sancta Clara—not only the court, but the nobles, with one eminent exception, the high officials, and the wealthy citizens took to flight so that the best quarters of the city were deserted; the poor people in the slummy suburbs and in overcrowded, airless tenements of the town tried to get away, too, but most of them had to stay and see if they survived.

         
 

         None of these things are specifically Viennese. But in the Viennese, in their peculiar historic situation, they strengthened attitudes and provoked reactions which have been a part of the pattern of the “Viennese character” ever since.

         
 

         On the eve of the Great Plague, so Abraham a Sancta Clara told his flock afterwards (in Mercks  Wienn),  “ringing trumpets and music resounding everywhere from noblemen’s houses and courtyards made such a noise that it was as if a hole had opened in the sky and joy were being poured down in the city in pecks”. But horror had followed joy; Vienna should do penance. The preacher failed in his labours. The Viennese had no guilt feelings and no inclination towards austerity, whether of the Puritan or the Catholic brand. As soon as three outbreaks of the plague and the Turkish siege had passed, music again filled those mansions and courtyards. Unlike the Spaniards, the Viennese treated ever-present death with disrespect. Once the immediate threat had disappeared, they returned to their pleasures and their work, but saw no reason to intensify their faith.

         
 

         The reigning Emperor, Leopold I, built a flamboyant baroque monument to commemorate the passing of the plague of 1679. Carved in white Salzburg marble, clouds billow upwards, populated by angels and demons, the emperor on his knees, Triumphant Faith with the Cross, and far above, too distant to hold attention, the Holy Trinity. But another lasting Viennese memorial to the Great Plague was a legend and tune about “Dear Augustin”, a rascally piper who had tumbled, dead drunk, into a plague-pit filled with corpses, had survived to tell the tale, and gone on making music and drinking himself to death.

         
 

         Those two symbols, the white marble writhing up to a remote religious effigy, and the half-legendary figure of a tough, coarse, ebullient street-musician, stand at the beginning of the great building boom which converted Vienna into a town of palaces.

         
 

         The eighteenth century was to leave its indelible stamp on Vienna: Baroque, Rococo and Josephinian Classicism; great houses, tenements and benevolent institutions; formal parks and romantic wilderness; baroque opera, Gluck, Haydn, Mozart, and the young Beethoven; reason and sentiment; enlightened philosophy and despotic paternalism; aristocracy, bureaucracy, and a sceptical multi-national “nation”; ageing Prince Eugene of Savoy, two Habsburg reformers, and the pressure of the French Revolution; a whiff of Jacobinism at home, and the march of Napoleon Bonaparte’s armies in the distance; the rhythm of stately buildings and the grace of small ornaments to develop a tradition of good and bad taste—all this, and more, but no home-grown poetry. Yet when this eighteenth century opened, the mould of the Viennese temper, of the collective attitude to life, was already cast.

         


      


            * This letter is included in Mr. Eric Blom’s selection Mozart’s  Letters,  Penguin Books, pp. 204–5, but I have used my own translation. The letter has long been famous. In 1842, Grillparzer quoted Mozart’s two sentences about the golden mean and the need to write “stuff”, etc., with the introductory remark: “It has been the same at all times”—a consolation intended for his own benefit.

            


         



            † In June 1546, Emperor Ferdinand I wanted to raise more money for the fortifications of Vienna because of the constant Turkish threat. His letter-patent argued flatteringly: “Considering that Our City of Vienna is almost a frontier town against them (the Turks) … and that Vienna is important and precious not only for the hereditary dominions, but for all Christendom and the German Nation …”, and ended by decreeing a collection in the churches for the organisation of which the clergy were responsible. The Emperor’s own exchequer was empty. (Quellen  zur  Geschichte  der  Stadt  Wien,  Part I, vol. 5, p. 104, Act No. 5351.)

            


         



            ‡ The first Protestant with Anabaptist leanings was burnt in Vienna in 1524; he was followed by a famous preacher and his wife in 1528—a time overshadowed by the Peasant War of 1525 with its social-religious movements. In the second wave of persecution, directed against the Moravian Anabaptists after the crushing of the “communist” theocracy in Münster, twenty-three of the brethren were burnt, beheaded or drowned in Vienna. One of them escaped together with his wife during a fire, thanks to the help of a Viennese citizen—evidence of an undercurrent of sympathy. Also, the Chief Magistrate of the city pleaded with his superiors for a release of the prisoners who should only be expelled from the country. But Ferdinand I’s  decrees held good. See Adolf Mais: “Gefängnis und Tod der in Wien hingerichteten Wiedertäufer” in Jahrbuch  des  Vereines  für Geschichte  der  Stadt  Wien,  1963/64, pp. 87–182, which contains some texts of hitherto unpublished documents.

            


         



            § For instance, 31 March 1528: “King Ferdinand I ordains, since the corrupting condemned doctrines, sects and opinions are increasingly taking root and prevailing, to institute a general visitation and investigation in Lower Austrian territory.” K.K. Archive for Lower Austria, Act No. 5254, quoted from Quellen  zur Geschichte  der  Stadt  Wien,  Part I, vol. 5, p. 88.

            


         



            ¶ Dr. Richard Matt has examined these last wills and other documentary evidence in his unpublished thesis of 1935 (MS. at Vienna City Archive), which exists in a slightly condensed version in print, Mitteilungen  des  Vereines  für Geschichte  der  Stadt  Wien,  vol. 17, 1938, both under the title Die  Wiener  Protestantischen  Bürgertestamente,  1578–1628.

            


         



            || My personal opinions are bound to affect my interpretation of the facts. Yet an Austrian traditionalist who by no means shared my bias, my late friend Dr. E. H. Buschbeck, said in his valuable study Austria,  London, O.U.P., 1949: “The number of those who preferred emigration to recantation was enormous; and it was the staunchest and most upright elements who chose exile rather than submission. Austria has probably never quite repaired this loss, it has left deep and permanent marks on her character.”

            


         



            ** Heinz Zatschek’s research on the Bakers’ Guild in Jahrbuch  des  Vereins  für Geschichte  der  Stadt  Wien,  vol. 9, 1951.
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