
ERMAN WILL TRAVEL Cafe 

WO KANN MAN ESSEN UND TRINKEN? 
(Where can you get something to eat and drink?) 

Isn't it wonderful? Here I sit in the midst 
of all the hustle and bustle. Seeing, and 

being seen. And reading. And writing (this 
for instance). And drinking. And eating. 
What am I drinking? What else: coffee. 
With a piece of cake. Strawberry torte 
with whipped cream. Isn't it wonderful? 

It is wonderful. There's nothing better 
than a cafe - especially when the weather's 
good and you can sit more or less in the 
middle of the street. It's no wonder that so 
many famed authors spent so much of 
their time in cafes ... even if there's hard
ly a cafe in Germany that can compete 
with a Vienese coffee house: somehow, 
they all have an incomparable atmos
phere. 

Of course, no cafe is like any other. The 
one I'm sitting in now: it's one of those 
filled with people resting up from shop
ping. The yuppies breeze in to slurp up an 
espresso - like the guy at the next table: 
comes in in a rush, sits down, orders right 
away, and drains the tiny cup in a flash. 
Can't even wait for the waitress to return, 
tosses two-fifty on the table and leaves as 
fast as he came in. 

The table is hardlv cleared before it's 
taken again: the tw~ women are about 
forty years past the yuppie age. "The way 
they look," I think to myself, "they'll or
der cake with whipped cream." 

The attractive waitress comes over and 
asks (you notice: I eavesdrop unabashed
ly), "Pot of coffee?" Both beads nod. 
"And cake?" Both nod again, and then ask 
what kind they have. The waitress lists the 
calorie intake of a heavy-weight boxer in 
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tbe form of cakesand tortes andlooks at 
the ladies expectantly. Yes, please, they 
say; one would like a piece of Black Forest 
cherry cake and the other a plum torte. 
"With whipped cream?" Of course, says 
one of the ladies - which reassures me, 
while confirming my preconception. As I 
mentioned before, the waitress is quite 
pretty and walks around in the proper 
attire for a proper cafe: white blouse, 
black skirt, white cocktail apron. What 
always gets on my nerves - although it'.s 
surely quite practical for the personnel -:- !s 
the change purse under the apron: 1t s 
always handy for the waitress and (in prop
er establishments, at least) out of reach of 
strangers, but it gives her a stomach bulge. 
The more change, the bigger the bulge. 
Oh well. Here she comes again, with the 

coffee and cakes. They really have to be 
good at balancing things, I think, and pen
sively chew the last bite of my strawberry 
torte. From the other table near me - 1 
hadn't looked that way yet - a voice 
sounds: "Hallo Frollein!" The waitress 
casts a somewhat exasperated glance in 
that direction. "Frollein" is what they all 
say. Sometimes they mean "Fraulein," but 
that isn't the way she wants to be address
ed. But the problem is, how else is the 
guest supposed to gain her attention? The 
pretty waitress says, "I'll be right there," 
and considers, not for the first time, 
whether she would prefer "Miss Waitress" 
or "Waitress" or "Hello" or simply a dis
tinct clearing of the throat. Actually not, 
appears to be the result of this short delib
eration, for her face relaxes, and she even 
comes close to smiling as she makes her 
way over to the person who called her. 

He's seated at the table alone, but 
blocking four chairs. He requires the other 
three for his coat and a variety of plastic 
bags, whose inscriptions provide insight 
into the gentleman's shopping habits. "I'd 
like a cup of coffee!", he says, visibly 
exhausted from shopping. But~ out

side, coffee is available only in two-cup 
pots, not by the individual cup, be is in
formed by the waitress, and the same ap
plies to cocoa (termed and served inside as 
"hot chocolate") and tea. The shopped
out gentleman is too weary to engage in a 
prolonged debate - which wouldn't have 
gained him anything but higher blood 
pressure, anyway - but really doesn't want 
to pour so much coffee into his system. So 
he quickly decides to order a cognac, 
which is no problem in cafes. They don't 
usually have the best brands, but not the 
worst, either. My torte has long since been 
consumed, my coffee as well, and the arti
cle isn't supposed to be much longer, any

way, the graphic designer told me. So I 
pack up my writing utensils and yell loudly 
and impolitely, but unmistakably, "The 
Bill!" 

The pretty waitress comes over and 
brings - because this is one of the better 
cafes - a receipt on a small silver platter. I 
lay the required sum on the platter along 
with a few small coins as a tip, stand up, 
nod in friendly fashion to the circle of 
plastic bags with gentleman and empty 
cake plates with ladies, and leave. 


