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It's not the feeling of being alone  
It's more the absences - someone you've known 

It's not the impact against the wall  
It's more the painful fact that we are so damn small  

 
Jascha Richter  
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PREFACE 
 

This e le ct ron ic commemoration book was in it iat ed and prepared  

as a token o f  love and respec t  towards our very  beloved and bere aved  

fr iend and co l league ,  Vivien  Mary Buck Schimmel Casti .  

 It  has been over  a decade s ince we lost  this  cheerfu l ,  vi gorous,  

kind, compassionate,  caring,  helpfu l and admirably g i f t ed 

person/fr iend .  I t  i s undoubtedly  a great  comfor t to  her f r i ends to have  a 

way to c e lebrate her l i f e . . .  

Together,  in  c e lebrating the l i ves of  those we have lo st ,  we can 

hope that we wi l l  a f fe c t  the  l i ves of  o thers ,  as much as our f r iends 

af fec ted us.  

We fe e l  indebted to express our thanks to al l  those re lat ives ,  

fr iends and co l leagues  who contr ibuted to thi s  commemorati ve e-book 

devot ed to VIVIEN .  

 

Sebouh Baghdoyan 

 

March 2009 

Vienna, Austria  

sebouh@baghdoyan.net  
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BIOGRAPHICAL DETAILS 
 

Vivien was born on the 22nd of  June 1943 , in Brisbane (21 

Brunswick Stree t ,  Fort i tude Val ley ) ,  Queensland, Austral ia ,  as the  

third daughter of  Wil l iam Stuckley Beres ford Buck (1 February 1903 -  

21 May 1966) and Sybi l  Catharine Henri et ta Hope (21 January 1903 

- 26 September  1957).  

Vivien with her mother and two eldest sisters  

She was baptized  on 9 October  of  the same year  at St  

Barthol emews,  Bardon, Bri sbane ,  and her Conf irmation  took place at  

St Mary¹s ,  the Boltons,  London , on 12 March 1958.  

After a several  months‘  vi s i t  to England in 1945, the fami ly  

took up res idence in Kuching ,  Sarawak (Malays ia) in 1946, where her  

father worked as an of f i c ia l  in the Brit ish Colonial Adminis tr a tive  

Servi ce .  

From 1947 to 1951, Vivi en att ended the St .  Theresas Cathol i c  

Convent School in Kuching,  f ol l owed by a short s ix -month stay at a  

boarding school in England (Hurst Lodge,  Sunningdale ,  Berks .) .  
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Childhood in Kuching 

 
 In 1952, she moved alone to the Uni ted States,  where she l ived  

with an Ameri can fami ly for f i ve years,  att ending the Columbia private 

school in  Rochester,  New York.  

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
Charl ton Farm, Avon,                   On board Queen Mary going  
New York,  July  1953              home to England from USA, 1954  
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 Having re turned to her parents in England, she attended the  American  

School  in  London and graduated  in  1961 at tain ing an  Ameri can High 

School  Diploma.  

At the Universi t y of  Grenobl e in France,  she attended  French 

language courses f rom October 1961 to June 1962, fol l owed by German 

language courses at the  Universi t y o f  Vienna,  Austria,  f rom October 

1962 to Apri l  1963, l iving wi th the Schimmel family .  She 

subsequent ly  had a short  marriage  wi th one of  the two s ons,  v iz.  Diet er  

Schimmel .  

Back in England , from May 1963 to August 1964, she 

attended private s ec re tar ial  courses at the Palantype Col l ege in London, 

rec eiving shorthand and typing cert i f i cat es .  

 

 

 

 
 

Vivien in the 1960s  

As of August  1964, she took up a s ec re taria l  post with  the  

Ameri can company General Programmed Teaching Corporation in  

Vienna, Austria,  deal ing with the  produc t ion of  textbooks for us in  

programmed t eaching.   

In March 1965, the company was dissolved and Vivi en took up 

employment with Austroplan  –  Austrian Consu lt ing Engineering 
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Company,  Ltd. ,  f i rst  as s ec re tar ia l  assis tant and, from 1967 on,  as  

Executive  Secretary to the Director  o f  Engineering.  

From October  1969 to September 1972, she was the Secretary 

to the Director of  the  Vienna IBM Lab oratory ,  Professor  Heinz 

Zemanek, assi st ing h im in his capaci ty as Pres ident of  the  

Internat iona l Federat ion for Information Processing (IFIP).  

Fol lowing a f ive -month French language course attendance a t the  

Universi t y of  Lyon in  France  (November 1972 -March 1973), she  

resumed secretarial  dut i es wi th the IBM Regional Off i c e  for Europe,  

Central  and East (ROECE) in Vienna.  

From May 1973 to January 1987, Vivien  he ld a number of  

posi t i ons with the Internationa l Inst i tute for Applied Sys tems Analysi s  

in Laxenburg,  Austr ia,  start ing as Secretary to the Director o f  the  

Inst i tut e and conclud ing as the Direc tor ‘ s  Assi stant  f or Research 

Management  and Planning.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

With First  IIASA Director  Professor  Howard Raiffa  ear ly 1970s  
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The var ious off ices and stages a t  IIA SA   
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 The Directorate mid-1970s 

Roger Levien’s  Depart ing Director ’s  
IIASA Tree Plant ing Ceremony  

With Professor  Wolf  Häfele        
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Being very c lose to nature ,  Vivien co - f ounded the ―IIASA 

Hiking Club‖, which was a very ac t i ve socia l  c lub with in the Ins t i tu te .  

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Vivien in the Alps  

While at IIASA, Vivi en marri ed (at the end o f  1984) John L. 

Casti ,  a  long -t ime IIASA research associa te .  

In mid-1985, with the int ention of  becoming an accred ited  

trans lator,  Vivien enro l led at the Ins t i tute of  Transla t ion s  

(Dolmetschinst i tut ) of  the Universi ty of  Vienna, and graduated with  

honors a year la ter.  

During the fol l owing years ,  f ir st  in Vienna (unti l  December 

1991) and after moving to her last r esidence in Santa Fe, New Mexico ,  

USA, she was prof ess ional l y associa t ed wi th  the translat ion f i rm 

Transt ext .  

In February 1995,  Vivien was diagnosed with ovarian cancer ,  

which led to her untimely dea th on Easter Sunday of  Apri l  12, 1998.  
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Her last visit  to Austria  in September 1995 
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PROFESSIONAL  BACKGROUND 
 

Vivien had a very impressive  prof essional career  which expanded 

over  35 years.  As indi cated in the fo l l owing statements,  wherever she  

was employed, her ‗ f ingerprin ts‘  and contr ibutions made a considerab le  

impact ,  and were highly apprec iated .  
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HER LAST THOUGHTS 
 

In a let te r dated 18 June 1992, Vivi en wrote from Santa Fe:  

―Well ,  we are now home owners for the f ir st  t ime in our l i ves ,  a nd are  

enjoying i t  immensely!  (at l east unti l  the roo f  s tart s to l eak,  or  

whatever! )  And within a few weeks I wi l l  have  a garden to care for –  

something I have longed  for al l  my l i f e !  We‘re  very happy here –  i t ‘ s  a  

pleasant  place…….‖ .  

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

At the Santa Fe Residence  

Alas, this  was a short - l ived  dream. Dest iny had a di f f e rent and 

sad plan for her.  Early in 1995, a set  of  warning si gns and symptoms 

of  ovarian cancer  were identi f i ed.  As wi th al l  demanding and di f f i cul t  

s i tuat ions in her  l i f e ,  Vivi e n fa ced  thi s chal lenge with great  spi ri t  and 

exemplary de fying st rength.  
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In a thoughtfu l and caring  message to  her f r i ends (dated  21 

Apri l  1996),  Vivi en shared  her  painful  experience  as fol l ows:  

―With my trea tment now entering a more intense phase ,  and so 

many o f  you having expressed an int eres t  in my progress,  I thought I  

would beg in sending periodic reports from the front in thi s f orm, which  

wil l  be most conveni ent for me whi le away from home and in hospi tal .  I t  

a lso occurred  to me that  since we al l  know people  with  cancer and I  wi l l  

be going a route that,  while s t i l l  exper imental ,  i s becoming increasingly  

common for t rea ting many di f f er ent types o f  cancer,  i t  might be of  

general in terest  to know what so -cal l ed bone-marrow transp lant enta i ls  

and how it  f e e l s to be a patient  undergoing i t‖ .  

―Since this i s the f i rs t  message,  l et  me jus t s et  the s cene.  As 

most  o f  you know, I was diagnosed with  ovar ian cancer in February 

1995 –  a type of  cancer notorious for  the fact  that there i s as ye t  no 

rel iab le way to sc re en for i t  and i t  does not cause any symptoms unti l  i t  

i s in an advanced stage and has spread to other organs ,  at which point  

the chances of  a cure are  20 -30% (by compari son, the cure rat e f or the  

most common breat cancers i s around 80%, primari ly due to th e 

existence of  sc reening methods and ear ly warning signs) .  So, i f  you fe e l  

l ike doing a real ly  good deed , pl ease urge your female  family members 

and fri ends to be al ert  to POSSIBLE WARNING SIGNALS OF 

OVARIAN CANCER (I quote from the  medical l i te rature) :  

Abdominal swel l ing or  bloating,  di scomfort in the lower abdomen,  

fee l ing ful l  a f te r a l ight  meal ,  nausea or vomit ing,  not fee l ing hungry,  

gas,  indigest ion, losing weight ,  cons tant need to go to the bathroom, 

diarrhea or const ipation. Those wi th f emale re lat i ves by bi rth,  

expecial l y a mother,  s i s ter or daughter ,  who have had ovarian cancer  
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are at greater r isk of  ge t t ing i t  and should see their doc tor regu larly to  

be checked. As with most cancers ,  the ri sk of  ovarian cancer increases  

with age .  The rate is  highe s t among women over 60 years  o f  age  

(However ,  I persona l ly am aware of  many women in thei r 30s and 40s 

af f l i c ted with the di sease ) .  Women who have never had chi ldren are  

twic e as l ikely to develop ovar ian cancer as women who have.  Early age 

of  f ir st  pregnancy ,  early  menopause  and the use  of  oral  contraceptives  

appear to reduce the ri sk of  ovar ian cancer .  I have since learned that  

women f rom famil ie s in  which  there  i s an incidence of  breas t cancer are  

also at r isk for ovarian cancer ,  so pl ease be vi g i lant….. I‘m g iv ing you 

al l  these detai ls……to serve as a  basi s f or  a general understanding of  

what other cancere patients you may know might be go ing  

through……With heart fe l t  thanks to you al l  for your concern and 

support ,  f ondly,  Vivo‖ .  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

She never  los t  her  c heerful  mood and her  pleasant smile  
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On the 13 t h  of  Apri l  1998, the fol l owing disappoint ing message  

was re ceived f rom her husaband John:  

―It‘ s with grea t sorrow that I writ e to te l l  you that Vivi en 

passed away on Easter Sunday a t 1240PM. This was a shock to  a l l  of  

us,  as her condit ion jus t det eriorated over nigh t .  The posi t i ve s ide is  

that Vivi en died the kind of  death she wanted  and deserved -- -quick, 

with a lmost no pa in. A death with d ign ity‖.  

―In accordance  wi th Vivien‘s  wishes,  there wil l  b e no funeral o r 

mortuary servic e .  Rather,  she wil l  have a simple cremation and a 

priva te s catt er ing of  her ashes….She also asked that in l ieu o f  f lowers ,  

a donation be made to the Hosp ice Center of  Santa Fe. In the short  

t ime she was under the i r care,  Vivien developed  e normous respec t  and 

admiration for thei r work. The Hospi ce  peopl e need al l  the support  they 

can get .  So ins tead of  f l owers,  p lease help them to help  others,  jus t as  

they he lped Vivien. Thanks‖.  
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REFLECTIONS AND IMPRESSIONS 
 

Anne Battysmith 

Vivien was 8 years younger than I,  having been born in 

Austral ia  -  to  whi ch country my parents,  mysel f  and Pamela had 

escaped when the  Japanese invaded Sarawak. I real l y only knew Vivien  

as a chi ld because when she was 9 years old she was sent to Ameri ca to  

stay with Mrs . Pol l y Case -  a war- t ime f r i end of  our Aunt and a 

complete  Anglophi l e .  Our mother was very  i l l  wi th cancer  and couldn 't  

cope with looking aft er Vivien . Mrs. Case had a daughter ,  El izabeth,  

who was the same age as  Vivi en and she  needed an Engl ish companion .  

    In 1957 Vivien returned to England for my wedding and 

was one of  my bridesmaids.  

    As she had been educated in the American sys tem our Father  

decided that i t  would be  unfai r to  s end her  to an English  School  and 

was abl e to get  her into the Ameri can  Embassy School  in London unti l  

her graduation.  After this she  went  to Grenoble  Universi t y a t the  

expense  o f  Pol ly  Case .  

She l i ved with Dr. & Mrs. Schimmel and their  two sons.  

Subsequent ly she  marr ied Diet er  Sch immel.  Our mother di ed on 26th 

September 1957.  

    Subsequently I saw very l i t t l e  o f  Vivi en because she was in  

Vienna and I was in ei ther the Middle or Far East,  a l though we 

corresponded regularly.  We did spend one vacation wi th her in Vienna  

when we were in Lebanon, and also v is i ted her in New Mexic o short ly  

before  she di ed.  
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With her  two eldest  s isters  Pamela Buck and Anne Buck -Battysmith  
and brother- in- law Wil l iam Battysmith  
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IN MEMORIAM 

 
VIVIEN MARY CASTI (1943-1998) 

 
Friend, Companion and Wife 

 
John L. Casti 

 
 

In thinking through my l i f e togethe r with Vivien for th is 

memorial volume,  i t  most natural l y divides into four very di f f er ent  

epochs,  each of  whi ch was f i l l ed wi th i t s own charact er ist i c  experiences  

and memori es .  This was a twenty - f ive year span of  t ime s tar t ing from 

my ini t ia l  encounter wi th Vivi en in Laxenburg at  IIASA in June 

1973 through to the very moment of  her death  in Santa Fe on the  

morning of  Easter Sunday, Apri l  12, 1998. I ‘d l ike to share some of  

those experiences as they i l luminate di f f e ren t aspect s of  her nature and 

charac ter that I think many readers of  thi s volume wil l  re cognize f rom 

thei r own interact ions  wi th her.   

Friends and Colleagues Phase (June 1973 -July 1981)  

At the invitat ion of  IIASA‘s f ir st  Deputy Direc tor,  Professor  

Alex Letov ,  I v is i ted IIASA for a day in the  midd le of  June 1973,  

very short l y af t er the Ins t i tut e opened for business in what is now cal l ed  

the Director‘ s Wing of  Schloss Laxenburg.  When I walked in to the  

Schloss that day, I went  immediate ly to see the Director,  Prof .  Howard 

Raif fa ,  whose of f i ce i s the very same o f f i ce the IIASA Director oc cupies  

today. So the f i rst  person I actua l ly met at IIASA other than the 

Inst i tut e ‘ s driver,  George Lindlhof was .  .  .  Vivien ,  who was serving as  

Raif fa ‘s r ecep tionis t ,  a ss istant ,  and genera l fa cto tum.   
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The vis i t  to IIASA was a kind of  stopover for  me on my way 

back to Cali forn ia, f ol lowing a one -month research  s tay in Sweden.  

Since i t  was my f ir st  v i s i t  to Austr ia,  I r eal l y wasn‘ t  expect ing to be  

greet ed by a  lovel y lady wear ing o f  a l l  things  an Austrian Dirndl ,  

cer tainly one of  the most at tra ct i ve forms of  nationa l dress from any 

country.  I  r ecal l  vividly  that  thi s Dirndl  was dark b lue  wi th a  pink 

apron,  both of  whi ch highl i ghted  very  wel l  Vivi en‘s  l ong,  dark brown 

hair and eyes.  In her fr iendly,  but somewhat formal fa sh ion , she took 

my name and proceeded to usher me in to see  the Direc tor.  But the  

vis ion of  that Dirndl was s t i l l  p laying in my mind when I le f t  the  

Schloss that day, and as Vivien b id farewel l  to me in the  corridor  I  

asked her permission to take a  photo o f  her s tanding before the  

Director‘s of f i ce door .  Litt le d id I real ize that e leven years later thi s  

was the woman I would  marry!   

Fol lowing my move to  Austr ia fu l l - t ime in January 1974, I saw 

Vivien oc cas iona l ly in  the hal l s o f  the Inst i tute or at the Sch l oss  

Restaurant.  But our int eract ions were  purely as  work col l eagues,  and to 

be perfe ct l y honest that was real l y the extent of  our mutual in terest  in  

each other—unti l  a fa te ful  day in July 1981.  

In those t imes ,  I was caught in  the  grip of  an obsession with  

exoti c Ita l ian spor ts cars ,  most ly Lamborghini s,  and spent qui te a bi t  of  

t ime talking with s imilarly -minded a f i c ionados both inside and outside  

the Inst i tute about such matters.  One such fr iend was Paul Makin, who 

at that  t ime was Head of  Publi cat ions at  I IASA. Paul was married  

then to Conny, who worked toge ther with Vivi en  in the same of f i ce ,  and 

the three of  them social ized fai r l y r egular ly.  One day a fter work, the 

three were talking about  this and that ,  when Paul mentioned to Vivi en 
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that she ought to  think about  get t ing to know me. I‘ l l  admit he was 

playing matchmaker here,  as the other  principa l topic  o f  conversa tion 

between us when automotive matt ers had been exhausted was women.  

And during the course of  one such meander ing discussion, Paul asked 

me what I thought of  Vivien . I told h im I thought she was extremely  

attra ct i ve ,  but  a bi t  a loof ,  and that anyway I bel ieved she was al ready 

otherwise engaged with a relat ionship outside the Ins t i tu te .  He didn‘t  

say anymore about the matter and I didn‘t  think muc h more about i t  

e i ther.   

So it  came as  a grea t surpri se  to me one aft ernoon a f ew days  

later ,  when Paul dropped into my of f i ce and asked how I‘d f ee l  about  

going on a  double date with Vivien  that Sunday, ac companied by him 

and Conny.  It  s eems that when he suggest ed to  Vivi en that day that she  

should get  to meet me on a more social  basi s ,  Vivien react ed pretty  

strongly— in the nega tive—almost shouting out the rep ly,  ―Him? 

Never!‖ Well ,  thi s got  Paul‘s  compet i t i ve  nature going and he asked 

why she fe l t  so s trongly about i t .  Her react ion was basical ly that anyone 

who drove such f lamboyant cars must necessar i l y be someone of  dubious 

charac ter,  probably trying to compensate for shor t comings  in other areas 

of  l i f e .  In other  words,  the c lassica l ,  st ereotyped  image t hat I  suppose  

many people held o f  me in those days (and maybe now, too,  f or that  

matter) .  But Paul was not to be put of f  by th is kind o f  comic -book 

reac t ion, and asked her ,  ―How can you say that? Do you rea l ly  know 

anything at al l  about him? Do you always judge  peopl e s imply by how 

they  dress or  the kind of  car  they drive?‖   

Anyone who knew Vivi en would  real ize that this was exact l y  

the type  of  r esponse that would cut s tra igh t to the heart of  one of  her  
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most  cheri shed values :  just i ce .  She had perhaps the mo st  wel l  developed  

sense of  just i ce and fa ir play o f  anyone I‘ve  ever met,  and Paul‘s  

quest ion caused her to think serious ly about what to say.  Final l y,  she  

said,  ―You know, you‘re  righ t .  I real ly don‘t  know anything e ls e about  

him. And it ‘s total ly un fair to judge by such superf i c ia l  appearances as  

a car.  So, yes,  I‘ l l  go out with him on thi s doub l e date on Sunday. But 

just so I can f ind out whether my gut f ee l ing about him i s or i sn‘t  on 

target .‖ Here is a  photo of  Vivien a t her  desk in one of  the  his tori c al 

rooms in the Schloss from that t ime.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And so i t  happened. Sunday, July 5, 1981 came and went.  

Vivien and I both survived the experi ence and thought i t  would be good 

to continue the experiment of  ge t t ing to know more about ea ch other,  an 

experiment that only ended upon her death near ly  seventeen years  lat er .   
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The Up-Close-and-Personal Phase (July 1981-December 

1984) 

July and August  1981 was one of  the most exc i t ing and 

rewarding periods  of  my l i f e .  Vivi en and I spent nearly  every  avai lable  

hour together ,  of t en jus t walking in the cen ter  of  Vienna, with vast  

amounts  o f  dopamine pour ing over both our brains.  We got  to know 

what we needed to know about  each  other to decide that  the  basi s f or a  

very  serious re lat ionship  was there,  and as ne i ther of  us was g iven to  

hal fway measures or dawdling,  we moved ful l -speed ahead on i ts  

development.  And within a month we knew that  we needed to be l i ving 

toge ther as soon as poss ible .  I shou ld ment ion that at that t ime I  was 

only vi s i t ing IIASA ti l l  the  end o f  th e year  1981, as  I  had a  posi t ion 

as a vis i t ing prof essor at  the Universi ty of  Arizona in Tucson to return 

to in January .  But ne i ther of  us was thinking about that in those 

halcyon days ;  we were just l iving in the moment and t rust ing that the  

future would take care o f  i t se l f .   

Some months earl ie r ,  my f riend Professor Abdus Salam of The 

Internat iona l Centre for Theoret i cal  Physic s in Triest e had arranged for  

me to go to Amman, Jordan for a meet ing with  the Jordanian Crown 

Prince Hassan to di scuss a new resear ch cen ter that The Arab League 

was planning in the Middle East.  As the t rip to Amman involved a 

stopover in Greece ,  I invit ed Vivi en to j oin me for a weekend there,  

a f te r which I would continue on to Jordan and she would return to 

Vienna. That Grecian weekend in mid August  was pure  magi c .  We 
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arrived wi th ne i ther a  hotel  booking, nor a  ren tal car reserva tion,  

hoping for  the best .  And the bes t was exact l y what we got .   

When we arrived a t Athens ai rpor t lat e on a Saturday morning 

to f ind that  every singl e rent a l car had been booked. But while standing 

around the rental car counter wondering what to  do, a mirac le oc curred . 

Someone brought  a car back early  and al l  o f  a sudden we had transport .  

The car  happened to be  a sub -microscopic  compact with hardly enough 

space for two peopl e and their luggage.  But i t  looked l ike a luxury 

l imousine  to us at  that moment .  The next task was to  f ind a  hotel .  We 

drove along the road from the airport toward the cen ter of  Athens,  

stopping at a least a dozen places al l  o f  which gave us the same s tory:  

No vacancy t i l l  Monday. Spying a sign point ing to the Hotel  

Stefanakis down a side  road, we decided we had nothing to lose by 

checking i t  out .  When I walked into the rec eption I expect ed the worst  

when I  asked the  c l erk i f  they  had a  room for  us.  So you can imagine  

my pleasure at hearing the response,  ―But,  of  course‖. I t  s eems that thi s  

hotel  had just  opened for bus iness that very day , and we were the f ir st  

customers ever to regi ster .  So not only did we get  a lovely room, they 

gave us a ―fri end -of - family‖ dis count o f  50% of f  the normal pri ce .  So 

our f i rs t  t r ip toge ther was of f  to  a charmed beginning.   

As I had never been in  Greece prior to that vi s i t ,  I  r e l i ed on 

Vivien ‘s knowledge of  the area from a vi si t  she‘d made severa l years 

earl i e r  for a conference she‘d arranged for her then employer,  the IBM 

Research Center,  Vienna. Our f i rs t  stop was a t the Acropol i s ,  where 

we sa t on the steps of  the Parthenon and watched a f i e rce summer 

thunder -and-l igh tning storm raging out of  b lack clouds in t he di stance.  

We then drove back down toward our hotel ,  stopping for a del i c i ous  
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dinner at a restaurant cal led the Nine Muses,  an appropr iate name for  

a place  in which  to end such a myst ical  and magi cal  day.   

The next day we drove to the t ip of  mainland Gr eece to v is i t  the  

ancien t ruins at Cap Sounion, at the very bot tom of the peninsula.  

Below i s a photo I took of  Vivi en standing next to one of  the pi l lars o f  

the temple there that day.  But al l  l ovel y days have to end , and that  

af ternoon we returned to the  ai rport  to go our separate ways,  a t l east  

for the next  few days.    

For the next four months,  Vivi en and I shutt l ed  back -and- forth  

between her apartment on Larochegasse in Hietz ing and my pied -a -terre  

on Kurrentgasse in the First  Distr i c t  o f  Vienna, above  the res taurant  

Ofenloch.  The t rip to  Greece was real ly  a symboli c  beginning of  our real  

re la t ionship,  and the next four months in Vienna were f i l l ed with 

endless  conversat ions,  in terroga tions,  s i l l y s tori es ,  personal h istorie s and 

al l  the other things that  contribute to a coupl e bui lding a very personal  

bond.   



 - 39 - 
 

Immediatel y af t er  New Year‘ s ,  Vivien  and I boarded a f l i ght to  

the USA where we spent t ime with my family in Cali forn ia and then 

Vivien came with me to Tucson for a f ew days before  leaving me to my 

dutie s at the universi t y  and returning to Vienna. With no emai l  in 

those days ,  I  think I must have used  up the en tir e t e lephone budget of  

my department in those four months in Tucson continuing the 

conversa tion the  two o f  us had begun that summer.  I  could  ha rdly  wai t  

for the s emest er to end in ear ly  May and get back to Hietzing!   

Short l y af t er  my re turn, in Ju ly I took a large f la t on 

Seit ens te t tengasse in the  center o f  Vienna, a dark, s le epy part of  town 

that almost immediate ly  became t rans formed in to the n i gh t l i f e  c ent er of  

Vienna. What a di sappointment.  But  nei ther Vivien nor I  could  

imagine how that nei ghborhood would become the ―Bermuda Triangle‖  

of Vienna, and so she  foo l ish ly moved -in with me to that f la t very  

short l y af terwards.  But wise woman that she  was, she kept her  f lat  in 

Hietz ing too— ju st in case!  And every  now and then i t  was a rel ie f  to  

go to that f la t to e scape the c easele ss racket of  the bars and revele rs in 

the Ci ty.   

By the  end of  1984,  we dec ided that whil e l iv ing toge ther was 

nice ,  being marri ed would be even nic er ( s trange to think that  

nowadays !) .  And so of f  to the Standesamt in Hietzing we went to make 

the arrangements.  

But a  funny thing happened that day in Hietzing as we were 

get t ing al l  the papers  in order for the wedding with  Hr. Mü l ler,  the  

loca l  of f i c ia l  who would  carry  out the ceremony the next day. When Hr.  

Müller asked us what t ime we ‘d l ike to come to his of f i ce to say our 
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vows, Vivien  immedia tel y said,  ―How about  8AM‖?  Hr.  Müller was  

spee chl ess f or  a moment ,  before reply ing t hat  he thought we should  at 

least  give the  c l eaning lady t ime to  f in ish  her morning sc rubbing,  and 

suggest ed that 9AM would be rather  more  sui table .  And so i t  was .  

Later,  Vivi en to ld me she had proposed  such an ear ly t ime since  our 

witnesses ,  her former hu sband, Dieter,  and hi s wife Eva, had to go to  

work that  day and so the earl ie r ,  the bet ter .  As i t  turned out,  the  

ceremony was a f ive -minute Standesamt af fai r ,  and everyone  was at 

thei r desk by mid -morning fol l owing a quick ce lebra tory drink at the  

only bar in Hietz ing that was open at that t ime of  morning.  And thus 

began a fourteen -year marriage ending in Apri l  1998 with Vivien ‘s  

death in  Santa  Fe.   

Everyday Life in Vienna (December 1984 -January 1992)  

By the t ime of  the marr iage ,  Vivi en and I were  already l i ving 

toge ther in the heart  o f  the Bermudadrei eck near Schwedenp latz in  

Vienna‘s  Firs t  Dis tri c t .  At the t ime,  we were  both s t i l l  working at  

IIASA, a si tuat ion that both of  us found uncomfortabl e given the 

sensi t i ve nature of  Vivi en‘s j ob in the Direc torat e.  So she dec ided she‘d  

rather have a marr iage than a job, and le f t  IIASA in 1985 to star t a 

new career as a translator.   

But be fore  she could actual l y charge money for translat ing 

documents ,  Austrian law insi sted that she be formal ly ac credit ed as a 

trans lator,  which meant f inish ing a program of study at the  

Dolmets chinst i tut of  the  Universi t y of  Vienna. This process took a bi t  

more t ime than normal,  s ince in order  to enrol l  at the  

Dolmets chinst i tute  she had to comple te  the  Matura, the Austrian 
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equivalen t of  a h igh -s chool diploma. Several  t ir esome months of  

Nachtschul e took care of  this formali ty,  and in the fa l l  of  1985 Vivi en  

entered  the univers i t y.  In her  usua l focused  and dedica ted fashion,  she 

applied hersel f  whol ehearted ly  to th is tedious business ,  an d graduated  

with honors f rom the univers t i y a year or  so later .   

Meanwhil e ,  my own tour o f  duty at IIASA was wind ing down 

near the end o f  1986, and the two o f  us made plans to go to l i ve in 

Pari s f or  a f ew months,  where  I was v is i t ing the French Inst i tu te for  

Advanced Study just outside Pari s ,  where I was working at the t ime 

with the wel l -known mathematic ian René Thom, developer of  

catas trophe theory .   

This period in Pari s from October through December 1986 was 

a nice break from our Viennese l i f e ,  a l though i t  was st rangely  

disappointing actual l y l iving in  Paris  as opposed to  v is i t ing there.  

Despi te  the  fa ct  that Vivien  spoke French indist ingui shable  f rom a 

Pari sian, we found Paris to be a s truggle ,  a t l east as compared with  

Vienna, and actual l y ended up retu rning to Vienna a couple of  weeks 

earl i e r than we‘d planned. One day we were talking about the vagarie s  

of l i f e ,  Pari sian -styl e ,  and suddenly looked at each other  and 

simultaneously blurt ed out:  ―Let‘s  go back to Vienna!‖ And within  a  

coupl e of  hours our su i tcases were  packed, our farewe l ls were  post ed,  

and we were on the road. And the moment we passed  the  German -

Austrian border near Salzburg ,  we l et  out a huge  si gh of  r e l i e f  to be  

back on Austrian soi l  again.   

The years 1987-1992 were a period  o f  major  pro f essional 

trans it ion for both Vivi en and myse l f .  She began what became a  l i f e -
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long associat ion with a Bri t ish ex -pat,  Andrew Smith, who headed a  

trans lat ion f irm, Transtext ,  f or  whi ch Vivien worked exclusivel y for  

the rest  o f  her l i f e .  It  was a per fec t  arr angement ,  s in ce  Andrew served  

as the f rontman to drum-up the  business,  whil e Vivien and Andrew‘s  

sis te r ,  Penny, manned (or perhaps I should say,  ―womanned‖) the  

backroom and ac tual l y produced the product .  This was a styl e that sui t  

Vivien perfe ct l y ,  s in ce she l iked working on her own and solving the  

kinds of  puzzles that document  translat ion posed.   

For mysel f ,  i t  was also a major transit ion t ime as I began my 

career as a popular -s c ience writ er in 1987 when I sold my f ir st  proj ect  

Paradigms Lost  to the major New York publisher,  Wil l iam Morrow & 

Co. In this  period I was also a  profe ssor at  the Technica l Universi t y of  

Vienna in the Inst i tut e for Econometri cs ,  Operat ions Research and 

System Theory,  where I  had a very ni ce pos i t i on requiring only a f ew 

lectures ea ch semester.  Of course,  the pay was commensurate with the 

workload, which was l es s than nic e .  But my pub lishers were doing the ir  

part to  ensure our fami ly always had food  on the tabl e and a roof  over  

our heads.  In fac t ,  i t  was the very same roof  on Seit e ns te t tengasse in the  

First Dist ri c t  that s erved as our home for the entir e per iod of  our t ime 

toge ther in  Vienna.  

Sometime in 1991, I was travel ing in Cali fornia  and stopped at  

Stanford to see a former IIASA col league,  Brian Arthur, who was a 

prof essor  there  at the t ime. Brian told me about a sexy new ins t i tut e  

that he was involved wi th that was just then start ing up in Santa Fe.  

He sa id thi s was the type of   p la ce that I shou ld be at ,  and when he 

described the overal l  s i tuation at the Santa Fe Inst i tut e I  heart i l y  

agreed. So we seal ed a deal whereby I would go to SFI for a few months 
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beginning in January 1992, and we ‘d see  how things went  af t er  that.  

Thus began the f inal phase of  my l i f e  together  wi th Vivi en.   

Life,  Santa Fe-style (January 1992-April 1998)  

Quite co incidental ly to  that fat e ful  di scuss ion with Brian 

Arthur, the owner of  the f lat where Vivien and I l ived in Vienna told  

us that he would need to have that apartment  back sometime in the  

next year or so since  hi s son would be coming f rom the count rys ide to  

the c i t y for universi ty  and needed a  place to  l i ve .  So in late  1991, as we 

were planning our trip to Santa Fe, Vivi en and I decided that  since  we 

both had very por table  oc cupations ( she transla t ing for Andrew,  whi ch 

could be done anywhere  with an  Interne t connect ion , me in writ ing 

books that could also be  done anywhere) we would stay in Santa Fe i f  

we l iked i t  there;  i f  not ,  then we‘d explore the possibi l i t y of  moving to  

Cambridge ,  (USA, that  is ,  not  UK). And i f  nei ther worked out,  we 

would  return to Vienna and f ind another f lat .  So we packed up al l  our 

things in January 1992,  put them into storage in Vienna, and headed 

of f  for New Mexico to  s ee what the fu ture held in  store.   

Within a coupl e of  weeks of  arriving in  Santa  Fe,  our minds 

were made up : New Mexico would be our home for the foreseeable  

future.  Anyone who‘ s ever been to Santa Fe wil l  understand why. Li fe  

there was so specia l  that  even without  the  Santa  Fe Inst i tut e we would  

probably have made the same choi ce .  But with SFI, house -hunting 

became our f ir st  order o f  business.  When I look back in my f i l es now, 

I‘m st i l l  as tonished to s ee that we arr ived in Santa Fe on January 25,  

1992, and wi thin one month we ‘d already put down an of f er  on a house  

and we moved into i t  on Apri l  1 . So the enti r e process took barely more  
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than two months from touch down to del ivery of  our things f rom 

Vienna. As i t  turned  out,  Vivien would spend the rest  of  her l i f e  in  

that house on Camino San Acacio,  and i t  would not leave our family 

unti l  I f inal l y so ld i t  and moved back to Vienna in 2006.   

The f i r st  three years of  our l i f e  in Santa Fe w ere a charmed 

existence :  Vivi en had a house for the f ir st  t ime in her l i f e  and her own 

garden and dog,  a golden ret riever,  Maxwel l  Cast i ,  who was a great son 

for both of  us.  And I h ad a chance to work at what was then probably  

the wor ld‘s sexiest  inst i tute where something crazy, exci t ing,  and path -

breaking was being done almost every singl e day. I l i te ral l y could not 

wait to go to the ins t i tu t e in the morning because  I knew that some thing 

exci t ing would happen that day. I didn‘ t  know what i t  would be.  But I  

knew it  would be interes t ing and I wanted to be  there to  be part  of  i t .   

 

 

 

 

 

 

With her golden retriever Maxwell  

During these years,  we had numerous vi s i tors from every corner  

of  the world,  as wel l  as  met many, many new f riends in Santa Fe. In 

fact ,  we had so many vi si tors  that  we acquired  a separate  house 

immediate ly ad jacent to our main house just as  a guesthouse.  In th ose  



 - 45 - 
 

years,  I  traveled  al l  over the world preaching the gospel  of  complexity  

sc i ence,  while  Vivi en did what she l iked best :  stayed home and took 

care of  her family—Maxwel l  and me, toge ther with whatever vis i tors 

happened to be ―in residence‖  at the t ime. These were fantas t i c  years,  

probably the bes t I‘ve ever spent.  And I think Vivien would say the 

same. In fac t ,  she was not a part i cular ly big  fan of  American, in 

general ,  desp it e having spent s everal years in upstat e New York when 

she was a ch i ld .  But  she loved Santa Fe. And when people  asked her  

why, her reply was tha t  ―i t ‘s not l ike l iving in  Ameri ca,  at al l ,  but  

more l ike l i ving in  Spain in the 16 t h  cen tury‖.  

 

But thi s charmed existence was not to last .  In February 1995 

Vivien  was diagnosed with ovarian cancer,  and had surgery with in 24 

hours of  the  diagnosis .  A thre e-month round of  chemotherapy fol lowed,  

af ter which  the  cancer s eemed to have  been put  into remiss ion . So in 

September 1995 we returned to Vienna for a month to vis i t  a l l  our 

f r iends and enjoy Alt  Wien just one more t ime. Whil e she didn‘ t  say 

anything abou t  i t  at the t ime, in ret rospect  I ‘m pre tty sure Vivien  

sensed that she would never re turn to the c i t y that had played such a  

pivotal rol e in her l i f e .  But when we took o f f  from Schwechat to return 

to New Mexico ,  her Bri t ish reserve broke down a bit  and I s aw a tear  

of  sadness t r i ckl e down her cheek as the  plane rose through the c louds 

over  the c i t y.   

Upon returning to Santa Fe, Vivien was examined by her  

doctor and the result s were not good. Not good, at al l .  The cancer  had 

reappeared  and she entered anothe r round of  chemo in November 1995.  

She was never of f  chemo again unti l  her dea th  on Apri l  12, 1998.  
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Those  two years,  1996 and 1997, were surel y  the saddest and most  

trying of  my l i f e .  Both Vivien and I knew that our l i f e  together was 

go ing to be cut short ,  and my own abi l i t y to get  through that period was 

immeasurab ly helped by her always upbeat ,  posi t i ve a tt i tude.  As she  

oft en said in those days,  ―Life is for the l i ving‖ and everyone wi l l  have  

to face what she was facing eventual ly.   

During more than two years  o f  preparing for her imminent  

death, Vivien very strangely st i l l  took an enormous amount  of  p leasure  

in having vis i tors come to os tensibly s ee her —and then pour out  the ir  

own probl ems and ask her counsel  on what they should do. I f ound i t  

amazing that  she not  only l i s tened to these ta l es ,  no ne of  whi ch were  

even c lose to  being as  serious as her own story,  and then engaged these  

peopl e in l engthy di scuss ions about thei r  l i ves .  But this  abi l i t y to care  

so deep ly  for o thers that she could  counsel  them whe n she  was on her  

own dea thbed was typi ca l  of  the generosi ty of  sou l that she expressed to 

everyone.  Her specialness was never more in ev idence than during these  

many di scussions,  a lmost  al l  of  which  I  only  heard about  af t er  the  fac t .   

By early Apri l ,  Vivien‘s  i l lness was c learly moving into i t s f inal  

stages and the hospi ce nurse had to vi s i t  dai l y to help her get  through 

the pain of  s imply breathing as her lungs were by then beginning to f i l l  

with the  f luids that would  eventual l y ki l l  her.  On the n igh t of  

Saturday,  Apri l  11,  the night  before  Easter,  she  told  me that  she 

wasn‘ t f ee l ing too wel l  and would go to  bed  early .  This was not an 

unprecedented  si tuation,  as her energy leve l  had been det er iorating for  

some t ime. But around midnight I heard her coughing and strugg l ing for 

breath to such an extent  that I cal led the nurse and asked her what to 

do. She came to the house immediate ly and gave Vivien a shot that  
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provided some t emporary re l ie f .  But in the hal lway af terwards,  the  

nurse sa id she would  ca l l  the  doc tor  and ask h im to come by because  

Vivien ‘s s i tuation was deteriora ting rapidly.   

The doc tor came around 5 o‘ c lock in the morning and aft er a  

short examination told me that  he thought  the  end would come within a  

few hours.  Luckily,  she was s t i l l  awake and  abl e to speak. So I sa t on 

the edge of  the bed wi th  Maxwel l  by my side,  and the two of  us ta lked 

with Vivi en for  twenty minutes or  so during which t ime she told us  

she‘d had a good l i f e  and that we shouldn‘t be sad at her passing.  She  

then dri f ted of f  to s l eep and as I sat in a chair at her bedside stopped 

breath ing about a hal f  hour lat er ,  around 11 o‘c lock on Easter  

morning.  Whi le I didn‘ t  know it  a t the t ime, I  later d is covered that my 

daughter was bearing my se cond grandson in San Diego a t almost that 

very  same moment.  I  think Vivien would have  l iked the symmetry.  

                              
                         
                                            
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Vivien Mary Casti 
(June 22, 1943- April 12, 1998) 
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Jesse Ausubel  

Vivien exempli f i ed for me the purest f orm of the IIASA vis ion .  

I came to know her in 1979 -1981 when I worked for the Resources and 

Environment group led by Oleg Vasi l i ev  and then Janusz Kindl er .   I  

think of  the whit eness  o f  Vivi en‘ s sweaters ,  the  neatness of  her whit e  

IIASA desk, the perfe ct i on of  both her German and English, her  

impeccab le manners and curiosi t y about everyone,  her lovel y sometimes 

quavering soprano.    

She had no cynic ism whatsoever about what  the  Ins t i tu te  aimed 

to ac compl ish, and her  purity and perf ec t i on and long hours shamed 

anyone who was sarcas t i c  or s loppy or lazy.  Yet she also appreciat ed 

humor, and tas ted adventure and romance,  and of  course she he lped  

IIASA to of fe r them, complete with dangers l ike the skiing that Vivi en  

enjoyed.   

So to the pu rity of  whit e snow I would add bravery ,  a rare and 

inspi ring combination for which I hope Vivien would be happy to be  

remembered.  
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Peter E. de Janosi  

In the lat e 1970s and early 1980s IIASA enjoyed the presence  

of  a notab le group of  ta lented, committ ed a nd ideal is t i c  sta f f  members,  

including Vivi en Schimmel.  Vivi en worked in the Directorate,  and I  

met her when I f ir st  j oined IIASA for two years  (1977 - 1979) also as  

a member of  the Direc torate.   

Vivien worked c losel y wi th the then Director,  Roger Levien, a nd 

in her capaci ty had to deal with vi rtual ly  al l  aspec ts of  the Inst i tut e ,  

but especia l ly with the research program. She appeared to many of  us as 

the ―power behind the  throne‖, and she performed her ro le with  grea t  

dil igence,  e f f ec t iveness  and charm.   

I recal l  with much pl easure and amazement  her abi l i t y to 

organize presenta tions to  the  Counci l .  In  those low -t ech days the repor ts  

included  what  were then cal led transparenc ie s or viewgraphs .  These were  

essent ial  f or s tructuring and i l luminating the Director ‘ s  r eport s ,  and 

Vivien ‘s l eadersh ip in get t ing these prepared sat is fac tori l y and on t ime 

was essen tial .  She never los t  her t emper and composure ,  even when , dare  

I say,  her  col l eagues ,  were s low in producing some of  the needed 

information. In the end , the p resen tations and report s were excel l ent  

and t imely.  Vivi en was a tower of  st rength  in  the Direc torate and a  

ro le mode l  f or  us  al l .   

I r emember Vivi en not only as a marve lously competent  

col league,  but al so as  a charming and loveable human being.  She 

managed to deal with some di f f i cul t  and obst inate indiv iduals in a calm 

and determined fashion (yes,  even in those grea t  days IIASA had some 
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of those ! ) .  As everybody knew, that upper most in Vivi en‘ s mind was to  

insure the e f f ec t iveness  o f  IIASA, and not to  sati s f y her  own ego,  she 

managed to en l is t  the support of  a l l .  At many of  the meet ings of  sen ior  

sc i enti st s her demeanor,  personali ty and in terventions made an 

enormous d i f f e rence .  

  

 

 

 

 

 

With Peter and Monica de Janosi  

Vivien , however,  was not al l  business.  She was an avid skier  

and hiker.  I wil l  a lways remember her cheerful  part i c ipation in the  

IIASA organized  ski  tr ips  and hikes.  And who can forget her  

af ternoon teas  in the Direc torate? In observ ing her Engl i sh heri tage she  

served tea and biscu it s  in an ele gant fashion bef i t t ing an Engl ish 

country house to  us  rather s cru f f y co -workers.  

  

Vivien was a remarkable human being combining the bes t  

quali t i es of  a  research  administ rator ,  a loyal  member o f  a nascen t 

Inst i tut e and a beauti ful  lady. She enri ched our l i ves at IIASA. Later ,  

becoming  a great fr i end ,  she le f t  us too soon,  but the many memories we 

have of  her wil l  l i ve  on .   
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Les and Katrina Garner  

It is an expression of  our deep and abiding af f e ct i on for Vivien  

that not a  week goes  by without our thinking of  her.   

Sometimes preparing a meal tr i ggers a memory. I have a roast ing 

pan that Vivi en gave me so that I would have the ―perf ect  pan‖ in 

which to prepare Veal Prince Orlo f f ,  one of  her c lassic  company di shes.   

Of course,  she was somewhat skeptical  of  the fa ct  that I used my 

Cuisinart to prepare the mushroom duxel l es for the dish , ins tead of  

chopping them by hand –  the ―Vivien way.‖  Whenever I use that pan,  

or the ―perf ec t  omelet  pan‖ she insi sted on buying and seasoning for me,  

I th ink of  her.   

Les and I of t en th ink of Vivien when we‘ re trave l ing,  

part i cularly i f  we‘re going from point A to point B, and i t  is taking 

much longer than we thought to get  to the end of  the journey.  Vivien 

took us on weekend excursions when we l ived in Austr ia,  and those  

tr ips invariably involved  hiking –  some of  the  t r eks qui te long.   Vivien  

would jovial ly assure us  (several t imes along the  way) that the Gasthof  

(and ce l ebra tory beer) was ―jus t around the next corner.‖ We now 

fondly re f e r to di stances as ―real d istances‖ or  ―Schim mel  dis tances.‖   

When we l ived in  Austria,  almost  every weekend involved a  

―Fabulous Friday,‖ when we would fol low Vivi en into Vienna to run 

errands,  of ten f inding lovel y,  unique shops in  neighborhoods of f  the  

beaten path. We a lways had a beer at the Gosse r Bierklinik, fol l owed 

by Wiener Schni tzel  at  Fig lmü l l e r s .  Roger  Levi en‘s bi rthday ce lebration 

three years ago ,  in Laxenburg,  gave us a chance to have one more  



 - 52 - 
 

―Fabulous Friday‖ in Vivien ‘s memory, and we ret raced our st eps 

through some of  our favori t e ―Vi vien  places‖ in Vienna.   

After we moved from Austr ia to North Carol ina, Vivi en came 

once to vis i t .  We took her to the vacation home we had in the North 

Carol ina Mounta ins,  which she promptly named ―Himmelhof .‖ We no 

longer have that home, but we now have a  farm in Iowa wi th a small  

house on a ri se that looks as i f  i t  i s r eaching out of  the pra iri e towards 

heaven –  our new ―Himmelhof .‖ On a re cen t summer night we sat  out 

on our deck and enjoyed the spec tacl e of  l i te ral l y thousands of  twinkling 

f ire f l i es ,  a s igh t we‘re sure Vivi en would  have apprec iated . Watch ing 

the f ir e f l i es  is  magi cal .  So was the t ime we spent  with Vivi en.   
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Cornelia (Conny) Gravino 

I knew Vivien as an always wel l -dressed , chic ,  competen t ,  hard -

working col l eague,  who s tayed la te every even i ng after everybody el se had 

gone home.  Her day was ful l  o f  preparations,  reports ,  coordination ,  

discussions and meet ings.  Neverthele ss ,  she found t ime for our 4:00 

o'c lock t ea t ime (almost) every d ay in the Directorate .  When the 

weather was ni ce ,  we even had our tea on the balcony, overl ooking the  

wonderful Laxenburg Park wi th i t s old t rees .  Vivien was a per fec t  

organizer of  whatever  event -  part ie s ,  mee t ings,  con ferences,  get -

toge thers,  she seemed l ike everybody' s darl ing.  

It  se emed she had no t ime for a  p rivate,  personal l i f e .  And st i l l ,  

through her f r iendship with me and my ex-husband Paul Makin, she  

got to know her second husband. She was del ighted to be asked to be  

Godmother of  our f ir st  son Domini c ,  and I  s t i l l  remember her being 

tota l ly organized to t he t ips o f  her toes for that spec ia l  day. I st i l l  have 

the love ly  engraved s i l ver cup that she gave  to Domini c on that day as  

an et ernal  remembrance .   

Vivien wil l  be in the heart s of  many, and I hope that al l  the  

prayers said upon her passing away did help  her to l i ve on in a better  

world,  wi thout di sappointments and grieving,  without  pain and non -

understanding;  and I  bet  she  is  organizing th ings  also up  there! !  
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Vivien -- Scenes from a Special Friendship  

A tale in three acts  

 
Told by Roger Levien 

 

ACT I 

Time:  1973-1981   
Place:  Vienna and Laxenburg,  Austria  

 
Scene 1 , Baden,  fa l l  or winter 1973  

I f ir st  met Vivi en at a heuriger in Baden, where one of  the  

planning sessions for IIASA was taking p lace.  She came over,  

introduced hersel f ,  f ound out who I was; t hen gave me my badge and a 

package of  meet ing documents and expla ined the purpose ,  agenda, and 

process  of  the meet ing.  She did  thi s al l  br iskly  and ef f i c i ent ly,  while  

smil ing pleasantly,  speaking with a sof t  Brit ish  accen t ,  and looking --  

dressed in a dirndl - -  as though she had just come from yodel ing on a  

high Alpine meadow. The only th ing missing was the score of  ―The 

Sound of  Music‖ playing in the background. ―So this is IIASA, I  

thought… Not bad.‖ The principa l purpose of  the planning session was 

to rec ruit  s c ien ti sts to work at IIASA, and to that end we sat through 

two days of  dis cussions.  As far as I was concerned, they needn‘ t have  

bothered; they had me wi th the  br iskly  e f f i c i ent  Brit  in a d irndl .  

 

Scene 2 , Laxenburg,  fa l l  and winter 1974  

Our family arr ived in Vienna/Laxenburg in the fa l l  of  1974,  

os tensibly on a one -year  sabbati cal ,  and set t l ed in the  18th dis tr i c t .  I  

set  to work on a Handbook of Applied Syst ems Analys is and Carla 

and the kids adjus ted to  l i f e  in Vienna. When I arrived a t the Schloss ,  
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Vivien was there ,  serving as Howard Raif fa ‘s executive assis tant.  She 

and our fami ly hi t  i t  of f  quickly,  so we of t en gravita ted to ea ch other at  

the various socia l  events  –  picni cs ,  heurigers ,  nationa l day ce l ebra tions,  

and ski t rips –  that  gave  zest to  the year,  l ike candied  f ruit  in a  

stol len.  

 

Scene 3 , Laxenburg,  1975-1981 

In 1975, I was appointed to succ eed Howard Raif fa as Director  

of  the Inst i tut e and Vivien moved from loya l family f r iend to dedi cated  

Executive Assi stant .  It  would be extremely di f f i cul t ,  probably  

impossibl e ,  to f ind someone who could have f i l l ed that posi t i on bet ter .   

Her primary respons ibi l i ty was to help me insure that the deci s ions of  

the Research  Management Committee were  carr ied out by the  st rong 

personal i t i es who were i t s membe rs.  She took the  minutes,  recorded the  

deci s ions and ac t ion i t ems, and fol lowed up regular ly and persona l ly  

with each o f  the principals .  And because they respec ted her,  most of  the  

act ions were taken as decided. Anyone with experi ence of  t ry ing to get  

strong ind iv iduals  –  think prof essors at  a pres t igious universi t y –  to  

actual l y do what is request ed o f  them on a reasonable s chedul e wil l  

apprec iate her accompli shment,  and consequent contribution to the  

smooth func t ioning of  the Inst i tut e .   

As the only woman among the research management group , and 

the on ly one who did not have an advanced degree,  she worked hard to 

be taken ser iously.  In this r espec t ,  her natural inte l l ig ence and obvious 

abi l i t y to fol l ow what was being di scussed earned her the h igh regard  o f  

her male col l eagues .  But,  Vivien had a l ight er s ide as we l l ;  whil e  

maintaining a sl i ght l y f l i rtat ious feminine charm, she also became ―one 
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of the boys.‖ The RMC had annual retr eat s  to an Austr ian resor t 

where the serious work o f  the  day t ime –  p lanning the research act i vi t ie s  

of  the  fol l owing year ,  gave  way to a boi st erous display of  wine fue led  

camaraderie in the even ing.  The last ing image I have of  these events is  

Vivien  seated  atop an uprigh t piano conduct ing ,  as one of  the  research 

leaders pounds the keys ,  and the  RMC members do the ir bes t to sing 

along.  

Besides her RMC responsibi l i ty ,  Vivien served  as my German 

trans lator and interpret er .  Sadly,  my command o f  the German language  

was not up to the demands of  my represen tationa l o f f i c e .  On oc cas ion , i t  

f e l l  to me to make remarks in German to wel come a group of  Austr ian 

vis i tors or to introduce IIASA to some important delegation. Vivi en  

came to my rescue,  wri t ing out my remarks, typing them in large type,  

and then coaching me on pronunciation and emphasis .  I proceeded to  

mouth her t ext as bes t I could as she sa t of f  to  the side,  watching me 

with a look o f  tense expec tat ion…and giv ing me a smile of  a lmost  

motherly pride  i f  I managed to get  through without a stumble .   

The c loseness that had developed be tween  Vivi en  and the Levi en  

family in our f ir st  year grew ever r i cher and st ronger over  the  six years  

of  my term as Director.  She became one o f  the  family ,  j oin ing us for  

Sunday d inner or  having us to  her apartment for  a Vivi en -cooked mea l .  

Our daughter,  Ali sa,  stayed with  Vivi en in  her  Hietzing 

apartment whil e we were on a t rip .  We had picnic s together and 

part ic ipated  in the  IIASA ski trips.   
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At the  end of  1981,  Carla and I le f t  Laxenburg and Vienna 

and the immediacy of  our relat ionship with Vivi en, but  we to ok with us  

fond memories of  our t imes of  work and p lay toge ther .  

ACT II 

Time:  1982-1992 
Place:  Connect i cut and Vienna  

Scene 1 , Connect i cut ,  1982 -1992 

Carla and I took up residence in Connec t i cu t as I began work 

for the Xerox Corporation . The new posi t ion and the new location 

demanded our atten tion and, though we did not forge t  our fr i ends at  

IIASA and in Vienna, our contacts  became far l ess  fr equent,  includ ing 

with Vivien . During thi s period she  marr ied and took up residence in  

an apartment in downtown Vienna.  

 

Scene 2 , Vienna,  1982-1992 

Vivien went back to school to obtain her  degree as an 

interpret er –  Engl ish, German, and French . She was busy and so were  

we, so contac t was inf requent.  Twice we vi s i t ed Vienna and stayed with  

Vivien and her husband in thei r apartment across from the Synagogue  

in the old Jewish se ct ion of  Vienna. Besides the warm hospital i t y,  I  

remember our walks along the embankment  o f  the Danube Canal and 

stops a t an ic e cr eam shop that serves  ―spaghett i‖ i c e cr eam –  concoc ted  

from extruded st rings of  vani l la  i c e cr eam and st rawberry sauce .  

ACT III 

Time:  1992-1998 
Place:  Santa Fe,  New Mexico  
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Scene 1 , Santa Fe,  1992-1995 

Vivien  and her  husband moved to Santa Fe, where he had 

obtained employment .  Although I found i t  di f f i cul t  to imagine Vivi en,  

a native of  large and sophist i cat ed European ci t ie s ,  at home in the  

small  town of  Santa Fe, she con founded my expecta t ions and thrived .  

She and her husband quickly  developed a ri ch network of  f r iends from 

among the diverse and sophist i cat ed community  o f  ful l  and part - t ime 

Santa Fe res idents.  Col lege and Inst i tut e  presidents,  universi ty  

prof essors,  l oca l  r eal  estate brokers,  vi s i t ing sc ientist s ,  and art i st s came 

to their home; some o f  the out -of - town visi tors stayed in thei r gues t 

house,  whi ch she had de cora ted in Santa Fe s tyl e .  She devoted hersel f  to  

her garden, landscaped by a local  fr i end, and to her go lden re tri ever,  

Max.  

Happily ,  we were  among the invi ted  gues ts ,  r enewing our 

fr iendship whil e spending a f ew memorable  Chris tmases with Vivien  

and her spouse .  We he lped decorate the  tr ee ,  drank eggnog,  enjoyed  

Vivien ‘s specia l  guacamole,  s trol l ed along Canyon Road to see the  

l ight s ( farol i tos,  which are cand les r es t ing on sand in a paper bag)  

l ining the wal l s and roo fs of  most bu i ldings and warming ours e lves a t  

the st reet  bonf i re s ,  s ipping hot grog whil e l i st ening to the  carol ers .   

In 1995, Vivien and Carla conspired , without my knowledge,  to 

produce a  book of photos and wri t ings as a  surpri se for my 60th 

birthday. Vivien threw hersel f  into the e f fort ,  r e crui t ing responses from 

most  of  my IIASA col l eagues.  It  was a  wonder ful gi f t  f or me, eas ing 

passage into my 7th decade.   
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But 1995 was not a  good year  for  Vivi en,  who l earned that  

summer that  she had la t e s tage ovarian cancer.  

Vivien with Roger and Carla Levien in Santa Fe  
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Scene 2, Santa Fe,  1995-1998  

In the last three years of  her l i f e ,  Vivien d isp layed her f inest  

quali t i es as she fought the cancer that was taking away her l i f e .  She 

submitt ed to chemotherapy and rad iation and sought the advi ce of  

spec ia l i sts whil e s tr iving to l i ve as normal a  l i f e  as poss ible .  She  

remained cheerful ,  hopeful ,  and optimist i c ,  whil e  acc epting that her  f i ght  

was an extremely di f f i cul t  one.  We vis i ted several t imes during these  

years,  s taying wi th mutual fr iends to min imize h er burden. Fortunatel y,  

as her l i f e  ebbed,  she  had the support of  a few of  those  specia l  fr iends 

that she had made in  Santa Fe. She d ied in Apri l  1998.  

One part of  the ri ch and manifold legacy that she le f t  us is the  

love of  Santa Fe, which  seemed as un lik ely for us,  at f ir st ,  a s i t  d id for  

Vivien . But through our many vi si ts and by seeing i t  through her eyes,  

we came to love the town also.  In August 1998, we bought a home in  

Santa Fe,  which we have en joyed ever  sin ce .  Our only  regre t  i s that she  

is not there to share wi th us our enjoyment of  Santa Fe, her la st and  

last ing gi f t  to us.   
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Ruth Steiner  

One of  my very  f i rst  a ct i vi t ie s as the  Head o f  the  Personnel  

Department a t the Internationa l Inst i tut e o f  Applied Sys tems Analysis  

was to hi re Vivi en Schimmel.  Looking a t the archives of  the Inst i tut e 

the contrac t was to beg in May 15th 1973  - I  star ted on Apri l  1st  

1973. Her personnel  number was 019, a very important detai l  (Andrei  

Bykov had 007),  the  number now i s  1883 mid 2008.  

I s t i l l  se e Vivien  si t t ing in f ron t of  me f irs t  in  House  

Rosenauer,  IIASA´s f i rst  of f i c e ,  and then in the Schloss during the  

many months of  const ruct ion of  the Kaiser Zimmer –  a l l  the dust and 

dirt .  From the  outset ,  Vivien worked for the Directors Off i c e –  

beginning wi th our dear Howard Ra i f fa as the f i rs t  Director of  the  

Inst i tut e .  As far as I remember ,  Vivien worked for IBM before IIASA 

and Howard in terviewed and sel ect ed her  -  an excel l ent  dec is ion.  She 

had excel lent  prof essiona l quali f i cat ions,  very  int ernat iona l background,  

therefore f luent in several languages,  wonder ful personali t y and a  

charming appearance.  

In those ear ly  days we worked day and night ,  in order  to get  the 

Inst i tut e star t ed and meet al l  the deadl ines.  Most o f  us,  inc luding 

Vivien  also s lep t  some nights in  House Rosenau er,  there fore  we got to 

know each other very wel l .  Most of  our meal s we ea t together .  Vivi en 

was very a tt entive to eat ing hea lthy  -  as long as I knew her.  Never fa t ,  

frozen, a lways fr esh fru it  and vege tables ,  not too spi cy  and never too 

much –  every thing d i f f e r ent to my way of  ea t ing .  We laughed so much 

about our eating habi ts ,  because  every t ime we went to  a res taurant  
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things looked di f f e rent  and that was quit e of t en! She was such a  good 

cook and hos tess –  I remember her apartment in  Hietz ing very  we l l .  

With Ruth Steiner, Elisabeth Both and Peter de Janosi  

Vivien ‘s l ove for nature  -  hiking and skiing .  I  remember how 

her eyes would glow when she talked about her lat est  experi ences .  I  

remember her te l l ing me how much she missed  the Alps in the States.  

Her other big love was for ar t and music .  I wil l  never forget  when she  

cal led me to j oin her for an organ concer t in  St Flor ian in Upper 

Austria  -  I cannot drive past  the monastery  on the  Autobahn wi thout 

thinking of  that memorable occasion of  a Haydn concert .  B ut she also 

loved a good g lass of  wine in the a tmosphere of  a ―Heurigen‖.  I think 

she loved  Austria very much.  

Yes,  I miss Vivi en af ter  al l  these years .  She was at my bedside 

when I had my chemotherapy and bui l t  up my spi ri t s .  I ta lked to her on 

the phone at t imes when there were hopes,  some times high and low when 
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she was si ck. Vivi en was a f r iend who was always loya l ,  and who I  

could a lways trust .  The last t ime I saw her we had a vege tarian d inner  

at ―Wrenck‖ during her last vi s i t  in Vienna when she had a short  

e legant ―hairdo‖ ta lking about her suc cess fu l  medical therapy. We had 

many laughs about our past at IIASA. She was one of  the most  

fai thful  and dear f r i ends I ever had –  Auf  wiedersehen ,  Viv.   
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Leo Schrattenholzer  

My memori es of  Vivien  are only pr iva te.  I therefore could only  

say -  and everyone who knew her knows thi s -  that she  was a very  

cheerful  and warm person and that everybody who enjoyed her  f r iendship  

was privi l eged.   
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Tibor Vasko 

Sebouh´s request to writ e about my impression on Vivien evoked 

some mixed f ee l ings.  I t  was an opportuni ty to recol l ec t  memories on a  

fr iend and a rare personali ty ,  but  also brutal ly  painful reminder  that  

Vivien  passed away.  

She was for me connect ed inseparably with  the Inst i tut e  

(IIASA), because when I was on Counci l  or Finance Commit tee  

meet ings in ear ly days of  IIASA, she was always there.  Her personal i t y  

radiating grace  and fri endly manners,  together  with her beauty ,  a lmost 

defy  descript ion.  

Zdenka (my wif e) and me , we were very pl eased to  hear that 

Vivien and John got marri ed.  We even t ried to  invit e them both to a  

modest dinner of  Czech food. They kindly a ccep ted and i t  was an 

oc casion to apprecia te  their  most agreeab le personal charm.  

When I am in the Inst i tute ,  I st i l l  subconsciously expect that  

Vivien wil l  arriv e with her smi le from somewhere.  It  i s perhaps because 

I vi s i t  the Inst i tut e so rarel y.  I have ye t  to  resi gn myse l f  to the  

real ization that f rom now on an impenetrabl e wal l  is  s eparating us  and 

the Ins t i tu te from Vivien.  

 


