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When in Urfahr, I feel drawn to the Danube. This has not changed, even though you no 

longer get that sense of wilderness as you walk from the railway bridge to Lake Plesching, 

and nature has been tamed to accommodate such urban ideas as half pipes, dog crap 

and Nordic walkers. 

 

In the hills round Linz wilderness is no longer available either. The city has notions what 

forests, meadows and streams should look like: tended, mowed, entombed in rigid beds 

made of granite. 

 

I feel drawn to the Danube. To its brown waves that lap the shore between the silvery 

willows whenever an articulated tug and barge, its hatches filled with goods and its deck 

with rusting cars, floats past towards its port of destination in the east. I feel drawn 

towards the soft, grey Danube sand and the gravel bars with their polished flat pebbles. I 

ignore the sounds of the motorway and the commuter parking lot. I feel drawn to the 

wooded banks, to the shadows of farmhouses long since gone. Elderflowers for frying in 

batter, morels, perry pears, old varieties of apples whose tartness perhaps stores the 

memory of swooshing floods; nuts, plums, and elderberries for stewing and blueberry 

stained hands. And the small pleasure gleaned from that little bit of self-sufficiency that 

still survives within sight of the Chemiepark and the city’s steel works. 

 

The great wilderness of the city that cannot be found among the rotten poplars has 

moved on a few steps to the steel, glass and concrete of the U-Punkt Centre. In the old 

quarter of Urfahr, demolition and construction have likewise got out of hand and have 

resulted in a number of non-places. Here the wilderness has found new nesting places. 

Here there is an opportunity for you to submerge and disappear. Steps reeking of urine 

that are supposed to take you to Billa actually lead to time warps off a pedestrian 

underpass, countless dead corners and a lavatory, which, if you have to use it, will peel 

the thin skin of civilisation off you on entering. Ankle deep puddles. The odour signals a 

predator’s cage. This is not the only association with wild forests: on the far side of the 

wall there’s a rustling noise and a drilled spy-hole reveals a mischievous, probing eyeball. 

 

And they are digging yet again. The Ars Electronica Center is expanding. The swans will 

have to find themselves another living place when their bank is lit too brightly. Perhaps 

they will leave the city altogether. Yet we know that Linz is not located on the banks of 

Lake Traun, and the AEC can apply the remedy of creating virtual swans. Artificial 

wilderness. 

 

When in Urfahr, I feel drawn to the Danube. This has not changed. I am searching for the 

wilderness of Linz. 

 

Eugenie Kain lives in Linz and is a writer. 


