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Linz is the centre of a central region. With its perimeters in a state of flux, the ubiquitous 

transit and feeder roads and a railway line that practically cuts the city in two, Linz is a 

hub and turntable within a larger area rather than a self-contained urban entity. The 

central region that is inscribed within the overall area forms a triangle whose corners are 

the cities Linz, Wels and Steyr. The zone beyond that core triangle makes up the far 

larger part of Upper Austria. Roughly speaking it’s an area extending almost to the Alps in 

the south and southwest and to the Czech border in the north and northeast. It can be 

crossed in each direction in an hour’s drive, with Linz as the starting point. As you cross 

it, you travel along a trajectory that links reputedly remote country life and the excesses of 

a rowdy Saturday night in the Altstadt. 

 

This hour’s drive also indicates the radius of the virtual ”mental map“ on which the 

inhabitants of Linz plot in all probability formative places or regions outside the city’s 

perimeter. In Linz, you come across the protagonists of this dual lifestyle wherever you 

go, particularly in the kind of setting that is usually associated with the tag ”urban“: There 

is the manager of the art cinema who would be loath to miss football practice in his home 

town, even though it means a 45-minute drive; the critical journalist with his sailboat in 

one of the Salzkammergut lakes; the vice rector who could ski to Linz from his home 

above the city, or the city sociologist who is also an enthusiastic hiker. These are only a 

few random examples of the multifaceted interactions of Linz with its wider environs. 

These people’s paths cross with those of other ”Linz users“ coming from the opposite 

direction; from small towns to the city to see a film, hear someone give a presentation or 

attend a lecture – without forgoing the pleasure of waking up the next day to the sound of 

birds singing in their garden. 

 

Many others traverse the city limits every day: the early morning traffic jams on 

Rudolfstraße that are handled with consummate routine contain a significant portion of 

the Upper Mühlviertel’s male population. Trains and buses carry the so-called 

”commuter pupils“ from numerous neighbouring communities to the city‘s schools. Quite 

a few public figures are in danger of getting caught by the radar speed traps during their 

daily commute from the surrounding communities (”Don’t ever call Traun a suburb“, was 

the well-meaning advice given to me by a media manager). The same predicament is 

shared by the many women for whom the Linz job market has primarily part-time jobs on 

offer. This means these women make a significant contribution to the noon and early 

afternoon traffic, when the rush is on to pick up the children from day care. In between, 

one finds people heading for an appointment ”in town“, where there are centralised 

service institutions for almost all kinds of economic activity. 
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It is these fitful bursts of movement that reveal a general tendency: Linz is not the final 

destination or the centre, it is just one of many ports of call within a daily routine of being  

 

on the go. The day could begin, for example, with breakfast in Ansfelden, and continue 

with the part-time job at PlusCity. Next comes the race home to cook a warm lunch for 

the children back home in Ansfelden, then one of them has to be taken to an 

appointment with a doctor in Linz. This is great, thinks the partner, who has called on the 

cell phone from his workplace in Steyr: if errands must be run in Linz anyway, a gift for 

mother could be purchased at one of the stores on the Landstraße. Now as an urban 

centre Linz should count itself lucky if the female main character of this little fictional 

story enjoys navigating narrow city streets, has money for the car park, has been planning 

anyway to just swing by and see a friend from Traun, who happens to work off the 

Hauptplatz in Linz, and if, last not least, there are no traffic jams. However, this 

prototypical city patron from an outside community is much less likely to budge from 

home if doctors, booksellers and employers, lured by the promises of ambitious local 

politics, decide to move to Ansfelden and set up in business there. 

 

For communities within the city’s catchment area, the imperatives are obvious: prevent 

migration to the city, and attract new residents. Linz however is faced with a dilemma: 

does it want to be an efficient docking station at the centre of the central region, loosely 

oriented towards the nodes in the regional transport network, or does it want to be a 

compact city that in the best sense of the word primarily relies on itself? 

 

Martin Fritz lives in Vienna and Linz and is the director of the Festival of Regions. 


