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Who would have thought that this dictum, once a taunt the Viennese cabaret hurled at 

the city whose name famously rhymes with ”Provinz“, could one day become a 

straightforward wish? And for me, too, of all people? Two years ago it was not easy for me 

to leave behind my hometown on the Weser in northern Germany to start from scratch as 

a guest worker in Linz. Friends constantly got mixed up about where I was heading: ”Did 

you say it’s Graz you’re going to or Linz?“ Today I feel at home here and I know the city as 

well as my old hometown, Bremen, which in any case is not my real hometown as my 

family roots are in Bavaria. This has led to my being introduced at public appearances 

with the words, ”He’s German, but actually he comes from Bavaria.“ Do Bavarian roots 

make somebody’s German origins more palatable to the Austrians? 

 

Yet, as I see it, Linz actually has more in common with Bremen than with Munich! The 

Linzers have, for example, something pleasantly unpretentious, an almost Hanseatic 

understatement that I prefer to the cocksureness that you occasionally see in the 

Bavarian capital. In Linz, you can go to the theatre without immediately realising that all 

the ladies have come straight from their hairdresser or that sartorial outfits are more 

important than the play. Having said that I must in fairness add that it may take twenty 

minutes or more at public functions for all the political bigwhigs and guests of honour to 

be introduced and bid welcome with all of their titles and functions: surely there must be 

a more republican style to proceed on such occasions than this? 

 

To return to the sunny side: I have never experienced such culinary delights as in Linz 

and in its wonderful surrounding countryside, the Mühlviertel. The Upper Austrian 

cuisine of roast pork with light, fluffy dumplings, a good glass of wine and Bohemian-style 

pastry stuffed with plum jam for dessert – wow! ”Bremer chicken ragout“ could not hold 

a candle to that, not in a month of Sundays. 

 

For me, hailing as I do from the Upper Palatinate, understanding Austrian idioms is not 

much of a problem as Bavarians at least generally share such specifically South German 

words as Erdäpfel, Paradeiser und Fisolen for potatoes, tomatoes and string beans 

respectively. However when someone recently asked me if I had just moved because I 

was travelling with a ”Tuchent“ (duvet) in my ”Radlkorb“ (bicycle basket), I had to resort 

to looking up the words in an Austrian-German dictionary… 

 

Can a person with a background in culture also be a football fan? I admit in the beginning 

I missed my home team, Werder Bremen. Yet, slowly an interest and feelings of empathy 

developed for the Linz ASK, which, at the time this was written, were actually in second 

place in the Austrian Soccer League. Only a few months earlier, who would have believed 

the team would make it to the first league? 
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What else is charming about Linz? When I have visitors, there is a spot I love to take them 

to: the Franz Josef Belvedere on Freinberg. Looking down upon the city from these 

heights enables me to explain to them all of Linz. What do I tell people when I have a 

chance to talk about the city and my growing love for it? I will gladly tell you – next time 

we meet in Linz! 

 

Ulrich Fuchs lives in Linz and is Deputy Artistic Director and head of Project 

Development Linz09. 
 


