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(...)This 'bridging’ will occur only partially through physical manifestations, but largely
through otherwise "invisible' structures and open-source processes and networks.
Although the limits of digital cities are usually not physical, but, for example, economic
as Eduard Sancho Pou describes in his contribution "The Digital City is a Village in the
Alps: The Red Bull Society™, one might find - especially in non-urban areas - "Truman
Show"-like physical manifestations such as the village of the multinational corporation
"Red Bull".(...) excerpt by Bernd Upmeyer, Editor-in-Chief

In the digital city, | am awakened by a cow. Not its lowing, but rather its bell, clanging
louder than the loudest alarm clock. I am in Fuschl am See, a charming Austrian village
on the edge of a no less charming lake. Idyllic all around, wooden houses everywhere
ringed by mountains. Just 10 minutes away is St. Gilgen, where Mozart's mother was
born and 20 minutes away along a winding road is Salzburg, the city of music. But
Fuschl am See is also home to Red Bull, the multinational that sells the world’s most
famous energy drink and has revolutionized the concept of sports sponsorship. All of
this happens from here, from a place where everything seems terribly boring and
isolated from the world. No one would say this village is a digital city.

The changes are subtle. The hotel is sturdy and comfortable. | go down to breakfast and
the entire buffet is terribly Austrian, even the coffee. At one table sits Sebastian Vettel,
the Red Bull Formula 1 racer. He is accompanied by a few people who are also wearing
T-shirts bearing icons of the drink, because the stars Red Bull sponsors come here to
train, to take part in the stage. And most of all to have photos taken with which to flood
the digital world. Today it is Sebastian, but yesterday it was Henry, the famous soccer
player from the French national team who has left Barca to join the New York Red
Bulls. They come to a town where no one bothers them, where fame has no
consequences, to enhance that fame worldwide.

I leave the hotel and stroll around the village. There is a church, a school, two
supermarkets and a slew of houses and apartments for rent. There is a pier overlooking
the lake and public swimming pools. All comfortable. All quiet. All exactly the same.
You can’t tell who is rich, because the truth is that they are all rich in their own way,
since they live in such a privileged place.

Across the road at the end of town are the Red Bull Gmb headquarters. The two main
buildings are cones with sliced-off points. The client wanted them to be crater-shaped
and somehow it is true that the fire is alive and that infinite data are transmitted to the
digital network from there. Four hundred people from all over the world work here. The
lingua franca is English and everyone appreciates the quality of life and level of
Austrian taxes, one of the EU’s lowest. They are just passing through. Their houses and
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cars are paid for, because in this new Levittown, you need a car to breathe, to live and
especially to escape from such perfection.

The Company controls everything. The Company pays the meals of its employees, who
are free to choose the restaurant they wish to dine in every day: the pizzeria by the lake,
the sober hotel or the new hotel. They are housed in Company housing. All of it is
lovely. And if you rise up in the Company, you have more and more windows with
views. It is not a gated community on a physical level. There are no visible barriers,
because all the barriers are intangible. If you get sacked, you cannot stay. First, because
there is no available supply. Red Bull has bought everything up. Or at least it bids on
everything, disrupting the market, while enhancing the value of its assets because of the
lack of demand it constantly creates. It has become a feudal lord only because of its
employees, a lord that everyone - from hoteliers to politicians - never cease to entertain,
because they know that without it they’d never be on the map. In the geographical sense
yes, but not digitally.

The new communities bear little resemblance to the gated communities that have been
sold to us at astronomical prices until recently. We were led to believe that the future
would take place behind a fence with private security, a clubhouse, tennis court and a
heated pool. Big mistake. Those barriers that separated us from the world had the
function of uniting us with our neighbours, so we could socialize. Of creating a perfect
world away from the pollution of the outside world. A mistake, because many people
turned to mortgages they cannot keep up with in order to buy that house and furniture
and all the rest. And all these amenities, these private gardens and private pools and
private security guards are the first to go when you’re broke. The problem is that if you
don’t pay, your loving neighbours begin to hate you, to point to you as a debtor and
install fingerprint detectors to bar entry to the clubhouse. And that's when you realize
that the enemy is inside your residential estate and that this entire wonderful community
life is based exclusively on paying fees - and that if the fees are not paid, it means war.
People try to sell the houses and nobody wants to buy them, since they are so costly to
maintain; it all falls apart with an air of impending doom. In contrast, everything in
Fuschl am See is discreetly cosy. Probably because there is a mechanism to ensure your
expulsion if you’re not useful to the system. The territory will unceremoniously eject
you. In digital cities, the barriers are not physical, but rather economic.

I get in the car and head down the road. | see greenery and cows, but mostly order. My
specific destination is Salzburg Airport, Hangar 7. The Navigator takes me there
directly. The entire building is made of glass. It's an enormous nave designed to attract
the public. On one side is a street and a huge parking lot; on the other, a runway. You
enter the hanger and a billionaire’s toy museum appears. Formula 1 cars, race cars,
planes, helicopters, jets, all of which are spattered with Red Bull logos. It is a
combination museum-gallery that sells glamour. It peddles Red Bull’s image to fans,
consumers and TV viewers. It's a trade show with a permanent venue where the
products are changing constantly. Across from it is Hangar 8, a machine shop where
newly landed artefacts from all over the world are cleaned up. And when they are ship-
shape and ready once again, they are taken to Hangar 7 for the public’s enjoyment.

You can eat, drink coffee or buy souvenirs in Hangar 7. You can have a drink at the bar

with glass floors suspended from the ceiling. And you think you might see or
photograph a star there. It is a huge plateau with lights and music that seeks to generate
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its own content every day to sell an image, a brand. And few of us realize that it is
actually a set where we are turned into characters in the Truman Show.

The key to the digital city is ubiquity, omnipresence. Being able to spread your message
anywhere in the world. And to do so, all you need is enough runway to pick up speed
and lift. From above, only greenery and more cows can be seen. We can only detect
digital cities through the media.

Fotografia de una vista aérea de las oficinas de Red Bull en Fuschl am See,
Salzkammergut. (Eduard Sancho Pou, 2010)

© Eduard Sancho Pou T: +34934672057 — F: +34934672125 edusanch@coac.net


mailto:edusanch@coac.net

