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By Living In The City

I had one of those good days, sitting on the train, browsing on my phone, looking for some gossip, a gig or whatever, when I 
stumbled upon it. Ohhh boy, I thought. Not again. A local Copenhagen venue called Bolsjefabrikken had - in a public statement 
- banned a DJ from performing at the place, because "his values didn't match those of the venue". But what are those values, 
you might ask? Well, Søren K. Villemoes - as the DJ is named - works as a political commentator for a very nerdy Danish news-
paper. The rumour spread like wildfire. Anyhow. Søren K. Villemoes often writes very critical essays on religion, sometimes 
on the edge of what I personally would consider to be okay. All in all, you could say that his views doesn't align with that of 
the underground DIY-scene and that of the radical left, but it doesn't go as far as we could call him nazi, fascist or even racist. 
Not by any measurement. He's just not into religion - in particular Islam - and he's full of shit most of the time. But he doesn't 
actively seek to hurt someone. But barred from the place he was, in a decision which had previously not been taken by any 
other DIY venue, even though the same issue had been brought up at those places. 

His DJ crew "Firehouse" quickly pulled the plug on participating in the upcoming gig at all. If one of their DJ's couldn't play, 
so wouldn't they. They have roots in the old Ungdomshuset and have a big say in the cultural underground of Copenhagen,  
so again the word spread. It took no less than a couple of minutes, and the Internet blew up. It even went as far that many of 
the most well known Danish newspapers picked up the story. People who had never heard about Bolsjefabrikken before, they 
knew it now. The (dubious) word was, that Bolsjefabrikken was home to political extremism, and that the double standard of 
the radical left in Copenhagen was a joke. Why ban people you disagree with from performing, if they don't pose a security 
threat, people asked. And why call yourself libertarian, if you at the same time can't be in the same room with people, with 
whom you disagree? 

Weeks passed, and it became May. The Bolsjefabrikken-case was history. Once again I was online, once more look-
ing for a gig. And once more I found something, which sadly did not surprise me. The punk/oi band RIXE which is  
scheduled to play K-Town Hardcore Fest, was publicly criticized by festival-goers; They where "nationalists"; a 
member had in a previous band "used the French flag" on stage, and this one time, the same guy from the band  
supposedly "had worn a shirt with a nationalist band on it". The angry yet tiny Internet-mob wanted the festival to  
cancel RIXE. The festival organizers where quick to respond: "No". RIXE should not be considered nationalist, not even 
close, as the band has clear S.H.A.R.P. (SkinHeads Against Racial Prejudice) affiliations and well… Just aren't into the whole  
nationalism thing. But no explanation was enough, and as I'm writing this, there's an open debate on the issue. It doesn't do 
anything positive for the festival, for RIXE - or for the people criticizing the band. And once again it seems to a stranger as if 
belonging to the radical left and/or DIY scene equals banning those, who you disagree with.

“As if we needed some reason 
to show the outside world how  

super hardcore anarchists we are”
Why is it, that people or musicians who are by themselves harmless are criticized or even banned out in public? As if we need 
some reason to show the outside world how super hardcore anarchists we are. In these two cases, we're not even talking about 
people from the far right, not even close. Especially in the case of Rixe. So what on earth is the point? 

Many troubling matters are getting worse in our world as we speak. It can be felt everywhere, that things in general are  
taking a turn - from politics to climate change. And yet there’s a big part of our community, which focus on dealing with some 
single person who we disagree with. Not even that, we do it out in public, as if it was a political theatre. As if it was some sort 
of inquisition. As to create some fake safe space. And these two cases are just the most recent. But there can never be a safe 
space, before we change the world around us. And doing that is something which we actively have to do by showing people, 
that our ways are the better alternative. 

We need to seriously consider where we're heading. Of course we should not let our scene be infected by bigots, and if you act 
a fool within our community, then we’ll book a date at the next community meeting. I totally agree with that. And understand 
me right here; if someone poses a serious security issue, is a clear racist or in other ways goes directly against our beliefs - I 
don’t want them here either. But there’s a long way from these two cases to what I just mentioned, and other similar cases in 
the not-to-recent past. And even if we chose to not let someone take part in the scene - why make it a public case for everyone 
to talk about? Why not make do with a thourough debate within the community?

So my point here is pretty simple. Do we want these kind of isolated, personified cases, to be the main focus of or work and  
struggle? Or do we want to show the rest of society, that the DIY scene is inclusive, open, trustworthy and a nice place to be 
and “lure” potential newcomers in by being just that? The choice is yours. Do what you think is right. 
Perhaps I'm getting too soft. Perhaps I'm not. But these past cases call for some serious reconsidering. Peace. 

Do we focus on 
the wrong battles?

Thoughts on the current state of the DIY community in Copenhagen

Hello, dearly beloved reader. It has been too long...

Welcome to the fifth edition of  
Living In The City 

a Copenhagen / K-Town punk and hardcore zine.

These pieces of paper are the result of many interviews,  
photo-sessions and music listening hours during early 2016. 
I owe a big thanks to anyone involved. As you might notice, I’ve 
spent a lot of time wondering what punk is, and what it’s not. 
What values we should attach to our scene, and where we are. 
I like to think, that this issue will let you think about the  
answers to those questions. And then - of course - I hope you’ll enjoy  
discovering a wide selection of bands and stories you  
perhaps didn’t know of. Enjoy! And, as they say: UP THE PUNX!

THANKS
Thanos the Greek for the cover art, reviews, scene 

report and guide to Copenhagen. You will be missed. 

Hans Jørgensen / nathue.dk for a whole array of 
photos for this issue. You’re always on point.

Christina Carlsen / Inferno Photography for  
contributing to the photo section. 

Anna Mørch Bendixen for making me want to do yet 
another issue, after neglecting it for too long. 

Mette for listening to stupid questions, being a living  
spell check and being cute in general.
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What’s 
spinning
on my stereo
Here’s a bunch of records which i have picked 
up during the last year or so, which  have stuck 
with me. Only hardcore. Only the best. 

BLOOD PRESSURE
 - NEED TO CONTROL  LP

Label: Beach Impediment Records 
Need I explain? If you dig hardcore, then you must have  
stumbled upon Blood Pressure, that’s for sure. And if not, 
get your ass down to your local record pusher, and get this 
one. Blood Pressure perfects their up-tempo, fat and noisy  
hardcore style on this ripper, released late 2015. 

SANG - MÓN OBLIDAT EP
Label: La Vida Es Un Mus

Is there any Spanish hardcore bands that suck? Nah, I’m sure 
there is. But Sang rules. They are one of the latest additions 
to the Barcelona hardcore cult, and I’m hearing a lot of the 
Glam/Destino Final/Demonios Salvajes-ideas and sounds in 
this EP, although the vocals, which resemble Kohti Tuhoa 
(fin), make this band quite it’s own thing. 

BOSTON STRANGLER - FIRE LP 
Label: Self-released

Who doesn’t like Boston Strangler? Fire is more intense, more 
hardcore, more everything that the first LP. Absolute anthem.

NO PROBLEM - KID KILLER EP
Label: Taken By Surprise

No Problem played one of the best gigs of K-Town Hc 
Fest 2015. I say that being seriously biased, because I was 
one of the bookers back then. But there was a reason for  
booking them other than my personal taste, which is, that No  
Problem mixes melancholic and hypermelodic punk with tense  
hardcore - and the result is as catchy as fuck. 

On this record, the punk-part of the band is front and center, 
and that’s a good choice. The main song ‘Never See The Sun’ 
is perhaps one of the strongest punk ballads I’ve heard for a 
while, and I would die to see these guys live again soon! 

reviews
A myriad of new local bands and  
records have emerged. Here's the ones 
you should really pay attention to. 

POLIO & JULIE, S/T EP
Label: Adult Crash

Take Gorilla Angreb, tighten it up a bit, add ultra clean vocals, 
speed up the tempo - and the result should resemble Polio & 
Julie quite a bit. This EP is their first vinyl release, after more 
than 4 years of gigs and a casette. It's due time. I like this EP, 
and i am entrigued why it wasn't a thing sooner. 
The lyrics are mainly about what I assume is the lead  
singers life experiences, ranging from an unfortunate meet 
with a flasher and both hunting and being hunted (by other 
people i guess?). The music is pretty basic but super catchy, 
and there's a lot of well placed hooks. There's no bullshit to 
be found anywhere. If you're down with catchy tunes with 
lighthearthed lyrics, get this one.
 

LESION, EP II 
Label: Adult Crash

Released this february, this is the 2nd EP from Lesion, as 
the EP's name might have given you reason to believe. We're  
heading into dark and gritty raw punk terrority, with a tint of 
black metal. Of their two EP's this is my favorite for sure. The 
songs are just more whole, more dense, and less noisy for the 
sake of noise. The guitar has a delicious, fat sound - and the 
drums have improved a lot. I especially like the 1-2-1-2-rythm 
on "Noose", fourth song on the a-side. The simplicity… It takes 
a well practiced band to master that, without making for a  
super boring song. That said, I hope the next songs from  
Lesion will explore different sounds, noises and rythms. 
I could (as always) use a good breakdown (like on  
"Exsanguination", first song on the B-side) or more varied 
songs. The lyrics are about death and violence. 

DARK MATTER, S/T EP
Label: Contraszt! Records + Kontrafon 

Melodic - and melodramatic - punk rock is Copenhagens  
speciality. I think many people would agree to that statement. 
And if not, Dark Matter are here to prove them wrong. The 
songs are, well, melodic, and the sing-along-value is strong 
with this one. The two vocalists (Lisa and Stine) have been 
doing tons of other music projects, and they seem more well- 
rehearsed than ever. It's very clear they know what they're 
doing, and i dig their skills a lot! The songs are about sadness, 
being blue and general negative stuff, and are in the vain of 
"Rotten Love" by The Snipers, to use a local example. Only it's 
a bit faster, more energetic and with tons of postpunk (the 
original wave) references (Continued...)

Local
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Not in a super cliché'd way, but a subtle, well chosen way. 
This goes especially for the guitar on the B-side.
The only major problem is the sound quality. It's fine 
for a demo, but for an EP, i think it's a little too trashed.  
I wish Dark Matter would have used some different  
recording equipment or whatever, because there's no joy in 
muddy sound to be honest. 

SNOR, DEMO MC
Label: Self-released

Take a bunch of the finest people from Malmö, give them 
instruments, presumably lots of time and beers, recording 
equipment and boom! Out emerges Snor (which means snot/
slime in english). They play effective and efficient hardcore 
punk, with a sound that resembles something spanish more 
than swedish. I guess they like bands like Destino Final a lot. 
The vocals are done by Daria, and she kicks serious ass, with 
a classic and not too overdone reverb/delay mix to back her 
up. There's a specific song, in which she makes this crazy, 
evil scream at the end, and it's so perfect in every way. I don't 
really know what the songs are about, but something clever 
i'm sure. The rest of the band are from acts such as Avfart 33/
Korp, Glorious/Krigskontrast and Två Krig. Killer. 

BIG MESS, S/T LP
Label: Self-released

Let me just be honest with you for a moment: I don't know 
much about Big Mess' genres, which are a mix of emo, 
skatepunk and more traditional punkrock - with the obvious 
exception of the latter. Emo and skatepunk are as far away 
from anything I'd listen to - and by that I'd say I've listened 
more to trap house or avantgarde-jazz than I’ve listened to 
those. But really… This is a very, very good record! I can  
totally dig the vibe and personal style - which I suggest you 
check out in detail in the interview also in this zine. 
The record looks and sounds fantastic, and the amount of 
work that's gone into this is very apparent. This is especial-
ly true about the vocals, which have improved drastically 
since I saw Big Mess perform some year ago. The songs are  
melodic and sing-a-long-worthy, and the more punk-
rocked parts could be compared to a whole bunch of 80's  
Portland punkrock acts - and contemporary ones, such as The  
Estranged. Be not mistaken - this is NOT a danish version of 
Estranged, but I feel the same vibe - in the punkrock songs, 
that is. The skatepunk songs I don't really like too much. They 
are just too happy, compared to the rest of the album, but 
who am i to judge. 
This is a very fresh, new approach - and I look forward to 
follow this band. And even though they might not be exactly 
your thing, give them a chance. They deserve it. 

THE WAR GOES ON, S/T LP 
Label: Adult Crash

It's hard to tell when and if something becomes a classic. 
You can guess - but only the future holds the answer. This is  
normally the case. But there's deviations to normality. 
When I heard The War Goes On for the first time, I was sure 
they would become a hit. And now, half a decade later, this 
LP proves it. What a fucking amazing piece of vinyl. I have 
not a single complaint. The record took 2 years to make, but 
it was worth the wait for sure - and judging from the hype 
around this now sold-out 500 print-record, it's more than fair 
to call this a true K-Town classic. The songs are pure punk 
rock, and takes everything you love from No Hope For The 
Kids and The Snipers, combines it, and goes straight into  
melodic singalong-territory from the first chord, with an off-

the-charts production value to back it up. Ronnis vocals and 
lyrics are heartfelt - and scarily dark. The lyrical universe is 
such a gloomy place, and I sincerely hope I will never have 
to experience such sorrowfull and sad emotions. But on the  
other hand, the extreme hate and anger is turnt into pure 
power, and makes for one hell of a statement. 
This is pure gold. This is pure punkrock. This is K-Town at it's 
finest and most melodramatic. This is the new classic we've 
been waiting for. 

PLANET Y - DEMO MC
Label: Self-released

A surfers ode to a Dead Moon. That was one of the  
descriptions that came up, when I asked people what  
Planet Y sounded like. Planet Y is one of the latest additions 
to the K-Town family, with members from Polio & Julie,  
Warbeast, Demon Head and many more great bands - but 
there's also a bunch of new musicians in the crew, playing their  
instruments for the first time in a band, which is always nice 
and good fun. New blood - I dig it. The sound is warm and 
the tempo is rock-n-roll, and the songs are about society 
and Copenhagen. Very down-to-earth, but also with a lot of  
feeling in it. The melodies are happy though, and that makes 
for an interesting mix. Obviously the sound is a bit muddy, but  
actually quite bearable because of the style of the band and 
the type of release. I'm looking forward to an EP.
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CRAZY SPIRIT - S/t EP 2016
Nuke York's freaks are back with a killer as always 7". 
Worse than your most twisted nightmare, CRAZY SPIRIT 
destroys your sound system with their danceable, epileptic,  
mutant hardcore. Paranoid vocals complete this out of texture  
"music" that it could be easily used as a modern torture  
weapon. Similar to none, this fresh baby was brought 
to life only to give you hallucinations and make sure 
that you will have a 100% bad trip in less than 9 min.  
Out on Toxic State records.

PMS84 - S/t EP 2015
PMSEIGHTYFOUR are from Portland and deliver some hard 
to the core tunes in their latest EP. 3 songs (gimme more!) 
of mid-paced, crawling-moshpit hardcore with impossible to 
forget guitar parts, outstanding bass lines that strangle you 
by the minute you put the needle down and angry, growl-
like vocals. There's nothing more to say here. If you dig good, 
tight-as-it-gets hardcore this is what you are looking for.  
The blame is on Nightrider records.

LIFE FUCKER - S/t EP 2016
When I first saw LIFE FUCKER at last year's K-town Hardcore 
Fest I was totally blown away. If I can describe their music 
with just one word then that would be violence. LIFE FUCKER 
drag you into a never ending, sonic massacre and you know 
from the very first minute that you won't last for long. Noizy  
guitars along with rough-as-fuck vocals tear your life apart, 
while the pounding, monolithic drums strike you like a  
hammer on the head. Damn! I would definitely say that I can 
also feel a Japanese hardcore/punk touch (CONFUSE?), which 
makes me even more hectic. Get this dope EP from Static Age 
records.

COMMANDO - Come Out Fighting DEMO 2016
COMMANDO come straight out of Rochester, New York and 
they do what their demo declares; they start an uneven fight, 
because you're gonna lose for sure, from the moment the 
first song kicks in. So, what do we have here? Punk fucking 
rock, unbelievably catchy and full of sing a long moments. 
Fuck! It makes you wanna grasp your best friend and sing  
together, just like you have already done million times with 
classic punk songs. The vocals and the general feeling of the 
songs remind me a lot of BLOODY GEARS and NEON PISS, 
while at certain points I feel the CRIMINAL DAMAGE aura. 
Just for the record the drummer of GOVERNMENT WARNING 
plays in the band, which I think tells a lot! Soon a european 7" 
version of the demo will be available through Gummopunx.

KLOUT - Five Tracks DEMO 2016
This demo will definitely make your day, even if everything 
looks total shit and life has lost its meaning. KLOUT are 
South Florida's local brawlers punching you in the teeth 
with a highly-addicted stomping hardcore (think of BOSTON 
STRANGLER) and you cannot be more happy about that. 
Even without teeth! 5 mid-paced tracks with pissed-off at-
titude, catchy guitar parts, breath-cutting breakdowns and 
a vocalist that growls like a grizzly bear. Want more? Get 
any copies left from Not For You records or wait for the 7" 
version that will be out soon on Hardware Records (Europe).

What’s 
spinning part II
living in the city asked Punk-wiz  
Thanos to review some of his favorite 
records from the last few months.

Two iconic record stores close
It is a sad, sad time for record collectors city-wide. First we 
saw Repo Man Records go in the spring of 2016, and now the 
time has come for Rock Uglen (the Rock Owl) to close down its 
store as well. The two legendary and long-living stores were 
by far your best option for finding a sweet deal on a punk and 
hardcore record in an actual record store. 
It looks as if Insula Records on Blågårdsgade is now your 
main choice for punk and hardcore records. Of course you 
also have the option to look up some of the distros or labels. 
Your two best options should be Adult Crash and Wargame 
Records. 

Repo Man's last records are being sold as we speak on  
Discogs.com, look up the trader name gain_brain. Rock Uglen 
will be closing at the end of June. R.I.P. 

Maximum Rocknroll digitizes 
their collection

Long-living and standard-setting punk zine/radio/trouble-  
instigator Maximum Rocknroll is set to digitize its entire  
collection of EP’s, demos and much more. And even more 
awesome is it, that every single review they’ve ever made 
will be digitized as well. That’s over 50.000 reviews, so there 
should be plenty for you to choose from. Maximum Rocknroll 
is non-profit, so they’re asking for some financial help, and 
you see where this is going. 

Check out their website for more info: 
maximumrocknroll.com

Two famous squats 
threatened by eviction

They might be in two different countries, but Norwegian 
“H40”/Barrikaden and German Rigaer 94 is both facing  
eviction. In Norway, the long-living Barrikaden and H40-  
collectives and venues in Oslo are in trouble, after the local 
city council voted for putting it up for sale. Shortly there-
after, a buyer came about, and the situation is escalating,  
resembling what happened to Ungdomshuset in Copenhagen. 

In Berlin in Germany, one of the by far most famous 
squats Rigaer 94 also faces eviction. After many months of  
trouble and fights with the police, it looks as if there’s only  
one possible outcome. The squat is located on Rigaerstrasse, 
which is wellknown for it’s punk community and many punk 
bars and collectives.

In the 
news

It’s punk to stay updated.
Here’s the news:
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I moved to Copenhagen for my studies otherwise I wouldn't 
have made it here. My main motivation for choosing  
Copenhagen was that I knew about Ungdomshuset, the local 
youth-house that was demolished in 2007 only to be reloca- 
ted in another part of the town after violent clashes with the 
police and numerous demonstrations for months. 

And then I of course knew of the shit-load of bands that  
Denmark (and mostly Copenhagen) has produced. 

Many will wonder why I'd want to leave my home, but it 
was a combination of the above reasons along with my  
perpetual desire to travel abroad and spend some time in a 
foreign country, thus getting away from my hometown and 
its every day misery. I'm sure you know the feeling of having 
lived in a place forever, getting sick of everything and every-
one there and you desperately want to escape and make a 
change. I felt really enthusiastic and totally looked forward 
to gaining new experiences, meeting new people and see-
ing a different culture. To sort of begin with, coming from 
Greece I have to say that scene-wise things are as different 
as they can be. Apart from that the D.I.Y. shows take place in  

I fled Greece  
and ended up  
in K-Town
How does it feel to be an expat in the Co-
penhagen punk scene? 
For the last two years, Thanos has been living in Copenhagen. 
He moved here from Greece, and together with a bunch of 
other expats, he’s been at every single hardcore/punk gig I 
can think of since. Living In The City asked him how moving 
to Copenhagen has been. Here are his thoughts:

Denmark. The country with the happiest people on earth, 
homeland of Hans Christian Andersen and his "Little  
Mermaid" the famous symbol-statue of Copenhagen - LEGO 
and the list (war) goes on… 

A greek’s guide 
to a day in the city

What should you check out, if you’re in  Copenhagen? 
Living In The City asked Thanos who recently 
moved here, what he has discovered:
Whether you have just moved or you are spending a day in 
Copenhagen and you just want to explore the city, here are 
the best places to go! 

VENUES 
UNGDOMSHUSET (Dortheavej 61) - Probably the best D.I.Y. 
venue in town! If you are searching for punk this is the place 
you are looking for. Since my first time there in 2011 I was 
totally stunned. The house is comprised by two buildings  
covered in graffiti and other paintings and a small yard in the 

surrounding space that has been properly transformed with 
cut tree trunks (cool as fuck!), making it the perfect place to 
be. Other than that, there are almost weekly shows, people's 
kitchen (see below), yoga and martial arts classes, regular 
bar nights and many more other activities taking place at the 
book cafe as well as in the rest of the house. There's also 
many great festivals run throughout the year that you should 
definitely check out! 

BUMZEN (Baldersgade 20-22) - Another youth collective 
that hosts D.I.Y. shows from time to time, people's kitchen,  
solidarity parties and regular bar nights with cheap  
beers on Fridays. 

MAYHEM (Ragnhilsgade 1) - Located just across Bolsje- 
fabrikken, also a culture venue, MAYHEM is the place that you 
will probably find the experimental/noise/electronic part of 
the Copenhagen's underground scene. It is worth checking it 
out though, as pretty often punk shows are held there as well. 
One drawback though is that from time to time the crowd 
mix can be quite doubtful, mainly consisting of fancy dressed  
hipsters/whatever. Also, the beer is kind of expensive, so 
maybe you should consider bringing your own booze. 

PLACES TO HANG OUT  
(when the weather permits...) 

FREDERIKSBERG GARDENS (Frederiksberg Runddel 1A)/  
BOTANICAL GARDEN (Øster Farimagsgade 2C) -  
Copenhagen has many green spaces that you can track down 
as you wander through the city. If you don't know which ones 
to check first, here there are two must-see parks! Grab a beer/
refreshment from a local kiosk and spend your whole day 
lazing out in the sun! 

CHRISTIANIA (Bådsmandsstræde 43) - Under normal  
circumstances I wouldn’t have suggested going to Christiania, 
cause it's nothing more than a heavily touristed area inclu- 
ding the infamous pusher street. Fuck that shit! But besides 
all this crap, there is a part inside Christiania that is worth 
visiting. It is by the lakeside, where you can have large walks 
or you can even sit relaxed and enjoy the peacefulness of the 
scenery (it sounded cooler in my head!). 

NØRREBROPARKEN (Stefansgade 28-30) - Another highly  
recommended park in the heart of Nørrebro, (maybe) the most 
poly-cultural area of Copenhagen and the most interesting for 
sure! The good thing is that it's centrally located, so anytime 
you can find coffee/beer/food within a very short distance. 

RECORDS 
INSULA MUSIC (Blågårdsgade 31) - Honestly, after the  
Repoman record store closed forever, having been the source 
of good punk/hardcore records in the city for years, there  
aren't many place to suggest. Yet, INSULA MUSIC record store 
is one of the few that you should check and if you are lucky 
you might end up buying some really good stuff. Though 
don't expect to find much related to punk. Plus, there is some 
second hand material too that might hide surprises! 

CAFE/BARS 
LYGTENS KRO (Lygten 29) - Wooden made, classic style bar 
that clearly stands out among the bars in Copenhagen. Here 
you can find a great variety of beers and spirits as well as 
mouthwatering dishes (meat/vegan choices) in fair prices. 
For example, local beers cost approx. 20 dkk, while a big glass 
of draught beer is at 35 dkk. Decent! 

Also, most of the people hanging out here are the ones that 
you will most likely find in regular punk shows. Sweet! 

TRABIBAR (Griffenfeldsgade 26) - You know what they 
say: "Don't judge a book by its cover". I think this describes  
totally TRABIBAR. Small and far from fancy, yet it serves cheap 
beers. Before 19.00 you get 0.5 L of draught beer for just 25 
dkk! Hurry up! There’s also special flavored vodkas that will 
knock you down if you don't go easy with them! All this can 
be had, while the stereo plays oldies but goodies punk rock 
tunes among others! Well, actually this is one of the only bars 
in Copenhagen that you are going to listen to punk... 

BLÅGARDS PLADS/ ISTEDGADE/ STEFANSGADE - These  
areas are packed with cafes that serve a damn good cup of 
coffee! Try them out! Personal favorites: Next Door Cafe,  
Harbo Bar, Cafe Snork, Dyrehaven. 

FOOD 
TUTO BELLO ITALIANO (Borups Allé 124) - Decent  
pizzeria with reasonable prices. You will be more than full after  
leaving that place! My tip: taste the pizza sandwich! 

DURUM BAR (Nørrebrogade 195) - Probably Copenhagen's 
best kebab house, with homemade durum/pita and a fair 
number of choices to spice up your sandwich! Suitable for 
vegetarians/vegans too! 

AHAAA (Blågårdsgade 21) - Another great place were you 
can find top-notch pita/durum falafel. Always fresh and 
well-served! Also, the various salads and tasty garnishes will 
make sure that you will not end up with just another typical  
sandwich. For the meat eaters: I heard that their burger is 
huge and totally worth trying! Why not give it a shot? 

PEOPLE'S KITCHEN - In Underwerket (Valgårdsvej 2) and  
Ungdomshuset (almost) every Tuesday and Thursday  
respectively, there is warm vegan food served at total punk 
prices and in such a cozy atmosphere! 100% support! 

DON'T GO!! 
FLOSS - It has been characterized by many guides as "the 
place to be" if you want cheap drinks and punk music. Well, 
this is the half truth. Drinks are fairly cheap, but punk music? 
Seriously? Not even close pals! The music played in this small, 
dirty, smoky-almost-causes-you-lung-cancer place isn't even 
close to fuckin' rock. The choice is yours, you've been warned! 

MEATPACKING DISTRICT - Copenhagen's area where the old 
meat industry businesses used to be. Nowadays it has been 
transformed to a place full of trendy nightclubs/bars and 
hipster overpriced restaurants. If you don't read this zine by 
accident you know that you should stay away. At least for the 
good of your own pocket! 

STUDENTERHUSET - In case you are coming to  
Copenhagen for studying I strongly advise you NOT to visit  
this place or any other similar (pub crawls included!) that  
gathers students of any kind and the like. Hey, I don't care 
about their discounts and the cheap beer/drinks... 
How cool can a bar called "student house" be? Jeez! I would 
support any violent action against it. 

A packed gig is rare in Copenhagen. But once in a while, hundreds 
show up for the big gigs like No Hope For The Kids in 2015 .

autonomous spaces, or at least in spaces under non-  
profit terms, I would say that you can hardly spot any other  
similarities among the two scenes. In Copenhagen the shows 
start and finish at reasonable hours making it possible for 
people to attend the gigs on a workday. The gigs always have 
a compulsory entrance fee, though if you don't have the 
cash you can always volunteer in any of the shifts and you 
will be rewarded with a free entrance, warm food and some 
free drinks, and everything seems to run in a rather well-  
organized way (okay, shit happens sometimes). None of this 
is given in Greece. 
The greatest and most important difference though, is that 
when you live in Copenhagen (mid-north Europe that is) you 
are given the chance to see a tons of great bands who visit 
Europe. On the downside of the shows, I think it would be 
the common low attendance (30-40 people) and also that it's 
quite hard to get the crowd moving. Hey, don't get me wrong! 
In Copenhagen, I have experienced some of the best gigs so 
far with the venue being super-packed, the crowd going wild 
and everyone (including me) having a GREAT time. But, this is 
not the case most of the time. In general, I would consider the 
local scene quite strong with tight bonds between its mem-
bers. At the same time I felt that it's open to everyone that 
wants to get involved and be part of it, and there are many 
people that will help you to get familiar and learn how things 

are done. However, when it comes to 
socializing things are becoming a bit 
tough. It's quite a struggle to start 
making friends and building close  
relationships inside the scene.  
Although I accept that Danish soci-
ety is like that, I expected something 
different from the punk commu-
nity to be honest. Of course every 
rule has its exceptions and hence I 
have to admit that I met people with 
whom I have developed a stronger  
connection. If I was to put everything 
together, I would say that seeing and 
living a foreign scene from close by 
can only leave you with the best of 
experiences and feelings. 
And at the very bottom of all this, 
you have the opportunity to get to  
know a different way of doing or  
organizing things, which you can bring 
home to make changes in your local  
punk scene! 

Thanks to Thanos for his take on the local 

scene here in Copenhagen. 

If you want to know more about places to go, 

check out Living In The City No. 4
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HURULA
  AN INTIMATE, AWKWARD, 
     YET PERFECT LIVE EXPERIENCE

Being on stage can be an awk-
ward experience. Everybody 
is looking at you, judging,  
deciding, maybe even leaving 
because they think you're not 
good enough. But most punk 
acts have a bunch of musicians 
in them. So no matter how  
unpleasant and awkward it is 
you have a crew to back you up. 

What happens 
when you don't? 
That's what I experienced 
with Hurula, Robert from  
Masshysteri / Regulations solo- 
project, released on Universal. 

At Repo Man Records' farewell- 
party in march, Hurula played. But 
it was only Robert on the stage. 
And it looked so uncomfortable 
as it ever could be. His feet were 
exed, his forehead was sweaty, 
and about 60 people looked only 
at him in that small record store. 
It felt so awkward, for him and for 
us in the shop. 

But then 
he started playing. 
The songs where melancholic and 
very personal. Remember, it's his 
solo-project. The sad and thought-
full riffs filled the room, and while 
Robert stayed awkward - like 
he was telling his most intimate  
stories to complete strangers - 
which I think he actually might be 
doing with his songs - the whole 
room was in awe. 

He ended his set after only a few 
songs, and as I approached him 
and asked how the gig had been 
for him, he had this relief around 
him. Like he had gotten something 
heavy off his chest. The gig had 
been great, he told me. 

I've been listening to his record 
every day since that gig. 

Robert - stay awkward and 
make more music please. 

“His feet were exed, 
his forehead was sweaty, 

and about 60 people looked 
only at him in that 

small record store.

Hurula put out a couple of records, 
most notably ‘Vi Är Människorna 
Våra Föräldrar Varnada Oss För”. 
If you like Masshysteri, this is the 
one for you. If you’re more into 
power punk, check out his latest 
single ‘Ont som jag’. 

Memorable
moments

Photos by: Christina Carlsen 
Hans Nathue & Alexander Sjöberg

On the next pages, you are invited to dive into a specially selected spread  
of concert photos from Copenhagen. Some are recent. Some from a distant past. 

All of them where memorable moments worth saving. Enjoy. 

Photo on this page: Slægt in a trance, Ungdomshuset, winter 2016. By Alexander Sjöberg.
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From top to bottom: 
Anasazi (us) 

A crazy good liveband. It was hard to 
capture the crazyness of the singer, 

cause he was all over the place! It’s rare 
that postpunk bands manage to fill so 

much aggression into their music.

Dårligt Selskab
This picture is from the yearly KBH fest. 

A local punk & hardcore weekend we 
have had every year in Ungdomshuset, 

since 2002. I always love the atmosphere 
at this event, because it feels like a  

family gathering.

Priests (us) 
It was a relatively small show in the local 
collective space, Bumzen. The singer had 

so much charisma and really just  
spellbound everyone at the gig.

Glorious (swe) 
A new fucking awesome raw punk band 
from Malmö. If you’re lovin’ the madness 

of distorted Japanese raw punk, you’ll 
fucking love this! I can tell you that the 
upcoming LP is going to rip you in half! 

Awesome shit!!!

Winter 
2015/16
As Christina Carlsen saw it 

through her lens. 
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A blast 
from the past

By: Hans Jørgensen / Nathue.dk

Top photo: 
No Hope For The Kids (2006) 

Below, left to right: 

Hjertestop (2005). 
Time for a reunion? 

A punk being punk 
(some time mid-00’s).

Bike Wars (2005). 
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Nico the punk preparing for his gig with Lors 
Doukaiev, KBH Fest 2016
By Alexander Sjöberg

There was no pause in Halshugs relentless 
set, when they played KBH Fest 2016

By Alexander Sjöberg
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Title Title

Una Bèstia Incontrolable jumped 
on a plane, and played one single 

gig at Ungdomshuset, winter 2016. 
Good choice. 

By Alexander Sjöberg

If you count by age, Lig is the 
youngest active K-Town punkband. 
They give me hope for the future 

of the scene.
By Alexander Sjöberg

Marcus is one of the most active 
punk musicians in town, and with 
good reason. Here he’s tearing it 

up with Junta, winter 2016.
By Alexander Sjöberg

 Überkrøppling at Ungdomshuset 
XMAS 2015 was nice for sure! 

Great madness, I’m going to see 
them again next time. 

By Hans Jørgensen / nathue.dk

Demon Head at Ungdomshuset. 
They had a great 2015, and this 
year they’re just getting better.

By Hans Jørgensen / nathue.dk

I can’t describe how amazing it 
was to see No Hope For The Kids 
again. They played a reunion gig 

in Copenhagen, winter 2015.
By Alexander Sjöberg

Issue no. 5, 2016Living In The City
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Big, messy 
       
There is a clear sense of pride in the air, as i am handed the LP by Tobias Mørch Bendixen. 
The cover is milky white, the paper soft, and the design a bit silly, but in a cute way. A 
picture of Tobias smiles back at me. I put down the 12-inch piece of vinyl and cardboard. 

Tobias - who's in Big Mess, 
and how'd it come about? 
Big Mess is made up of me (guitar, lyrics), Michael (singer), 
Christian (drums) and Magnus (bass). I've played with Michael 
in Brudte Løfter and Christian was part of the Off With The 
Head (Af Med Hovedet)-collective. Michael and I talked about 
doing Big Mess for a long time. But we needed the right line-
up, because this band is way different than other Copenhagen 
bands. It was hard finding the right people. 

Why was it so hard to find people to play with? 
Our music is way different than what other bands do in 
Copenhagen, especially since it's more melodic and about  
feelings. There's a lot of bands with songs about feelings and 
such - like No Hope For The Kids, but they do it in a harder, 
rougher way. Our music is more… Soft. I'd still say we are a 
punk band. I write the songs, and then we play them as we 
think they should sound. 

That doesn't sound like your regular Copenhagen 
band. What's your main source of inspiration? 

I'm strongly inspired in spirit by Sleather-Kinney, and I hope 
we can get the same personal, raw feeling they have. It has 
such a great vibe that spreads to the listener. I also like  
Jawbreaker a lot. I'ts an emo-band from the beginning/mid 
90's. It's a band that made me want to do something different 
from hardcore. Talulah Gosh is pretty intersting too. It's a 
twee-band, which is a kind of cute offspring from indie. They 
are punk in a way, but mostly they are just very nice. Just… 
Great. I also dig Husker Du, Replacements, Minutemen, Rites 
of Spring, Broder Daniel, R.E.M., Television Personalities and 
Nirvana - the latter being my favorite band, which made me 
get into punk in the first place - and yeah I think Nirvana is a 
punk band. 

I also like contemporary bands like G.L.O.S.S., Sheer Mag, 
Lumpy  and the Dumpers, Joyce Manor and Milk Music. Milk 
Music is the bands band right now, that's for sure! 
Locally I think Lig is super interesting because they are made 
up by young people only. Planet Y is very interesting too. In 
the local scene there's people disagree a lot about Iceage and 
Marching Church - but I like those bands a lot. 
The War Goes On is great too. 

When i listen to your record, i don't think 
'punk' straight away. It might be because i'm a 
very traditional kind of guy, when it comes to 
my punk records. What's punk to you? 
There's many things that make up punk. Musically it's fast,  
guitar-bass-drums-vocals, and often it's simple - not that 
it's easy to make - but it's easy to 'get'. Not like a prog-rock 
band with a ton of synths or whatever. And then there's the 
whole thing about bands that 'act' punk without playing 
punk as such. Sure, there's a lot of ideals that are just as  
important as the music. DIY, making the scene and the world a  
better place… It doesn't have to be explicitly political, but just 
spreading the word about another way of life.

Some people would say, that the punkest thing in the world is 
GG Allin - acting bat-shit crazy and throwing with feces. But 
it's also punk to make records with local bands, and not wait 
to get discovered by some fancy record label. To do stuff your 
own way. And especially if you speak out on the stage, and if 
you bring unknown DIY bands up front - a thing Nirvana did, 
actually. 

Sure, you can't say that something's not punk, just like that. 
But to me, nihilistic behaviour doesn't make the list. It's just 
not enough, so to speak. 

So, keeping all that in mind, in what way 
is Big Mess a punk band? 
Well, we put out the record all by ourselves for one. Another 
thing is gender-politics and genderbending, which matters a 
lot to me. It's in the lyrics in a subtle way, but I also like to 
drag up at gigs. It's political - but mostly it's a way to show, 
that you don't have to do what people tell you to. 

What's your songs about? 
All the lyrics are pretty personal. They are about my life  
experiences and feelings, Some of them look back at being 
teenager in Hillerød (boring suburb, Copenhagen, ed.), where 
people shouted faggot at you, because of your long hair and 
eyeliner. Then some are about being in the 20's.  'One More 
Year', which is kind  of our first single off the LP (there's a  
music video) is about getting older and getting used it, having to  

Meet a new, fresh take on how 
Copenhagen punk should sound. feelings

Tobias posing for the camera while 
taking a break from a DJ session.  
Tobias has been active in a myriad of 
bands from City Kill to Brudte Løfter.
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Illegal soundwaves 
up ahead.

M e e t  t h e  N E W  l a w d e f y i n g  
p i r a t e  r a d i o  c r e w  o f  C o p e n h a g e n .

( T h e y  a r e  j u s t  a  p a g e t u r n  a w a y )

behave in a 'normal' world while staying 'different', so to 
speak. The songs are about love too, how much I love my 
brothers and sisters, Anna, my friends, punk - obviously! 

How's Copenhagen treating you
 - and punk in general? 
I like the scene here a lot. I dig Ungdomshuset and Mayhem, 
but I'd like if the different places helped each other out some 
more. One thing I find very important is, that there's a lot of 
young punks back in the scene. For some time there wans't 
that many young punks around - 25 was the youngest it'd get. 

Any plans for gigs and records? 
We have a lot of new material, and before the end of the year, 
I hope our next LP is recorded, and of course we're going to 
play a lot during 2016 - i hope. But for now we're preparing a 
release partyfor the first LP in the start of june. 

Thanks to Tobias and Big Mess for the interview! The record will 
be availible at various record stores in Denmark and abroad. 

All photos on this page courtesy of Big mess. 
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Title
The year was 2006. Ungdomshuset on Jagtvej 69 
was about to get evicted. Riots, arrests and a lot 
of hard times where around the corner. But in the 
darkness a lot of creativity and no-fucks-given 
emerged. One of the most memorable projects was 
the so-called Pirate Radio. 

It broadcasted illegally 24 hours everyday on the FM  
frequency 101.8. Ask any punk who lived in Copenhagen back 
then, and they'll know that number. 
It was that big a deal. 

When the house was evicted, the radio died too. The studio 
was in the now-demolished house, some people got arrested, 
and well… I just told you it was hard times. 

Now a new crew is repeating their succes. Byens Radio, as 
they are called, are upgrading their illegal radio project, and 
have just built a new studio. Living In The City met with two 
of their DJs - Kong Kurs and Virus - and their homies, to ask 
how it's going. 

Virus: 
Back when we started Byens Radio in 2012, we got a studio 
and tried to do stuff, but the organisation was a little so-so. 
The radio-studio was in a dank basement. It was nice, but we 
where not consistent enough. We took a break, and now we're 
back in the game. 

You started in a dank basement, and now you're here. 

Bliss: Bringing  

HARDCORE     front and center

Thanks for your time - have fun messing up the sound-
waves! Find Byens Radio on Facebook.

Kong Kurs: 
We're the new crew, and we're gonna bomb the city with  
illegal soundwaves. 
We're going to play anything from hiphop to punk. We're 
going to play what people wanna hear. And it's going to be 
political too. 

Are you going for the FM-waves? 

Virus: 
For sure. We have a new setup. Before we had one antenna, 
and the state could spot us pretty easily, plus the broadcast 
was limited. Now we have a lot of FM-transmitters and can 
stream to them via the web. We can hide the transmitters 
easily. 

You have a plan it seems. 

Virus: 
It'll go on stream in the beginning, then we'll get some cash, 
and we'll expand to FM. And the studio-building project is 
going well. 

Kong Kurs: 
Whoever is DJ'ing will be able to choose the music. We're 
making a website soon. Some people will be doing a regular 
hiphop-set, and we also want to do news broadcasting once 
every hour. We'll livestream too. 
Even live gigs!

Kong Kurs: 
We're very inspired by the original pirate radio. 

The 60’s The first pirated radio of Denmark - or the world for that matter - was 
the commercially backed “Radio Mercur”. It broadcasted on the FM waves, just as the 
monopolized Danish Broadcasting Corporation (then called “Statsradiofonien”) did, 
which caused a lot of drama at the time. Radio Mercur was placed on a ship in the 
international waters between Denmark and Sweden. It survived from 1958 to 1962.

The 70’s In 1974 the Radio Mercur project was shortly revived in Thisted, but 
only broadcasted for a short time. Also in 1974 Radio Electra existed for a short  
period. Another small station called “Program Alternativ” emerged in 1976, but they only  
broadcasted for 5-10 minutes at the time to avoid detection, since they where located 
in Copenhagen. The station was a leftist, political project. The last illegal station of the 
70’s was Radio Viking,  which faked their address to avoid detection. 

The 80’s and 90’s The 80’s experienced a huge array of illegal stations, most 
of which where shortlived, localized projects. The most intersting stations where  
“Radio Noice”, “Radio Rutana” and “BZ’ernes piratradio”, all three produced by and for 
squatters. They transmitted punk, squatting info and anti-police propaganda are - as 
far as Living In The City’s research department knows - the first stations to do so. The 
first was Radio Rutana which broadcasted for two days in 1983, and the last was Radio 
Noice in 1988. The 90’s produced a few yet not too interesting stations. 

The 00’s When things heated up around Ungdomshuset in 2006, Pirat Radio 69 
101.8 FM emerged. It broadcasted daily shows, and the programming and quality was 
as diverse as the people who made it - since basicly anyone was welcome to sign up and 
broadcast. Hiphop, reggae and especially punk made up the programming. The radio 
was a smash-hit in the scene, and lasted until Ungdomshusets eviction in March 2007. 
A clone of the station was made afterwards, though only broadcasting legally, yet still  
an interesting project. In 2011 the latest illegal pirate radio emerged: Byens Radio. 
They have been hunted by the law ever since, but are still alive and well. 

Know yer Danish pirate radio history

Pro-tip: “Den Lystige Lussing”, a 
podcast made by a local punk, has 
just put out a in-depth story on the 

famous Pirat Radio 69. 
It should be worth your while - if 

you understand Danish. 

For some time, the most interesting new bands to come 
out of Copenhagen have done punk in some form - be it raw 
punk or punk rock. But this might be about to change. 

Last year we saw the emergence of Direct Youth - which 
continue to improve their set of tense youth-crew-esque 
hardcore. And this year Bliss popped up. After seeing them 
a couple of times and being quite amazed...
i had to talk to these guys. 
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When did Bliss form? 
David: Me and Adam started it. We always wanted to do hard-
core instead of cheesy punk. We caught up with Ugur who've 
moved here from Turkey a year ago - and started out with 
Jonas Slambert aka Slammy on the bass, but he quit the band.
Adam: Shout out to Slammy! When he left, Jonathan joined 
us - we've known each other for many years.
Jonathan: Yup, Ugur and I had a band for a short time, so it 
made good sense. We were looking for the next thing, really. 

But you two - David and Adam - you've been  
playing together in a punk band before, 
if I'm not mistaken? 
David: We don't wanna talk about that haha! 
Adam: It was called Bundfald (not really translateable
 - but something close to 'sediment'). 

But then you started this band. 
How many gigs have you played?
Ugur: Tonight we'll play our fourth gig. The feedback has 
been super positive so far! 
Adam: I think people have been a little surprised, to be  
honest, because this is a totally different genre from where 
we came from. 

So what kind of hardcore do you play?
Ugur: We're trying keep it fast and negative.
Adam: There's definately no positive mental attitude (PMA).

David: We're influenced and inspired by a whole bunch of  
different things, black metal is one of them actually - and 
then of course regular, straight up hardcore. 
Jonathan & Ugur: We dig Death Token, Love Potion, DS 13, 
Halshug, Ajax, Heresy, Infest, Crossed Out and many more. 

Adam: There's not really a message from our band, other than 
we want to fuck shit up. I write the lyrics. And they're very 
angry. They're about selfhate and being pissed off. Some are 
about when you experience yourself being self-destructive, 
and you think 'why the hell am I doing this shit'. I just have to 
get it out of my system really. 

To me, you don't sound like a traditional 
K-Town/Copenhagen hardcore band. Are you 
trying to do something different? 
David: We don't want to put bonds on ourselves. We want to 
try many different things and styles - for instance we have a 
track with blastbeats on it. Ugur is the drum-machine here, so 
he decides. We all love bands like Asbest, but we also want to 
do our own thing. Adam sometimes talks about, that K-Town 
hardcore has a specific guitar-sound. So we're actively trying 
to avoid sounding like that. We want a deeper sound, more 
intensified - and then get Adam up front to scream and be 
pissed. 

What are your thoughts about the current 
state of the Copenhagen scene? 
Ugur: It seems to be pretty healthy. There's a lot of shows 
going on in the city, especially in Ungdomshuset. There's a lot 
of people putting good and hard work into the scene too. I am 
pretty impressed - I only got positive vibes about the hardcore 
scene here so far. 

You play hardcore - but you're also punks. 
What is punk to you? 
Adam: Punk is definetely not something political. It can be 
anything, from not fitting in to seeing through the bullshit 
you get fed every day. 

But... that sounds pretty political to me? 
Adam: Yeah, but it could be anything really - doing your own 
thing and making your own life is the main objective. It could 
range from getting drunk all the time to doing something  
political - or whatever. 
Jonathan: It's pretty much the spirit of DIY, that defines punk! 

Adam: Well I don't really agree, because to me you don't even 
have to do anything at all to be a punk. 

I'm not talking about being a GG Allin-clone - you should 
have some common sense and behave towards other people 
- but there's so many ways to do this shit. I’ve met so many  
different kinds of punks in this scene. Everyone outside the 
scene are just boring and old… What kind of TV commercial 
did they crawl out of… Grrr…

People have been trying to define punk for the last 40 years or 
whatever. Someone's going to call you a poser no matter what 
kind of explanation you come up with, haha! 

Jonathan: But a center point to me in punk - or hardcore for 
that matter - is not to be wasteful. You should use everything. 
If you are an angry person - get rid of your anger through 
music, go to shows and mosh, bang your head against a wall 
to the music. But mosh together with the others.

David: Punk can't be defined, that's what I think. I'd like to 
give a shoutout to the people keeping the scene alive instead. 

What's your future plans for the band? 
Ugur: We're playing at K-Town Hardcore Fest, and are looking 
forward to that for sure. 
Adam: We're gonna fuck it up. 
David: We're also considering putting out a demo - or perhaps 
2 EP's. 

Thanks to Bliss for taking their time for the  
interview - they have no material out yet, but 
i'm sure that will change soon. 

Photos in this section: All gig shots by Hans Jørgensen / nathue.dk, above by Alexander Sjöberg
Photo below, from left to right: Adam (vocals), Ugur (drums), David (guitar), Jonathan (bass)

“Everyone outside the scene are just 
boring and old… What kind of TV commercial 

did they crawl out of… Grrr…”
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All photos courtesy of Hans Nathue, taken back in the year 2006

It’s been nine years since they 
quit performing back in july 2007, 
and judging from how fast the  
tickets went for their now sold-out  
reunion gigs in Copenhagen, it’s 
due time they reunited. Living In 
The City was lucky enough to get 
hold of Tommas (drums) and Mai  
(vocals) for some questions about 
the reunion and their band. 

Hi Gorilla Angreb! First of all, 
there’s one big question everyone 
is asking themselves: How did it 
happen, that you decided to get 
back together for this summer? 

Mai: We have always talked about 
that it could be fun to get back to-
gether again someday, and I guess 
the timing was just perfect now. 

How many gigs do you have 
planned and where?

Mai: Right now the plan is LA in  
august at Berserk Town festival 
and the two shows at Loppen. We 
are talking about doing a third 
show in CPH but not sure when 
and where yet. 

Will there be any new or  
unheard songs at the gigs –  
anything you wanna tease? 

Tommas: We haven’t fine-tuned 
the set yet, but there will be no 
newly written songs. But we do 

have a few unreleased tracks that 
was actually recorded too, and 
maybe we’ll play those. We haven’t 
decided yet.. 

What did you do after you quit 
playing back in 2007?

Tommas: Personally I’ve been 
busy raising kids, running Repo 
Man Records and played in  
another band called Moonless.

Mai: I been busy at The National 
Film School of Denmark taking a 
education as animation director. 
And then i had a kid as well. 

Many a K-town punk has listened 
to your songs, and to be honest 
I don’t think it would be wrong 
to call your records and songs 
modern day punk rock classics. 
My personal favorite has always 
been “København I Ruiner”, 
because of it’s simplicity and 
roughness. Which songs do you 
like to play the most and why? 

Mai: Haha thanks. 
Hmm i love playing Motorsavs- 
massakren though the screames 
can be a bit tricky and i love, 
AAARRGHH! because it has such 
a simple rif, but a very fuck-you- 
attitude and then i really like 
the ones with long instrumental  
moments where i can dance and  
go crazy. 

AAARGHH!
One of the most celebrated bands to ever emerge from the K-Town scene IS 
Gorilla Angreb. The raw, unpolished vocals, the up-beat catchy riffs and 
the highly recognisable songs will have any punk-fan paying attention  
- and the whole DANCEFLOOR singing along in no time. 

Which acts did you enjoy playing 
with the most back in the day? 

Mai: The scene was exploding with 
very cool bands and we really 
loved playnig with all of them. No 
one mentioned no one forgotten.

As for your bandname, I have 
always been wondering…  
Where does it come from? 

Tommas: I misheard the  
Adolescents chorus ‘We’ll Attack’  
thinking it was Gorilla Attack…… 
And we just translated that. Haha 

Mai: Yeah i remember we had 
to find a name fast, because the  
poster for our first gig had to be 
made. 

The concert was on Decem-
ber the 3rd 1999, the day a big  
hurricane hit denmark and we 
were pretty much locked inside 
Ungdomshuset most of the night. 
When we left in the morning  
Copenhagen really was in ruins.

Thanks to Gorilla Angreb for 
getting back. 
See you this summer!

The two gigs at Loppen have 
been sold out. If there’s a third 
gig coming up, you better be 
quick about it...  

INTERVIEW WITH GORILLA ANGREB

All photos on this page by 
Hans Jørgensen / nathue.dk, 2006
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It was a random day at "Harbo Bar" in  
Copenhagen. Jakob had written a bunch of 
songs, was hanging out at the place, when 
it got Lisa’s attention. She asked if she 
should join the band. Zosia (from local post-
punk act Prison) and Mads (Halshug) joined 
the two, and Dark Matter was formed, just 
like that. They play hyper catchy punk rock  
ballads that will make you come back for more. 

Today as we meet Dark Matter after a gig at  
Ungdomshuset, they have changed their line-
up quite some. After no less than three tryout 
drummers, Mads was replaced with a new guy -  
confusingly also named Mads, but he is now  
leaving the band. Zosia left the band a long time 
ago, but Stine quickly joined instead. 

The current Dark Matter crew have their  
musical backgrounds in a wide selection of more 
than wellknown bands such as The Assassinators, 
Hærværk, Halshug - and less known bands such as  
Snigmord, which was a continuation of Assassinators,  
electro-clash band "Le Petit Mort" and When  
Midnight Kills, a nu-metal-ish band. 

"The main drive behind creating Dark Matter was, 
that I thought Copenhagen needed someone like… 
Us. Without having a clear definition of what we 
are", Jakob says, clearly having the harmonic,  
reverb-y and very vocal-driven style that they have 
in mind. A style, which probably is inspired by  
The Estranged, White Lung, Belgrado and Infinite 
Void - the four bands, that Dark Matter namedrops, 
when asked about their main influences. 

Even though the members have written many  
political songs in the past, the direction of Dark 
Matter is more personal. 

"I think it's very interesting to be in a band, 
where people don't think it's weird to talk about  
emotions", Lisa says in a serious yet joking tone, 
while the others laugh. 
But the lyrics are not only about emotions. The  
lastest song "Fall through the cracks" is about  

I will always
belong

I n t e r v i e w w i t h  D a r k  M at t e r

here



34 35Living In The City Issue no. 5, 2016

sharing time and mindset with people, who you are close to. 
And then there's a song about the Mariana Trench (yes, the 
deep-sea rift in the Pacific Ocean) called "Deep Challenger". 
But even though the band is not as politically oriented, as the 
members perhaps used to be, there's still room for that kind 
of lyrics.

"After a group of people were involved in a fight and knife 
stabbed by nazis in Malmö after a Womens Day-march, we 
wrote a song about that, because it hit so close to home and 
was important", Lisa says. 

Currently Dark Matter has released one untitled demo EP (see 
the review elsewhere in this zine), but there's perhaps a LP 

on the way. "We're not really sure about it yet, but we have a 
whole bunch of songs, which we really want to record", Stine 
says, and continues: "We'd like to get moving, record - and 
then make more new material". 
"We're not really as quick about it as we would like to. When 
we where younger, we didn't really do much else than play 
music and be punk, so back then you'd progress more  
quickly. But now there's work, school, lovers…", Lisa explains. 

But having lots of other things to do, does not make it  
impossible to be a punk. Far from it, if it's up to Lisa. And the 
reason is pretty simple: 

"To me, punk is an outlet. When I've had a rough day, I just 
want to go and play some loud and noisy music. And I also 
think punk is a very nostalgic thing to me. Something that 
makes me remember when I was a teenager. 

The remark grabs Jakob and Stines attention:

"Sure, but punk is very much about your mindset. How you 
do things and why. And as you get older and have less time, 
it's hard to find personal freedom. But punk gives me that. 
You know, playing in some dank basement… It's some kind 
of outlet to me", Jakob says. 

"Yeah, it's a kind of base for oneself. Even though I don't  
listen that much to punk anymore, don't go to gigs too often, 
then I'll always belong here. It's always inside me, and will 
never go away. I've had so many good experiences with punk, 
and I have so many good memories. It's very nostalgic to me, 
as Lisa mentioned earlier", Stine says and continues: 

"I think the scene is moving in a really good directions these 
days. And there's more and more women who play punk, 
and that's fucking awesome. During our last gig at the KBH 
2016-festival, there where really a lot of women on stage for 
the first time in a long time. We’re used to be very few women. 
In all of Copenhagen, I think we could count the total number 
of active female punk musicians on one hand", she finishes. 

Lisa agrees. There's something new happening. She also sees 
a change in the scene: 

"There's a lot of new, young punks - and also many oldtimers 
who've come back to the scene. Stuff's happening. But I don't 
really dig the stoner/doom-wave, that took hold of the scene 
at some point. I think it's some weird and boring stuff", she 
laughs. 

If you think you’re up for playing drums in Dark Matter, 
they’re looking for someone to do just that. Swing by  
Lisa at her bikeshop “Thunderfist” on Vesterbro,  
or write them on Facebook. 

Thanks to Dark Matter for taking their time for the interview / 
Photos from Dark Matters gig at Ungdomshuset in May 2016.

Left to right: 
Stine (bass + vocals), Lisa (guitar + vocals), Jakob (bass)
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'CHEAP' was a recent 
exhibition in  
Copenhagen by a 
selection of Spanish 
and Danish artist. 
Everybody did a piece 
evolving around mon-
ey. The project wanted 
to explore  
money as a thing, a 
thought and a fact. 
Why do we all long for 
it, think about it and 
make ourselves slaves 
to something which 
isn't of any other 
value, than what we 
give it? Living In The 
City asked artist and 
co-organizer Ángel F.  
Herrera to showcase a 
couple of his favorite 
works on these pages. 
The exhibition took 
place from april 16-
17th at Kvit Galleri. 

DO€$ MON€¥ MAK€ 
     TH€ WOR£D TURN?

OPPOSITE PAGE: Nestor Sevillano
Title: %%%%%%%%%%%%%%%

This collage talks about contrasts and confrontation... Maybe it’s too obvious and easy to 
find some connections with money, but you know, that’s what it is and it seems to work.

THIS PAGE, LEFT SIDE: OLAF LADOUSSE
Title: As useful as smoke

As useful as breathing smoke. Volatile of course. 
Practical resource to buy tobacco. Money bill with banana skin. I could go on, but I was 

broke.

THIS PAGE, ABOVE THIS TEXT: GRANDE
Title: The Summit

“The Summit” gathers around a less intellectualized and direct feeling about money and 
its effect on our lives. Visceral, biased, incomplete and pissed; an urgent doodle in a 

public toilet. Always imagined almost like a movie scene (surreal and so real at the same 
time) where each one of the Secretaries of Treasury of the G8 are scrawling and signing* 

a sheet of  
paper, a caricature of humanity as a “assembly treaty”. Blessed money. Damned money. 

Or as I wrote somewhere else, “So hard to save for a Porsche, so easy to throw rocks at it”
*All signatures associated with each stroke come from each banknote of highest value 

(before their adhesion in the euro as a common currency) whose countries form the G8.

NEXT PAGE: NURIA F. HERRERA
Title: _______uck.

If you are reading this, you are losing money. Think about it. Dance

$ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $ $
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Danni is a local punk and artist. He’s also active in the bands Lors Doukaiev and Ond Tro. He works in many mediums
 from poetry to drawings and various printing techniques. Here’s some of his latest work. Danni explains: 

This piece shows a visualization of how the brain stores things and how. 
The brain recieves a lot, but doesn’t store everything. 

The latter might be forgotten
 or perhaps hide somewhere 

deep down in our 
memory.

I heartily accept the motto, “That government is best which governs least”; and I should like to see it 
acted up to more rapidly and systematically. Carried out, it finally amounts to this, which also I be-
lieve- “That government is best which governs not at all”; and when men are prepared for it, that will 
be the kind of government which they will have. Government is at best but an expedient; but most 
governments are usually, and all governments are sometimes, inexpedient. The objections which 
have been brought against a standing army, and they are many and weighty, and deserve to prevail, 
may also at last be brought against a standing government. The standing army is only an arm of the 
standing government. The government itself, which is only the mode which the people have chosen 
to execute their will, is equally liable to be abused and perverted before the people can act through 
it. Witness the present Mexican war, the work of comparatively a few individuals using the standing 
government as their tool; for, in the outset, the people would not have consented to this measure.

This American government- what is it but a tradition, though a recent one, endeavoring to transmit 
itself unimpaired to posterity, but each instant losing some of its integrity? It has not the vitality and 
force of a single living man; for a single man can bend it to his will. It is a sort of wooden gun to the 
people themselves. But it is not the less necessary for this; for the people must have some compli-
cated machinery or other, and hear its din, to satisfy that idea of government which they have. Gov-
ernments show thus how successfully men can be imposed on, even impose on themselves, for their 
own advantage. It is excellent, we must all allow. Yet this government never of itself furthered any 
enterprise, but by the alacrity with which it got out of its way. It does not keep the country free. It 
does not settle the West. It does not educate. The character inherent in the American people has done 
all that has been accomplished; and it would have done somewhat more, if the government had not 
sometimes got in its way. For government is an expedient by which men would fain succeed in letting 
one another alone; and, as has been said, when it is most expedient, the governed are most let alone 
by it. Trade and commerce, if they were not made of india-rubber, would never manage to bounce 
over the obstacles which legislators are continually putting in their way; and, if one were to judge 
these men wholly by the effects of their actions and not partly by their intentions, they would deserve 
to be classed and punished with those mischievous persons who put obstructions on the railroads.

But, to speak practically and as a citizen, unlike those who call themselves no-government men, I 
ask for, not at once no government, but at once a better government. Let every man make known 
what kind of government would command his respect, and that will be one step toward obtaining it.

After all, the practical reason why, when the power is once in the hands of the people, a majority 
are permitted, and for a long period continue, to rule is not because they are most likely to be in the 
right, nor because this seems fairest to the minority, but because they are physically the strongest. 
But a government in which the majority rule in all cases cannot be based on justice, even as far as 
men understand it. Can there not be a government in which majorities do not virtually decide right 
and wrong, but conscience?- in which majorities decide only those questions to which the rule of 
expediency is applicable? Must the citizen ever for a moment, or in the least degree, resign his con-
science to the legislation? Why has every man a conscience, then? I think that we should be men 
first, and subjects afterward. It is not desirable to cultivate a respect for the law, so much as for the 
right. The only obligation which I have a right to assume is to do at any time what I think right. It is 
truly enough said that a corporation has no conscience; but a corporation of conscientious men is a 
corporation with a conscience. Law never made men a whit more just; and, by means of their respect 
for it, even the well-disposed are daily made the agents of injustice. A common and natural result of 
an undue respect for law is, that you may see a file of soldiers, colonel, captain, corporal, privates, 
powder-monkeys, and all, marching in admirable order over hill and dale to the wars, against their 

wills, ay, against their common sense and consciences, which makes it very steep marching indeed, 
and produces a palpitation of the heart. They have no doubt that it is a damnable business in which 
they are concerned; they are all peaceably inclined. Now, what are they? Men at all? or small mov-
able forts and magazines, at the service of some unscrupulous man in power? Visit the Navy-Yard, 
and behold a marine, such a man as an American government can make, or such as it can make a man 
with its black arts- a mere shadow and reminiscence of humanity, a man laid out alive and standing, 
and already, as one may say, buried under arms with funeral accompaniments, though it may be,

“Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note,
As his corse to the rampart we hurried;

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot

O’er the grave where our hero we buried.”

The mass of men serve the state thus, not as men mainly, but as machines, with their bodies. They are 
the standing army, and the militia, jailers, constables, posse comitatus, etc. In most cases there is no 
free exercise whatever of the judgment or of the moral sense; but they put themselves on a level with 
wood and earth and stones; and wooden men can perhaps be manufactured that will serve the purpose 
as well. Such command no more respect than men of straw or a lump of dirt. They have the same 
sort of worth only as horses and dogs. Yet such as these even are commonly esteemed good citizens. 
Others- as most legislators, politicians, lawyers, ministers, and office-holders- serve the state chiefly 
with their heads; and, as they rarely make any moral distinctions, they are as likely to serve the dev-
il, without intending it, as God. A very few- as heroes, patriots, martyrs, reformers in the great sense, 
and men- serve the state with their consciences also, and so necessarily resist it for the most part; and 
they are commonly treated as enemies by it. A wise man will only be useful as a man, and will not 
submit to be “clay,” and “stop a hole to keep the wind away,” but leave that office to his dust at least:

“I am too high-born to be propertied,

To be a secondary at control,

Or useful serving-man and instrument

To any sovereign state throughout the world.”

He who gives himself entirely to his fellow-men appears to them useless and selfish; but 
he who gives himself partially to them is pronounced a benefactor and philanthropist.

How does it become a man to behave toward this American government today? I an-
swer, that he cannot without disgrace be associated with it. I cannot for an instant recog-
nize that political organization as my government which is the slave’s government also.

All men recognize the right of revolution; that is, the right to refuse allegiance to, and to resist, the 

government, when its tyranny or its inefficiency are great and unendurable. But almost all say that 
such is not the case now. But such was the case, they think, in the Revolution Of ‘75. If one were 
to tell me that this was a bad government because it taxed certain foreign commodities brought to 
its ports, it is most probable that I should not make an ado about it, for I can do without them. All 
machines have their friction; and possibly this does enough good to counterbalance the evil. At any 
rate, it is a great evil to make a stir about it. But when the friction comes to have its machine, and op-
pression and robbery are organized, I say, let us not have such a machine any longer. In other words, 
when a sixth of the population of a nation which has undertaken to be the refuge of liberty are slaves, 
and a whole country is unjustly overrun and conquered by a foreign army, and subjected to military 
law, I think that it is not too soon for honest men to rebel and revolutionize. What makes this duty 
the more urgent is the fact that the country so overrun is not our own, but ours is the invading army.

Paley, a common authority with many on moral questions, in his chapter on the “Duty of Sub-
mission to Civil Government,” resolves all civil obligation into expediency; and he proceeds 
to say that “so long as the interest of the whole society requires it, that is, so long as the estab-
lished government cannot be resisted or changed without public inconveniency, it is the will of 
God... that the established government be obeyed- and no longer. This principle being admitted, 
the justice of every particular case of resistance is reduced to a computation of the quantity of 
the danger and grievance on the one side, and of the probability and expense of redressing it on 
the other.” Of this, he says, every man shall judge for himself. But Paley appears never to have 
contemplated those cases to which the rule of expediency does not apply, in which a people, as 
well as an individual, must do justice, cost what it may. If I have unjustly wrested a plank from 
a drowning man, I must restore it to him though I drown myself. This, according to Paley, would 
be inconvenient. But he that would save his life, in such a case, shall lose it. This people must 
cease to hold slaves, and to make war on Mexico, though it cost them their existence as a people.

In their practice, nations agree with Paley; but does any one think 
that Massachusetts does exactly what is right at the present crisis?

“A drab of state, a cloth-o’-silver slut,

To have her train borne up, and her soul trail in the dirt.”

Practically speaking, the opponents to a reform in Massachusetts are not a hundred thousand poli-
ticians at the South, but a hundred thousand merchants and farmers here, who are more interested 
in commerce and agriculture than they are in humanity, and are not prepared to do justice to the 
slave and to Mexico, cost what it may. I quarrel not with far-off foes, but with those who, near at 
home, cooperate with, and do the bidding of those far away, and without whom the latter would 
be harmless. We are accustomed to say, that the mass of men are unprepared; but improvement is 
slow, because the few are not materially wiser or better than the many. It is not so important that 
many should be as good as you, as that there be some absolute goodness somewhere; for that will 
leaven the whole lump. There are thousands who are in opinion opposed to slavery and to the war, 
who yet in effect do nothing to put an end to them; who, esteeming themselves children of Wash-
ington and Franklin, sit down with their hands in their pockets, and say that they know not what 
to do, and do nothing; who even postpone the question of freedom to the question of free trade, 
and quietly read the prices-current along with the latest advices from Mexico, after dinner, and, it 

may be, fall asleep over them both. What is the price-current of an honest man and patriot today? 
They hesitate, and they regret, and sometimes they petition; but they do nothing in earnest and with 
effect. They will wait, well disposed, for others to remedy the evil, that they may no longer have 
it to regret. At most, they give only a cheap vote, and a feeble countenance and God-speed, to the 
right, as it goes by them. There are nine hundred and ninety-nine patrons of virtue to one virtuous 
man. But it is easier to deal with the real possessor of a thing than with the temporary guardian of it.

All voting is a sort of gaming, like checkers or backgammon, with a slight moral tinge to it, a 
playing with right and wrong, with moral questions; and betting naturally accompanies it. The 
character of the voters is not staked. I cast my vote, perchance, as I think right; but I am not 
vitally concerned that that right should prevail. I am willing to leave it to the majority. Its obli-
gation, therefore, never exceeds that of expediency. Even voting for the right is doing nothing 
for it. It is only expressing to men feebly your desire that it should prevail. A wise man will not 
leave the right to the mercy of chance, nor wish it to prevail through the power of the major-
ity. There is but little virtue in the action of masses of men. When the majority shall at length 
vote for the abolition of slavery, it will be because they are indifferent to slavery, or because 
there is but little slavery left to be abolished by their vote. They will then be the only slaves. 
Only his vote can hasten the abolition of slavery who asserts his own freedom by his vote.

I hear of a convention to be held at Baltimore, or elsewhere, for the selection of a candidate for 
the Presidency, made up chiefly of editors, and men who are politicians by profession; but I think, 
what is it to any independent, intelligent, and respectable man what decision they may come to? 
Shall we not have the advantage of his wisdom and honesty, nevertheless? Can we not count 
upon some independent votes? Are there not many individuals in the country who do not attend 
conventions? But no: I find that the respectable man, so called, has immediately drifted from his 
position, and despairs of his country, when his country has more reason to despair of him. He 
forthwith adopts one of the candidates thus selected as the only available one, thus proving that 
he is himself available for any purposes of the demagogue. His vote is of no more worth than 
that of any unprincipled foreigner or hireling native, who may have been bought. O for a man 
who is a man, and, as my neighbor says, has a bone in his back which you cannot pass your 
hand through! Our statistics are at fault: the population has been returned too large. How many 
men are there to a square thousand miles in this country? Hardly one. Does not America offer 
any inducement for men to settle here? The American has dwindled into an Odd Fellow-one who 
may be known by the development of his organ of gregariousness, and a manifest lack of intel-
lect and cheerful self-reliance; whose first and chief concern, on coming into the world, is to see 
that the almshouses are in good repair; and, before yet he has lawfully donned the virile garb, to 
collect a fund for the support of the widows and orphans that may be; who, in short, ventures to 
live only by the aid of the Mutual Insurance company, which has promised to bury him decently.

It is not a man’s duty, as a matter of course, to devote himself to the eradication of any, even the 
most enormous, wrong; he may still properly have other concerns to engage him; but it is his 
duty, at least, to wash his hands of it, and, if he gives it no thought longer, not to give it practical-
ly his support. If I devote myself to other pursuits and contemplations, I must first see, at least, 
that I do not pursue them sitting upon another man’s shoulders. I must get off him first, that he 
may pursue his contemplations too. See what gross inconsistency is tolerated. I have heard some 
of my townsmen say, “I should like to have them order me out to help put down an insurrection 
of the slaves, or to march to Mexico;- see if I would go”; and yet these very men have each, di-
rectly by their allegiance, and so indirectly, at least, by their money, furnished a substitute. The 

soldier is applauded who refuses to serve in an unjust war by those who do not refuse to sustain 
the unjust government which makes the war; is applauded by those whose own act and authority 
he disregards and sets at naught; as if the state were penitent to that degree that it differed one 
to scourge it while it sinned, but not to that degree that it left off sinning for a moment. Thus, 
under the name of Order and Civil Government, we are all made at last to pay homage to and 
support our own meanness. After the first blush of sin comes its indifference; and from immor-
al it becomes, as it were, unmoral, and not quite unnecessary to that life which we have made.

The broadest and most prevalent error requires the most disinterested virtue to sustain it. The slight 
reproach to which the virtue of patriotism is commonly liable, the noble are most likely to incur. 
Those who, while they disapprove of the character and measures of a government, yield to it their 
allegiance and support are undoubtedly its most conscientious supporters, and so frequently the 
most serious obstacles to reform. Some are petitioning the State to dissolve the Union, to disre-
gard the requisitions of the President. Why do they not dissolve it themselves- the union between 
themselves and the State- and refuse to pay their quota into its treasury? Do not they stand in the 
same relation to the State that the State does to the Union? And have not the same reasons pre-
vented the State from resisting the Union which have prevented them from resisting the State?

How can a man be satisfied to entertain an opinion merely, and enjoy it? Is there any enjoyment in 
it, if his opinion is that he is aggrieved? If you are cheated out of a single dollar by your neighbor, 
you do not rest satisfied with knowing that you are cheated, or with saying that you are cheated, 
or even with petitioning him to pay you your due; but you take effectual steps at once to ob-
tain the full amount, and see that you are never cheated again. Action from principle, the per-
ception and the performance of right, changes things and relations; it is essentially revolutionary, 
and does not consist wholly with anything which was. It not only divides States and churches, it 
divides families; ay, it divides the individual, separating the diabolical in him from the divine.

Unjust laws exist: shall we be content to obey them, or shall we endeavor to amend them, and 
obey them until we have succeeded, or shall we transgress them at once? Men generally, under 
such a government as this, think that they ought to wait until they have persuaded the majority to 
alter them. They think that, if they should resist, the remedy would be worse than the evil. But it 
is the fault of the government itself that the remedy is worse than the evil. It makes it worse. Why 
is it not more apt to anticipate and provide for reform? Why does it not cherish its wise minority? 
Why does it cry and resist before it is hurt? Why does it not encourage its citizens to be on the alert 
to point out its faults, and do better than it would have them? Why does it always crucify Christ, 
and excommunicate Copernicus and Luther, and pronounce Washington and Franklin rebels?

One would think, that a deliberate and practical denial of its authority was the only of-
fence never contemplated by government; else, why has it not assigned its definite, its suit-
able and proportionate, penalty? If a man who has no property refuses but once to earn 
nine shillings for the State, he is put in prison for a period unlimited by any law that I know, 
and determined only by the discretion of those who placed him there; but if he should 
steal ninety times nine shillings from the State, he is soon permitted to go at large again.

If the injustice is part of the necessary friction of the machine of government, let it go, let it go: 
perchance it will wear smooth- certainly the machine will wear out. If the injustice has a spring, or a 
pulley, or a rope, or a crank, exclusively for itself, then perhaps you may consider whether the rem-
edy will not be worse than the evil; but if it is of such a nature that it requires you to be the agent of 

injustice to another, then, I say, break the law. Let your life be a counter-friction to stop the machine. 
What I have to do is to see, at any rate, that I do not lend myself to the wrong which I condemn.

As for adopting the ways which the State has provided for remedying the evil, I know not of 
such ways. They take too much time, and a man’s life will be gone. I have other affairs to at-
tend to. I came into this world, not chiefly to make this a good place to live in, but to live in 
it, be it good or bad. A man has not everything to do, but something; and because he cannot do 
everything, it is not necessary that he should do something wrong. It is not my business to be 
petitioning the Governor or the Legislature any more than it is theirs to petition me; and if they 
should not bear my petition, what should I do then? But in this case the State has provided no 
way: its very Constitution is the evil. This may seem to be harsh and stubborn and unconcilia-
tory; but it is to treat with the utmost kindness and consideration the only spirit that can appre-
ciate or deserves it. So is an change for the better, like birth and death, which convulse the body.

I do not hesitate to say, that those who call themselves Abolitionists should at once effectu-
ally withdraw their support, both in person and property, from the government of Massachu-
setts, and not wait till they constitute a majority of one, before they suffer the right to prevail 
through them. I think that it is enough if they have God on their side, without waiting for that 
other one. Moreover, any man more right than his neighbors constitutes a majority of one already.

I meet this American government, or its representative, the State government, directly, and face to 
face, once a year- no more- in the person of its tax-gatherer; this is the only mode in which a man 
situated as I am necessarily meets it; and it then says distinctly, Recognize me; and the simplest, 
the most effectual, and, in the present posture of affairs, the indispensablest mode of treating with 
it on this head, of expressing your little satisfaction with and love for it, is to deny it then. My civil 
neighbor, the tax-gatherer, is the very man I have to deal with- for it is, after all, with men and not 
with parchment that I quarrel- and he has voluntarily chosen to be an agent of the government. How 
shall he ever know well what he is and does as an officer of the government, or as a man, until he is 
obliged to consider whether he shall treat me, his neighbor, for whom he has respect, as a neighbor 
and well-disposed man, or as a maniac and disturber of the peace, and see if he can get over this ob-
struction to his neighborliness without a ruder and more impetuous thought or speech correspond-
ing with his action. I know this well, that if one thousand, if one hundred, if ten men whom I could 
name- if ten honest men only- ay, if one HONEST man, in this State of Massachusetts, ceasing to 
hold slaves, were actually to withdraw from this copartnership, and be locked up in the county jail 
therefor, it would be the abolition of slavery in America. For it matters not how small the beginning 
may seem to be: what is once well done is done forever. But we love better to talk about it: that we 
say is our mission, Reform keeps many scores of newspapers in its service, but not one man. If my 
esteemed neighbor, the State’s ambassador, who will devote his days to the settlement of the question 
of human rights in the Council Chamber, instead of being threatened with the prisons of Carolina, 
were to sit down the prisoner of Massachusetts, that State which is so anxious to foist the sin of slav-
ery upon her sister- though at present she can discover only an act of inhospitality to be the ground 
of a quarrel with her- the Legislature would not wholly waive the subject the following winter.

Under a government which imprisons any unjustly, the true place for a just man is also a prison. 
The proper place today, the only place which Massachusetts has provided for her freer and less 
desponding spirits, is in her prisons, to be put out and locked out of the State by her own act, as 
they have already put themselves out by their principles. It is there that the fugitive slave, and the 
Mexican prisoner on parole, and the Indian come to plead the wrongs of his race should find them; 

on that separate, but more free and honorable, ground, where the State places those who are not 
with her, but against her- the only house in a slave State in which a free man can abide with honor. 
If any think that their influence would be lost there, and their voices no longer afflict the ear of the 
State, that they would not be as an enemy within its walls, they do not know by how much truth is 
stronger than error, nor how much more eloquently and effectively he can combat injustice who has 
experienced a little in his own person. Cast your whole vote, not a strip of paper merely, but your 
whole influence. A minority is powerless while it conforms to the majority; it is not even a minority 
then; but it is irresistible when it clogs by its whole weight. If the alternative is to keep all just men 
in prison, or give up war and slavery, the State will not hesitate which to choose. If a thousand men 
were not to pay their tax-bills this year, that would not be a violent and bloody measure, as it would 
be to pay them, and enable the State to commit violence and shed innocent blood. This is, in fact, the 
definition of a peaceable revolution, if any such is possible. If the tax-gatherer, or any other public 
officer, asks me, as one has done, “But what shall I do?” my answer is, “If you really wish to do 
anything, resign your office.” When the subject has refused allegiance, and the officer has resigned 
his office, then the revolution is accomplished. But even suppose blood should flow. Is there not a 
sort of blood shed when the conscience is wounded? Through this wound a man’s real manhood 
and immortality flow out, and he bleeds to an everlasting death. I see this blood flowing now.

I have contemplated the imprisonment of the offender, rather than the seizure of his goods- though 
both will serve the same purpose- because they who assert the purest right, and consequently are 
most dangerous to a corrupt State, commonly have not spent much time in accumulating prop-
erty. To such the State renders comparatively small service, and a slight tax is wont to appear 
exorbitant, particularly if they are obliged to earn it by special labor with their hands. If there 
were one who lived wholly without the use of money, the State itself would hesitate to demand 
it of him. But the rich man- not to make any invidious comparison- is always sold to the insti-
tution which makes him rich. Absolutely speaking, the more money, the less virtue; for money 
comes between a man and his objects, and obtains them for him; and it was certainly no great 
virtue to obtain it. It puts to rest many questions which he would otherwise be taxed to answer; 
while the only new question which it puts is the hard but superfluous one, how to spend it. Thus 
his moral ground is taken from under his feet. The opportunities of living are diminished in pro-
portion as what are called the “means” are increased. The best thing a man can do for his culture 
when he is rich is to endeavor to carry out those schemes which he entertained when he was poor. 
Christ answered the Herodians according to their condition. “Show me the tribute-money,” said 
he;- and one took a penny out of his pocket;- if you use money which has the image of Caesar 
on it, and which he has made current and valuable, that is, if you are men of the State, and gladly 
enjoy the advantages of Caesar’s government, then pay him back some of his own when he de-
mands it. “Render therefore to Caesar that which is Caesar’s, and to God those things which are 
God’s”- leaving them no wiser than before as to which was which; for they did not wish to know.

When I converse with the freest of my neighbors, I perceive that, whatever they may say about the 
magnitude and seriousness of the question, and their regard for the public tranquillity, the long and 
the short of the matter is, that they cannot spare the protection of the existing government, and they 
dread the consequences to their property and families of disobedience to it. For my own part, I should 
not like to think that I ever rely on the protection of the State. But, if I deny the authority of the State 
when it presents its tax-bill, it will soon take and waste all my property, and so harass me and my 
children without end. This is hard. This makes it impossible for a man to live honestly, and at the 
same time comfortably, in outward respects. It will not be worth the while to accumulate property; 
that would be sure to go again. You must hire or squat somewhere, and raise but a small crop, and eat 

that soon. You must live within yourself, and depend upon yourself always tucked up and ready for 
a start, and not have many affairs. A man may grow rich in Turkey even, if he will be in all respects a 
good subject of the Turkish government. Confucius said: “If a state is governed by the principles of 
reason, poverty and misery are subjects of shame; if a state is not governed by the principles of rea-
son, riches and honors are the subjects of shame.” No: until I want the protection of Massachusetts to 
be extended to me in some distant Southern port, where my liberty is endangered, or until I am bent 
solely on building up an estate at home by peaceful enterprise, I can afford to refuse allegiance to 
Massachusetts, and her right to my property and life. It costs me less in every sense to incur the pen-
alty of disobedience to the State than it would to obey. I should feel as if I were worth less in that case.

Some years ago, the State met me in behalf of the Church, and commanded me to pay a certain sum 
toward the support of a clergyman whose preaching my father attended, but never I myself. “Pay,” it 
said, “or be locked up in the jail.” I declined to pay. But, unfortunately, another man saw fit to pay it. 
I did not see why the schoolmaster should be taxed to support the priest, and not the priest the school-
master; for I was not the State’s schoolmaster, but I supported myself by voluntary subscription. I did 
not see why the lyceum should not present its tax-bill, and have the State to back its demand, as well 
as the Church. However, at the request of the selectmen, I condescended to make some such state-
ment as this in writing:- “Know all men by these presents, that I, Henry Thoreau, do not wish to be 
regarded as a member of any incorporated society which I have not joined.” This I gave to the town 
clerk; and he has it. The State, having thus learned that I did not wish to be regarded as a member of 
that church, has never made a like demand on me since; though it said that it must adhere to its orig-
inal presumption that time. If I had known how to name them, I should then have signed off in detail 
from all the societies which I never signed on to; but I did not know where to find a complete list.

I have paid no poll-tax for six years. I was put into a jail once on this account, for one night; and, 
as I stood considering the walls of solid stone, two or three feet thick, the door of wood and iron, 
a foot thick, and the iron grating which strained the light, I could not help being struck with the 
foolishness of that institution which treated me as if I were mere flesh and blood and bones, to be 
locked up. I wondered that it should have concluded at length that this was the best use it could put 
me to, and had never thought to avail itself of my services in some way. I saw that, if there was a 
wall of stone between me and my townsmen, there was a still more difficult one to climb or break 
through before they could get to be as free as I was. I did not for a moment feel confined, and the 
walls seemed a great waste of stone and mortar. I felt as if I alone of all my townsmen had paid my 
tax. They plainly did not know how to treat me, but behaved like persons who are underbred. In 
every threat and in every compliment there was a blunder; for they thought that my chief desire was 
to stand the other side of that stone wall. I could not but smile to see how industriously they locked 
the door on my meditations, which followed them out again without let or hindrance, and they were 
really all that was dangerous. As they could not reach me, they had resolved to punish my body; 
just as boys, if they cannot come at some person against whom they have a spite, will abuse his dog. 
I saw that the State was half-witted, that it was timid as a lone woman with her silver spoons, and 
that it did not know its friends from its foes, and I lost all my remaining respect for it, and pitied it.

Thus the State never intentionally confronts a man’s sense, intellectual or moral, but only his 
body, his senses. It is not armed with superior wit or honesty, but with superior physical strength. 
I was not born to be forced. I will breathe after my own fashion. Let us see who is the strong-
est. What force has a multitude? They only can force me who obey a higher law than I. They 
force me to become like themselves. I do not hear of men being forced to have this way or that 
by masses of men. What sort of life were that to live? When I meet a government which says 

to me, “Your money or your life,” why should I be in haste to give it my money? It may be in a 
great strait, and not know what to do: I cannot help that. It must help itself; do as I do. It is not 
worth the while to snivel about it. I am not responsible for the successful working of the machin-
ery of society. I am not the son of the engineer. I perceive that, when an acorn and a chestnut 
fall side by side, the one does not remain inert to make way for the other, but both obey their 
own laws, and spring and grow and flourish as best they can, till one, perchance, overshad-
ows and destroys the other. If a plant cannot live according to its nature, it dies; and so a man.

The night in prison was novel and interesting enough. The prisoners in their shirt-sleeves were en-
joying a chat and the evening air in the doorway, when I entered. But the jailer said, “Come, boys, 
it is time to lock up”; and so they dispersed, and I heard the sound of their steps returning into the 
hollow apartments. My room-mate was introduced to me by the jailer as “a first-rate fellow and a 
clever man.” When the door was locked, he showed me where to hang my hat, and how he managed 
matters there. The rooms were whitewashed once a month; and this one, at least, was the whitest, 
most simply furnished, and probably the neatest apartment in the town. He naturally wanted to 
know where I came from, and what brought me there; and, when I had told him, I asked him in my 
turn how he came there, presuming him to be an honest man, of course; and, as the world goes, I 
believe he was. “Why,” said he, “they accuse me of burning a barn; but I never did it.” As near as 
I could discover, he had probably gone to bed in a barn when drunk, and smoked his pipe there; 
and so a barn was burnt. He had the reputation of being a clever man, had been there some three 
months waiting for his trial to come on, and would have to wait as much longer; but he was quite do-
mesticated and contented, since he got his board for nothing, and thought that he was well treated.

He occupied one window, and I the other; and I saw that if one stayed there long, his principal 
business would be to look out the window. I had soon read all the tracts that were left there, and 
examined where former prisoners had broken out, and where a grate had been sawed off, and 
heard the history of the various occupants of that room; for I found that even here there was a 
history and a gossip which never circulated beyond the walls of the jail. Probably this is the only 
house in the town where verses are composed, which are afterward printed in a circular form, 
but not published. I was shown quite a long list of verses which were composed by some young 
men who had been detected in an attempt to escape, who avenged themselves by singing them.

I pumped my fellow-prisoner as dry as I could, for fear I should never see him again; 
but at length he showed me which was my bed, and left me to blow out the lamp.

It was like travelling into a far country, such as I had never expected to behold, to lie there for one 
night. It seemed to me that I never had heard the town clock strike before, nor the evening sounds 
of the village; for we slept with the windows open, which were inside the grating. It was to see my 
native village in the light of the Middle Ages, and our Concord was turned into a Rhine stream, 
and visions of knights and castles passed before me. They were the voices of old burghers that I 
heard in the streets. I was an involuntary spectator and auditor of whatever was done and said in the 
kitchen of the adjacent village inn- a wholly new and rare experience to me. It was a closer view of 
my native town. I was fairly inside of it. I never had seen its institutions before. This is one of its 
peculiar institutions; for it is a shire town. I began to comprehend what its inhabitants were about.

In the morning, our breakfasts were put through the hole in the door, in small oblong-square 
tin pans, made to fit, and holding a pint of chocolate, with brown bread, and an iron spoon. 
When they called for the vessels again, I was green enough to return what bread I had left; 

but my comrade seized it, and said that I should lay that up for lunch or dinner. Soon after he 
was let out to work at haying in a neighboring field, whither he went every day, and would not 
be back till noon; so he bade me good-day, saying that he doubted if he should see me again.

When I came out of prison- for some one interfered, and paid that tax- I did not perceive that great 
changes had taken place on the common, such as he observed who went in a youth and emerged a 
tottering and gray-headed man; and yet a change had to my eyes come over the scene- the town, and 
State, and country- greater than any that mere time could effect. I saw yet more distinctly the State in 
which I lived. I saw to what extent the people among whom I lived could be trusted as good neigh-
bors and friends; that their friendship was for summer weather only; that they did not greatly propose 
to do right; that they were a distinct race from me by their prejudices and superstitions, as the China-
men and Malays are; that in their sacrifices to humanity they ran no risks, not even to their property; 
that after all they were not so noble but they treated the thief as he had treated them, and hoped, 
by a certain outward observance and a few prayers, and by walking in a particular straight though 
useless path from time to time, to save their souls. This may be to judge my neighbors harshly; for I 
believe that many of them are not aware that they have such an institution as the jail in their village.

It was formerly the custom in our village, when a poor debtor came out of jail, for his acquaintances to 
salute him, looking through their fingers, which were crossed to represent the grating of a jail window, 
“How do ye do?” My neighbors did not thus salute me, but first looked at me, and then at one another, 
as if I had returned from a long journey. I was put into jail as I was going to the shoemaker’s to get a 
shoe which was mended. When I was let out the next morning, I proceeded to finish my errand, and, 
having put on my mended shoe, joined a huckleberry party, who were impatient to put themselves 
under my conduct; and in half an hour- for the horse was soon tackled- was in the midst of a huck-
leberry field, on one of our highest hills, two miles off, and then the State was nowhere to be seen.

This is the whole history of “My Prisons.”

I have never declined paying the highway tax, because I am as desirous of being a good neighbor as I am 
of being a bad subject; and as for supporting schools, I am doing my part to educate my fellow-coun-
trymen now. It is for no particular item in the tax-bill that I refuse to pay it. I simply wish to refuse al-
legiance to the State, to withdraw and stand aloof from it effectually. I do not care to trace the course 
of my dollar, if I could, till it buys a man or a musket to shoot one with- the dollar is innocent- but I am 
concerned to trace the effects of my allegiance. In fact, I quietly declare war with the State, after my 
fashion, though I will still make what use and get what advantage of her I can, as is usual in such cases.

If others pay the tax which is demanded of me, from a sympathy with the State, they do 
but what they have already done in their own case, or rather they abet injustice to a great-
er extent than the State requires. If they pay the tax from a mistaken interest in the indi-
vidual taxed, to save his property, or prevent his going to jail, it is because they have not 
considered wisely how far they let their private feelings interfere with the public good.

This, then, is my position at present. But one cannot be too much on his guard in 
such a case, lest his action be biased by obstinacy or an undue regard for the opin-
ions of men. Let him see that he does only what belongs to himself and to the hour.

I think sometimes, Why, this people mean well, they are only ignorant; they would do better if 
they knew how: why give your neighbors this pain to treat you as they are not inclined to? But I 

think again, This is no reason why I should do as they do, or permit others to suffer much greater 
pain of a different kind. Again, I sometimes say to myself, When many millions of men, without 
heat, without ill will, without personal feeling of any kind, demand of you a few shillings only, 
without the possibility, such is their constitution, of retracting or altering their present demand, 
and without the possibility, on your side, of appeal to any other millions, why expose yourself 
to this overwhelming brute force? You do not resist cold and hunger, the winds and the waves, 
thus obstinately; you quietly submit to a thousand similar necessities. You do not put your head 
into the fire. But just in proportion as I regard this as not wholly a brute force, but partly a human 
force, and consider that I have relations to those millions as to so many millions of men, and not 
of mere brute or inanimate things, I see that appeal is possible, first and instantaneously, from 
them to the Maker of them, and, secondly, from them to themselves. But if I put my head delib-
erately into the fire, there is no appeal to fire or to the Maker of fire, and I have only myself to 
blame. If I could convince myself that I have any right to be satisfied with men as they are, and to 
treat them accordingly, and not according, in some respects, to my requisitions and expectations 
of what they and I ought to be, then, like a good Mussulman and fatalist, I should endeavor to 
be satisfied with things as they are, and say it is the will of God. And, above all, there is this dif-
ference between resisting this and a purely brute or natural force, that I can resist this with some 
effect; but I cannot expect, like Orpheus, to change the nature of the rocks and trees and beasts.

I do not wish to quarrel with any man or nation. I do not wish to split hairs, to make fine distinctions, or set 
myself up as better than my neighbors. I seek rather, I may say, even an excuse for conforming to the laws 
of the land. I am but too ready to conform to them. Indeed, I have reason to suspect myself on this head; 
and each year, as the tax-gatherer comes round, I find myself disposed to review the acts and position 
of the general and State governments, and the spirit of the people, to discover a pretext for conformity.

“We must affect our country as our parents,

And if at any time we alienate

Our love or industry from doing it honor,

We must respect effects and teach the soul

Matter of conscience and religion,

And not desire of rule or benefit.”

I believe that the State will soon be able to take all my work of this sort out of my hands, and 
then I shall be no better a patriot than my fellow-countrymen. Seen from a lower point of 
view, the Constitution, with all its faults, is very good; the law and the courts are very respect-
able; even this State and this American government are, in many respects, very admirable, 
and rare things, to be thankful for, such as a great many have described them; but seen from a 
point of view a little higher, they are what I have described them; seen from a higher still, and 
the highest, who shall say what they are, or that they are worth looking at or thinking of at all?

However, the government does not concern me much, and I shall bestow the fewest pos-

sible thoughts on it. It is not many moments that I live under a government, even in this 
world. If a man is thought-free, fancy-free, imagination-free, that which is not never for a 
long time appearing to be to him, unwise rulers or reformers cannot fatally interrupt him.

I know that most men think differently from myself; but those whose lives are by profession devot-
ed to the study of these or kindred subjects content me as little as any. Statesmen and legislators, 
standing so completely within the institution, never distinctly and nakedly behold it. They speak of 
moving society, but have no resting-place without it. They may be men of a certain experience and 
discrimination, and have no doubt invented ingenious and even useful systems, for which we sin-
cerely thank them; but all their wit and usefulness lie within certain not very wide limits. They are 
wont to forget that the world is not governed by policy and expediency. Webster never goes behind 
government, and so cannot speak with authority about it. His words are wisdom to those legislators 
who contemplate no essential reform in the existing government; but for thinkers, and those who 
legislate for all time, he never once glances at the subject. I know of those whose serene and wise 
speculations on this theme would soon reveal the limits of his mind’s range and hospitality. Yet, 
compared with the cheap professions of most reformers, and the still cheaper wisdom and eloquence 
of politicians in general, his are almost the only sensible and valuable words, and we thank Heaven 
for him. Comparatively, he is always strong, original, and, above all, practical. Still, his quality is 
not wisdom, but prudence. The lawyer’s truth is not Truth, but consistency or a consistent expedi-
ency. Truth is always in harmony with herself, and is not concerned chiefly to reveal the justice that 
may consist with wrong-doing. He well deserves to be called, as he has been called, the Defender of 
the Constitution. There are really no blows to be given by him but defensive ones. He is not a leader, 
but a follower. His leaders are the men of ‘87- “I have never made an effort,” he says, “and never 
propose to make an effort; I have never countenanced an effort, and never mean to countenance 
an effort, to disturb the arrangement as originally made, by which the various States came into the 
Union.” Still thinking of the sanction which the Constitution gives to slavery, he says, “Because it 
was a part of the original compact- let it stand.” Notwithstanding his special acuteness and ability, 
he is unable to take a fact out of its merely political relations, and behold it as it lies absolutely to be 
disposed of by the intellect- what, for instance, it behooves a man to do here in America today with 
regard to slavery- but ventures, or is driven, to make some such desperate answer as the following, 
while professing to speak absolutely, and as a private man- from which what new and singular code 
of social duties might be inferred? “The manner,” says he, “in which the governments of those 
States where slavery exists are to regulate it is for their own consideration, under their responsibility 
to their constituents, to the general laws of propriety, humanity, and justice, and to God. Associ-
ations formed elsewhere, springing from a feeling of humanity, or any other cause, have nothing 
whatever to do with it. They have never received any encouragement from me, and they never will.”

They who know of no purer sources of truth, who have traced up its stream no high-
er, stand, and wisely stand, by the Bible and the Constitution, and drink at it there with rev-
erence and humility; but they who behold where it comes trickling into this lake or that 
pool, gird up their loins once more, and continue their pilgrimage toward its fountain-head.

No man with a genius for legislation has appeared in America. They are rare in the history of 
the world. There are orators, politicians, and eloquent men, by the thousand; but the speaker has 
not yet opened his mouth to speak who is capable of settling the much-vexed questions of the 
day. We love eloquence for its own sake, and not for any truth which it may utter, or any hero-
ism it may inspire. Our legislators have not yet learned the comparative value of free trade and 
of freedom, of union, and of rectitude, to a nation. They have no genius or talent for compara-

tively humble questions of taxation and finance, commerce and manufactures and agriculture. If 
we were left solely to the wordy wit of legislators in Congress for our guidance, uncorrected by 
the seasonable experience and the effectual complaints of the people, America would not long 
retain her rank among the nations. For eighteen hundred years, though perchance I have no right 
to say it, the New Testament has been written; yet where is the legislator who has wisdom and 
practical talent enough to avail himself of the light which it sheds on the science of legislation?

The authority of government, even such as I am willing to submit to- for I will cheerfully obey those 
who know and can do better than I, and in many things even those who neither know nor can do 
so well- is still an impure one: to be strictly just, it must have the sanction and consent of the gov-
erned. It can have no pure right over my person and property but what I concede to it. The progress 
from an absolute to a limited monarchy, from a limited monarchy to a democracy, is a progress 
toward a true respect for the individual. Even the Chinese philosopher was wise enough to regard 
the individual as the basis of the empire. Is a democracy, such as we know it, the last improvement 
possible in government? Is it not possible to take a step further towards recognizing and organiz-
ing the rights of man? There will never be a really free and enlightened State until the State comes 
to recognize the individual as a higher and independent power, from which all its own power and 
authority are derived, and treats him accordingly. I please myself with imagining a State at least 
which can afford to be just to all men, and to treat the individual with respect as a neighbor; which 
even would not think it inconsistent with its own repose if a few were to live aloof from it, not med-
dling with it, nor embraced by it, who fulfilled all the duties of neighbors and fellow-men. A State 
which bore this kind of fruit, and suffered it to drop off as fast as it ripened, would prepare the way 
for a still more perfect and glorious State, which also I have imagined, but not yet anywhere seen.

THE END

Fig. 1.
This figure proposes secession of any forced detention that is oppressing the individual. 
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