Some of those books Ilke Irtera cstiﬂlgdsmlemevams but |
never opened since the a}q L
abandoned sold and bou ta aﬁunters w nder around the body, soberin
On one wall hangs a poster s%ﬂpcﬂast while that one % bent over it pumgs
h]oté)%rap[h Olf,lg rga 5 I%hsa [)Ollgckhm mlyeathtﬂes eom IYGSI en‘%é'?r?a?fré'éis from
s eeves of his sh|rt rolledth cog‘mouth every time he tries.

|ct red leaned against his quita I H|se es are open, the
worlIé men are s%metrmesg |dmrs|e?ft?at%d lig tess H|s arms arepf?

out
ace o work with the tools al an one leg is bent crookg%toraeos
Pl On the same wall a picture o%ul'retde ] egme he way gne lles splayed on
with Augustus and Njls Bansent _ face turned up to the sky, the
together. A picture of myself wi
bartenders There are also pictu be I shouId pray for the safe
barmen rom ?ther tlmes musjgassa arek’s soul. But | just stand and
igs, before the phaoney libtarg, tatsrnk about m rother |nstea
bunt helr his orles lost. Th fm mejtioelook up at the sk as he a\ ont e
r|m nor ocp ometrmest ds|gaam| standing th erew hen the
0 look be nd the place, to th lavizelarsd the poliCe arrive. They move
meanln ss and used up. us al ont_?_|
g one rings. My mother’s vaice. Her
usual |Iments and torments % glthrenot sayin Marek Was a good man;
Inevitaklben aret%/ou coming b&bkePe were rumours of Q{Ndea S gone wrong,
I Iook arjo% d the empg/ brrghst Maﬁe too big for hrs n sho s I'm not
hadowe arhsm)m g (& e was some, kind of meta or He was
I [l phone you back. d he wa k|IIed and | heard the shot
Saturday 4 that k|IIedth|m and saw him dead on the street
aturday 4a.m, minutes after
Most pe)o le think a car has bacldf athddwvorking that bar the same day
(rjnoaeksegny ody know what a smgtlgdl]rlf %hglg(alt country a week later. Only’l
| can see through the windows Iﬂemes |mag[|ne m mother still makes
again ta wall ?ugl runs into I/I g o find me Only now
I|ke a d/ Wlth eO glloen hrg alrthe tea mpys Veglélrgtencen?;tw ﬁgﬁo ar% hin the
I|ke e doesnt nol\C/)vw atto d (%lh ? no one can ut alonameg op
eg says we shouldn’t go outs es was ea th e day | stepped
doesn t stop me. He follows a no dtes in Denmar Wlt a handfu
and we stahd on the street an r‘rmmelyan%map oto rap fm brother in my
and shiver in the early cold. = wallet. If you s t the reasons are, why
Something down there on thevetréett o that, I just can’t say.
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bent over it. The Way we d|e 'or the life w choosewhen are you comin
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and breathes slowlkhéieedaly©f-riday 8a.m. Saturday 10 Fnda 3.30a.m

Sl s PHE Bliexhtodi e mapey, req and eSS Hays bues,n ripgedh dlave n o con
He tells the Danes they aren "1oetrthet blakand take the mone to th eH 't Think a'mtioeesome H;‘) and ba karmagt Asks the

Amerlcan accent mixed |nto hisde H;IHbI’ over the road. W me b odeésmaises a glass of Mmg%mne has been mean to the

ton ue like fools oId He'll be %O?mé% eL|ncon just next Qor to 'Hhen ad done somethlng they |
enh agen nex Week If they Itis the only pub in town erdeg squats behlnd the bar tdlm%//e re forgiven.

Mean Ime they can ug a coFr{:)g brokenh %ass earsd';l gu tallN \knows the color of Th
recor ed I|ve g/thew at smBNta $_|ncoln IS gub hell. Drunker]usthgst e smaII swm% o} ean esthever seen without
Someb o agrowls into threfugees, Immigrants, tourists and alc hoes th roug egapu dHE)tﬁas hjs hair back In
mlcroep Danes mixed together In a ﬁs chot|c m| ehy bartend on%tall wears silk shirts W|th c

ti]ue snow falls ﬁ;]ast the B sréovasound that bar t uptight % umps the broken Erant atterns
behlnd Im. Solitar ouetted\;n resans, eye-glazed Somalians,  bin under he b e Sur ﬂla}/s songs fror
tru%g e out there | the cold in ntseamen, Swedes on a C 5 wh|c XI? th e S orx

tour, Turks and Greenlanders. T r| heabout it? character called Stor e
At his usual table Marek, a ddo nakipeleoi@eres, they drink Branc lace is undone. Can you |daet’E: oc kmasters |n ente Tirr

Le Freak, the Iargest nightclub Hdhaots, Irish Coffeés, White Russmnﬁr ralghtens himselt our sou S.
Marek sits with a Polish’friend, k-kerornln rolls W|th mouth shut When e sees t e g& on |n|shes his set ¢
cousin, They drln vodka strallgbltteese S| |ces of fa eet c 0CO ate arm. He opens t e swing oor s cof ee an chews

Marek b rea S uBa |g ht nea ammon ordessand ties th elg %ss oel aom es |m edgy. He tel sthe b
bring aver a ir eer n han tneryn S uaﬂt 0 en do s] H ghaughs laterand | ask hitin ﬁoe IS sallln%y close
nods, free drink nothin m. [HeeV ay; astonished they’ re st| 0|n% down He can ee it a
glance around the roo I|ke a dlasidlen s %r This crazy Pub Onalddgy\lihemegerywhere, viglenc
The walls of the_ pub are cramnMdrekis there too, in a corner, dnnkra e Ho again. Ninée to five. A punter interfupts The Surge
ictures and movie posters of Siagnlomlr doormen buddies. Nothln% he's Amencan and where he
olmes, old movie stills of Nigeh@agcenihth bedlam seems to touc hBunday I’'m from my mMoehBurgedusa

Basil Rathbone. Peter Cushlng on the moors We_ sit at a table bartenders a live In C%D nha e
and the hound close g é’ amid the debris of broken glass re ul f of piss. Play The Ir
értrté‘u?étodt r(l)art'lhe uIeg otlhuen& Iaae gl-hé?r c%?n%‘r’rﬁug IE)ereamln Oﬁgﬁgént%% agsr};t]rcg Swvrvehcl:k3 OurunT esmncan Pug}btspla ing al
el Appcrshe bl ST Pl Bl GG e Wilyfan ™ SRS
Chestertield couch unFo)Ier sh%leo ebz;oksg Fall in Love Greg is In a storyte ?lng mood, N® creumsulted mea maman
Oak tables and benches with redSeathebLte&mzssmen fall into the bar,a t|me he worked In Edlnbur\%h Hajal
Two other bartenders, Jo h Heir suits. You can tell whm art ﬁt was a regular water r rlrl e'{pueter NS
the bar with me. We wear Iack$i]a -ﬁ , with he com cred |t tand e and feans |nto T e Surgeon.

e bl st ol bt Sl e vl gt T one tat wrote Trangiesigghy Hipreionr o s
Iceberg, Green Elevator. We t ose thelr rink ‘I%‘u t's right. It was %ouCPIe of years a er
time a punter gives a ti We momftender %ve me anplnt of |Iwen%alrapottlng Im amm
abjt, slip around one anoth er Im#h %e? 'ow gl of John s Bal nyway he comes |n actl IS an em?t y bar.
workspace We gulp bitter black t:p 1N at S int of K cleanlng the bar W|th a C oth an h eotaé«et bra here are st
ignore jmpatient' whistles and he Imnth%nd hn’s not work |n% nd | ask him if he’s rvmes econ books
cries of pissed up unters tonight So’l thlnké/ou meant J BulhBlueffs up and he sa |ts h|m t FRemorse (mdafbls
We speak Danish when there| onfused and then thought I eco nized Iy can Journa] Of Mode
for the most part it's En%hsh e[{ ésdoesntllke a smart bartetimeduy w o rote T ms Ottme‘g@m % he Novels Of Jane
the way the punters want it ’En%ﬂa?s aurt beer please. And we w |% u% %r %/ drinks h f Modern Life, Comin
English Theme Bar, in Denmar % Now S nl get an Irish Q’s that mea ooklng barmat
city, Aarhus on the Jutland penwm an w ISk eather jacket over there?
ty, Aarh the Jutland EI; t { ket th
You want a dou e That's Marek.
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