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EBBE FOG OG CARL STUHR

VOR
KOBENHAVNSKE
SKITSEBOG

OUR COPENMHAGEN SKETGIHDBOOK



F3 kan som Ebbe Fog give udtryk for Kebenhavns spe-
cielle charme. I sinc tegninger lykkes det ham olte med cn
folsom streg at give utryk for de gamle gader og gdrdens
sercgne stemning, og yndefuldt forstdr han i smd vignetter
at [astholde dagliglivets hxndelser pd gader, i strxder og
parker. En udstilling al hans tegninger pa Kobenhavns By-
musxum viste, at han ikke blot lagde vaegt pd sujcttets ma-
leriske karakter men ogsid havde ct dbent blik for betyd-
ningen al cn korrckt gengivelse.

Steffen Linvald.
Inspektor ved Kobenhavns Bymusaum.

Few are as able as Ebbe Fog to express the special charm
of Copenhagen. With sensitive strokes he often succeeds in
giving the special atmosphere of the old streets and yards.
and his small vignettes depict delightfully the daily life in
streets, allies and parks. An exhibition of his drawings in
Copenhagen City Muscum in the Spring showed that he not
only laid weight on the picturesque but also realised the
importance of an accurale depiction of his subjects.

Steffen Lindvald.
Inspector of Copenhagen City Muscum.



FYRAFTEN —

Amaliegade, der for barc {3 minutter siden var en stille, &rvar-

dig gade mcd kolonaden — indgangen til Amalienborg slotsplads —
i baggrunden, bliver pludselig levende. Med ct slag — nej, snarere

med fire slag fra uret pd kongens slot — [orandres gadebilledet totalt.
Urets fire slag lortaeller, at arbejdsdagen er forbi, og fritiden —

menneskets ret, ndr pligterne er gjort — er inde.
Se. hvor det myldrer ud fra porten til nr. 7. Den [remmecde, der
tilfeeldigt kommer forbi, vil uvilkdrligt standse op — og undres.

Hvor(ra kommer disse mange kvinder og mand? Hurtigt bladrer han
i sin guide, men uden resultat.

THE DAYS WORK OVER —

Amalicgadc, which a few short minutes ago was « quiet, dignified
streel with a colonnade — the entrance to the Palace Square — in the
background, suddenly comes to life. At one stroke — or rather, at
Jour strokes of the clock on the King's palace — the streel scene
changes completely. The four strokes of the clock say that the work-
ing day is over and that leisure time — the right of cveryone when
dutics have been performed — has begun.

Look how they crowd out of the door of No. 7! The stranger pass-
ing by chance stops involuntarily and is surprised. Where do all these
men and women come from? He rapidly skims through the pages
of his guide book, but in vain.









Nﬁr mégerne pd deres sejlads mellem irgrenne spir fanger solen
ind 1 hvide vinger, si er der et lys og en luftighed i atmosferen over
»byen med de smukke tarne«, en stemning, som smiler ad dem, der
vil sege at fange den pa papiret.

& [’ hen the gulls, soaring between the green copper spires, catch the
rays of the sun on their while wings the atmosphere over the cily
with the beautiful spires« is clear and unconfined; this atmospherc
derides attempls to pul it on paper.



Jo grundigerc umage man vil gere sig med ord, farve eller streg,
jo darligere ligner det i egentlig forstand. En by er liv, der vil elskes
som alt levende. En sdan by er i hvert fald Kebenhavn. Vil man den
ind pd livet og lytte til dens hjerte, md man sidst af alt kede den
med overdreven hejtidelighed. 1 antydningen og skitsen er den vil-
ligst til at udlevere sig. I den lette, henkastede form drager den friest
ande, er mest sig selv.

Derfor kun et flygtigt historisk tilbageblik af hefligt hensyn til den
helt blanke laser, der har ct rimeligt krav pa et udgangspunkt og
antydninger. af en linie i dette opbud af skitser fra en uhejtidelig
slentren i mange retninger [ra byens centrum.

For ottc arhundreder siden dukkede en godt og vel tre alen lang
biskop op i historien. Han hed Absalon og byggede sig en borg ved
@resund, hvor en klynge huse 13 og s& ud al ingenting, skent stedet
fra naturens hdnd var en strilende havneplads, strategisk for sdvel
krig som verdenshandel. Bispen og hans borg ragede si imponerende
op i landskabet, at de sméa huse fik selvtillid og formerede sig til en

The more trouble one takes with words, colours or strokes, the
poorer the actual resemblance. A town, at all events a town like Co-
penhagen, is a live creature desiring love like all else living. If we
wish Lo gel close Lo i, Lo listen (o ils heart-beal, we must avoid undue
solemnily at all costs; it is most amenable to hints and sketches. It is
most itself, breathes most freely, in a light and casual form.

Just a brief historical, retrospective glance, then, out of polite con-
sideration for the uninformed reader, who has a just right to a point
of departure and the suggestion of a line in this little collection of
sketches from an informal stroll in many directions from the centre
of the town.

Light hundred ycars ago a bishop a good six [eel high made lis
appearance in history. He was called Absalon and built for himself a
castle on the Sound al a place where only few houses lay inconspicu-
ously, although the place had been endowed by Nature with a splen-
did harbour, strategically situated for both war and world trade. The
bishop and his castle were such prominent features in the landscape









Naturligvis har en sddan by sine kunstnere, der bor som spurve
under tagene. Ofte kan tallerkenen vare tom i sddanne reder, men
motiver mangler man aldrig. Man behever blot at stikke hovedet ud
af vinduet om morgenen, si er de der. Og jo tiere kunstnerne géar ud
i byen, jo mere overbevist bliver de om, at den by bliver de aldrig
ferdige med, og derfor kan de blive haengende en hel menneskealder
under de samme tage. selv om de ved, at der ogsa er en verden uden
for Kebenhavn.

A town of this kind naturally has its artists, who dwell under the
roofs like sparrows. Plales can often be empty in such nests, but there
is never a lack of subjects. One only nced put « head out of the
window in the morning and there they are. The more often the artists
go oul into the town, the more convinced they become that it is a lown
they will never be finished with. They thus feel they can remain for
a generation under the same roof, even though there is also a world
outside Copenhagen.
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Det hander, at dissc forevigere af Kebenhavns yndigheder i den
grad henrives af det darende objekt, at dc ganske glemmer at gere
noget ved deres eget udseende. Men nar det kommer til stykket, kan
cn sddan forglemmelse kun bidrage til at gere gadcbilledet yderligerc
koloristisk. Det brogede typegalleri spiller dog en vasentlig rolle for
enhver gadc; husene er langt fra alt, selv om de nogle steder kan
puste sig op til at veere nok sd pompesc.

P& den anden side af dennc statelige bro ligger nogle af de husc,
som har pustet sig mest op — og ikke uden grund.

Der har nemlig regeringen til huse. Onde tunger siger, at spiret
pa dette palads ligner e¢n kransckage, sat op som det er i etager med
gyldne kroner i overflod. Andre kalder det rent ud udemokratisk,
men det turde dog vare noget vrevl, eftersom det er manden pa
gaden. som har storst [ornejelsc af kransekagen: udsigten til den er
hans og hans alene. Smagen kan vel diskuteres, men da vi nedig
skulle blive hangende i diskussion, er det meget heldigt. at opsatsen
ikke er kommet med pa tegningen.

It is maintained that these immortalisers of Copenhagen’s charms
are so enraptured by their mistress that they forget to do anything
about their own appearance; but anyway an omission of this kind
only helps to add more colour to the scene. ‘The motley gallery of
types plays a considerable role for cach street; the houses are far
from being cverything, cven though at some places they puff them-
selves up most pompously.

On the other side of this stalely bridge are some of the houses which
have puffed themselves up most — and not without reason.

For here the government is housed. Lvil tongues say that the spire
on that palace resembles a certain kind of Danish cake, buill as it
is in sloreys with golden crowns in abundance. Others say straight
out that it is undemocratic, but this is all nonsense. for it is the man
in the street who has most pleasure of the cake. the view is his and
his alone. Iis taste is perhaps debatable. but as we have no wish 1o be
involved in an argument it is very fortunate that the top does not
appear in the drawing.






Den mere ydmyge kuppel pd den forreste bygning rummer hvel-
vingen over et kirkerum, som herer til rigsdagsresidensen.

Der er format over dette motiv, som fortaller, at nok er Danmark
ct demokrati, men det er sandelig ogsd et kongerige.

Hvis demokrati betad. at alt skulle rettes af efter regelrette. funk-
tionalistiske linier, s ville en bytur virke utidigt befordrende for sev-
nigheden. Men i Kebenhavn gaber ingen pd dben gade. De stadige
kontraster udelukker det. Hver gade, som abner sig, har sine narre-
streger for. Dette kig ned gennem streget lader en renaissancegard
fra 1616 terne sammen med en barberet marmorfacade i pakkasse-
stil, en kollision, der er sundt humer i. Linierne brydes si levende i
dette perspektiv, at man aldrig kunnc forveksle denne gade med
nogen anden. Det er ikke svart at finde rundt i den gamle by. nar
man blot een gang har varet eventyret igennem. Der er et vld af
uforglemmeligheder at tage bestik efter ved gensynet.

Vil man finde gamle huse fra tidligere drhundreder, er man lojer-
ligt nok heldigst, hvis man som akse for sine ekspeditioner bruger
byens mondzne strag. hvor chike kebenhavnerinder promenerer i de

‘The more humble dome on the foremost building covers the vault-
ing over a church velonging to the parliamentary building.

There is grandeur over this motive and it tells us that cven though
Denmark is a democracy it certainly is a kingdom as well.

If democracy meant that everything should be arranged on regular,
functionalistic lines, a walk in the city would be a very dull affair
producing undue sleepiness. Bul no onc yawns in the streets of Co-
penhagen; continual contrasts preclude it. Each streel coming into
view has its own tricks. This pecp down the thoroughfare shows a
Renaissance house from 1616 colliding with a smooth marble facade
in severe modern style, a collision containing humorous elements. The
lines of this perspective are broken in such lively fashion that that
street could never be confused with any other. 11 is not difficult to
find one's way round the old town if once the adventure has been
essayed, for there are a number of never-to-be-forgotien fealures by
which to mark one’s way.
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lige sd fortryllende fra bordene pa fortovet under hotellets markise.
Her satte tegneren sig ind [or at nyde en forfriskning, men ollet fik
lov til at dovne, for han opdagede straks, at han sad ved det mest
ideelt placerede tegnebord, han kunne snske sig.

Det kongelige Teater, som tomt og utilnzrmeligt 1& og ventede pa
sasonen, blev behandigt trukket ind under det sommerlige solsejl, og
sa kom smilet.

ing from the tables on the pavement under the hotel awning. The
artist sal himself down here to lake some refreshment, but the beer
was allowed Lo gel flal when he discovered that he was sealed at a
drawing board ideally sited.

The Royal Theatre, emply, unapproachable and awaiting its sea-
son, was skilfully drawn in under the summer awning. Lying coolly
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B yen har adskillige mindre torve, hvor andre vaner ma dyrkes af
mediterende gemytter. Fortovene er brede nok til bohemernes slen-
tren, men vil man sla sig ned, mid man indenders, som regel ad en
trappe nogle trin ned, eller nogle trin op. »Minefeltet« hedder et af
disse kvarterer, hvor kunstnerknejper og andre smabeveartninger lok-
ker den, der har for god tid — om lediggangen sa er frivillig eller
patvungen. Fra »Minefeltet« er omstdende skitse hentet. Si tilfor-
ladelig kan facaden vare i dette kvarter, hvis egenavn er et fare-
signal, sa arkitcktonisk interessant. Er der ikke noget jomfrueligt over
disse smalle ejendomme? Den ubererte finhed i linierne gor dem til
er fund for den, der seger skenhed 1 »Mincfeltet«.

Ikke blot an face reber gamle huse uforgangelig ynde. Kan de
komme af sted med det pa et hjerne, stikker de frejdigt profilen frem.
Omkring dette hjerne drejer vi ind pa et torv, som er opkaldt efter
grabredremunkene, der for reformationen havde deres virke her i et
wrvardigt kloster. Vi nzrmer os med andre ord »hellig grund«

T/ze town has many smaller squares where other habits must be
cultivated. The pavements are broad enough for a Bohemian saunter,
but if you wish to settle down you must go indoors, usually by way
of a few sicps up or down. One of these quarters is called »The Mine-
[ield«. Here artists’ taverns and other small bars tempt those who
have good time — whether idleness is voluntary or compulsory. 'This
almost trim motive derives from »'[he Minefield« depicted p. 25. The
facade of this quarter whose nickname is a warning signal, appears
so trustworthy, so architecturally interesting. There is, we feel, some-
thing virginal about these slender houses. The unaffected delicacy of
line causes them to be a find for those secking beauty in »The Mine-
field«. Not only to the front do the old houses disclose an unperishable
grace. If they can they boldly reveal their profile at a corner. Round
this turn we come to a square which is called after the Grey Friars
who before the Reformation occupied a venerable monastery here.
In other words we are approaching »holy ground«.

26
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fem minutter med at gorc mere ved det hus. Det er hendes vindue
der pa anden sal. nummer et eller andet fra hjernct. og hun ville
meget gerne have lejlighed til at g& op og rette lidt ved gardinernc.

Og vak var hun ...

Cyklepigen —

»Du,« siger den ene til den anden. Og andct behover han ikke at
sige.

Hun er yndig.

Hun er et digt. det kun er muligt at fange rytmen i. Ordene smut-
window on the second floor, the third one from the corner, and she
would very much like to go up and arrange the curtains a little.

And of [ she goes . ..

The girl cyclist —

" Just look™, says the one to the other — he need say no more.

She is lovely.

She is a poem, the rhythm is perceived but words fail one. She can
al most be reflected by fleeting metaphors: harbinger of spring, —
passing summer — snow flake. All kinds of wheather suit her, sunshine
and mind perhaps best.

32






ter. Hejst kan hun spcjles i {lygtige metaforer. Fordrsbebuder — fly-
vende sommer — snefnug. Al slags vejr kleder hende, solskin og
bleest maske aller mest fortryllende.

Hun er poesien i den prosaiske trafik. et trestende paradoks.

Biskop Absalon er sldet ud som vartegn for Kebenhavn, slaet ud
af den altid oplagte slerhale — cyklepigen!

Der bestilles noget i Kebenhavn. Byen er ikke kommet sovende til
sin vackst. Fal pulsen, hvor dens rytme er lettest at konstatere. Vester-
brogade er ikke til at tage fejl af. Den er her tegnet fra ct hejt stade
pa Vesterbros Torv, og tegningen kan ikke gores om. Den er uerstat-
telig. Det heje stade var en bunker. som nu er [jernet.

For alle andre synsvinkler end lige nctop denne er fjernelsen af
bunkeren dog kun en gevinst.

She is poetry amidst prosaic traffic. « comforting paradox.

Bishop Absalon is dethroned as Copenhagen’s emblem, deposed by
the gay girl cyclist!

Things are done in Copenhagen: the town did not reach its pre-
sent size by doing nothing. Feel its pulse where the rhythm is most
casily distinguishable. There is no mistake about Uesterbrogade. It
is drawn here from an elevated position at Uesterbros Torv and the
sketch cannot be repeated. 1t is irreplacable. This elevated position
was an air raid shelter that hes now been removed.

However, the removal of the shelter is a gain from cvery other
points of view.
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Ogsz’i denne skitse er hentet fra et al byens travle kvarterer, her
foregar blot den vasentligste del af trafiken i en anden slags gader
end dem, der skarer sig ind mellem huse, her er travlhed i skjulte
gader og straeder mellem reoler. Vi stir ved indgangen til videnska-
bens rige, hvor Minervas senner og detre kamper om musernes krans
— og hejerc embeder. Spraenglarde professorer agerer bdde vejviserc
og politibetjente i denne dybsindige labyrint af kringelkroge. Og hos
antikvarerne, der har vinduer i husene ud til de dbne straxzder i dette
latinerkvarter, indtager klassiske varker haderspladsen. 1 dissc
kuriese boglader er der fund at gere for samlere. som kommer pa
trck fra alle egne af Danmark og kloden.

leis drawing also depicts one of the busy quarters of the town.
though here the main traffic goes through a kind of street different
to those winding between houses. It is busy in the streets and alleys
between bookshelves. We siand at the entrance to the kingdom of
science, where the sons and daughters of Minerva compete for the
wreathes of the Muses — and the belter jobs. Professors bristling
with knowledge act as guides and policemen in this profound laby-
rinth of odd corners. And in the windows of the second-hand book-
shops looking out to the street of this Latin quarter classical works
are given pride of place. There are finds for collectors in these curious
bookshops; for this purpose people come from all over Denmark and
the world.
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Naturligvis herer H. C. Andersens eventyr til de beger, som er
hejst 1 kurs, nar de dukker op pa markedet i originaludgave, og det
sker tiest i Kebenhavn, hvor han stred sig frem til beremmelsen, forst
som grim alling ved baletten, hvor det aldrig lykkedes ham at blive
svane, og siden 1 sit rette element som digter. Inde i den gamle slots-
have sidder han nu som ofte bekranset statue i1 en valdig armstol og
fortzller. Tegningen viser den udsigt. han har. Han kigger lige ud
ad en gammel allé og kan for enden af den fryde sig over to tarne,
som hver for sig har usadvanlige ting at fortalle, sd selv en eventyr-
digter bliver stille og lytter. Rundetarn, som er forsynet med observa-
torium 1 toppen. har en snejlegang op gennem tromlen i stedct for
trapper, og da czar Peter den Store en dag kom pd beseg, red han
hele vejen op til toppen. men ikke nok med det: hans gemalinde
fulgte eflter i karet med fire heste for! — Det fjernere tirn, som herer
til domkirken, har faet skudt spiret al i ufredsdir, men det gyldne
kors, som i stedet for er sat derop, lyser om aftenen fred over tagene.
eventyrligt belyst af projekterer i morket.

Hans Andersen’s fairy tales are naturally amongst the [irst editions
most in demand; they are found mainly in Copenhagen where he
struggled to fame, [irst as an ugly duckling with the ballet, never suc-
ceeding in becoming a swan, and later in his right clement as a poel.
He now sits in the Castle park as a frequentlly-garlanded statue in
a huge arm chair, telling his stories. The drawing shows the view he
enjoys. He looks straight down on al old avenue, at the end of which
he sees two towers. cach of which has unusual things lo relate, so
that even a teller of fairy tales must remain silent and listen. The
Round Tower, which has an observalory at its lop, has a sloping ramp
to the top instead of stairs, and when Peler the Greal visited il one
day he rode the whole way up, but this was not all: his wife followed
him in a coach and four! The further tower. which belongs to the
Cathedral, has had ils spire shot off during times of war, bul the
golden cross sel up instead shines forth a blessing over the roofs in
the evening. being floodlit after dark.
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Amalicnborg er ikke ¢t ensomt beliggende slot, man kerer op til.
Der er ingen allé at felge og ingen gitterport, som standser den be-
segende pd halvvejen. Uantastet svinger man ind pd slotspladsen.
som narmest ma siges at ligge i et gadekryds i havnekvarteret. De
fire hjerneejendomme er si rykket ct passende stykke baglens og
drejet en kvart omgang med front mod centrum. Hvilke bygninger og
hvilket centrum! — Der knejser byens praegtigste rytterstatue, som en
lidenskabeligt skenhedsdyrkende professor fra det gamle latinerkvar-
ter métte hilse @rbedigt mindst en gang om dagen, indtil han forlod
sin eiskcde by for bestandig. »Det skylder man sig selv,« sagde han
om det daglige beseg hos slotspladsens undervaerk. Og han var endda
ikke blind for cyklepigens vidunderlighed.

Amalit'nb()rg is nol a lonely castle one drives up to. There is no
avenue 1o follow, no iron gale to bar a visitor half way. Unschecked
one swings inlo the Palace Square, which can almost be said to lie at
a cross roads in the harbour quarter. The four corner buildings are
then pushed backwards a suitable distance and turned round a quarier
of the way lo [ace the centre. What buildings and what a centre!
Here we have the town’s most magnificent equestrian statue, which a
passionate lover of beauty, a professor from the old Latin Quarter,
daily [elt impelled (o salute deferentially until he left his beloved
city for cver. "We owe il to ourselves™, he said. Yet he was not blind
(o the beauty of the cycling girls.
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I Amalienborgs narhed strackker Langelinies promenade sig langs
havnens blinkende vand. Ingen steder forelsker man sig som der, hvor
parrene pd de betanksomt opstillede banke har udsigt til silhouetten
af en tre-fire arhundreder gammel trakran, som siges at hejse minen
op, ndr den skal vaere mest romantisk ... Her mi man hen og sver-
me. »Det skylder man sig selv,« siger de unge.

I n the neighbourhood of Amalienborg the promenade of Langelinic
stretches alongside the sparkling water of the harbour. At no other
place does one so fall in love; couples on the thoughtfully-arranged
benches have a vicw of the silhouelte of an old wooden crane, 3-400
years old, which is said to hoist the moon up when it is at its most
romanlic . ..

One must go there and flirt. "We owe it to oursclves”, say the
young.

44
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Men i Kongens Kebenhavn kan man ogsa {4 en dyr aften ud afl det
ndr man er to og ikke vil tage til takke med méineskin over skval-
pende havnevand. Der er tusinde steder at kere hen i broget lampe-
lys ...

Og pa vejen hjem kan man kebe den friske morgenavis, det lorste
varsel om den nye dag. Se nedenfor hvem der szlger den . ..

Studenten med den hvide hue. Han tjener til studierne som avis-
mand om natten. Mere hajtideligt tager man ikke sig selv i det glade
Kebenhavn! —

Bul one can have an expensive cvening in Royal Copenhagen if
there are two of you and you are nol conlent with moonshine over
rippling harbour water. There are thousands of places to drive Lo in
motley lamplight . . .

And on the way home the fresh morning paper can be bought: look
down the page and sce who is selling it . ..

The student with the white cap. He is paying for his studies by
being a newspaper boy al night. We are unceremonious in happy
Copenhagen.







