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The Schwabinggrad Ballett was founded in 2000 at an antiracist No Border-camp. The group developed a flexible performing strategy, with which it wants to create confusion, to break up old forms, to politicize and reactivate. The Schwabinggrad Ballett (which in its name combines the memory of the nazi’s worst defeat and the first innocent bohemian riots of street musicians in this land) is an open collective and understands itself as part of a network, which among other activities runs the Buttclub in Hamburg, which in turn organizes discussions, readings, exhibitions, concerts and reading groups. 

Christoph Twickel:

“In summer 2002, I went to the Strasbourg border camp with the Schwabinggrad Ballett (1). On the cities’ places and bridges, we performed an amateur theatre piece titled “Hellenen Raus!” [“Hellens out!”] (see track 15). It was a tent camp full of No Border-activists, most of which were vegans complete with “sausage heads”, as we used to call their dreadlocks with a disgust that may not have been correct, but then it wasn’t completely unjustified. After the day and the demo were done, the Schwabinggrad Ballett put on their performance. As they were intoning “Modern World”, an old song by Munich-based band FSK, the musicians had to face insurrection from the audience. The chorus of the song goes “We say yes to the modern world!” – and as you may imagine this did not go down well with the sausage heads. “Booh! Stop it! The modern world sucks!” This was to be expected, and that’s what I liked about the Schwabinggrad Ballett. Anyone can play on demos, and all the major german-singing indie bands have done that: Die Sterne, Tocotronic, Blumfeld… and who’s to know, maybe we’ll soon have Silbermond [one of the most shallow german singing bands there ever was - the translator] opening the traditional May demonstrations in Berlin. But to stand up in the face of those sausage heads and to say “yes” to the modern world (and to sing it engrossing harmonies!) – that’s really something. 

So take notes, you music journos (you may copy this for free): “The Schwabinggrad Ballett is a mobile task force comprised of musicians and non-musicians, political activists and artists which has arisen from a debating club in Hamburg called the Buttclub. 

+++++

It is a band for anticyclical processions in support of anarchic and subversive actions.” An example: At the end of 2002, we marched through the pedestrian zone of Hamburg disguised as bunnies and astronauts, intoning “Geiz ist geil” [“Stinginess is beautiful!”, the slogan of one of Germanys largest chain for electronic equipment] in order to support the revival of the city’s retail trade. After 45 minutes, the police banned the procession from the inner city. The Schwabinggrad Ballett have often been called “pop leftists” by the others (those who are always shouting: “Our answer is resistance!” Now what kind of answer is that?), because it wanted to cause confusion. 

I was certain that the Schwabinggrad Ballett resisted the band format and its marketing-treadmill. Accordion, timpani, shopping carts, brass – the instrumentation shows that the concept of the Ballett came from the marching bands (see track 12). Instead of a lead singer, there were hoarse choirs, and instead of “discourse pop”, Dadaistic agitprop was to be at the core of this gang. Producing records, writing info sheets, setting up promotion, embarking on a concert tour, saying in interviews “This album is our most political up until now”? I’m getting sick! 

Shortly after we had successfully torpedoed Hamburg’s application for the Olympic games with the help of our superheroine “SuperNOlympia”, the Schwabinggrad Ballett entered its “living, working and making music together”-phase. Of course, this was only a temporary thing, nothing like Can or Ton Steine Scherben. It was more an experiment, a few weeks of communal living, of giving way to the coquetry, which the title of track no. 10 describes so aptly [“It’s painful to realize that even in a liberated society I will probably always belong to a minority”]. Free Jazz, chair improves, free spirits, eating "legumes de saison", taking drugs and playing table tennis. The wendic neighbour liked it as little as the Strasbourg sausage heads (see track 16 [“Poor philistine, she does not want to understand.”]), but it welded together the Schwabinggrad Ballett. So in spite of it all, they have finally become something like a band. And they’re even releasing an album. Sharpen your pencil, music scrivener:

“An incredible record. Seventeen killertracks between caterwauling and “the collective”. Seventeen sips of musical rotgut between punk and Penderecki. Seventeen pieces of adutainment between the critical mass and massive criticism. Really difficult and really beautiful.” 

And within the beauty lies failure. Bambule (2) has gone and a new crowd has taken over the Buttclub. Some have moved to Berlin, others became parents, some got a new job – so it goes. 'I'm under control of a mighty force / a strange oppression talking me down / taking me places'. Man, it is true. Today it would be just normal if 1000 heavily protected police pigs would drive a dozen musically inclined bunnies out of the city. No one would say anything. Except the Schwabinggrad Ballett: “I do not see the record as the end of a political project.” Which is exactly what I want to see. I will wait for it. Create one, two, many Schwabinggrad Balletts! Or shall it go on like this forever? 

Footnotes: 

(1) Annual required course for radical lefties against worldwide border regimes. Takes place in a different location each year. 

(2) A mobile commune in Hamburg’s Karo quarter. The eviction of its inhabitants by the state in the winter of 2002 led to protests which lasted for months. 

track listing:

01. Under Control

02. Herdentrieb & Hospitalismus

03. Trashcan

04. ICE Bertolt Brecht (ab)

05. Tryptichon Mitte

06. Wenn's anfängt durch die Decke zu tropen

07. Geliebte Viecher in the night

08. Quadratmühle

09. Lied über den Selbstmord

10. So sehr der Gedanke auch schmerzt, will es mir doch leider so

scheinen, als ob ich auch in einer befreiten Gesellschaft immer zu einer

Minderheit gehören würde 11. 65 Sekunden Hauptbahnhof 12. Trauma

Troopers 13. Moderne Welt 14. Zara 15. Lied der Baumwollpflücker 16.

Arme Banausin, sie will nicht begreifen 17. ICE Bertolt Brecht (an)

