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Chapter1i

Ten months earlier

It was Tuesday afternoon. That meant politics. It was their first
lesson with Herr Wiirfel since the Christmas break and he was in full
flow, reading a speech by General Secretary Honecker.

Alex Ostermann noticed his reflection in the classroom window
next to his desk. My God, he looked bored. He tried to rearrange his
features into one of earnest appreciation. He also noted, with some
satisfaction, how long his hair had grown. Well over his ears and
down on to his collar. He wondered how much longer he could grow
it before Herr Roth, the school Principal, wrote to his parents to
complain.

Beyond the window the sky was a low blanket of grey, and gusts
of wind blew dead leaves to and fro in the school yard. A cold
draught was seeping in through the ill-fitting window. For now, it
was just enough to keep Alex from nodding off.

Herr Wiirfel was doing his best to keep them interested. He read
Honecker’s speech as though it was Goethe or Shakespeare. Words
flew by: ‘historical mission; ‘class struggle, ‘scientifically founded
goals’; oft-repeated phrases that Alex barely understood.

Alex wished he was at home in his bedroom listening to music or
playing his guitar, even if it was a cheap plastic one from Bulgaria. It
made a loud buzz when you plugged it in and would never stay in tune.
But it was a vaguely similar shape to the guitar he really wanted -
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Capitolul 1

Zece luni mai devreme

Era marti dupa-amiaza. Asta insemna ca aveau ora de politicd. Era
prima lor lectie cu Herr Wiirfel de la vacanta de Craciun, asa ca profesorul
le citea, plin de energie, un discurs al secretarului general Honecker.

Alex Ostermann isi observa reflexia in geamul de langa banca lui.
Doamne, ce plictisit parea! Incerca si-si modifice mimica astfel incat si
exprime o apreciere sincerd. Remarcd, de asemenea, cu oarecare satisfactie,
cat de mult ii crescuse parul. Ti trecuse binisor de urechi, coborand pani
peste guler. Se intrebd cat putea sd-1 mai lase sa creasca pana cand Herr Roth,
directorul scolii, avea si le scrie o mustrare parintilor.

Dincolo de fereastra, cerul era ca o patura joasa si cenusie de nori, iar
adierea vantului sufla frunzele moarte de colo-colo prin curtea scolii. Prin
geamurile prost facute se strecura un curent de aer rece. Pentru moment,
era suficient ca sa-1 impiedice pe Alex sd atipeasca.

Herr Wiirfel facea tot posibilul sa le mentina viu interesul. Citea
discursul lui Honecker de parca ar fi fost scris de Goethe sau de
Shakespeare. Cuvintele zburau pe langa el: ,misiune istorica® ,lupta
de clasa® ,teluri fundamentate stiintific“; sloganuri curente, pe care Alex
abia daca le intelegea.

Bdiatul isi dorea sa fi fost acasd, in dormitorul lui, ascultind muzici
sau cantand la chitard, chiar dacd era una ieftina, de plastic, din Bulgaria.
Scotea un bazait zgomotos cand o bdga in prizd si nu era niciodata
acordatd. Dar semana putin ca forma cu cea pe care si-o dorea de fapt —
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abeautifulinstroment of wire, wood and mother of pearl, the Gibson
Les Paul. They were made in Kalamazoo, Michigan, wherever that was.
Alex had learned this from a smuggled guitar catalogue which hed
pored over as keenly as other boys in the school had ogled that porn
magazine Nadel’s cousin had sneaked in to him from West Germany.

Alex’s politics lesson had become a noise in the background, like
the hum of fluorescent-tube lighting.

The noise stopped. You always noticed a noise when it stopped.

‘Ostermann, what did I just say?” said Herr Wiirfel.

Alex hadn’t got a clue.

‘T'm sorry, sir; he said. ‘For a moment there I lost your thread’

The rest of the class sniggered. Wiirfel turned to Nadel. ‘General
Secretary Honecker, sir, he said the wisdom of the working class
informs the directives of the Socialist Unity Party’

Wiirfel smiled proudly. Nadel was one of his star pupils. He was
lined up as a possible candidate for the Stasi — the Ministry of State
Security. You couldn’t apply for a position there. Wirtel had put
Nadel’s name forward only last week. He hoped the recent incident
with the pornographic magazine would be overlooked. After all,
there were worse things than looking at naked women.

‘Ostermann, sighed Wiirfel, ‘are we boring you? Perhaps you
would like to remind us of the significance of the symbols on our
national flag?’

Alex could have reeled them off in his sleep. He sat up and tried to
sound enthusiastic. “The hammer represents the workers, Herr
Wiirfel, the wheat garland, the peasant farmers, and the compass, the
intelligentsia.

‘And which are you?” smirked Wiirfel. ‘T don't see a guitar on the flag’

The class laughed sycophantically. Alex laughed too. He wasn't
going to let Wiirfel make him feel small.

Wiirfel sighed and turned to the class. ‘Now, who can tell me why
the Deutsche Demokratische Republik has need for only one
political party?’

o minune de sairmd, lemn si sidef, de la Gibson, modelul Les Paul. Se
faceau in Kalamazoo, Michigan, la dracu-n praznic. Alex aflase lucrul asta
dintr-un catalog cu chitare de care facuse rost pe sub méana si pe care il
rasfoise la fel de avid cum se zgaiau alti baieti de la scoald la revista porno
pe care o adusese pe furis din Germania de Vest varul lui Nadel.

Lectia de politica a lui Alex devenise zgomot de fundal, ca bazaitul
becurilor cu neon.

Zgomotul incetd. Intotdeauna sesizezi un zgomot atunci cand
inceteaza.

— Ostermann, ce-am spus? intreba Herr Wiirfel.

Alex habar n-avea.

— Imi cer scuze, domnule, rispunse el. Am pierdut sirul pentru o clipa.

Restul clasei chicoti pe infundate. Wiirfel se intoarse spre Nadel.

— Secretarul general Honecker a spus cd intelepciunea clasei
muncitoare inspira directivele Partidului Unitatii Socialiste.

Wiirfel zambi méandru. Nadel era unul dintre cei mai buni elevi ai sii.
Era pe lista cu posibili candidati pentru Stasi — Ministerul Securitatii
Statului. Nu puteai sd concurezi singur pentru un post acolo. Wiirfel il
recomandase pe Nadel chiar sdptaména trecuta. Spera ca recentul incident
cu revista pornografica sa fie trecut cu vederea. Pana la urma, erau si
lucruri mai rele pe lumea asta decat sa te uiti la femei dezbracate.

— Ostermann, ofta Wiirfel, te plictisim? Poate ai vrea sd ne reamintesti
semnificatia simbolurilor de pe drapelul national.

Alex putea sd le recite si-n somn. Se indrepta de spate si incerca sa pari
entuziasmat.

-— Ciocanul ii reprezinta pe muncitori, Herr Wiirfel. Ghirlanda de
grau, pe tdranii agricultori, iar busola, elita intelectuala.

— Si tu din care faci parte? ranji Wiirfel. Nu védd nicio chitara pe drapel.

Colegii lui rasera, lingusitori. Réase si Alex. N-avea de gand sa-1 lase pe
Wiirfel sa-si bata joc de el.

Wiirfel ofta si se intoarse spre clasa.

— Cine poate sa-mi spuna de ce Republica Democrata Germani are
nevoie de un singur partid politic?
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A forest of hands shot.up and he pointed to a girl near the front.
‘Because the working classis in power there is no social or political
basis for opposition, she answered faultlessly.

As the class finished Wiirfel put on a record for them to listen
to - a collection of marching tunes by the Band of the Ministry of
State Security. Alex caught a glimpse of the record sleeve. It was the
sort of sickly pastel blue you saw on most Trabant motor cars and
district council railings and doors. The band stood stiff and formal
on the cover photograph. This is the music I'll have to play if [ go to
Hell, he thought.

Alex had always gone to school on his bike but recently he had
decided to walk. A new student in his class had caught his eye - a
small, dark-haired girl called Sophie Kirsch. He knew she lived
nearby and also walked to school. Alex kept hoping they would meet
up.

On the way home that afternoon, he got lucky. ‘Hey, Alex, he
heard a voice behind him. “Wait for me!” They fell into step.

Sophie broke the awkward silence.

‘Herr Wiirfel tried to make you look silly! Well, he didn't
succeed!

Alex blushed with embarrassment. ‘I think I'm quite a
disappointment to him, he laughed.

‘And a disappointment to us all, she said with a wink. She
dropped her voice to a whisper and began to mimic their teacher.
‘How could you not be interested in the scientifically founded goals
of the Socialist Unity Party? I think of nothing else’

Alex laughed. He was flattered at how indiscreet she was being
with him. He usually only had conversations like this with his sister
or his best friends.

He searched for something to say. ‘How do you like Berlin?” She
had appeared in his class shortly before the Christmas break. Hed
heard her family had moved from Magdeburg.
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O multime de maini tagnira in aer, iar Wiirfel arita cu degetul spre o
fata din primele randuri.

— Pentru cé la putere se afld clasa muncitoare, nu existd nicio baza
sociald sau politica pentru existenta opozitiei, raspunse ea, fara cusur.

Sper finalul lectiei, Wiirfel le puse un disc pe care sa-l asculte - erau
niste marsuri interpretate de Orchestra Ministerului Securitatii Statului.
Alex zéri coperta albumului. Avea acelasi albastru bolnévicios, sters, pe
care il vedeai pe aproape toate Trabanturile, balustradele si usile consiliilor
locale. In fotografia de pe coperta, cei din orchestrd aveau o pozitie
teapdnd, ceremonioasa. ,Asta e muzica pe care o sa trebuiasca s-o cant
daca ajung in Jad", se gandi Alex.

Alex mergea intotdeauna cu bicicleta la scoald, dar de curand hotarase
sd meargd pe jos. li atrisese atentia o noua colegd de clasd - o fatd micuta,
bruneta, pe nume Sophie Kirsch. Stia ca locuieste in apropiere si ca-i place
sa mearga pe jos la scoald. Alex spera sd o intalneascd pe drum.

In dupid-amiaza aceea, in drum spre casd, avu noroc.

— Hei, Alex, auzi o voce in spatele lui. Asteapta-ma!

Sophie il prinse din urma.

— Herr Wiirfel a incercat sa te faca de ras! zise ea, intrerupand tacerea
stanjenitoare. Ce sd zic, nu i-a mers.

— Cred ca sunt o mare dezamagire pentru el, rase Alex si se imbujora,
stanjenit.

— Pentru noi toti, spuse ea, facindu-i cu ochiul.

Fata isi cobori vocea si incepu sd-si imite profesorul in soapta:

— Cum sa nu fii interesat de telurile fundamentate stiintific ale
Partidului Unitatii Socialiste? Eu numai la asta ma gandesc.

Alex rase. Era mdgulit ca Sophie ii vorbea atat de franc. De obicei avea
astfel de conversatii doar cu sora lui sau prietenii cei mai buni.

Incercd s giseasca ceva de spus.

— Iti place Berlinul?

Sophie venise la ei in clasa cu putin timp inainte de vacanta de Criciun.
Alex auzise cd familia ei se mutase aici din Magdeburg.
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‘I'm glad to be here, Lsuppase, she said. ‘Magdeburg was bombed
to bits by the British in"the war. A lot of it is still wasteland. Even
more than Berlin - but there’s so much more of the city here you
don’t notice it so much!

Alex asked why theyd moved.

‘My parents both teach at Humboldt-Universitdt. Politics. Like
Herr Wirfel! T think they would get on very well. And my
grandmother lives here. They wanted to be closer to her now she’s
getting older, to help my Auntie Rosemarie with looking after her’

She paused and said, ‘I quite like Berlin really, but it’s odd being
in a new town with none of your old friends around you!

They started to talk about music. Sophie played the cello and had
recently joined the school orchestra. ‘Maybe I'll make some friends
there, she said. She told him she enjoyed playing the music they
performed, especially the German composers — Bach, Mozart. ‘It’s
all so elegant. It fits together so beautifully. We're good at that, aren’t
we, she said. Then she lowered her voice. ‘But I like rock music too’

‘Now that we’re not so good at, laughed Alex. ‘But I'm trying. I
play guitar a bit with my friends’

She laughed, but neither of them felt it wise to say any more. They
were discouraged from listening to Western rock music, let alone
playing it. Alex was secretly thrilled that she had talked to him about
it.

As they turned into Treptower Park on their journey home,
Sophie stopped to pet a pair of horses harnessed to a wooden coal
wagon. On an impulse, Alex said, ‘Here, come and look at this. He
took her to the vast Soviet war memorial at the heart of the park and
pointed to one of the stone friezes.

A squad of Soviet soldiers, all wearing combat medals, were lined
up in a ceremonial parade. One of them was kneeling before the
Soviet flag, which he was holding up to kiss.

‘Look, whispered Alex, pointing for Sophie to see. ‘He looks like
he’s blowing his nose on it/
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— Md bucur ca sunt aici, cred, spuse ea. Magdeburg a fost bombardat
de britanici in rdzboi, aproape l-au distrus. O mare parte din oras ¢ inci
in ruina. Chiar mai mult decat Berlinul - dar aici au ramas mai multe
locuri neatinse, asa ca nu se vede atit de bine.

Alex o intrebd de ce s-au mutat.

— Parintii mei sunt profesori la Humboldt-Universitit. Predau politici.
La fel ca Herr Wiirfel! Cred ca s-ar intelege foarte bine. Si aici locuieste si
bunica mea. Au vrut sa fie mai aproape de ea acum cd imbatraneste, ca s-0
ajute pe matusa Rosemarie sd aiba grija de ea. Imi place Berlinul, sincer, dar
e ciudat sd fii intr-un oras nou, fira prieteni, adduga ea dupa o clipa.

Incepuri si vorbeasca despre muzica. Sophie canta la violoncel si se
aldturase de curand orchestrei scolii.

— Poate c-0 sd-mi fac niste prieteni acolo, spuse ea.

Ii dezvilui cd 1i plicea repertoriul scolii, mai ales piesele compozitorilor
germani: Bach, Mozart.

— E o muzica foarte elegantd. $i foarte armonioasa. Ne pricepem la
asta, nu-i aga? spuse Sophie. Dar imi place si muzica rock, adiuga ea,
coborandu-si vocea.

— Eh, la asta nu mai suntem asa buni, rase Alex. Dar eu m straduiesc.
Céant un pic la chitara cu prietenii mei.

Sophie rase, dar niciunuia nu i se paru intelept sa continue discutia.
Tinerii erau descurajati sd asculte muzicd rock occidentald, daramite s-o mai
si cante. Alex se bucura in sinea lui ci Sophie ii vorbise despre asta.

Cand intrard in Parcul Treptower, in drumul lor spre casi, fata se opri
sd mangaie doi cai inhdmati la un vagon de lemn care ducea carbuni.

— Hai sa-ti arat ceva! ii spuse Alex deodata.

O duse la monumentul imens din centrul parcului, ridicat in amintirea
razboiului sovietic, si ii aratd una dintre frizele de piatra.

Un detasament de soldati sovietici, purtind cu totii medalii, stiteau
aliniati pentru o paradd. Unul dintre ei ingenunchease in fata steagului
sovietic, pe care il ridica sa-1 sirute.

— Uite, sopti Alex, aratandu-i-1 cu degetul lui Sophie. Arata de parci
si-ar sufla nasul in steag.
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She burst out laughing, thén Alex felt her hand on his shoulder.
‘Wed better go, she said, eyeing up the Soviet guard at the far side of
the aisle, ‘before Ivan there gives us a jab with his bayonet!

As they walked home, Alex said, ‘My grandma’s always hated that
memorial. She says the whole thing is a great big “sod oft” from the
Soviets to the people of Berlin. It says: “We are your conquerors.
Behold our magnificence.”

Sophie gasped. ‘Your granny said that?’

‘In so many words, said Alex. ‘She’s not very keen on the
Russians.

Sophie sensed his reluctance to say more. She respected it. You
never knew, even with friends, what would get reported back. But
she liked the way he had confided in her.

T suppose someone’s got to protect us from the Yanks, she said.
‘Keep us safe from rock music and a decent pair of jeans’

Alex felt he could trust Sophie Kirsch. He was sure she wasn't just
playing along, trying to trick him into saying things that would get
him into trouble with the Stasi.

The sun was going down now and a winter chill was biting
through their coats. Alex said, “‘Wed better get home before it rains’

When they reached her apartment, she said, “You know Emmy in
our class?” Alex nodded. ‘She’s asked me to her party a week on
Friday. Are you going too? It’s over on Greifswalder Strasse, wherever
that is’

“Yeah, she asked me, he said, trying to sound nonchalant. He had
heard girls were put off if you seemed too keen. Alex sensed his heart
beating a little faster. ‘Shall I come round and collect you?" he asked.

‘Yes please. It'll be nice to have someone to go with. Come at
about seven? You can meet my mother and father too. That will be a
treat for you both!”

Before he could answer, shed gone.

Ea izbucni in ras si isi puse mana pe umarul lui.
— Ar fi bine sa plecim, spuse ea, uitdndu-se la paznicul din capatul

aleii. Pand nu ne impunge Ivan de colo cu baioneta lui.

In drum spre casa, Alex zise:
— Bunica-mea a urit dintotdeauna monumentul ila. Zice ci e 0 mare

ofensa din partea sovieticilor la adresa oamenilor din Berlin. Parca spune:
.Noi suntem cuceritorii vostri. Priviti-ne maretia.“

Lui Sophie i se taie respiratia.

— Bunica ta a spus asta?

— Fix aga, raspunse Alex. Nu prea ii plac rusii.

Sophie simti cd ezita sa-i spund mai multe si ii respectd decizia. Nu

stiai niciodata, nici macar cind erai intre prieteni, ce putea sa ajunga la
urechile autoritatilor. Dar ii placea ca Alex avusese incredere in ea.

— Banuiesc ca tot trebuie sa ne apere cineva de americani, zise ea. S3

ne fereasca de muzica rock si de o pereche decenta de blugi.

Alex simtea cd poate sa aiba incredere in Sophie Kirsch. Era sigur ci

nu se prefacea ca sd-l pacdleasca sa spuna lucruri care-i puteau crea
necazuri cu Stasi.

Soarele apunea, iar gerul incepea sa se faca simtit prin hainele lor de iarna.
— Ar fi bine s-ajungem acasa inainte sd inceapa sa ploua, spuse Alex.
Cand ajunsera in dreptul apartamentului ei, Sophie zise:

— O stii pe Emmy, de la noi din clasa?

Alex incuviinta din cap.

— M-a invitat ]a petrecerea ei de vineri intr-o saptamana. Vii si tu? Sta

pe Greifswalder Strasse, unde-o mai fi si asta.

— Da, m-a invitat si pe mine, zise Alex, incercand sa para nonsalant.
Auzise el undeva ca fetele isi pierd interesul daca te vad prea dornic.

Simti cum inima ii batea un pic mai repede.

— Vin sd te iau? intrebd el.
— Da, te rog. Mi-ar plicea sa merg cu cineva. Vii pe la sapte? Poti

sa-i cunosti si pe mama si tata. Ce s mai, o sa fie distractiv pentru toata
lumea! '

Pana sa-i raspunda Alex, fata disparuse deja.



