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			With great admiration for all “military brats,” who serve as surely as their parents do.

			And, as always, for Peter and Megan, who embody all that is wondrous and poetic in free thought.

	
			It is only when you meet someone of a different culture from yourself that you begin to realize what your own beliefs really are.

			—George Orwell, author of Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four
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			WALLS

			Berlin is . . . a showcase of liberty . . . 

			an island of freedom in a Communist sea . . . 

			a beacon of hope behind the Iron Curtain.

			—John F. Kennedy

			Berlin is the testicle of the West. 

			When I want the West to scream, 

			I squeeze on Berlin.

			—Nikita Khrushchev
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			CHAPTER ONE

			AUGUST
 1960

			Standing in the doorway, Drew hesitated, his freckles burning crimson like a thousand flares of anxiety. Any minute, his red hair might burst into flames.

			Snap out of it, man, he reprimanded himself. You’ve done this before. Five times already in his fifteen-year life—California, New York, Italy, North Carolina, and Virginia. It wasn’t as if he was trying to invade the Soviet Union. All he had to do was walk through this measly door and into a party, introduce himself to a room of strangers, win them over with breezy chitchat and the gutsy bravado and pitch-perfect manners expected of “army brats.” All the while knowing that in two years tops, he’d most likely be pulling up stakes and saying goodbye again.

			No problem.

			“Go on, soldier,” his big sister Joyce nudged him. “Remember what Dad always says?”

			Keeping their voices low, they recited, “To take a wall, you have to march straight and fast to it. He who hesitates . . .”

			“. . . is lost,” whispered their little sister, Linda.

			Drew and Joyce glanced down at the eleven-year-old. She’d barely spoken since they’d crossed the Atlantic Ocean and taken the military duty train through Germany to Berlin. Their family dog, Blarney—Linda’s constant companion and protector—was too old for the voyage and had been left behind in the States. She’d been pretty darn shaky ever since. 

			Joyce kissed the top of Linda’s strawberry-blond head. “Full speed ahead, sweetie,” she chirped.

			But the trio remained frozen.

			Their hosts of this welcome party had left the door open for guests, and the swirl of army folk inside hadn’t yet noticed Drew and his sisters hovering there. A chance for a quick reconnaissance.

			From his family’s prior postings, Drew knew this apartment would be the same layout as their new quarters across the stairwell. He assessed the living room. Yup—pretty much the same army-issued furniture arranged in pretty much the same way, minus his mom’s piano. In the far corner of the living room, his father and the other noncommissioned officers guffawed over some military-blunt joke. Dressed in off-duty polo shirts and crisp-pressed civilian khakis, the men were ringed in pipe smoke and held tumblers full of straight-up, no-nonsense drinks. Drew caught the smell of lasagna baking in the galley kitchen just off the big room. Bowls of Fritos and onion dip, quartered oranges, celery sticks stuffed with Palmetto Cheese, deviled eggs, green bean casserole, and a stack of Rice Krispies treats were already laid out on the dining room’s starched linen tablecloth. Typical potluck welcome-to-post dinner.

			Another “little America” in a foreign land.

			Except this time, they were living a hundred miles behind the Iron Curtain in a divided city—half free, half communist. Being sent to the Cold War’s epicenter—to stand post in a small fort of democracy, outnumbered ten to one, surrounded by Russian-backed East German secret police and Soviet troops—was an assignment that had made Drew’s dad whoop with pride. But this sure wasn’t a place for his kids to screw up.

			As Drew mulled all of this over, Joyce took Linda’s hand and whispered, “Here we go.”

			Squaring his shoulders and sucking in a deep breath, Drew followed and stepped over the threshold.

			[image: ]

			Time for man-to-man introductions. Drew trooped toward the NCOs encircling his dad. But he stopped when he overheard them discussing Francis Gary Powers—the American U-2 pilot who’d been shot down by the Russians while taking photos of them. Drew knew better than to interrupt serious shoptalk.

			“Think he’ll hold up under questioning?” one of the men asked.

			“He better.”

			“How much has this increased tensions here in Berlin?” Drew’s dad asked.

			“A lot.”

			“Khrushchev sure is making hay of capturing one of our guys. Gotta be a dream come true for that KGB bastard.”

			“Yeah. He’s supposed to address the United Nations this fall. Wouldn’t it be tragic if one of those crazy New York cabbies hit him?”

			The men laughed.

			“Drew!” His dad spotted him and waved him over.

			As Drew approached the group, he caught a low wolf whistle coming from down the hall. A-hole, six o’clock. A tall teen Hercules with a fresh buzz cut had just come out of the bathroom and stopped mid-zip, eyeing Joyce.

			Lately, more and more idiots like this guy were ogling his sister. With a pixie cut and enormous blue eyes, she was a redheaded lookalike of Leslie Caron in An American in Paris and seemed to make teenage boys’ knees knock. Drew bristled.

			“Drew, say hello to our host.” Drew’s dad demanded his attention. He’d deal with the a-hole later. With a made-to-order smile, he greeted Sergeant Jones. “Hello, sir,” Drew said, shaking the man’s hand. “Andrew McMahon.”

			“Hear you’ve got a hell of a pitching arm, son,” the sergeant replied.

			“Yes, sir.” Damn straight, Drew wanted to shout. His  high school coach in Virginia had promised he’d start in the lineup this year, even though he was just a sophomore on a state championship team.

			“He’s a southpaw, too,” said Drew’s dad.

			“Excellent!” Sergeant Jones clapped Drew on the back so hard Drew staggered forward. “We’re in need of an ace. Our Little League team just went to the world championships, but the high school–aged players act like chickens in a rainstorm.”

			Traded from state champions to a dodo roster. Grrrreat. Drew simmered. He just loved the army life.

			“Have you met my boy?” Sergeant Jones asked.

			“No, sir.”

			“Bob!” the sergeant roared.

			Of course. It was the wolf-whistling jerk. He took his sweet time sauntering over.

			“Glad to meet you.” Bob friendly punched Drew’s chest. Well, sort of friendly. It actually hurt. Drew felt his freckles roasting again.

			“Paperweight boxing champ in Youth Club,” his father bragged. “Box any, Andrew?”

			“No way,” Drew’s dad answered for him. “Protecting that pitching arm.”

			“Right. Well, Bob can explain what’s happening during the match tonight. One of our own—Eddie Crook—is taking on a guy from Poland. Eddie’s an all-round all-American. He even played quarterback for the Berlin Bears when he was stationed here. So the brigade’s juiced that the Olympics are being broadcast. There’s no way we all could have made it to Rome to see him.”

			With that, the boys were dismissed. They went straight for the Fritos.

			“Don’t worry about having to babysit me during the match, by the way,” said Drew. “I’ll just listen to the commentary.”

			“Speak German?” Bob asked through a mouthful of corn chips.

			“A little. My mom’s fluent. Why?”

			“Because the match will be broadcast in German. We’ve got a whopping two channels here, and everything’s in German.”

			“All in German? Even Gunsmoke and Alfred Hitchcock Presents?”

			Bob snorted. “Who said we got those? Get used to listening to the radio for stuff like that. AFN is pretty swell, though. They broadcast Fibber McGee, What’s My Line?, and Johnny Dollar. Great jazz programs, too. So good, East Berliners tune in all the time—drives the commies in charge over there crazy.”

			Joyce would be glad to hear about the jazz. But the fact that there was no American TV was annoying news—Drew loved Alfred Hitchcock. And Linda lived by Lassie. 

			Where was Linda, anyway? Drew did a sweep of the room and found her in a corner, her face covered by an outstretched London Times Sunday magazine—reading, or hiding?

			“I’ll show you around tomorrow,” Bob said. “Everything’s a quick walk—school, fields, Outpost movie theater, teen club.”

			Drew nodded. “Thanks.”

			“No sweat, Mac.”

			Drew winced. He’d known Bob for all of two minutes, and the guy had already tagged him with the nickname he most hated. That stereotypical play off his last name made Drew even more self-conscious about his full-body splatter of Irish freckles and carrottop. But Bob was his host. Drew buttoned up about it—for the night, anyway.

			Carrying a steaming lasagna, Joyce approached the table. Raised to have perfect army-post party manners, she had made a beeline for the kitchen to help. “Excuse me, boys.” Her wide skirt and petticoat swung round her gracefully and brushed against Bob as she set the Pyrex dish down.

			The guy purposefully hadn’t moved out of her way. Drew felt his hackles go up again, but Joyce spoke before he could say anything.

			She extended her hand to shake Bob’s. “Hey, I’m Joyce. Thanks so much for having us tonight.”

			“Hey, I’m bewitched.” Bob didn’t let go. “I was just giving your brother the lay of the land.” He went on as if he’d been in the middle of reciting a list: “Lights out—in the stairwell and the fourth-floor laundry room—at midnight.” He winked. “Two best places for necking after that.”

			Jeez Louise.

			Joyce burst out laughing. “Bewitched and a dreamer, too. How nice. I’m grateful for the warning. I’ll be sure never to go up there past ten p.m.” Blessing Bob with a practiced rejection—a warm, polite smile that still radiated you’re a bozo—Joyce pulled her hand away. She headed back to the kitchen for another dish of lasagna, rolling her eyes at Drew as she turned.

			Drew grinned. Cool as a cucumber, his big sis. If only he could learn to be like that.

			“Dang,” Bob muttered. “No offense, Mac, but how is that doll your sister?”

			“Yeah, she’s definitely in the better end of the family gene pool,” said Drew. “Joyce looks more like my mom.”

			“Where is your mom, anyway? I heard the hens whispering that you might not have one. Or that maybe there was trouble at home, disagreement about coming to Berlin in the first place.” Bob nodded to the growing crowd of military wives chatting in the living room.

			“What?” First impressions were everything to a military family. Drew rushed to set the record straight. “Mom’s coming. She’s meeting her cousin for the first time and bringing her and her son to the party. Your mom said it was jake—that it would be nice for them to see the Olympics coverage.” Drew’s own opinion was that it wasn’t okay—not at all. What the heck was his mom thinking, springing German cousins on him and his sisters the same night they had to enter their new world and try to befriend guys like Bob? But he just added, “Your mom invited them.”

			“Yeah, Mom’s like that.” Bob nodded. “Bighearted.” He was quiet for a moment as the boys watched Mrs. Jones come in with an enormous bowl of ginger ale punch. Petite and fresh-faced, she staggered a bit under the weight and slosh, and then gave a nervous little laugh as she mopped up a small spill. Bob sighed and searched for more conversation. “So . . .”

			“So . . .” Drew echoed, and trailed off.

			Grabbing another handful of Fritos, Bob said, “Your mom’s German?”

			“Half. Her mother immigrated to the United States right after World War I. Her sister stayed here, though. That’d be my great-aunt, I guess.”

			“So . . . you have Nazis in your family.”

			“What? No! We’re no Nazis. My dad fought on D-Day!”

			“So did mine,” countered Bob. “Omaha Beach. But we don’t have any Germans in our family tree.”

			Drew had been ridiculed before for his obvious Irishness. But no one had ever accused him of being a Nazi! He felt his hands ball into fists and shoved them into his pockets.

			The Olympic fight saved him.

			“Match is on in ten minutes,” Sergeant Jones called out as he flipped on the TV set and adjusted its antenna. “Grab some dinner and get seated! On the double, everyone! We don’t want to miss a single one of Eddie’s jabs.”
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			Mittelgewicht Ed Crook steht heute als Vertreter der Vereinigten Staaten Polen’s Tadeusz Walasek gegenüber . . .

			Just as the match was announced and the fighters appeared on the flickering black-and-white TV screen, Drew’s mom appeared at the door like an actress ridiculously late for her cue. Mrs. Jones hurried over. “Come in, come in, my dear!” She fluttered her hand in the direction of a female guest, announcing, “Emily McMahon, this is—”

			Ding! The fighting began, and the cheers of a room full of men drowned out Mrs. Jones’s introduction. “Atta boy, Eddie. Take it to him!”

			Getting up from the floor where he’d settled cross-legged with his plate of food, Drew picked his way through the crowd while eyeballing his new extended family. The woman standing next to his mom looked eerily like her—older, grayer, thinner, but with the same unusual teal-colored eyes, pale complexion, and high cheekbones. But while his mom’s eyes were merry and inquisitive, her cousin’s were wary. The woman’s overall somberness was a stark contrast with the pastel-clad perkiness of the army wives waiting to meet her.

			Behind her was her son, a gangly male replica of his mother. Drew knew that he and his cousin were the same age, but the kid looked too scrawny and small to be going on sixteen. He had to be at least two or three inches shorter than Drew, who wasn’t exactly tall. 

			“Hi.” He stuck out his hand. “Drew.”

			“Guten Tag. My name is Matthias.” He shook Drew’s hand. Strong grip, at least.

			“Weird way to meet.”

			The boy cocked his head, hesitant. “Yah.”

			Oh, right, Drew thought. This kid only knows so much English. He searched his elemental German vocabulary for something equivalent to weird. He turned to his mom for help.

			His mom explained, “Seltsame Art sich kennenzulernen.”

			Matthias nodded, solemn. “Yes. It is.”

			“I am very pleased to finally meet you, Drew.” Matthias’s mother gathered Drew into a brisk hug. “Please, call me Cousin Marta.” She said the same to Joyce and Linda as she embraced them. Then the women were enveloped by a wave of welcoming military wives as the boys stood silent and awkward.

			“Awwww, c’mon, ref! What was that?” the dads shouted at the TV.

			“Boxing match. Olympics,” Drew explained to Matthias. “You box?”

			“Nein. You?”

			“Naw. I play baseball. You?”

			“Football.”

			“Oh, great! Maybe we could throw the pigskin around later. I brought one from home.”

			“Not American football,” Matthias said. “Foot-ball. Soccer.”

			“Oh. Well, maybe we could toss a baseball instead. You like baseball?”

			Matthias shrugged. “Not much. A slow game.”

			Okay, was there any guy his age in Berlin who wasn’t a jerk? Drew sighed.

			Matthias sighed.

			At Drew’s elbow, Linda sighed, startling Drew. He hadn’t noticed her inch out of the flock of moms. His heart sank at the nervousness fogging her face. 

			“Hey, sis.” Drew put his arm around Linda’s thin shoulders and gave her a squeeze. She still held the newspaper. “Whatcha reading?” he asked, knowing that question always opened her up.

			“Oh! This a-mazing article by Ian Fleming! He was just here in Berlin!”

			“Ian Fleming? Whoa.”

			Matthias looked at them blankly.

			“You know, James Bond. Casino Royale, Live and Let Die, Goldfinger.”

			Matthias shook his head. “I have not heard of these.”

			Say whaaaat? Drew thought.

			Linda held up the paper. “Look at the headline—‘Spying Is Big Business in Berlin.’ And look at these photos. This is the Great Tunnel. Right here in the city. The British discovered that the Russians and East Germans had run their underground telephone cables to Leningrad only three hundred yards from our sector’s line. Not very far from where we’re standing now. The Americans and the Brits dug this secret tunnel to tap into the Russians’ telephone lines so they could hear everything the communists were saying! For three whole years! Just like something out of an Ian Fleming spy novel, don’t you think?”

			“Until we discovered you,” Matthias muttered.

			“That’s right!” Linda said. “It’s right here in this picture.” She read the caption aloud: “One of the East German ‘People’s Police’ examines a cable the Americans had tapped into and monitored from the U.S. radar station. Now that the tap is cut, both sides are again equal in the espionage battle.” She looked up and smiled at Matthias.

			Linda hadn’t noticed the way Matthias had said we. But Drew sure had. For one thing, this guy clearly understood English better than he let on. And we meant that Matthias and Cousin Marta came from the Russian sector of the city, from East Berlin. Drew had just assumed they lived on the democratic Western side, where the British, French, and American forces held the line against Soviet incursion.

			What was his mom thinking? This kid might be a card-carrying commie! And here he was at a party swarming with American sergeants. Some of these men had to be intelligence officers. What would they think of Drew’s family being cozy with the enemy?

			“Excuse me a sec.” Furious, Drew wove his way through the party toward his mother. Maybe he could convince her to retreat with Cousin Marta and Matthias across the hall to their own apartment before anyone else figured out what Drew just had.

			But he was too late.

			“Oh, you’re from East Berlin!” one of the moms was saying. “You know, our maid comes from there, too, every day. She has that special work permit. She’s one of those . . .  oh . . . what’s the slang word you East Germans use for laborers who go back and forth?”

			“Grenzgänger,” said Marta. Her wary look turned defensive.

			“That’s it. Border-hopper. The term’s rather derogatory, isn’t it? Anyway, my maid says it’s most economical for her to work in West Berlin, where the pay is better and the money more stable, but to live in the city’s eastern sector, where things are so much cheaper.” The woman lowered her voice to a conspiratorial hush. “She smuggles meat back across the line for her children. I know you can’t get fresh meat over there—if you can get meat at all. So awful, the way the Russians plunder East Germany and take most everything good for themselves.”

			The woman tut-tutted as she crossed her arms and concluded, “You know, Mrs. Schneider, there are plenty of military families looking for housekeepers, if you’re interested. We all say the same—of all the help we’ve had in our postings overseas, the best maids are German.”

			Drew stopped in his tracks seeing his mother turn as red as he did when he was mortified.

			“Thank you for the”—Cousin Marta paused and seemed to choose each of her next words very carefully—“kind concern. Everything you say is true. Our life in East Berlin is much harder than it would be here. But I am already employed. I am a nurse at Charité Hospital, where they are training me to be a doctor.”

			“A woman doctor?” The woman stared at her in amazement.

			“Yes,” answered Cousin Marta. “One of the good things about the socialist state is the equality of opportunity. Women who are found capable are trained as readily as men to be doctors. Almost half the doctors delivering babies at Charité are female.”

			Drew’s mother slipped her hand through her cousin’s arm, artfully cutting off the conversation. “Are you hungry, Marta? Your buffet looks wonderful, Mrs. Jones.”

			“Goodness, call me Judy, please.” She gestured to the table as Drew’s mom and Cousin Marta separated themselves from the klatch.

			The other women took their seats, trying in vain to quiet their husbands, who were shouting at the TV, telling Ed Crook how to punch and the ref how to call the match.

			As he turned to follow his cousins to the food, Drew noticed Matthias pocketing cookies and oranges. His mouth dropped open. “Mom,” he whispered, pointing toward the table.

			Appearing out of nowhere, Joyce playfully slapped at Drew’s hand. “No more Rice Krispies treats for you, mister. Save some for the rest of us.”

			“But, Joyce, he—”

			“I know. I saw him.” Joyce kept her voice soft. “I heard an interesting joke tonight from one of the girls. Want to hear it?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “What nationality were Adam and Eve? Why, they were Russian, of course. How do you know? Because they were both naked, had only an apple to eat, and thought they were in paradise.”

			Drew turned to face her. “That’s not funny.”

			“No. It’s pitiful. People in the Soviet Bloc and East Germany always seem to be on the verge of starvation while they march and sing about the joys of communism.” Joyce paused. “You better get used to the fact Mom wants us to be friends with these cousins, maybe even convince them to flee the East. You know how she is when she sets her mind to saving someone, even if they have no interest in being saved.”

			Yeah, he knew it. Cousin Marta and Matthias were in for a full-on Emily McMahon campaign. But Drew wasn’t so sure he wanted to be drafted into this do-gooder mission of hers—it was already starting to feel like a nightmare.

			“That’s the ticket! Ed-die! Ed-die! Ed-die!”

			The dads jumped out of their seats and raised their glasses in a toast. Ed Crook had just won the middleweight gold medal for America. “First army boxer to win the Olympics,” crowed Sergeant Jones.

			“Hey, what in blue blazes? Look at that.” Drew’s dad motioned to the TV. “The crowd is heckling him!” Drew turned to see people throwing programs and shaking their fists.

			“Are you kidding me?” Sergeant Jones exclaimed. Now the crowd in Rome was stomping in protest. “Bunch of Italian communists and their anti-American bull! Poor Eddie. Look at his face. He fought a clean fight. What gives? Wait . . . shhh . . . shhh . . . he’s stepping up on the podium to get his medal.”

			In Rome, the crowd continued to jeer. But as “The Star-Spangled Banner” began playing, the Berlin Brigade men snapped to attention. Everyone in the apartment rose and sang, drowning out the booing on the TV.

			Everyone except Cousin Marta and Matthias.

			The kitchen phone began to ring. The Joneses ignored it—the national anthem was playing. But it rang again. Sergeant Jones snatched up the receiver. “Sergeant Jones’s quarters, Sergeant Jones speaking. Whoever this is, you better be calling about Eddie winning!”

			His attitude instantly sobered. “Yes, sir. Understood, sir.” He turned to the room. “Sorry, gentlemen. Go home. You’ll be receiving your own calls. It seems the Russians and their GDR lapdogs are shutting down the city’s East-West border for five days, starting in a few hours.”

			“Why?” Mrs. Jones gasped.

			“Why do the Russkies do anything?” he answered curtly. But after letting out a sigh that reeked of impatience with his wife, he added, “According to the Politburo, it’s a precaution against West Berlin”­—he paused to make quote marks in the air­—“ ‘provoking potential unrest’ by hosting a reunion of German POWs and relatives of those still missing in action. So many German POWs died in Soviet work camps before Stalin finally released them; the reunion touched a guilty Russian nerve, I guess. The border closure is a typical Soviet redirect—accusing the West of making trouble to distract from their own inhumane policies.”

			Sergeant Jones retreated to his bedroom, and all the other men left, quickly kissing their wives goodbye before they exited. “Don’t worry,” Drew’s dad said to his mom with a grin. “This is what I came here for!”

			Sergeant Jones reemerged in uniform with a sidearm on his belt. “Sorry, ma’am,” he said to Cousin Marta as he passed. “You better go back across right away if you want to make it home before the border shuts.” He put his hand on Bob’s shoulder. “Help your mother. No screwing around.” Then he was gone.

			Without comment, the women began gathering dishes and cleaning.

			Drew’s mom stared at the door, looking dumbfounded. “How long will they be mobilized?”

			Mrs. Jones shrugged. “Your children are wearing their dog tags, right? And you have an emergency bag packed and your water-sterilizing tablets, just in case?” She stopped picking up plates to give Drew’s mom an apologetic smile and a sympathetic pat on the arm. “Welcome to Berlin.”
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			CHAPTER TWO

			SEPTEMBER 1960

			“Victory, victory, is our cry!”

			Sitting in the gym of the Berlin Brigade’s American school, Drew was watching cheerleader tryouts and feeling like a dope. He’d been in Germany for almost three weeks. He should have gone to the PX to buy a maroon crewneck or something so he could dress in school colors like everyone else for this September opening assembly—especially since Joyce was out on the floor, auditioning.

			Whenever Drew felt like grumbling over being uprooted again, he reminded himself how much this new deployment stunk for his big sister. She’d been head cheerleader back in the States, the lead in almost every play, and a soloist in all her choral groups. As a senior, she would have totally ruled their old high school, probably even been prom queen. Instead, she was here, starting all over again.

			Joyce was a shoo-in for this squad, though. The other girls were good, too, but Joyce was . . . well, look at her, Drew thought. She’s Joyce. He turned to Bob, who’d announced he was going to be Drew’s designated escort for the first week of classes. “We actually vote on who makes the squad?” he asked.

			“Yup,” grunted Bob. “Although teachers have the deciding vote.” He gestured dismissively toward some of the older teachers standing along the wall of the gym and added, loud enough for everyone around them to hear, “But I bet they don’t remember what makes a guy stand up and cheer.”

			The girls sitting next to them made faces and squirmed as far away as they could get on the crowded bleachers.

			Drew wasn’t so sure Bob was the guy he really wanted as his wingman.

			Clap-clap, clap. “Ber-lin Cubs!”

			The crowd echoed. Clap-clap, clap. Stomp-stomp, stomp. The bleachers swayed.

			Four boys picked their way through all the bodies jammed onto the hard wooden seats to crowd around Bob. Without taking his eyes off the cartwheeling girls, Bob said, “The gang’s all here,” then introduced Drew. “This is Mac.”

			“Drew,” he corrected, shaking hands with interchangeable juniors Larry, Gary, and Steve, plus another named Charlie, who seemed more promising. “Glad to meet you.”

			“Where’d you transfer in from, Mac?”

			“Drew. A tour at the Pentagon. My dad is glad to be back to what he considers real duty.”

			“Mac lives across the stairwell from me . . .” Bob began.

			“Drew.”

			The boys nodded.

			“. . .  and according to his dad, Mac is a primo left-handed pitcher.”

			“Drew.”

			The boys nodded again, this time with more interest, saying, “Swell” and “That’ll help us big-time.”

			“Mac’s also got a babe sister, down there . . .” Bob pointed toward Joyce as she gracefully slid into a split.

			The boys nodded with even more enthusiasm.

			“. . .  and some commie cousins.”

			The nodding stopped.

			Drew no longer needed a maroon sweater—his face was the color of school spirit. “I do not!” he protested.

			“Don’t they live in the Russian sector?”

			“Yeah, but—”

			“I rest my case.” Bob smirked. “See, I’m a regular Perry Mason.” He sighed. “Man, I miss watching that show.”

			“Listen, Bob,” Drew started, but everyone suddenly jumped up in a wave of chanting. Ber-lin! Ber-lin! Ber-lin!

			Charlie patted Drew on the back and shouted in his ear, “Don’t let Bob get to you. He razzes everybody. If you take the bait, he gets worse.”

			Yeah, yeah. Drew knew the type. Picking fights to establish pecking order was second nature to some military kids. Swagger first or be swaggered at. Still, he leaned over so Charlie could hear him over the cheering. “I just met my mom’s cousin and her kid for the first time the other night. I had no idea they lived in East Berlin until then. I’m sure not planning on spending a whole lot of time with them.” No matter what his mom might have in mind.

			Charlie shouted back, “Don’t worry. I know two moms who speak German, and the CO seems pretty happy to pull them into events as unofficial translators sometimes. Bet they’ve got family on the other side, too.”

			Drew smiled. Finally, a guy who actually seemed okay.

			“By the way,” Charlie said, “I play catcher. Maybe we can toss a ball around some this weekend?”

			Drew forced himself to stay nonchalant. “Sure, man. That’d be outstanding.” But inside, he was bouncing up and down like the cheerleaders. Maybe the next two years wouldn’t be a complete disaster after all.

			[image: ]

			After school, Drew found Linda and then doubled back with her in tow to meet Joyce at her locker. Linda was silent, shadowing her brother to avoid bumping into passing students, until she spotted their big sister.

			“Joyce!” Linda skipped toward her. “You were so good!”

			Slamming her locker hard, Joyce forced a smile. “Hey, cutie. How was your day?”

			Linda shrugged and glanced over her shoulder before whispering, “Okay, I think.” Then she grinned. “The best part was when the other girls heard I was your sister. Boy oh boy, did you do great today!”

			“Thanks.” She took Linda’s hand without smiling and muttered, mostly to herself, “Glad to be of service.”

			But Drew heard her. “What’s wrong?” he mouthed.

			Joyce just shook her head. “Let’s go home, okay?”

			The trio walked to their apartment in a shoal of other students, all clutching shiny-clean notebooks and wearing loafers with brand new pennies in the slots. As the other kids reached their own apartment buildings, they darted away, calling out, “See ya later, alligator,” until Drew and his sisters were alone. Only Bob and one other guy trailed behind them. Their apartments were in the last building on Flanaganstraße, the outer rim of the American post housing, bordering the vast Grunewald Forest and not far from where the British sector began. Drew started to ask again what was bugging Joyce, but she looked so stone-faced that he left it alone.

			Stomping up the steps to their third-floor unit, she turned the doorknob. It was locked.

			“Where’s Mom?” Linda’s eyes welled up with tears. “She’s always here waiting for us after school.”

			“Marooned?” Bob had climbed the stairs and stood looking up at Joyce from a few steps below. “I’d be happy to entertain you for a while,” he offered, leaning against the stair rail, attempting to look all James Dean cool.

			Drew tried to find some clever comeback but was totally flummoxed. He couldn’t remember his mom ever not being at home after school.

			“Relax. I’m sure she hasn’t been kidnapped or anything,” Bob said.

			Drew knew Bob was kidding, but Linda slipped behind him and peeked out. She’d always been painfully shy, but this move to Berlin without Blarney had left her even more apprehensive than usual.

			“Oh, you just want to be careful in the Grunewald, if you go there to play,” Bob said awkwardly to Linda, seeming to think that would somehow reassure her. “That’s all. There have been some cases of American personnel or their kids getting nabbed by Russian agents.”

			“What?” Drew blurted.

			Bob blundered on. “Yeah. About two hundred and fifty since the occupation started. But don’t worry, most times we’ve gotten them back pretty quick, and just as many kidnapping attempts have totally failed! Damn commies.” Bob paused to sidle up to Joyce. “Still, you need a strong man—someone like yours truly—if you go to the jazz clubs in the Russian sector, ’cause the Stasi looooove to pick up us brats and hold us overnight to shake up our dads and—”

			“Bob!” Joyce interrupted sharply to shut him up as Linda’s mouth dropped open. She smoothed her voice and continued, “Is your mother home? Maybe Mom left word for us or a key with her?”

			As if by magic—or maybe because she’d heard Joyce’s raised voice—Mrs. Jones pulled open her door, totally disrupting Bob’s not-so-suave moves. “There you are, dears. Come in, come in! Your mom left a key for you. And I’ve got butterscotch brownies ready to come out of the oven.”

			If looks could kill, Bob’s glare might have knocked his poor mother down dead—Drew made note of it. If Bob insisted on being his uninvited escort, Drew was going to make a mental dossier on the guy for self-protection.
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			As Drew bit into a chewy brownie, sucking in air to keep from scorching his tongue, Mrs. Jones explained, “Your mom’s gone to Marienfelde to help out. Close to a thousand refugees managed to get past the border this week, and the usual translators were swamped.” She passed them napkins.

			“I’ve volunteered at the camp myself,” she went on, “helping in the cafeteria or showing families to their bunks. But what the camp really needs is people who speak German, like your Mom. There are intellectuals and professionals among the refugees, of course, who speak better English than I do.” She laughed self-consciously. “But many of them don’t, especially the farmers who’ve fled because the state confiscated their land for collective agriculture. The poor lambs—they are terrified.

			“The Russians have laid so many land mines along the border between West and East Germany, they call it the death strip. So the only real way to freedom is through West Berlin. We’re the only porthole left inside a prison ship. Like that wardrobe to Narnia in The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe.”

			Mrs. Jones paused, thoughtful, as she poured four glasses of milk.

			“If only it were that easy, though—open the door and step out,” she continued. “After having to make the awful choice to just up and leave everything, they have to do it all in secret, since their own neighbors might report them. Scurrying through the night like frightened mice, faking their way into a city they’ve never seen before.” She stopped, looking at Drew. “Can you imagine?”

			No, he couldn’t, really. He shook his head.

			“By the time they make it to Marienfelde—if they manage to bluff their way through all the checkpoints—they’re wrecks.” She sighed sympathetically. “To think of all that those peasants have endured in the last twenty years—Hitler, the SS, the Russians . . .” She trailed off. “Anyway, your mom kindly offered to help when she got the call. She’ll be home by dinner.”

			Handing Joyce the key, Mrs. Jones said, “She wants you to pop a meatloaf she’s left in the refrigerator into the oven at 1730 hours.” Then she knelt beside Linda, who backed herself into Drew. “Sweetie, your mom asked me to tell you that she can’t wait to hear all about your day. She left this note for you.” With a reassuring smile, Mrs. Jones gently took Linda’s hand and closed it around an envelope.

			“Thanks, Mrs. Jones,” Joyce said. “This has been awfully kind of you. Come on, troops.”

			“Please stay, dear,” said Mrs. Jones. “You haven’t had a brownie yet.”

			“Thank you. So much. But we really should finish unpacking.”

			Inwardly, Drew cringed. Mrs. Jones would know that was a fib. Army families pitched camp immediately. She’d know they’d been settled in for days and days at this point.

			A twinge of hurt passed over Mrs. Jones’s face, but she nodded. “The door is always open for you, my dears.”

			“Yeah,” Bob echoed as Joyce passed him, his tone totally different from his mom’s.
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			Shoving the key into the lock, Joyce jiggled it with some agitation.

			“Odd about Mom, don’t you think?” Drew whispered to Joyce as Linda stood back on the landing, reading her note. “I know Mom volunteers for everything, but it’s the first day of school.”

			“Didn’t you notice Sergeant Jones cornering her at the party? I overheard him say Marienfelde was being infiltrated by Stasi secret police posing as refugees.”

			“What’s that got to do with Mom?”

			“The U.S. sets up the refugees with housing and jobs in West Germany. Being rubber-stamped as okay by American authorities gives a Russian spy perfect cover in NATO territory.” She leaned over, really working the lock. “The camp has to interview the refugees carefully, to corroborate their identities and reasons for fleeing. Someone who’s truly fluent in German, like Mom, will catch inconsistencies in their stories.”

			Finally, the door popped open. “Poetic, isn’t it?” Joyce continued. “Hard to believe, given that Bob is such a dope, that his dad is in intelligence.”

			“CIA?”

			“I bet so.” Joyce threw the key onto the table before retreating to the bedroom she shared with her little sister. “Oh, for pity’s sake, Linda!” she shouted from within. “Can you puh-lease pick up all these stuffed animals? I can’t get to my records.”

			Linda burst into tears.

			Drew was stunned—Joyce hardly ever lost her temper, especially with their little sister. Hugging Linda, he said, “She didn’t mean it, sis.” Then he headed down the hall to the girls’ bedroom. “What gives? You made Linda cry.”

			Joyce was standing in the middle of the room, her arms filled with her little sister’s stuffed bears and Peter Rabbits, her back turned to the door. “I didn’t get in,” she mumbled.

			“What?”

			“I . . . didn’t . . . make . . . the . . . squad,” Joyce said slowly.

			“That’s impossible. You’re better than all of them.”

			Joyce turned. Her face was streaked with tears. “One of the teachers—one of the nice, young ones—pulled me aside and told me that I had been deemed a risk.”

			“What?” Drew sure had been saying that a lot since coming to Berlin. “What’s the risk?”

			Joyce hugged a huge bear. “She was nice about it, at least. She explained that the school had to be careful about which girls were on the squad, because cheerleaders travel with the sports teams—on the overnight duty trains.”

			“So?” Now Drew swelled up with protectiveness for Joyce. “She wasn’t implying that you—”

			“No.” Joyce interrupted. “But I worry this will start rumors about me now—about what kind of girl I am. Especially with jerks like Bob.” Joyce shook her head. “She said it wasn’t my fault. That it was just because I was so . . .” Joyce’s face puckered, and her voice caught as she continued, “. . .  so . . . unusual-looking.”

			“You mean pretty?” Drew interrupted gently.

			Joyce shrugged. “Mature was the other word she used.” Her face flushed. “Anyway, she said that my looks would make me vulnerable to being hassled by Soviet border police as the duty train passed through East Germany. Maybe even pulled off the train at checkpoints, just . . . just so the police could cause trouble and amuse themselves.”

			Right—there were no other American military schools behind the Iron Curtain. Any away game the Berlin Cubs played would mean traveling through a hundred miles of communist-held territory to schools in West Germany—Frankfurt, Bremerhaven, Stuttgart. During those trips, all of them would be open to the commies harassing them for fun, but a girl as beautiful as Joyce even more so.

			“That’s so unfair!” Drew exploded.

			“Tell me about it.” Joyce sighed.

			They stood in silence for a moment.

			“You know the other really swell thing I heard today?” Joyce added. “I’m missing a requirement at this school, and it could mean I can’t graduate in the spring.”

			It happened all the time. Different school districts had different requirements, sometimes varying wildly. School administrators never seemed to care that the reason military brats might have missed some class was that they were serving their country. But at a post school? C’mon. They at least should cut Joyce some slack. “Can’t they make an exception?”

			“Evidently not.”

			“What are you going to do?”

			“I don’t know. But I sure as heck am not going to stay here for an extra semester,” Joyce fumed. “Especially not after today. I’m going to hightail it back home for college the day after I graduate.” She threw down the teddy bear she was holding and gazed forlornly at her records, blocked by mounds of other stuffed animals. “I forgot—I can’t even play any of my music until I get my Decca converted to German voltage.”
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During WWII, the Soviet-American alliance had been a wary but necessary one to defeat
Hitler. As US, British, and French soldiers landed on Normandy beaches and battled their
way inland across France, the Russians marched through Belarus, Ukraine, and Poland
to reach Berlin first, raising its Soviet hammer-and-sickle flag over the city. In 1960,
the Red Army remained in East Germany, 400,000-strong, against which a mere 11,000
American, British, and French soldiers stood post in West Berlin.

Soviet Russia drops an “Iron
Curtain” of oppression across
Europe after it swallows up
countries its Red Army liberated
from the Nazis. Some—Estonia,
Latvia, Lithuania, Belarus,
Moldova, Ukraine—are  simply
absorbed. Others are turned
into a band of “satellite” Soviet
Bloc nations, including Romania,
Bulgaria, Poland, Czechoslovakia,
Hungary, and the GDR. Any
resistance is quickly put down.
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The GDR seized family farms, broke them apart, and gave parcels to loyal Communist
Party members to form agricultural collectives, forcing owners to till land that no longer
belonged to them. They also enforced backbreaking production quotas on laborers. In June
1953, when the GDR demanded a 10 percent increase in worker productivity without any
raise in pay, workers finally had enough and took to the streets in protest. They asked for
decentwages, more humane and realistic quotas, and the right o vote. The demonstrations
started in East Berlin and spread to 700 other cities and villages. Within days, Russian
tanks rolled into the communist sector of Berlin to crush the uprising. With nothing but
rocks to hurl, the protesters were quickly overcome. Perhaps as many as 300 died in the
fighting and 4,270 were imprisoned. Attempts to escape to the West skyrocketed.
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By 1960, the differences between the American, British, and French sectors in the West
and the Eastern Russian sector are stark. In West Berlin, bombed-out buildings have
been rebuilt. Its commercial district bustles with shoppers. A vibrant nightlife features
restaurants like the Kranzler, where horse-drawn carriages await elegantly clad revelers.

The Kurfiirstendamm’s shops offer chic fas
ication to New York City’s famed Fifth Avenue.
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East German refugees from Russia’s communist zone flood the Marienfelde camp
in Berlin's American sector. They must flee quickly, secretly, before their absence is
detected, leaving behind homes, bank accounts, pets, bringing little with them since
suitcases would give them away. If caught, refugees are arrested for Republikflucht, a
crime considered treason and punishable by “reeducation” in GDR labor camps.
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Isolated inside Soviet-controlled East Germany, American troops stationed in West Berlin
rely on supplies brought in by air or along the GDR-operated rail line running 110 miles
through the communist zone—if the Russians keep the fracks open. In the spring of 1948,
incensed that West Berlin’s economy is booming under American support, the Soviets order
a blockade, determined to starve Western troops into evacuating and West Berliners into
submitting to Russian rule. The U.S. responded by launching Operation Vittles, airlifting
fuel, medicine, and foods to West Berlin, landing cargo planes every 30 seconds at
Templehof Airport, no matter how perilous the weather. Hungry Berliners waited beside

the runways. Seeing children below, pilots began tossing out parachute bags of sweets for
them. The “candy bombers” became much-beloved legends among young West Berliners.

After 14 grueling months, Russia relented and reopened roads, canals, and trains to
West Berlin. But in answer to the blockade and the Soviets’ continuing iron-fisted control
of Eastern Europe, twelve Western democracies create NATO (the North Atlantic Treaty
Organization), pledging to support one another against Russia’s territorial aggression
and attacks on democracy.
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In the summer of 1960, the Soviets shoot down an American U-2 spy plane and capture
its pilot, Francis Gary Powers, who was photographing Russian military installations. The
ClA had believed the plane flew too high (at 70,000 feet) to be detected by Russian radar.

Russian premier Khrushchev
gloats over the U-2's recovered
wreckage as proof of Soviet
superiority in technology.

Tried in front of 2,000 Russian spectators,
Powers is sentenced to 10 years for
espionage. Americans fear what top secret
information the Soviets might extract from
him in prison.
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The GDR outlaws rock 'n’ roll and its “provocative” dances like the twist.
East German youth who defiantly tune their radios to AFN (American
Forces Network) risk being reported by paid informers the Stasi secret
police install in every East Berlin neighborhood and charged with
Kulturbarbarei, “culture corruption.”
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Frank Sinatra and the “Rat Pack” starin Ocean’s 71, and American families line up to swallow
sugar cubes infused with a new pink-syrup polio vaccine, finally stopping worldwide
epidemics that had left millions paralyzed for life.
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During the first televised Olympics, an
18-year-old American named Cassius
Clay (later Muhammad Ali) wins the
light heavyweight gold medal.
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East Berlin abruptly closes its border for five days in retaliation for a West
Berlin gathering of former German POWs and MIA families. Defensive
about the fact many captured Germans had been held in Russian labor
camps for years, the Soviet-controlled GDR calls the event a deliberate
provocation, a propaganda stunt by an imperialistic, warmongering
West bent on undermining a “peace-loving” East.
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Refugees enter under a sign proclaiming: THE
FREE WORLD WELCOMES YOU. They are assigned
bunks in dormitories, awaiting relocation to
jobs and housing in West Germany.

The camp provides two full
meals a day. This refugee girl
reacts with delight to being
handed a banana. She’d never
tasted one before.

Back in East Germany, the Communist Party counteracts the increasing defections

by trumpeting 17-year-old Ingrid Krdmer’s two gold medals in diving. The Neues
Deutschland claims Krimer owes her success to her “joyful life in the socialism of the
GDR.” She’s flown to East Berlin for a parade and autograph-signing with the slogan:
“With Ingrid Kriimer’s will for victory, we can fulfill the plan.”






OEBPS/image/p_xiii.jpg
GDR children are seen as the “best human
material” for building a lasting workers’ utopia.
Strict discipline, standardized possessions and
opportunities, and unquestioning faith in the
Communist Party’s authority begin early, with
toddlers being potty trained to go together in
state-run daycare.

In East Berlin, rubble left by
Allied bombs remains. Children
play in ruins under communist
slogans. Shortages of bread,
milk, meaf, and soap are
constant.

Preteens join the Pioneers, proudly parading to honor communist martyrs. Youth who
seem unenthusiastic, or more religious than patriotic, are reported to school authorities or
called into tribunals of their peers to be interrogated. At age 14, East Germans participate
in Jugendweihe, a formal “youth consecration,” pledging their allegiance to the “great and
noble cause of socialism” and to defend the fatherland. They attend after-school courses
and camps teaching Marxism and basic soldiering to qualify for the FDJ (Free German Youth,
ages 14-25), a requirement o advance to university.
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In 1960, Berlin is an outpost of democracy marooned deep inside East Germany, a
communist police state controlled by Russia’s Soviet Union. Why? After WWII, the Allies
occupied Germany to restore order and purge it of Nazism. The United States, Great
Britain, and France oversaw Germany’s western zones to establish a new democracy.
Russia took the country’s eastern half, officially named the German Democratic Republic
(GDR). Because it had been Hitler’s capital, Berlin was also divided. The city quickly
became a poignant and dangerous microcosm of West versus East Germany and its
tense, nuclear-armed Cold War standoff. Within Berlin itself, residents could still cross
its internal sectors—from communist to democratic and back. As such Berlin became an
escape hatch to freedom. If East Germans could evade the GDR’s secret police, cross the
barrier encircling the city, and make it into Berlin, they might then be able to slip into the
city’s American sector to beg political asylum. Hundreds tried every week.
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