
[image: cover]


[image: image]


[image: image]


Published in 2021 by Welbeck Flame

An Imprint of Welbeck Children’s Limited,

part of Welbeck Publishing Group.

20 Mortimer Street London W1T 3JW

Text © Tibor Jones Studio Ltd

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronically, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the copyright owners and the publishers.

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN: 978-18013-000-01

eISBN: 978-18013-000-18

Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK)

[image: image]

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1


BERLIN, 1967


   
[image: image]

HARRY
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I was swinging through the backstreets of the city on the lookout for trouble. I was new in town, but superheroes don’t have to worry about being in strange new places. Some days I was Batman, some days Captain America, but on my way back from school that afternoon I was Spider-Man. I had just sent a gang of Commies scurrying for cover and was getting close to home.

Then the shouting started.

‘Halt! Sonst schießen wir!’ Words in German that I couldn’t understand.

Then the gun-shots. Two in quick succession.

I looked up in time to see him slump across the top of the Wall. A slim boy with brown hair and green eyes. He looked a little like me. I saw him trapped eight feet above my head, snared in the barbed wire, blood blooming through his shirt.

He was still moving. I couldn’t look away. He raised his head and seemed to look straight at me.

Heavy boots came running past me. An American soldier pushed me out of the way.

‘Verschwinde,’ he shouted in accented German.

This one I knew. ‘Get out of here.’

But I couldn’t move.

Then came the final shot.

Words were shouted across the Wall. More German words I didn’t know.

It was the guards from the East that got to him first. The boy’s left arm was caught on the top of the barbed wire and his legs were stuck beneath it. He was suspended above us like a puppet held up by strings. They tugged and tugged at him until finally he came free. I watched his body get dragged back over the Wall, finally disappearing back into the East.

The Americans relaxed, stopped aiming their guns. One of them turned to me and, bringing back his civilian smile, said, ‘Wie heißt du?’

‘Harry,’ I said, feeling faint. ‘Harry Rogers.’

‘How old are you?’ He asked, switching to English.

‘Thirteen.’

He put a hand on my shoulder and said, ‘Well, Harry Rogers, I’m sorry you had to see that. Are you going to be OK getting home?’

‘I live just up the street,’ I said, feeling stupid as I pointed vaguely in the direction of my apartment building, my hand trembling a little.

‘Ok then, why don’t you run on home now? Try not to think too much about it.’

It had only been three weeks since we arrived in Berlin, a divided city in a divided country. We had learnt a bit about Germany at school back in D.C., but I knew very little about the country before Dad accepted a placement here. One thing I did know was that it had been divided up by the Allies after the war. The Soviet Union took charge in the East, and the French, the British, and us Americans controlled various zones in the West. The weird thing is that although Berlin is actually in the East, the Allies split it up too. Supposedly, both East and West Germany are now sovereign states, which means they are in charge of themselves.

The Soviets are Communists. My dad says that means they think the government should run everything. They hate America because we believe individuals should be free and not have their lives decided by their leaders. That seems pretty strange to me, because who would hate freedom? I guess that’s why millions of East German citizens started heading across the border. The Communists weren’t happy about losing so many people, so, six years ago, in the summer of 1961, their leaders ordered the border be closed. First they put barbed-wire fences up, then they started construction on a huge concrete wall that stretches all the way around West Berlin. The Vopos, the East German police, guard it day and night to prevent people crossing illegally. It must have been them who shot the boy I saw.

I was only there that day because I had got lost again. Sometimes, when I’m feeling a bit nervous, I pretend to be one of the superheroes from my comic books. But even Spider-Man can find it tricky to navigate a new city. So I use the Wall as a landmark to help me find my way home from school. It’s kind of weird how it just cuts through everything – a series of straight lines that divide streets and parks. There’s even a house near our building with its front door in the West and its back door in the East; the family who lived there had to move out.

Our apartment is in the American Sector, where most of us expat Americans live, and is within sight of the Wall. I knew if I kept the Wall on my right it would always lead me back eventually. That’s how I was where I was that afternoon, pretending to be Spider-Man ready to take on the world. Only, I wasn’t ready. There was nothing I could do.

I was gasping for breath when I got back to the apartment and told my mom what had happened. She pulled me close to her, gripped me tighter than she had done in years, and we cried there in the kitchen together.

She made me hot chocolate.

‘Drink this,’ she said. ‘It might help you feel better.’

‘Mom, I’m not a kid any more,’ I said, sounding like a scared child.

It was only when I took the cup that I realised my hands were still shaking. It didn’t taste the same as back home, but she was right. It was comforting.

Later, in my bedroom, I tried to get the sight of the dead boy out of my mind. I tried to forget about the look in his eyes. I stared at the posters on my wall. All superheroes, like Iron Man and Hulk, Captain Marvel and The Thing. These characters had meant so much to me that morning, but now they seemed so childish.

I couldn’t stop myself from looking out of my window. Our apartment was so close to the Wall that I could actually see into the East from my room. I’d never really thought about it before. About how strange that was. That these two worlds could be so close physically, but so separate, so different from each other.

Dad was late home from work that night. I was in bed by the time I heard the key scrape in the lock and the front door open and close. I was still awake. I hadn’t been able to sleep. But I didn’t want to have to face him, to explain everything and go through it all again. I heard muffled voices on the other side of my bedroom wall. Mom filling him in on what had happened. Their voices grew louder before falling quiet again. My door opened and the shaft of light from the hallway fell across my face. I pretended to sleep.

‘Look at him. So precious,’ said Mom.

Dad said nothing, just shut the door. He wasn’t a man that often showed his emotions. Everything about him was closed.

In the morning, the three of us sat and ate breakfast. Bacon and scrambled eggs, with Mom serving up a larger portion than usual.

‘How are you, son?’ Dad asked.

‘I’m fine,’ I said, not looking up from my plate.

‘He’s not fine,’ said Mom. ‘And neither am I.’

Dad seemed about to reply but stopped himself. Instead, he downed the remains of his coffee and stood up. The door slammed shut as he left for work.

‘I’m sorry,’ Mom whispered, staring straight ahead. ‘You know how stubborn he can get.’

In the days that followed the shooting, I tried my best to get back to normal life – or what was supposed to be normal now that we lived in West Berlin. Back home, I had actually enjoyed going to school. The only subject I was really any good at was maths, but it was worth sitting through boring Geography lessons because I also got to hang out with Mike and Robbie and throw a football around at lunch. I hadn’t made many friends at my new school and, although we were all taught in English, I now found I couldn’t concentrate in class. In the evenings, I tried to lose myself in listening to music or reading my comic books like I used to, but I kept thinking about the boy. I got goose bumps on my flesh when I thought about what he was running from, what he was prepared to risk his life for.

His face kept coming back to me as well. The sound of that final shot. I woke up in the dead of night, drenched in sweat.

Dad had raved about the American Sector before we came.

‘It’ll be just like home,’ he said. ‘They’ve got hot dogs and Twinkies and there’s a Fourth of July parade. We’ll fit right in, you’ll see.’

Mom was doing her best now that we were here as well, despite taking every opportunity to point out issues to my dad. She was committed to recreating a little piece of D.C. in West Berlin. The rooms decorated to replicate what we were used to: a modern kitchen, a television set and a brand-new stereo. The wallpaper in the living room looked almost identical to what we’d had at home. But nothing was quite the same, and that included my parents.

I don’t know if their problems had started before we left home, but they argued more and more these days, mostly when they thought I couldn’t hear them. The arguments always started differently but ended with the same thing. Mom wanted to go home. Dad insisted we had to stay.

I didn’t tell him I had started to run to and from school, too scared to stop anywhere in between. He didn’t notice that at the weekends, I always stayed home.

Mom noticed though. And, although she was still wary about Berlin, she had decided that I shouldn’t be afraid of our new home. She came up with excuses to send me out on errands. She’d make me go down to the laundromat. Or send me out to the grocery store for something she’d forgotten. A couple of weeks after the shooting, she decided she wanted ground beef. She said the stuff from the local store was too lean, so I had to head over to the butchers in Britz, about a thirty minute bike ride away. I knew the area a little because we had taken a family trip to an old manor house there about a week after we arrived. Still, it was further away from home than anywhere I’d gone alone since the shooting. The Wall loomed as I set out on my mission and I imagined all kinds of horrors playing out on the other side.

I had almost forgotten that the Electric Palace existed until I came across it again on my way to the butchers. It was weird discovering a cinema that played American movies, in English, in this foreign land. I had more than enough money in my pocket to pay for a ticket and still get the meat for Mom. I was sure she wouldn’t mind if I caught a picture; she was the one that was always encouraging me to venture out, after all. The guy in the ticket office spoke good English and told me he’d keep an eye on my bike. I bought my ticket and settled down to watch Paul Newman in Cool Hand Luke. Newman plays a former soldier called Luke Jackson who is arrested and gets sent to work on a prison farm in Florida. Instead of keeping his head down and doing his time, Luke always stands up for himself even when the odds are against him. He even attempts to escape several times. For two hours, I couldn’t take my eyes off the screen. I forgot about the world outside as I witnessed this hero not taking no for an answer.

By the time the movie was finished, it was dark outside and I’d completely forgotten about the shopping.

When I got home, Mom rushed to the door, worried because I had been gone so long.

‘Are you OK? Did something happen?’

‘No, sorry, Mom, I’m fine,’ I told her, releasing myself from her embrace. And I really did feel better, as if a little of Luke’s confidence in the movie had rubbed off on me.

In the following weeks I watched as many movies as I could, wiling away the hours after school. A Fistful of Dollars, The Dirty Dozen, stories about heroes – but not superheroes, real people who put themselves in the way of real danger.

I came out of the Electric Palace and imagined I was bullet-proof. I still found the Wall intimidating, but somehow, I felt less afraid. I started exploring again too. Discovering more of Berlin’s jumble of streets still scarred by the war. New buildings sprouting like young trees from the charred soil after a forest fire.

Some days, after school, I would head down to watch the planes take off from Tempelhof. It was on one of those afternoons down by the airport that I discovered the comic-book store. It was an innocuous building between a bakery and a bank, all dusty and tired, with a door that creaked when you opened it. But inside it was vibrant, with splashes of colour from all the covers of the comic books. I remembered how much these books had meant to me back in D.C. I was drawn to them, although they were kind of childish. After what I’d seen, I knew I’d never feel really excited about comic books like these again.

‘Good day to you,’ said the old man behind the counter in heavily accented English. I don’t know how he could tell I wasn’t German. ‘I am Dieter, the owner of this splendour. How may I help you today?’

Dieter moved very stiffly, but his eyes were alive and flickered with curiosity.

‘Are you looking for anything in particular?’ he asked again.

I hesitated, unsure. ‘Do you have any American comics?’

‘Aha, yes,’ he said, shuffling down an aisle. ‘What’s your poison? Der Incredible Hulk? Herr Spider-Man?’

I went home with two new issues of Superman that day and started visiting Dieter’s store on a regular basis after that. The cinema was great, but there weren’t enough new movies to keep me busy and I sometimes felt silly sitting watching on my own.

Dieter always seemed pleased to see me, but never pushed me to talk. We’d sometimes spend hours in each other’s company. I would read half a dozen comic books before buying one to take home with me, while he fussed around the shop or assisted the occasional customer.

Whilst a lot of the shop was given over to German comics, Dieter seemed most drawn to American culture. He would sometimes show me some of his old comic books, early versions of Superman and Captain Marvel from before the war. It was fascinating how they’d changed, the illustration styles becoming darker, more complex. He always had his radio tuned to American or British stations as well, listening to The Beach Boys, The Beatles and The Rolling Stones. He would dance robotically around the shop when no one else was around, even sometimes singing along. It was strange how spending time with him somehow reminded me of home.
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JAKOB
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There was a piece of classical music by the composer Bach that I was struggling to master on my violin. I remember Bach’s Violin Sonata No. 1 from when I was very little. It was a piece my mother played over and over at one time, rehearsing for an important performance. Towards the end there is a sequence that I could never make to sound like it did when she played it. It’s not really that tricky to play; the parts are easy enough to master with practice. But the whole thing seems to turn upon that section, like a door swinging on a hinge. The violinist must feel their way around this hinge. If the feeling is not there, the promise of the whole piece is never quite fulfilled. But if they do get it right, somehow the rest of it just opens up.

It was that section that I was struggling with, in my bedroom, one evening last September. Again and again, I repeated it, waiting for that moment I hoped would come, when it would feel as if the music was written in my fingers. As if getting it right would somehow carry me back eight or so years to when I was five or six, before my life got ripped apart. But each time I played it, something was wrong – the tuning, the tempo, a note played a bit off-key or held a fraction too long. Then I would stop and reset my bow, start again from the beginning.

Some might assume that when I’m playing, I’m not aware of what is happening around me. The opposite is true. I am intensely aware of my surroundings. My senses are finely tuned.

Beneath the singing of the strings on my violin, I could hear the thrum of traffic, three storeys down, on Dimitroffstraße. I could hear the knocking on my bedroom door. I could see the daylight fading all over Berlin, East and West. I could smell the carrot stew that Margot had made.

Margot entered my room. Her eyes, lined with papery blue make-up, scanned the room and came to rest on a point just above my head.

‘Dinner, Jakob. Your father is waiting.’

‘Yes, Mother.’ I hated calling her that. Margot and Hans had adopted me after my real parents were labelled traitors by the government. I loathed them, but I had found it was usually easier to play along with the sham.

Hans was at the head of the table. Margot and I sat either side of him. His grey eyes tracked me closely – a sign I should have picked up on. But I was distracted. In my mind’s ear, I could still hear the melody of the music, rising and falling.

The stew in front of me was bright orange, with pieces of dark purple salami scattered through. After a first mouthful, peppery and sweet, I realised how hungry I was. Within a minute, I had cleared half my plate. Hans and Margot were picking at their food. Eventually, Hans laid down his fork and spoke.

‘How was school today?’

I had a mouthful of food to finish before I could speak. All the time I was chewing and swallowing, Hans’ gaze never wavered.

‘It was very good, Father,’ I managed to say after a pause. I forced a small smile, then lifted another forkful to my mouth.

Hans and Margot looked at each other.

‘Tell me then, Jakob. What did you learn today?’

‘Russian. Physics. Usual stuff. Nothing interesting.’

‘Ah!’ Hans nodded. ‘Russian. Physics.’ He looked down at his bowl, then carefully speared a cube of meat with his fork and lifted it to his mouth. He chewed the tiny morsel with a sideways, thoughtful expression.

‘I always wished,’ Hans said, ‘that my Russian was better. Perhaps you could share a few Russian words with your mother and I that you learnt today at school.’

I could feel Margot’s gaze flicking between the two of us, but I did not dare break Hans’ stare.

‘I ... well, let me fetch my textbook.’ I wanted to stand up, but my legs did not budge.

‘No need for that, surely, Jakob? It was only a few hours ago. It is important to try and remember things. It trains the memory. And one’s memory can be so useful.’ Hans tapped his temple and smiled.

I hadn’t gone to my Russian class that day. I hadn’t been at school at all.

And Hans knew that.

How had Hans known? I wondered. But then I remembered – this was Hans. Hans knew. It was his job to know.

I was cornered.

‘I wasn’t there today.’

Hans exhaled softly, but he didn’t say anything, and I felt words bubble out of me. ‘I ... I didn’t feel well.’

Hans’ palm slapped down hard on the table. Margot and I jumped in our chairs. She clutched her neck.

‘There! Right there! You are lying again!’

My mouth opened and closed. I looked down at the half-eaten bowl of carrot stew. But as suddenly as Hans’ explosion had come, it was gone. When he spoke next, his voice was low.

‘Jakob. Your mother and I are concerned about you. Your exams are next year. You are not giving your education enough attention.’

‘But ... but I was practising.’ I felt a whine creep into my voice and hated myself. ‘I have a recital next week.’

Hans set his jaw at this, but Margot spoke before him. ‘You are fourteen years old, Jakob. We attended your Jugendweihe. Yet you still act like a child.’

I didn’t want to argue with them. I didn’t want to be having this conversation at all. In my mind, it was clear. How could violin come second to school? But I only had two more years and after that I would be free. I’d be done with school and there would be nothing to stop me from leaving.

Two more years ...

‘I – I’m sorry,’ I said. ‘Mother, Father, I’m sorry.’ I was surprised at how easily the apology came out.

It seemed to work, because Hans nodded. ‘Yes. I believe you are. But apologies are not enough. You know, Jakob, you are very bright, very intelligent. You have much potential with your violin playing. But your results at school must match your musical ability. They are currently those of an average student.’ Hans turned his palms upwards, warming up to his lecture. ‘And it is not just your schoolwork. Your teachers have expressed ... concerns that you do not interact so well with your peers. I know it is early in your life. Perhaps you think these things don’t matter. But even now, mistakes can affect your later career.’

I had wondered how long it would take Hans to get to my ‘career’. I gritted my teeth as he continued. ‘You are lucky enough to live in the German Democratic Republic. Our society, here, is based on democratic, socialist ideas – we are all equal and everyone is judged on their abilities. You cannot hope to stake your future on your family connections.’

There was something about the way he said ‘family’. Was there a tiny sparkle in the corner of his eyes, a flicker of his eyebrow?

From nowhere, a quivering rage coursed through me.

‘Family, Hans?’ I spat. ‘You are not my family!’

I shoved my chair back, toppling it, and fled the room. In my bedroom, I leaned against the door, trembling. I tried to remember some of the things my music teachers had taught me to prepare for a performance – steady breathing, open shoulders – but it did not ease my shaking. I lay down on my bed. I could hear Hans and Margot talking in low voices to each other. They sounded calmer than I’d imagined, though I couldn’t make out their words. I realised after a minute or two that I was still hungry. But I would not give them the satisfaction of returning to the dinner table.

In moments like these, I have always turned to music. I put a record on. I owned seven. Hans and Margot were very strict about what records I was allowed. Six of my seven records were by well-known composers like Tchaikovsky and Shostakovich. But the seventh record they did not know about. I kept it in the bottom drawer of my dresser, hidden underneath folded layers of winter clothes, only brought out for moments of true need. I don’t even know if it was legal to own such a record.

Duke Ellington.

Duke Ellington is fantastic. A jazz pianist from the Big Apple (that’s what they call New York in the West, according to my friend Jürgen), who leads the most amazing band of musicians. The band knows the songs inside and out, which is how they’re able to improvise so brilliantly, playing around with the tune, turning it inside out. Jazz somehow makes all my worries drift away.

I turned the volume on the record player right down and stuffed a blanket beneath the door to block the sound. If Hans or Margot heard Duke Ellington coming from my room, they’d probably assume I was listening to Western radio. I often tuned in to the music shows broadcast from the other side of Berlin when the apartment was empty, and I knew some kids at school who did as well. I think quite a few of their parents listened to the Western news broadcasts to hear what was happening over there (although I couldn’t imagine Hans ever trying to tune in to Radio Free Berlin). Doing so was a lesser sin than actually owning an American jazz record, but I’d still be punished if I was caught. Especially after what had just happened at dinner.

Once I had placed the needle in the groove and heard the sweet chiming of the piano, the busy buzz of the trumpet, I no longer cared. I moved the speaker right up next to my pillow so I could play it very quietly. Then I put my hands behind my head, stared at the ceiling, and thought about what I would do when I could leave this apartment behind. When I could finally start living my life, listening to and playing whatever music I wanted. Free from the pressure to follow in Hans’ footsteps.

At some point during the second side, I fell asleep.

I dreamt about them. My real parents, and Katrin, my sister. It was the same dream I always have.

We are sitting in our old ground floor apartment in Hellersdorf. Surrounding us are tottering bookcases stuffed full, with folios of sheet music wedged into any available corner. I am in the kitchen, looking through the window. It is a perfect summer’s day – warm, with the lightest of breezes. My mother is playing her violin, but not the classical music she played professionally. Instead, she’s playing something folky, jaunty almost, the melody turning gentle pirouettes.

Outside, Katrin is trying to do cartwheels with a friend. They are laughing and falling down, and starting again.

Father enters the room.

‘They are coming,’ he says.

‘The children,’ Mother says from the other room, her voice strangely carefree, the violin still singing sweetly.

‘We should stay together,’ I say.

But they act as if I have said nothing. They are both smiling.

Then the dream shifts. My father and I are on a train, alone in a carriage. He is looking out the window. I cannot see his face. The train isn’t moving.

‘Why isn’t the train moving?’ Father asks.

He turns to me. He is the colour of snow. He is terribly, terribly frightened. And now I am frightened too.

Tap, tap, tap.

Down the corridor, in the train. A rapping, knocking sound. Voices, though I cannot hear the words – hard voices, asking questions, receiving answers.

They are looking for us.

We need to run. I pull at my father, but he is so heavy. He is frozen in place.

‘Someone must have seen us,’ my father says.

Tap, tap, tap. Closer now.

‘Father, we have to go,’ I say. ‘Come with me.’

But he has turned to ice. He shakes his head, incredibly slowly. Each fraction of movement seems to take an eternity, as if he were a clockwork toy expending the last of its energy.

Tap, tap, tap.

They are outside the door to our carriage. The glass in the door is frosted. I can see two silhouettes looming. One of them raises a hand.

Tap, tap, tap.

When I woke, the needle had reached the end of the record and was making a scratchy, repetitive noise as it tried to reset itself. I switched it off. It was two in the morning.

I remembered, like I did every time I had that dream. Father was dead – he had committed suicide in prison, according to Hans. Mother and my sister were in the West. At least, I assumed they were. I hadn’t seen or heard from them for eight years, since the flight from the apartment in Hellersdorf. I tried to broach the subject once with Margot, but she shut me down. Hans, I didn’t dare to ask. I knew only a little about what my parents’ crimes were supposed to be. Something to do with a committee, ‘counter-revolutionary activities’, illegal printing. Were they guilty? I did not know.

My official parents were now Hans and Margot Eberhardt.

Hans Eberhardt, Deputy Executive Director at the Ministry for State Security.

The Stasi.

And I was supposed to be grateful to him for taking me in. I was ‘lucky’ that my case had crossed Hans’ desk. That he had taken pity on the son of two traitors. I think he must have been involved in pursuing the case against my parents, although I can’t be sure. And I have a memory of Margot from before my parents disappeared. At least, I can remember a woman very like her talking to my mother at one of my school recitals. I’m not sure how they could have known each other.

‘They were going to send you to the orphanage,’ as Hans never tired of reminding me. ‘But I could see the potential in that little boy.’

Two more years, I told myself. Two more years until I graduate and can get a job, pay for my own place, maybe even find a way into the West.

And what exactly are you going to do? I heard a voice in my head ask me, but I ignored it.

Two more years.

The next morning, Hans came to speak to me. I didn’t want to see him, but I knew, from long experience, that it was easier to go along with what he wanted than to disobey him directly. Things could always be worse. My adoptive parents were sticklers for the rules. Their favourite punishment was confiscation. Toys, books, records, radio – all had been taken from me at some point to make sure I did what I was told. At least I knew my violin was safe. The government was keen to promote classical music because our excellence in the area was evidence that we were better than the West.

I knew Hans was a powerful man. I had seen the way other people – neighbours, shopkeepers, my schoolmates’ parents – acted around him. Always friendly, always smiling, but never close. Perhaps if others feared him, it would be sensible for me to show some respect.

He was not, after all, my real father.

‘Come in,’ I said.

His face had softened from the previous evening. He entered my room, inspected the sheet music on my stand. It was the Bach piece I had been playing the previous evening.

‘You like this?’ he said.

‘Yes, very much.’

‘What is it about it you like?’

I thought about this for a moment; I didn’t want to mention Mother. ‘I don’t really know. It’s like a machine. If you move one bit, the whole thing stops working. It is only perfect as it is. Do you understand?’

I had never seen Hans listen to music.

‘Yes, I understand. It reminds me of the society we have here. So very precise. Everyone has their part to play, no matter how small. Even you, Jakob. Music is important. Culture is important. And we need musicians. But there are other things that matter, Jakob. You are young. It is not wise to put all your eggs in one basket. Am I making myself clear?’

‘You are saying I shouldn’t neglect my other studies.’

‘Yes. But it’s more than that. All your mother and I want is for you to be the best you can be. To be fulfilled. This great country needs you. Young men of promise, who can help do the work that needs to be done. I want to offer you a deal. Do you remember the Funkhaus Studios?’

I blinked. Of course I remembered the Funkhaus Studios. Hans had an office there because the man who’d had his job before him had been a fan of the musical arts. Hans had kept the office because it was useful for him to have somewhere to go, away from the prying eyes of lower-ranked officials. In his line of work there were always people who wanted to find dirt on him. Something they could use to get him in trouble so that they could take his job.

In any case, it meant I had been allowed on a tour of the building with him once when I was eleven. I had memories of a great palace of steel and gold, huge concert halls, endless gleaming corridors. A jewel in the crown of the GDR. It was supposed to be the most advanced, the most modern, the most sophisticated recording studios in the whole world. We’d seen the world-renowned Berlin Symphonic Orchestra play and it had felt like I was flying.
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