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Dedicated to all those who dared to
escape from the East and tyranny. For those who made it and those
who fell. RIP.
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We Don't Have
Peace

October 31 1986 East/West Berlin
border

 


East Germany met West Germany in a
shattering display of tension that was real and reflected the
divided world. A world of hidden truths, visible violence, black
and white tyranny, opposing power blocks with no conscience and
lastly, a delicate ray of hope in suppressed people’s
hearts.

 


This all centered on Berlin in East
Germany. A place where the Soviet Union with its Warsaw Pact allies
faced off the United States of America and NATO. It was high scale
brinksmanship with nuclear weapons and a balance of terror.
Citizens in East Germany and East Berlin did their best to escape.
A West German border guard witnessed one such escape
attempt.

 


Private Schmidt and his colleague were
manning a watch tower along the heavily defended East/West Berlin
border. Burning white spotlights cut through the chilly dark night
air, always moving. The lights pointed from east to west. There
were no such searchlights on the western side, only the opposite.
Big fences, tall walls ringed with barbed wire and spikes were a
physical deterrence. Mines and machine guns a military one, as were
indoctrinated guards with dogs.

 


‘What a way to spend Halloween. Stuck
in this cold watchtower. Damn them all. The officers will be in
their cosy quarters now.’

 


‘I know. Screw them. We’re missing the
Halloween party in the goth club too. Dora and her friends are
there. You know how sexy they are. And your special crowd will miss
you…’

 


‘Sexy Dora and her friends. That Marie
is a mad one. She’s got bigger boobs than Dora. Both women are
right for you. Yes, my crowd will miss me too. Never mind the beer
we’re missing. ‘

 


‘Let’s see them all soon. Dora and
Marie and your special crowd when we’re next on leave. We can have
our own party. Those two ladies have lovely huge breasts. I want to
kiss them both all over…’

 


‘I bet you do. My special crowd are
muscular and toned. Yes, we will party. Good idea. But tonight
they’ll be wearing sexy Halloween costumes. Guys and gals. Black
leather and lots of flesh…’

 


‘They can wear them when we’re there.
And buy lots of beer for us. And play music and put on food.’ Both
soldiers daydreamed of the party they were missing and of the
future one. Soldiers everywhere complained when on duty. They’d
rather be elsewhere doing something else than watching the
wire.

 


It was a long slow cold evening.
Instant coffee and cigarettes helped, a little. Then something
happened.

 


‘Look there! An escape attempt,’
Private Schmidt commented. He'd seen it all before.

 


His colleague, another drafted private
soldier, nodded and replied, ‘Yeah, poor desperate
bastards.’

 


‘We're lucky here, being in the West.
Those people will do anything to get here.’ Schmidt scanned the
scene with his binoculars. The searchlights illuminated it like
daytime.

 


‘They must think it's paradise over
here. What can you see? I just see the lights...’ the other
soldier, Private Ulbricht, observed across the three hundred yards
of No Man's Land.

 


‘There's two men. I can see them,
running for their lives. They were hiding. Now running. There.’
With one hand, Schmidt pointed.

 


‘I see them now. So will the East
German guards. Asleep?’

 


‘Yes. Why don't they fire?’

 


A siren suddenly wailed into life,
followed by another. Distant shouts and commands in German echoed
through the night. Three pink flares lazily plopped into the sky to
slowly fall under little parachutes. They gave further
illumination. The two running men stopped and stood still.
Illuminated by four searchlights. Two more flares rose
heavenwards.

 


‘Oh God! Run, run for fuck's sake. Come
on you poor bastards,’ Schmidt stammered, showing
emotion.

 


Dogs started barking. Then it
happened.

 


‘Gunfire. They're both history,’
Ulbricht whispered. The guns spoke. Orange tracer fire whizzed
forth. Wild and inaccurate.

 


‘Run! Come on,’ both West German guards
shouted. It was against the rules to shout or interfere. The East
considered it an act of war.

 


As the flares fell to the ground, more
lights came on. The men ran again, dodging bullets. The fire was
more accurate.

 


‘They won’t escape the lights. I wish
we had sniper rifles.’

 


‘You’re right. Darkness would help
them. Shit! They've hit one. Bastards!’ Ulbricht grimaced. The
scene was plainly visible, a hundred or so yards away.

 


‘I'm going to help. Here, take the
glasses,’ the other said with determination.

 


His colleague took the binoculars and
replied, ‘No, do not. They will shoot you as well.’

 


‘They won't see me. Yes, it's a shame
we don't have guns...’ Schmidt said.

 


‘Be careful and good luck. I have to
report the escape attempt. I'll say you're here...’

 


Over the wire in No Man's Land, one man
cradled his friend like a baby. He wasn't dead yet.

 


‘Run Rudy, run. Before they catch you.
You must live. Go. I love you. I'm sorry...’ the dying man, his
blond hair matted with
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