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Dedication

To pastors and their wives who,

by their example,

inspire others to acts of heroic faith,

both great and small.

 


 


By day the Lord directs his love,

at night his song is with me.

Psalm 42:8

 


That word above all earthly
powers,

no thanks to them, abideth;

the Spirit and the gifts are ours,

thru him who with us sideth.

Let goods and kindred go,

this mortal life also;

the body they may kill;

God's truth abideth still;

his kingdom is forever.

 


“A Mighty Fortress is Our God”

Martin Luther, 1529


Prologue

Monday, November 30, 1989

The higher the sun rose, the darker became Elyse
Scott’s world. Never before had there been a day like this one.

Her woolen coat hung heavy on her shoulders. She
stared at coil upon coil of barbed wire that had been shoved aside
at the border crossing called Checkpoint Charlie. Twenty-eight
years ago she stood in this same spot. Then, the barbed wire was
newly in place. New. Shiny silver. That was the day the borders
closed; the day the Communists imprisoned over a million Berlin
residents.

Looking back on it, she couldn’t believe how foolish
she’d been. Despite all the warnings, she’d crossed over. And look
what it cost her.

“Elyse?”

Someone touched her shoulder. She flinched.

“I’m sorry,” Lisette said, “I
didn’t mean to . . .”

Elyse grabbed her friend’s hand and hugged it. “No,
dear, I’m sorry. My mind was . . .”

“I know.”

She did know. Dear, sweet Lisette. Of all the people
in the world, Lisette knew, and Elyse loved her for it.

“How much longer do we wait?”
Elyse asked.

“That’s up to you, dear. After all
these years, I’m content just to stand here with you.”

Tears edged Elyse’s eyes. She hugged this woman who
was family—not by blood, but by years of dedication, sacrifice, and
love.

“Was it ‘60 or ‘61 when Park
joined us at Café Lorenz?” Lisette asked.

“I was twenty one at the
time, so that would make it 1961.”

Lisette smiled. “I could go for a cinnamon streusel
right about now,” she said.

“Yeah. Me too.”

A loud shout caught Lisette’s attention, the kind
the Indians made in the old black and white Westerns. A
bare chested young man stood atop the Wall with arms raised.
Elyse looked at Lisette instead. Her second mother, now in her
mid sixties, had aged well. And she, just shy of fifty. So
many of those years Elyse would like to forget. Others, she’d
treasure to her grave.

Then Elyse’s attention was drawn back to the border
crossing just as it had been all night. The thousands of
celebrants, the television lights and cameras, the horns honking,
the singing, dancing, tears—all these things were temporary
distractions at best.

“It’s been six hours since they
crossed,” Elyse said.

Lisette put an arm around Elyse’s shoulder and
pulled her close.

Two weeks earlier Elyse Schumacher Scott had flown
from the United States to West Berlin with Park. At that time the
Berlin Wall was still the Berlin Wall, covered with graffiti on the
west side, stained with blood on the east side. Imposing. Grim. A
monument to world tension and animosity between communist and
democratic nations.

They’d flown in after receiving word that Elyse’s
mother would finally be coming out. Illegally, of course. Through a
tunnel under the Wall. With three babies. Brothers. Last name,
Dittmer. Over the years Mady Schumacher had helped dozens of people
escape from Communist East Germany. Now she was coming out too.

Only the time of her escape had come and gone, and
there was no sign of her, no word of her fate. That was two weeks
ago. Two unbelievably torturous weeks.

Had she only waited! Elyse moaned. But who
could have known this would happen? Who could have known?

The border between East and West Berlin opened as
suddenly and unexpectedly as it had closed. And people from every
nation gathered to celebrate with the biggest spontaneous party the
world had ever seen. Not only Germans, but French, Italian,
English, Dutch, and Americans. Like Elyse, they were in shock, a
good shock, not like the day the border closed. No one could
believe what they were seeing: people passing freely through the
checkpoints, the same ones that for nearly three decades had been
associated with suspicion, fear, and death.

Reporters broadcast the news in every language.
Pictures were beamed into the living rooms of a disbelieving world.
Images of men and women dancing and embracing and singing, some
standing on top of the beast like David on Goliath’s chest while
the Israelites gathered in exultation around him.

Elyse felt happy for them, but she couldn’t join
them. Not yet. Not until she knew her mother’s fate. Like so many
other East Berliners, the Wall had dealt death to her once already.
It may appear to be an impotent giant now, but who’s to say it
couldn’t stir to life again?

Had Mother only waited!

Thousands had attempted to breach the Wall. More
than two hundred of them were killed, most recently Chris Gueffroy,
who was shot by guards, and Winfried Freudenberg, whose homemade
balloon crashed at Zehlendorf. Elyse knew of them because their
deaths had been publicized as a warning to others. Most remained
anonymous, however. While some were seriously injured in failed
attempts, others were either caught and sentenced to prison or,
though not lucky enough to make it over the Wall, were lucky enough
to escape detection so that they could try another day.

And her mother?

Elyse had to know. Her desire to know surged until
it was stronger than her fear of reentering Communist East Berlin.
She took a tentative step toward the border. There were more people
coming out than going in. That said something, didn’t it? She took
another step, smaller than the first.

“Are you sure?” Lisette said.
“I’ll go with you.”

“Am I the only person who
remembers how quickly things can change?” Elyse said. “The border’s
open, but there’s no guarantee it’ll stay that way. Remember how
quickly it closed?”

“You stay here, dear,” Lisette
said. “I’ll go in. Wait for me here.”

Elyse grabbed on to Lisette’s arm. She gripped it
with a ferocity that frightened them both.

“It’s been six hours,” Elyse
said.

Ernst had turned and waved just before he and Park
melted into the throng. They went to get Mady. Six hours ago.

Retired from NASA, Ernst Ehrenberg had flown in from
Huntsville, Alabama, when he heard the news about the Wall coming
down.

“Tell me what you want me to do,”
Lisette said.

Elyse took a deep breath. “I have to know.”

She began making her way toward Checkpoint Charlie.
It was slow going. They had to weave their way through a tide of
humanity moving the opposite direction. Twenty eight years
ago, it was slow going too. They stood in line to enter captivity.
How foolish. Elyse couldn’t shake the feeling that this time was
just as foolish. She had to will her feet forward.

Beneath the shingled overhang of the guard post,
armed American soldiers watched the procession. Judging from the
perplexed expressions on their faces, they weren’t sure what to
make of it either. In the last forty eight hours reality had
changed dramatically. It was at this very spot, when tensions were
at their highest, that Soviet and American tanks had faced off
against each other and the world held its breath.

Elyse kept moving with Lisette at her side. Now they
were in no man’s land. The East German guards came into
view. And more barbed wire. Piles and piles of it. Elyse tried not
to look at it. She knew if she did, it would be her undoing. Too
many images of the past were tangled up in the stuff. One in
particular.

A body. Snared. Limp and hanging like a rag
doll.

She stopped.

“What’s wrong, dear?” Lisette
said.

She saw what Elyse was staring at.

“Don’t look at it.”

She tugged gently, urging Elyse forward. Elyse
didn’t move. Nor could she disentangle her eyes away from the coils
of silver spiked wire.

“Elyse, look at me! Look at
me!”

Lisette cradled the younger woman’s jaw and
physically forced her head away from the barbed wire.

Elyse began to weep.

“Do you want to go back?” Lisette
asked.

“I can do this.”

“Take your time, dear. Just keep
looking forward. Keep your eyes on the road. Try not to think about
it.”

They were moving again. Past the first row of barbed
wire. Almost to the border.

Elyse gasped.

She froze.

Lisette glanced in the direction of Elyse’s gaze,
expecting to see more barbed wire. But that wasn’t what Elyse was
looking at.

“Oh, God. Oh, God . . .” Elyse
whimpered.

“Oh dear,” Lisette said. “Elyse,
honey, I’m so sorry you had to find out this way. I wanted to tell
you.”

Elyse sank to her knees. Eyes wide. Shaking.

“Dear God in heaven, what are you
doing to me?” she cried.


 


 


 


 


 


Mr. Gorbachev, open this gate.

Mr. Gorbachev, tear down this wall.

 


President Ronald Reagan

June 12, 1987


Chapter 1

Sunday, August 13, 1961

The sun dawned on a changed world. People went to bed
living in one world and woke up in another. The first thing most of
them heard was special news bulletins. Waking Americans switched on
their television sets to hear newscaster Walter Cronkite, tired and
disheveled, go to live feeds from France, Great Britain, and
Germany. In every nation the story was the same. Military forces
were on high alert.

Twenty one year old Elyse Schumacher
had problems of her own. She couldn’t decide which pastry to
order.

She sat at a table in the late morning shade of a
sidewalk café. Talk of world events buzzed around her. She brushed
it away like so many flies. It wasn’t that she didn’t understand
the implications of the news; she did. No one could grow up in
Communist East Germany and not be aware of the tension between
communism and capitalism. She just wasn’t going to let it ruin her
holiday.

All year long she listened to Communist harangues,
attended mandatory workers’ meetings, walked among a gallery of
street banners and posters boasting of the superiority of the
communist way. All year long she endured the eternal tedium of
factory work, dwelt in their colorless flat with its stained
wallpaper, and stood in endless queues for hour after
foot aching hour for sickly vegetables, discolored meat, and
morbid looking soupbones. All year long she scrimped and saved
and sacrificed just so she could have two days of shopping and fun
and indulgence in the Western sector. And she wasn’t about to let
the crisis du jour spoil the pastry du jour. She
didn’t let her mother spoil it, and she wasn’t going to let the
Communists spoil it.

It had always been the three of them—Lisette, Elyse,
and her mother. Then, two days before holiday, her mother announced
she wasn’t going.

“Park will be in Berlin this
weekend. He wants to meet us!” Her fist clenched a crumpled letter.
“I’d sooner spend a holiday with Nikita Khrushchev.”

Elyse said she thought Khrushchev looked like Alfred
Hitchcock. Her mother didn’t think that was funny. Lisette said
that if Mady didn’t go, none of them would go. They could go
another weekend.

Even though it made no sense to Elyse, her mother
insisted she and Lisette go by themselves. She became quite
animated about it, telling Lisette exactly what she should say to
Park. It was clear that he’d hurt her mother. What Elyse didn’t
understand was her mother’s continued fascination with the man.
Lisette said she didn’t feel right about seeing Park without Mady
being there. In the end, her mother won the argument. She always
did.

The good news was that their holiday excursion was
still on. Lisette had reservations about going without Mady. Elyse
thought it would be great fun. The idea of going to the Western
sector without her mother had a delightfully risqué appeal to
it.

As it turned out, there was little that was
delightful about the trip and it didn’t even come close to being
risqué. The crossing was a nightmare. The East German guards
behaved nastier than usual. They harassed everyone, shouting at
them for no reason. At the S Bahn station one guard, with a
bloodhound face and whose jaws flapped when he talked, pulled
Lisette out of line. He was accompanied by two other guards with
rifles.

“Identity card!” he
barked.

Lisette handed it to him.

“Where did you get this?” he
shouted. “It’s a forgery!”

“I assure you it’s
valid.”

The guard took insult. He leaned within centimeters
of Lisette’s face and shouted at her, calling her a liar, a
traitor, a decadent materialistic fascist. He grabbed one of the
other guards’ rifles and pointed it at her, threatening her with
jail, telling her she’d never see her family again.

She began to cry.

He kept shouting.

Then he let her go. Just like that. He grabbed her
by the arm, shoved her back into line, and looked around for his
next victim. Lisette was still shaking when she and Elyse boarded
the train that took them across the border to the Western
sector.

The crossing set the tone for the holiday. Lisette
was moody and withdrawn. Who could blame her?

Café Lorenz was going to be Elyse’s last chance to
salvage the weekend. So what happened? In the middle of the night
some nameless, faceless Communist muckety muck issued an order
that set the entire city, the entire world, on edge.

It had something to do with the borders. Elyse
didn’t listen to the details; she didn’t want to know. She wanted
to think about pastries, not politics.

She glanced at Lisette. No help there. The woman who
had been her mother’s companion for more than two decades sat
moodily watching the pedestrians pass by in front of the sidewalk
café. This was to be Elyse’s introduction to the American. Lisette
told her that she’d met him before when she was little, but Elyse
didn’t remember him. She was nervous about meeting this fellow
named Park. If there was going to be any holiday in this weekend,
Elyse would have to create it all by herself.

Squaring her shoulders, she smiled, as though a
smile, no matter how manufactured, would lure a spirit of levity
and good times to the table. With a carefree toss of her head, she
drank in the colors and the aromas of the grand avenue
Kurfürstendamm. Only she called it Ku’damm. All the locals
called it that.

They had a perfect table location. It was situated
in the shade under the red and white striped awning that
had become for her a holiday landmark. Magical trees lined the
avenue, trees that were greener and leafier and grander than
anything in the Soviet sector where they lived. Dappled shadows
danced on the bright summer shirts and dresses that swished in
front of her on the sidewalk. Large concrete planters overflowed
with flowers, splashing the avenue with an impressionist’s
palette—brilliant yellows and whites, blazing violets, bold
reds.

“I carry a flag, and that flag is
red.”

Like a brash intruder the school song popped into
her head. Every time it did she wondered why the Communist Party
was so fascinated with the color red. They displayed it everywhere
with their flags and banners. Yet let a student wear a red shirt to
school and he’d be hauled down to the principal’s office and
reprimanded for his decadence.

Elyse wrinkled her nose in disgust. She was thinking
about politics again. She came to Café Lorenz to get away from all
that nonsense. Just then, a waiter came to her aid.

He emerged from the swinging door of the café
carrying a tray of sizzling sausage. One tangy whiff of spiced meat
and all thoughts of politics vanished. Elyse watched in fascination
as he set the plate in front of a big man in a business suit. When
the plate touched the table, the man’s eyes—just for a
second—sparkled with little boy delight.

That’s why we come to Café Lorenz! she
thought. She wanted to order that same sparkle. Maybe she’d find it
this year in the sausage instead of the pastry.

Over the years they’d collected holiday experiences
the way a numismatist collects coins. On dreary nights she and her
mother and Lisette could escape the grayness of their existence by
pulling out their collection and reliving the memories. This would
be good to add to the collection.

Remember the sizzling sausage at Café Lorenz?

She turned to Lisette, hoping to find that she too
had fallen under the sausage’s spell. Lisette’s face looked tired
and older than her forty years. There was no sausage glint in her
eyes. Her attention was divided between rearranging the tableware
and staring anxiously at the parade of passersby.

Elyse wasn’t going to give up on the sausage memory
so easily. “Doesn’t that smell heavenly?” she said.

Lisette shushed her, raising an index finger to her
lips. In her excitement Elyse had forgotten to use her quiet voice.
Born deaf in one ear and partially deaf in the other, she tended to
be loud. She tried again, this time quieter but no less
emphatic.

“The sausage. Don’t you smell
it?”

“Yes, dear. Order anything you
like.” Lisette turned her head back toward the street.

Elyse sighed. The battle to make a holiday of this
weekend would not be easily won. She checked her watch. “It’s still
early,” she said. “He’s not supposed to be here for another ten
minutes.”

Lisette forced a smile. Even forced, it was a nice
smile. Elyse grew up with that smile. She had loved it for as far
back as she could remember.

“It’s just been so long,” Lisette
said. “I’m not sure he’ll recognize us. My goodness, certainly not
you. You were five years old the last time he saw you.”

“Will you recognize
him?”

“People change.” Lisette resumed
her watch.

Elyse opened a menu. It was a waste of time for her
to join the search. “What are you going to order?” she asked.

“You order, dear. I’m not
hungry.”

Elyse sighed. It was a conspiracy. The whole world
was against her. First Mother. Then the government. Now Lisette.
She turned to the pastries section.

She smiled. She’d found paradise.

The list of pastries was an orgy of taste
sensations. Cinnamon streusel, plum cake with crumb topping,
raspberry cream roulade, lemon strudel, and Sacher torte, a
chocolate torte with apricot jam filling that was
world renowned for its light, buttery flavor. And for a little
extra charge they would add the most exquisite chestnut whipped
cream. Just as she had hoped, Elyse found an entire page of holiday
experiences just waiting to be discovered, courtesy of the brothers
Lorenz.

A paragraph at the top of the menu described the
origins of Café Lorenz. It began as a family owned restaurant
on the Unter den Linden, dating back to the 1830s when two Viennese
brothers, Karl and Emil, immigrated to Berlin and opened a
restaurant. They were an immediate success. During the war the
restaurant was destroyed by bombs, prompting the move to their
current location. Yet in good times and bad, for over a hundred
years the Lorenz family had been bringing the taste of Viennese
pastry to appreciative Berliners.

“I heard they’re ripping up entire
sections of street and forming blockades.”

Two fashionably dressed women burdened with packages
settled into the table beside them, rudely bringing politics with
them. They looked like sisters.

“The railway lines too!” said the
younger looking one. “Not just shut down, but ripped up! Both
the S Bahn and the underground. Heinrich said that no trains
are going in or coming out. None.”

“But what about all the people who
work in this sector?”

“All I know is that the radio said
they’re not letting anybody out.”

Elyse buried her head deeper in the menu. She
focused on the descriptions of pastries, urging them to transport
her to the sugary paradise that knew nothing of politics.

“But what about the East Berliners
who are caught over here? Are they going to keep them from
returning to their homes?”

Elyse’s head popped up. Not be allowed to return
home?

“Who in their right mind would
want to go back?” the older sister said. “Oh, dear, you have to try
the raspberry cream roulade. It’s heavenly!”

 


 


Scratchy voices droned on incessantly through the
radio’s speaker. Mady Schumacher needed the sound of voices right
now, not the information. She’d already heard enough to scare her.
She just didn’t want to be alone, and the radio was all she
had.

Sitting on her heels, Mady rummaged in the back of
her closet. She ignored the ache in her knees and back and instead
kept digging. She could work quickly because she wasn’t looking for
anything. She just needed a distraction. Something meaningless and
mind numbing. Activity for its own sake. Anything to keep the
black dog of depression at bay.

The growing pile at the closet doorway was a time
capsule of their lives—her life now, for Elyse and Lisette
would no longer need its contents. Old clothes. Worn out shoes
with a generous coating of dust. Various colored belts; some that
still fit and others that made her laugh. A Benny Goodman record.
Random table game pieces and cards. A picture book of Grimm’s
fairy tales. A pencil sharpener. A framed black and white
photo of their old church in Pankow with Josef and herself standing
on the front steps. Loose pages of Elyse’s Oberschule school
drawings. One gaudy green earring.

Mady laughed. If Lisette were to walk through the
door right now and see this ungodly pile in the middle of her clean
living room, she’d come unglued.

Her hand flew to her mouth, catching a sob before it
could escape. It was always the little things that hit the
hardest.

On the radio the voice of politburo member Erich
Honecker feverishly defended the merits of the “anti fascist
protection barrier.” The one that was now separating Mady from her
daughter and best friend. His monotonous harangue was nauseating to
her, but if she switched from Berlin Radio International to a
Western station, Herr Puttkamer might hear it and turn her in.

Mady fought back a fresh attack of tears. She told
herself it was for the best. The closing of the borders hadn’t
taken God by surprise. It was providential that Lisette and Elyse
were in the Western sector when the borders closed. And if she
hadn’t let her feelings for Park get in the way, she would be too.
If someone was at fault, she was.

She told herself she should be happy. At least Elyse
and Lisette were safe. They were free. Free from the constant
barrage of Communist propaganda. Free from having to watch
everything they said, every day, for fear someone would report
them. Free from the weariness of dingy colors, and the long lines,
and the endless hours at the factory.

But she would miss them. That was what hurt most.
She knew it was selfish, but she couldn’t help it. If she stopped
and thought about it, even for a moment, the reality of what her
life was going to be like without them—alone—it drove her here, on
her knees in the closet, digging mindlessly, doing everything to
keep her hands busy and her mind from thinking about it.

But then something would get her started again. A
hairbrush. A shoe. A broken crayon.

That’s the way it had been for her since first
hearing the news. Flip flop, flip flop. Back and forth.
Glad for them. Sad for herself.

“You can get used to anything,”
she muttered to herself. Wasn’t that the East Berlin mantra? People
repeated it every time the Communists introduced one more hardship,
one more horror. If she said it often enough, maybe she’d come to
believe it.

“You can get used to anything,”
she repeated.

It’s what she told herself every time a new
production quota was announced at the factory.

You can get used to anything.

It’s what she told herself every time a queue closed
a few people shy of her being able to buy a few tomatoes or a
soupbone.

You can get used to anything.

It’s what she told herself now when she realized she
might live the rest of her life alone.

You can get used to anything.

She continued digging, tossing aside old boxes of
who knew what. Digging and crying.

You can get used to anything.

But could she? Could she get used to life without
hope of ever seeing her daughter again?

“You can get used to
anything.”

Her sobs made the words unintelligible.

 


 


“You’re not going to try to go back, are you?”

The Café Lorenz waiter stood with a white pad in one
hand and a pencil poised in the other. Like everyone else—everyone
except Elyse, that is—his mind was on the day’s news.

“I have a brother in the Soviet
sector,” the waiter said. “I may never see him again. Still, you
couldn’t drag me across that border. It’s not worth the
risk.”

He shifted nervously from foot to foot. Lisette
guessed him to be about seventeen. He was painfully thin, with a
protruding Adam’s apple and black hair to his collar. He could get
away with long hair on this side of the border. If he was on the
Soviet side, the Vopos would manhandle him down to the station and
give him a haircut, compliments of the Communist Party.

“Are you close to your brother?”
Lisette asked.

“Sure, we’re close. He’s the one
who told me to get out of there. He’s supposed to join me in a
month or so. Now . . .”

“Where does your brother
live?”

“On Singerstrasse. In
Friedrichshain.”

“Write him a note,” Lisette said,
“and I’ll see that he gets it.”

“Really? You’d do that?” His smile
showed gums; it was almost comical. “Friedrichshain. You know the
area?”

“I’ve lived in Berlin all my
life.”

He tore off a sheet from his pad, wrote a word,
paused to think about what he wanted to say, then began scribbling.
He folded the note twice and wrote again.

“I put the address . .
.”

Lisette reached for the note. Suddenly the strangest
look came over him and he withdrew it. His eyes narrowed
suspiciously.

“You’d have to be insane to go
back there after today. Insane or . . .”

Working with the government. Possibly
Stasi.

His eyes said it clearly enough, the words
unnecessary.

Lisette smiled and held out her hand. “We live
there. That’s why we’re going back. You can trust us.”

“My mother’s still there,” Elyse
added. “We have to go back.”

But the waiter looked unconvinced. He looked up,
acknowledging a presence across the table. Lisette hadn’t heard any
footsteps. She turned to see who the waiter was looking at.

“Park!”

Before she knew what she was doing, she was out of
her seat and hugging the American. And if her reaction surprised
her, it shocked Elyse.

Lisette had always liked Park, even though Mady had
spoken ill of him. And while she’d felt anxious about meeting him
again after all these years, to see him like this—so suddenly—well,
it was almost miraculous.

He spoke her name in a warm, familiar way. “How do
you do it?” he said. “How do you stay so sweet after all this
time?”

Looking up at him through a blur of tears, Lisette
said, “My goodness, Park, you look as handsome as ever.”

The way they embraced was unseemly for a public
setting, but Lisette didn’t care. Besides, it was worth it, if for
nothing else than to see the expression on Elyse’s face.

They parted. Everyone was staring at them and
smiling. Lisette felt the public gaze.

“Herr Parker,” she said, “this is
Elyse.”

“This is little Elyse? You’ve got
to be kidding! This stunning vision is little Elyse?”

Elyse loved the attention. She drank it in. For the
first time since they crossed the border Lisette was glad Mady
wasn’t with them. It would hurt Mady to see Elyse basking in the
compliment of a man she despised.

“You have your father’s eyes,”
Park said. “Don’t you think so, Lisette?”

“And her mother’s wit.”

Park’s eyebrows rose, as though he’d been duly
warned. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

“No, sir.” Elyse
blushed.

“You’re old enough to call me
Park. What do you remember of your father?”

“I remember a sofa in a room with
large windows, and him pulling me onto his lap.”

Park grinned. He pulled out a chair and sat down.
Lisette sat too.

“Let me tell you something about
your father,” Park began. “I never met him, but I talked to him on
the radio and got to know him well enough that I can say this with
confidence. If he could see you now, the way you’ve grown up, he’d
be busting his buttons.”

Elyse didn’t just smile, she radiated. Lisette had
never seen her take to a man as quickly as she was taking to Park.
Already there was a connection between them. And despite what Mady
would think, Lisette approved. She liked Park. There was a
genuineness about him. He was a man without guile. Wasn’t that in
the Bible somewhere?

Lisette never agreed with Mady that Park was to
blame for what had happened to them. Sometimes we just need someone
to blame, she guessed, and Mady blamed Park, which was fine back
then because they didn’t think they’d ever see him again. But now
here he was. She wondered if Park knew how much Mady hated him.

He was what? Forty two, forty three years
old now? And still handsome. While many Germans thought of John
Wayne as the typical American male, Lisette cast Park in that role.
John Wayne was too quick with his fists for her. Park was gentler,
more intelligent, and definitely more romantic. He was tall, at
least six feet, with broad shoulders and a trim waist. His haircut
reflected his military background. His clothes were neutral in
color—charcoal pants and a tan shirt. For some reason, Lisette
expected more color for an American. And although his German was at
times flawed—he sounded like an American speaking German—it was
fluent, and only occasionally did he have to stop and think of the
word he wanted to use.

“Before I forget it,” Park said,
pulling at a strap around his shoulders. The strap was attached to
a camera. A Leica. He removed the lens cap. “Do you mind?” he
asked.

He snapped a couple of pictures of Lisette, more
than enough to put color in her cheeks. Then even more of Elyse,
enough to give the appearance she was a movie star.

“I didn’t think to bring my
camera,” Lisette said.

“Maybe we can press this young man
into service,” Park said, extending the camera to the waiter who
had left and had just now returned. “Would you please?”

The waiter obliged. He still had the note he’d
written in his hand. He shoved it into his pocket and took a couple
of pictures of Park sitting between the two women.

“I’ll send you copies,” Park said
to Lisette.

The waiter handed the camera back to Park. Lisette
tried to make eye contact with the boy. She wanted to assure him
that it was safe to entrust her with his note to his brother. But
he didn’t, or wouldn’t, look at her. He turned and left
hurriedly.

“What is that heavenly smell?”
Park cried, unaware of Lisette’s concern for the waiter.

“The luncheon special,” Elyse said
with obvious pleasure.

“German sausage,” Park said.
“Worth the trip here.”

Elyse turned giddy. She’d finally found a kindred
spirit!

“Have you ladies had lunch yet? I
hope you don’t mind, but I’ve flown hundreds of miles with Café
Lorenz on my mind.”

“You’ve been here before?” Lisette
asked.

“You can’t come to Berlin and not
eat at Café Lorenz!” he said.

“Have you tried their pastries?”
Elyse said.

“Tried them?” Park said. “I dream
about them.”

Elyse laughed. It was a welcome sound, the first
laughter Lisette had heard all day.

“And the chestnut whipped cream?”
Elyse said. “Have you tried, I mean, dreamed about it?”

Park’s eyes closed. His shoulders slumped with
pleasure.

Elyse was all smiles. For nearly ten minutes Elyse
and Park swapped stories of their culinary experiences at Café
Lorenz. Then the waiter arrived to take their order, only it was a
different waiter. This waiter was portly, pimple faced, and a
little oafish. His skin glistened with perspiration.

“We had another waiter,” Lisette
said. “A thin young man. Long black hair.”

“He left. Are you ready to
order?”

The portly waiter showed no concern over his
co worker’s departure. Maybe it was nothing, though Lisette
had her doubts.

Park ordered the luncheon sausage, which came as no
surprise to anyone, to be followed by a cinnamon streusel with the
chestnut whipped cream. Elyse ordered a Sacher torte, while Lisette
set her eye on the plum cake with crumb topping.

When the sausage arrived, both Park and Elyse made a
fuss over it. Elyse took Park up on his offer to let her sample it.
Afterward he finished it off with appetite. The pastries came just
as he took the last bite.

As they ate, they continued to talk. Lisette made
the appropriate excuses for Mady’s absence. Park was obviously
disappointed.

“And the Ramah Cabin children?”
Park asked. “Of course, they’re not children anymore.”

“No, I’m twenty one,” Elyse
said.

“We’ve lost track of them,”
Lisette answered. “After the war Mady was allowed to keep only her
blood relation.”

This news cast a shadow over Park, and he lost his
jubilant glow.

Lisette filled in some of the details. “After we
left you, we managed to get the children back to Berlin. However,
the Soviets took them from us. For years Mady went to every agency
imaginable trying to get them back, but no one would even
acknowledge they existed. Then a couple of no nonsense
government officials showed up at our flat. They told Mady to drop
the matter or they would declare her mentally unstable and take
Elyse away from her too.”

“You think they had a special
interest in the children?” Park asked.

“I think they were just tired of
having to deal with Mady,” Lisette said. She looked away, toward
the street but at nothing in particular. “We can’t stop thinking
about them, can’t stop wondering how they’re doing. If they are
well, still together . . .” She chuckled. “If Tomcat and Annie have
learned to get along together.”

“I miss Tomcat,” Elyse said with a
touch of melancholy. She didn’t wear it well. Melancholy and Elyse
didn’t belong together.

Park set his fork down, his streusel half
finished.

“And what of Ernst and Rachelle?”
Lisette said, trying to lighten the mood. “Do you hear from
them?”

Park grinned at the telling. “They live in Alabama.
Ernst works for a company called NASA, a space agency. He helps
them build rockets. They have two children, both boys. Both look
like Ernst. Skinny as rails. Unruly straw hair. Eyeglasses.”

Lisette smiled broadly. “Ernst. A father. That’s
hard to picture! How does Rachelle like the States?”

“Her French accent has taken on a
Southern twang,” Park said.

Lisette laughed.

“And what of Konrad?” Park
asked.

His tone was hopeful but cautious. The last Park
knew, Konrad had been shot helping the children of Ramah Cabin
escape.

Before replying, Lisette exchanged glances with
Elyse, who gave her a nod of sympathetic support.

“We are certain he’s dead,”
Lisette said, deciding the direct method was best. “We don’t know
where or when, even if he survived his wounds at Ramah Cabin. But
if he did, he ended up in a prison camp. The Russians were
especially hard on the SS. We heard of unspeakable abuses.
Thousands of deaths.”

“You made inquiries?” Park
asked.

“We checked the lists. You have to
understand that in the days after the fall of Berlin, everything
was chaos. Often there were too many dead to keep records; it was
enough just to bury them all. For years I kept hoping that someday
we’d find someone who had seen him or knew what had happened to
him. We’d hear reports that German soldiers were being released
from one prison or another, and I’d allow myself to hope again.
Every time I heard the sound of a door, I’d imagine looking up and
seeing him standing there.” She managed a weak smile before
continuing. “Then, in 1953 . . .”

“Stalin’s death,” Park said. “The
general amnesty.”

Lisette nodded. “The last soldiers returned home
around January 1956.”

“Five years ago,” Park
mused.

The table fell silent, a memorial moment to
Konrad.

“You know,” Park said, “all this
time, whenever I think of Konrad, I can’t help but think of the
injustice. Here was a guy who went after Hitler. Had him in his
gunsights. And in a moment of Christian compassion, didn’t shoot.
Then, at the end of the war, Hitler took the coward’s way out and
left good men like Konrad to take his punishment.”

Lisette said, “Konrad believed he deserved to be
punished for allowing himself to be duped by Hitler in the first
place.”

“Possibly,” Park said. “But there
were many Germans who never bent a knee to Hitler, who now bear his
punishment.”

Again the table went silent. But not for long.

“Lisette’s getting married!” Elyse
announced in her loud voice. Lisette shushed her while
blushing.

Park grinned. “Really? Who’s the lucky fella?”

“His name’s Herr Gellert,” Elyse
answered for her. “He’s the shift supervisor at our factory. And
he’s rich!”

“Elyse!” Lisette cried.

Park reached across the table and took Lisette’s
hand. “I hope he realizes what a prize he’s getting. And I hope he
makes you happy. You deserve it.”

“Thank you, Park.”

Lisette hoped her response sounded enthusiastic
enough. Yet she was unable to look at Park directly when she said
it, and he seemed to notice her uncertainty but was too much the
gentleman to say anything.

Park sat back and sighed, pushed his plate away.
“Happy news indeed. Only it complicates what I’m going to say
next.”

“Oh?” Lisette said.

Elyse leaned forward so she wouldn’t miss a
word.

Park leaned forward too, looking around to see if
anyone nearby was listening. Using a low voice, he said, “It’s not
by accident that I found you after all these years.” He leaned
closer still and spoke even lower. Lisette could see that Elyse was
having trouble hearing. She was staring intently at Park’s lips.
“I’m here to help you defect.”

“What?” Elyse said
loudly.

Lisette shushed her, aware that the ladies at the
next table were staring at them.


Chapter 2

This wasn’t how Park had imagined it. But then,
reality and daydreams are rarely twins.

Park always imagined Mady being here. The details of
their rendezvous varied, but never her presence. He’d imagined her
sitting here at Café Lorenz. He imagined walking down a Berlin
street and catching sight of the back of a brown haired beauty
walking a no nonsense walk. He’d call to her. She’d turn and
it would be Mady. Every time. Whether he dreamed it on a sleepless
summer night or while dozing off in the library over a philosophy
book—Plato or Hegel or Kierkegaard, or any number of philosophers
whom he hated—it would always be Mady. She was always there.

When it became obvious she wasn’t with Lisette and
Elyse, his disappointment was crushing. He tried not to show it,
but it was like trying to hide a knife stuck in the chest.

Mady never promised she’d be there. He’d given her
such short notice, not even enough time to reply, and it wouldn’t
have been unreasonable if no one had showed up. It’s just that in
his dream, she always did. Sometimes with Lisette and Elyse. But in
the best dreams, she was alone.

Seeing Lisette again helped to salve the sting of
his disappointment. Slightly. He’d forgotten how sweet she was. She
looked older. Who didn’t? But on Lisette it was comely, as though
her body had finally caught up with her maturity. Park knew no one
else like her. She was so unassuming, yet there was a toughness
about her, as there was about most German women of her generation.
How else could they survive the hardships life had dealt them?
Somehow, Lisette not only survived, she never let her smile become
a casualty of war. It was sweeter than anything on the Café Lorenz
menu.

And then there was Elyse. The girl sparkled without
effort. Park fell in love with her instantly. The fact that she was
Josef and Mady Schumacher’s daughter was chestnut whipped cream
topping.

Like her father she had light brown hair, a
full toothed easy smile, and eyes that glistened like sunlight
off a lake in the summertime. She had a zest for life that was
contagious. In the hour that he’d gotten to know her, she coaxed
out of him protective, fatherly feelings he never knew he had,
which made what he was saying to them all the more urgent.

“You’ve heard the news of course,”
he said to both of them.

Elyse frowned.

“Actually, the timing couldn’t be
better,” he whispered. “You’re on the freedom side. Don’t go back.
I have connections to keep you here.”

“You’re still in the military?”
Lisette asked. The three of them were now leaning so far across the
table their heads were nearly touching in the middle.

“My military service ended with
the war.”

“What kind of connections do you
have?”

“I can’t tell you.”

Lisette absorbed this, then said, “Can you tell us
what you do for a living?”

“I’m a professor of philosophy at
UCLA, in California.”

Lisette sat back. “A professor of philosophy?”

Park winced. “Afraid so.”

She smiled. She started to say something, stopped,
and tried again. “Park! I never knew. I mean . . . well, that’s
certainly unexpected. You just don’t seem . . . I don’t know why,
really, since we haven’t spent a lot of time together . . . It’s
just that, I mean, I never thought of you as the philosopher
type.”

Park shrugged sheepishly.

Lisette leaned forward. “A cover, right?”

“No, I really am a professor of
philosophy.”

Elyse said, “But you seem so normal.”

Park let out a laugh that caused too much attention,
but he couldn’t help himself. The three of them pecked at the
remains of their pastries with their forks until the attention died
down.

“Now is the time to get out,” Park
whispered, leaning forward again. “I thought so before I made
contact with Mady, even more so now with the closing of the
border.”

“You didn’t know this was going to
happen?” Lisette asked.

“No one did. It took the whole
world by surprise.”

“I heard someone say it was
temporary,” Lisette said.

“Don’t count on it. Listen. I can
get you to a refugee camp at Marienfeld, and after that to
America.”

“America?” Elyse squealed loud
enough to cause more stares.

The forks got busy again.

“If you go back, you may never get
out,” Park whispered after a while.

“What about Mady?” Lisette
said.

“I was hoping she’d be here. But
let’s concentrate on what we have right now. Let’s get you and
Elyse safe, and then we’ll work on getting Mady out.”

“What about Herr Gellert?” Elyse
said.

Park suppressed a sigh. He’d expected that Lisette
might be married, but he’d thought it would be to Konrad. Gellert
was a complication.

“What kind of man is he?” Park
asked.

“A Communist,” Lisette
replied.

“A Communist!”

Elyse had no trouble hearing this. She smiled at
Park’s embarrassment and overreaction.

“How did that happen?” he asked
quietly.

“Long story.”

Park sighed. “Would he consider—“

“No,” Lisette said. “Regardless,
I’d never leave Mady.”

“Mady,” Park said, still stuck on
Herr Gellert’s party affiliation. “I’m sure she’s heard the news by
now. Don’t you think she might be hoping that you and Elyse will
stay on this side of the border? Maybe we could phone
her.”

“We don’t have a phone in our
flat,” Lisette said.

“We’re not rich,” Elyse added.
“Herr Gellert has a phone.”

“Mady and I have stuck together
since the war,” Lisette said. “We’ve always been there for each
other. A closed border is not going to change that.”

“At least let me take Elyse, then.
She’ll be safe with me.”

A curious dance of emotions played on Elyse
Schumacher’s expressive face. Excitement and fear were the
principals.

Lisette reached over and took the girl by the hand.
“I know you mean well, Park. Believe me, I do. Pastor Schumacher
trusted you; I trust you. But I couldn’t return home to tell Mady
that I left her daughter in the Western sector.”

“I suppose not,” Park
said.

His sixteen year old dream was on life
support. Nagging moments of doubt had warned him he couldn’t just
swoop in and save Mady, Lisette, and the Ramah Cabin kids.

“When do you return?” he
asked.

“Now.”

Park stared at the table. “I was hoping I’d have the
rest of the day to convince you.”

“You’ve always been a dear friend,
Park.”

“Can I walk you to the
border?”

 


 


They had return train tickets, tickets that were
useless to a train with no track. Streets were blocked as well.
Mounds of rubble appeared from nowhere, piled high to prevent
passage. If that weren’t enough, antitank obstacles had been
dragged into place. Spiraling coils of barbed wire stretched across
every thoroughfare linking East and West. For added measure, armed
guards stood five meters apart. Behind them, Soviet tanks.

Communists knew nothing of subtlety.

The pesky news reports Elyse had so casually
shrugged off now had threatening faces. She thought of her mother
and fought back tears.

They heard people were crossing at Friedrichstrasse,
so that’s where they went.

While the Eastern side of the border was rubble and
tanks and guns, the Western side was chaos. The closer they got,
the thicker the number of protestors pumping fists and angry,
hastily made signs. Shouting at the guards. Throwing rocks.
Grabbing and heckling the East Germans who were trying to cross the
border and get home.

Lisette, Elyse, and their American escort skirted
the crowd until they reached the border crossing at
Friedrichstrasse. The mood was riotous. Park mentioned something
about them being one insult away from a massacre.

At Friedrichstrasse a familiar queue had formed,
only this time it wasn’t for fruit or vegetables or soupbones. The
line at the border had a single direction. In. There was no exit.
Not today.

“Thank you, Park,” Lisette said,
turning to him. “For the visit and for your generous offer. I know
you’re thinking of our best.”

“I’ll walk you to the line,” Park
said.

“There’s no need.”

“I’ll feel better if I do,” he
said.

Both Lisette and Elyse were glad he did. No sooner
had they penetrated the outer perimeter of protestors than a woman
grabbed Elyse.

“Stop!” she shouted. “You’re not
going back in there!”

Elyse struggled to break free, but the woman was
bigger and stronger. She had clamped onto Elyse with an angry
mother’s grip, acting with all the fervor of a woman trying to keep
one of her own children from slipping into hell.

“You’re hurting me,” Elyse
cried.

Park stepped between them, towering over them both.
He grabbed the woman’s wrist. “Let her go,” he said.

She didn’t. If anything, she gripped harder.

“American?” the woman shouted.
“You’re American, aren’t you? Of all people you should know better!
What kind of friend are you?” Her eyes narrowed to slits.
“American, but Communist. Right? Do you get paid for rounding them
up, or do you just do it for fun?”

Park twisted the woman’s wrist until she let go,
then so did he. She spit at him. He turned his back on her. She
pelted him with curse words. Several other protestors joined her
but, having seen a sample of his strength, did so at a distance.
Two bare chested teens blocked their way, yelling and jeering,
but stepped aside when Park made a move toward them.

He led Lisette and Elyse to the queue and stood with
them.

“Thank you, Park,” Lisette
said.

“Yes, thank you,” Elyse
added.

“My sentiments are with them,”
Park said.

Lisette smiled warmly, touching his arm. “Which only
makes what you did for us that much more heroic.”

For the next half hour they shuffled their way
toward the barbed wire border.

“Get your pass and identity card
out,” Lisette said to Elyse.

The queue was as quiet as the crowd was noisy. With
the guards, the dogs, the shiny coils of barbed wire, and the
rifles and tanks, the Soviet sector of Berlin resembled a
concentration camp.

“I guess this is where I leave
you,” Park said when they were half a dozen people away from the
border. “Sure you won’t reconsider?”

Lisette stood on her toes and kissed his cheek.
“Thank you again, Park. I only pray it won’t be another sixteen
years before I see you again.”

Elyse followed Lisette’s example. She kissed Park on
the cheek. “Thank you, Herr Parker,” she said. “I’ve added you to
my Café Lorenz memories.”

“If you don’t think it will upset
her too much,” Park said, “give your mother my best.”

He stepped out of line.

Lisette handed her papers to a uniformed guard. He
studied them, then asked her something. Park couldn’t hear what the
guard said because of all the shouting around him. The guard handed
Lisette her papers and waved her through. She stood on the Soviet
side while the guard inspected Elyse’s papers. Lisette glanced up
and gave Park a parting smile. Elyse was waved through. She saw
Lisette’s smile, looked over her shoulder, and waved good bye
to Park.

A tremendous feeling of powerlessness swept over
Park as he stood there and watched the Soviet sector swallow up
Mady’s only child and her best friend.

 


 


Two days later, like the slamming of a great iron
door, the closing of the border became permanent. With frightening
speed, concrete blocks replaced the rubble and barbed wire. The
Berlin Wall was now an indelible mark in world history.


Chapter 3

Tuesday, August 15, 1961

Tomcat crouched in the shadows, his back pressed
against a chain link fence. He was very much aware of the sound of
his own labored breathing, more from a sense of excitement than
from exertion. His right foot found a pebble, which he clenched and
unclenched with his bare toes the way a sighted person would play
with it using the hands. He heard no sounds that alarmed him but
only the droning of the compound’s electric floodlights and the
distant cough of a car on the main road that wasn’t hitting on all
cylinders.

Confident he’d made it this far undetected, he did a
slow, deep knee bend and waited. He was early. Early because the
orderly was early, and the orderly was early because he didn’t like
tonight’s episode of Lassie and so had started his rounds
earlier than normal. So Tomcat had time to kill while waiting for
the heavy clunk of the automatic switch that turned off the
floodlights. Night’s cloak was a friend worth waiting for. His
blindness gave him an advantage in the dark. That, and new
information.

“Third time’s a charm,” he
muttered.

He grinned. This time was different. This time he
wouldn’t have to play detective. He knew exactly where he was
going.

Tomcat credited God for his good fortune. Good had
come out of misfortune. Wasn’t that what God did best? In this
case, misfortune was his frequent insomnia. Good was an overheard
telephone conversation.

It wasn’t uncommon for Tomcat to roam the halls late
at night while all the others slept. He’d never needed as much
sleep as the others, possibly because he took catnaps in the
afternoon. All he knew was that there were nights when he couldn’t
lie in bed any longer and the need to roam came upon him like an
itch. Therefore, he’d prowl the hallways until he was caught and
forcibly led back to his bed.

Most nights he wandered undetected until dawn. It
was easy. He knew the orderlies’ routine better than they did, and
Tomcat was practiced at being where they weren’t. The nights he was
caught were usually the nights when Herr Witzell, the K7
administrator, stayed late. On those nights Tomcat fell victim to
his weakness for Frank Sinatra. It was a weakness he shared with
the man.

Tomcat liked Herr Witzell. He was a decent man, one
with a good heart and a kindly voice. He protected Tomcat and the
others from the orderlies who all, sooner or later, felt it their
privilege to shove and hit and grab and choke and slap the inmates.
Sometimes they did it out of frustration. Some of them were just
plain mean. Like Fricke, who wasn’t skilled at much, though he was
skilled at being mean. One time Viktor dropped his food tray and
splattered pig’s head goulash on Fricke’s shoes. It was an
accident; Viktor would never do anything like that intentionally.
He was scared to death of Fricke.

Fricke forced poor Viktor to lick the goulash off
his shoes. He grabbed Viktor by the back of the neck and shoved his
face against his shoes, shouting obscenities the whole time. Viktor
turned scared and started crying. Then he licked every bit of
goulash off Fricke’s shoes. Fricke would have made Viktor lick the
goulash off the floor as well, had Witzell not showed up to see
what all the fuss was about.

Tomcat never knew how Witzell did it, but somehow he
got Fricke out of there. Most likely, favors were traded or
something because more than once Tomcat heard Witzell say to one of
the orderlies, “If I had control over staffing, you’d be history.”
With Fricke, somehow he managed to gain control over staffing just
long enough to get rid of him. There were no tears shed for Fricke
when news of his departure reached the ward.

That’s why Tomcat liked Herr Witzell. He was always
looking out for them—Viktor, Annie, Hermann, Marlene, and him.
Annie called Witzell their guardian angel. It was one of the few
times Tomcat agreed with her.

Then there was Sinatra. In his office Witzell had a
complete collection of Sinatra albums going back to the days when
Old Blue Eyes sang with the Harry James band. Witzell played the
albums when he stayed late at night. Tomcat would hear them and,
like a moth to a bare bulb, be drawn to Witzell’s closed office
door. He’d lean against the door and listen and forget all about
where he was and that he wasn’t supposed to be out of bed. He’d
also forget to listen for the orderlies, and inevitably one would
see him and he’d be given the iron hand escort back to
bed.

Of course the others made fun of his obsession for
all things Sinatra. Annie said that only old men listened to
Sinatra. She herself was an Elvis fan, as were the others. Tomcat
couldn’t stand the hound dog, nor did he care for rock and roll in
general. It was too pushy. He didn’t like music that forced itself
on the listener. Good music was a seduction. It was suave. Smooth.
And when it came to smooth, Sinatra was king. Not even Annie could
argue that.

It was one of those insomniac nights when Tomcat
overheard the telephone conversation that prompted another escape
attempt.

Sinatra was crooning a promise that there would be
no more tears and no more fears, that they’d always have tomorrow.
As always, his voice and the music combined to cast a spell over
Tomcat. He sat on the floor, his ear pressed against Witzell’s
door.

“You found them?
Excellent.”

Tomcat tried hard to separate Witzell’s words from
Sinatra’s. “Your kiss, your smile . . .”

“Wait . . . I’m reaching for a
pen. All right, go ahead.”

Sinatra would treasure them forever.

“Say that again? Twenty three
Kellerstrasse. Yes, I’m writing it down. Great. How did you find
them?”

Tomcat frowned. As much as he liked Witzell, at the
moment the man’s voice was an irritant. Tomcat pressed harder
against the door. Again Sinatra was promising they’d be together
again.

Herr Witzell then said something that cut Sinatra
completely out of the picture.

“Frau Schumacher. Uh huh.
You’re certain it’s her? Mady Schumacher? Uh huh.”

Tomcat sat up. His heart pounded with an excitement
not even Sinatra could inspire.

“Does she have a husband?” Witzell
asked. “Okay. Does anyone else live with her?”

Sinatra warned against temptations and letting the
blues make you sad.

“Good. Let’s have that name too,”
Witzell said. There was a pause. “Last name. One s or two?
All right . . . got it . . . Lisette Janssen. Anyone
else?”

Frank continued singing.

“Elyse,” Witzell said.

Tomcat’s chest constricted at the sound of her name.
His head grew light, dizzy.

“Got it . . . all right . . . I
understand.” A pause. “Send it to my office. I’ll messenger the
money to you . . . no. No, that won’t be necessary. I’ll take it
from here.”

That was when Tomcat felt himself being lifted to
his feet. Orderlies. Two of them. They half dragged, half carried
him back to his room.

Now, leaning against the chain link fence in the
compound, Tomcat didn’t have to repeat the address he’d overheard
to remember it. It was as much a part of him as his own name.

23 Kellerstrasse.

Even now, nearly a week later, just thinking about
it made his skin tingle. After all these years, he’d find them. He
knew someday he would. Annie was the one who kept saying he’d never
find them. Well, this would shut her up, wouldn’t it?

The metallic clunk of an electrical switch sounded.
The compound lights went out. Not wasting any time, Tomcat began
searching the fence for an opening.

 


 


“That’s him? Are you certain?” Spuhler whispered. He
was tracking Tomcat with field glasses. “He doesn’t move like he’s
blind.”

Otto Witzell mopped his forehead with a handkerchief
and squinted into the darkness. His eyes had yet to adjust to the
dark. When they did, on the far side of the compound, he spied
Tomcat gliding along the perimeter of the fence, feeling it with
the flat of his hands.

“If he moved like a blind person,”
Witzell snapped, “I would have no need of you, would I?”

Spuhler lowered the field glasses. He obviously
didn’t like Witzell’s tone.

“My apologies,” Witzell said.
“It’s the heat talking.”

The day had been a Berlin pressure cooker. The night
wasn’t much better, especially inside the institution, where the
air hung still and close and everything felt sticky. Outside,
Witzell had hoped to find a pleasant breeze to ease his suffering.
As it turned out, the breeze proved to be more elusive than
Tomcat.

The heat appeared to have no effect on Spuhler. He
stood stiff backed with that insufferable Prussian military
bearing of his, his skin pasty white and dry. The absence of sweat
irked Witzell. He guessed the man was about his age—late sixties,
early seventies perhaps. Both men were short in stature, although
Witzell was a good twenty to twenty five pounds heavier. He’d
lost his personal battle of the bulge in his fifties. Spuhler had
won his; the man’s belt size was half that of Witzell’s. While
Witzell attempted to dam the rivers of perspiration running down
his forehead and neck, Spuhler stood beside him powder dry.
Maybe they train Stasi agents not to sweat, Witzell mused,
and Spuhler has carried his training into retirement.

“He’s not wearing any shoes,” said
Spuhler, his gaze once again magnified by the field
glasses.

“We can’t keep shoes on
him.”

“Then you haven’t tried hard
enough.”

Witzell pursed his lips and swallowed a retort,
something to the effect that not everything could be solved by
force. Maybe recruiting Spuhler was a mistake.

“You have to understand,” Witzell
explained, “putting shoes on Tomcat is like putting a blindfold on
a sighted boy. He reads the ground with his feet.”

The field glasses came down. “Tomcat? You told me
his name was Scott.”

“Tomcat’s a street name, hardly a
suitable name for his official record. He answers to
Tomcat.”

“Now what was that about reading
the ground?”

“It’s like Braille. Only instead
of his hands, Scott . . . Tomcat uses his feet. So instead of a
series of bumps on a page, he reads the features of the ground. He
also has a keen sense of hearing and smell. He puts them all
together and forms a map in his mind that he never forgets. Once
he’s been to a place, he can move about almost as well as any
sighted person. In the dark, even better.”

“And I once owned a dog who could
talk and knit scarves,” Spuhler scoffed.

“Don’t underestimate the boy,
Spuhler. If you do, you’ll lose him.”

Spuhler took exception to this. “I’ve tracked agents
and double agents for over a decade. I think I can handle a blind
boy. Realistically, how far can he go?”

“The last time he escaped, he made
it to Alexanderplatz before we caught up with him.”

Spuhler made his disgusted sound. Witzell was
getting tired of it.

“Alexanderplatz? Someone’s feeding
you a line, Witzell.” The field glasses were up again. “He’s
testing the fence at that post.”

“That’s where he escaped last
time.”

“You had it repaired?
Why?”

“He’d suspect something if it
wasn’t.”

“Strapping young man, I’ll give
him that,” Spuhler said.

 


 


Elyse was a Sinatra fan too. Tomcat was sure of it.
It was part of his fantasy about finding her. He’d mention Sinatra
and her face would light up. She’d say whenever she listened to a
Sinatra song, she thought of him. They’d discover that Sinatra
music was the unbreakable tether that linked them over all these
years.

Like the song. They had each other under their skin
and deep in their hearts.

Tomcat sang the words softly as he searched for the
opening in the fence he used to escape last time. It was a section
near the bottom of a post where a metal tie had broken. If it was
still broken, all he would have to do was pull the chain link up
like a corner of a piece of paper and crawl under. He found the
spot. He pulled. It held fast.

Tomcat wasn’t surprised. A good administrator knew
every inch of K7, both building and grounds, and Witzell was a good
administrator. Tomcat continued his search—testing, pulling,
pushing—looking for any sign of weakness in the fence, all the
while singing about how he’d sacrifice anything, come what may,
just for the sake of having Elyse near, because he had her under
his skin.

He couldn’t remember a time when she wasn’t under
his skin. The fact that he hadn’t seen her for fifteen years didn’t
matter. The two of them were meant to be together. They both knew
it. They knew it when they were kids, and some things just don’t
change over time.

That’s why he’d escaped two times already. Not to
get away from K7, but to search for Elyse. The problem wasn’t so
much getting around as it was getting information. Once people saw
the white shields over his eyes, all they could think about was
handing him over to the Vopos, the People’s Police. He’d mention K7
and get a free ride home.

Where he’d then hear it from Annie. She was his
sharpest critic. Annie with the shriveled left hand. She reveled in
his failures and spent way too much time thinking of ways to
irritate him.

Tomcat paused in his fence inspection. A thought
stopped him. A thought that made him chuckle. He may have Elyse
Schumacher under his skin, but Annie was the dirt under his
fingernails.

He liked that. He couldn’t wait to tell it to
Annie.

Just then his feet noticed something. An earthy odor
confirmed the finding. He pawed the ground with his toes, then
dropped to his knees. The dirt here had been freshly turned. It was
still soft. He began digging.

 


 


“He found something,” Spuhler said.

Witzell dabbed his neck with a handkerchief. “We
don’t have much time.”

Spuhler turned to Witzell. “You softened the dirt
for him.”

“I had some old fence posts
replaced.”

“What kind of game are you
playing, Witzell?”

The administrator shushed him. “Not so loud. He has
superior hearing. Your job is to follow him and report back to me.
That’s
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