
 
 
‘Freheit’ 
 
I had never done it before.  
Spilt secrets like red wine, watched them stain white carpet bloody. Once, long ago, I had 
believed in the goodness of people. Believed I was a good person. Believed those with great 
power earned it truly and used it well. Papa, who I always trusted to be the wisest man in the 
world, reinforced those naïve beliefs and instilled within me unconditional loyalty and 
obedience towards my superiors. “Good people deserve respect", he told me. “Do as you’re 
told, Nathalie, show them your respect”. 
Papa certainly showed them - years of service as a Komandarm for the Soviet military, 
leaving his entire life behind to move to East Germany when bid, marrying Mama because 
those he respected named her an equally respectable match. But that was not enough 
showing, he must ensure his family, his daughter, lived similarly devoted lives. When I look 
back, everything began with Papa’s lessons.  
 
The morning of the 17th of November 1984 was like any other in East Germany - grey and 
cold. I remember little about the beginning of that day, but I do recall walking into school, 
bundled in my winter coat (a bright-red hand-me-down, courtesy of Mama) and wishing I had 
a pair of wool mittens like Sonja. I was dreading Maths, but the lesson had scarcely begun 
before I was summoned to the Headteacher’s office. I’d never been a naughty child, nor a 
particularly smart one. Looking back, that mediocrity, alongside my Parents’ devotion, 
must’ve made me a prime target for the Stasi.  
As you may have expected, it was not Herr Bernd I met in his office that day, but Officer 
Brandt - “Call me Felix”. I was not held at gunpoint, nor was I directly asked to betray all 
those dearest to me. Felix smiled at me, called me beautiful. He was not wearing Stasi 
Uniform, but a freshly pressed shirt and tie. No boys I knew dressed so nicely, most strutted 
around with untucked t-shirts promoting some Western band my Parents would never permit 
me to listen to. Not once in our brief meeting did Felix even mention the Secret Police, 
though I suspected (with no small amount of fear and awe) that they were involved.  
He implored me to fulfil my duty as a good German girl and serve Socialism, the ideology 
that protected me from the evils of the Capitalist West, by attending a set of meetings. That 
was it - I would go to these meetings, act like I was there of my own will, and report back 
everything I heard truthfully. Truthfully was the important part. If I lied, he said, they would 
know. I never knew who ‘they’ was, only that they were people I should fear.  
These meetings would be at a different location every week, but I would be given directions 
and a special password to say upon entry. It was exciting, the prospect of serving my country 
so heroically, as Papa had done. Compensation would be provided, of course, as well as the 
respect of my peers and superiors. Although, he warned me, it must be kept a secret. For now, 
to ensure it remained in the right hands, I would only tell hand-picked officers. And then, 
when everything was done, once Capitalism was abolished and we finally had the power and 
justice we deserved, people would hail me a hero. I would make Papa proud.  
Felix smiled once more as he asked if the terms were of my liking, and I smiled back. Though 
I was not held at gunpoint, I can still feel its cool barrel against my temple as I nodded my 
reply.  
 
The first meeting was on the 21st of November, giving me just four days to prepare. I did not 
tell anyone. Felix had asked me to sign a contract, laughing as he did - “Should you fail to 



fulfil your duty,” he’d told me, “there will be consequences. But you are a good girl, you will 
be fine”.  
I signed it before reading, so it was only later that I read the small print - those consequences 
were arrest or execution. Despite my devotion, I was terrified.  
The first set of instructions were handed to me discreetly in the school corridor, though I 
never learned from whom. I suppose there must’ve been lots of us, children hand-picked by 
the Stasi to do their bidding, those of us plain enough to avoid any suspicion.  
The instructions led me to a door, a small wooden one halfway down a back alley off 
Bahnhofstrasse. “Freiheit,” I whispered to the man in black stationed just inside it, Freedom. 
Through the door, down the stairs and into a seedy room I found myself lost in a crowd of 
people. Despite the space’s small size, there was hardly room to breathe. It seemed every 
traitor in the city knew about the meeting that night. Though fifteen, I was short for my age 
and could barely see or hear over the bustling crowd. I waited five minutes, ten minutes, all 
the while buzzing with fear and excitement. Finally, a chance to prove that I could contribute 
as my Parents had before me! Fifteen minutes in, and raucous applause sounded as a man 
stepped up to the microphone. Clearing his throat, he began speaking. Words of betrayal, 
against Chernecko, against Communism. Propaganda towards the far-right West, praise 
towards President Reagan and his strong Capitalist leadership. I couldn’t stand to hear it - 
such a traitor in a position of power! And all these people gathered to listen? I wrestled my 
way forward, wanting to see the face of this Saukerl, the man I would who justice would fall 
upon. It felt like forever I was pushing through that crowd, too full of fury to even breathe. 
And then, suddenly, I was pulled towards the front. There, upon the stage, was the man. 
There was Papa.  
 
I had never done it before. 
Spilt secrets like red wine, watched them stain white carpet bloody.  
“Who did you see? What did they say? Speak, Mädchen, and you will be rewarded”  
I hadn’t seen Felix since our first meeting. The man I met with now was called Officer 
Richter. He had a severe, unsmiling face. He did not call me beautiful.  
We were sat once again in Herr Bernd’s office, but now it was not a room of opportunity, but 
one of cowardice.  
“Who, child? Who conducted the meeting?”  
My throat wouldn’t work, my mouth wouldn't open. I could scarcely breathe.  
“Petyr Petrova, Officer. My Father” 
 
 
(1096 words) 
Thank you for reading my piece! To clarify, I was unable to attend the first call, so I didn’t 
realise until just now that it should’ve spanned a decade. I hope that as it was written in past 
tense from an adult Nathalie looking back upon her younger self with regret, it will still abide 
by the rules.  


