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    The tiny cluster of East German dissidents boasted few activistswho seemed more dedicated than Vera and Knud Wollenberger.They were both in their late twenties when they met in 1980. Knudmoved into Vera's apartment shortly after, and they were marriedthe next year. They had both grown up in privileged Communistfamilies: Knud's father was a professor of medicine at East Berlin'sprestigious Humboldt University. He married a Danish woman,and Knud, born in Denmark, carried dual citizenship and with itthe right to travel. A scientist in a state economics institute, Knudwas a frequent visitor to England and the United States. Vera'sfather was an officer in the Ministry for State Security, or Stasi.Vera's fury at her father's profession marked her childhood. Ateighteen she moved out of her parents' house and threw herselfinto opposition work.

    In February 1981 the couple became founding members of thePeace Circle in their East Berlin neighborhood of Pankow. ThePeace Circle members were socialists but believed that the Commu-nist state had betrayed their ideals. With his long beard and sockswith his sandals, Knud was typical of the men. The women, likeVera, wore simple clothes and no makeup. The thirty or so regularmembers held human rights protests and ecological vigils. Theyorganized seminars on Chernobyl and disrupted government ral-lies with their own signs demanding free speech.

    In the beginning Vera was a shy woman, unable to speak up atmeetings. She and Knud would talk over the issues at home, and,once at the Peace Circle, he would do her speaking for her. Butgradually she gained the confidence to express her views. She be-came a leader in the Peace Circle, the head of its ecological commit-tee. Her relationship with Knud changed. He stayed home withtheir children, wrote poetry, and kept bees, while she went to polit-ical meetings. He became Vera's Peace Circle helper. Once the twoof them stayed up all night to make a hundred copies of a seminarinvitation, writing each one by hand and addressing the envelopes.When Vera went to ecological seminars in Czechoslovakia or Hun-gary, Knud always insisted on going with her. Other women, saidVera, envied her her supportive and gentle husband.

    It was dangerous work. Members risked their jobs and their free-dom. (Vera herself spent a month in jail in early 1988 and then wasexiled to England.) The Stasi was everywhere. Stasi agents posingas new members started rifts in the group and argued for moderat-ing the Circle's views. Stasi spying and infiltration were the subjectof constant discussion; fear of the Stasi threatened to paralyze thegroup. "Let's not forget about the Stasi," Knud would argue. "Butlet's not spend all our time talking about it, either."

    Vera flew back from exile to Berlin on November 9, 1989, theday the Berlin Wall fell. She then joined the Volkskammer—theEast German parliament, made up largely of former dissidents—and after unification, went to Bonn as a member of the Bundestagfrom the Green Party.

    Of all the controversies facing post-Communist Germany, fewwere as hotly debated as the question of what to do with the Stasifiles. Most of the former dissidents, including Vera, argued thatthey should be opened to allow Stasi victims to read about theirpast. Vera helped to write the victorious law. In late 1991 she wasgiven access to her own file.

    It was full of reports from a Stasi informer with the code name"Donald." Included were the down payment for a house the couplehad thought about buying, quotations from letters she had writtenfrom prison to her son, secret side trips she had taken whenabroad. Only one person could know of all these things, Vera real-ized: "Informer Donald" was her husband.

    I went to see Knud Wollenberger in 1993. He is beardless now,living with a few friends in the large, drafty Pankow apartment thefamily once shared. We sat in the kitchen and drank tea andcracked organic walnuts. He had been a Stasi agent since the early1970s, Knud said. Twice a month he had had a conversation withhis handler, meeting him in a secret Stasi-owned apartment.

    But this was not a betrayal, he insisted. "I was influencing thegovernment through the information I gave them." He still believesin the ideals, he said; the apartment door is still plastered withstickers from the Peace Circle's causes. But today Knud Wollen-berger is divorced and alone. No one from the Peace Circle comesto see him.

    No one understands, he said with a bitter smile, that his workwith the Stasi was just another path toward reform. "The ideas andway of life of the Peace Circle were an example of how the wholesociety should change," he said. "How do you make that a reality?One way to do it is through open dissidence, and the other way isthrough government channels. I was on the inside and the outsideat the same time." Besides, he said, "Nothing happened with thatinformation. It was mainly stored away somewhere."

    Human beings' ability to rewrite the past to suit the present—and especially to recast our individual complicity with a shamefulpast—is a testament to the creativity and ingenuity of the species. Itis a phenomenon that surfaces whenever one official orthodoxygives way to another. Citizens must now explain their adherence tothe old ways in light of the new ones. South Africans announceretroactive lifelong opposition to apartheid. Argentine directors oftorture camps testify that in fact, they were running rest spas, andthey can recall not a single camp guest who did not remain of his orher own free will. Yes, we saw the Jews of our town loaded intoboxcars, say the Germans. But who could imagine their ultimatefate? We didn't know! We saw nothing! We did nothing wrong—in fact, we were victims ourselves!

    In 1989 the Communist dictatorships of eastern Europe and theSoviet Union began to fall and popularly elected governments tooktheir place. This book is about the attempts of the people and gov-

    ernments of Germany, Poland, the Czech Republic, and Slovakiato face their Communist pasts. I began my visits in 1991 and, dur-ing dozens of trips over the next two and a half years, watched asthese nations debated the fates of their Communist Party leaders,border guards who shot fleeing citizens, secret police informers,and spies. Some countries put their former repressors on trial.Some passed laws prohibiting them from holding governmentposts. Some sponsored truth commissions to write the official storyof the dictatorship. One opened its secret police archive and invitedits victims to penetrate the mysteries of the invisible hydra that hadbeen deployed against them. Individual citizens carried out investi-gations, wrote novels and made films, and sat down to cry withtheir own prison interrogators and secret police informers. Thesedebates took place simultaneously at the level of government pol-icy and in the most private chambers of the soul, as people strug-gled to find their own definitions for complicity and guilt.

    Communist totalitarianism cast its citizens in the great moraldramas of our time, and it is now up to democratic political andlegal systems to write the endings: A soldier follows his orders andkills a man trying to cross the Berlin Wall. A man agrees to informfor the secret police so his dying father will be released from prison.A master spy runs agents who penetrated the most sensitive postsof then-enemy Western governments. A leader cracks down on dis-sent, claiming his act of repression is preventing a Soviet invasion.A lifelong secret police official assigned to arrest political activistsbegins to feed these dissidents information. Which of these peopleis guilty? How should they be punished? Who may sit in judgment?

    This is more than a debate over the past. The struggle to definethe past is one of the most important ways eastern Europeans com-pete for control of the present. Different political parties embracewidely varying myths about communism. Each party has its ownversion of what constituted correct behavior and collaboration,whom should be blamed for the system's longevity, who sufferedthe most, who brought about the system's fall.

    These myths about the past are being constantly rewritten to fitthe current political debate. Indeed, many political parties definethemselves entirely in terms of the past: "We were the dissidents!"or "Trust us to be toughest on the Communists!" At times these

    claims are true. Often they merely reflect a very human forgetful-ness of one's own complicity.

    "You know, in history books battles are always described in log-ical and functional ways," said Pavel Nauman, a Czech dissidentassigned to purge the Prague secret police. "I always loved to readStendhal. And War and Peace. They have the best descriptions ofbattles. But for those who take part in them, they are chaos. It is thesame in any revolution; the logic is imposed on it later." Politicianstoday direct much of their attention to imposing this logic andthereby controlling the memory of the past. "History will be kindto me," Winston Churchill said, "for I intend to write it."

    There is certainly nothing original about distorting history toserve political ends. No one did this more thoroughly than theCommunists. History was rewritten as a pageant with the workersand peasants and their vanguard, the Communist Party, as protag-onist. All progress was the result of the struggle of the heroic prole-tariat against repression by the dominant classes. Twenty-ninecenturies of Russian history became twenty-nine centuries of theinexorable and glorious march toward socialism.

    Communist orthodoxy remolded the history of the SecondWorld War, erasing the Hitler-Stalin Pact and the contributions ofthe Western Allies. The war's heroic uprisings were recast to starCommunists. Communism rewrote communism as well. As eachnew party secretary ascended, his adversaries were airbrushedfrom photos, their posters removed from rallies and their namesfrom history books. With a new leader these invisible men wererehabilitated, their pictures and names reappeared, and a new setof class enemies vanished. This was accomplished not by debateand reinterpretation but by the official substitution of new instruc-tions for old on how to remember the past. The new guidelineswere pronounced correct and permanent, just as the old ones hadbeen. And since the very existence of previous instructions under-mined the new ones' correctness and permanence, the most impor-tant new guideline was to forget that there had ever been an oldone. Under communism, writes Jacques Rupnik, the future wascertain; it was the past no one could be sure of.

    In the five years since the fall of the Berlin Wall, the past has onceagain metamorphosed. On the grand scale this has largely meant a

    restoration of truth and historical memory as governments exposeCommunist crimes, often with documentation from newly openedParty and government archives.

    In some ways, however, old distortions have merely given way tonew—equally unreal—myths about the past. It is hard for Ameri-cans, who worship the self-made man and constantly reinvent our-selves, to understand the importance of the past. "WhenAmericans say something is history, it means it's irrelevant," Kon-stanty Gebert, a Polish journalist, said. "When we say it, it meansjust the opposite"—especially in Poland, a country whose bordersfluctuated so wildly that for decades at a time the country disap-peared from the map entirely and existed solely in the minds ofPoles. The periods in Polish history when their nation was takenover by Russia, Prussia, Austria, the Ottoman Empire, and a longlist of other empires imbued Poles with a keen sense that having nogeography, history must take its place.

    For forty years people in eastern Europe idealized the day whencommunism would fall. That day has arrived. It did not live up toexpectations. So now they idealize the pre-Communist past. Polesspeak of an interwar democracy that, in truth, never existed. Slo-vaks remember wistfully the Catholic farm village, forgetting thepoverty and backwardness of those years. Some Germans long fora return to the times when the world trembled when Germanyspoke.

    Many people who chafed under communism came to believethat everything associated with the Party was bad and everythingthat opposed it good. These ideas, once privately held, becameopenly and widely expressed after communism's fall. The Fascistpriest Josef Tiso, who turned Slovakia into a Nazi puppet state, isnow the nation's most popular historical figure. In some countries,these views now enjoy the imprimatur of the state. Lithuania hasreleased from prison and rehabilitated Nazi mass murderers—sim-ply because the court that condemned them was a Communistcourt. Everything the Communists touched is now seen astainted—even the resistance movements of World War II.

    Other eastern Europeans' memories of communism are just asmalleable. As life becomes more uncertain and insecure, much ofthe reflexive anticommunism has given way to nostalgia for Com-

    munist times, especially among older people less prepared to dealwith change. In 1994 in Poland, one of the supposed success storiesof transition, 36 percent told surveyors they would gladly havetheir old system back.

    The majority of people, however, undergo a more subtle revisionof their Communist history, succumbing to the natural tendency tothink of themselves as victims and dissidents. The nature of com-munism makes this easy to do. Everyone who lived under commu-nism was in fact its victim, suffering the polluted air, lethargy, dailyhumiliations, bad schools, and lack of freedoms. But these peoplewere each also pillars of the system who transmitted Party ordersdownward, marched in the May Day parades, and generally car-ried out their duties as good socialist citizens. This was the natureof totalitarianism. But when people look backward, they tend toremember only their own suffering.

    Many who lived under communism made it a practice to rip offthe system by maintaining a lifelong chronic strike and smugglingtools home from the factory. This behavior is now being reinter-preted as dissidence. With the grand exception of Poland, very fewpeople attempted more open defiance. So most people, seeing noone who truly stood up to the regime, did not feel guilty for notdoing so themselves.

    Just as current political events influence myths about the past, sodo these myths influence current political events. Political partiesin most of the former Soviet Bloc—Germany excepted—are stilllargely built around the issues of 1984, not 1994. These issues areof great interest to politicians because they address the question ofwho holds political power, and of great interest to many citizensbecause they provide simple explanations for complex and confus-ing problems. In the Czech Republic, one of the sharpest politicaldividing lines is the issue of how to weed out old Communists frompositions of power. Politicians routinely accuse their adversaries ofpast collaboration with or present tolerance of communism. Theyblame current problems on ongoing secret Communist conspira-cies. They routinely seek votes by absolving their constituencies ofpast sins: communism was the fault of that group over there. Therest of us, my friends, we are entitled to our good night's sleep.

    xviii Introduction

    The memory of the past is a prize worth struggling for. The bat-tle for history is really a battle for the political culture of these newpost-Communist states. "Whoever controls the past controls thefuture," said George Orwell, who knew about such things.

    Nations, like individuals, need to face up to and understandtraumatic past events before they can put them aside and move onto normal life. This is important for the victims, who can truly healand resume their contributions to society only when their dignityand suffering have been officially acknowledged. But it is just asimportant for the collaborators. Preventing dictatorship's returnrequires a full understanding of the mechanisms of dictatorship.How did communism win the complicity of ordinary, well-inten-tioned, even idealistic people to horrible crimes? How did it ac-quire power? How did it manipulate ordinary people to maintainits power? Perhaps if East Germans had asked these questionsabout the Third Reich, they would have been more likely to resistthe imposition of the Communist dictatorship that followed.

    A nation's decisions about how to face its past are central to thechallenge of building real democracy. The new democrats of theformer Soviet Bloc came to power championing liberal values.How they treat the past is becoming the first important measure ofwhether they will put these ideals into practice, the first extendedtest of the new governments' system of justice, level of politicaltolerance, guarantees of rights, and rule of law.

    Most of the Soviet Bloc and, of course, Russia itself has a longhistory of dictatorship. Even in this century, many eastern and cen-tral European countries have lurched back and forth between au-thoritarian governments of the right and totalitarian governmentsof the left. Before this century, western Europe did the same. Likethe new democracies today, many of these governments used therhetoric of liberal values to reach power. For some—the Bol-sheviks, for example—this rhetoric was purely cynical. One of thefirst ways this cynicism revealed itself was in how the Bolsheviksdealt with the past: shooting the czar and his family—even the chil-dren's spaniel—and trying old opponents in courts that based theirjudgments not on the guilt of the defendant, but on whether thetrial outcome favored the workers and peasants.

    Other revolutionaries' embrace of liberal values was genuine,disintegrating only when they were sucked into the hysteria of ven-geance. The trial of Louis XVI and the Terror were both productand cause of the French Revolution's betrayal. "No freedom forthe enemies of freedom!" cried Saint-Just at Louis XVI's trial.Saint-Just was guillotined at the age of twenty-four, victim of aprocess he himself set in motion. "Every revolution faces threequestions," Wiktor Osiatynski, a Polish constitutional lawyer,likes to say. "First, what to do with the king. Second, what to dowith his courtiers. And third and by far the most difficult, what todo with people's frustrated expectations. And then it occurs to thenew leaders—aha! We have a king we haven't guillotined yet!"

    Then the revolution revolves anew. The line between whitewashand witch-hunt, amnesty and amnesia, justice and vengeance isoften a blurry one. Justice must be done—but too much justice isalso injustice. Drawing this line has become one of the most impor-tant new human rights challenges of our time. Even the most well-meaning government officials may find themselves possessingheady new powers, listening to public cries for the king's head, andunsure of what "rule of law" demands. How could they know?Growing up, they were taught that there was only one right viewand all adversaries were enemies and saboteurs. They were taughtthat law was a purely political instrument, to be disregarded if onedisagreed with the system and manipulated if one didn't. Theselessons are not easily discarded. Governments come and go. Thehabits of a lifetime remain.

    My interest in how eastern Europe's democracies are dealingwith its old dictators stems from my experience in Latin America. Ilived and worked as a journalist in two dictatorships: from 1985 to1987 in Sandinista Nicaragua and from 1987 to 1990 in AugustoPinochet's Chile. In 1990 both turned over power to elected civil-ian governments. They were among the last countries in LatinAmerica to do so; in the decade or so leading up to 1990, militarydictatorships gave way to elected governments in Guatemala, ElSalvador, Honduras, Nicaragua, Panama, Ecuador, Peru, Bolivia,Paraguay, Brazil, Argentina, Uruguay, and Chile and twice inHaiti.

    XX

    Introduction

    These new democracies took widely varying approaches to deal-ing with the dictators of the past. Most could do nothing, as themilitary was still powerful enough to keep a gun to the heads of thecivilian governments. But I watched as Argentina put the nine com-manders who had led the regime of the Dirty War on trial, convict-ing five, who received prison terms ranging from four and a halfyears to life. Later, Paraguay tried some of the men who had car-ried out the human rights violations of the government of GeneralAlfredo Stroessner. Argentina and Chile established blue-ribboncommissions to investigate and give official imprimatur to the truestory of repression. The United Nations convened a similar com-mission to study El Salvador's violence after the end of that coun-try's civil war. These efforts fell short of their goals, but they werethe crucially important first steps toward breaking the patterns ofrepression and impunity that had reigned for centuries and towardestablishing a democratic political culture.

    I moved back to the United States in 1990. It was in Washingtonthat I heard about a trial beginning in Berlin, of four young borderguards, for the killing of the last man to die at the Berlin Wall.Their defense was not unknown in Germany—they had been fol-lowing orders. I attended the trial (with an interpreter; I speak onlyrudimentary German and no eastern European language) and de-cided to spend the next few years exploring the issue of how post-Communist Europe was dealing with the past.

    The first lesson I learned was that many countries are not dealingwith the past, because the past is still with them. In most of theformer Soviet republics, the old bosses are now the new bosses,now calling themselves nationalists instead of Communists. This isalso true in some parts of eastern Europe: in Albania, Romania,and to a lesser extent in Slovakia, those in power behave like oldCommunists, continuing to censor the press, punish political oppo-nents, bulldoze over court decisions, and whip up public sentimentagainst ethnic enemies, Gypsies, or Jews. And Serbia and Croatiastand as monuments to the virus of hate that can spread from a fewCommunist-turned-nationalist demagogues.

    I chose to focus on three of the more fortunate countries, Ger-many, Poland, and Czechoslovakia. Along with Hungary and Bui-

    garia, these are the places where former dissidents (in the case ofGermany, Westerners) have taken power. Here change has beenthe most dramatic and expectations for democracy the highest.During my research Slovakia gained its independence, and I havewritten about it in the Czech section, where it provides a usefulcontrast.

    Each section is loosely constructed around a different type ofperson: a Czech dissident, a Polish Communist leader, and the or-dinary Berlin Wall border guards and secret police informers whomade the German system hum. Opponents, leaders, and cogs in thesystem—each life a different response to communism.

    Their stories explore two main issues. First, the response ofhuman beings to a totalitarian system. And second, the moral, po-litical, practical, and legal dilemmas of now-democratic societies'attempts to deal with that response.

    On my first visit, a two-month trip that began in October 1991,I attended the border guards' trial in Berlin and visited Bulgaria,Hungary, Poland, and Czechoslovakia, looking at the issuesemerging in each place. In Czechoslovakia I found the lustrace(pronounced lus-TRAH-tzay) law, which has become the singlemost controversial law passed anywhere in the former Soviet Blocto deal with the past. It bars from top government jobs those whoheld certain positions under communism or whose names appearin the secret police's register of informants. The application of thisseemingly straightforward law has cracked open a gusher of com-plex problems. For starters: Who is guilty in societies where almosteveryone collaborated with the system in some way? Who is quali-fied to judge? Should democratic freedoms also apply to those benton subverting democracy? How can a society cleanse the guiltyfrom power without falling into repression itself? What does build-ing a democratic culture really mean?

    Hundreds of different people have lived these ambiguities. Sev-eral appear in this book. But I center on Rudolf Zukal, a prominentsigner of the human rights letter Charter 77. His life was one ofalmost caricatured idealism. He became a dissident after thePrague Spring. In return, the government stripped him of his job asa professor of economics and sent him to spend two decades in a

    work camp, cleaning lakes. His children were barred from college.His wife lost her job. Yet hidden deep in his past was Zukal's owncomplicity. It is that moment, not his decades of struggle, that hascome to define his life.

    In Poland I became fascinated less with an issue than with a per-sonality—and a historical puzzle. Poland for me, as for many in theWest, was symbolized by Solidarity, and by the dictator in darkglasses who imposed martial law to crush it. Wojciech Jaruzelskirepresented everything hated about communism. For his part inmartial law, he was impeached in the Polish Sejm, or House ofRepresentatives, a process leading to trial—and possible execution.

    Jaruzelski is seventy-one now. During the years I followed him,he was more than a defendant before the Sejm; he was making hiscase for history. I talked with him during two exhausting inter-views in his Warsaw home and the home of an aide, and severalmore times during his hearings. He is a thoughtful and intelligentman, and his life, like Zukal's, is far more complex than it appears.As a teenager he was Moscow's slave in a Siberian gulag; his trans-formation from communism's prisoner to its loyal jailer is a dra-matic tribute to the grip of totalitarianism. His Sejm hearings andthe public debate about his case in Poland raise other questionsabout judgment and betrayal. Martial law saved Poland from aSoviet invasion, Jaruzelski argues. But even as he made his case,Soviet and Polish archives were creaking open. New documentshave emerged pointing to the truth about martial law—andwhether Jaruzelski was a hero or a traitor.

    It was the case of the German border guards that first drew me tothis book. I attended the first trial of the border guards and, afterspeaking with the men, found my subject in Michael Schmidt. Heproved to be articulate and thoughtful, and generous with his timeon my visits to see him in Dresden. Schmidt and his three col-leagues, like the rest of the border guards, had been drafted for thejob precisely because of their unquestioning obedience to the EastGerman system. Their training consisted of more indoctrinationstill. Following this indoctrination, they killed a man, the last manto die while crossing the Wall. Then they found themselves on trialfor that obedience.

    Introduction xxiii

    Their story shows the Faustian bargain East Germany madewith its citizens. What could be reasonably expected from ordinarypeople in a totalitarian society? How do people learn to still thevoices in their head and listen only to the one coming through theloudspeaker? The case also interested me for its contemporarylegal questions. The issues of following orders and retroactive jus-tice are among the most important in the field of human rightstoday. They also, it will escape no one, carry unsettling echoes ofNazi times.

    My original intent had been to focus solely on these trials.Spending time in post-Communist Berlin, however, it was impossi-ble to escape the Stasi obsession that seemed to grip almost everypolitically active East Berliner. As the Stasi files opened, Berlin dis-sidents were realizing with horror that their Stasi spies were oldfriends, comrades—even their husbands. All over the city and theformer East Germany, dissidents were now sitting down with theirStasi spies in teary all-night sessions to "work through" the past.

    I was fortunate that a friend who worked with me in Berlin hadbeen a courier and unofficial member of a dissident ecologicalgroup. Carlo Jordan, the group's founder, had convened its leader-ship in a series of painful talks with Falk Zimmermann, a groupleader now revealed as an important Stasi informer. Over thecourse of the next two years I spent many long evenings with Falk,Carlo, and other members, talking about the tangled labyrinths ofthe Stasi and the struggle for victims to achieve true forgiveness,and informers true repentence.

    "Men make their own history," Karl Marx wrote in The Eigh-teenth Brumaire of Louis Bonaparte, "but they do not make it justas they please; they do not make it under circumstances chosen bythemselves, but under circumstances directly encountered, givenand transmitted from the past. The tradition of all the dead genera-tions weighs like a nightmare on the brain of the living."

    Marx was wrong about a great many things, and a number ofbooks have been written, both before 1989 and after, analyzing thetragic impact of his errors. But he was profoundly right about theweight of tradition. The gifts of memory and tradition are amonghumankind's greatest blessings. Many oppressed peoples canthank the weight of tradition for their very survival. But they can

    xxiv Introduction

    also thank it for their continued oppression. For too many govern-ments, dealing with past injustice has been not a way to break freeof it, but the first step in its recurrence. This book is about breakingthat link, which promises most of those who survived commu-nism's tragic past a tragic future as well.

    Part One

    CZECHOSLOVAKIA

    1

    Enemy of the People

    In the official annals of the government of the Czechoslovak So-cialist Republic, Rudolf Zukal was Enemy of the People number265. He was the kind of dissident who exasperated the authorities.He signed his full name and sometimes his address to every petitionand article in the underground press and sent a carbon copy to thegovernment. He was sure that with a little argument he could bringhis secret police interrogator around.

    He grew up in the 1930s in a poorhouse in rural Moravia andbecame a Communist at seventeen. The Red Army had liberatedCzechoslovakia from the Nazis, and Zukal, too young to havefought in the war, became a soldier in the revolution, buildingprosperity and social justice through communism. But poverty andinjustice remained, and by the mid-1960s he was starting again,trying to reform the planned economy through "socialism with ahuman face." The rise of Alexander Dubcek gave Party backing tothe reforms, and for a few brief, exhilarating months Zukal and hiscolleagues felt that now, finally, the true revolution had arrived.

    On August 21,1968, Soviet tanks rolled through Prague and theheady experiments ended. Zukal, who was the vice rector ofPrague's Economics University, was offered the rectorship if hewould sign a statement endorsing the invasion. He would not sign.He was fired and went to work as a bulldozer driver, for twentyyears living in a trailer camp, cleaning mud from lakes with other

    economists, doctors, and lawyers, in the great Czechoslovak tradi-tion of the philosopher/stoker and the engineer/night watchman.He saw his family only on weekends. The bulldozer smashed thefingers of his left hand and sliced off a part of his foot. He had threeheart attacks. His wife was fired from her job. His son and daugh-ter were denied entrance to college. The secret police offered him aposition in a research institution if he would sign an agreement toreport on his colleagues' nighttime conversations. He would notsign. Instead he signed Charter 77, the dissident human rights let-ter. He wrote dozens of articles in underground journals criticizingthe government's economic policies. He always signed his ownname. When the secret police compiled a list of dissidents to berounded up and sent to camps in case of trouble, Zukal was listedas Czechoslovakia's 265th most dangerous man.

    When the third revolution of his lifetime came in 1989, RudolfZukal once again enlisted in the cause of social justice. He wasarguing with the police in a demonstration in Prague's WenceslasSquare when more police swept up behind him with truncheons,beating him over the head hard enough to give him a concussion.Lying in bed, he thought about his father, a Communist evenbefore the war. His father used to say that a Communist's duty wassacrifice; you know you are a true Communist only when the po-lice beat you up. He gave thanks his father never lived to see Com-munist police clubbing his family. Everything Zukal had oncebelieved in had been turned upside down.

    As he had in 1948 and 1968, Zukal exulted in amazement as hislittle band of Quixotes triumphed against their windmill. Hisfriend Vaclav Havel moved into the president's office, and his fel-low dissidents began to fill Czechoslovakia's ministries. At lastCzechoslovakia could begin to build a truly just society. Zukal ranfor parliament from Moravia and won. Each candidate for parlia-ment had to sign a paper declaring he had not been a collaboratorfor the secret police. Zukal signed, and he thought no more aboutit. He was the happiest of men.

    One of the first issues that confronted the officials of the newCzech and Slovak Federated Republic was what to do with theCzechoslovak Socialist Republic's old officials. The new adminis-

    tration felt that the nation needed fresh energy and ideas and wor-ried that old Communists would sabotage reform. The Federal As-sembly passed a law that came to be known as lustrace, from theLatin term for ritual purification. Lustrace banned the people whohad run the old regime from important governmental posts.

    The problem was how to figure out who these people were. Itwas easy enough to identify the Party officials, but secret policecollaborators were another matter. Fortunately, the secret police—Statni Bezpecnost, or StB—had left behind its computer hard diskand central registry. Every person in the process of recruitment asan informer, every informer, every person who had performed amiscellany of other tasks such as keeping the keys to meeting-placeapartments was listed and cataloged on the disk and in a series ofcardboard-bound notebooks. Each double-page spread lists tennames, with each person's date of birth, code name, date recruited,date released, handling officer, and category of work handwrittenin ink. This was the record the StB had maintained for its internaluse, and there was no reason to think that it was inaccurate. TheInterior Ministry was certain: if the registry lists someone as a con-scious collaborator, then he was a conscious collaborator. Sevenmonths after the first free elections, the parliament passed a resolu-tion applying this screening to its own deputies. Zukal voted for it.

    The law was designed to prevent secret police agents from usingtheir continued influence to pass laws that might block reformsand favor old Communists or Communist structures such as secretpolice organizations. Since deputies were guaranteed immunity,they could not simply be kicked out if they were found on the list.The assembly decided that a listed deputy would be summoned tothe investigating committee's office, informed that his name hadturned up in the register, and given the opportunity to resign qui-etly. If he refused, his name would be read on television as a secretpolice collaborator. That way, if a collaborator stayed on in theassembly, his power would at least be neutralized. And in a coun-try whose opposition had used moral behavior as the currency forall measure and had made great sacrifices in its cause, few punish-ments could be worse than to be revealed as a member of this most-hated group.

    The debate over what to do with communism's collaborators

    has a double importance in eastern Europe. First, it is an attempt totake control of the memory of the Communist years. Unlike au-thoritarianism, totalitarianism is a conspiracy of the whole of soci-ety; "We are all guilty," Vaclav Havel says. But of course not allshould be punished. Distinctions must be made. A list of those tobe punished will be drawn up, and those not on the list can thendeclare themselves innocent. They can erase their own history ofcomplicity with dictatorship in their own ritual purification. Butwho, using what criteria, will draw up the list?

    In addition, the preparation and use of this list has become thefirst test of the political culture of these newly free nations. It sym-bolizes the most important political divide in the Czech Republic,and its central issue is also the central political question in otherpost-Communist countries: Is democracy a process or an outcome?To lustrace's supporters, democracy means keeping the democratsin charge. Democracy is fragile, they argue, and the old Commu-nists retain substantial power. A government naive enough togrant Communists full democratic rights is slitting democracy'sthroat. The anti-lustrace view is that democracy is a process—apolitical system that guarantees civil liberties, under which thewrong people occasionally win. Once whoever holds power is al-lowed to determine which citizens may lose their civil liberties, thecountry is on the path backward to the old system. From this per-spective, the great danger to democracy comes not from the Com-munists, but from the list.

    The screening resolution passed parliament with Rudolf Zukal'svote on January 11, 1991. When I met him ten months later, hiscareer was over, his reputation ruined, his lifetime of sacrifice re-jected by his peers. He was sixty-three but looked older, with awhite beard and full head of white hair. Over the next two years Italked with Zukal several times, in the Federal Assembly buildingand at the dining room table of his small Prague apartment. Athome his wife, Inka, a handsome, square-jawed woman, came inand out with fruit tea while Zukal told me the story of his life.

    The story bursts with contradictions. Zukal's profession waseconomist—and bulldozer driver. He was an orthodox Commu-nist—and a reform Communist—and an anti-Communist. History

    will view him as a hero—or as a scoundrel. There are only twoconsistent themes: what seem like certainties today can become un-certainties tomorrow, and judging past actions by present stan-dards is precarious work indeed.

    History made Rudolf Zukal a Communist. He was born in 1928in a small village in Moravia, the more rural of the Czech lands ofBohemia and Moravia, to a single mother who married his fatherwhen he was three. His father could not find work, and Zukal, histwo younger sisters, and a younger brother moved into a poor-house. When he was seven, his father landed a job and built thefamily a house. From early youth Rudolf worked, cutting wood inthe forest and performing other odd jobs.

    On March 14,1939, Hitler invaded Czechoslovakia. At nine thenext morning the Nazis occupied Prague Castle. The Czech landsbecame the Protektorat of Bohemia and Moravia. Zukal's villagedid not suffer the full measure of Nazi cruelty, but food was shortand every family had ration cards. Families with relatives in Naziconcentration camps were often shunned by their fearful neigh-bors. But young Rudolf and his father, a member of the Commu-nist Party, delivered food parcels to these families.

    "Such behavior was typical of Communists," Zukal told meproudly. Czechoslovakia was the only country in what became theEast Bloc to have a large and powerful Communist Party before thewar—there were a million members in a country of 13 million peo-ple.

    To young Zukal, the heroes of the war were Communists. AdolfHitler was able to take over the Czech lands because of the coward-ice of the bourgeois West. In 1938 Hitler began his search for Ger-man Lebensraum—living space—by annexing the Sudetenland,the western region of Czechoslovakia, largely populated by Ger-mans. Despite France's military treaty with Czechoslovakia,French and British leaders agreed at Munich to hand over thecountry to Hitler. Poland and Hungary took the opportunity toseize parts of Czechoslovakia they had claimed. The Czechs put upno resistance, and the Germans took the Sudetenland without fir-ing a shot.

    While the West cowered, Josef Stalin rode to Czechoslovakia'srescue. Czechoslovakia's Communist Party was the only party to

    condemn the Munich agreement. It was the Communists who ledthe Czech uprising in May 1945 as the war drew to a close, and theRed Army that liberated Prague on May 9. The Soviets were theones who began to dig through the rubble in the weeks to follow,and they kicked the Germans from the Sudetenland, to widespreadapplause. "When the Red Army liberated us in 1945," said Zukal,"it became clear to me I had to join the Communist Party."

    In the harsh light of the present, it is hard to remember the faithStalin and his system inspired in postwar Europe. It was Stalin—aided by the deaths of 20 million Soviets—who really defeated Hit-ler; the turning point of the war was not D-Day, but the RedArmy's 1943 victories at Stalingrad and in the Kursk Salient. At thetime, Stalin's crimes lay buried in the gulag, and to hundreds ofmillions, he was a god. Soviet families named their boys Melsor—for Marx, Engels, Lenin, Stalin, October Revolution.

    All Europe turned left after the war. Planned economies were thefashion, with central governments setting the goals. In 1945 evenWinston Churchill lost his post as prime minister to the Labourcandidate, Clement Attlee.

    Edvard Benes, Czechoslovakia's prewar president, was a West-ern-oriented liberal, but his country's betrayal at Munich obsessedhim. Only Stalin was willing to help him denounce Munich. Benestried to maintain ties with both East and West, but the times de-manded he choose. In 1947, on Stalin's order, Benes withdrewCzechoslovakia from the Marshall Plan. Stalin gave Benes hisword that the Soviet Union would stay out of Czechoslovak inter-nal affairs, and the Communist Party in Czechoslovakia empha-sized its own, national, road to socialism.

    Communism offered Zukal clear and simple solutions to the suf-fering of his time: Capitalism had led to fascism and therefore warand exploitation. Communism transforms mankind and brings outthe desire for peace and equality. The Western bourgeois demo-crats, with all their talk of human rights, had sold out the Czecho-slovaks at Munich. The Czech bourgeois had surrendered to theNazis, but the Communists had led anti-Nazi uprisings, fightingwith endurance and confidence. Zukal had grown up with hungerand privation while others ate good ham and wore warm clothes,

    but under communism all would share in the fruits of society.There was hardship under communism, he knew, but it was sharedhardship as people worked together to build a brighter future.Communism offered a way to remake the world. And the worldsorely needed remaking.

    Zukal joined the Party in 1946, at the age of seventeen. "My firstParty task was to get an education," he told me. He went to Brno,the capital of Moravia, to study trade. "There were only twoyoung Communists in the whole school," he said. "We spent hoursarguing about politics with the other students. That was one of thebest periods of my life."

    The Communists won 38 percent of the vote in free elections in1946, and for the next two years they led a coalition governmentwith widespread support. They organized the confiscation of Nazicollaborators' property, and in doling out the farms and factoriesfavored those Czechoslovaks who showed the wisdom to join theParty. More popular still was the Communists' promise that Partymembership would be considered payment in full for Nazi collabo-ration.

    The Communists led the country's rebuilding, a considerablyeasier task than elsewhere, for Czechoslovakia before the war wasthe sixth most industrialized country in Europe. And the Czechs'surrender had spared them the great destruction wrought on othernations. While 95 percent of Warsaw had been bombed to rubble,in Prague only a few buildings had been destroyed. The Nazis hadbeen particularly careful with Prague; Hitler had wanted to turnthe city into a museum of Jewish life.

    Zukal spent Sundays as a volunteer repairing roads and bridges.Under Party supervision, factories competed to produce the mostmetal and farmers to raise the most chickens. "It was all so clearand beautiful," said Venek Silhan, a lifelong friend of Zukal and afellow bulldozer driver after 1968. "The Party's program was pa-triotic: rebuild the factories and the republic. The people I admiredat school were all joining. It was a spontaneous wave, and my gen-eration was swept up."

    Silhan went to work at a metal factory in northern Bohemia."Most of us didn't know anything about this work, but we really

    tried to achieve the standards set before the war," he said. Thefactory had lost its 3,500 German workers, and Communists likeSilhan arrived from all over Czechoslovakia to take their place.After hours they picked crops and dug coal.

    Prewar Czechoslovakia had been a bourgeois western Europeansociety with a market economy. Now Czechoslovakia quicklyreconstructed light industries such as glass, ceramics, beer, textiles,and shoes. The Communist economic program emphasized suchlight industry, support for small business, nationalization of thelargest factories, and free health care and education. It seemed tomany Czechoslovaks that their dream of an indigenous, tolerant,and sensible communism was coming true.

    On February 20,1948, the sham ended. Taking advantage of theresignation of non-Communists in the government, the Commu-nists staged a bloodless coup. It was ratified with elections in May.Czechoslovakia became a full satellite of the Soviet Union. Thediscussions in Zukal's school stopped. "People suddenly becameafraid," he said. "I missed those talks greatly."

    That year the Communists nationalized the banks, mines, energyplants, and other vital industries and passed a five-year economicplan. Communist purge committees fired thousands from theirjobs. Some 350,000 Czechs and Slovaks were jailed or sent to laborcamps. The next year Soviet security advisers began to arrive inPrague. Political trials began, and many anti-Communists were ex-ecuted.

    In 1949 Stalin began to stage a series of dramas throughout east-ern Europe that would come to be known as the Show Trials. Incourtroom scenes scripted to the point where if a prosecutor forgota question the witness answered it anyway, high-ranking Party of-ficials were convicted of espionage and treason and then executed.The Show Trials were Stalin's attempt to terrorize the satelliteCommunist parties into absolute submission. They reached theirzenith in Czechoslovakia, which, due in part to its large prewarCommunist party and its special gratitude toward Moscow, hadbecome the most Stalinist nation in the East Bloc.

    The trials were the supreme manifestation of the paranoia thathad gripped the Soviet Union for two decades: as socialism haddeclared itself scientifically perfect, any flaw must be the work of

    enemy agents. The factory manager who did not make his produc-tion quota could be shot as an "imperialist wrecker," and thosewho failed to volunteer for higher and higher production quotas—and there was clearly little incentive to do so—could be shot for thesame crime. When the all-wise Stalin's name was mentioned at agathering, all present stood and applauded. Applause would go onfor ten minutes; one could be shot for being the first to stop clap-ping.

    Czechoslovak interrogators and their KGB advisers first "uncov-ered" a fictional plot to kill General Secretary Rudolf Slansky. Ashad been done in the Soviet Union beginning in the 1930s, theyarrested people they knew were innocent—who then became guiltyby definition, having been arrested—and tortured them until theyconfessed to the conspiracy. Some torturers had learned theirmethods while in Nazi camps; one interrogator tied his victim to aradiator and let him roast to death. But Stalin was looking for agrand enemy, and the script failed to produce one. So it was rewrit-ten—now casting Slansky not as victim of the plot but as chiefconspirator. There was no more slavishly loyal Stalinist thanSlansky, but luckily he was a Jew. On November 23,1951, Slanskywas handcuffed, bound, gagged, and arrested, charged with "cos-mopolitanism" and "Zionism."

    In prison Slansky tried to choke himself with his own hands. Ittook eight months to break him, but in July 1952 he signed a con-fession. Slansky and the other defendants edited and memorizedtheir own death sentences. They had been traitors since youth, theyconfessed. They had frozen with the partisans in the hills andstarved in Nazi camps only to reach a position where they couldbetter overthrow communism and serve their imperialist/Trots-kyist/Zionist/bourgeois masters.

    There was a complete dress rehearsal—taped so that if a defen-dant recanted, his microphone would be cut and the tape sub-stituted so the radio audience would hear a seamless confession.The tape was even played for President Klement Gottwald andother Party leaders at a private meeting a few days before the trial.

    Party leaders, of course, were fully conscious of the trials' cyni-cism, but most Czechoslovaks treated them with utmost gravity.The Cold War was a reality. Hadn't Stalin said that after the vie-

    tory of socialist revolution, the class war would intensify? Surely,the benevolent Stalin could not be wrong. Memoirs written at thetime record that even when close friends were arrested, Czech-oslovaks shook their heads and wondered why they had never sus-pected.

    Most terrifying, faith in Stalin was so strong that people evencame to believe in their own guilt: if the Party arrests me, I musthave done something wrong. Some knew they were not spies butbelieved they had committed errors that hurt the cause—which inParty doctrine were just as punishable as deliberate crimes. Othersknew they were innocent but made their confessions for the goodof the Party. They were being tried not in the court of their enemiesbut by friends, and their self-immolation served the nation and theParty. Some cooperated because they were told it would bring lightsentences and good treatment for their families (in fact, just thereverse proved to be true). Very few resisted for long.

    Slansky's trial began on November 20, 1952. Stalin had person-ally approved the script. All the defendants begged for the deathpenalty. Appeals of the convicted were set for December 4. Beforethe trial's end, the Party staged letter-to-the-editor campaigns andelections in factories, schools, and offices so the people could de-mand the death penalty for Slansky.

    The sixteen-year-old son of one defendant wrote to a newspa-per: "I demand that my father receive the highest penalty, the deathsentence . . . and it is my wish that this letter be read to him." Someof the defendants' wives refused to visit their "traitor" husbandsbefore their execution.

    On November 27, 1952, fourteen officials—eleven of themJews—were convicted of high treason, espionage, sabotage, andmilitary treason. Three were given life sentences and the othereleven sentenced to death. On December 3 the eleven, includingSlansky, were hanged. Even in the last letters they had been permit-ted to write to their families (which were not delivered for tenyears), many of the defendants continued to thank their accusers,praise the Party, and confess their guilt. "I got what I deserved,"were Slansky's last words as he went to the gallows.

    The Czechoslovak Inquisition went on until November 1954. Bythen Stalin had been dead for twenty months—in the ultimate

    proof of loyalty, President Gottwald died while at Stalin's fu-neral—other East Bloc victims had been freed and the trials voided,and prisoners were emerging from the Soviet gulag. But the Czech-oslovaks carried on. At least a hundred people were executed overthe life of the Show Trials and tens of thousands of others impris-oned or exiled. In early 1960, 8,706 people were still in prison forpolitical crimes.

    At the time of the Slansky trials, Rudolf Zukal was teaching atthe Prague Economics University. After graduating from the uni-versity he had been hired as a lecturer and then an assistant instruc-tor. When the Economics University held its vote on the spySlansky's fate, not a single person voted to spare his life. Therewere, however, three abstentions. One was Zukal. "I believed thetrials were correct," Zukal told me. "I was convinced Slansky andthe others were traitors. But I was a longtime colleague of Slansky'sson, and it was hard to understand how Gottwald could send closefriends to their deaths. I knew I should have voted against the exe-cution, but I was scared. As it was, I only kept my job because I hadjoined the Party before 1948 and because my father was a Commu-nist before the war."

    In 1956 Nikita Khrushchev exposed Stalin's crimes in a secretspeech to the Soviet Twentieth Party Congress. The news, leaked tothe press by the Poles, staggered the world, particularly the Com-munist world, which had worshiped him. The Melsors changedtheir name to Melor. Hungarians and Poles staged protests andanti-Stalinist rebellions. But the Czechoslovaks trudged along.There was no liberalizing release, no de-Stalinization. Most peoplenever even learned of Khrushchev's speech. Then, in the 1960s, theemotions that had been bound tightly for decades exploded.Czechoslovakia began a revolution that would put the rest of theEast Bloc to shame and become a symbol of rebellion in a yearwhen rebellion swept the world.

    The first buds of 1968's Prague Spring—named after the city'syearly music festival—blossomed in the field of economics, notpolitics. In 1961 the economy was growing so slowly that the Partyabandoned its traditional five-year plans and instituted a one-yearplan instead. In August 1962 the Party newspaper, Rude Prdvo,

    published a secret Central Committee document stating that theeconomy was unable to meet the country's basic needs and thatsubstantial reform was necessary. Government statistics showedthat in 1963 Czechoslovakia would register an absolute economicdecline—a first for the East Bloc. Antonin Novotny, who was nowpresident and first secretary, ordered the Institute for Statistics tohide the decline. The clerks disobeyed the order.

    The economy's fall was foreseeable. Soviet-directed central plan-ning was as rigid in Czechoslovakia as anywhere in the East Blocand followed the same general prescriptions. The Central Commit-tee approved tasks for factory directors. Managers who plannedlosses and adhered to the plan were considered successful. Stalinwas building gigantic steel mills and coal mines all over easternEurope in an attempt to modernize rural, feudal societies. ButCzechoslovakia was not feudal; before the war and the Communistcollectivization of agriculture, it had been a modern capitalistcountry. The relatively light damage of the war now became a lia-bility; other nations that had rebuilt and modernized their lightindustry could now outproduce Czechoslovakia.

    By the mid-1960s other countries were already experimentingwith reform. The Poles had dismantled their few collective farms.Even the Soviets began to introduce profit incentives for factoriesand workers. Khrushchev, tired of paying heavy subsidies to sup-port the feeble Czechoslovak economy, pushed Novotny to listento a group of Czechoslovak reformers led by professor Ota §ik. In1964 Novotny began to meet with Sik, whose program took awaythe Central Committee's power to set targets for each factory andeconomic sector. Instead, managers would set their own goals, paythe wages they liked, and trade directly with other nations. Sik'smodel allowed costs and consumer demand to influence decisionsabout production.

    The hard-liners in the Central Committee were outraged. Theysaw Sik as a bomb thrower seeking to eliminate the Party's leadingrole in the economy. But §ik had the backing of Party reformersand Novotny's rivals—and the Slovaks, who had long fumed at theParty's Prague-centrism. With collapse looming, in 1965 Novotnycaved in to the inevitable and gave Sik official authorization to

    design a New Economic Model. Even the Party's central plannerswere forced to work with Sik's economists.

    By then Zukal was the vice rector of the Economics University.In 1953 he had married Jifina, nicknamed Inka, a young econom-ics student from a neighboring Moravian village, and a year latertheir son, Jin, was born. For four years Zukal lived in a universitydorm in Prague and commuted to Moravia most weekends to seehis family. Finally, in 1957, the Zukals were assigned an apart-ment—two rooms plus a kitchen on the third floor of a brownconcrete apartment block in Podolf, a run-down neighborhood onPrague's south side. In that apartment they raised Jin and Eva,born in 1960. The Zukals keep it to this day.

    Zukal became head of the team advising the Finance Ministry oncurrency reform, working on making the Czechoslovak koruna, orcrown, convertible on world markets. His days consisted of longteam meetings to design the program and more meetings to sell it,talks with World Bank and International Monetary Fund officials,and debates about the reforms in the university and on TV andradio programs. Zukal was also teaching classes, writing text-books, and studying math—"I realized suddenly that my educationwas too ideological and not practical; I needed to update myskills," he said.

    "My sister and I didn't see him much," Jifi Zukal told me. Jiff,who now works at the Czech mission to the European Union inBrussels, is a beardless copy of his father. When I met him he wasworking in the Czechoslovak Foreign Ministry, trying to make thekoruna convertible on world markets. "Still a worthy goal thirtyyears later," he said, grinning. "But I'll succeed where my fatherdidn't.

    "We practically never saw him on weekdays, and on weekendswe'd take a walk together," said Jifi. "The rest of the day he'dspend writing textbooks and newspaper articles."

    Just as in 1947, the atmosphere was rapturous. "People volun-teered to give up their gold to create a national treasury," Zukalsaid. "Within two weeks of asking for gold, we had collected threehundred fifty million crowns. People volunteered to work extrahours so the economic reform would succeed. Growth was the

    highest it had been since right after the war. At least eighty percentof the nation supported the reforms."

    This is an overstatement. Initially workers found little of interestin the reforms, and even Ota Sik admitted they were a failure. §ikargued, with increasing bitterness, that the government had ap-proached the reforms in such a piecemeal way they were bound tofail. To give just one example, how could economic decisions berationalized if the government refused to lift price controls? It wasas if the Czechoslovaks had decided they needed to be like the Brit-ish and drive on the left-hand side of the road, Sik said, but themeasure was applied first only to taxi drivers.

    To the Party's horror, the real problem with the economic re-forms began to dawn on the Czechoslovaks: a healthy economyrequired democracy. The Party was trying to spoon out freedom inmeasured quantities, and the country rebelled. The reform processrevealed to Czechoslovaks that the Party could err, that it could bechallenged, and that the ideas of ordinary citizens could bringabout great change. As the years passed, an even more subversiveconcept emerged from the economic reforms: the problem with theeconomy was the totalitarian political system. To sustain itself,Czechoslovakia needed to democratize.

    Tiny shoots poked through the frost. In the underground, orsamizdat, culture, New Wave filmmakers like Jin Menzl and MilosForman made critical movies, and playwrights such as the youngVaclav Havel wrote absurdist satires of the system. Literary maga-zines began to print Sartre, Kafka, and once-banned contemporaryCzechoslovak writers. The most politically significant opposition,however, came from the Slovaks. It had little to do with reform andmuch more to do with nationalism; the Slovaks were chafing underCzech domination, and they were especially contemptuous of No-votny, whose everyday arrogance rose to legendary proportionswhere the Slovaks were concerned. The first secretary of the SlovakParty built up his own base of support by fighting Novotny andallowed the Slovak press to publish daring criticisms of Prague'sSlovak policy.

    By the end of 1967 Novotny was alone. On January 5,1968, theCentral Committee felled Novotny and replaced him with the Slo-

    vak Party secretary, a shy, awkward man named Alexander Dub-cek.

    Dubcek's career had been unremarkable. He was a decent man,but his acts of personal courage or defiance of the regime could benumbered on one hand. But in 1955, while attending the HigherParty School in Moscow, he began to meet people returning fromthe gulag. He listened to their stories, and he realized that millionsmore would never return. Once back in Slovakia, Dubcek becamethe number two man on a Party-appointed committee examiningthe Slansky trials. What he learned sickened him. But he kept it tohimself and rose steadily and without incident through the SlovakParty hierarchy.

    The Prague Spring began in early 1968, a few weeks after Dub-cek's appointment. Dubcek was not the reforms' intellectual au-thor, but his ascension brought the Young Turks into official posts.By the end of January, Dubcek endorsed their Action Program,which contained the most radical reform ever carried out by a rul-ing Communist Party. The Party's monopoly on power, said thisextraordinary document, "arose from the erroneous thesis that theParty is an instrument of the dictatorship of the proletariat." TheCentral Committee approved the program on April 5. It committedthe Party to economic liberalization, restoration of freedom of thepress, assembly, and travel, increased power and independence forthe parliament and non-Communist political parties, and more de-mocracy within the Party.

    Censorship of the press was not formally abolished until theend of June, but from mid-February on it ceased to exist. Czecho-slovakia became the first East Bloc nation with a free press sincecommunism had taken hold. The censors employed by every news-paper and publishing house spent their days playing checkers.The always docile National Assembly elected as Speaker JosefSmrkovsky, a rehabilitated victim of the Slansky trials, andbegan—of all things—to pass laws. In March the interior ministerapologized to an astonished public for police brutality during astudent demonstration five months before. The secret policestopped wiretapping its political opponents.

    Dubcek was a democrat within the Party, but not in the Westernsense of the word. The Action Program rejected a multiparty sys-

    tern. A few Czechoslovaks did push for non-Communist alterna-tives and bourgeois democracy—Havel was one of the men writingessays for this cause—but Dubcek was not their ally.

    It became the fashion after communism's fall to dismiss thePrague Spring as a mere struggle for power within the Party. It wasthat, but the man and the movement were also truly revolutionary,and their brand of communism expressed the people's view—muchas capitalism did in 1989. In a July 1968 poll—which was proba-bly as reliable as polls could get under communism—only 5 per-cent of Czechoslovaks said they wanted capitalism; 89 percentwanted to continue on the road to "socialism with a human face."That reflected the tenor of the times—and also the realities of livingin Moscow's orbit.

    As Communist as the Prague Spring remained, to Moscow itsmelled of treason. The dictatorship of the proletariat labeled an"erroneous thesis"! To call the Prague Spring "socialism with ahuman face" implied that the normal face of socialism was mon-strous. The Kremlin saw the National Assembly's new seriousnessas a challenge to the Party's monopoly on power. Worst of all, thefree press demonstrated that Dubcek and the Party had lost controlover Czechoslovakia.

    On the night of August 20, 1968, Zukal stayed at the universitytill ten o'clock for a meeting, then went home and fell asleep. A fewhours later, the phone rang. "It was a woman who was at the meet-ing," he said. "She told me the Soviets had invaded. My firstthought was that the rest of them went to a pub and got drunk, andthis phone call was a joke to punish me for having gone straighthome. Till the last moment I never believed they would come. Ialways thought if we didn't go to extremes, they'd let us be."

    At 11 p.m. the troops of the Soviet Union and its choir, the War-saw Pact, had invaded Czechoslovakia. Tanks and personnel carri-ers both crossed the country by land and arrived at Prague's airportin transport planes. At 4 a.m. troops reached the Central Commit-tee building, where Dubcek and his men had spent the night. Sovietsoldiers arrested Dubcek and five other members of the Presidiumat dawn. The last building to fall was the Radio Prague station,

    which the Czechoslovaks had barricaded. Not till 11 a.m. didtroops overrun it.

    The invasion killed about a hundred people. Czechoslovaksknew that fighting the Soviets was futile, but they hoped at least toshow the world that their guests were uninvited. They screamed atthe Soviet soldiers in the street and handed them leaflets in Russianexplaining the reforms and announcing that no counterrevolutionexisted. They took down street signs and pointed all the "OneWay" indicators toward Moscow. They stoned tanks, scratchedswastikas into their sides, stuffed flowers and Czechoslovak flagsdown their barrels, and even managed to set a few of them on fire.They put up posters of Dubcek and President Ludvik Svoboda and,when the invaders tore them down, put up more. People walkedthe streets carrying transistor radios tuned to the clandestine RadioFree Czechoslovakia. Late in the afternoon of August 21, thou-sands marched silently down Wenceslas Square in a funeral proces-sion. Zukai stood in the square and cried.

    Zukal, Silhan, and other Communist leaders rushed the Partycongress, set for September 9, into emergency session. The coun-try's telephones had been cut, but an energy plant worker con-tacted Silhan with the news that the electric plants were stillconnected with one another. Through these wires Silhan calledCommunists to a clandestine congress in the CKD engineeringcombine in Prague. More than a thousand delegates attended. InDubcek's absence, Party leaders elected his allies to the CentralCommittee and re-elected Dubcek as first secretary. Silhan wasnamed acting first secretary. The congress, a chaotic, emotional,and messy affair free of the usual ritual, passed a resolution con-demning the occupation and the collaborationist government."The deputies from eastern Slovakia, a fourteen-hour drive away,arrived after the meeting was formally closed," Silhan recalled."But they so badly wanted to join in this statement that we madethem members retroactively." Czechoslovaks listened to the wholething on Radio Free Czechoslovakia.

    Dubcek and the five others in Soviet custody were flown first toPoland and then to a KGB prison in the Ukraine. They were surethe firing squad awaited them. Pravda accused Dubcek of plotting

    "counterrevolution"—the same word used in 1956 for Hungary'santi-Stalinist leader Imre Nagy, who had later been executed.

    But the Soviets had not found what they expected in Czechoslo-vakia. The Czechoslovaks did not welcome them; no nationalhard-line group could claim public support. A puppet government,Moscow realized with dismay, would require a Soviet occupationforce for an indefinite period. The Soviets decided they had to dealwith Dubcek.

    Dubcek's fortunes changed. When the arrested Czechoslovaksreached Moscow, they were hustled into an absurd negotiating ses-sion. The men found themselves in a surreal hell, treated alter-nately like prisoners and honored guests. (Zdenek Mlynaf, one ofthe prisoners flown in later, wrote that a girl in a negligee came tohis room to ask if the comrade had need of anything.) Dubcek wasunder constant sedation and spent the first days in bed. The Czech-oslovaks were presented with documents approving the invasionand a "temporary stationing of Soviet troops on Czechoslovaksoil." "If you don't sign now, you will in a week," the Soviets toldthem. The Red Army was holding their nation hostage. "We had achoice between inviting bloodshed and saving what we could of thereforms," Mlynaf said at a conference twenty-six years later.

    In the end all but one Presidium member, Frantisek Kriegl,signed. Dubcek backed out at the last minute. "Let them do whatthey want, I won't sign it!" he shouted. After more sedatives heagreed to sign. The decision tormented him until the hour of hisdeath.

    Dubcek returned to Prague drained of life. He cried as he gave aradio speech justifying the treaty he had signed. "Dear listeners,"he said. "I ask you to forgive me if every now and then there is apause in this largely improvised speech and impromptu appear-ance. I think you know why it is."

    On September 26, five weeks after the invasion, Pravda pub-lished what came to be known as the Brezhnev Doctrine: "... everyCommunist Party is responsible not only to its own people but alsoto all the socialist countries, and to the entire Communist move-ment. Whoever forgets this by placing sole emphasis on the au-tonomy and independence of Communist parties lapses into one-sidedness, shirking his internationalist obligations."

    In the spring of 1987 Mikhail Gorbachev visited Prague. West-ern reporters asked Gennady Gerasimov, Gorbachev's spokesman,to explain the difference between perestroika and the PragueSpring. "Nineteen years," Gerasimov replied.

    Jif i Zukal was in East Germany during the invasion and returnedto Prague three days later. Rudolf Zukal met his son at the centraltrain station at 10 p.m. A Soviet tank was blocking a tunnel on theroad to their apartment, so the two men walked the two mileshome. It was pitch black, and Soviet soldiers lined the streets. Theywalked in absolute silence, afraid to speak and bereft of words. "Itwas Jiff's first lecture," Zukal said.

    The walk was more of a lecture, however, for Zukal than for hisson, who had never believed in communism. "For me this was agreat shock," said Jiff. "But it was worse for him—he lost his illu-sions and ideals about the system."

    For the first few months, Czechoslovaks held their breath andwaited. Nothing happened. Dubcek and his men remained in of-fice; the reforms remained in place. It was, however, a differentDubcek, one whittling at the reforms, his hand guided by the Sovi-ets. Overturning them in one blow would have provoked mass pro-tests. So Moscow had Dubcek accomplish this process, dubbed"Normalization," step by step, assuring him with each step thatthis one would be rewarded with the withdrawal of Soviet troops.But the troops didn't leave. They would be "temporarily" sta-tioned in Czechoslovakia until 1991.

    Over the next year resistance began to fade; Normalization didindeed become normal. Some of the demonstrations that did takeplace were KGB provocations, staged to provide an excuse forcrackdowns. On April 17,1969, Dubcek was demoted to the once-again-symbolic post of chairman of the National Assembly, andGustav Husak took his place. In August of that year Husak de-clared emergency measures that wiped out the reforms. On Decem-ber 15 Dubcek was given the absurd and degrading post ofambassador to Turkey—where he was barred from Party meetingsand forbidden to take walks outside the embassy garden. In May1970 he was sent back to Czechoslovakia, placed under virtualhouse arrest, and awarded a job in the Regional Forestry Adminis-

    tration in Bratislava, first as chief of the motor pool and later aspipefitter in the planting section. Each morning he boarded thetram in his green forester's uniform, carrying his little bag of sand-wiches.

    "Nineteen sixty-nine was still bearable," said Miroslav Krai, aneconomist and management professor who ended up with Zukaland §ilhan in the bulldozer camp. Krai, a small, redheaded man,had been teaching at Prague's Political University and workingwith a reform team on democratization issues. By the end of 1969he still held on to his job. "Dubcek was still in the leadership, andhe had his people around him. But we could feel the tendencytoward a different course beginning to prevail."

    A week after the invasion, Central Committee official RatkoKoska was rewarded for his support of the invasion with the postof interior minister. Under his direction, the StB strengthened itsdivisions fighting "ideological diversion." Surveillance of the inter-nal enemy and StB supervision of factories were resumed. In the1960s StB officials had been punished for acts of brutality. Nowthey did as they pleased; the counterrevolutionary threat justifiedall excesses. The domestic spying divisions nearly doubled theirpersonnel; seven hundred people now worked in headquartersalone. In the foreign espionage divisions experienced people werefired and replaced with badly trained but loyal cadres. Politicaltrials began again—for treason and "acting against socialist princi-ples of law." Applying the word "invasion" to 1968 was declaredillegal. It was forbidden to invite more than thirty people to a wed-ding. Over the next few years 74,000 people emigrated. In October1970 many of them received a letter from the Legal Advisory Cen-ter in Prague informing them that their absence was illegal and theywould be brought to trial. They were required to send in the cost oftheir defense in foreign currency, or it would be demanded fromrelatives at home.

    The purges that began in 1970 are unique in East Bloc historyand will forever symbolize the Czechoslovak Normalization. Dissi-dent intellectuals were not arrested, but they were marginalized,separated from any possible influence on national life. Dissident

    philosophers, writers, doctors, economists, and psychologists tookthe only jobs permitted: as coal stokers, night watchmen, windowwashers, street sweepers, and nurses' aides. In their stokers' hutsand watch stations, dressed in uniforms and aprons, they discussedthe categorical imperative and wrote essays on representationalversus proportional voting. The purges went on for almost a dec-ade and affected 150,000 people.

    Right after the invasion the faculty of the Economics Universityhad met to issue a report endorsing the clandestine anti-SovietParty congress. A year and a half later, in April 1970, a man fromthe Central Committee went to see Zukal. "Comrade Zukal, weknow you are a thoughtful man," he said. "If you help us to get thefaculty to retract this report, we can offer you the post of rector."By that time, faculty members were yielding to Party bribes andpressure. There was a new vote, and about half the professors de-cided to rewrite history, reject the original report, and endorse theinvasion. Five people abstained, and two—Zukal and Silhan—maintained their votes against the invasion. "That vote broke myneck," Zukal said. "They didn't care at all about anything you haddone before August 21,1968, as long as you accepted the invasion.If I had abstained, I could still have kept my job." He was firedimmediately after the vote. "You are engaged in activity damagingto socialist society," his dismissal notice said. "You have become acarrier of right-wing opportunist ideas."

    Zukal made the poetic gesture of suing the university to keep hisjob. "I lost," he told me, grinning. "I had to pay the lawyers' fees,too."

    He wrote to research institutes in search of a job and found notakers. Silhan was in the same position. Krai was fired from thePolitical University in May 1970 and started to look for a technicaljob. "I was always initially welcomed because of my expertise inmanagement and computers," he said. "But when I filled out thequestionnaire and they realized who I was, they would turn medown. I must have applied for fifty jobs."

    "We began to understand what 'totalitarian' meant," saidLibuse Silhanova, Silhan's wife. "There was an StB agent in everyworkplace. I lost my job as a sociologist and began to knit sweaters

    and scarves for a cooperative." Zukal's wife, an analyst in the Min-istry of Trade, was told she would get no more promotions, but shewas allowed to stay.

    Zukal's old guru Ota §ik offered to find Zukal a job in Belgradeor Canada, but Zukal declined. "That's my only regret," he toldme. "Not that I opposed normalization, but that I didn't emigrate.At the time Inka didn't want to, and I felt I was too old to start overagain."

    In August 1970 §ilhan called Zukal and Krai with good news.An acquaintance who worked in the state fisheries office had of-fered them jobs clearing lakes. Silhan and eight friends—profes-sors, doctors, and lawyers like Krai and Zukal—acceptedimmediately. "No one ever gave us anything without governmentconsent, and I'm sure it was just what the government wanted,"Krai said. "We were stashed away in southern Bohemia, with nocontacts with society."

    "We had to pass an exam to get a certificate to operate the ma-chinery," Krai said. "The workers at first were very nice—veryunderstanding and patient when they were training us. Zukal, es-pecially, found it difficult. He had a hard time with machines. Icome from the country, and I'm used to being outdoors, doingphysical work. But it was a different world for him, and he didn'ttake easily to it. These bulldozers were obsolete, several decadesold. We needed strong legs and arms to operate them. In the sum-mer it was unbearably hot and in the winter freezing, and the cabhad no protection. The winter was especially hard, although if itwas a shallow lake with lots of plants and thin ice, we could breakthe ice and do our work. But the bulldozer wouldn't start in themorning. The belts on the bulldozer would get covered with mud,and they would freeze overnight. We had to get the frozen mud outwith hammers, which could take three hours. If they were reallyfrozen, we'd have to start a fire."

    "I always thought of Zukal like a big little boy," said Silhan."He's very clumsy—when he sat at the bulldozer he didn't knowwhat to do. We'd do our work in five hours, and Zukal would takeeight hours—but he had to finish. He's not elegant. He can't dealwith technical things. But he sits there until he finishes."

    "I felt like throwing up every Monday," Zukal said. He caught

    his left hand in a belt and shattered his fingers. A bulldozer slicedoff part of his foot. And he had the first of his mild heart attacks.

    "He had always worn a white shirt and tie, and now he grew abeard and wore jeans," said Jin. "He gave up—he saw that all hiswork was for nothing. It broke him. He never said it to us at home,but we felt his frustration. Here's a man who up until 1970 wassurrounded by government ministers. Three ministers signed hisnomination as a professor. He has three academic degrees. And heis cleaning lakes."

    §ilhan took it better. He is a hearty, theatrical man with a boom-ing voice, a white beard, and a talent for a good time. I first methim in 1991 in the deputies' dining room of the Federal Assembly.He was wearing his customary blue jeans. "I always looked at bull-dozing in a romantic way," he said. "I had always liked workingwith wood or metal, so I thought bulldozing would be a good newexperience. It was actually quite beautiful in the spring. I rememberwhen one of our machines got stuck in the mud and we didn'tknow how to get it out. Krai and I did it by ourselves, in mud up toour waists. We felt proud, like young boys. At the time I was read-ing Jack London's novel Star Rover. It's about a prisoner. Whenthey torture him he leaves the material world for the spiritual oneand can't feel the pain. A man must be capable of going throughvarious destinies. He can't be taken by surprise. I have observed alot of excellent people who couldn't adapt, and life broke them."

    Despite their age—all around forty—and their newness to man-ual labor, Zukal, Silhan, and Krai quickly outpaced the otherworkers. Lake cleaning—exhausting, isolated work—was a jobusually reserved for drunks and petty criminals. "We had betterwork discipline," said Krai. "Zukal, especially, pushed people. Hewanted everyone to do a good job. We were an annoyance for thereal workers." They were so good that they often earned bonuspayments, which usually brought a visit from the StB to reprimandtheir employers; the government wanted to ensure they didn'tmake much money.

    Interior Ministry officials made periodic visits to quiz theirbosses about the men's earnings, behavior, and political opinions.One weekend in 1971 an StB major went to see Zukal in his Pragueapartment. The major sat down at the dining room table and began

    to bemoan Zukal's situation. "Such a pity, you were such a goodeconomist," he said. He offered Zukal a job within a year in aresearch institute if he would report on Silhan and Krai. Zukalthrew him out of the apartment, he said. When Zukal met up withSilhan and Krai for their Monday-morning drive to the lakes, hetold them about the visit.

    They would carpool home to their families every weekend—Kraiand Silhan owned cars, and Zukal bought one after a few years. Atwork they lived in small wooden trailers. 'They were nothing likeAmerican trailers," Krai said. "They were about two meters byfive, and we lived two to a trailer—in the beginning, three. Weheated them with oil heaters. There was no electricity, so we'd haveto go to a village or farm to find a hookup for an extension cord, sowe could plug in our electric burner. We'd arrive on Monday withsupplies for the whole week. Zukal and Silhan are quite goodcooks, actually. There was no toilet and no shower—we had abasin we'd try to fill with water from a nearby farm."

    "At night we talked about girls and told stories," said Silhan."We repeated the same stories over and over, always changingthem—we'd say, 'Okay, we've heard that story several times, butthis time it was the best.' We read and discussed books. We tried tostudy, but after eight hours on the machine and washing up, we'dusually want to rest. Zukal would study. He'd come in from workand sit down and write his accusations against the government.Zukal was chief economics editor of Lidove Noviny, the under-ground newspaper." Zukal signed more articles in the prohibitedsamizdat press than any other economist. Zukal also sent his arti-cles to other samizdat newspapers and to foreign emigre journals.He would always send copies to the government, hoping econom-ics policymakers would read them. He managed to interest only thesecret police.

    "Once in 1975 the police called me to ask where I found certaineconomic statistics I had published abroad," he said. "It took me ahalf day to show them how I arrived at the conclusions by myself."

    "He was always writing letters to officials pointing out the gapbetween what they said and the reality," said Krai. "The answerwas usually more trouble for his family."

    All three were periodically hauled in to StB headquarters for

    questioning after publishing an article or talking to the BBC Czechservice. Over the years each dissident developed his or her ownstrategy for dealing with the police. "One friend would take a bookof criminal law with him," Silhan said. "Whatever they accusedhim of, he looked it up and would say, That's not a crime. There'sno law about that. We have nothing to talk about.' Then he'd closethe book and sit silently.

    "Another friend would tell them personal stories—that his childcouldn't study, that one couldn't think and write the truth in thiscountry. I would tell them to write down their questions. Theywould type it up, and I'd write my answer. If they were not satis-fied, I'd say, 'This is my document, not yours.' Or they would asklong questions and I'd answer yes or no.

    "Everyone reacts according to their own character. Zukal wouldtry to prove to them that they were wrong—'I have statistics show-ing that everything you're saying is incorrect.' He always criticizedthe details. We knew our rights and we said whatever we wanted.We were young then."

    Zukal and Krai cleaned lakes until they were no longer young.Silhan left after a few years and several stomach operations causedby the shaking motion of the bulldozer. He found a job in a factorybuilding prefab houses.

    "We thought we'd be here perhaps four years," said Krai."Twenty years! Even if we had known all along it would be fortwenty years, what could we have done? We had to make a living.As time passed we got used to the idea that we would stay here tillwe retired and never do intellectual work."

    Zukal was just as stubborn in politics as he was at his bulldozer.Czechoslovakia held periodic elections. Voters were given a ballotwith a slate of Communist candidates. They could either drop thepaper right into the ballot box or cross the room and enter a closedbooth to cross out the names. That was the secret ballot in Czecho-slovakia. Zukal always went into the booth and crossed out thenames.

    In 1977 Zukal became one of the original signers of Charter 77,a document that called on the Communist government to live up tothe human rights guarantees of the Helsinki Final Act treaty, whichit signed in 1975. After that, Inka lost her job at the Trade Minis-

    try. She sued to get it back and lost. She found another job as adocument clerk in a small institute, at a much lower salary. Thefamily's phone was taken, and Zukal and Jiff lost their driver'slicenses. Zukal's passport was pulled, and Jiff was told that anyforeign travel would mean his dismissal from the university. Theapartment was bugged; the microphones, now inoperative, still lieburied in the walls.

    "The StB tried to recruit my two best friends from the univer-sity," Jiff said. "The StB asked them about my and my father'spersonal lives: what books are in our bookcases, how much beer Idrink, what kind of girls I like. One of my friends always told meabout the meetings, and he played dumb with them, and soon theystopped calling him. My other friend, however, was quite weak.He met with the StB eight times, even though he told my father andme all about it when it happened. But we're still great friends; I talkto him three times a week."

    The affair of the driver's licenses turned into a surreal comedy.Zukal took the driving test four times and each time was politelytold he'd failed. "Then in the middle of night seven uniformed po-lice with sirens blaring came to my door to invite me to retake thedriving test," he said. "My neighbors probably thought I had killedsomeone.

    "It was clear I had to do what I did," Zukal said. "My onlyirresponsibility was to my family." Eva's college applications wererejected. Jiff, a top student in his high school, was rejected by theEconomics University in 1973, even though friends there toldZukal that Jiff had the fifth-highest qualifications of any applicant.He applied twice more before he was accepted. He graduated withhigh grades, and government officials who had clearly not donetheir homework promised him a job in the Social Affairs Ministry.After their grievous error was discovered, the job was withdrawn.Instead the StB offered to send him abroad—if he would report onCzechoslovak emigres. Jiff refused.

    Taking children hostage for their parents' crimes was commonpractice. The Silhans' daughter applied six times to study medicine."We got the results privately, so we know she always passed theexams," said Libuse. "She was never angry at us but at the regime.

    I have never heard of a case where the children were angry at theirparents."

    "My kids were faithful to me," Zukal said. "They were loyal tothe family and determined anti-Communists. I'm the only one inthe family who defends Communists."

    In 1988 Zukal retired from the bulldozer camp. He had paidbitterly for his stubbornness: he had lost his career, his children'sfuture, his family life. Inka lobbied for them to move to their cot-tage in Moravia. But Zukal was not finished yet. Gorbachev was inpower, and the East Bloc bubbled with the promise of change. De-spite everything, Zukal said, he still believed in the principles ofcommunism and felt they could be carried out in Czechoslovakia.He was sure the time was right; now, finally, the authorities wouldunderstand.

    By the mid-1980s, idealistic Communists like Zukal still existedin Czechoslovakia. There was, however, practically no one whoheld any ideals about communism as practiced. Not since the six-ties had there been Czechoslovaks who believed that their systemwas efficient, humane, or just. What set people apart was onlywhether they would say this out loud. The vast majority did not;they held this belief privately, while outwardly participating in andsupporting the system. They lived in what sociologists call the GrayZone.

    The Czechoslovak Communist Party had 1.8 million members inNovember 1989—this in a country of nearly 7 million adults.There were nearly 2 million members of the Czechoslovak-SovietFriendship Society. Only 7,000 of those eligible to vote declinedthis privilege in the last Communist elections. One in four manualworkers was a member of the People's Militia, the Party's armedwing.

    In Poland, 10 million people—one Pole in four, one in twoadults, at least one member of every household—was a member ofSolidarity. In Czechoslovakia, Charter 77 had only 1,864 signers,and half those signed in 1989, when it was safe, fashionable, andgood for the resume. The names on the dissident petitions werealways the same few dozen usual suspects.

    After the revolution, deputy Milos Zeman gave a speech in theFederal Assembly describing the 1989 demonstrations: "When wewere marching down from Vysehrad to Narodni Tfida weshouted, 'Czechs, join us!' Occasionally a window opened, occa-sionally someone waved at us—occasionally. But it was very sel-dom that somebody ever joined us. When we turned into NarodniTfida a police cordon approached from both sides, and many peo-ple took the opportunity to escape. ... Of the fifteen thousand ofus who walked along the embankment, there remained in the cor-don of their own will roughly two thousand people. It reminds mea little bit of the situation at the preceding demonstration on Octo-ber 28, when I was asked by a man on Na Pfikope [a pedestrianmall] how many of us there were. I told him we were about fifteenhundred. He said, 'My God, we are shits,' and then he spit on theground and departed. He didn't join the demonstration. He wenthome to his supper."

    Why was there so little opposition to communism? Nationalcharacter is part of the answer. Poland is a nation of romanticswho like nothing better than fighting for a lost cause, and Polishhistory is marked by noble but hopeless uprisings. Czechoslovaks,who fought neither the Nazis in 1939 nor the Soviets in 1968, aremore sensible. (Poles joke that the Czechoslovak army's march-ing exercise is hut-two-three-I-give-up, hut-two-three-I-give-up.)Jaroslav Hasek's book The Good Soldier Svejk describes whatmany Czechoslovaks grudgingly agree is the quintessential citi-zen—the man who survives by holding his tongue, going along,and carving out the little pieces the system allows him.

    Czechoslovakia lacked the foundation that comes from organi-zations with support and power independent of the Communiststate. Poles had it in the Church. But the Catholic Church in Czech-oslovakia was a state church under both the Hapsburgs and theCommunists. The anti-Communist priests were driven under-ground, and the Church hierarchy was riddled with informers andtoadies.

    Czechoslovak communism was also designed to corrupt. Lifehere was far easier than in Poland. "You couldn't get more thanthe average, but the average was not so bad," Scarlett Reslova, aPrague biologist, told me. "Nearly everyone had a car, an apart-

    merit, a cottage. State employees had the right to a week in themountains skiing with the children and summer holidays as well.Education and health care were completely free—not very good,but at least no one died because of a shortage of drugs." No onehad to work very hard. There was plenty of time for family, for theweekend cottage. The selection on the grocery shelves was neverample, but while Poles at times stood on three-hour lines to findnothing but potatoes for sale, Czechoslovaks never suffered short-ages of meat, bread, milk, eggs, beer, or other basics.

    In exchange for this life of security and basic comforts, the aver-age Czechoslovak was quite willing to forgo living in truth, asHavel put it. "Everyone knew what was happening here," said JanUrban, a leader of the dissident group Civic Forum. "We listenedto Radio Free Europe. But no one dared to do anything. Lawyerswere afraid to defend dissidents. This wasn't El Salvador—itwasn't life and death. People stopped caring because they didn'twant to lose their privileges, their vacations abroad."

    "We have many victims," said Ladislav Hejdanek, a philoso-pher/night watchman and Charter 77 founder. "We have noheroes."

    One can blame this on the Stalinism of Czechoslovak commu-nism. The Poles, inhabitants of a more erratic satellite, insultedtheir leaders loudly and publicly and read samizdat books on theWarsaw tram, behavior that for Czechoslovaks would have endedin, if not jail, then the loss of a passport or a son's university career."That's why movies and theater were so popular here," saidUrban. "People would be hidden in a crowd, catching the ambigui-ties, laughing freely for two hours. Then they'd walk out with theirfaces covered."

    But the blame does not rest with the system alone. The peoplealso create the system. Polish communism was less harsh becausePoles would not let themselves be domesticated. In Czechoslovakiathe Communists won more than 99 percent of the vote in eachelection after 1948. May Day parades overflowed Prague's streets.The people tricked their leaders into feeling beloved. Their acquies-cence removed the pressure on the leadership to change, to openup. It was the perfect totalitarian circle—the people controlling theleaders who controlled them.

    On October 28, 1988, Rudolf Zukal was scheduled to speak atan underground symposium marking the anniversary of the found-ing of the republic. Jiff dropped by his parents' apartment at sixo'clock. No one was home. Soon a neighbor banged on the door."I have a message for you," she told Jiff. The StB had come by forZukal at five and arrested him, along with others who were plan-ning to speak. He spent two days in jail before he was released.

    But the government was in retreat. On January 15 the opposi-tion called a demonstration commemorating the twentieth anni-versary of the suicide of Jan Palach. (In 1969, as his countrymenwere falling as listlessly into normalization as trapped mountainclimbers give in to the cold, Palach drove to the top of WenceslasSquare, took a can of gasoline out of his car, poured it over hisbody, and set himself on fire.) Zukal went up to one of the stone-faced members of the People's Militia, who were maintaining"order" in Wenceslas Square, and asked him if he knew why Pa-lach had set himself on fire. The next thing he saw was a row ofuniformed police running at top speed with clubs and dogs. "I washit on the head from behind," he later described the experience inan article in Listy, the Rome-based emigre journal. "Luckily I waswearing a thick hat. Then I was hit again on the back. My daughterran to help me, and she was hit too—hard enough to break thestrap on her purse—and while she collected her things that hadspilled out, she received more blows. Dogs were trying to get us.They were muzzled, but I think they were more humane than theirmasters. The masters enjoyed their power against the powerless.My children took me home. I wanted to throw up. I thought it wasthe demonstration, but later I realized I had a slight concussion.This happened in the middle of Europe, by a socialist governmentthat was proclaiming respect for, among other rights, the right ofassembly."

    On June 4, 1989, Poland had semifree elections, and threemonths later the first non-Communist prime minister in the EastBloc since the 1940s formed his government. On November 9,1989, the Berlin Wall fell. But Czechoslovakia remained mummi-fied. On November 17, the official youth organization received apermit to mark the fiftieth anniversary of the murder of a Czech

    student by the Nazis. Now, here was the kind of demonstration theauthorities liked. But the demonstrators left the cemetery andmarched toward Wenceslas Square, chanting "Freedom, free-dom." They lit candles, placed them on the ground, and raisedtheir arms, chanting "Our hands are empty." Then the police beatthem up. About six hundred people were seriously injured; a fewwere paralyzed, and one pregnant woman lost her baby. Zukal hadbeen to the early part of the march but left when it was still outsidethe center of town, thinking it was over. Jiff and Eva stayed tillthe end; for the next two weeks Eva cried whenever she thoughtabout it.

    Student organizations staged a sit-in strike to protest the brutal-ity. Actors joined them. Then, on November 20, the Charter 77signers and other members of the traditional dissidents gathered inthe Cinoherni Theater to form a new group, the Civic Forum, anumbrella for the opposition. Civic Forum demanded the resigna-tion of top Party leaders, a special commission to investigate theviolence, and the release of all prisoners of conscience. On Novem-ber 21, 200,000 people gathered in Wenceslas Square, demandingfree elections and the resignation of the entire Party leadership.

    The next few days were a blur. The dissidents' Central Commit-tee headquarters were the smoky, cramped dressing rooms 10 and11 of the Laterna Magika Theater, a few hundred feet from thebottom of Wenceslas Square. Outside the theater, passersby con-gregated, mesmerized by a TV monitor playing a videotaped loopof the November 17 beatings. The Socialist Party's publishinghouse, located halfway down Wenceslas Square, agreed to put itsfourth-floor balcony at Civic Forum's disposal. From this balcony,Havel and his colleagues announced Civic Forum's demands.

    All over Czechoslovakia people called strikes, held debates, putup posters, and organized Civic Forum committees. In the earlyevening of November 24, a ghost stepped out onto the Socialistpublishing house balcony and the crowd cried "Dubcek, Dubcek!"He was followed by a smiling Vaclav Havel. That night thePresidium and Central Committee resigned. Events were movingso fast, observed writer Timothy Garton Ash, "they have not onlyto date but to time the communiques."

    On December 10, the Party agreed to turn over power to Civic

    Forum and its Slovak counterpart, Public Against Violence. By theend of the year the two groups had formed a "Government of Na-tional Understanding" and set free elections for June 1990. OnDecember 29 Vaclav Havel was elected president of the Czechoslo-vak Socialist Republic.

    Civic Forum leaders talked to Zukal about becoming educationminister. He refused. He was too old, he said; besides, he knewwhat the school system looked like, and he didn't want to wrestlewith it. In March he fulfilled his twenty-year dream, resuming histeaching post at the Economics University. Then three friends fromMoravia, who had always crashed in the Zukals' apartment whenthey came to Prague for demonstrations, brought him a proposal."Run for parliament," they said. He was a natural candidate, fa-mous for his articles and many interviews on Radio Free Europe.Inka didn't like the idea. Zukal didn't either, at first. "But I felt asan economist I could help," he said. He made up his mind to run,and Inka, as usual, gave him his way.

    In the first weeks of the new government, 102 Communist depu-ties resigned from the 350-member National Assembly and 35more were kicked out. To no one's surprise, Civic Forum and Pub-lic Against Violence won the free elections of June 8 and 9, 1990.Alexander Dubcek resumed the post of chairman of the assembly,which he had left in 1969. Civic Forum's biggest winner inMoravia was Zukal, who became chairman of the EconomicsCommittee of the assembly.

    Havel announced in May that any political parties could ask theInterior Ministry to check their candidates against the secret policefiles. Most eagerly did so. Civic Forum found that fifteen of itscandidates were on the StB list and dropped them from the slate.Zukal was not among them. Once elected, he and his fellow depu-ties signed declarations stating they had not collaborated with thesecret police.

    The first screening was not thorough. The files were not yet com-plete, and parties were under no obligation to drop their collabora-tor candidates. As the months went on the Interior Ministryacquired more files and improved its screening methods. On Janu-ary 11, 1991, the parliament (now called the Federal Assembly)voted to screen government officials and its own deputies. A parlia-

    mentary commission set up to investigate the beatings in the No-vember 17 demonstration was asked to do the screening. Assemblydeputies found to be on the list would have the choice of resigningor having their names revealed in public.

    In early March 1991 Zukal received a letter from the November17 Commission summoning him to the hearing room. It was signedby Jiff Ruml, the head of the commission and an old friend. Rumlhad been editor of the samizdat newspaper Lidove Noviny. He hadchosen Zukal to be an economics editor and had published manyof his articles.

    Zukal read the letter in silence. He didn't know what it wasabout. Acquaintances on the commission had told him there wassomething in the files, but he had already been cleared once. Theday after he got his summons, he walked up to the second floor ofthe building two blocks behind the assembly and entered a smallroom with a padded, soundproof door, wood paneling, and an oldtelephone switchboard in the corner. A wall unit bookcase—theubiquitous East Bloc wall unit—and a T-shaped table left littleroom for chairs. There were three men in the room.

    "Sit down, Rudolf," Ruml said.

    One of the other men handed Ruml a file. He cleared his throat.

    "On the basis of our regulations you fall under one of the cate-gories," Ruml said. "I hate to say this in an official way. It's myduty to inform you." He handed the file to Zukal.

    In the fall of 1961 Rudolf Zukal, then thirty-three years old, hadwon a nine-month fellowship to lecture at the Higher School ofTrade in Vienna, replacing another Czechoslovak student who hadfallen ill. Inka and the children had stayed at home in Prague. TheHigher School of Trade had a community of international studentsand young faculty; Zukal was the only one from the Soviet Bloc.He liked to hang out in the International Students' Club, especiallywith a group of five or six American students. They were fas-cinated by communism and eager to practice their Russian, andthey quickly adopted Zukal and invited him to their parties. Hedrew especially close to one, James de Jong, a student at WesternIllinois University on his junior year abroad. De Jong's opennessinterested Zukal. "I think de Jong was just a student, but it was

    clear the others were being trained for diplomacy or the secret ser-vice," he said. "From their questions and behavior, I had the sensetwo of them were military. When they got drunk they would talkabout military exercises." But he didn't mind. It was exciting tomake friends with the enemy, especially when they were so in-trigued by Czechoslovakia.

    Zukal also socialized with the Czechoslovaks in Vienna. A for-mer college classmate, Veroslav Sobotka, was the head of theVienna branch of Cedok, the Czechoslovak tourist agency. Zukaldropped by the Sobotkas' house almost every day, usually at meal-time. Zukal knew that Sobotka had joined the Interior Ministryafter graduation and that his real employer was not Cedok.

    "There was no way to avoid him," Zukal told me. "The Czechsin Vienna came to the embassy all the time. Our life was centeredaround the embassy. Going to the embassy was compulsory forCzechs." He hung around with the Americans, who were almostcertainly spies or spies-in-training, so why shouldn't he be friendswith a Czech agent? Sobotka, now deceased, was a compatriot anda classmate. Besides, Zukal was a committed Communist and be-lieved in his government. He knew that the forces of imperialismwere everywhere, especially here in Vienna, which lay on the bor-der of East and West and was second only to Berlin in its concen-tration of spies. Every government had agents.

    It was Sobotka who had suggested to Zukal that he join the uni-versity's International Students' Club. During Zukal's daily visitsto his house, Sobotka began to ask him about his American friends."At first his questions were general—what did we talk about?What kinds of questions did they ask me?" Zukal told me. Zukalwould brush him off. He knew what Sobotka wanted. "I knewhow dangerous this was," he said. "I told him that I didn't wantany part of this."

    After two months of Zukal's refusals, Sobotka pulled out somephotos. Zukal was having an affair with an Austrian woman."You will have to go home if I make these photos known,"Sobotka said. "Your wife is at home. Do you want this to hap-pen?" Zukal was shocked at being followed, shocked that Sobotkawas doing this to him. He thought for a while and agreed to talk.

    He was sure he could keep his answers vague enough to do hisAmerican friends no harm.

    One of ZukaPs frustrations had been financial. His scholarshipgave him a 1,500-schilling stipend each month, not enough for lux-uries such as a nightly beer. The Americans always had money totake him out. Sobotka gave him money to throw a party and invitethe Americans, and money to take them to a beer hall. AfterwardSobotka quizzed Zukal about the students and their interests. "Iwould tell him in a very general way what we had talked about,"Zukal told me. "They were interested in our standard of living, inhow I felt about the government. They asked questions about ourlegal system." Sobotka would ask, "So how is your friend?" andZukal would tell him. The reports in the files were accurate reflec-tions of those conversations, Zukal told me. "I knew what I wasdoing. But there is one thing that shocked me. It said I got a thou-sand-schilling payment. I never did. I think Sobotka kept themoney."

    ZukaPs curious American friend must have struck Sobotka as ajuicy prospective agent. Sobotka's questions for Zukal reflected thetypical first step in the StB's recruitment process: finding a way into de Jong. Did he think favorably of communism? Was there any-thing in his background or life that could be used to compromisehim, the way Zukal had been compromised by his affair? Whatmotivated him? Then the StB would want to know if he could be auseful agent. Did he have family or friends with good connectionsor access to information in the United States?

    ZukaPs reports were shallow and vague, providing little of usefor a recruiter. His file was closed with a note from a handler: "Heis not acceptable for future cooperation." He was a very bad spy.

    Sobotka told Zukal to try to get de Jong and the others to go toPrague. This was also part of the typical recruitment process; oncein Czechoslovakia, potential agents could be more closely evalu-ated and approached.

    Zukal didn't comply. De Jong visited Zukal in Prague three orfour times. Together they toured beer gardens and old castles in thecountryside. Zukal took him to Prague Spring concerts and a MayDay parade. De Jong loved Inka's cooking. But the one time he was

    offered a fellowship to study for a few months, Zukal wrote himthat the classes he would be interested in were not being offered inPrague. That was as explicit as the warning got; Zukal saw nosense in being more specific in a letter the StB would undoubtedlyopen and he suspected the CIA might, too. "If you find yourself inthe middle of two secret services, you are careful what you say,"Zukal told me. "I implied what was going on. I'm sure he under-stood." Zukal and de Jong remained friends for thirty years, al-though in the last few years their contact has dwindled to anexchange of New Year's cards. On several occasions de Jong of-fered Zukal money and the possibility of coming to live in Amer-ica, both of which he refused.

    I called de Jong after my first meeting with Zukal. He was teach-ing German at Normandale Community College outside St. Paul,Minnesota. He asked me about Zukal, and I told him about hisrecent troubles. "How did you react when you found out he hadgiven reports on you?" I asked.

    There was a pause. "Reports on me?" de Jong said.

    It suddenly dawned on me that either Zukal had never tried towarn de Jong or de Jong had never understood the signals Zukalwas sending. The latter seemed more probable; de Jong had struckme as a true naif: open, kind, and guileless, someone who had blun-dered into something he didn't quite understand.

    "Well, I'm not sure it's my place to talk about this," I said, butby now de Jong was urging me to go on. I took a deep breath andexplained. There was another long pause.

    "He is my friend and did me no harm," de Jong said finally."They have a lot of problems to figure out over there."

    He told me his side of the story. "I was interested in practicingmy Russian," he said. "Coming from America, I hadn't had muchexperience. I was not very knowledgeable. I was taught these wereevil people, and here I was meeting someone who was human.

    "I was so trustful with everyone," he said. "I went to Russia in1963 and 1968—I was expelled. I made trouble; I was too open. Imet a Russian who wanted me to start writing articles about mylife in America. I mentioned it to someone in the U.S. embassy, andhe told me that's how they begin to recruit you. I was shocked.

    "I kept up my relationship with Rudy and went on occasion to

    see him and his family." He chuckled. "Once we were in a restau-rant in Wenceslas Square and he said to me, 'Our picture is beingtaken by the secret police.' I was happy to go to Czechoslovakia. Iliked the culture. I sent him journals of economics and statistics,World Bank and IMF reports. We had political debates. I was acapitalist. He was a member of the Communist Party, and he be-lieved in it. He was very much sold on communism and believed itwould take over everything. We got along very well."

    A few months later de Jong called me. He had been thinkingabout Zukal and wondered if I had seen him. "Give him my best,"de Jong said.

    And now thirty years later Zukal held the file containing his re-ports. He glanced through Sobotka's notes on their conversationsand read carefully the StB's evaluation of his work. He read forabout fifteen minutes while the three other men sat at the table andwatched. "This is nonsense," he said to Ruml. "This was thirtyyears ago, abroad."

    "That doesn't matter," Ruml said.

    "Do you expect me to resign?"

    "Don't ask me that. That's up to you."

    "What would you do in my situation?"

    "I wouldn't remain in parliament," said Ruml.

    The file listed him not as an agent but as an "ideological col-laborator"—the category that applied to overseas officials such asembassy personnel and journalists who were expected to file re-ports as part of their routine tasks. His code name was "Ekonom."He had never signed any document agreeing to inform, just a state-ment agreeing never to reveal his conversations with Sobotka. Herealized that the first screening of candidates had not covered thosein the register who had worked overseas.

    "Why did you sign the statement that you are not a secret policecollaborator?" Ruml asked.

    "Because I am not a secret police collaborator," Zukal replied.

    Zukal told me that after fifteen minutes he left the room. Rumlsaid the two spent at least an hour talking.

    "This was one of the most difficult tasks I have ever had," Rumltold me later. "We've been friends for over twenty years. It made

    me feel terrible. I believe it was as innocent as he says. He didn'tapply to go to Vienna, he was just someone's replacement. Therehe met a former schoolmate, who asked him in an informal v/ay toparticipate. . . .

    "Unfortunately, his collaboration included regular contact, paidexpenses, and written reports that are preserved in his file. Hewasn't a typical spy, but this is the situation of many people. This ishow they found themselves part of the network."

    Zukal walked out of the committee room in a daze and wenthome. Jin, who usually came by the apartment twice a week, wasdue to come by that night. Zukal gathered his family and told themwhat had happened.

    "I told you that you shouldn't have gone into politics," wasInka's response.

    "I had no problem telling Inka about the affair," he said. "She'ssixty now. I always tell her when there's a problem, 'You couldhave married a worse guy.' I took good care of my family."

    "She was upset not at him but at this whole thing," said LibuseSilhanova. "She already suffered so much. And he's a strong per-sonality. She suffered with him as well."

    Jiff argued that after his very public career as a dissident, nothirty-year-old file could affect him. The family decided resigna-tion would look like an admission of guilt. His friends agreed."This is political," said Silhan.

    By the fifteen-day deadline only six members of parliament hadresigned. The rest were set to be disclosed on the afternoon ofMarch 22. The Federal Assembly hall, normally dotted with just afew bodies, was full. Ruml first rose to give a vague preliminaryreport on the November 1989 events. Then Petr Toman, the com-mission's spokesman, went to the podium in his trademark over-size white jacket. Toman announced that the following people hadbeen fully aware they were collaborating with the StB. He readZukal's name along with nine other parliamentarians, their filenumbers, their dates of recruitment and service, and the names oftheir StB handlers.

    Zukal was the first of the ten to speak. He told the story of hiscollaboration. "I warned these people they were under the controlof counterespionage," he said—which was not what de Jong had
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    understood. Then he recounted his career during Normalizationand his classification as a hostile person. He spoke for ten minutes."I have nothing to be ashamed of," he concluded.

    Some of the other deputies defended their innocence. One ar-gued that the only thing in the file was his name—there was not ashred of evidence about what he was supposed to have done. Oth-ers argued that the file was simply wrong and the StB officials hadexaggerated their work or fabricated it completely.

    A small group of deputies rose and walked out when Zukalbegan to speak. Most stood awkwardly and fidgeted. No onewould catch his eye. After that day he was like a ghost in parlia-ment. He received letters calling him an agent.

    The investigation of the registry also uncovered Operation Nor-bert, the 1970 plan to send several thousand political activists toprison camps if trouble arose. Zukal was number 265 on that list.The government also kept a running list of its enemies. In the lastrevision, from June 1989, the first group—"especially active orga-nizers of enemy activity against the state"—contained seventy-onepeople. Zukal was in the second group: "dangerous and anti-So-cialist people maintaining relations with reactionary forces athome and abroad."

    The registry also held other information about Zukal. He hadbeen a candidate for collaboration when they tried to recruit him inthe bulldozer camp. And there were seven different files on his po-litical opposition. But they had been destroyed. Only his Informerfile was left. And it was the only one that seemed to matter now.

    "I have some guilt here," he told me in our first conversation, onthe austere sofas in the second-floor lobby of the Federal Assembly."But not much guilt, I think. It was a moral defect. But there arecertainly people who are much more guilty—and many of themwill never be punished. In 1969 a half-million Communists weredriven out of the Party, most of them for opposing the regime. Anew, younger generation took our posts. They mostly collaboratedbecause they wanted to study, to survive. They went to May Daydemonstrations and voted Communist. And now they are the greatrevolutionaries. It's worse now than in 1970. In 1970 it was veryhard for me to become a manual laborer, but at least I knew I wason the right side. This has been the hardest time of my life."

    Why did you sign the statement that you hadn't been an in-former? I asked.

    "Well, I never thought of foreign espionage as part of the secretpolice," he said. "I feel that every country spies on its enemies. Ididn't hurt anyone; de Jong and I are still friends. And truly, I hadforgotten about it. It was a small episode. I didn't kill anyone.From a legal point of view, the statute of limitations had longpassed."

    The next time I saw him was five days before parliamentary elec-tions. He was cleaning out his assembly office. "On the recommen-dation of my wife I'm going to leave, go back to Moravia, andgrow roses," he said.

    His life had been the opposite of everything he had expected. Hisfather had told him he would sacrifice for communism. He ex-pected it would be the way most dissidents do: suffering in prisoncells or exile for their Utopian goals, doomed to failure, comfortingthemselves with the knowledge that history will grant them absolu-tion. But Zukal's career was exactly the reverse. To his great mis-fortune, his sacrifices had never been in vain. All his Utopias hadbecome real—and then had clubbed him over the head. Now his-tory would also fail to redeem him.

    "My mother will be glad he's out of political life," said Jif i. "ButI know my father. He'll write economic articles. He is not a typicalpolitician."

    By the last time I saw him, in late 1993, Zukal and Inka rarelywent to Prague anymore. They lived in a pretty white cottage witha terra-cotta roof in the Moravian countryside, the house in whichInka grew up. They had what they needed. Their grandchildrencame for the weekend. Zukal grew roses. Their life was tranquiland homey and, for Zukal, quite unbearable.

    Vladimir Stern brought an old brown box to the dining room tableof his small Prague apartment, opened the lid, and one by one laidthe contents on the table. First, a rough cloth bag holding a letterhe had written to his father—the only thing found on his father'sbody when he died in a Gestapo prison in 1941. Next Stern liftedfrom the box a poem on onionskin paper, an old cigar, a box con-taining a bullet and a tooth, and a wallet shiny with age. "I don'thave my father's Party card anymore," he said. "I had to give it tothe Institute of Communist Party History." But he had several be-longing to his mother. He took out a beige card issued in 1921 anda red card from 1924, written in Russian, German, Czech, andHungarian, with a little stamp bearing the words "Workers of theWorld, Unite!" affixed for each month of membership. He had nomore cards, but his mother, a survivor of Ravensbruck concentra-tion camp who died in 1976, remained a Communist till the day ofher death.

    And so will Vladimir Stern. He was one of the founders of theCzechoslovak secret police, the StB. After communism's fall, theStB's informers were the subject of constant debate in Czechoslo-vakia, but very little attention went to the men (almost all weremen) who ran the StB, broke or blackmailed agents, assigned themtasks, and used the information in their reports to punish dissidentsand control public life. I wanted to talk to these men, to see their

    work from their own point of view: what they had done all day,whether they had believed in the mission of the StB, what they hadtold themselves about their own cruelty.

    I tried to contact ZukaPs classmate and handler, VeroslavSobotka, and found that he was dead. Then I began to ask thedissidents about the StB officers assigned to them. It turned outthat they didn't know the StB officials quite as well as the StB knewthem. The dissidents knew few of their interrogators by their realnames. Those whose names were known had generally disap-peared from sight. And if they were found, they rarely felt liketalking.

    After months of searching, however, I found two former StB of-ficials in Prague, one in Bratislava and one in, of all places, Boston.They were the very opposite of what I had expected. Czecho-slovaks had described the StB as a fearsome machine. But that ma-chine, I found, had disappeared with the end of Stalinism. I didhear about sadistic officers who terrorized their prey. But the StBthose I met described was a bureaucracy like any other under com-munism, peopled mainly with poorly trained clock-puncherswhose major preoccupation was getting out of the office so theycould stand in line when good brandy or children's parkas wereput on sale. And the four men I met fit neither mold. They werecompletely untypical of the StB—that's how I was able to meetthem. Their mere existence reveals the complexity that dwelt evenat the heart of the police state. One of the men was the last chief ofthe organization, a man known as a master spy. One defected toAmerica. One became a mole, passing information to the dissi-dents he was spying on. And Vladimir Stern signed Charter 77.

    It was the Soviet invasion that pushed Stern to speak out. He wasfired from the Interior Ministry. He went to work as a janitor. Heand his wife signed Charter 77. He was arrested and interrogatedsome hundred times—his wife more than two hundred times—byhis beloved StB. But what cut deepest was that the Party threw himout. He no longer possesses his own Party card, but he is still aCommunist in his heart. It was the Party, not he, Stern maintains,that left communism behind.

    Contradiction was not unusual in Czechoslovakia; it was thebasis of life under communism. Those who inhabited the Gray

    Zone spent their lives privately hating the Party while publicly sup-porting it. Stern's contradiction was something else entirely. Whenhe was young he was a ruthless and committed overlord, and whenhe was old a stubborn and noisy dissident. The totality of his lifewas contradictory, but within each half his attitude toward thegovernment contained no ambiguity at all.

    His life also reveals the power of belief. Charter 77 was largelymade up of the nation's political idealists. Zukal was typical: anidealistic dissident after 1968, an idealistic Communist before.They maintained their idealism for more than a decade after theoccurrence of show trials, widespread use of torture, and Khrush-chev's 1956 secret speech. Most could reasonably claim that theyhad not known. Stern not only knew, he was a participant in thebrutality. Today he believes that such brutality is an inevitable partof communism, and he condemns as evil every existing Communistsystem. Yet to Stern, communism remains the expression of all thatis good. It is hard to imagine anything that could tear him fromthat belief.

    Stern has suffered three heart attacks and now spends his days athome. On the end tables near his couch there are pictures of him inmilitary uniform fifty years ago: a handsome man, his face allnoble angles. But now he is round, balding, and moon-faced. Hewore jeans and suspenders each time I visited. He would sit at thetable and drink gritty Czech coffee and talk very slowly. VladimirStern has plenty of time.

    Stern's father was a Slovak Jew, an uneducated man. He owneda small bar in a village and farmed on the side to support his familyof four children. "None of these are things a clever Jew would do,"Stern said. His father later converted to Catholicism, but his truereligion, and that of his wife, was something else entirely. Theirson, born in 1921, was named—of course—Vladimir. The boyjoined Komsomol, the Communist Youth Union, and then, at sev-enteen, the Party itself. During the war he fought in the resistanceand was the chairman of the underground Communist NationalCommittee.

    After the war the Party sent Vladimir Stern to work at an electri-cal power station in Karlsbad, in the Sudetenland. After a year ofboredom he told the Party he wanted to do something real. He was

    sent to a metal factory, where he organized Communist cells andset up a local People's Militia. After the Communist coup in 1948,Interior Ministry recruiters visited his factory's Party committee.On June 14, 1948, Stern began his career at the Interior Ministry."Finally," he thought, "I'll be a professional revolutionary."

    His first assignment was surveillance—tailing people, visitingtheir houses, talking to colleagues and neighbors. He spied on the"old enemy"—Nazi collaborators. "But we also had a 'newenemy,' people who didn't join the National Front [the coalition ofthe Communists and their puppet parties]," he said. The interiorminister reported directly to the Party's first secretary, and the min-istry itself was the Party's police. "The Party's real enemy was notthe former bourgeois," he said. "We were most scared of devia-tions within the Party, like Trotskyists." After a short stint in sur-veillance Stern was hired to head the department that sniffed outthese worst of all possible heresies. It was the CounterespionageDepartment, Division of Interior Counterespionage, Political Sec-tion, Subgroup on Parties, Sub-subgroup on Parties in the NationalFront, Sub-sub-subgroup: Communists.

    He was not only the head of this grandiosely titled office, he wasits only employee; the secret police at the time was rather touch-ingly homemade. There was not even really any formally trainedsecret police at all; spy classes began only in 1949. Most of the spystaff came from the wartime resistance, although some of theagents were professional snitches who had informed on the Com-munists before the war and for the Nazis during.

    Stern borrowed an index-card file of informers and targets thatother staff had assembled and set about recruiting his own agentsand sniffing out targets. Most of his agents were Party people—logical given his task and the kind of person the work attracted. Inthe years after the war many a young Communist with a sense ofadventure was proud to protect his state by joining the StB.

    But Party people weren't enough—for one thing, they didn'ttend to inspire candid conversation. Stern had to learn to recruitoutsiders. "If I wanted to meet with a certain priest, I'd try to finda common platform," he said. "Perhaps it would be love of peace.On the basis of this partial agreement we'd contact him and in the

    conversation find broader ranges of agreement. I'd say, 'We'reboth interested in this. Wouldn't it be good for you to help us?' "

    In 1949 the first Soviet secret police advisers arrived in Prague.They spread Stalin's paranoid gospel, preparing for the Show Tri-als: they set up files on Party leaders, Jews, Party members who hadfought in the Spanish Civil War, and those who had spent WorldWar II in the West.

    "Basically they were idiots," Stern said; the Czechoslovaks weremore than capable of designing brutal repression on their own."We already had our own structure. Our theory was Marxist the-ory, of course, but our practical methods were an amalgam. Wehad modeled our structure after what we knew—some from theold Czechoslovak police, but a number of comrades imprisoned bythe Gestapo told us how they had worked. We had some Gestapoleaders in our prisons, and we used one, in particular, as a consul-tant on how to go about things. We had some success. Politically,of course, we were dependent on the Soviet Communist Party, butin terms of our actual work, they had little effect. The KGB madesome little improvements—security on our eastern border, for ex-ample, because that's what interested them. But we ended upteaching them." Few historians share this view, but Stern's pride incraftsmanship was a recurrent theme in his conversation.

    After Stern trained a group of officers to protect the Soviet politi-cal delegation, he went to head the Interior Ministry's new StBschool. "In the beginning we had five months' regular police train-ing, and then we'd choose the best students for a one-month coursefor the StB," he said. "We'd also use class criteria, giving prefer-ence to the children of workers. Later on we extended the StB train-ing to six months."

    He went to another room and returned with a green notebookbelonging to one of his students in a 1949 course. The student hadtaken thorough notes, written in blue ink. Stern read me some sec-tion headings: "What we can learn from political trials in the So-viet Union." "Work with agents—the Alpha and Omega of ourwork." "How to search for and evaluate types of agents." "Who isthe object of StB interest? Objects are those where the enemy isdeveloping or could develop."

    "About half the course was Marxism-Leninism," he said. "An-other thirty percent was secret police methodology and the rest lawand history. There was also physical training." I copied somecourse titles from the syllabus: Moscow Trials. Czechoslovakiaand the Imperial Nations. Strategy and Tactics of the WorkingClass in Times of Imperialism and World Revolution. How to Re-cruit Agents. Operational Plans. Evaluating Reports. Foreign Se-cret Services in Czechoslovakia. Imperialist Counterespionage.

    The StB grew; by the mid-1950s it had far outpaced the regularpolice. There was of course no need for a robust regular police, ascriminality was a product of the alienation and poverty found onlyunder capitalism. The StB, by contrast, bloated under Stalinism tothe point where it practically duplicated all industry and walks oflife: there were StB divisions for light industry, heavy industry,youth, the Church. The StB ran a parallel universe.

    Stern stayed at the StB school until 1954—through the years offabricated enemies, of torture and murder in StB prisons.

    Did you know?

    He knew. While many Communists, including Zukal, believedin the Party only as long as they could fool themselves about itsnature, Stern needed no such illusions.

    "In the schools we tried to tell students about good ways andbad ways of doing this kind of work," he said. "There are alwaysthose who choose the bad way. There were cases of physicalabuse—reportedly in Bratislava there was a torture chamber. Moreand more this happened with the consent of StB leaders. It peakedaround the Slansky trials. The chief of Ruzyne, the StB prison, wasthe chief interrogator in the Slansky trials. He was the first to startwith physical abuse. People started to think: if the chief can do it,so can everyone else. The KGB gave its consent; the idea was, well,if they don't say anything, we have to work harder on them. TheParty was always stricter with internal than external enemies. Also,they hired a lot of new officers to deal with the antistate plots, sowe had a lot of primitive people."

    Lack of education was seen as a plus for new staff: the less so-phisticated the officer, the greater his loyalty to the Party and themore blind his obedience. Moreover, it was the Leninist way. Sev-enty-five percent of the recruits had to come from the working

    class. "They were not qualified," Alojz Lorenc, the last head of theStB, wrote in his memoirs. "We often gave them further educationlater, but it didn't help much. Once in a ministry meeting aboutrecruitment someone said, 'If I were a CIA agent, I'd want you tobe even more revolutionary and make this criterion one hundredpercent.' "

    "I didn't know about the extent of torture in Ruzyne," Sternsaid. "I knew about some individual cases, but not on this scale.We produced some educational directives for the section chiefsprohibiting physical violence during interrogation. But we alsostipulated some exceptions could be granted by higher-ups.

    "This was wrong. As Marxists, we should have been persuadedof the Party's Tightness, but we should not have been blind believ-ers. We tried to make other people blind believers, rather than con-vince them. It was like the Church. The Pope never errs. Stalinnever errs. It had nothing to do with our ideal when we started,which was humane socialism. My position was that these torturersshould be punished." But he kept his position to himself. "Maybe Iwas a coward," he said. "Maybe I thought that to step out and saywhat you think would harm the Party. I made excuses for theParty. I stayed in even though there were things I disagreed with. Idon't want to defend the murdering and torturing, but basically thesystem was correct."

    He left the StB school in 1954 after a fight with the deputy inte-rior minister, went to work at StB headquarters, and then as aninspector for the ministry. Even after Khrushchev's secret speech in1956 about Stalin's crimes, the system continued to be correct forVladimir Stern. In Czechoslovakia, this seismic speech had gonepractically unnoticed; Stern found out when someone brought anEast German newspaper to the office. The StB officials discussedthe revelations among themselves; the general public heard nothingat all. "The changes after Stalinism were not really profound,"Stern said. "There were critiques of mistakes, but no one admittedthat the whole system was bad."

    Till 1989 the StB continued to be the eastern European spy orga-nization closest to the KGB. Czechoslovak spies did the KGB'swork in Latin America, Asia, and Africa—places in which theCzechoslovaks had no conceivable national interest. If the Czech-
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    oslovaks had ever been able to shrug off Soviet "advice," as Sternsaid, by the mid-1950s they could do so no longer. "In the 1950sand 1960s, the Soviet adviser was the most important link in thespy hierarchy," said Lawrence Martin-Bittman, a former Czecho-slovak spy who defected to the West in 1968 and now teaches jour-nalism at Boston University. "The Soviets had copies of allimportant documents from the satellite countries. They knew theidentity of all agents recruited in non-Communist countries by allsatellites. When I designed a recruitment operation, the first thing Idid was discuss it with my Soviet adviser and give him a report inRussian—even before submitting it to my own superior. Even thechief of the intelligence service had his Soviet adviser. If a decisionwas very important, it went up to the interior minister and his So-viet adviser."

    Before Khrushchev's speech and the news of the Show Trials, theStB, like the KGB, found good hunting in the pro-Communist intel-lectual elite of the West, bagging its share of Kim Philbys. As thenews sank in about Stalin's crimes, it became harder to find in-formers who would work out of political sympathy alone, bothinside Czechoslovakia and abroad. The StB turned to blackmail—Zukal was one of thousands of examples. Former Nazi collabora-tors, embezzlers, homosexuals, and cheating spouses suddenlyreceived visits from the StB, explaining the consequences suchdamaging information might have for their careers. Graduallyblackmail was complemented by simple payment of informers.

    The StB's Espionage Department—its overseas unit—was farmore sophisticated than its operation inside Czechoslovakia, andEspionage's officials and agents were better educated and trained.By the mid-1960s the domestic StB had turned into a petty mafia.Employees devoted themselves to cheating on their expense ac-counts, conniving hard-currency goods, and covering up Party cor-ruption. Officers filmed their subjects' sexual liaisons and showedthe films at Party officials' private gatherings. A survey of the StB in1967 showed that of the nearly nine thousand employees, half hadonly an elementary school education and only one in twenty hadbeen to college.

    The Prague Spring brought staggering changes to the StB. Thenew interior minister, Josef Pavel, had been a hard-line Stalinist

    investigator during the Slansky trials, but now he could not havealarmed the hard-liners more if he had flashed a CIA cafeteria passin their faces. Pavel prohibited using wiretaps and bugs againstCzechoslovak citizens without a judge's authorization. After theCzechoslovaks had "found" a cache of U.S.-made arms—sup-posedly proof the CIA was behind the Prague Spring—Pavel an-nounced that the weapons had been packed in Soviet-made bags.He revealed to the press that there were six KGB agents in his of-fice, suggesting he would fire them all, and for good measure he setabout kicking the roughly one hundred KGB agents in Czechoslo-vakia out of the country. He began to fire the most pro-Soviet StBofficials. He created a commission to investigate the StB's illegalactivities, which reported that the StB's targets were not counter-revolutionaries but normal citizens whose level of hostility to thegovernment was normal—the report stopped just short of calling it"justified." These were rather obvious findings, but the ability tostate the obvious in public was newsworthy, especially when it wasthe StB doing the talking. The commission recommended that theStB get out of the business of spying on Czechoslovaks.

    The KGB, as expected, did not take this defection calmly. It en-sured the Soviet Politburo learned about every Prague Spring her-esy: if a village newspaper published a subversive cartoon or thenational television network was planning a documentary onCzechoslovak prisons, Brezhnev knew about it. (He was far betterinformed than Dubcek and loved to wave these press clippings inDubcek's face.) The KGB also exaggerated events in order to pro-voke a Soviet invasion—blaming the Prague Spring for a rise inauto accidents and burglaries and greatly inflating pro-Soviet senti-ment inside the Czechoslovak Party.

    Pavel became the KGB's principal target. He was fired less thana week after the Soviet invasion. The resignations and purges thatfollowed the invasion stripped the Party of the educated, indepen-dent, and intelligent cadre who remained and left it peopled withsycophants and opportunists. The StB, always a mirror of theParty, suffered the same degeneration. Normalization left the StBwith more need for spies than ever—the division dedicated to devi-ation within the Party, which Stern had handled by himself in theearly years, now had two hundred staff members. But the most

    5*
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    sophisticated spies had been purged. Men in their fifties werebrought over from the police to fill out the ranks.

    One of those purged was Vladimir Stern. "Not that I was a bigbeliever in the Prague Spring," he said. "It appeared to be designedfor a few intellectuals—the working class was silent about it. Butthe intervention was something else."

    Unlike in the 1950s, this time Stern opened his mouth, wagingrunning debates with his ministry colleagues. Nevertheless, he didnot leave the Party, nor the Interior Ministry. Finally the Partykicked him out in 1970, and the ministry fired him in 1971. "I wasstill such an idiot," he said, "that when I was expelled from theParty I tried to appeal: 'Why do you want to expel me? I'm a Com-munist!'

    "I applied for thirty jobs, and no one hired me. Before 1968 Ihad been in the district Party Committee in the Smichov section ofPrague, and I knew people there. The director of the district healthclinic hired me as a janitor. Later I learned he paid dearly for thatact. I was a good janitor. I worked well. I wanted to show that eventhe enemies of the regime worked hard."

    In 1972, one year after Stern was kicked out of the StB, JosefNovak signed up. "After the 1970 purges just about anyone couldjoin the StB because so many people had been fired," he said. "Allthat was required was a high school diploma. Many people werethe children of high StB officials—in my class of fifteen, four were.They were the ones who moved up the fastest and got better sala-ries. They became the chiefs and colonels. You could say some of-fices were hereditary."

    It took me a long time to reach Novak. A mutual acquaintancehad given me his name and phone number. Novak was always verycourteous and promised to call back to set something up but nevercalled. Finally, two trips to Prague later, he relented. He wouldcome to my translator's apartment, he said. I didn't think he wouldactually show up.

    Fifteen minutes after the appointed time, a tall man with agoatee who appeared to be in his early forties knocked on theapartment door. He seemed nervous at first. When he sat down at

    the table and began to talk, he stared off into the distance. Heasked me to change his name in my book, which I have done. Buthe warmed up and at the end of our second meeting told me withenthusiasm about his latest project, a spy novel about the Locker-bie airplane bombing—the Semtex plastic explosive involved hadbeen made in Czechoslovakia.

    I asked him what had made him join the StB, and he smiled. "Iliked to read detective stories," he said. "I was curious. I think mygeneration still believed in communism. We were less cynical thanthose who came later—we could relate to the Prague Spring. Later,in the 1980s, people were not so devoted to communism. No onespent his time trying to win over the Charter people."

    He spent his first ten years tailing foreign diplomats in Czecho-slovakia. "I loved it," he said. "I could drive foreign cars. It wasadventurous." His next assignment was in economic surveillance:working closely with the KGB to catch saboteurs and spies in fac-tories, trading companies, and farming co-ops.

    Then, in 1986, Novak was divorced and received custody of hisson. "I needed money and so asked to be transferred to the InternalSurveillance Department," he said. "No one wanted to do thiswork—arresting and interrogating political people. So it paid well.I got eight hundred crowns a month more than in the old job." Hebecame one of thirty-five officers assigned to Department 10, sur-veillance of signers of Charter 77.

    The hard part wasn't trailing Chartists but keeping up with thedepartment's quotas for agents. "It was all planned out," he said."In this department, each official had to have ten agents; in an-other one, perhaps fifteen. Or a certain eight-man unit had to re-cruit five new agents a year in a particular field, for example theYouth Union. If you didn't have enough they'd come and check onyou and you'd be constantly under scrutiny. Our commanding of-ficers would get bonuses if we hit our targets, but we never saw anyextra money. We'd just be hassled if we didn't make quota. We'dbe pointed out at Party meetings, given trouble on technicalities inour reports and files. If we really were slackers we could be trans-ferred to a regional department, where the pay was much lower.

    "It was impossible to handle the administrative side of the job

    unless we sat in our offices full time/' Novak said. "But of coursewe could only gather information in the field. And we liked beingin the field—we could run our own personal errands."

    Many StB officers solved the problem by making things up. Therules stated that an agent couldn't be recruited without talking to ahigher official, but this was often ignored, said Novak. "Some-times the required official would send a friend in the department tothe meeting, or someone low-ranking, or no one at all. They didn'tcare; they just wanted to fill the quota.

    "The typical StB official had eight agents at any one time," hesaid. "We couldn't handle more or we'd have no time to processand sort the information. We wouldn't really have time to processit all even if we had just one really good agent and one sort-of-good. Typically two of the eight would be productive. But thequota required that they all be good. The ideal agent was involvedin some opposition activity. He could not only report on what wasgoing on, he could influence the circle—spread disinformation,suggest tactics that would help us. But these were so ephemeral!You could find a really excellent agent, and then he might be trans-ferred to another, less interesting job, and all your work disap-peared."

    But most agents weren't really excellent. "Some never turned ina single piece of useful information," Novak said. "But to completethe quota, we'd have to make all the bad ones look better, based onthe information from our good agents. So we'd attribute informa-tion to them that actually they had nothing to do with. Or we'dtake information received through a telephone tap and attribute itto an agent."

    In the early 1980s the StB founded a university for its cadre,granting degrees in law and police work. The university was anacknowledgment that the StB could not attract educated workers.Karel Vykypel, the last chief of domestic operations, would haveflunked out of high school if he hadn't been a Pioneer and a mem-ber of the Youth Union. Before joining the Interior Ministry he hadbeen a truck driver.

    The mid-1980s began a few years of relative freedom for theCzechoslovak dissidents. But in 1987, Milos Jakes replaced Husakas Party chief and brought Frantisek Kind to the post of interior

    minister. Once again repression of the "internal enemy" surged.Once again political activists were jailed in preventive sweeps, inanticipation of the antistate crimes they were scheming to commit.But the crackdown was undercut by a complete failure of StBmorale. By the end of the 1980s the StB didn't believe its own prop-aganda, and besides, the work was obviously futile. "We'd breakup a meeting of dissidents in a restaurant, and an hour later they'dmeet in another restaurant," Novak said. The StB was pluggingholes while the dike's entire foundation crumbled. Officials got somany routine reports from overseas trips that they didn't even havetime to read them. The instructions to agents from the officials'handbooks were laughable: "Listen to your coworkers. ... If yousense revolution, tell your boss that your wife has a stomachacheand leave the premises immediately." Novak shook his head.Many StB officials had reached the point of indifference, spendingthe day grumbling and drinking coffee, if they showed up at all.For Novak, however, grumbling was not enough, and he set offdown a riskier path.

    Vladimir Stern agreed: the StB had become deplorably sloppy.By that time, of course, he was looking at the agency from a differ-ent perspective. He and his wife, Jana Sternova, had signed Charter77; Sternova was even one of Charter's leaders. She came into theapartment carrying groceries as Stern and I talked. She put themaway, lit a cigarette, and took a seat in the corner of the room tolisten.

    "Soon after I signed I was summoned to the Interior Ministryand interrogated," Stern said. "It was easier to for me to deal withthem, as I was familiar with their work. I told them to go to hell.They told me one of my colleagues was an American spy. I said,'How dare you! He was a Party member before you were born!' "

    The StB was particularly upset about a letter Stern wrote to Leo-nid Brezhnev about Czechoslovakia's noncompliance with thehuman rights accords it had signed. "At least I didn't write toNixon," Stern argued.

    I asked if his former colleagues and students had ever arrestedhim. "Me, never. But one time one of my former students came toarrest my wife," he said. "She dressed him down so severely that he

    ran away," Sternova smiled through her haze of smoke. "That wasunusual," Stern said. "Normally her principle was to have nothingto do with them."

    Stern had a pile of letters from the StB inviting him for question-ing. "I always ignored them," he snorted. "They were never com-plete. They always had technical details missing." He seemed sadat the StB's shoddy workmanship. There was no doubt in his mindthat the letters would have been perfect had he been the senderrather than the addressee.

    He brought out a red folder and put it on the table next to hismother's red Party card. "This is a letter I wrote after they accusedme of directing an anti-Communist campaign," he said. He beganto read: "I take this accusation as a personal offense, as a citizen,socialist, and Communist." It was signed "Vladimir Stern, formermember of First Division, Ministry of the Interior, Member, Com-munist Party since 1938." He sent copies to the Party and to Char-ter 77. He put the letter down and looked straight at me. "This isthe organization I spent my life building," he said.

    "I used to see them as hell with computers," wrote Vaclav Bar-tuska, a young student who served on the November 17 Commis-sion. "I used to consider them completely powerful—I called themthe State Almighty. . . . Now I have had the opportunity to learnthat things were different. They had special power and enjoyed theknowledge of this power. But it was not so simple. Their technicalmeans were obsolete . . . their work an unbelievable load of paper-work, and their professional and human qualities an exact reflec-tion of the world around them because a general deterioration ofeducation and morals couldn't have passed them by. I have to getused to the fact that instead of computers and laser recording sys-tems they used pens, notebooks, and several-year-old bugs. Thatinstead of the best graduates of elite universities there are a numberof people here who are grateful to the Party for their high schoolcertification, and that instead of adventurous secret operationsthere prevails a routine and a belief in quantity that, as Marx said,will finally grow into quality."

    But Alojz Lorenc, I heard, was different. I was first told aboutLorenc by Milan Zitny, an investigative reporter in Bratislava pas-

    sionately obsessed with the StB. His stories have won him lawsuitsfrom the new Slovak government—which were never followedup—and got him fired from the easily pressured Slovak media.Now he was working for Radio Free Europe and Austrian andFinnish papers, struggling to finance his investigations.

    Lorenc was the StB's last chief. Zitny talked about him the wayGeorge Smiley in John le Carre's books talks about Karla: a worthyadversary—brilliant, cold, and aloof. His fascination with Lorencheld me spellbound. "There is no emotion in him," Zitny said."He's not primitive like the others. He's an aristocrat. He doesn'tblackmail; he's not corrupt. He's a mathematician, which fits himwell. He designed the code that all the East Bloc secret servicesused."

    I called Lorenc, who lives in Bratislava, and to my surprise heagreed to see me. We set up a meeting for a Saturday morning. "Idon't know what's open," he told my translator. "I'm not usuallyaround town on Saturday mornings, because I go to church."

    This was the first of several surprises. Lorenc was waiting out-side the coffeehouse at the appointed time, wearing a brown suit,dusty bifocals, and brown hair swept back and pomaded. He wassmiling. "I'm Alojz Lorenc—L-o-r-e-n-c," he said, in English,shaking my hand.

    With the translator's help, we switched to Slovak. "I don't go tochurch for the Mass, but for the art and mystery," Lorenc saidonce we sat down. "Socialists and Christians are not very different.I say Christ was a Communist. To me it is more a philosophicalthan a religious question. Everyone understands His word in a dif-ferent way."

    Then why did you spend so much energy repressing the Church?I asked.

    "No one was investigated or repressed because of his beliefs," hesaid. "There had to be a reason—if someone was investigated, hemust have done some criminal act against the system. I was nottheir enemy. I had rules, things I had to do. We had a constitutionalstate here, accepted at the United Nations as a legal system. GeorgeBush and I were not in Yalta. We didn't create this system. Andthese people were trying to change it. They were working againstthe constitution.

    "Every country has an StB," he said. "It is a Hobbesian world.Agents are to government leaders as the sun is to life. The differ-ence is that in a democratic society one needs to control this ser-vice. In Europe now there are sources of tension. It may benecessary to investigate potential sources of tension and give infor-mation to the government to solve these problems."

    He had studied mathematics and entered the spy world as acryptographer. But he broadened his interests, becoming policechief in Bratislava and in 1986 deputy interior minister and head ofthe StB. "I am a man who can't be without ideas," he said. "I likebeing around people who had ideas—and I didn't differentiate be-tween Jefferson, Rosa Luxemburg, and Lenin. People who wantedto do something."

    In his secret police, Lorenc said, people jumped at the chance tobecome informers. "Very few people resisted when the StB tried torecruit," he said. "We used all methods—ideology, offering themmoney or advantages, and collecting compromising materials. Thethird method was not often used, and as for the second, we didn'toffer a lot of money—fifteen hundred crowns a month [about $50]and a bonus of several thousand a year. Some agreed out of fear,but the big reason people joined us was that we made them feelappreciated. The personal relationship was always more importantthan ideology. Very few declined."

    And the KGB was just a friendly neighbor. "The KGB employeesin the Interior Ministry had access to all important information,but they had no decision-making power. They had orders not tointerfere with our work. If they requested something they'd do sodiplomatically: The KGB kindly requests you to assess the possi-bility of X or Y.' If it didn't contradict our interests, I'd do it."

    Did I have the right L-o-r-e-n-c? This one seemed avuncular,friendly, and not very bright. His ideas about the system he servedwere the cliches typical of the village Party boss who wore whitesocks with his black shoes. I thought for a moment that he wasplaying a game and tried to imagine why it would be in his interestto seem simple to an American journalist. I couldn't think of areason.

    He had already served a year in prison while awaiting trial. InOctober 1992, six months before I saw him, he had been sentenced

    to three to four years in prison for abuse of power, along withInterior Minister Kind and domestic operations chief Vykypel. Lo-renc was also accused of ordering the destruction of secret policefiles. But all three men were free while the case was being appealed.Vykypel would probably serve his sentence, but Lorenc lived inBratislava, and Slovakia would not extradite him to the Czech Re-public. Kind suffered a convenient heart attack and would proba-bly escape prison on health grounds.

    The trial was purely a political power play, he said. "Malicetoward none," he said in English. He repeated it several timesbefore I understood him. "We need a state with malice towardnone. A state without hatred," he added helpfully. I looked at himclosely. He wasn't being ironic.

    I asked him if there was anything in the old regime worth criticiz-ing. He was silent.

    "The invasion?" I asked.

    He nodded. "Yes, the invasion. It was an act of aggressionagainst a sovereign state, and no one did anything against it. TheUnited States and the Soviet Union are both superpowers. It wasaccepted, just as the U.S. invasion of Grenada was accepted." Theinvasion was the only thing I saw him angry about.

    In Lorenc's world his meticulous, thorough, dogged StB col-lected every license plate number and leaflet, confiscated everycopy of Solzhenitsyn, questioned every questioner, and sent everyfree soul to the window-washing gulag, all to thwart the imperialistthreat. There was only one small fact the secret police had missed:the imperialist threat facing Czechoslovakia did not come from theWest. The microphones had been pointed in the wrong direction.

    Pavel Nauman was a dissident with six or seven jail terms to hiscredit. He last entered the gates of Ruzyne in October 1989, andwhen he stepped out after six weeks of imprisonment, at 5:30 a.m.on November 17, 1989, it was into the dawn of a new world. Fivemonths later he found himself in charge of purging the Prague StBheadquarters, passing judgment on his jailers of Ruzyne. Herehired very few. But one he hired was his own interrogator.

    Nauman lived in a two-story house behind Prague Castle. Hewas in his fifties, I guessed. He had been handsome once, but

    Ruzyne and red wine had etched deep lines in his mustached face.His house, as well, was a study in neglect. Dust blanketed a grandpiano, the rugs were missing threads, open blueprints covered mostflat surfaces. Empty wine bottles lined the walls and bookshelves.Each time I went to see Nauman we sat down at a table in his studyon a sofa whose springs poked through the cushions. He alwaysopened a Remy Martin bottle filled with a raw red wine.

    Nauman was an architect and book designer. He had neversigned Charter 77. He had wanted to sign, but friends inside hadasked him not to; they needed someone with a passport to makecontacts with Solidarity activists and other friends abroad. He wasdetained anyway, as often as any Chartist.

    After the revolution Civic Forum organized commissions topurge various government agencies. Nauman was chosen to workon the Prague StB. In April 1990 he took an office in the former StBheadquarters, a student dorm in its first life, Prague's Gestapoheadquarters in its second. He began to sift through the files of theStB officials in the most-hated departments: those responsible forsurveillance of the political opposition, youth, Charter 77, and theChurch.

    Nauman set up dozens of three-member screening committees.Each committee was made up of one civilian trusted by CivicForum, one former Interior Ministry staffer considered "clean" byCivic Forum, and one pre-1968 StB officer who had later joinedthe opposition. The two former policemen were needed to inter-pret the archives: to the dissidents, the acronyms and phrases werea foreign language.

    Each StB officer had a file consisting of looseleaf papers in acardboard cover. "The most important papers were mixed up withthe most irrelevant," said Nauman. "Each file had a photo, list ofdates of service and promotions, the official's resume. Anotherdocument listed awards and bonuses the official had earned. Theyhad files on people dating back to elementary school—their teach-ers, the jobs they held. Each file also carried personal evaluationsfrom their superiors. They were always checking on each other."

    I asked him what surprised him most. "They had unlimited time,budget, and personnel," he said. "I had three full-time people onme. When they searched my house, they came with ten men. But

    most of the information was useless. Take the surveillance of theU.S. embassy. They didn't have a single effective collaborator inthe embassy. The information they had was: 'This is what they atefor Friday lunch, here's who came to the Thanksgiving party.' "

    He smiled. "Of course, if an official got some good information,he wouldn't always put it in the files for everyone to see. Theydidn't want to risk having to share their good agents.

    "For most people this was just a job, there was no special dedica-tion. They had joined during their military service, first the policeand then the StB. It was a normal thing to do; police could getapartments in two years, while ordinary people waited fifteenyears. They also got higher salaries."

    But there were officers with special dedication. Major Petr Zak,born 1950, a short, bald man with piercing, sincere blue eyes,joined the police in 1971 and the StB in 1973. From 1976 to 1980Zak studied at the KGB University in Moscow. Since 1986 he hadbeen working in Department 10, arresting Chartists—he arrestedHavel several times—first as deputy department chief and in 1989as chief of the thirty-five officers there. In his spare time he studiedat the University of Marxism-Leninism, completing his law degreein 1989.

    "We always acted according to the law," Zak later told Spigl, anewspaper with StB sympathies. "I'm a lawyer, and I always takethe side of the law."

    "He gave the orders that sent me to jail," Nauman said. "Hissalary was 6,600 crowns a month when the average was 3,000.Also, in 1988 he received 15,800 crowns in bonuses. Under Husakhe got more than 40,000 crowns in bonuses and three awards. Hewas obviously a well-motivated man."

    "God, I remember Major Zak," groaned Vladimir Mlynaf, ayoung reporter I talked to later. "He was a real bastard. He interro-gated me once for sixteen hours; I'll never forget it. He's a famousanti-Semite. [Mlynaf is Jewish.] His nickname is 'Butcher,' I be-lieve."

    I tried to call Zak. He was now using the name Muller, I heard.I had the phone number of the house where he had lived. No oneever answered the phone.

    Some collaborators' names showed up in the files as well. "There

    was one particularly dramatic situation," Nauman recounted."There was a Dr. Danisz, an attorney for Havel in one of his dis-sent trials. He had been a leader of the November 17 Commis-sion—the first one, before Ruml. One of the StB officials we talkedto mentioned his name. I asked my colleagues to keep it to them-selves and immediately took a car to go see Danisz. He wasn't athome. But when he was confronted, he admitted he was a col-laborator, and he resigned from the commission. He had beenblackmailed. They paid him fifteen hundred crowns a month. Forthis fee he sold his friends and lovers."

    Did you look at your own file? I asked.

    "I didn't look," he said. "I wasn't that interested. A friend whosaw it gave me a short resume. Nothing surprised me."

    After looking through the files, the committees called in eachofficial to present his defense and call witnesses. "I interrogatedsome of them personally," Nauman said. "Some were arrogant;they knew they had lost the battle. Many behaved like clerks ask-ing for a raise; they said they had been following orders, and thatlaws were necessary, that without laws, society would be like theBronx every night. With people like Zak it was cheap satisfaction.It was obvious why he had been after me; it was his duty. He toldme he was going to work as a coal stoker."

    I asked Nauman if he felt there was a mirror image to this pro-cess; had he simply just turned the tables on his interrogators? Hesmiled. "I never put anyone in prison," he said. "The worst conse-quence was taking away someone's unusually high wages and re-ducing him to living at the level I live on."

    Of the hundreds of StB officials and staff who spied on Czecho-slovak citizens from the Prague headquarters, Nauman's commit-tee rehired three officers and two secretaries. "We rehired thembecause we had evidence that these three tried to warn the opposi-tion or be helpful in other ways," he said. "It was important torecognize how brave they were. This work required the utmostpersonal risk. These were crimes that would mean forty-eighthours in prison for me, but these men would get six years."

    One was his own interrogator: Captain Novak. In October 1988Novak led a seven-man search team through Nauman's house. "I

    knew him then as Mr. Dvorak," said Nauman. "They were look-ing through my books and papers. He stood over three volumes ofvery incriminating books, staring right at them, and he said, Thishas no value for us.'

    "He was my personal spy, and he would take me to Ruzyne.Once before my interrogation by another officer, he whispered tome in the corridor: 'Don't say anything about the matters we men-tioned. They don't know anything about it.' Then he wrote myformal statement with me and typed it up—leaving out much ofwhat he knew. He also warned the editor of a samizdat ecologicalmagazine that Zak had sent him to track the editor down."

    Novak's career as a double agent grew out of his work in eco-nomic surveillance. "The problem was that we kept finding evi-dence of corruption and mismanagement among high Partyofficials," Novak told me. "Not only were we not allowed to workon these problems, we couldn't even put them in our reports. Itbecame very frustrating. In 1986, for example, a friend had infor-mation that radioactive waste at a power plant was not being prop-erly handled. She wasn't even allowed to write reports on thisbecause other analysts would see them! Instead, a high-ranking In-terior Ministry official would take over such information to handleit internally."

    By this point Novak had become aware that "handle internally"was a euphemism for "cover up." Then he took a momentous,revolutionary step. "I advised her to publish it in samizdat," hesaid. And she did. Novak had defied the system for the first time inhis life.

    He paused for a long time. "In 1988, with the week of the dem-onstration commemorating Jan Palach's death, I realized that peo-ple didn't like us," he said. "Palach convinced me: I should fuckthis job. I thought about quitting. My second wife wanted me toquit. She was upset. But the money played a role. And once a cop,always a cop. I was like a soldier. I had started this right after myarmy service. It was easy to get used to taking orders.

    "Within the StB there were people who saw Gorbachev as a trai-tor," he said. "But most of us looked at him and hoped thingswould change. I already knew a lot about the Party that ordinarypeople weren't aware of. Now I began to meet with dissidents and

    found that I shared their opinions. I met decent men, like Nauman.He was modest and remained so after 1989. He was not an oppor-tunist. I had frequent contacts with top dissidents. We got intodiscussions. They said aloud what we said at home."

    He began to tip them off. "Nauman didn't trust me once, and hepaid by spending the night in Ruzyne," said Novak, grinning. "Atone point I told Nauman he shouldn't admit to what he was beingasked about. The other interrogator tried to convince him to admitit. He did, and the consequences were bad for him. After that hefollowed my advice. We pretty much became friends."

    What did you talk about between yourselves?

    "Nauman tried to explain to me that what I did was wrong,"said Novak. "I told him that even though I disagreed with havingto arrest and interrogate him, we'd do the same to Party officials ifwe could. I suggested they should try to talk to us, to influence theoverall climate."

    "I never asked him personal questions," Nauman said. "Duringmy commission's work and after, I asked him a lot about howthings used to work. He told me a little. I was also interested to findout who in my group personally denounced me, but that hewouldn't tell me."

    Despite Nauman's recommendations, the new police manage-ment decided that Captain Novak's years of labor with the StBdisqualified him from further service. He was fired from the policeand took a job as a supervisor at the police academy, which hesoon quit. "I'm in the private sector," he said. In what, he wouldn'tsay. His record now will read only "Purged."

    Nauman's task was to put his countrymen into neat littleboxes—guilty here, innocent there. Some people fit neatly intothese boxes, like Lorenc and Zak, or like Nauman himself. Butsuch a clear separation of sacred and profane is a rare event in thehuman drama. There is no category for Novak, who signed up toarrest Chartists for the money, then used his position to keep themout of jail. Or for Zukal the spy, the adulterer—and the Candidewho spent a lifetime earnestly explaining to his interrogators theerrors of their ways. Or the clerks and shopkeepers in the GrayZone, complicit through their very human silence. Or Stern, whoselife touched both extremes.
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    Was the first part of your life a mistake? I asked Vladimir Stern.

    "No," he said. "The Communists were the legitimate govern-ment. They didn't stage a coup in 1948, as everyone likes to say.They really did win the 1946 elections. Gottwald got his leadingposition legally. I was part of the People's Militia then. We putbarricades below Prague Castle. We had rifles, and we were sopoor that for each rifle we had five bullets. We were supposed tokeep them in our pockets.

    "After February 1948 Communist intelligence services, like theAmericans, became very interested in us. We had large numbers offoreign agents and not much border protection. Every state hassome kind of secret service. If you agree a state should exist, thenthe state's first duty is to protect itself. I have never regretted myStB work."

    Are you still a Communist?

    "I am. Not a Party member. But I voted for the Communists inthe election this week."

    I asked if he thought communism had worked anywhere in theworld.

    "No, nowhere," he said. "The ideology is the most humanethere is. But communism has left millions of people dead. It's adifficult thing to cope with. I didn't kill these people, but of courseI share the blame. It is not consistent, and I am bothered by this."

    The last thing that should bother Vladimir Stern, it seemed tome, was a lack of consistency. In his dictionary the StB was a vitaland necessary organ of state protection—and a conspiracy of gang-sters. The Party was the world's shining hope for social justice—and a murderous and corrupt betrayal of a beautiful idea. WhenStern spoke of each half of his life, it was as if the other had nevercome to pass.

    Perhaps because Stern is old, and a Jew, and I liked him, I left hisapartment thinking about my grandfather. He and his friends hadgone from eastern Europe to New York, where they spent decadesas idealistic Communists, preaching on street corners, collectingmoney for the Party, discussing Communist theory in their booksand articles and newspaper columns. Until the early 1950s, whenthey began to believe the stories of Stalin's monstrosity, their great

    regret was that they had never participated in building socialismthemselves.

    I had always known their emigration to America was a grace,saving them from Siberia and Auschwitz. But here was one morefate it spared them: they did not become secret police interrogators.Because they lived in America, my grandparents' communism waspure and righteous, to me part of the sentimental haze of theirvanished world. Surely my grandparents would not have dirtiedtheir hands—but Vladimir Stern has grandchildren, too. We in theWest who interview and write and judge, we are clear-eyed aboutthe system's evil. We know whom we admire; we know how wewould have behaved. It is my grandparents—and my—extremegood fortune that we will never face this test.

    The need for lustrace was obvious. The StB had been everywhere,and it had not disappeared overnight. Lustrace was a witch-hunt,but the witches were real. "On the same day my committeebegan," Jiff Ruml told me, "the StB chiefs were traveling to differ-ent regions of the country with directives the Party had preparedthe day before." He read me part of the directive, which orderedthe StB to foment confusion in opposition groups, infiltrate themedia, and place agents in the new state administration and stateenterprises. Indeed, there were even two agents found on the taskforce that preceded RumPs committee.

    It was not clear for whom these agents were now working, butthe August 1991 Soviet coup attempt crystallized public opinion.The StB, after all, had the strongest KGB links of any satellite po-lice agency. Immediately after the coup attempt, posters went upon Wenceslas Square: "Get the Commies Out!" Two months laterthe Federal Assembly passed the lustrace law.

    Lustrace was also needed as a solution to the problem of black-mail. It was widely agreed that many people in the registry werenot committed Communist agents but unfortunate victims ofblackmail. But if they had been blackmailed once, they could beblackmailed again, and the StB could continue to control their be-havior in government posts by threatening to reveal their collabo-ration. The Communists had done this in 1948, blackmailing

    former Nazi collaborators in the Gestapo's archives into becomingobedient little comrades. This was an issue only with informers;you couldn't blackmail former Party officials because everyoneknew who they were. But secret collaborators put the governmentat risk unless they were disqualified from their posts, their victimswere permitted to read the files, or all their names were published.

    Czechoslovakia also had an interest in ensuring the morality ofits government officials. The country could boast the world's mostprofessionally moral head of state; why staff the government withfinks? Democracy requires confidence in government institutions,and Czechoslovaks were not going to trust a government staffedwith old Communists. While they debated lustrace, Czechoslovakswere hearing about the U.S. presidential elections. Americans werepassionately interested in Bill Clinton's alleged affair with GenniferFlowers; many felt that the episode said a lot about Bill Clinton'scharacter and qualification to be president. Would not the issue ofwhether he was a secret police collaborator be just as relevant?"You have to have an economics degree to be the director of theState Bank," Lucy Zidmorova, a reporter for the investigativeweekly Respekt argued to me. "Every state has conditions for stateoffice. This is a moral condition."

    Perhaps lustrace's most appealing feature for ordinary Czecho-slovaks was its contribution to righting past wrongs. For forty-fiveyears, StB collaborators had milked the system. They had earnedgood salaries and pensions, traveled abroad, worked in their cho-sen professions, and cried at their children's college graduations.The brave new capitalist world demanded workers with exper-ience, foreign languages, and contacts. The dissident bulldozerdrivers and cleaning ladies—and their children, barred fromcollege—were not likely to be hired without some sort of affirma-tive action program.

    Many Czechs were coming to realize that the transition to capi-talism would require sacrifice; they knew they would lose theirguaranteed jobs and free health care. What made them most bitterwas that the old Communists weren't suffering. In 1991 the Unionof Czechoslovak-Soviet Friendship was still on the books and re-ceiving money from the state budget. It was by then the formerunion of former friendship with the former Soviets, and in a few

    months Czechoslovakia would be former as well. But it was stillthere nonetheless, an insolent reminder of the slowness of change.Most of the government's bureaucrats were holdovers from thelast regime—who else had the qualifications for the job?—and theycontinued to act like mafiosi, awarding their friends and one an-other cheap loans, good jobs, and government contracts. And itwas the old Communists who had the money and access to buy thenewly privatized businesses.

    The Federal Assembly passed several laws designed to help com-munism's victims. In early 1991 parliament passed a restitutionlaw, the most ambitious in the former East Bloc, which returnedproperty to the people from whom it had been seized since 1948and, where that wasn't possible, paid them money. An Act on Judi-cial Rehabilitation passed in the summer of 1990 legally clearedthe names of 200,000 political prisoners and increased the pen-sions of the unfairly prosecuted.

    And for the unfairly unprosecuted, there was lustrace. It wasindeed odd that the fullest measure of public wrath was directednot at the top Party secretaries and StB chiefs but at the office clerkwho snitched on his coworkers. "The law places on the same levela young man who cooperated with the police because he could nothold out during a beating after one of the Prague demonstrationsand the policeman who beat the young man into signing," Havelcommented to the human rights group Helsinki Watch. But in away, these little informers were more of an enemy. They were theones who lived and worked next door. They were the ones whosetattling had resulted in their colleague's firing or their neighbor'sarrest. And they were the ones who kept their activities secret.Czechoslovaks had spent years hating Party secretaries by name.But their anger against a newly uncovered informant neighbor wasfresh.

    Undoubtedly, these were not the people who most deserved pun-ishment; the foot soldiers were punished while the generals wentfree. But it was hard to punish the generals—indeed, legally, it washard to punish anyone. For a long time CNN began its interna-tional news with a video pastiche of world news events, including ascene of a Czechoslovak policeman thumping away at a demon-strator with his nightstick in the November 17, 1989, protest. That

    policeman was never brought to trial; despite the fact that his bru-tality could be seen on the hour from Islamabad to Tierra delFuego, prosecutors said the evidence was inconclusive. By the endof 1993 the government had prosecuted 198 Communist officialsfor abuse of power, corruption, beating demonstrators, and othercrimes and convicted only twenty-nine of them.

    In the 1950s, 244 people were executed in Czechoslovakia andanother 8,500 died under torture or in prison. At least 140,000people were imprisoned for acts against the Communist state. Nota single murderer, torturer, or jailer has been prosecuted for thoseabuses. Even though the parliament in 1993 voted to lift the statuteof limitations, there were probably only a handful of trials possi-ble: memories have faded, evidence has vanished, and the abusersare now in their seventies and eighties. George Mesicki of theConfederation of Political Prisoners told me he doubted that any-one would be prosecuted.

    Mesicki is a meticulous and intelligent man who taught himselfimpeccable English. In 1948 he was arrested and sentenced to lifein prison for his participation in the assassination of a Communistleader. He was released after eight years. He emerged so weak fromtuberculosis that he could not work for the next three years. Hespent the rest of his career as a stoker and then as a clerk for anundertaker; the government permitted him no other job. Hisprison sentence stays with him even today in the form of his pen-sion: even with an increase from the new government, he still re-ceives a miserable $140 a month.

    The members of the new Czechoslovak Federal Assembly whoproposed the lustrace law did so with the best of intentions and nopremonition that lustrace would become a focus of world concernabout human rights in the new Europe. Indeed, when VaclavBenda, a bearded, portly Catholic activist who had spent six yearsin jail, proposed in January 1991 that parliamentarians and highgovernment officials be screened for collaborators, the only seriousopposition came from former Communists.

    There had been partial attempts at lustration before. Each partywith candidates for parliament in the June 1990 elections had theoption of screening them; all but the Communists did so. Interior

    Minister Richard Sacher checked the names against the StB registrythat typists had put onto a computer database. Every major partyfound collaborators; the Civic Forum list had fifteen. The CivicForum leadership went to them with the evidence, and after someargument the fifteen withdrew their candidacies. The interior min-ister also screened ministers in the federal, Czech, and Slovak gov-ernments. The Czech and Slovak republics also held elections fortheir own parliaments, and in the October 1990 elections in theCzech Republic parties could screen their candidates.

    But these screenings satisfied no one. They were optional, andparties did not have to withdraw candidates who flunked. Thescreenings were done by an Interior Ministry floundering to com-prehend how the files were organized and what the acronymsmeant, and missing much of the necessary material. The ministryhad only the domestic registry, for example; the lists covering espi-onage abroad (like Zukal's) were missing. Sacher kept severalhigh-ranking StB officials, including General Lorenc, on his payrollas consultants—men who could easily have stolen or doctoredfiles.

    But over the next few months Interior Ministry officials began topenetrate the files' mysteries and acquired a more complete set ofdocuments. Sacher was replaced. They were still missing archives,officials said, which meant that some informers would not becaught. But they could at least guarantee that the reverse would notbe the case; the files had been mastered to the point where no onecould be falsely accused.

    In June 1990 parliament had set up the Commission to Investi-gate the Events of the 17th of November, headed by Jiff Ruml. Ithad been poking about in the StB files to determine the StB's in-volvement in the revolution. Widespread rumors accused the StBof infiltrating the student movement and fomenting the demonstra-tions for its own nefarious purposes, which varied depending onwhich rumor one heard. Since the commission members had al-ready been screened and since it was already searching the files, itseemed the obvious body to carry out lustrace.

    Jiri Dienstbier, Jr., was one of the parliamentarians on the No-vember 17 Commission. He was twenty-two at the time, a tall, shy,awkward boy, named for his father, the journalist/coal stoker who

    had become free Czechoslovakia's first foreign minister. Jin Jr.seemed impossibly young to be in parliament, and he was not eventhe assembly's youngest member. "In the beginning it seemed sim-ple," he said. "I thought then the committee would help purifyparliament. Now I know it's more complex. I voted for lustrace,but I wouldn't now. I couldn't have imagined what would comeout of it."

    The thirteen commission members divided into groups, meetingas a whole only about once a week. They made lists of all the mem-bers of parliament and government and checked them against theinformation the Interior Ministry provided, which included an in-complete card file of names in alphabetical order, the computer listthat Sacher had commissioned, and the StB registries.

    "The StB kept books in each of ten regions with registries ofnames, listed in the order of their contact," Dienstbier said. Theregistries dated back to 1954—the first year the agency kept cen-tral records. They were plain, cardboard-covered notebooks, thepages sealed at the binding so they could not be torn out unobtru-sively. Each two-page spread had ten entries, each taking up oneline. Each entry had a file number, the name of the subject, the datecontact with the StB had begun, the date the file had been closed,the name of the responsible StB case officer, the subject's codename, and a coded abbreviation for the person's classification,which ranged from superagent to enemy. Sometimes there weretwo categories listed on the same line, or the same person could getanother entry if his category changed.

    The registry, which contained about 700,000 names, indexedthousands of cardboard folders. If the name entered was that of anenemy, the folders contained reports on his activities—in the caseof Vaclav Havel, seven hundred pages of reports. An agent's filewould contain his reports and evaluations from his handler in theStB. There would usually also be a six- or seven-line oath of loyaltyto the StB, signed with a code name and signature.

    The commission presented the results of its screening of deputiesin a nationally televised session of parliament on March 22, 1991.Six deputies the commission had identified as collaborators hadchosen to resign. Ten, including Zukal, had not. Petr Toman readtheir names on television, and each deputy made a speech in his

    defense. Four days later the assembly passed a resolution calling onthe ten to resign. All refused.

    On October 4, 1991, the Federal Assembly passed a broad lus-trace law that banned from high-ranking government, university,and state enterprise positions for five years anyone found to be acollaborator of the StB or holder of certain Party offices. Unlike theassembly's self-lustrace, this law was controversial, supportedmainly by the Right. It passed by a handful of votes over the oppo-sition of many of Civic Forum's former dissidents who had sat injail for years, and the former Communists who had been their jail-ers.

    The lustrace law covered ministry officials down to the level ofoffice directors—in the Defense Ministry alone five thousand peo-ple were covered—military officers above colonel, all police,judges, prosecutors, investigators, directors of state-owned busi-nesses, employees of state TV, radio, and the Czechoslovak NewsService, members of boards of directors of companies in which thestate held a majority share, and directors of academic institutions.All in the covered category had to submit their names to the Inte-rior Ministry, which would then check the names against the StBregistry and Party lists. The Czech and Slovak National Councils—which were separate from the Federal Assembly—carried out theirown screenings in 1992.

    The law, which is really both a lustrace and a de-Communiza-tion bill, is known as lustrace because it is the secret police col-laborator aspect that has drawn the most attention. A personreceived an StB-positive certificate if he or she fell into one of eightcategories, given letters A through H. A's were official employeesof the StB. B's were those registered in the files as secret agents ofvarious types. C's were mainly those the StB had tried to recruit asagents—more on them later. The rest of the categories dealt withnot the secret police but the Party structure. D's were high Com-munist Party functionaries down to the district secretary level, withthe exception of people who had held these positions only duringthe Prague Spring. E's were those who had held the equivalent postin the National Security Corps. F's were members of the People'sMilitia. G's were members of commissions that had purged dissi-dents after the Communist coup of 1948 and the 1968 invasion.

    H's were students at KGB schools in Moscow. All Czechoslovakcitizens over the age of eighteen could pay 200 crowns (about $6)to have themselves screened and for 1,000 crowns (about $35)could ask for the screening of any other citizen.

    The screeners did not go back and read the files; a person's ap-pearance in the registry or Party lists was proof enough. Except forthose who got a C rating, there was no appeal, but StB-positivescould sue in court to challenge their ratings or accept jobs at rank-ings low enough to slip under lustrace's radar. Some exceptionswere permitted in Defense and Interior if the minister deemed thatthe person had either been a good guy at heart, like CaptainNovak, or if his or her knowledge and service were so valuable thatretaining the officer would serve the interests of the state.

    There was an appeal, however, for those in Category C. Therewere two kinds of C's: confidants and candidates. Confidants werepeople like factory personnel directors whose job included report-ing to the StB. "In parliament they thought that if you were a can-didate, you were trying to become an agent," said Jaroslav Basta, ashy, disheveled-looking man with a long beard who had been oneof the original signers of Charter 77. "In fact, it was exactly thereverse—these were people who interested the StB but who had nodesire to be agents. If you did agree to work for them, you weremoved to the Agent category. So if your final designation was can-didate, you were someone who refused the StB." A few weeks afterthe law passed, Basta was named to head a special committee todeal with the 50,000 C's in the registry.

    Basta cheerfully admitted that his committee was a disaster. "Idon't think Category C should exist," he said. "And if it must, thiscommittee is not equipped to handle it." The committee was givena villa in a peaceful district of northern Prague. The house hadbelonged to a Jewish family in the 1920s and had then become aNazi concentration camp. After the war, the Communist InteriorMinistry had used it to house Soviet advisers. When I pushed openthe door one hot afternoon to speak with Basta, I wanderedaround the three-story building, marveling at the hideous yellowwalls and green curtains for several minutes before I saw anyone.Finally Basta came out.

    He was wildly understaffed, he said. He had been appointed onNovember 20, 1991, but the fifteen members had first begun workfive months later. The members, appointed by the Federal, Czech,and Slovak assemblies, were not full-time employees but were ex-pected to take time away from their jobs to meet three times aweek. Only those who worked for the state were paid for theirtime; the private-sector members got nothing.

    "A person who receives a C rating doesn't get any instructionson the certificate on what to do next," Basta said. "The certificatedoes, however, contain our post office box address and they canwrite to us and we review their cases.

    "When we get an application, we go to the Interior Ministry andask to see the files. We interrogate the person in question and callwitnesses, usually StB officers. We can usually do ten or fifteen aday on the days the commission meets. We find that only about fivepercent of those listed as candidates were in fact conscious col-laborators, and this is probably due to StB error—they were putinto the wrong category." In the seven hundred cases of candidatesand confidants the committee examined, it found twenty-five in-stances of collaboration with the StB—and not a single one was acandidate.

    In the ten months of his committee's activity, Basta said, it hadreceived two thousand appeals and had been able to look at onlyseven hundred of them. The cases take at least four months. "Peo-ple are not supposed to lose their jobs while they wait for theirreview," he said. "But some employees are fired anyway. I have tointervene to make sure they get their jobs back."

    In March 1992, 99 of the 350 deputies of the Federal Assemblysigned a petition criticizing the lustrace law. They sent it to theCzechoslovak Constitutional Court and asked the court to rule onthe law's constitutionality. The Court's twelve members includedfour justices who had voted for lustrace as members of the assem-bly, including Chief Justice Ernest Valko, who had stated he feltthe law was constitutional. None of the twelve recused himself. InNovember 1992 Basta got his wish: the Court canceled CategoryC, which it ruled was too vague. The lustrace law, however, wasupheld.

    "The need for lustrace may not be so visible here in the Czechlands," said Peter Kulan, a Federal Assembly deputy from Slovakiain his early twenties. "Go to a small town in Slovakia, and you'llsee that nothing has changed and nothing ever will until some lawdemands it. You'll see state factories with the same management asever, doing business the same way as ever. The city governmentsare run by the same people as ever. You'll understand why we needlustrace."

    By the time I got to Slovakia it was a year and a half after I talkedwith Kulan. Slovakia was a new, independent country, and stillnothing had changed. The prime minister was a man named Vladi-mir Meciar, a lawyer and former boxer, who deliberately insertedgrammatical errors in his campaign posters for the common touch.He had been a Communist for many years when that was the thingto be. When it came time to join Public Against Violence—the Slo-vak version of the Czech group Civic Forum—Meciar did that.And as nationalism became popular in Europe he became a nation-alist, pushing Slovakia toward its break with the Czech Republic.In March 1994 there was a no-confidence vote in parliament andMeciar was replaced. But he remained the nation's most popularpolitician, and came back to win elections in the early fall of thatyear.

    Meciar rolled back privatization and other reforms that VaclavKlaus, the right-wing finance minister, had instituted in the unitedCzechoslovakia. He began to threaten Slovakia's large Hungarianminority—"If Hungarians want better relations, they should learnto get along with Slovaks" is one of his statements on the subject.In his 1994 campaign he often heated up crowds with menacingremarks about Hungary.

    The government stopped the privatization of Danubiaprint, Slo-vakia's only newspaper printing plant. It dismissed the directorand news director of state television—both Meciar critics—and re-placed them with his acolytes. Meciar's supporters founded thesplendidly named Journalists for a True Picture of Slovakia, whosemembers were for a time the only journalists allowed to talk toMeciar and cover his party's events. The new Slovak constitution,strongly influenced by Meciar, endorses limits on press freedom

    when "necessary to protect rights and freedoms of others, statesecurity, law and order, health, and morality.'' Ivan Mjarten, theculture minister, told a reporter the government is investigatingreports that the negative image of Slovakia was due to disinforma-tion spread by a group of Jews living in Strassburg, Austria.

    At the time of my visit, every member of Meciar's cabinet saveone had been a prominent Communist. Meciar himself was widelysuspected of collaboration with the StB and the KGB. But we willnever know—while Meciar was the Slovak interior minister, inpossession of the files, someone tore six pages out of the StB regis-ter that contained his name. Original StB file cards showed contra-dictory information on Meciar: one card notes his arrest forpossessing illegal antistate pamphlets in 1970, while another, from1985, describes him as an StB collaborator with the code name"Doktor"—but "collaborator" is a looser category than "agent,"and it doesn't say if Meciar knew he was collaborating. To noone's surprise, one of Meciar's first acts after Slovak independenceon January 1, 1993, was to announce it would no longer enforcethe lustrace law. Many people thought lustrace was one reason forthe Czech-Slovak split.

    Slovakia at first made me think that Peter Kulan was right: lus-trace's critics were indeed naive. Lustrace was problematic, butpeople like Meciar were much more problematic. In the Czech Re-public there were two kinds of people who opposed lustrace—human rights activists and old Communists. In Slovakia, wherethere had been very few human rights activists, I met only one manwho opposed lustrace for what I considered the right reasons. Thatwas Miroslav Kusy—Slovakia's Havel, a gentle, elderly professorat Comenius University. But most of the anti-Meciar, Western-ori-ented democrats supported lustrace. I spent an afternoon with for-mer Constitutional Court Chief Justice Valko, who now had aprivate law practice in central Bratislava. "In top public positionsthere should be no one connected with the former regime," Valkosaid simply, and in his neighborhood there seemed to be little toquarrel with in that.

    Czechoslovakia was always an uneasy marriage. The agreementof federation in 1918—signed in, of all places, Pittsburgh, Pennsyl-vania—united one of Europe's most cosmopolitan and developed

    lands with a pastoral province of Hungary that had never ruleditself. At that time, only about two hundred Slovaks had more thanan elementary education. Czech emigrants built roads, libraries,and factories and taught Slovak children. The Slovaks resentedthem for it.

    Slovaks had gone to Berlin to ask Hitler for their independentstate even before the Nazis marched into the Czech lands, volun-teering to Hermann Goring that they would solve their Jewishproblem on their own. A Fascist priest, father Josef Tiso, pro-claimed himself president and prime minister of the new state. TheSlovaks were diligent Nazis, deporting 60,000 of their 90,000 Jewsbefore Hitler even asked them to. In 1944, however, as Hitler'sdefeat became evident, Communist partisans led the Slovak Na-tional Uprising, paving the way for the Red Army's liberation ofSlovakia. Once again the Czech and Slovak lands were united.

    Slovakia thrived under communism. In 1950 wages in Slovakiaaveraged 12 percent lower than in the Czech lands; by 1989 theyhad pulled even. Stalin's planners modernized Slovakia throughheavy industry. The country sprouted tanks and weapons plants tosupply the Red Army. Slovakia was the East Bloc munitions fac-tory, with 90,000 people working in the plants by 1989 and an-other 150,000 or so indirectly dependent on the industry. Thefactories were much more state of the art than the prewar indus-trial plant in the Czech lands. After communism's fall, of course,the Slovaks would realize that the plants were stupendously un-competitive polluters, but these problems had been hidden duringcommunism and so would not disturb Slovaks' nostalgia for thedays of cheap food and guaranteed employment. Charter 77,which had more than 1,800 signers in the Czech lands, had at amaximum twenty in Slovakia.

    Slovakia is still sleepy and pastoral, a sort of Alabama with ski-ing. People resist change and distrust outsiders. For most Slovaks,the fall of the Wall meant not an end to communism but an end toCzech domination, and there is a new wave of nostalgia for thefirst period of independence, Nazi or not; Father Tiso is the coun-try's most popular historical figure. One sociologist did a survey in1993 of eight hundred small-town mayors, asking them to rank the

    prestige of various social groups. At the bottom of the list wereGypsies, followed closely by dissidents.

    Until 1952 Svetykriz—Holy Cross—was a village of a thousandpeople nestled in the rolling hills of the Hron valley in central Slo-vakia. That year, the Stalinist planners decided that the East Bloccould not rely on imported aluminum and needed to produce itsown. Tons of bauxite were imported from Venezuela. A giant alu-minum factory, the Slovak National Uprising Factory, was built—rather arbitrarily—in Svetykriz, and the town was renamed Ziarnad Hronom, or Dawn over the Hron.

    Today Ziar, a city of 20,000, looks exactly like a place namedDawn over the Hron should. From afar the approaching travelersees five smokestacks, and the first sight inside Ziar is the alumi-num plant—a complex of dilapidated buildings and rubble thatstretches for almost a mile. The 1950s was perhaps the single mostembarrassing period in world architecture, bad in the United Statesbut absolutely shameful in the Soviet Bloc, where Stalinist architec-ture was a projection of the future of Soviet Man, and Ziar nadHronom is Soviet Man at his eerie best. The city looks like some-thing out of the Jetsons. There are twelve-story white apartmentblocks with fluted aluminum roofs and turquoise balconies. Thepublic sculpture is of two types: aluminum rings in the sphericalarrangement of electrons in motion, and white concrete socialistlaborers with muscles rippling in a manner presumably designed toinspire a hatred of fascism. On the main shopping street pipedmusic plays during peak business hours. Over the front entrance toa white-and-turquoise workers' hostel a red-and-green-marble mo-saic calls for "Peace to the World" under a globe winged with ban-ners. The central square, once called Lenin Square but now namedfor a Slovak cultural organization, features the Luna Hotel and itsrestaurant, a brown glass cylinder originally built to rotate. Thoseplans, however, were abandoned when the architect defected westhalfway through construction.

    About a mile from the center of Ziar nad Hronom lie a fewblocks of houses that formed the old town, Svetykriz. They are

    cottages, pretty and subdued, with sloping terra-cotta roofs, theonly thing in the city built to human scale.

    The revolution of 1989 peeled away Ziar's—and Slovakia's—cocoon. Vaclav Klaus's shock therapy program of subsidy cuts andprivatizations was administered right into central Slovakia's neck.Worse, Vaclav Havel was a hopeless peacenik and began to closethe weapons plants. Unemployment in the region soared to 20 per-cent; it was 3 percent in the Czech lands. Ziar's aluminum plant,with its seven thousand well-paying jobs, seemed imperiled—andwith it the town itself.

    In truth, the factory deserved to die. Ziar had the highest cancerrate in Czechoslovakia, and the factory was the country's worstpolluter. And it lost money. Prague experts said it would becheaper to build ten new aluminum factories than to modernizeZiar's—as if Slovakia really needed to produce aluminum at all.

    In speech after speech, Meciar, who was born in Ziar—hismother was an aluminum factory janitor—told Slovaks they werepoor because the Czechs were rich. It was time that decisions camefrom Slovakia, not some arrogant technocrat in Prague. Ziar andother cities in central Slovakia responded by voting heavily forMeciar and his slate.

    After independence Meciar stopped Klaus's reforms. Arms pro-duction has resumed. Meciar obtained loan guarantees to modern-ize the aluminum factory and pledged to subsidize its energy costsfor the next ten years.

    The new boss at the factory was Josef Pittner, who had spent allhis adult life there, most recently as director of production—and allhis adult life in the Party. "It's hard to say if he's good or not," saidVojtech Kovac, an aluminum factory worker in his thirties. "Theyare trying to do some modernization and cut down on the work-force through attrition. But I think nothing could help this factory.The directors are not really interested in it. Most moonlight. Lud-vik Cernak, the previous director, founded a trading company withPittner and the others, and it was an open secret that he spent fiftypercent of his time on that business."

    It was hardly surprising that the new factory director was an oldCommunist. Everyone of note in Ziar was. If you were young,clever, and ambitious, then the Party called you, and called you

    again and again. "Only Communists have experience," said Mi-chal Novotny, a local politician from the Slovak National Partyand, of course, an ex-Communist. "There is a great demand to hirethem. Who wants to hire someone who has no managerial abili-ties?"

    The new mayor and vice mayor, both former Communists, wereaway when I visited City Hall, a massive block of dark and lightconcrete that had been the area's Party headquarters. I talked toDanna-Eva Stasselova, the chief of local administration, an effi-cient-looking, pleasant woman in her fifties. She had a new com-puter in her office and purple shag carpeting. She had worked inthe health sector for twenty-two years. She knew all about thetown and talked about development, taxes, and public healthproblems.

    Now, she said, she was an independent, but she had been a Com-munist. "We don't need to change the system here," she said. "Andwe don't need new people. We have quite good people. We hadinnovative thinking all along here. We just need people to do thebest they can."

    I asked about Meciar. "You can have different opinions on hisstyle, but he doesn't lie," she said. "He keeps his promises. He'sone of the few who doesn't use his power for personal gain. Thequestion is, who is lying—him or the journalists? Last year he gavefifteen thousand crowns—five hundred dollars—of his own moneyto charity."

    Capitalism had done nothing for Ziar, she said. "Daily life wascheaper and more secure before," she said. "There aren't really bigchanges. People have gardens. No one travels. People's satisfactioncomes from their economic situation."

    Several people had told me that banks in the area had no moneyto lend for new businesses, but Stasselova said that wasn't true."Look at the Tevis company," she said. "That's really the biggestbusiness here, after the aluminum factory. They have a huge super-market, a department store, a TV repair, and a very nice grocery.It's an excellent company." I had been in the grocery, which wasbright, clean, and well stocked, Austrian style, the most modernstore in the sad little main shopping district. It seemed very impor-tant to Stasselova that I see the people from Tevis, and she picked

    up the phone. "I'll take you over there/' she said after hanging up.We left her office and she walked me three blocks to the Tevisdepartment store.

    The store was a large, square block built of black aluminum andwhite concrete. It had been the state department store in the olddays, but now, instead of glum, empty shelves, there was an auto-matic teller machine outside, and inside there were boutiques withflowers, school supplies, cosmetics, and clothes, and an excellentgrocery store downstairs. What it didn't have were shoppers; fewpeople in Ziar can afford to buy what Tevis sells. Stasselova tookus around the back to the offices. We met a soft-spoken youngwoman, a Miss Klimova—I didn't catch her first name—who hadthe title of financial director.

    Klimova took us into a modern office with sleek black furnitureand plants. She was married to one of the company's founders, shesaid. This seemed to account for her position, judging by her graspof business—when I asked her how much the company was worth,she said 100,000 crowns, about $3,000. She said that the companyhad eight founders, including aluminum factory director Josef Pitt-ner; his brother Lubomir; the director of the Slovak Bank in town;and Ludvik Cernak, the former director of the aluminum factory,the moonlighter. Cernak was now chairman of the Slovak Na-tional Party in Bratislava.

    I asked if the company had problems getting a bank loan. Oh no,she said. Was the city government helpful to the company? "Verymuch so," Klimova said. "Privatization is not a political problemhere."

    Ziar nad Hronom's new bosses looked and acted suspiciouslylike the old bosses. The same was true in Slovakia as a whole. Butthis didn't seem to bother people in Ziar. People I talked to in thestreet were worried about crime and rising prices: milk now costalmost twenty-five cents a kilo—still heavily subsidized, but fourtimes the old price. They were not particularly comfortable withthe idea of starting their own businesses, preferring to work in thealuminum factory. They worried about the factory's future. If theycould vote communism back they probably would, but Meciar wasthe next best thing.

    Not all of capitalism's charms are lost on Ziar's residents; people

    would be thrilled to buy the new foods and nice clothes at Tevis ifonly they could afford to. But the West refuses to arrive in manage-able pieces. In the eastern Slovakian town of Medzilaborce, popu-lation 6,500, the former Communist Culture Center has beenturned into the Warhol Family Museum of Modern Art. ThePrague Post reported that, at the time, it was the only museum inthe world dedicated exclusively to the work of Andy Warhol,whose parents grew up in a tiny village on the outskirts of Med-zilaborce and left before World War I. The seventeen original War-hols include prints of Lenin, an Absolut vodka label, and amimeograph of a pink dairy cow—works of art slyly Slovak intheir themes, although this was probably unintended. The museumdraws six hundred visitors a month, the vast majority not Slovak.The truth is, something gets lost in translation. Two Campbell'ssoup cans stand in front of the museum, facing an Orthodoxchurch with its onion dome across the street. The churchgoers,mostly old women, at first stopped to wonder at the soup cans butnow hurry past. It has been only forty-five years since the last bravenew world; they are not ready for the next one quite yet.

    I understood what Peter Kulan had meant. Nothing wouldchange in places like Ziar nad Hronom without lustrace. But itseemed to me that nothing would change with it, either. Even ifMeciar had decided to enforce the lustrace law, no one left in Ziarnad Hronom had been high ranking enough in the old Party to belustrated now.

    Lustrace would also not catch anyone in Meciar's government.Back in Bratislava I went to see Milan Zitny, the reporter so fas-cinated by General Lorenc. Zitny's latest obsession was Meciar.Zitny had served as vice chairman of Basta's committee and hadseen the old computer's hard disk. It showed that Meciar had beenlisted as a candidate. Zitny had also turned up evidence indicatingthat Meciar might have been working for the KGB. In 1991 theSlovak parliament had released a report accusing Meciar of send-ing associates to an StB villa and stealing a file of information onhis alleged StB involvement. The report also quoted firsthand wit-nesses accusing Meciar of using files he seized when he was Slovakinterior minister to blackmail others.

    Racketeering, however, is not a lustrable offense. There was

    only one thing that could brand Meciar StB-positive—appearing inthe registry as an agent—and on this count he was unfortunatelyinnocent. Even if guilty, Meciar was an elected official and couldnot be fired. Slovaks had the right to vote for him anyway, and itseemed that, agent or not, they would do exactly that. The peopleI met knew of the charges against Meciar and knew the rest of theworld worries that he is a Slobodan Milosevic-in-training. Butthey believe what they want to believe.

    Zitny checked the StB registry for members of Meciar's cabinet;no one was in it. There was one former cabinet member whowould have been dismissed if Slovakia had lustration: the formereducation minister, Ziar nad Hronom's ubiquitous Ludvik Cer-nak. When he was head of the aluminum factory he had been chiefof the People's Militia there, and he had actually called out themilitia in a futile attempt to put down the 1989 revolution. Butnow he was the head of the Slovak National Party in Bratislava andno longer in Meciar's cabinet.

    Lustrace, then, would have brought few solutions to Slovakia'sobvious problems. If Meciar had been an agent, he was cleverenough to hide the evidence. Lustrace would not have changed asingle member of his government. Nor would it touch the manage-ment of Ziar nad Hronom, nor its aluminum factory, nor the lead-ership in most small towns.

    So maybe lustrace wasn't broad enough. Maybe every singlemember of the Communist Party should be barred from govern-ment posts and from owning large businesses. I left Ziar nad Hro-nom thinking that even this wouldn't have given new ideas achance here. The city boasted only a few independent spirits whohadn't joined the Party. A dozen or so were now active in theChristian Democratic Party. They were valiantly fighting the city'sCommunist ways—but one of the seven books on sale in the partyheadquarters was a biography of Father Tiso. The rest of Ziar'snon-Communists were people with no interest in public life, whichmeant they probably wouldn't be the catalyst for the entre-preneurialism, tolerance, fair play, rule of law, and other newthinking that Ziar needed. Ziar's problem was a crucible of easternEurope's problem: how to get people to think like modern liberalsrather than old Communists. In Slovakia it was an open question

    whether lustrace would hurt or help this cause. In the Czech Re-public, however, the answer was becoming clear.

    As the November 17 Commission's lustration work wore on, JiffDienstbier, Jr., grew more and more uncomfortable. "My doubtsbegan in November or December, a month or two after our workbegan," he said. "The files made me queasy. I felt dirty readingthem."

    Dienstbier, like most in parliament, had begun with the feelingthat lustrace could help to build a more democratic Czechoslova-kia—that by weeding out the old, repressive officials it would en-sure respect for human rights and make room for new thinking.But as the process wore on it became apparent that the reverse wastrue: lustrace was perpetrating human rights violations, and thearguments used by some of its increasingly fierce supporters repli-cated the thinking of the old regime.

    "The problem," said Dienstbier, "was that the committee couldfind out if a person had a record but not if that record was true. Ithought it was possible to tell directly who was a collaborator. Wefound out it was not so straightforward.

    "I always thought it was my great fortune to be twenty-two—Iwas too young to have been involved in anything," he said. "Butit's also a disadvantage—I didn't live through what they did. Peo-ple say in the 1950s they believed in the ideals. I'm trying to under-stand what my behavior would be in such a case." Dienstbierbegan to question his right to sit in judgment. A year and a halflater, he retired from politics, a weary old man of twenty-four.

    Most parliamentarians had voted for lustrace, thinking, asDienstbier had, that the StB registry provided an index to traitorsand Judases. It quickly became clear that this was not the case. Inthe first place, the files were incomplete. Agents who worked inprisons and recent military espionage agents do not figure in theregistry. Neither do people who worked in foreign trade and inCzechoslovak embassies overseas, who had to write reports as partof their daily tasks; the files list only people whose regular job didnot include collaboration. High Party officials who helped the StBalso are not on the list.

    More worrisome, after the events of November 1989 the StB

    began to destroy files. "It was easy for the StB to destroy the files oftheir active agents," said Vaclav Bartuska, the student representa-tive on the November 17 Commission. "The employees had themin their safes. So if a person was still an active agent in November1989, his file was probably destroyed." A December 1,1989, ordersigned by Lorenc told StB officials to destroy files; there are thou-sands of cases of people whose names are in the registry but whosefiles are empty.

    It is also possible that the really top agents never went into theregistry at all. And the computer disks might have been altered.Lorenc had plenty of opportunities to destroy or change informa-tion—and Lorenc was a cryptographer by profession.

    The more serious challenge to the files' accuracy, however, is notthat the guilty could escape but that the innocent could be accused.The registry is peopled not just with agents but also with deadsouls. StB officials, under pressure to fill their quota, inventedagents, wrote up candidates and casual contacts as if they wereagents, and inflated uncooperative or incompetent agents into su-perinformers.

    At first the parliamentarians' assumption that the files wereperfect seemed reasonable. Falsifying the files after the fact wouldindeed be difficult. This is because information was cross-referenced—an agent's report on Havel, for example, would gointo the agent's file, Havel's file, Charter 77's file, and countlessothers. And the registry's pages and lines were numbered, prevent-ing insertion of new information. What's there can be altered, butscientists can determine the age of ink.

    In addition, the StB didn't see the revolution coming until thevery end. StB employees did not sit around in 1975 planting littletime bombs, falsifying names that would then come to light whenthe whole thing capsized. Only the deranged could have believed in1975—and in 1985—that the inmates would someday be runningthe jail. The StB was there to do a job, which was to spy on thegreatest number of people possible and to recruit the greatest num-ber possible to do the spying. False records were not in the organi-zation's interest.

    But the StB was far from a perfect bureaucracy where each em-ployee acted in the interests of the whole and decisions were taken

    through logic alone. The StB was as irrational as any large bu-reaucracy and more so than most.

    As Captain Novak explained, StB employees were under greatpressure to expand their network of agents. The departments hadquotas to meet; an employee who couldn't pony up was chastisedby his boss, harassed by StB bureaucrats, and denied promotions.False agents also gave the officer the chance to skim money—the"agent" needed cash to take his colleagues to the pub or to dinner.It was very tempting to take information provided by a real agent,or even overheard on the tram, and put it into the mouth of a deadsoul. Since top Party officials were not allowed to be listed or usedas informers—although of course they routinely passed informa-tion to the StB—their information was often attributed to others aswell.

    This was not difficult to do. The files did not require agents'signatures; a verbal declaration of collaboration in front of theagent's StB handler and the handler's boss would suffice. As Novaknoted, sometimes the superior officer would not bother to attendthe new agent's pledge ceremony, merely signing the documenta-tion later. A file with no signature, therefore, would not be seen asamiss. It was even easier to take an agent who had signed the paperbut was determined not to cooperate and put the information ofothers into his mouth.

    Dead souls were rarer in the foreign operations, where the offi-cials were better educated, the controls more strict, and it washarder to make things up: it took much more chutzpah to inventreports from an agent inside the West German Defense Ministrythan from a Prague factory worker. But dead souls were certainlynot rare when it came to spying on Czechoslovaks. In May 1992the journal Fritomnost published an internal Interior Ministry bul-letin recounting the history of one enthusiastic StB official whorecruited seventeen informers, only one of whom actually existed.As part of one parliamentarian's lawsuit, the Interior Ministry wasforced to release in court a 1964 memoir recounting dozens ofcases where StB officers had earned bonuses by entering falsenames or attributing information from one person to three or four.

    "It was common practice since the early days," said VladimirStern. "People were assessed on the basis of results: How many

    agents? Some obviously knew there was cheating but looked away.The rule was, serve your chief. If they want you to have lots ofcollaborators, you have lots of collaborators."

    "In the mid-1980s you began to see a new generation of StBemployee," said Vojtech Mencl, a historian at the government'sCommission to Analyze 1967-1970. "I would say they were lazy.If they called someone in for interrogation and he didn't reallyargue, they'd classify him in the C category. They had to showsome activity, and financially, the Interior Ministry funded the StBby region. Each region had to claim it needed more money."

    "How reliable are the StB files?" asked Vaclav Bartuska. "Howreliable are five thousand people? Some were serious professionals.Some were bastards. The StB was paid by the number of agentsthey recruited. They had a quota of agents to fill. They also, by theway, made up enemies of the state—they needed enemies. Youprove you're necessary by creating new enemies and agents."

    "Our committee, unlike those who wrote the laws, is constantlylooking at the files," said Jaroslav Basta. "I can see what they'rebased on. I see one report that states a person 'has a positive rela-tionship to the Interior Ministry and the police and is willing tocooperate.' The next entry—from the same employee, about thesame subject—says 'this person had from the beginning a negativeattitude and no intention of cooperating.' I know of one case wherea person was given an agreement to collaborate. He tore it up. Andhe was registered as an agent."

    This was not an StB problem but a human problem. Every intel-ligence service suffers from politicized intelligence; usually, themore fanatical the government, the less accurate the intelligence."You'll find only success in the Gestapo files," Walter Momper,the former mayor of Berlin and a historian who studied the files,told me. No one in history kept records like the Nazis kept records,but even their files were riddled with false agents and exaggeratedinformation. "No one ever wrote that his interrogation was unsuc-cessful," said Momper. "No one writes, 'My client laughed in myface and said, "I will tell you nothing." ' No, he writes, 'I asked theclient X, and he did not object to my opinion.' "

    Jerzy Ciemniewski was the head of a commission of the Polishparliament investigating a lustrace-style report on Polish par-

    liamentarians. "The files show a sudden increase in the number ofagents in March each year," said Ciemniewski, "and it wasn't be-cause spring increases hormonal love for the system. It was that inMarch statistical reports were due. From the mid-1960s, a goodofficer needed at least ten secret agents. In the 1980s, after martiallaw, it was increased to twenty-five. This regulated promotionsand success. One officer told me that a smart officer who knew hismilieu could produce every three months a pretty good report froman 'agent' and sign it himself."

    There were endless variations on the dead souls. Arseny Ro-ginsky, the director of Memorial, a human rights organization inMoscow, told a story at a conference in Budapest in 1992 aboutthe Soviet poet Anna Akhmatova. "In 1946," said Roginsky, "aspy reporting on Akhmatova wrote a report that she was a Sovietpatriot, that she loved Stalin and was thinking of writing a bigpoem on him." It was false. Akhmatova had already written,memorized, and burned her masterpiece, "Requiem," about thesearch for her arrested son. "That spy saved her life," said Ro-ginsky. "Do you want that file opened now?"

    Roginsky also related a conversation he had with the KGB han-dlers of a man who was a member of parliament. "They told methat he never gave serious information and that he stopped talkingto them eight years before," he said. "Then I opened his archiveand read the reports they wrote: that he was a very valuable infor-mant, a true Soviet patriot. I asked them why they had written that.They told me, 'He knows two foreign languages, he's been electedto parliament. He's a very well respected person. How can wewrite anything bad about him?' "

    In the 1950s Jifi Ruml broadcast the government's radio reportsfrom the Slansky trials. His slander of the defendants was a partici-pation, in a small way, in their murders. Surely he did more to ruinpeople's lives than Rudolf Zukal. But Jifi Ruml's name is not in thefiles. In most factories, the most hated people were the Communisttrade union leaders. They were arrogant and prying and sold outtheir colleagues every day. They weren't informers—who wouldtell them anything? One member of Ruml's commission wasMiroslav Jansta, a personable twenty-nine-year-old law professor

    at Charles University who cheerfully admits that he joined theParty to keep his job and didn't quit until after the Soviet coupattempt in August 1991. "I didn't leave the Party even though Iknew I couldn't believe in it," Jansta said. "I wanted to practice myprofession. I'm not particularly courageous." At least he had thegrace to feel uncomfortable sitting in judgment on Zukal.

    A person positively lustrated receives a certificate bearing a sin-gle letter, A through H. There is no letter for atonement, none foryouthful naivete, none for no harm done. The list could be a per-fectly accurate record of people who promised to inform—and yetbe an inaccurate roster of the guilty.

    The People's Militia, Category F, for example, was an odiousorganization that armed Party members to protect the systemagainst demonstrators and dissidents. But it was not always odi-ous—after the Soviet invasion, the People's Militia defended theanti-Soviet clandestine Party congress, and in November 1989 themilitia helped students occupying university buildings. And veryfew of its members—who were between a quarter and a third of allworkers—actually ever did anything odious. Many joined becausethey had to; some were even signed up by their factories to fill aquota without even being told of it. New York Times reporter Ste-phen Engelberg told the story of a doctor named Milan Kuta, sentin 1985 to head an oncology center in Chomutov, a city with highlung cancer rates. In exchange for Party support, which he neededto get medical equipment, Kuta had to join the People's Militia andteach a first-aid course. After lustrace, it cost him his job.

    Lustrace ignores historical context. Dubcek—whom lustracewould have fired if he were running the Forest Service—led whatwas at the time the greatest reform movement in the history ofcommunism. Rudolf Zukal spied on an American—a perfectly rea-sonable activity for a Czechoslovak in the early 1960s. (GeorgeBush was head of the CIA, and it did not harm his political career.)Many of the citizens who served on the purging committees of1948 were well-meaning idealists who had felt betrayed by theWest and were grateful to the Soviets for Czechoslovakia's libera-tion.

    Neither do the files distinguish between onetime reluctant in-formers and incorrigible bastards. "Many of the agents in the files

    were never asked to do any reporting at all," said Basta. Othersreported in ways that were considered routine. Everyone who trav-eled abroad was required to fill in forms after a trip: people en-countered, topics of discussion. These reports were widelyconsidered a harmless bother—even by the StB, which didn't al-ways take the trouble to read them. Occasionally an officer paid avisit to ask follow-up questions. People answered as vaguely asthey could—and now some of them have StB files.

    Others agreed to report after mighty resistance and then didtheir human best to avoid doing harm. Two months after PetrToman read Zukal's and his nine colleagues' names on television,the November 17 Commission added two more parliamentarydeputies' names to the collaborator list. One was Frantisek Mi-chalek, who had fought in the anti-Nazi resistance in World WarII. He was imprisoned in the Stalinist era and after twelve yearsreleased from prison on the condition that he sign an agreement ofcollaboration. He signed and never heard about it again—untilmore than three decades later, when Ruml's commission calledhim in.

    Pavel Nauman told me about a man he knew named VladimirMoroshko, a political prisoner. "Picture this," he said. "You are inthe hole—solitary—for twenty-one days. You get food every threedays. You sleep on a wooden bench with one blanket even in thewinter. You go into the hole a second time, a third time. Then theprison director tells you that after you have served four years of asix-year sentence there is a new charge against you that carries fouryears more. After they tell you this they put you in solitary for twoweeks. Then you get a visit from Internal Security. Sign and coop-erate, or six more years. Moroshko accepted."

    Who wouldn't?

    "But Moroshko made a mistake," said Nauman. He leaned for-ward in his chair. "When he got out he should either have told hisvictims or broken his relationships. You can't tell people openlythat you are collaborating, or you can get five more years for dis-closing state secrets. But you give a signal. People would under-stand and no one would blame him. He didn't do this. He still sawhis friends."

    He leaned back. "Now imagine you are God and have to judge

    him," said Nauman. He smiled. "It's not easy," he said in English."It's not easy."

    StB agents were not the only people in Communist Czechoslova-kia who knew important information, moved in circles of interestto the police, and were frequently taken to headquarters for a chat.Dissidents, as well, fit this description, and the line between thetwo groups was sometimes a blurry one. After questioning, thestate's enemies routinely had to sign agreements not to speak oftheir interrogation. In one trial stemming from lustrace, StB agentstestified that questioning an enemy was very similar to questioningsome agents—and often the unwitting enemy's information wasmore useful.

    The night Pavel Nauman learned to trust Captain Novak was afateful night. Novak had taken Nauman aside during his question-ing in Ruzyne. "Don't tell them about it," Novak had whispered,mentioning a specific opposition activity—I never found out what."They don't know." Nauman ignored the advice. At the time hethought the cost would be only a night in jail. He was wrong. HisStB file describes Nauman as implicating himself and his cocon-spirators that night. "The chief of the department hated Nauman,"Novak said. "Most of the documents in the file were destroyedafter 1989. But he made a point of not destroying Nauman's file.He wanted Nauman's confession to appear, so he would later becompromised." Nauman later warned his colleagues so they couldtake precautions, but those warnings, of course, don't appear in hisfile. "But I don't think Nauman should be found StB-positive be-cause of this confession," Novak said.

    He was not. Some other enemies, however, did find themselveslisted as agents after their questioning. The only way for an enemyunder interrogation to be sure of giving away nothing was to main-tain absolute silence. But this was nearly impossible—and even insilence a smile, a cough, a tear could betray. In real life, both ene-mies and reluctant agents formulated strategies for dealing withinterrogation: evasion, feigning agreement, blaming emigres for ev-erything, or telling the StB what it already knew. Often members ofthe two groups came up with the same strategies.

    And both enemies and reluctant agents thought up methods for

    long-term coping. Some simply sent the StB to hell. In return, theylost their passports or became coal stokers, or their fathers stayedin jail, or their children were kicked out of college. That was whatheroes did—the few that there were. But most people felt that theonly real boundary was to avoid doing harm, and short of that,anything was legitimate.

    Most of those recruited agreed to talk to the StB, or agreed toinform and did the worst job they could. This was not the purists'choice, since no one could ever be sure of what information mightdo harm. But people have the right not to be heroes. "Staying onthe side of power doesn't require any particular personal malice orenduring evil," wrote Pavel Bratinka, a dissident and later a lus-trace supporter. "All it calls for is a disinclination toward martyr-dom, a very common human attribute indeed."

    This is the registry's most important failing. Relatively fewnames in the files are complete fabrications. Far more commonwere people who signed their pact with the devil but, in the fashionof Good Soldier Svejk, tried to outwit the system, acting the dutifulsocialist citizen while doing no harm. Lucy Weissova, a radio re-porter in Prague, told me of a friend who worked for a Japanesecompany. "The StB asked him to spy on the firm and threatenedhim with losing his job—he had a very good salary. He went to thecompany head to talk it over. His boss said, go ahead and sign—we'll give you the information to pass along to them. It worked fineuntil now. This man is now StB-positive."

    This double game was complex and dangerous. VladimirMikula, a tall, middle-aged man with yellow-gray hair, had tried toplay it. With the assent of his friends in Charter 77, he tried to usehis contacts with the StB to gather information for the dissidents:by their questions he could tell whose phone was tapped and howmuch the police knew about a certain project. For many yearsMikula thought he had beaten the StB—he had never agreed toinform, had maintained his friendships, and had avoided doingharm. But in 1991 the StB took its revenge: Mikula was one of theparliamentarians who resigned rather than hear his name read outon television.

    In Mikula's case, the focus of the StB's interest was Zdenek Ji-cinsky—in 1992 the vice president of the Federal Assembly; earlier,

    Mikula's best friend and fellow dissident. Jicinsky and Mikula hadboth taught at Charles University's Law Faculty in the 1960s andwere avid Dubcekists. In 1970 both lost their jobs. Mikula's wife,also a lawyer, was fired as well. His daughter, Veronika, raisedchickens in a farming cooperative when she was barred from col-lege.

    Jicinsky, a precise man with a neat beard, told me that after twoyears of unemployment both he and Mikula had gotten jobs in thestate insurance company. "During this period my friendship withMikula became more intense," he said. "We often met in my flatwith others, groups of friends, intellectuals.

    "When I signed Charter 77," Jicinsky said, "we decided it wouldbe more useful if Mikula weren't involved and therefore open todirect pressure from the government." He stopped and looked atme. "Let me stress that—we made a deliberate choice that heshould not sign, so he would be able to help more. We preparedmany documents for Charter analyzing human rights violations bythe state. One of our main analyses, comparing the Czechoslovaklegal system to international human rights law—that was his work.It was published by an emigre publishing house abroad. I signedit—not to garner credit for myself but to keep him a secret. Evenwithin Charter 77, many people didn't know about him."

    Mikula came to my translator's apartment and, sprawling on thecouch, spent an afternoon telling me his story. "At the end of 1976I received an official letter summoning me to the police," he said.After the invasion Mikula had tacked up in Prague's streets Rus-sian-language posters designed to look like Pravda, explaining thatthe invasion violated international law. "They said they could startcriminal proceedings. They knew I was close to Jicinsky andwanted me to report on him.

    "I immediately refused. Think about it, and we will call you,'they said. A month later they called me again. I refused again. Twoor three days after Charter 77 came out the same man called meagain, this time using a much harder tone.

    "Jicinsky and I talked about it for hours," continued Mikula."We went to talk to others and asked them what to do. We decidedthat if they called me for interrogation I would go and let Jicinskyknow immediately. I would learn as much as I could from the StB

    about what they knew about Charter. But I would never promiseto cooperate. And I never did. I didn't sign anything and neverpromised it orally. And I never said anything that would get any-one into trouble."

    "I told him it might be dangerous," Jicinsky said. "I neverthought it was easy to play games with them. They were profes-sionals, they had psychologists. We couldn't take them for fools. Itwasn't easy to decide what to tell them."

    Mikula's interrogations were indistinguishable from those of theChartists periodically detained. He argued with his interrogators,pointing out the discrepancies between law and reality in Czecho-slovakia. He told them about Party officials' corruption in the in-surance company where he worked. The StB wasn't interested. "Itwas dangerous to lie openly. You had to remember what you toldthem," he said. "We knew that Jicinsky's apartment was bugged.They'd ask me: Did you meet on Wednesday with Jicinsky? I saidyes, because they already knew. Was X person present? I said yes,because they already knew."

    Was any of this useful to Jicinsky? I asked.

    "Some of it," Mikula replied. "He could judge what their proce-dure was. There were four men working on him, and he could tellwhat they were thinking. We could judge through their questionswhose phone was bugged."

    "It was somewhat useful," Jicinsky said. His real motive, how-ever, was that he didn't want Mikula to openly defy the StB andthereby suffer the consequences or have to sever his ties with Ji-cinsky. "He was my best friend and still is," Jicinsky said. "I neverhad a better one. Why should I give away something as valuable asa human friendship?"

    In March 1991 Mikula got his letter from Ruml's committee.When he arrived at the office, two members of the committee anda prosecutor were waiting for him. "They showed me one line inthe file," he said. "They read me the testimony of three StB offi-cials, which was three sentences long. They didn't let me read it. Iwas shocked and tried to explain. They told me they'd call in aweek and I'd have the possibility to explain again. The next weekthere were more members of the committee present. They did athree-hour interrogation."

    On March 9, 1991, Mikula became the first parliamentarian tofile a lawsuit against the Interior Ministry. He asked the court tobar the committee from publicizing his name and situation beforethe trial ended. "The court agreed and instructed the parliamen-tarians to keep it secret," he said. "But Petr Toman, the spokes-man, said he wouldn't obey. The evening before the session onMarch 22, I handed in my resignation. My youngest daughter isten years old. I couldn't stand thinking that she'd go to school andbe told, 'Your father is a collaborator.' "

    The trial, which was covered in Prague newspapers—Mikulawas referred to by his initials—was instructive. His StB handlerswere called to testify. They called Mikula a "useless" agent.

    "He did not harm any of his friends—rather it's likely he in-formed the dissidents around him about everything," one testified.The StB said he had never signed anything, never agreed to cooper-ate, and never been paid.

    "For the first time in my life I was happy that someone said I wasuseless," Mikula told me. In July 1993 the court found him inno-cent of collaboration.

    Jif ina Siklova was one of the most important enemies of the Peo-ple's State, followed so closely that when a search turned up a laun-dry ticket, the StB knew she must have had a secret contact. "Youwere never there!" they said. "Who took your laundry in?" Theyhad tailed her so closely, they knew where she hadn't been.

    "I was in favor of lustrace in the beginning," she said. "But Icame to feel that I can't judge these people." Siklova, a thin, hyper-kinetic middle-aged woman, was dismissed from her universityprofessorship after 1968. Since then her sociology articles andbooks have been published abroad. One of her frequent topics iscollaboration, and she writes often about the Gray Zone.

    "One example," she said. "Sometimes in Charter 77 we desig-nated dissidents to maintain contacts with progressive Commu-nists. They were going to be a bridge for us. Now they areaccused."

    She led me into her study. It looked like a typical eastern Euro-pean study: bottle green carpets, a desk, overflowing bookshelves,

    tapes, photos and cartoons pasted on the wall, a duck decoy, atelephone from the 1920s.

    "They came once, to give you another example, when my flatwas full of things to send abroad. What was most important washere." She motioned me over and lifted the tablecloth on a foldingtable. "I went and leaned against it. I knew I must give them some-thing, so I let them find things I knew weren't important. If theyfound the name of an emigre who was helping us, I was happy. Wealways agreed to let dead people and emigres take responsibility."

    She took a receipt from her desk for 180 crowns. She picked upa book and put the receipt in the book's leaves. "They found areceipt and said, 'Aha! You are the banker for Charter 77!' So Igave them my personal bankbook." She opened a drawer and tookout a bankbook. "It was an account with 12,600 crowns. I toldthem, 'Yes, it's Charter's.' And they were satisfied, and they leftwithout looking further."

    By now the room had transformed itself. Instead of a normalstudy it was a warren of subversion. She took a book down fromthe shelf—no, not a book, a book jacket wrapped around papers."This was my real place for money and receipts," she said. Sheturned and looked at me. "You see, I really was the banker forCharter 77. This is where I hid the money. They didn't find it be-cause they were satisfied with the other. But let's say now I run forparliament and they look through my StB record. Look! I gave thefinancial records of Charter 77 to the secret police. We are examin-ing this question with no context. You know a person told thepolice something. It looks terrible. But I know that it's not impor-tant. I know what he didn't say."

    When the lustrace law first came to the Federal Assembly's con-sideration, the first draft of the law mandated that the state had toprove a person had done actual concrete harm before he or shecould be banned. The screened were presumed innocent until thestate proved them guilty, with due process guarantees. This ver-sion, submitted by President Havel, did not pass.

    Lustrace passed in different form, and Havel eventually signedthe law. Lustrace has been criticized by Helsinki Watch, the U.N.'s

    International Labor Organization, the Council of Europe, andhuman rights activists abroad and in the Czech and Slovak repub-lics—including most former dissidents.

    The criticisms center on several problems. Lustrace condemnspeople not for crimes they committed but for appearing on a list. Itpunishes people for activities that were legal—not just legal butconsidered a patriotic duty—at the time of their commission. Andit does not offer them basic legal protections such as the presump-tion of innocence.

    It treats the StB's informers with a great deal less subtlety, hu-manity, and legal due process than the purge commissions treatedthe StB officers themselves. Informers get no chance to explain(some of the parliamentarians did get the chance to make their caseto RumPs committee), to defend themselves, or to call witnesses.The StB officials Pavel Nauman purged, by contrast, enjoyed theright to defend themselves.

    "If you are in a war and you take an enemy," Nauman ex-plained, "you must treat him according to the Geneva Convention.But if you find your own man in a foreign uniform, he's a traitorand you put him to the wall. There were some terrible men in thepolice—like Major Zak. But a Chartist getting two thousandcrowns a month for informing—for me, he's worse."

    Havel's version would have removed many of these injustices.The German version of lustrace is also better than the Czechoslo-vak. There the files are in custody of an independent authority,which shields them from politically motivated abuse. A Germanboss wishing to screen an employee receives not a piece of paperwith a single letter but a chunk of the employee's Stasi file, showingsamples of his reports, the method of his recruitment, and his han-dlers' evaluation of his dedication and skills as a spy. The employercan see whether his worker was a Judas who sold his friends or ahapless blackmail victim who resisted informing and tried to avoiddoing harm. It is up to the employer whether or not to fire theworker. And "enemies" can read the files the secret police collectedon them. The German law retains a few of the Czech law's injus-tices and even adds some of its own. But it does show that lustracecan take into account the foibles of bureaucracies and human be-ings, and that the files do not have to become a political tool.

    Lustrace's sponsors fought the due process provisions for severalreasons. First, it would slow the process down. Second, they ar-gued that due process of law need not apply because lustrace car-ries no criminal sanctions. It isn't a trial. No one goes to prison. Itlasts only five years. And unlike the Chartists, who were turnedinto stokers and window washers, the StB-positives can still workin their profession in the private sector or a lower-level public-sec-tor job. "The laws of every Western democracy recognize differentrules in administrative proceedings than in criminal proceedings,"said Katarina Mathernova, a Slovak lawyer now working at theWorld Bank in Washington. "The security clearance in the UnitedStates, for example, doesn't have the presumption of innocence."

    "Being prime minister is not a human right," said Pavel Nau-man. "The only handicap is that for five years they must live thelife of an average citizen."

    A verdict of StB-positive does not result in a jail sentence. But itoften costs the accused his reputation and livelihood. The generalpublic treats it as a pronouncement of guilt, and the Interior Minis-try goes to no trouble, to say the least, to disabuse people of thisnotion.

    Indeed, just the opposite. Over and over again I heard lustrace'ssupporters claim not that the files are largely accurate, which isindisputable, but that they are entirely accurate. This is their thirdreason for why due process is unnecessary—and it completely con-tradicts their argument that it isn't a trial. No Basta-style commit-tee of appeal for the "Agent" category is necessary, because nomistakes are possible. "We are absolutely sure the category ofagents is without any doubts," said Interior Ministry spokesmanMartin Fendrych, who later became deputy minister. They spentdecades mistrusting the StB, but they trust it now, and they arecomfortable allowing the StB to speak from the grave, handing outGood Housekeeping certificates of morality.

    Some proclaim the StB infallible despite personal experience tothe contrary. Jiff Ruml told Newsweek'*s Andrew Nagorski aboutRuml's own interrogation by the StB in 1969, after he was kickedout of the Party. The StB asked him about a trip to Switzerland hetook in 1953. But Ruml had never been to Switzerland, he told

    Nagorski. "Didn't that prove the files could be wrong?" askedNagorski. Ruml would not concede the point.

    For those listed as agents, their only recourse is the court. Byearly 1993, 150 people accused of informing had sued the InteriorMinistry. This was not a very satisfactory solution, as cases coulddrag out for years. (Both the Czech and Slovak republics sufferfrom a severe shortage of judges. Few people want the job: judgesmake a third the salary of the least successful private lawyers, andthe courts, filled with Party hacks under communism, had littlecredibility. About 800 of Czechoslovakia's 3,000 judges werepurged or dismissed, and not all have been replaced; in 1992, 675benches were empty in the Czech lands and 150 in Slovakia.)

    Although slow in coming, the courts' verdicts were a blow tolustrace. By April 1993 the courts had rendered judgments in 70cases, finding all 70 StB-positives innocent of collaboration. Of thefirst 100 cases, the Interior Ministry had won about 10, all of themon technicalities. The ministry was appealing each case it lost, butit clearly had a problem: when due process was applied, lustracedid not hold up.

    For lustrace's opponents this was an indictment of lustrace. Forits supporters, it was the reverse: an indictment of the rule of law,which was letting Communists go free. It was proof that the courts,individual appeal bodies, and human rights instruments in generalwere inadequate for trying Communist crimes.

    At the end of 1993, Interior Ministry officials, fed up with thecourts, began a training course for judges to teach them about in-tricacies of the StB archives. So much information was buried inthese labyrinths, the ministry argued, that judges should condemnthe accused even when no proof was available. Due process needn'tapply, lustrace's supporters argued, because the screening processwas not a court. Yet when they lost in court their response was toask judges to waive due process there, too.

    A curious shift had taken place: from the beginning lustrace sup-porters had argued that the registry must be right, because not asingle piece of evidence existed to contradict it. Now that a wealthof such evidence has surfaced, they wave it away on the groundsthat the registry is always right.

    I asked Lubor Kohout, a reporter for Cesky Dennik—Czech

    Daily—to tell me some of the benefits of lustrace. The first name hementioned was Jicinsky's friend Vladimir Mikula's. "That's thekind of man who would be in government without this law," hesaid with disgust.

    "But the court found him innocent," I said.

    "The court didn't challenge the fact that he was listed in theregister," he said, triumphantly. And that was proof enough forKohout.

    Some went even further; during the purge of assembly deputies,Petr Toman, the November 17 Commission spokesman, told An-drew Nagorski of Newsweek that even if the named members wereinnocent, they should resign anyway. To fight back, he said, "cre-ates doubts about the whole screening process" and "helps the realagents." Those who claim to be innocent should think aboutwhat's best for the country, Toman suggested. Jifi Ruml's son Jan,who was at the time deputy interior minister—he would laterbecome minister—complained about one deputy's celebrated in-ternational campaign to clear his name. It was undermining thereputation of the country, Ruml told The New Yorker's LawrenceWeschler, "and that's another reason he deserves to be lustrated."After all, these men were being tried not in the courts of their ene-mies but by their friends. Their self-incrimination served a higherpurpose. Echoes of a logic heard forty years before. And seventy-five years before: the Bolshevik courts in the years after the Russianrevolution had no interest in whether their defendants were reallyguilty. The only proper concern of the court, according to ChiefProsecutor Nikolai Krylenko, was "evaluation from the point ofview of class expediency."

    As the months passed, lustrace's more fundamentalist support-ers, chafing from the limits of the law, began to go around them.Such leakage had a precedent: McCarthyism in the United Stateshad begun with a small "loyalty" program for federal employeesand gradually been extended to librarians and longshoremen.Screenings began to spread even to those whom the law supposedlyprotected from screening.

    Technically the law requires lustration for only about 40,000positions. But by the end of 1993 the Interior Ministry hadscreened 340,000 names. Some of these were multiple applicants

    for the screenable positions; if ten people applied for a screenablejob, they all had to be lustrated. But another reason for the excessis that anyone over eighteen can request his own screening. "Manypeople ask for their own name," Jan Frolik, who runs the InteriorMinistry archive, told me.

    I nodded at this, and then a few days later it struck me that thisexplanation was ridiculous. It is hard to picture people saying"Gee, I wonder if I'm StB-positive. Maybe I'll have myself lus-trated." One can rather more easily picture an employer saying,"Produce a clean certificate, or you're fired." In fact, this was awidespread practice. It was technically illegal, but not only wasthere not a single prosecution, employers announced these outlawscreenings publicly. Even government ministries did—the Educa-tion Ministry proclaimed it would screen all teachers and even caf-eteria workers.

    It was also foreseeable that names would begin to leak. At first itwas the individual famous politician. Michal Kocab had been arock star and dissident, and when Havel came to power Kocabbegan to supervise the Soviet troop pullout. "From playing heavymetal to moving heavy metal," he joked. One morning in March1992, street vendors began hawking papers yelling "Kocab an StBagent!"

    But in fact, Kocab's file lists him only as a candidate, which wasclearly evident from the photocopy of the page that appeared in thepapers. As for the distinction between candidate and agent, eitherfew knew or few cared. But the difference was vital. On April 23,1992, Karel von Schwarzenberg, the president's counselor, calledBasra. Could the committee expedite a review? von Schwarzenbergasked. Vaclav Havel had been found StB-positive.

    Havel had received a C rating. Basta convened the committee—the first day all the members could show up was five days later—and they went through the file. "There were seven hundred pagesof material. All but ten pages of it reports on him as an enemy,"said Basta. "Ten pages covered his time as a candidate."

    It began on June 23, 1965. One StB Captain Cinka went to theapartment of one dissident playwright Havel. Cinka wrote in thefile: "The interview with Havel was concluded with our suggestionthat in case of need we will contact him again. He agreed and said

    that he himself was glad he had talked to us, as it was an inspira-tion for further literary endeavors." On the basis of that, the irre-pressible Captain Cinka then wrote, "Havel's relation to thisestablishment [the StB] can be described as positive." He evaluatedHavel as a suitable type for agenthood and recommended main-taining contact.

    Evidently Cinka had no further success. The file contains a noteon November 9, 1965, asking for Havel's Candidate file to beclosed. On December 15 Havel was moved from the category ofCandidate to that of Enemy, and there he stayed, piling up superla-tives, for the next twenty-four years. An StB house call did appearin Notification, Havel's next play, but Havel had not seen his fileand his fictional StB man did not match the crashing stupidity ofthe real thing.

    After his friend Kocab's notoriety in the press, Havel used hisregular Sunday radio address to blow the whistle on himself. Herecounted that Basta's committee had given him a certificate stat-ing that he was not a conscious collaborator, which was the formalterm. "This certificate made me a little sad," he said. "When I re-call how they tortured me at least five hundred times with endlessinterviews, how they put me in prison, invaded my apartment asterrorists and persecuted my family and friends, destroyed my ca-reer. ... It seems to be a rather insignificant result, just a piece ofpaper where someone states I was not a conscious collaborator.Was I an unconscious one?"

    Next to leak were whole batches of names. On April 30, 1992, alist of journalists came out. In February Stefan Bacinsky, the newdirector of the FBIS—the successor to the StB, which it was increas-ingly coming to resemble—began to look through the registry forthe names of journalists. Bacinsky said the list was not supposed tobe published. He did, however, give copies to six parliamentaryleaders on April 29. The next day the list showed up in two Praguenewspapers. There were 382 names—262 Czech and 120 Slovak.

    Bacinsky told the English-language Prague Post that his nextproject was to prepare a list of journalists who had "misinformedthe public." People could then compare it with the police col-laborator list and draw their own conclusions.

    Where are you getting the names of the next group of journal-ists? the reporter asked.

    "We are an information-gathering agency," replied Bacinsky."We have offices all around the country."

    This was, in the first place, a brazen abuse of power. Free socie-ties do not normally count on the government to determine whichjournalists are potential enemies of the state, nor to decide who is"misinforming" the public, whatever that means.

    The list was also wrong. The director of the Czech Journalists'Union said he doubted that the people on the list were all spreadingdisinformation, because five were dead, seven long retired, andthree names were misspelled and accompanied by incorrect datesof birth. The Slovak Journalists' Union leader said that four of theSlovaks on the list were dead and many retired. At least one of thepeople listed, photographer Antonin Novy, had been fired from hisjob for refusing to inform after the 1968 invasion and later beatenby the StB. When a "complete" list of collaborators was publisheda month later, many of the names on the journalists' list were noton it, and some of the journalists on the "complete" list did notappear on the journalists' list.

    The bootleg lists would not have been such a problem if Czech-oslovaks had treated them as the malicious gossip they were. Butthey were accorded the utmost respect. At least twelve journalistswere fired from their jobs in the week of the list's debut. One, Jin-drich Hoda, was the deputy editor of the right-wing paper Tele-grafy one of the two newspapers that published the list. I went tosee him in his apartment in a twelve-story building near a highwayon the outskirts of the city. He was a portly man wearing jeans,socks, and sandals. He seemed harried. He told me that the StB hadcontacted him several times but he had never signed anything oragreed to cooperate. "Twice they asked me about the situation inmy office," he said. "I said that it was okay. They asked me abouta colleague, how she behaved. I said she behaved well, and then Iwent and told her that they had asked." And that, he said, was theextent of his work as an informer.

    The day the list reached the newspaper office, he said, a col-league called him at home to tell him that Telegraf was publishingthe list and that his name was on it. He stayed home for a day,

    stewing, and then called the editor, denied the accusation, and saidhe would sue the paper, the state, and the Interior Ministry. Theeditor said that if Hoda had a statement to make, the paper wouldrun it. He went in the next day but was told that the publisher haddecided not to run his statement. Instead he published his reply in arival newspaper, Lidove Noviny. He was fired. The paper back-dated his firing to before the list's emergence. He sued the paper forhis monthly salary while he was unable to find work. "Profession-ally and socially I'm ruined," he said. "In the old days I allowed myfriends to make a living writing for my paper under a pseudonym.Now they're calling to offer me the same thing."

    Hoda seemed like an operator, and it was certainly possible thathe was lying. But his newspaper had fired him on the basis of hear-say, without asking for his defense, not even bothering to check thelist against the Interior Ministry's list, which might have beenwrong as well. When the "complete" list was published, Hoda'sname wasn't on it. A year later Telegraf settled Hoda's suit andtook him back as an editor. He stayed just long enough his first dayto announce that he had a job at another newspaper and was nevercoming back, told them to go to hell, and walked out for good.

    In June 1992 a group of students working in the StB archives atits successor, the FBIS, smuggled out computer disks containingthe registry lists. They published the registry in three successiveissues of Rude Krdvo, a satirical right-wing newspaper (the name,which means Red Cow, is a play on the Communist newspaperRude Prdvo, or Red Rights). The list carried about 160,000 names.It was haphazard. It left out many who figured in the registryas agents—listing no foreign spies, for example—but it includedconfidants, from Category C. The list was a who's who of Czecho-slovak society, including dissident writers and Prague's arch-bishop, Frantisek Tomasek. Rude Krdvo published 140,000 copiesand sold out each issue immediately. The day each paper cameout about half the people riding the Prague metro seemed to bereading it.

    Vaclav Bartuska warned me about the list before it appeared."This group is very young, all in their early twenties, my age," hesaid. He knew them well. "Their aim is to 'cleanse' society by pub-lishing the lists," he said. "They feel it's better to punish some in-

    nocent people and catch all the guilty. If nothing happens as a re-sult, they can say, 'See, we told you.' But if something happens tosomeone on the list, I don't think these guys will feel guilty for it.They want people to begin to harm each other."

    "Unfortunately, we never succeeded in getting a list of the candi-dates," said Petr Cibulka, the editor in chief of Rude Krdvo. "Iwould have published them immediately." He was sitting in thenewspaper's two-room office, which was bereft of computers ortypewriters but filled with children running in and out and peoplelaughing over tea. Cibulka was in his late forties—a father figure tothe students in the FBIS—with hair that looked like it hadn't beenwashed in weeks. He spoke in a soft but intense voice. "We didhave the names of confidants, however. I'd say about ten percent ofthem didn't know they were working for the StB."

    Was it fair to publish their names? I asked. "No, I don't think it'sfair," he said. "But fair would be if all Communist criminals aretaken to court. The unarmed society must use the only measures ithas."

    Thousands on the list found themselves condemned withouttrial, their relationships with colleagues, friends, and family unal-terably changed. In small towns and villages people on the listwoke to find "StB collaborator" painted on their doors and walls.There was no investigation of the information leak. The names ofthe caper's participants were an open secret, but no arrests weremade. Indeed, they were heroes to many in the government. VaclavBenda, who had introduced the original lustrace resolution in par-liament, was so delighted with the list that he commented he mighttake advantage of his parliamentary immunity to publish morenames himself.

    One of my translators, a woman I will call Vera, was eager tobuy a copy to check if her mother was on the list. "Once in the1950s she danced with a Frenchman at a party," she said. "Thenext day an StB agent came and questioned her. Since this lustracebegan, she's been terrified she'll appear as an agent." Even fromthe grave, the StB had its choke hold on Czechoslovakia's throat.

    Rude Krdvo was selling fast; we visited several newsstandsbefore we found it. Vera turned to her last name and her face

    turned white. "Is she there?" I asked. She shook her head. "Myfather is."

    She called home. The rest of the day she was subdued. "I thinksomething happened in the fifties, but he doesn't want to talk," shesaid.

    Vera had spent the last two weeks translating interviews on lus-trace with me. We had talked to countless people who had stressedthat the files were inaccurate. The Rude Krdvo list was even lessreliable: even the interior minister was denouncing its inaccuracies."Cibulka is cheap," Jan Frolik of the Interior Ministry told me."He found a cheap computer programmer who didn't know howto transfer data very well." Of three hundred names on RudeKrdvo's list who had gone through official screening, only thirteenhad been found StB-positive. The computer disks of the RudeKrdvo list were floating around, and people could add or subtractwhatever names they chose. And yet, against her own father, Verabelieved the list.

    "We Are Not Like Them!" the great masses of the Velvet Revo-lution cried with one voice. More than anywhere else in the EastBloc, the Czechoslovak revolution made democracy and civil soci-ety its rallying cry. This was the vanguard—the one country in theEast Bloc with a history of liberal democracy, the most cultured,the most Western (Prague lies to the west of Vienna), easternEurope's hope. Its dissidents were the pets of the West. Almosteveryone believed that if the Communists fell and the dissidentscame to power it would be enough; the rest would fall into place.

    Western journalists now tout Prague's success: unemployment at3 percent, a rain of German and American investment, real free-market reforms, real democracy. And it is true—compared to Yu-goslavia. Or Ukraine or Russia or Tajikistan or Moldova. OrRomania or Albania—even Slovakia. These countries now havethe worst of communism and the worst of capitalism—the gargan-tuan, unprofitable tractor factories belching smoke and inflationexist alongside old women selling their house slippers on the streetto supplement their $20 monthly pensions. They have VladimirZhirinovsky and Slobodan Milosevic, and it is only a matter of

    time before they start rounding up their Gypsies. Albania has not asingle private TV or radio station, and the nightly TV news—broadcast at 4, 6, and 8 p.m.—is a half-hour roundup of govern-ment communiques and the president's ceremonial activities.Uzbekistan's major hotel recently covered its entire front with asixteen-story portrait of the nation's leader. Romania recentlybegan enforcing a long-dormant law prohibiting citizens fromhosting foreign guests in their homes without reporting it to thepolice. The parliament even hiked the fine, which is now equal tomore than two months' average salary. These nations do not evenhave the luxury of committing lustrace, as practically everyone inpolitical life today was a Communist.

    The former Czechoslovak dissidents who support lustrace feelpuzzled and betrayed by the West's criticisms. The better informedamong them point out that after the U.S. Civil War, rebel soldierslost the right not only to hold office but also to vote for five years.They mention that the U.S. military's occupying force banished aquarter-million Japanese from holding any public office afterWorld War II. And what about denazification? More relevanttoday, with all the horrors taking place in the former Soviet Bloc,surely Western human rights activists can find more importantproblems to worry about.

    These are understandable responses. Lustrace has been singledout—perhaps because the West expected so much from Czechoslo-vakia. But lustrace also deserves scrutiny precisely because it is oc-curring where it should not. Lustrace can't compete with theworld-class thuggery seen in other nations, but it is a product of thesame mentality. The debate over lustrace is really the clash of twovery different concepts of political culture. It is destined to be thepolitical debate in eastern Europe for years to come.

    Lustrace is the expression of a worldview that goes like this:While we, the anti-Communist forces, were nobly proclaiming theneed for human rights and tolerance, the Communists were takingover positions of influence, putting the former secret police intosensitive jobs in the government and media. The Communists haveused their dirty money and old connections to buy the newly pri-vatized businesses—the old powerful are now the new wealthy,which makes them the new powerful. We in the Czech Republic

    fear what has already happened everywhere else—that the Com-munists will exploit the hardships of transition to win people'svotes and regain control of the government. Yes, your Westernrules are wonderful, and it would be wonderful if everyone fol-lowed them. But doing so has amounted to unconditional surren-der. We have been blind children! We have put our countries atrisk for communism's return.

    This thinking boils down to three concepts. First, that a group ofthe enlightened know that what the masses think they want is oftennot in their best interest. Second, that the formalities of democracyare often abused by the unscrupulous old guard to maintain theircontrol. Third, that to do battle, the enlightened must discard theseformalities as well when the national interest demands. This think-ing has gone by another name in this part of the world: Leninism.

    Lustrace, designed in the East Bloc's most Western nation withthe admirable purpose of allowing free men to build free societies,does so by abridging freedom: it passes judgment without due pro-cess of law on people who have committed no crime, simply be-cause of their membership in groups considered politicallyunacceptable today. It is indeed ironic that an anti-Communist lawcould be the direct descendent of the Communist purges of 1948and the post-1968 Normalization. This irony is central to the prob-lem of building democracy in the former Soviet Bloc today.

    In 1993 in the prosperous, democratic, Western, modern CzechRepublic I kept running into people whose speech seemed writtenby Dostoyevsky. I met men and women, possessors of PowerBookcomputers and health club memberships, who explained to me,quite earnestly and in excellent English, that the events of 1989were in fact a clever plot to transfer Europe's economic wealth tothe Communist Party, that Havel was a puppet who even nowdidn't realize the KGB was pulling his strings, and that the electoralvictory of post-Communist parties in Poland and Lithuania meantthat the Party should be banned and its leaders arrested.

    This wasn't everyone, but such theories had become conven-tional wisdom for a lot of people, and this group was growing, andit held power. The problem with the argument was that there wasno evidence for it. The Communists in the Czech Republic couldn'thave been behaving better. They kept running in elections and los-
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    ing badly; in the 1992 elections the Communists received 14 per-cent of the vote. The only danger to democracy I could see camefrom these conspiracy theorists. The Communist establishment "isno longer our chief enemy," Havel said in his New Year's speech in1990, the first truly new year. "Our chief enemy today is our ownbad habits."

    Two months after it passed lustrace, for example, the FederalAssembly passed Law 260, punishing those who support fascismor communism with prison terms of one to five years. The Consti-tutional Court overturned the law a year later, commenting thatthe Communist Party was now acting in a democratic and legalmanner and could not be banned.

    In late 1993 the assembly of the new Czech Republic revived twoCommunist-era amendments to the criminal code that made it acrime to defame the nation, presidency, parliament, or govern-ment—"defamation" defined so loosely that it could apply to al-most any criticism. Havel signed the bill, and the government hasbrought a suit under the law—against Petr Cibulka, for callingHavel a pig and a brute. The amendments were even modernized toinclude new government institutions such as the ConstitutionalCourt. Havel asked the Court to review one of the amendments,and the Court declared the protections for the parliament, govern-ment, and itself unconstitutional. But Havel did not ask for a re-view of the amendment that protected, well, himself, and itremains in effect, although he pardoned Cibulka.

    Influential voices in the government, parliament, and press havebeen calling to broaden lustrace to cover more government postsand prohibit former high Communists and informers from buyingbusinesses. The Federal Security and Information Service is onceagain collecting dossiers on journalists who "misinform." Neces-sary to do away with Communists, say supporters of these laws. ButCommunists are not the present danger—Communist thinking is.

    These measures draw support from a bizarrely diverse group—some who were heroes under communism, some villains, most inbetween. That old Communists now back repressive anti-Commu-nist laws seems contradictory, but is not: fundamentalists tend tobe fundamentalists under any system. The head of the far-rightRepublican Party, forty-one-year-old Miroslav Sladek, worked in

    the censor's office under communism; he has made his politicalcareer denouncing Havel as a Communist and advocating forceddeportation of Gypsies. His party received 7 percent of the vote inthe 1992 elections, more than the successor party to Civic Forum.One parliamentary deputy in Prime Minister Vaclav Klaus's cen-ter-right party was a judge under communism who had sentencedthree young men to jail terms for slapping a bust of Klement Gott-wald. Bohumil Kubat, a government minister from the rightistODA party and a prominent voice accusing lustrace's critics ofCommunist sympathies, applied for Party membership in 1989.

    Other lustrace supporters had been in the Gray Zone—the mostprominent being Vaclav Klaus himself. When Havel was in jail inthe early 1980s, Klaus was working for the State Bank. Dissidentshad no passports; Klaus frequently traveled to the West to lecture.In the 1970s, Zukal was one of the economics editors of the samiz-dat newspaper Lidove Noviny. Most contributors signed articleswith their own names, but not Klaus. "He even asked us to makesure we edited the articles to alter his style," said Zukal. JifinaSiklova said that when a new samizdat film came to Czechoslova-kia, Klaus would come see it—but he always asked for a specialscreening so he wouldn't have to share the room with dissidents. Inthe spring of 1989, when the dissident Milos Zeman circulated apetition asking for Havel's release from jail, Klaus refused to sign.

    Klaus's suddenly vociferous anti-communism was also logical.People whose convictions were flexible and could play the gameunder communism carried those qualities with them to democracy.Klaus did not originally support lustrace. But it became a usefulpolitical weapon. The primary rival to Klaus's party in 1992 wasthe Civic Movement Party—largely made up of the dissident intel-lectuals, who oppose lustrace on human rights grounds. Lustraceallowed Klaus to tar Civic Movement as soft on communism. In abook published that year, he wrote that lustrace "makes it possiblefor us to clarify who stands where, who really wants consequentialchange for our society, our economy, and who, on the other hand,wants to draw us into new experiments carried out by the old ex-perimenters we know so well." During the election campaign of1992, someone went around to the posters of the leader of theCivic Movement Party, Foreign Minister and ex-dissident Jiff

    112
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    Dienstbier, and circled the fifth, sixth, and seventh letters of hisname.

    Lustrace's value to the political right wing has forged some oddalliances. On October 12, 1993, the Czech parliament voted onwhether to set up a system similar to that in Germany, where anindependent custodian has opened the files to the victims. The Ger-man system has proved fairer, more effective, and less politicizedthan Czech lustrace. But it would be expensive. Moreover, the fun-damentalists in Klaus's government had monopoly ownership of ahigh-voltage political weapon—why give it up? And it was the fun-damentalists—along with the Communists—who voted the billdown.

    Most former dissidents oppose lustrace. Milos Zeman, nowhead of the Social Democratic Party (which opposes lustrace), didan informal tally and placed 80 percent of his former comrades onthe anti-lustrace side. The dissidents do not have to prove theiranti-communism by fighting phantoms, having done so throughyears in jail or bulldozer camps. They also maintain considerabletolerance for youthful folly, in part because most of them wereParty members until 1968, Havel being the great exception. Mostimportant, however, these people continue to value human rights.Many were themselves victims of purges and do not want to keeppurging today. "I do not protect Communists," said Petr Pithart, aformer dissident who became prime minister of the Czech landswhen Czechoslovakia still existed. "I protest against lists of anykind. Today it is Communists who are on the list. It could bewealthy people tomorrow, perhaps macrobiotics the day after, andthen certainly the Jews. The logic of lists is implacable."

    But the former opposition activists who support lustrace areamong its most vocal and influential backers. Men like Petr Ci-bulka, Vaclav Benda, Pavel Nauman, Interior Minister Jan Ruml,and Ruml's father, Jin, see support for lustrace as a natural out-growth of dissidence: anti-Communist then, anti-Communist now.But this doesn't quite explain their insistence on the files' perfec-tion, which also grows out of the deformities of dissident life itself.Vaclav Benda is a remarkable man with frizzy hair, a big paunch, along beard, and always a large crucifix around his neck. As a Cath-olic activist and a signer of Charter 77, he spent six years in jail

    under communism. He was the parliamentarian who introducedthe lustrace resolution, and when asked about the shades of grayinvolved in collaboration, Benda is merciless. I went to see him inhis crowded, messy apartment, with six children underfoot. "Nomistake or error in the registry is possible," he said. "There is noevidence that there is anyone who is on the list without his knowl-edge."

    "When Benda was being interrogated," said Erazim Kohak, aprofessor at Charles University who knows him, "they threatenedhim and asked him to collaborate. He said, 'You're wasting yourtime. We have a commandment about bearing false witness.' He'sa fundamentalist and sees in black and white. That made him aman of great moral stature when the world was black and white.But he is ill equipped to deal with a situation that is not." Bendawas a world-class conspirator, but the skills of conspiracy—moralabsolutism, secrecy, mistrust of everyone outside the small circle ofplotters—are not the skills of democratic politics, which requiresflexibility and compromise.

    I met Vaclav Bendas all over eastern Europe, although theyseemed to be unusually prevalent in the Czech Republic. (I haven'tbeen to Romania, Europe's conspiracy capital.) In a small miningcity in Poland I met a former Solidarity activist named RyszardBrzuzy, who had been elected to the Senate after communism's fall.Under his living room rug Brzuzy kept documents accusing manyof his former Solidarity comrades of collaboration—the proof, hesaid, was that he had seen Solidarity senators talking to post-Com-munists in the Senate men's room. For further illustration he toldme a long story of how the Communists recruit spies. After a fewminutes it dawned on me that he was talking about Kim Philby.

    "That was decades ago," I said.

    He looked at me solemnly. "They never stop," he said.

    People like Brzuzy and Benda behaved admirably and sufferedgreatly under communism. But victims often fall into victimizationthemselves, whether they are abused children or Serbs who suf-fered Croat Ustashe fascism. Even dissidents cannot avoid absorb-ing the pathologies of the system that formed them, which purgedthe politically incorrect, published election results in advance, andlied about the annual snowfall. In the Stalinist years, socialism was

    scientifically perfect. There were no mistakes, only sabotage. Sincethe fifties the penalties have softened, but the concept of the singletruth has remained.

    My introduction to this problem came on an early visit toPrague. I was speaking with Marian Svejda, a friendly, open, andvery Westernized Czech filmmaker and dissident who spoke excel-lent English. "What would you think," I asked him during a con-versation about lustrace, "if a new American government declaredthe Vietnam War immoral and decided to prosecute all soldierswho had taken part?"

    He waved me away. "Ridiculous," he said.

    "I know it's ridiculous. But just for the sake of argument—"

    He interrupted me. "It's completely ridiculous. Who could pos-sibly think the Vietnam War was immoral? Everyone knows it'sthe moral duty of the United States to fight communism whereverin the world it is."

    I left marveling at the gulf between our two worlds. Svejda re-minded me of some of the people I had met in Latin America, onlythey happened to be Communist revolutionaries, fed up with theexcesses and injustices of capitalism. To them, communism wasparadise—never mind that eastern Europe didn't measure up; theywould do it differently when they came to power. They seemed asnaive about communism as Svejda did about America in Vietnam.Living on the extreme breeds myths about the Utopia on the otherside; the word "revolution," after all, implies circular motion.

    "My students are always asking for a list of true statements," aprofessor of sociology at Charles University told me. "They wantme to tell them which culture is better. They are uncomfortablewith thinking through problems on their own, or the idea of honestdisagreement." The old Czech grammar book used to give this ex-ample of a correct sentence: "Only socialism can guarantee thedevelopment of mankind." Now the example reads: "Only capital-ism can guarantee the development of mankind."

    Juraj Alner, a journalist at Ndrodna Obroda newspaper in Bra-tislava, had been a fierce advocate of lustrace. In 1990 he was ac-tive in an anti-Communist Slovak party and editor of the party'snewspaper. "We were very emphatic that all people who were ac-tive in communism should leave public life—factory directors,

    Party committees in the factories, local administrators," saidAlner. "The Communists had done the same purges after 1970,and we were angry. We would go into a factory and say, 'We arePeople Against Violence and we are lustrating this factory. Youmust leave.' Nobody knows how many people lost their jobs in thisway. There were no legal trials. This became a process of everyoneliquidating everyone else. We know in some cases people used it tokick out their competitors." This Cultural Revolution went on allover Slovakia. I had trouble picturing Alner, an elegant and gentleman, as a Red Guard. "It scared the hell out of me," he said.

    The Party had been all powerful and all intrusive. The StB waseverywhere. Many acts of seeming rebellion were really provoca-tions, designed to smoke out dissidents or provide police with anexcuse for repression. In 1969 Czechoslovakia beat the Soviethockey team. Frenzied demonstrators sacked the Aeroflot office inWenceslas Square—and the government used it as an excuse for acrackdown. It was almost certainly a provocation. An air oiprovo-kace hung over every unusual event. The surface explanation wasalways wrong.

    The conspiracy theories of today are a hangover from thoseyears. Over the course of my visits, what had been referred to as"the revolution" acquired another name: it was now called simply"November." There had been no revolution at all, Czechoslovaksconcluded. Nothing had changed.

    It was inevitable. For forty years Czechoslovaks had dreamed ofan end to communism. They had seen American and West Germanmovies; they knew what awaited them when the Communist statefell. In democracies people drove fast cars and bought their daugh-ters Barbie dolls. Surely when communism was chipped away capi-talism would emerge, gleaming. "We had the illusion the West wasperfect," said Jifina Siklova. "We never traveled abroad, but wesaw it all from the stories of tourists or exiles, who of course wrotehome only positive things. We were waiting for Christmas."

    They are still waiting. They do not blame their current moneytroubles on stupidity or incompetence, or the fact that economics isnot an exact science, or that the gap between good intentions andgood results is a large one. We need lustrace, Benda told me, be-cause former agents were delaying economic reform. If there is in-

    flation, it is because the StB is secretly printing money. If a factoryis slow to retool, the old nomenklatura is holding it back. It is theopposite of the fatalism of Latin America, where people tend tobelieve that no one has any control over anything—it's all fate, sokick back and enjoy. In eastern Europe, failure cannot be free mar-ket, only centrally planned. People grew accustomed under com-munism to ignoring economic trade-offs: the cost of subsidizinginefficient steel mills and mines is a major cause of hyperinflation,but people prefer to blame inflation on some evil puppetmaster."It's not Christmas," said Jirina Siklova, "and we want to knowwho gets the blame for it. Before, the guilty were the bourgeois, theimperialists, the CIA. Now we need new guilty people. The respon-sibility is always someone else's. We want to know: Who is thedevil?"

    The November 17 Commission finally reported at the end of1991 that all the elaborate rumors of conspiracy were false; thestudent demonstrations had been genuine, planned by neitherthe StB nor the KGB. Many, if not most, Czechoslovaks thoughtthe commission's conclusion told you little about November 17and a lot about the commission. "That is a fairy tale for children,"sniffed Petr Cibulka. "Ruml has long been suspected of collabora-tion with the KGB."

    Pavel Nauman showed me a letter he had written to Cibulka."When we were in jail, people were dividing power among them-selves," he wrote. "We both agree the whole Velvet Revolutionwas a scripted piece of absurd theater."

    The focus of many of the conspiracy theories I heard was some-thing called Malta. For forty-five years Czechoslovaks' lives hadbeen deformed by the Yalta agreement, in which Churchill, Stalin,and Roosevelt had divided Europe. Now, it seemed, the next forty-five were destined to be ruled by the Malta agreement. Malta wasthe site of a December 1989 summit meeting between MikhailGorbachev and George Bush. What the world did not know aboutMalta, but about half the Czechs I interviewed seemed to know, isthat Gorbachev there had promised Bush that he would topplecommunism if the Communists were given their nations' wealth

    and therefore retained power in its new currency. "I quit the politi-cal commission of the Confederation of Political Prisoners,"George Mesicki told me, "because Malta makes politics useless."And notice that the two places rhyme? I walked out of one inter-view shaking my head and marveling to Andrea, the worldliest ofmy translators. "I think they have a point," she said. "I talked tosomeone who knew the exact date of the revolution long in ad-vance."

    On my early trips I frequently heard the accusation that theWestern and Czechoslovak human rights activists who criticizedlustrace were unwitting tools of the Communists. By 1993 the fun-damentalists' charge had become more serious: these people wereCommunists in disguise.

    This was not an unusual statement for Czechoslovak politicaldiscourse; since there is only one right answer, debates often skipsubstantive argument and instead center on the opponent's sinistermotives. Critical articles in the newspaper are considered not thefree expression of an opposing opinion but disinformation. WhenAndrea called Petr Cibulka to ask for an appointment to talk aboutlustrace, Cibulka's response was "Is she a Communist?" From Ci-bulka, a dangerous ranter, this was not unexpected. But she wasstartled to get the same response from the Interior Ministry pressoffice. "She's not a Communist," Andrea snapped. "But she's aJew. Is that a problem?" Anyone who still wanted to bring up thebothersome subject of lustrace must certainly be a Communist.

    "It's the same as with denazification," Cibulka told me. "Thedemocrats were for it and the Nazis against. The democrats are fordebolshevization and the Communists against. These left-wing in-tellectuals from the United States, they know what they're doing.They know whom they want to protect and whom they want tofight against. When they talk about human rights, they mean thehuman rights of Communists. I have never met a single Americanintellectual who is in favor of communism's victims."

    "A lot of them defended the human rights of communism's vic-tims," I said.

    He smiled bitterly. "No one fought for me," he said.

    The net was widening, capturing first the former Communists,

    now the people who defend their rights. "The Communist crimi-nals here are free because Havel sympathizes with them and pro-tects them," Cibulka said. "He's heavily compromised.

    "Our paper has already published two documents about his co-operation with the StB," Cibulka said. "And in neither case didHavel sue us to challenge what we published. This is a very smallpart of what exists on him. Most of the material on his collabora-tion is very well hidden." I read Cibulka's articles. One was aboutCaptain Cinka's home visit. It contains the revelation that Havelvolunteered to Cinka that he had gone to Munich to visit his uncle.The other was a report from Havel's prison guard, stating thatHavel had made "truthful statements" about his relationships withother prisoners. Havel had made the idea "We are all guilty" partof his standard discourse on totalitarianism. Cibulka, it seemed,took him at his word.

    Prime Minister Klaus, the free-market poster child, was compro-mised as well. The evidence? He had rammed through the transi-tion to a market economy so fast that he had let Communists buyall the companies. "That was dirty money," Cibulka said. "Whatthe Communists used to have through police terror they now havethrough money—and I mean billions." I wonder what Cibulkawould have said had Klaus been a foot-dragger on reform.

    But why stop there? Lustrace, which addressed only politicalpower, diverted attention from the Communists' economic boom.In fact, it might have driven the Communists out of politics intoprivate business. Perhaps lustrace was an StB plot as well? Perhapsits supporters, like Cibulka, were really Communists?

    Actually, if Cibulka wanted what advocates of lustrace say theywant—to keep the Communists from sabotaging reform—then let-ting them become rich capitalists seemed an excellent strategy.Since under communism anyone who had money or power wascorrupt, it is natural to continue to assume anyone with money is athief. To be sure, many are thieves. But so what? The nomen-klatura-tumed-biznesmeny with their Italian suits and cellularphones have no desire to block privatization. They love privatiza-tion! Russia's big mistake was not letting every single troglodytemanager of a Stalinist tractor factory buy his own Mercedes dealer-ship. What reform needed was more dirty money—the better the

    old Commies did, the more they liked reform. Those people tryingto drive the Communists and their dirty money out of business—weren't they really sabotaging reform? Cibulka was probably anStB agent! Or—why not KGB?

    Downing conspiracies neat can get one very drunk very fast, andCibulka seemed to have been crashing into walls for years. Buteven the most Westernized Czechoslovaks sipped at this brew. Ispoke to my sophisticated Slovak friend Katarina Mathernovaright after The New York Times Magazine had run an article byeastern Europe correspondent Stephen Engelberg pointing out thehuman rights problems involved in lustrace.

    "Tell me about Engelberg," Mathernova said, taking me aside ata party. "Who is he working for?"

    I didn't understand the question. "The New York Times," I re-plied.

    She shook her head. "No, I mean, who is he really working for?"It took me a few seconds to get her point; I told her I didn't think hewas working for the secret police.

    Of all lustrace's fault lines, the most curious was age. Youngpeople I met in the Czech Republic are fiercely pro-lustrace andfiercely right wing, more so than youths in other countries I trav-eled in and much more so than their parents. Perhaps one reason isthat older Czechoslovaks grew up with the relative tolerance of thePrague Spring, while their children knew only the Stalinist winterthat followed.

    For many young people, the Prague Spring—the shining momentof their parents' lives—was nothing but a factional fight betweentwo groups of Communists. Why should Dubcek be unworthy torun the Forest Service? I asked Jan Mahacek, a young reporter forRespekt magazine.

    "Dubcek was a Communist," he snapped.

    So was almost everyone in the sixties. The world spun at a left-ward tilt in that decade, and many believed in the social goals thatcommunism professed to hold dear. Even those who wantedchange worked for it through the Party; there was simply no alter-native. The Party had room for dissidents and offered them theheady possibility of redesigning communism and Czechoslovakia
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    from within. When this opening snapped shut in 1968, the dissent-ers left the Party. But young people today speak of the Dubceksand Zukals as if they were genuine scoundrels.

    'They were worse than the Nazis," argued Vaclav Bartuska.Well, no, they weren't. One can argue that Stalin was, but certainlynot the Communists Bartuska knew in his twenty-something yearsof life. He had not known starvation, deportation, genocide, or thegulag. His government had crushed his spirit (although he seemedquite spirited to me) and bored him to tears. But that is not Ausch-witz.

    "We are not like them!" cried the people of the Velvet Revolu-tion, the revolution of the students and actors, so quick, so blood-less, so gentle. In fact, the very speed of the Velvet Revolution hadrubbed its velvet away. In Poland nearly half the adult populationhad participated in the heady years of protest with Solidarity.Czechoslovaks had had no such outlet for their anger. They hadkept it bottled up, and it could spill out only after 1989. The fall ofcommunism, as well, was a process in Poland; talks between thegovernment and Solidarity set the rules for the transfer of power.Future anti-Communist leaders spent weeks locked in a room, faceto face with Communists, hammering out compromises. Theystopped seeing each other as devils and began to see each other ashuman beings. The Czechoslovaks never had that opportunity.

    Because of Solidarity, Poles had been watching their dissidentsfor a decade; they knew the faces they could trust. In Czechoslova-kia, a dizzying array of politicians burst into the headlines over-night. A long jail term was probably proof of moral behavior, butfew politicians had been active enough dissidents to have achievedthat mark of distinction. People needed some way to check whatwas behind the new faces. All these factors paved the way to lus-trace.

    The three nations with lustrace laws—the Czech Republic, Ger-many, and Bulgaria (Bulgaria's applied only to academia, but abroadening was possible)—shared a Stalinist secret police and anabrupt transition of power. They shared something else, as well:little dissent. People in these nations were the most obedient Com-munists. It was easy for people to justify their passivity when com-
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    munism seemed a Thousand-Year Reich. But in 1989 communismcollapsed without even a whimper, in days, after some studentsraised their voices in Wenceslas Square. The curtain pulled back,and people suddenly realized that their fearsome leaders wereshriveled old men and their dreaded secret police a bureaucracy ofclock-punching drones.

    Today, the Czechoslovaks who went along do not want to bereminded of their passivity. Politicians boast of having "no politi-cal past," as if those who fought communism should be asashamed as those who practiced it. It was those with no politicalpast, the gray people, who kept the regime alive. They admireHavel, but he makes them feel guilty, and when he, who nevercollaborated, says "We all collaborated," they feel guiltier still. Itassuages their guilt to think that in fact the secret police's periscopewas all-seeing and its brain incapable of error, the Chartists weresecret collaborators, and the students in Wenceslas Square were inthe employ of the StB.

    After World War II, it was those who had collaborated with theNazis who advocated the harshest treatment of Germans. Todaythere are also those who hope that a roar now can make up foryears of silence. There were only a few thousand active anti-Com-munists in Czechoslovakia before 1989. Today there are millions.

    The people of Czechoslovakia, as in the rest of the Soviet Bloc,spent decades idealizing their post-Communist future. They arenow realizing, with growing bitterness, that not everything re-volves with revolution. They expected the end of communismwould also mean the end of the old hardships, the old power struc-ture, the old ways of doing business. They now feel cruelly de-frauded. Lustrace is one response—a response showing that themost difficult thing for transformation to transform is the old wayof thinking. "We are not like them!" cried the people of the VelvetRevolution—the crudest lie, crueler still for being their own.

    Part Two

    POLAND

    Eleven years have not changed the face. It is a hollow face, chinthrust upward, hair thinning, a face without expression—as it wason that day. "Citizens and Lady Citizens of the Polish People'sRepublic! I turn to you as a soldier and chief of government! Ourmotherland is on the verge of an abyss!" It was 6 a.m. on Sunday,December 13, 1981. For those Poles who were not early risers, thespeech was rebroadcast until midafternoon on television andradio, alternating with films of a lone pianist playing Chopin andpatriotic songs. For twenty-two minutes and fifty-three seconds heread his script, his voice flat. At midnight, six hours before his talk,tanks had rumbled through the streets and forests, and the leadersof what had been the most sweeping democratic movement in Pol-ish history—perhaps in all of history—had been taken to jail.These activists, read the man in uniform, were guilty of "growingaggressivity and an attempt to dismantle the state. How long willour outstretched hand be met with the fist?" The Polish army, to-gether with the newly formed Military Council of National Salva-tion, would henceforth and for the foreseeable future rule a Polandunder martial law.

    That was eleven years ago; the attempt to dismantle the state hassince succeeded. Now he sits stiffly, his face impenetrable, takingoff his clear glasses and putting on the menacing dark ones that theworld came to know as his symbol, taking off the dark glasses and

    putting on clear ones, twisting a piece of paper into a rope, twist-ing, twisting. He is not in uniform but in a dark gray jacket. He isin a hearing room with white curtains blowing in the wind andmen sitting at long tables lined with microphones. It is a room inthe Sejm, the House of Representatives, a body that for forty-fiveyears was paid to be agreeable but one that now treats him verydisagreeably indeed. The men are members of the Committee onConstitutional Responsibility, and they are trying to probe behindthe dark glasses and expressionless face into Wojciech Jaruzelski'smind, which is on trial here. The Prague Spring brought socialismwith a human face. In the words of writer and Solidarity adviserAdam Michnik—for years Jaruzelski's prisoner, now his friend—Solidarity was the culmination of communism with its teethknocked out. And Jaruzelski's 1981 speech opened the season ofsocialism with no face at all.

    The path to Jaruzelski's hearings—the equivalent of impeach-ment, leading to trial—began when the Confederation for an Inde-pendent Poland—KPN in the Polish acronym—introduced animpeachment resolution in the Sejm on the tenth anniversary ofmartial law. Fifty votes were needed to pass; it received fifty-one.So the Committee on Constitutional Responsibility began its hear-ings against Jaruzelski, several of his ministers, and the members ofhis Council of State.

    The original charges were technicalities surrounding martiallaw's introduction. But as the author of the resolution the KPNwas allowed to amend the charges at will, and it did just that. Rightbefore the hearings the KPN added a charge that Jaruzelski and hiscounselors had violated Article 246 of the criminal code: abuse ofpower. Because Article 246 contains the accusation of corruption,the charge brought the committee public ridicule—whatever elseone may think about Jaruzelski, corrupt he is not. He is a notoriouspuritan, a man who breakfasts each day on cottage cheese andhoney, who gave up his presidential pension in favor of a general'sat 30 percent less. He was perhaps the only man in Poland who wasa Communist because he believed in communism.

    So the KPN rewrote the charges again. The corruption chargewas pushed to secondary importance for Jaruzelski and his minis-ters and dropped for the members of the Council of State. In its

    place the KPN proposed a new charge: violating Article 123 of thePolish Criminal Code: treason.

    The charge was raised in an appallingly offhand manner. Thecommittee took a recess to discuss dropping the corruption charge,and when it resumed, the chairman, Edward Rzepka, had an an-nouncement. 'The authors are thinking about adding the charge oftreason," he said. In Poland one gets a bullet in the head for trea-son. The defense was outraged. "My client has the right to know ifhe is charged with a capital crime or not," sputtered Jaruzelski'sdefense lawyer. No, said Rzepka, we will continue the questioningnow and sort out the charges later.

    The committee's groping was a farce, but at bottom it was wres-tling with exactly the issue Poland most needed to deal with. Polishmartial law was the East Bloc's most recent wound. It had snuffedout an unprecedented grassroots democratic movement that hadwon friends from Margaret Thatcher to the Trotskyists of theFourth International. Martial law was also the only time Polishcommunism turned repressive enough to resemble its neighbors.Poles—chaotic, romantic, stubborn, and indulgent—had neverbeen very good at communism; they had never succeeded in collec-tivizing agriculture or silencing the Church. Stalin had comparedPolish communism to saddling a cow. Finally, martial law was stillveiled with mystery. Poland needed a serious investigation of mar-tial law.

    And with the treason charge, the committee, throwing darts atrandom, had hit a bull's-eye. The trial was clearly a political trialstuffed into the framework of a constitutional hearing. Legal prob-lems bulged out all over. But as a political inquest, it was the rightone. Sovereignty was the central issue of the history of Poland, acountry perhaps second only to Israel in its unfortunate choice oflocation, which for many periods of its history had existed only asan underground conspiracy and had known only twenty years oftrue independence between 1795 and 1989. Treason was the cen-tral crime the Communists had committed in Poland—subjugatingthe country to a system designed by an imperialist neighbor for itsown convenience. And it was the central point of the questionabout Jaruzelski, and of his defense.

    Jaruzelski's defense was this: since the rise of Solidarity he had

    been listening to an ominous and swelling drumbeat from Mos-cow. "We will not sit by and let a fraternal socialist country beharmed" he had heard over and over, the phrase that had heraldedthe Soviet invasions of Hungary in 1956, Czechoslovakia in 1968,and Afghanistan in 1979. Poland was the most important nation inthe Warsaw Pact, the Russians' pipeline to Germany and the fieldthrough which invaders from Gustavus II to Napoleon to KaiserWilhelm II to Hitler had reached Russia. Ronald Reagan had justbecome president of the United States. The Cold War was at itsheight. Moscow could not sit quietly by while Solidarity took overits most important ally. The Soviets had begun to strangle the Pol-ish economy and as the winter of 1981 set in were threatening tocut off Poland's heating oil. Several times in 1980 and 1981 therewere Warsaw Pact tanks at the Polish border, Soviet flyovers ofPolish airspace, hospital tents erected for casualties. Unlike theCzechoslovaks in 1968, the Poles, a people with a talent for hope-less uprisings, would have fought back. Martial law—at a cost ofabout a hundred lives and repression moderate by East Bloc stan-dards—kept out a foreign invasion that at best would have madePoland a Soviet barracks and at worst would have drowned thecountry in blood. Now, brothers, let us talk about Poland's inde-pendence and sovereignty.

    To evaluate this defense the committee needed to answer not thequestion of Moscow's intentions but the question of what Jaruzel-ski had believed those intentions to be. The maneuverings in themonths before martial law had had the character of a giant pokergame, with all the players—Ronald Reagan, Leonid Brezhnev,Wojciech Jaruzelski, and Lech Walesa—bidding up and bluffingthe others. But the final showdown had been between Brezhnevand Jaruzelski. Jaruzelski knew an invasion would have a terriblepolitical cost for Moscow. The Soviet army was already pinneddown in Afghanistan. An invasion would cost Moscow the supportof the western European peace movement and end ongoing nucleararms limitation talks, both of which the Soviets desperatelyneeded. But Jaruzelski did not call Brezhnev's bluff. "Maybe thethreat was real and maybe it wasn't," Jaruzelski told me elevenyears later. "But we had to assume the greatest danger. This wastoo important a problem to be solved through trial and error."

    Perhaps an ordinary Pole would have come to Jaruzelski's deci-sion; perhaps not. But Jaruzelski's view of Moscow was darkenedby the lens of his history. Since 1939 his fear of and loyalty toMoscow had dominated his life. These two emotions, seeminglyconflicting, instead had worked to strengthen each other. Jaruzel-ski's whole life had been a series of events that should have beencontradictory, and yet—contradictorily—were not. A committedCommunist, he grew up the child of a wealthy landowning family.A confirmed atheist, he was educated by priests. A servant of Mos-cow, he was raised on the rhetoric of right-wing Polish national-ism. He was one of the Polish generals considered most loyal toStalin, yet during World War II Stalin interned his family in Si-beria, where his mother and sister nearly starved to death and hisfather died. The stiff posture is the result of back injury from cut-ting wood and carrying 200-pound sacks of flour during forcedlabor. The dark glasses are a sign not of force but of frailty: hewears them because his eyelids cracked from squinting in the cease-less glare of mountain snow in the eight-month Siberian winter.Despite these experiences—because of these experiences—when heleft the Soviet Union, he was able to see only one kind of light.

    When Wojciech Jaruzelski was growing up on his family's plan-tation in eastern Poland, local peasants—barefoot in the summer,carrying their shoes to keep them clean—would bow to his family'shorse-drawn carriage as it rumbled past on the road to SundayMass. At church the Jaruzelskis had a pew of their own, elevatedabove the pews of the common folk.

    For years Jaruzelski had kept silent about his early life. "Thetime is not yet right," he had said when asked. Communists weresupposed to be the children of workers and peasants; they were notsupposed to have comfortable and sheltered childhoods like Jaru-zelski had in Trzeciny, a village on the river Brok. Only with com-munism's fall has Jaruzelski felt free to talk about his youth, whichhe has done at some length in his memoir published in France, LesCb dines et le Refuge (The Chains and the Refuge), and in conversa-tions with interviewers, including me. The Communists viewedJaruzelski's internment in the Soviet Union as an even more seriouslapse. It was never mentioned, even in whispers. How could it be?

    The system was all-benevolent. To have suffered at Moscow'shands was unpardonable to the Soviets.

    But Jaruzelski pardoned them. His youth, shared by millions ofPoles, was not unique. By the standards of the generation of thedamned growing up in central and eastern Europe in the mid-twentieth century, it was not even particularly harsh. What wasremarkable was that an inmate of the Nazi concentration camp orStalinist gulag would emerge to embrace the ideology that ruledthese prisons, to embrace even his own jailers. And more remark-able still, that he would rise to become a warden himself.

    Jaruzelski's childhood was privileged but lonely. He has nomemory of playmates his own age; his sister, Teresa, was five yearsyounger, and the neighboring landowners' children were all older.Playing with the children of the plantation's peasants was awk-ward, as their parents always called him "little sir." Once youngWojciech wandered over to their huts behind the manor, wherefour families lived together in one room. The poverty and crowdedconditions so horrified him that he never went back. In the 1930sthere were still no electricity and few cars.

    He had a tutor from age seven, but it was his mother who guidedhis education. The two would read together at night by the light ofan oil lamp—poems, novels, and books about heroes who hadfought for Poland's independence. Young Wojciech's favoritebook was the story of a young boy who fought with Napoleon.

    Jaruzelski's family had long been part of Poland's aristocracy.The family's coat of arms, the heron, was already seen in 1224, andthe name dates from the fourteenth century, originating in the areaknown as Jaruzele ("ski" as a name ending originally meant"owner of"). The borders shifted so often that a resident couldchange nationality several times in a lifetime without leavinghome; the Jaruzelskis, profoundly Polish, passed long stretches oftime under the rule of Lithuania, Prussia, and, for centuries,Russia. "I was raised in an atmosphere of deep hostility to the Rus-sians," Jaruzelski wrote. "In my childhood imagination, Rus-sians—especially the Bolsheviks—embodied all possible evils."The last time the Jaruzelskis' land was solidly in Poland was 1795.For the next dozen years, and then from 1874 until 1918, Poland

    did not exist anywhere except in the Polish mind. The Jaruzelskisshared most Poles' animosity toward Russia, which occupied east-ern Poland throughout the 1800s and until World War I. In 1863Jaruzelski's grandfather, also named Wojciech, participated in arebellion against the Russians and was sent to Siberia with two ofhis brothers. The Russians fined rebel families and expropriatedtheir land, and Wojciech Jaruzelski the elder returned eight yearslater to much-diminished wealth.

    His son Wladyslaw, Jaruzelski's father, fled the Russian armydraft but in 1920 enlisted in the Polish army, which was at warwith the brand-new Soviet Union. In 1919 the Polish and Sovietarmies were moving into territory the Germans had abandonedafter their World War I defeat. Mutual suspicion ran high. Leninsaw Poland as a bridge to Germany and the rest of Europe. ThePoles were wary of Lenin's imperialism. While the Red Army wasstill fighting the czar's forces, the Poles invaded eastward and aformal war began. After months of comic-opera invasions, coun-terinvasions, duplicitous diplomacy, and a dizzying array of moodswings on the part of western European governments, it ended in1920 with Lenin suing for peace—the Red Army's only defeat untilAfghanistan. Poland won back parts of the Ukraine and Byelo-russia, including Jaruzelski's family's land. His maternal grandfa-ther narrowly escaped hanging.

    When his father returned from the war, he began to work as themanager of a plantation in Kurow, and on July 6, 1923, Wojciechwas born. When he was very young the family moved to hismother's parents' plantation, in Trzeciny, fifteen kilometers away.There Jaruzelski lived until 1933.

    In the fall of 1933 he entered the School of the Marianist Broth-ers in Warsaw. Most of the teachers were priests, and many of thestudents hoped to study for the priesthood. Politically, the Marian-ists preached a conservative Polish nationalism. Priests sometimesorganized meetings for the boys with the leaders of Poland's right-wing parties. When the Spanish Civil War broke out, students av-idly followed the careers of Francisco Franco's soldiers and studiedtheir battles.

    Jaruzelski was a good student. He passed his final exams in June

    1939 and took the train back to Trzeciny. Less than three monthslater, on September 1, 1939, Adolf Hitler invaded Poland and theSecond World War began.

    For nine days the Jaruzelski family watched parades of retreat-ing soldiers pass before their windows and listened to rumors ofthe Germans' approach. Then they left Trzeciny in four horse-drawn carriages, accompanied by a few servants. "We were per-suaded the war would be short, and we took little baggage,"Jaruzelski wrote. "We buried on the grounds the silver, porcelain,and crystal dishes." The war would destroy the house completely;Jaruzelski never returned to Trzeciny.

    The Jaruzelskis joined a long wagon train of their neighbors flee-ing east. They spent the daylight hours hiding from bombers in theforests, moving only at night. On September 17 they stopped torest at a plantation. The owners told them to make themselves wel-come but they themselves would be leaving that very day; the RedArmy had invaded Poland at dawn.

    The Soviets invaded on the pretext of protecting Ukrainians andByelorussians in Poland. In reality, Stalin aimed to recapture terri-tory lost in the 1920 war. The Hitler-Stalin pact signed the monthbefore had contained a secret protocol on the division of Poland; inreturn for participating in Poland's destruction, Stalin would getthe Baltics and eastern Poland.

    The Jaruzelskis rested for a few hours and then set out to retracetheir route and return home. This time they had to worry about notjust German bombers but Byelorussian locals who had welcomedthe Soviet invasion. As the Soviets closed in, the family decided itsonly escape was north to Lithuania. They crossed the Lithuanianborder on the night of September 22.

    They stayed with a Polish family in Lithuania, repaying theirkindness with work. Wojciech labored in the fields and stables, hissister baby-sat, his mother helped in the house, and his fatherworked on the farm and in the dairy. The family passed two win-ters there. But this calm was not to last. On June 15, 1941, theSoviets invaded Lithuania. Suddenly the streets were filled withthousands of Russian soldiers in long gray coats with long guns. "Ifelt the sensation of a terrible, strange, hostile force," Jaruzelskiwrote.

    Soon after, the Jaruzelskis were arrested as wealthy landownersconsidered a "socially dangerous element." Soldiers shoved thefamily into a truck bound for the railway station, where they sepa-rated Jaruzelski's father from them and pushed him into a traincar; he barely had time to say good-bye. Wojciech huddled with hismother and sister for a day and a half in the station, watching carspull out. He saw his father's car detached from the convoy, and hedespaired of ever seeing him again.

    Jaruzelski, his mother, and his sister were put into a cargo trainand for the next month traveled east through city after city: Jaro-slav, Vologda, Kirov, Sverdlovsk in the Ural Mountains, Omsk,Novosibirsk, Barnaul. They saw long caravans of camels comingfrom Mongolia, dense forests, and clear lakes. To Jaruzelski theterrain seemed beautiful and savage. His mother remarked that thetrain was probably following the same route Wojciech's grandfa-ther had taken to his exile in Siberia seventy-eight years before.Jaruzelski passed the time studying Russian.

    In the city of Biysk, in the Altai Mountains of southern Siberia,near the Mongolian border, the train tracks curved upward andstopped. The family was loaded into horse-drawn carriages toclimb into the mountains to Turochak, three hundred kilometersto the east. His mother suffered from rheumatism and was para-lyzed by the rains. The winding mountain road ran along a terrify-ing precipice. Finally they arrived at a small village on the bank ofthe Biya River, a few dozen houses in the woods. There were noradio, no newspapers, no communication with the outside world.The snow came up to Jaruzelski's waist and dazzled his eyes foreight months a year, with no clouds to break the glare. Mountainclimbers use black glasses in such snow. The constant squintingcracked Jaruzelski's eyelids; fifty years later he still cannot standlight.

    The collapse of communism has finally permitted scholars towrite the terrible story of the roughly 2 million Poles deported tothe Soviet Union. Hundreds of thousands of Poles had been ar-rested, many of them soldiers who had fought the Soviet invasion.Others were professionals or government employees and thereforeconsidered class enemies. But the vast majority of the deporteeshad simply committed the crime of living in eastern Poland, terri-

    tory Stalin wanted; this was early ethnic cleansing. The Poles weresent to forced labor camps in Siberia, Russia, and Kazakhstan. Atleast half died in the first year of their deportation. The campsmake up a Gulag Archipelago with Polish names. One Pole workedin a mine for seven years and in that time saw the sky only twice. InKolyma, in the Siberian north, in a winter temperature of fortydegrees below zero, prisoners stayed in huge tents heated only by asmall stove at the center, held up by what they thought at first to bepillars; the pillars turned out to be frozen stacks of bodies.

    Jaruzelski went to work cutting wood. He injured his back andeven today can bend at the waist only with great pain. In January1942 a letter from a friend in Biysk brought miraculous news—Wladyslaw Jaruzelski was alive and in the city. He had been re-leased from the Number 7 Labor Camp in the Krasnoyarsk region,northeast of the Altai. Knowing that most of the trains from Lith-uania had made their way to the Altai, he had gone to Biysk to findhis family. Wojciech and his family set out clandestinely on theweeklong trip to meet his father in Biysk.

    The family was reunited, but life in Biysk was not much easierthan in Turochak. Jaruzelski went back to work in the forest,walking four miles each morning to his job cutting wood for theBiysk hospital furnace. His father got a job as a fisherman's assist-ant and sometimes was able to bring home fish for the family. Itbarely kept them from starving. They lived on small bits of bread,the occasional donated potato, and a gruel made from soya root,normally used as cattle feed. In early spring Wladyslaw Jaruzelskifell ill with dysentery. The hospital had no medicine. He died onJune 4, 1942. Wojciech stole planks for a coffin from a fish-pro-cessing plant and persuaded a local artisan to carve a Catholiccross. To replace the chariot traditional at a Polish funeral, Woj-ciech lay the coffin on a child's wagon that he pulled himself. Manyyears later Jaruzelski learned that Mikhail Gorbachev had ordereda tomb to be built for his father in Biysk.

    In February 1943 local Soviet officials ordered the roughly twothousand Poles in Biysk to take out Soviet identity papers on thepretext that the Poles had come from territories the Soviets hadannexed in 1939. Jaruzelski refused and, with thirty other Poles,spent three weeks in jail. There he had what he considers today a

    transforming experience: one of the common prisoners sharing hiscell stole his most precious possession, his fur hat. "For the firsttime in my life, I discovered violence, blind and gratuitous, the ruleof the strongest," he wrote. After being starved, deported, en-slaved, separated from his family, invaded, and persecuted forthree and a half years, it was the theft of a hat, Jaruzelski says, thatgave him his first exposure to the law of the jungle.

    After three weeks in jail Jaruzelski and his compatriots gave inand accepted provisional Soviet papers. Their new status meantthat if they missed work or arrived late they could be arrested forsabotage or treason. Jaruzelski was assigned to a bakery, where hecarried on his back sacks of flour weighing up to 220 pounds—double his own weight, despite near paralysis from the back injuryof his woodcutting days.

    Yet he wanted above all to fight. When his father was awaitingthe family in Biysk, he had sent Wojciech a telegram, written inambiguous language for the benefit of the NKVD (the KGB's fore-runner), directing him to use all speed in joining General Wlady-slaw Anders's army. Anders was forming an army for the Polishgovernment-in-exile in London, trying to collect Poles from vari-ous points of the diaspora. But Stalin barred the Poles in the Altaifrom joining Anders. Instead, the Union of Polish Patriots—thePolish branch of the Soviet Communist Party—organized a Polisharmy in the USSR. It was led by General Zygmunt Berling, a Polishofficer. On July 19, the War Command called up Jaruzelski. Sincehis father's death he had been the sole support of his mother andsister, and he worried about their future without him. But he knewhe had to fight. He boarded a freight train stuffed with Poles—hewas one of the youngest—for the two-week trip to the Ryazan offi-cer training school 150 kilometers southeast of Moscow. "Thatvoyage," he wrote, "gave us for the first time the sensation of beingfree men." So Wojciech Jaruzelski, age twenty, joined GeneralBerling's People's Army rather than General Anders's Home Army.In that moment the compass guiding his life swung from west toeast; it would never again waver.

    Jaruzelski was in the second class at Ryazan's officers' school,headquartered in a massive, white, columned building on LeninSquare. The new recruits took entrance exams on such questions as

    the value of pi and the interpretation of Cicero. Jaruzelski, who didnot wish to Declassified as a kulak, wrote down his father's profes-sion as "farm administrator" rather than landowner, which wastechnically true as the farm belonged to his grandparents. The offi-cers' training course, which normally during the war took threemonths and in the late 1980s took three years, was crammed intoten weeks. Training began at 6 a.m. and lasted till late at night withno rest breaks, and sometimes included long night marches as well.The soldiers were always cold and hungry. They stayed alive bystealing potatoes from nearby farms and cooking them in the dor-mitory furnaces. Women, as well as men, trained at Ryazan, andtheir physical regime was only slightly less punishing.

    Jaruzelski loved Ryazan. "I was born again; I chose definitivelythe route of my existence," he wrote. He meant not communism—it was too early for that—but soldiering. "I believe I have kept acertain rigidity, a special posture, that was inculcated in me, with-out doubt, on Lenin Square in Ryazan."

    Most of these Red Army officers serving with the Poles were infact Polish-born, but the gulf between them and the Poles wasenormous. Some spoke no Polish. They were better Soviets thanthe Soviets. Konstantin Rokossovsky had been born in Poland buthad moved to the Soviet Union with his family as a small boy. Hewas a veteran of Moscow's Lubyanka prison and the Siberiancamps and had been tortured by the NKVD. He rose to become aSoviet marshal, one of Stalin's top generals. Among the impressivenumber of atrocities that Rokossovsky presided over were showtrials of supposed spies and traitors. "It is a painful question, andfor me, totally incomprehensible," Jaruzelski wrote of Rokos-sovsky. "How can you explain that a man who was a victim ofStalinist terror gave his approval to the execution of men when theonly proof of their guilt was a confession extracted under torture?He knew well how such 'proofs' were obtained."

    In December 1943 Jaruzelski graduated and took his first com-mand. He was presented with the Eighth Company's Third Pla-toon, and with horror realized that his soldiers were women. Hewas twenty years old and had gone to Siberia straight from anall-male religious school. Too embarrassed even to give com-

    mands, after a few days he asked for a new assignment and re-ceived the more conventional First Platoon.

    The next month the regiment began to move west to the front.One of his first billets was in Smolensk, in the house of a store-keeper who spent most of his time making samogon—home-brewvodka. Among the many lifelong lessons the Soviet Union taughtJaruzelski was a horror of liquor. The Soviet soldiers drank hero-ically, and Jaruzelski saw alcohol ravage them. He watched theexecution of a Soviet officer for beating a young soldier whiledrunk.

    On August 1, 1944, the Home Army, massing its 150,000 un-derground fighters, their guns hidden in Warsaw's cellars and at-tics, attacked Warsaw's Nazi occupiers. World War IPs singlelargest act of resistance, the Warsaw Uprising, had begun. A RedArmy division had crossed the Vistula River forty miles south ofWarsaw and set up a bridgehead on the Vistula's left bank.

    On September 14 the Soviets captured the southern part ofPraga, a Warsaw district on the right bank, across the river fromgreater Warsaw. And there they sat. They sat a mile from the centerof Warsaw, watching the city's destruction, and did nothing.

    General Berling's Polish troops sat with them. Many were fromWarsaw and cried as they saw their own neighborhoods in flames.Berling persuaded his masters to allow the Polish First Division—Jaruzelski's unit—to try to cross the Vistula. But the German as-sault was too heavy. The soldiers turned instead to helping as manyof the insurgents as possible cross to the right bank. Under heavyfire, Jaruzelski and his comrades rowed across the river to pick upinsurgents and bring them back. He was lightly wounded, andmany soldiers died. These Polish efforts received no support fromthe Red Army.

    For weeks Jaruzelski sat in impotence, watching the city burn,unable to purge the smell of cadavers and ashes from his uniform.He would later learn that his best friend from the Marianist schoolhad been killed a few hundred meters away.

    The Soviet army sat looking on passively for sixty-three days.On October 2 the Warsaw Uprising ended. A quarter-million Poles

    were dead. The Nazis deported most of the survivors and demol-ished what remained of the city; about a tenth of the city's build-ings were left standing after the war. Of a prewar population of 1.3million, only half a million people in Warsaw survived the war.

    I had interviewed many generals in Latin America. With the ex-ception of a handful, they were not very complex people. Theyconsidered all leftist ideas part of a cancer that needed to be eradi-cated if God, home, and family were to survive. Many openly de-fended torture and forced disappearances, and some even said thatCommunists had no souls and therefore were not human beings, sokilling them was no crime. They wore ignorance like one of theirstars. They had no idea, or perhaps didn't care, how they soundedto the public, and if they ever tried to dress up their thinking tomake it more palatable to mainstream tastes, it escaped me.

    From a casual acquaintance with news from Poland over theyears, I expected Jaruzelski to be a left-wing version of these La-tins. This would have been true of Nicolae Ceau§escu or Erich Ho-necker, but it was not the Jaruzelski I saw. He is an intelligent,courteous, sophisticated man. He lives in a small, dark, book-linedwood house in Warsaw's middle-class Mokotow district. Only thepresence of an armed guard distinguishes his house from that ofany other member of the Polish intelligentsia. His study is filledwith books about art and history and portraits of his wife anddaughter.

    During our first interview he spoke of subjects filled with pas-sion, drama, and the sweep of history. Yet my overwhelming im-pression was of a man who wasn't there. His face and mannerismsreveal no emotion, even when he wears his light-colored glasses.Like other former Communist officials, he likes to lecture and givelong speeches, and a simple question can elicit a twenty-minuteanswer covering many subjects not of mutual interest. It was oddto sit with him and listen to him talk of contemplating suicidebefore calling martial law—odd because it left me cold. I walkedout of his house with Anna, my translator, and we had nothing tosay to each other. There was no comment to be made. The inter-view struck no emotional chords.

    He did not fit the image of the dictator in dark glasses in part

    because he has changed. More will be said about this later. But justas important, he is sophisticated enough to know what to say toany interlocutor. He has reinvented himself. The Jaruzelski I saw isnow playing for history, with special attention to the judgment ofjournalists and authors.

    This can be seen in his book. So far I have related Jaruzelski'sstory in his own words. There is no reason to think any part of it iswrong. But it is selective. Here are some things he leaves out: Gen-eral Berling was available to lead the Polish army because he wasinterned in the Soviet Union. He was also the only officer theNKVD could persuade to serve under Soviet command—perhapsbecause, as colonel, Berling had been kicked out of the Polish mili-tary for theft.

    At Ryazan, the political dimensions of the course were as crucialas the physical regimen. In 1940 Stalin had ordered the NKVD totake 15,000 Polish officers from POW camps to the Katyn Forestin Byelorussia and shoot them. The Soviets blamed the Nazis, afiction that continued until 1990. Having just killed 15,000 Polishofficers, Stalin was not about to allow a new officer class to formunless he could control it. Indeed, Stalin was training raw recruitsat Ryazan while in the village of Diaghalevo, just ten kilometersaway, Home Army officers were interned. The recruits, children ofpeasants, landowners, village craftsmen, and government officialswho had been swept from their homes, had no particular reason tofeel kindly toward the Soviet Union. They had joined because theywanted to fight and go home to Poland, not because of any ideo-logical commitment. Stalin wanted Berling's army to cement hiscontrol of postwar Poland, and he set about making the soldiers hisloyal sons.

    The NKVD hovered near; any officer candidate who was toofree in expressing his views was sent back to Siberia. But Stalin didnot want to depend on force. The Union of Polish Patriots designedpolitical training to appeal to a broad spectrum of recruits. Politi-cal officers and trainers were called "educational officers" and hada command structure paralleling that of military officers. (Four ofthe top five political officers went on to become members of thePolish Politburo.) They told soldiers that liberated Poland wouldbe a free and democratic parliamentary republic. The Polish flag

    and Polish national songs were everywhere. Each regiment had apriest. Ryazan" had Sunday Mass—held in warm weather outdoorsin Lenin Square—and the faithful even had their own bulletin, Godand Motherland. As the soldiers marched toward Poland, thepriests were given more and more visible roles.

    The morning briefing and evening political lectures emphasizedPolish reasons to back the Soviets: Soviet control would allow Po-land to shift its borders west, Soviet backing would secure Polandafter the debacle of Poland's failure to fend off the Germans, pre-war Poland had been an unjust and backward land, and commu-nism would bring land reform, nationalization of industry—andreal democracy. This indoctrination was a spectacular success.Jerzy Putrament, a Communist writer, remarked that the biggestvictory of Berling's army was not military but ideological.

    Berling's "Polish" army had few Polish officers; in Jaruzelski'sdivision 76 percent of the officers were borrowed from the RedArmy. No one knew why there were so few trained Polish officersin the Soviet Union; only later would they learn about Katyh.

    Surely Jaruzelski knew much of the truth about Stalin's politicalmanipulations, even at the time he was living them. Even if he didnot, they would not be necessary for him to build a case againstStalin; his own history is quite sufficient. Which raises the centralquestion of his early life: Why did he become a Communist?

    Jaruzelski's history has little in common with most Communistsof his generation in central and eastern Europe. Many, like RudolfZukal, could thank the Soviets for their liberation from oppres-sion; Jaruzelski's experience was spectacularly the opposite. Hewas not raised in a Communist household, as Zukal was. Thegroups most naturally repelled by Nazism and open to the seduc-tions of communism were Jews and urban intellectuals; Jaruzelskiwas neither. He was not in need of a guiding ideology, alreadypossessing a strong one in Catholic nationalism. He had never suf-fered the poverty or injustice that communism promised to rectify,only the poverty and injustice that communism imposed. In short,Jaruzelski was a wealthy, right-wing, Catholic, nationalist land-owner imprisoned in the gulag. Few seemed less likely to fall undercommunism's spell.

    Jaruzelski's own explanation is that he became a Communistbecause communism promised social justice. From early childhoodhe had been conscious of the huge social gap between his familyand their peasants. His single visit to the peasants' huts behind hisfamily's manor still haunts him sixty years later. "I remember myfather thinking that the respect paid him by our peasants was ex-cessive," he wrote. Wladyslaw was not a rebel, but he was con-scious of his privilege, and Jaruzelski's mother often talked aboutthe social responsibility of wealthy families. "We needed more jus-tice in Poland," Jaruzelski said during our first meeting. "TheWest, with its colonial wars, racism, mafia, and economic dispari-ties, was not a model."

    He found his model in the Soviet Union. Even during the war,the historically backward Soviet Union was more advanced thanprewar eastern Poland, where even cars were a rare sight. Jaruzel-ski first saw combines and tractors in the Soviet Union. Every So-viet got an education, a far better one than the rudimentary fewyears peasant children received where Jaruzelski had grown up.

    The war's terrible hardship was shared hardship. "Those of uswho found ourselves in the army fighting side by side with theRussian soldiers developed an element of closeness. You can onlyachieve it in the trenches, fighting together," he said. "The Rus-sians are good soldiers, very brave. We did not hate the Russians.There were some among us who detested the regime, but that wasnot true of the Russian people. We were deportees, prisoners, campinmates—but we were not very different from the majority of Sovi-ets. The Siberians are so accustomed to a hard life. They have soli-darity, humanity, warmth. When I was tired, they told me to rest."

    I have no doubt that he believes these arguments. In the clearlight of the present—and given the current political climate—it ishard to convey the power of the ideas of solidarity and social jus-tice. It is difficult to explain any of communism's ideals withoutsounding naive and trite; one almost has to use slogans. At thetime, however, these ideals moved a generation.

    But solidarity and social justice, however powerful, did not seemto me powerful enough to explain the Stalinism of a man who atage seventeen saw Stalin take his home, his country, his language,

    his religion, his father, his privileges, and his security. I graduallycame to see that his transformation had taken place not in spite ofthe shattering of his world but because of it.

    Jaruzelski hinted at this explanation when he cited one of thereasons for his communism: Moscow's protection of Poland's bor-ders. "In 1939 Poland fell like a house of cards," he told me. "Itwas important to make Poland safe. The USSR had genuine partici-pation in our liberation, and we remained in our border thanks toStalin. The USSR provided security for Poland."

    At first I dismissed this remark as Soviet propaganda; in fact,Stalin had "protected" Poland by tucking much of the eastern partof the country into Ukraine and Byelorussia. But later it occurredto me that here lay the real explanation. Jaruzelski had constructedhis lifetime's ideology on the basis of his experience in the gulag: anexperience of absolute, unlimited Soviet power.

    Soviet "protection" of Poland was the kind of protection pro-vided by a three-hundred-pound man who sits on a mouse. Themouse is safe from cold and rain, but that is no longer the impor-tant point. The important point, the one Jaruzelski still cannotbring himself to say, is that once the man is seated, there is verylittle the mouse can do about it.

    "Jaruzelski and the other generals came out of Siberia with thebelief that this is such a force, such a power, that we have to acceptthis fact and all the consequences that spring from it," said Mie-czyslaw Rakowski, his political protege and the last Communistprime minister of Poland. "It is a generation limited by the tremen-dous experience of that power."

    In his memoir Jaruzelski recalled that when his unit crossed theriver Bug in 1944, entering Polish territory, the soldiers unrolled aPolish flag and played the national anthem. Jaruzelski was over-come. But in fact the river Bug was the new border the Soviets hadestablished after annexing much of eastern Poland; for days Jaru-zelski had been marching through land that had been Polish whenhe left it, in 1939. His emotion on that ground, however, was notpatriotism and love for his homeland, but the sense that the Sovietswere right to have taken it; that the Poles were strangers there; thatthe land and people—so close to the land of his birth—were for-eign to him. By 1944 he already felt his emotions on Soviet cue.

    His account of seeing Warsaw burn also has the flavor of a taletold not by a young Pole but by a weary analyst long steeped inMoscow's cynicism. He begins with excuses for the Red Army'sinaction: The Soviets had just finished a journey of hundreds ofmiles, he writes. They lacked munitions and equipment. They hadjust emerged from a bloody Nazi counterattack on their rightflank. The Vistula was heavily defended. How unreasonable to ex-pect the Soviets to fight!

    In fact, the only thing the Soviets lacked was a motive. Stalin wasnot working with the Home Army; he was filling the gulag with itssoldiers. Home Army officials deserve their share of blame for theneedless deaths: they chose to begin the uprising in part becausethey did not want the approaching Red Army to liberate Warsaw.But Radio Moscow encouraged the uprising, and then Stalin de-nounced its leaders as "a handful of power-seeking criminals." TheSoviets were eager to let the Nazis destroy the Home Army; therewould be no one left to challenge Soviet domination of Poland.

    Jaruzelski admits this and then justifies it. "It was possible totake Warsaw—at the cost of heavy losses, heavier than we suf-fered, and on the condition that there had been real political will,"Jaruzelski wrote. "But the decision not to try was reasonable, giventhe Soviets' logic: 'Why begin such an operation, pay such a price,when in any event the Warsaw Uprising is not in our interests?'. . . Two policies collided, and Warsaw was the victim. Great em-pires don't always act according to moral principles." Jaruzelski,after six years in Warsaw as a student, had returned as a silentpartner in its destruction. Earlier in the book he had marveled atRokossovsky's transformation from Soviet victim to Soviet ser-vant. It should not have been such a mystery to Jaruzelski: he hadaccomplished it himself in just five years.

    And so a quarter-million Poles died in the Warsaw Uprising. Fif-teen thousand died in the Katyn Forest; the Soviet archives containdocuments with Stalin's authorization to murder 12,000 Polishcivilians as well. A million and a half Poles died in the Soviet gulag.But the lesson that stayed with Jaruzelski all his life: great empiresdon't always act according to moral principles.

    On the basis of this political recognition he came to embrace awhole ideology. Stalin had torn down every belief young Jaruzelski

    had held about the world. Nothing he had believed before was ofany use to him in Siberia. I asked him about his Catholicism. "InSiberia my physical bonds with the Church were broken and be-came unnecessary," he said. The same was true with his family,country, and ideology. He was naked. Moscow then offered him anew church, a new family, a new point of view, all wrapped in onepackage. Jaruzelski clung to it.

    Once he had made the leap, it was not hard to become a commit-ted Communist. Those were rapturous years. "We speak today ofspeeding the construction of capitalism," writes Jaruzelski. "At thetime it was speeding the construction of socialism, a vision that tous seemed beautiful and just, toward which we needed to go as fastas possible." Stalinist construction gripped Poland. All over thecountry the mammoth coal mines and steel mills were beginning toarise and sing, and Poles composed anthems to them and the self-less heroes, known as Stakhanovites, who set new bricklaying rec-ords in building them. Jaruzelski remembers the congress ofDecember 1948 that gave birth to the modern Communist Party,when Hilary Mine—who would later turn out to be one of thefiercest of Stalin's Dobermans—stood in front of an enormousmap of Poland, with lights indicating the new giant factories. Itwas a wonderful time to be young, to build the future. The feudaland nationalistic Poland of before the war had vanished, and sud-denly Polish youth were handed the power to build their countryanew. There were agrarian reform, free education for everyone,subsidized housing, a glorification of the worker and peasant whohad suffered in Poland for centuries. Intellectuals who supportedthe government received good apartments, invitations to writers'conferences, and huge press runs for their books, which were evenassigned to high school classes. They were respected and consultedby a system that was by definition a good system, since it respectedand consulted them. Artists and thinkers came from all overEurope to confirm their beliefs: at the Congress of Peace, held inAugust 1948 in the city of Wroclaw, there were Pablo Picasso andFrederic Joliot-Curie, two of the best minds and talents of the cen-tury, working together, laying the bricks of the new world.

    The war had ravaged most of Europe, but Poland's destructionwent beyond that of any other nation. Six million of its peoplewere murdered—almost 20 percent of prewar Poland, dispropor-tionately young people. Every major city except Krakow had beenbombed to rubble. Sixty percent of the industrial base had beendestroyed and most farm animals had starved to death. (Polandsigned on for Marshall Plan aid, but Stalin forced the East Bloc towithdraw.) Postwar Poland had only 80,000 people with a highereducation. The rich diversity of the country had vanished; the Jewswere dead, the Germans expelled, the Ukrainians and Byelorus-sians swallowed by the Soviet Union.

    Jaruzelski went east to visit his grandmother, who lived just afew miles from the house at Trzeciny. The house was completelydestroyed. "Don't go to see it," she begged. Jaruzelski returned toWarsaw without seeing his boyhood home.

    He had nowhere to go. He knew how to cut wood and haulflour, and he knew how to be a soldier. His sister and mother werestill in Siberia and had stayed alive largely because Jaruzelski hadsent them part of his salary. He decided to stay in the army, whichoffered him food, clothing, shelter, and money to send to his fam-ily. And it offered him a profession.

    He stayed in the army and continued the war, which for Polandhad not yet ended. Most Poles were resisting Stalin's control. InMarch 1946 the People's Army, internal security forces, and a vol-unteer militia began to crush the anti-Stalinist opposition. Over thenext three years 30,000 more Poles died as the Stalinist forcesfought three underground armies.

    In 1947 Jaruzelski enrolled in the Center for Infantry Formationat Rembertow, near Warsaw. He was twenty-four. "It was my newbirth," he wrote. At Rembertow he took his vows as a career sol-dier. There, for the first time in his adult life, Jaruzelski had theluxury of reading, talking about ideas, and discussing history andpolitics with other officers. All the ideas, discussions, and bookspointed him in the same direction. In 1947—before it was requiredfor a career officer—he joined the Communist Party. In his letter ofapplication to the Party, dated June 24, 1947, Jaruzelski wrote: "Ishare totally the ideology and basic principles of the Party. I wish

    to work in the. ranks of the Polish People's Republic for the good ofthe country and the society."

    He became a lieutenant colonel in January 1949. The same yearhe was named chief of instruction for regular officers in Rember-tow. In 1952 he entered the High Command academy. In 1953 hewas promoted to colonel. In 1955 he won a tremendous luxury—he left his military dormitory for his own studio apartment, with abathroom and kitchenette. That year, while attending a concert, hemet Barbara, a slim blonde whom he would marry in 1960; hedescribes her as "seductive." In 1956 he became adjunct to thechief of Central Direction for War Training and a brigadier gen-eral—at thirty-three, the youngest general in the army. In 1960 hebecame the army's political commissar, in 1962 a deputy ministerof defense, in 1965 chief of the General Staff, replacing Jerzy Urba-nowicz, a Soviet Army officer of Polish descent. And, in 1968, de-fense minister.

    Jaruzelski's resume is as notable for the political sensitivity of hisposts as for their rapid succession. In 1960 he became politicalchief of the most important army in the Warsaw Pact, awarded thejob over others who had studied for years in Party schools in Mos-cow. In 1968, when a trustworthy man was needed to head thePolish armed forces as an invasion of Czechoslovakia seemed inev-itable, once again the military turned to Jaruzelski.

    Why did the Soviets trust Jaruzelski? "Every objective fact," saidZbigniew Brzezinski, the former U.S. national security adviser,"would push Jaruzelski in the direction of disloyalty to Moscow.What would it take you, as an NKVD general, to trust someone ofthat background? What kind of test? It would take not just words,but deeds."

    The explanations visible from the surface begin with Jaruzelski'sskill. He was usually first in his class. He was disciplined and seri-ous. He didn't chase women and never drank. Czeslaw Kiszczak,later in life Jaruzelski's close friend and interior minister duringmartial law, told me that in 1945, a friend of Kiszczak's, a marriedmajor whose wife was away, proposed to Kiszczak that they govisit another friend who always had pretty girls around. The majoralso invited Jaruzelski, whom Kiszczak had never met. Jaruzelskiasked if there would be liquor. "Of course," the major said. "Then

    I'm not interested," replied Jaruzelski. "And that's how I didn'tmeet Jaruzelski," Kiszczak told me.

    Jaruzelski wrote that his class origin ensured that some of hispeers made the jump from lieutenant colonel to colonel morequickly than he did. The simple fact of his Siberian exile was awarning light, as many of the deportees had been the sons of theintelligentsia. From 1948 class was a formal consideration inchoosing officer candidates: 60 percent had to be working class, 30percent peasants, and only 10 percent could be intelligentsia, agroup considered too likely to think for itself.

    But the rules were somewhat arbitrary. No one felt secure. IfJaruzelski's class background hurt his career, it was obviously nota significant blow. In part, this was because the Polish army des-perately needed Polish officers. There were just fifty Polish officersin Berling's army. Anders's Home Army officers were beingpurged—many of them arrested and executed or deported in 1949as traitors and agents of the West. So the Soviets needed all thepro-Stalin Poles it could find. Some prewar officers were fired andreplaced by Soviets, but some were accepted into the army andpromoted. The men entering officer training schools were gener-ally uneducated peasants from rural eastern Poland. Young,bright, loyal officers like Jaruzelski were valuable. Men like himhelped legitimize the army as a Polish national army. His classbackground was not that of a true comrade, of course, but an offi-cer who was conscious of his imperfections could be kept in fearand uncertainty, ensuring even greater loyalty.

    In the years after the war, it was not really a Polish army at all. In1949 and 1950, thousands of Soviet officers and generals arrivedin Poland. Many of them did not speak Polish and made no effortto learn it. And Konstantin Rokossovsky, the Soviet marshal ofPolish descent—himself from a noble family—became the head ofthe Polish army and Stalin's chief enforcer in Poland.

    The Poles needed Soviet trainers and leaders, Jaruzelski wrote inhis memoir. Jaruzelski certainly needed them. His Soviet patronswere the key to his rapid rise in the military. The most importantwas Stanislav Poplavsky, a Soviet general of Polish descent whocame with Rokossovsky to serve as vice defense minister. Po-plavsky, a hard and disagreeable man, protected Jaruzelski when

    other Soviet generals wrote letters denouncing his class back-ground.

    Poplavsky wrote Jaruzelski's letter of recommendation for hisgeneralship in 1956. (It was an unusual promotion, as Jaruzelskilacked the required command experience, having led only a pla-toon.) Jerzy Poksinski, a military historian, showed me a copy hehad obtained: "Colonel Jaruzelski, in twelve years of service to thePolish People's Army, proved to be a devoted and hardworkingofficer, fully dedicated to the construction of socialism. . . . Heworks systematically on perfecting his military and politicalknowledge. He is politically formed, active in Party and politicalactivities, and influences his peers in a positive way." The docu-ment lists Jaruzelski's education as "high school [no word onwhich high school] and Evening University of Marxism-Lenin-ism." For social origin Jaruzelski's fiction prevailed: "son of estatemanager." The recommendation is signed by Poplavsky and bearsRokossovsky's stamp and notation: "I agree."

    The admiration was mutual. In his memoirs, Jaruzelski wrote ofRokossovsky's appointment as marshal of Poland: "At the time Icould only feel proud about it. One of the most prestigious chiefs ofthe Soviet war, a principal artisan of victory, who was Polish, tookthe head of our army." Rokossovsky was a man of great courtesy,Jaruzelski writes. He always rose to welcome guests. He spokepoor Polish but made a heroic effort to use the language inspeeches and meetings. "I don't doubt that they were, above all,Soviets, officials, and Communists," Jaruzelski wrote. "But also,they wanted to help us and not humiliate us, nor make us into thenext Soviet republic. I have only one detail as proof: unlike ourneighbors and allies, our soldiers never had the star on their hel-mets." Under Minister Jaruzelski, the Defense Ministry wouldlater publish a glowing coffee-table book on Rokossovsky, Mar-shal of Two Nations. In 1975 Jaruzelski dubbed an army division"Konstantin Rokossovsky."

    Communism's unlikely faith in Jaruzelski was reciprocated infull over the course of the next decades. This, too, might be consid-ered improbable; with time, it became more and more difficult for

    idealistic young Communists to ignore the evidence that theirwinged horse was metamorphosing into a dragon. Before consider-ing Jaruzelski's response to the system, it is worth first examiningsome of the events that marked Polish communism in the thirty-five years after the war.

    Stalin first set out to destroy those in the Polish elite he could notcontrol. The prewar Communists, a tiny band of idealistic eccen-trics closer to Leon Trotsky and Rosa Luxemburg than to Stalin,saw almost all their leaders and much of their membership mur-dered. Party officials and military officers were purged in showtrials. Polish resistance leaders—men who had fought Hitlerbravely and under terrible circumstances—were brought to Mos-cow and tried as war criminals and Fascist collaborators. Poleswho stayed in the West were treated as agents of imperialism; aPole living at home could be arrested for treason for simply writingto a relative in the West.

    Harsh as it was, Stalinism was never as harsh in Poland as inother countries. The Poles, world-class foot-draggers, did whatthey could to resist. Just as they continue to do with Catholicism,the Poles mouthed the correct Communist phrases and then didexactly as they pleased. Under communism Poles continued to kisswomen's hands in greeting and use not "comrade" but pan andpani—"lord" and "lady"—as the normal forms of address. TheCommunists never managed to collectivize agriculture, and theysoon stopped trying. Peasants were not deported, and the land-owners were not killed. Poland had the least showy of the showtrials in the East Bloc. There were no large-scale purges. Intellectu-als were not imprisoned. Even before Stalin's death in 1953, Stalin-ism had begun to erode.

    The most important reason for Poles' resistance was the Church,which suffered periodic bouts of arrests and confiscations. In 1952even the primate, Cardinal Stefan Wyszyhski, was arrested and ex-iled to a secluded monastery. But postwar Poland was the mostCatholic country in Europe (having lost its Jews, its largely Ger-man Protestants, and its Ukrainian and Byelorussian Orthodox),and the Church was strong enough to survive. Since 1944 the Pol-ish army had even had priests as chaplains, although they were

    government-sanctioned priests who lacked a normal chaplain'sfreedom. When Jaruzelski became the army's political commissar,he tried to eliminate the chaplains but did not succeed.

    Other factors limited communism's attraction. Most Poles wereconservative peasants. While Czechoslovakia and other nations ofprewar Europe had strong indigenous Communist parties, Po-land's Communist Party in the 1930s had been touchingly feeble.The tradition of romantic uprising and the long struggle for sover-eignty encouraged resistance to ideologies imposed from outside.Especially Soviet ideologies: unlike the Czechs, Bulgarians, andothers in the East Bloc, the Poles had been hostile to the Russiansfor centuries; the 1919-1920 war was simply one illustration. Andafter Stalin's invasion of Poland, the Red Army's abandonment ofWarsaw, and the Katyn massacre—for which Poles always sus-pected the Soviets, even while it was officially blamed on theNazis—the Poles, unlike the Czechoslovaks, found reason to limittheir gratitude to the Soviets for their liberation.

    On February 25, 1956, Nikita Khrushchev dropped a bomb atthe Soviet Party's Twentieth Congress in the form of a speech titled"About the Cult of Personality and Its Consequences." Khrush-chev quoted Marx, Lenin, and Engels in condemning the personal-ity cult and went on to detail a few of the crimes of the Personality:Stalin's great purge of the Party elite, his arrest and execution of 70percent of those who were members or candidate-members of theCentral Committee in 1934, his failure to prepare the Soviet Unionfor war, his liquidation of Red Army cadres at war's end, and hisexecution of innocents such as the Kremlin doctors. Khrushchevended with a call for a return to Leninist leadership principles,"characterized above all by collective leadership."

    A transcript of the speech in Russian, complete with applauseand interjections from the floor, was distributed with a "Top Se-cret" label to Warsaw Pact leaders. The Poles' single copy was firstposted in a Central Committee meeting room. Poles who spoke noRussian demanded the speech be translated. Then some of thePolitburo's executive committee decided, contrary to all principlesof Party discipline, that the speech deserved wide circulation—worldwide, in fact. Officially announcing they would print 3,000copies, they ordered the Party printing house to run off 15,000.

    Edward Ochab, a member of the Politburo, personally handed thespeech to correspondents from he Monde, the New York HeraldTribune, and The New York Times. Poles could buy copies in themarketplace. Khrushchev, furious, claimed the speech was a for-gery, but it was too late. Thus the world read a Soviet leader's firstofficial acknowledgment that Stalin, whose name was never spo-ken alone but always as "the wise Stalin," "the all-knowing Sta-lin," was not a god, but a devil.

    That was the beginning of an eventful year. In June 1956 em-ployees of the Stalin Engineering Works in Poznah went on strikeover the factory's formula for calculating pay. On June 28 workersmarched from the factory to the central Freedom Square, themarch swelling as they went. Several thousand people reachedthe square and stormed the District Office of Security and then theParty Committee headquarters. They freed prisoners and took overthe station that jammed radio broadcasts. The security forces re-sponded by shooting. When it was over two days later, the Polishgovernment said that the uprising, provoked by enemy agents, hadkilled 38. More independent sources indicate that the massacrehad left at least 75 deaths and 900 wounded.

    After Poznah, the Polish Communist leadership realized that theParty would fail unless it could mold the saddle to the physique ofthe cow. They sought out Wladyslaw Gomulka, a prewar Commu-nist who had survived Stalin's purges only because he was in aPolish prison. Gomulka had been first secretary of the Party buthad incurred Stalin's suspicion beginning in 1947, when he hadopposed blanket collectivization of agriculture. When the EastBloc Show Trials began, Gomulka was the logical Polish target. Hewas dumped as Party chief and arrested, but Stalin died beforeGomulka could be tried. He spent several years in obscurity. Afterthe Poznah uprising, however, Polish Communists decided thatonly Gomulka could restore the Party's credibility. In a plenarysession in July, the Party restored Gomulka's comradely name. OnOctober 13 the Politburo invited him to attend a meeting.Gomulka had the energy of youth and a belief that communism inPoland had to be done the Polish way. Poles idolized him.

    Not so the Soviets. Six days after Gomulka's Politburo visit, aSoviet delegation headed by Khrushchev turned up unannounced,

    uninvited, and decidedly unwanted at the Warsaw airport.Khrushchev literally shook his fist at the Poles hastily assembled onthe runway to greet him. Red Army troops were already movingtoward Warsaw. The Soviets and the Poles argued all night withone break. Finally realizing that Gomulka had the backing of Pol-ish Communists and the trust of most Poles, Khrushchev backeddown. As long as Gomulka did not touch the essence of commu-nism or Soviet domination, he could rule Poland. The Soviet troopswithdrew on October 20, and the next day Gomulka was electedfirst secretary of the Polish United Workers' Party. Gomulka's han-dling of the crisis provided an important backdrop for Jaruzelski'sactions in 1981.

    A month later the high-ranking Soviet officers were sent packingfrom the army; Rokossovsky returned to Moscow and assumed thepost of deputy defense minister. For the next few months, freedombloomed in Poland. The Church thrived. Workers formed councilsthat functioned as free labor unions. New magazines and news-papers sprung up, and the traditional press began to run articlescritical of communism. Gomulka had studied in the Ukraine in the1930s and had seen for himself the starvation and massacres thathad accompanied Soviet collectivization. He began returning col-lectivized farmlands to individual families.

    But Khrushchev was right to worry; the Polish virus had spread.In Hungary students began a demonstration of support for thePoles that became an insurrection. Premier Imre Nagy, a Commu-nist but an anti-Stalinist, began to lead an anti-Soviet revolution.On November 1 he declared Hungary's neutrality, and Hungarywithdrew from the Warsaw Pact. At 5:30 a.m. on Sunday, Novem-ber 4, a voice broke the static on the state radio station, RadioKossuth. It was Imre Nagy. "At dawn this morning Soviet forcesattacked our capital city," Nagy said, his voice steady. "Our troopsare in action."

    Nagy was arrested and later hanged by the Soviets. Stalinismonce again blanketed Hungary. Gomulka, too, was cracking down,duly enlightened by Nagy's death and a nuclear test the Soviets hadtaken him to view. In 1957 he began to close independent newspa-pers and magazines and crack down on the workers' councils. Thatyear he banned Cardinal Wyszynski's Christmas message from the

    radio. His repression intensified with each passing year, strikingwith particular force at the revisionists within the Party. In themid-1960s Gomulka purged from the Party many of its leadingthinkers.

    Throughout all of this, Jaruzelski, who had not yet made hisentrance onto the Polish political stage, exhibited no visible dis-comfort. On the contrary, his loyalty was such that in 1966 heattended the funeral of his mother, a lifelong Catholic, only afterchecking with the defense minister first. Even then he did not enterthe church. He hesitated at following the funeral procession, whichwas led by a cross. His sister took him by the arm. "Wojciech, youhave to go," she said.

    In 1967 the Party began a massive purge of its Jews. The catalyst,or rather the excuse, was the Six-Day War in June between Israeland Egypt, Syria, Jordan, and Iraq. The Warsaw Pact had trainedand armed the Arabs, and their swift defeat was seen as an embar-rassment for the Soviet Bloc as well. Polish Jews—whom the aver-age Pole had never considered "real Poles"—were suspect aspro-Israeli, and therefore pro-imperialist.

    The real motive for the purge was a power grab. Interior Minis-ter General Mieczyslaw Moczar fabricated evidence that Party andmilitary officials had secretly applauded the Israeli victory. Mo-czar's goal was not only to get rid of Jews but to smoke out theParty liberals who protested the purges. His charges quickly foundan echo in the military and police, in part due to Moczar's charm.His house became famous as a salon for like-minded artists, jour-nalists, professors, and officers—Jaruzelski among them. Moczar,Jaruzelski wrote in his memoir, was the leader of a very seductivegang.

    In his memoirs Jaruzelski recounted a chilling meeting of themilitary's Party Committee on July 15, 1967, at the military HighCommand. One after another, officers rose to denounce PolishJews: "You cannot have two consciences, nor two countries," saidone colonel. "Our fatherland is in danger," said a lieutenant colo-nel. "I tried to calm emotions," Jaruzelski wrote. But what hemeant by this was not quenching the anti-Semitic flames but per-suading officers to have confidence in the Party's anti-Semitism."We will not tolerate the least bit of foreign, anti-national, cosmo-

    politan, and anti-socialist views . . . the only criterion is the fightfor our ideas . . . and the condemnation of imperialism and itstools," he told the officers.

    The Party's hysteria grew with the protests of 1968. Students inPoland, as in many nations, staged antigovernment demonstra-tions, and the Party responded with breathtaking paranoia. Itsmost vitriolic hatred was reserved for two students: Jacek Kurohand Adam Michnik. Over the course of communism Michnikspent six years in jail and Kuron nine.

    In November 1964 police found a manuscript Kuron and a fel-low student had written accusing the Party of renouncing the idealsthat had brought Gomulka to power. Kuron was kicked out of theParty and jailed for three years.

    Michnik, a twenty-one-year-old history student at Warsaw Uni-versity, was the son of Osjasz Schechter, a prewar Communist andJew. The Party's obsession with Michnik began in 1961, when thefifteen-year-old gave a stunning speech on school reform to a dis-cussion group called the Crooked Circle Club. (He was subse-quently expelled from school for "illegal activity.") In 1963 Kuronran into then-sixteen-year-old Michnik in a park. "Adam," Kuronexclaimed, "the newspapers are saying that Gomulka attacked youby name in a Party meeting!" Michnik waved him away. "Don'tbother me with trivialities," he said. "I have to study for a physicsexam."

    One day in 1968 Defense Minister Marian Spychalski calledJaruzelski and told him that the authorities had finally hit on a wayto stop Michnik: draft him. Jaruzelski transmitted the order to anaide. Several days later the aide came back. Sorry, Chief, can't doit, he reported. The Medical Commission had turned him down; itseemed that Michnik stuttered. "Do you mean to tell me," Jaruzel-ski said, "that this man can organize meetings and make all thespeeches he wants, but we can't draft him into the army—whereone must only listen and obey—because he stutter sV Years laterJaruzelski joked to Michnik that back in 1968 he had already beensabotaging Michnik's career. "I had found a way to prevent himfrom one day becoming ... a general."

    Michnik was arrested in a Warsaw University demonstration inJanuary 1968. On March 8 students staged a huge protest demand-

    ing, among other things, Michnik's release. Gomulka, who up tillthen had not commented on the persecution of Jews (his wife wasJewish), began to move to Moczar's side. In March 1968 he gave aradio and television speech stating that if Jews wanted to emigrate,the government would not stand in their way. Two thirds of Po-land's Jews left the country in the next few months. There hadalready been one postwar purge of Jews in 1959, and there wereonly 30,000 Jews left in Poland by then; it is evidently easier to getrid of Jews than anti-Semitism.

    In Warsaw alone 500 people were fired from posts of responsi-bility—including six ministers and vice ministers. Fourteen gener-als and 200 colonels left the army. Not all the victims were Jewish;it was enough to have opposed the purge. Spychalski was fired asdefense minister in April 1968 for his occasional deviation fromParty orthodoxy (in Stalinist times he had been a principal victimof the Show Trials). Besides, he looked like a Jew. His deputymoved into his post.

    At the extraordinary age of forty-five Wojciech Jaruzelski be-came defense minister of the most important Soviet satellite. Heleft the comfortable shelter of the army and entered Polish politics.There would be no more deviation at Defense. Army files showthat officers continued to be purged for "representing politicalviews inconsistent with the position of the Polish government andParty line, and departure from the moral and political values ofPolish Army officers"—translation: for being Jewish, pro-Israel, orantipurge. Under Jaruzelski, some privates and corporals wereeven jailed. One pro-Israel soldier was sentenced to two and a halfyears in jail. Another soldier served six months in prison for listen-ing to Radio Free Europe.

    His appointment confirmed that when the Soviets needed a manof confidence, they turned to Jaruzelski. It had been evident formonths that Czechoslovakia was spinning out of control and aninvasion was likely. After the Red Army the Polish military wouldbe the most important invasion force, with 50,000 troops. In Au-gust 1968 Jaruzelski, his wife, and his small daughter were on va-cation in the Crimea (he had left after checking with Brezhnev,who had told him invasion didn't look imminent) when he wascalled back to Warsaw. Waiting for him were KGB reports: store-

    houses of U.S.-made weapons had turned up in Czechoslovakia.Western intelligence agents—including pro-Nazi agents—were ev-erywhere. Poland's western border was threatened, as there was nosolid agreement with Germany about where it stood.

    The Soviets had made it up, of course. Not that it would havemattered—Dubcek's real heresies were more than enough to getthe Poles, Germans, and Bulgarians behind an invasion. Therewere no serious pro-Nazi groups, no threats to the Polish border,and no Western ammunition depots in Czechoslovakia. But hedidn't know that, says Jaruzelski today.

    What he did know was that on August 20 the Poles invaded likegentlemen. "We took care not to create harm," he said. The com-mander of Polish forces, Florian Siwicki, who had also been aclassmate of Jaruzelski at Ryazan, remembered the same. "Ourtask was doing it in the most humane way possible," said Siwicki."We respected the Czechs. They lay down in front of our tanks,and we'd stop and pull them away, while our allies were saying'Hurry up, run them over.' " Somehow, when the Czechoslovaksspeak of 1968, they fail to mention the Poles' delicate touch.

    Two years later Jaruzelski's blind loyalty was tested again in acrisis that would topple Gomulka and provide a dress rehearsal forthe birth of Solidarity ten years later. On December 13, 1970,Gomulka announced the government would raise the price of meatby 17.5 percent and that of other staple foods even more. Strikesbroke out in Gdansk, Gdynia, and Szczecin on the morning of thefifteenth. Two hours later, Gomulka called a meeting of top Partyand government officials, including Jaruzelski. Gomulka explainedhe was authorizing the police and army to use weapons when nec-essary. Ten people were present; no one objected or questioned thedecision. They were silent out of not cowardice but agreement;Jaruzelski still justifies the decision today. "These were not work-ers," he told me. "These were people shooting at our militia sol-diers. Were they workers? Were the looters in your Los Angelesriots workers? We don't know."

    In Gdansk on the first day of the strike, a crowd of 15,000 sur-rounded the police station and then attacked Party headquarters,throwing stones, bottles, and gas-soaked rags. The building caught

    fire. Soldiers began to shoot into the crowd, then changed theirminds and left: they had been told they would be fighting Germansbut had found Poles instead. Gomulka sent three armored divisionsinto Gdansk and the neighboring city of Gdynia to take over. Onthe sixteenth, guards fired at workers at Gdansk's Lenin Shipyard.

    That night, Vice Premier Stanislaw Kociolek broadcast an ap-peal for workers to stop the strikes and return to the shipyards.The next morning many obliged. At the Gdynia Paris CommuneShipyard, thousands of workers arrived for the 6 a.m. shift, step-ping off the train in front of the gates, which were locked anddefended by soldiers. The trains, however, kept disgorging passen-gers one after another at the gates, pushing the early arrivals closerto the locked portals. The soldiers opened fire with cannon andautomatic rifles. The government reported that over the five daysof the crisis 45 people were killed and 1,165 injured. Nongovern-ment estimates are much higher.

    Gomulka had come full circle. He had begun advocating manyroads to socialism, but they had all converged on the Soviet road,and with the shootings the road ended. He could no longer governPoland. Inside the Party, a movement began to replace Gomulkawith Edward Gierek, the Party leader from Silesia. Gierek had livedin Belgium and France in his youth and valued his ties with theWest. He had a reputation for competence and openness. Jaruzel-ski was among the conspirators in the successful coup. On Feb-ruary 7,1971, the Central Committee suspended Gomulka's mem-bership.

    The Gdansk riots signaled to Defense Minister Jaruzelski thatthe army needed change; the enemy was not just lurking outsidePolish borders. Over the next decade he transformed the Polisharmy from an externally oriented combat army into a political in-ternal security force, closely linked to the Party and civilian organi-zations such as youth groups. Especially in Gdansk and otherBaltic cities, the army began to sponsor civilian cultural activities;the contemporary military magazines are filled with such absurdi-ties as Jaruzelski presenting Defense Ministry awards to artists,journalists, and other valued workers. "The Polish army is deeplyenmeshed in the life of society, takes an active part in the develop-

    mental processes of the country, and stands first in the front line ofeducation and scholarship, economy and science, technology andculture," wrote Jaruzelski in 1975.

    If there was more army for the civilians, there was also nowmore politics for the army. No serious military could function bytricking its soldiers into thinking they were shooting Germans. IfPolish soldiers were not willing to shoot at Poles, then clearly moreeducation was needed, especially in the volatile Baltic cities—moreofficers' courses at the Evening Universities of Marxism-Leninism,more political classes for the ordinary soldier, more monitoring ofpolitical reliability.

    Gierek began his government by encouraging the nomenklaturato enrich itself. Poland had always had a nomenklatura. For centu-ries the word had referred to the great feudal landholdings andtheir masters. Now, under communism, the term referred to thoseholding Party-appointed jobs—not just in government but in jour-nalism, business, labor unions, all important fields. They weremainly the sons of peasants, the class that had been shut out of thetraditional nomenklatura for centuries. These new feudal lordsnumbered perhaps a quarter million by 1980.

    Perhaps in other countries such as Russia, where communismwas homegrown, or Germany, where it had legitimized itselfthrough Communists' heroic opposition to the Nazis, or Czecho-slovakia, where the prewar Party had been large, there were stillauthentic Communists until the 1970s. Not in Poland. Gierek real-ized that if he had to depend on ideology to fill Party ranks, Partyranks would be empty. He began to extend the privileges of thenomenklatura. Before, only top officials had had access to the spe-cial stores and imported goods. Under Gierek, even small-townParty chiefs began to acquire nice cars and dachas.

    Poland, as well, grew bloated. Gierek bought off everyone, notjust the nomenklatura. Food subsidies reached the point wherebread was cheaper than feed grain; farmers bought bread fromstate stores to feed their pigs. In 1970 the average Pole ate 116pounds of meat a year; by 1975 the figure was 154 pounds—asmuch as the average American. At the same time, Gierek alsobegan to  recollectivize  agriculture.  Production dropped—until

    1973 Poland had exported food, but from 1976 to 1981 the coun-try imported 40 million tons of feed grain. Gierek made up for it byborrowing. In 1973 Poland's debt to the West, including banks,governments, and multilateral lending institutions, had been $2.5billion. By 1976 it was $11 billion, and by 1980 it was $27 bil-lion—larger in absolute terms than the Soviet debt to the West.

    In 1976 an official decree announced increases in food prices,some as high as 60 percent. All over the country Poles began tostrike. At the Ursus tractor plant outside Warsaw workers rippedup a train line, and at the Radom arms factory they burned downthe Party headquarters. Not wishing to repeat the calamity of1970, the Party responded with restraint, arresting and firing strik-ing workers but without violence. "Polish soldiers will not fire onPolish workers," announced Defense Minister Jaruzelski. Alsomindful of 1970, Polish workers didn't push it.

    One notable consequence of the 1976 strikes was that for thefirst time, labor and intellectuals worked together. Kuron and oth-ers of the intelligentsia, ashamed that the workers had alwaysstruck and intellectuals had kept silent, formed the Workers' De-fense Committee, or KOR, to provide striking and imprisonedworkers with legal defense and financial help.

    Over the next few years there was more and more unrest amongworkers, including a few small stabs at local free trade unions. Gie-rek didn't block such measures, and Poland grew freer. For themost part, a striker could expect nothing worse than two days injail and the loss of his pile of pamphlets. Even on crowded busesPoles did not bother to lower their voices when insulting Partyleaders.

    By that time there was much to insult Party leaders about. Foodwas not only more expensive but harder to find. Poles got rationcoupons for meat, sausage, sugar, butter, and other staples, but theexistence of coupons did not guarantee the existence of food. Linesgrew longer, and many Poles wondered whether the lines were adeliberate strategy to sap their strength and exhaust would-be plot-ters and strikers. National income declined in 1979 for the firsttime in Communist Poland—only the second time in the East Bloc,after Czechoslovakia in 1963. Gone were the days when peasants

    could look forward to a better life by moving to the cities andworkers by getting an education. Communism could no longeroffer a better life. It ceased to hold any hope at all.

    It was not magnanimity that inspired Gierek to open Poland.The country's need to finance its debt meant ingratiating itself withthe government of U.S. President Jimmy Carter, who had an unrea-sonable (to Gierek) obsession with human rights. A second reasonwas the growing power of the Church. Led by Primate Wyszynskiand the archbishop of Krakow, the Church sheltered the growingopposition. Then, on October 16, 1978, Poles turned on the eve-ning news and heard a brief announcement: the College of Cardi-nals, on its second day of balloting in Rome, had selected the firstnon-Italian Pope in 455 years: Karol Wojtyla, archbishop of Kra-kow.

    Wojtyla, now known as John Paul II, made his first papal inter-national trip eight months later. To the surprise of no one, he wentto Poland. For nine days he traversed his country, at times drawingcrowds of 2 million people. In his old parish church, the majesticand cluttered Krakow cathedral, he preached that "The future ofPoland will depend on how many people are mature enough to benonconformists." For nine days the Communist state vanished;never had the irrelevance of the Party been more clear.

    In early August 1980 Gdansk authorities caught Anna Walenty-nowicz collecting the remains of candles from graves in a localcemetery. Walentynowicz, a forklift operator in her early fifties atthe Lenin Shipyard, was gathering the wax to make new candlesfor a memorial to the 1970 shooting victims. On August 9 she wasaccused of stealing and fired from her job.

    At 6 a.m. five days later, workers in the K-l and K-3 sections ofthe shipyard put down their tools and demanded her reinstatementand a 1,000-zloty pay raise. By nightfall the shipyard's 17,000workers were on strike. By August 17 the strike had spread tonearly two dozen factories in the area and strikers had formed anInter-Factory Strike Committee and presented Communist author-ities with twenty-one demands, beginning with free unions, theright to strike, and access to the media. On August 31 the govern-ment and the leader of the Lenin Shipyard strike—a forklift electri-

    cian in section M-4 named Lech Walesa—signed the Gdansk ac-cords granting workers wage increases, more days off, better foodsupplies, changes in the Party selection process, and—free tradeunions. Walentynowicz got her job back.

    The martyrs of 1970 received their memorial: the birth of themost sweeping and effective grassroots social movement the worldhad ever seen. Of the 12.5 million workers eligible to join, nearly10 million did—more than a fourth of all Poles. One third of theCommunist Party's 3 million members were also members of Soli-darity—and when Solidarity told them to strike and the Party or-dered them to work, they struck. There was at least one Solidaritymember in the Politburo. Even in the 150,000-strong police force,Solidarity boasted 40,000 members.

    Walesa was its extraordinary leader, a true voice of the Polishworker. His interest in electricity dated back to his childhood,when he had watched, fascinated, as this invisible force trans-formed his peasant village. He is the father of eight children and adeeply religious Catholic. He wears a pin of the Black Madonna,Poland's national saint, on his lapel each day—and Poles joke thatthe Black Madonna has a Walesa pin on her lapel. His politicalgenius is instinct, not training; Walesa boasts of never even readingthe newspapers.

    For the sixteen months of Solidarity's existence, its activists musthave felt very much like Wojciech Jaruzelski looking at the map ofPoland dotted with lights in 1948. It was a great, historic time, atime of hope and purpose and the excitement of finding yourself at3 a.m. somewhere you shouldn't be, engrossed in an argument thattook as its starting point the heresy that it was possible to trans-form life in Poland. In the shipyards and factories workers thirstyfor truth gathered to hear lectures on Polish history—the realthing, not Moscow's version. Recorded suicide attempts fell by onethird. Alcohol consumption fell by nearly a quarter. Solidarity wasnot a union, it was a social movement. As communism had beenthirty years before, it was the movement that counted. "My fatherthe Communist told me to join," a journalist told me. "Everyyoung man was joining. It was a way of life."

    Solidarity was doing no less than building civil society. The ideascame in part from Adam Michnik and other intellectuals in the

    KOR: live as if we had democracy in Poland. Don't burn downParty headquarters, build your own. Don't worry about the Partyor the state. Forget about the government labor unions, found yourown. Don't worry about a better tomorrow, make a better today.

    So Solidarity ran its affairs as if the Polish state did not exist.Instead of trying to democratize and open the Party, it organized ademocratic and open—sometimes naively open—movement. In-stead of fighting government censorship, Solidarity activistsprinted books and newspapers on their own. By 1981 there were2,000 different titles, with perhaps 100,000 Poles working in someway in the underground press, as writers, printers, drivers, couri-ers. Old ladies with thick glasses and canes carried copies ofclandestine newspapers in their shopping bags. Solidarity wasdemonstrating that living in freedom did not require the overthrowof the state.

    This was fortunate, as overthrowing the state Solidarity couldnot do. Few revolutions in world history had begun knowing therewere frontiers that could not be crossed, but then few revolutionshad had Moscow for their eastern neighbor at the height of theCold War. As Solidarity prospered, the demands of workers be-came more and more radical. Yet the union could not reflect thosedemands, lest Moscow be provoked.

    On the wall of the headquarters of Warsaw Solidarity hung atelex sent by a Swedish organization. "Polish refugees fleeing mar-tial law in the Baltic Sea will be protected by Swedish ships," thetelex stated. "We laughed about it," said Joanna Szczesna, whowas running the Solidarity Press Agency. "But it shows you towhat extent the threat was present." Even during the first Gdanskstrike, the Inter-Factory Strike Committee had brought news thatSoviet ships were approaching the nearby Gdynia port.

    Solidarity divided. Lech Walesa led the camp of the moderates,men and women who wanted to inch the revolution along, at eachstep assuring the authorities they were responsible partners, con-scious it would take little to wake the monster on their patio. OnNovember 1, 1980, Walesa told the weekly magazine Polityka:"We are not fiddling with socialism nor our alliances; we respectinevitable realities. We are certainly not looking for capitalism.. . . Socialism is not a bad system, it can stay, but it has to be

    controlled. Unions have to participate. We are not putting forth apolitical program, and anyway, we couldn't carry one out." Theradicals, Walesa and his followers believed, were merely giving thegovernment an excuse for a crackdown.

    The most conciliatory influence on Solidarity was the Church,which had never fully returned Solidarity's embrace. Under Cardi-nal Wyszynski and, after his death in July 1981, Archbishop JozefGlemp, the Catholic hierarchy constantly counseled dialogue andcalm; at times the Church openly favored the government's posi-tion.

    The other moderating force was the group of KOR intellectu-als—the men most demonized by the regime as dangerous radicals.They were most attentive to the geopolitical reality, as it was deli-cately called, and most aware of the Polish history of romanticinsurrections that had ended in slaughter, of the Polish love forjumping into volcanos. They were not interested in staging anotherWarsaw Uprising. KOR founder Kuron had a constant refrain inSolidarity's National Coordinating Commission meetings: "Wemust remember that we cannot overthrow the government." Themore worldly the activist, the more conscious he was that Solidar-ity was attempting the unthinkable. Before the first strike, in Au-gust 1980, Michnik was supposed to go to Gdansk to dissuadeworkers from this crazy idea of forming an independent union. "Iwas one of those who thought this was senseless; the Communistswould never make such a concession," he told me. Michnik's ideascarried some weight in Gdansk, and perhaps he would have per-suaded them. Fortunately, he was arrested. "At least in theory," hesaid, "the Polish police prevented me from convincing them that anindependent trade union was impossible under communism."

    "It wasn't the independent union by itself that would cause So-viet intervention," said Zbigniew Bujak, a tractor electrician at theUrsus factory who at the age of twenty-six headed Warsaw Soli-darity. "It was the consequences that would follow. A wider socialmovement would make political demands. It would lead to organi-zations in the whole country, a weakening of existing structures."

    The lines of the moderate/radical split basically reflected the in-tellectual/worker division visible in many political debates, al-though the borders were not clean; Walesa, among others, crossed

    class lines to choose sides. But most of the influential moderateswere from the KOR—urban, intellectual, many Jewish. Many radi-cals were small-town men, workers, decidedly not Jewish—theycalled themselves the "Real Poles."

    The radicals, led by Jan Rulewski and Andrzej Gwiazda, werehell-bent on pushing Solidarity's strength to the limit, and if Soli-darity had the power to upend Poland completely, well, that wasexactly what Poland needed and anything less was a betrayal of theworkers. They felt that their dream was within reach and the mod-erates were in danger of blowing it through their concessions.

    Their Exhibit A was Lech Walesa, the great strike leader, who infact led only one strike during all of Solidarity: the August 1980Gdansk shipyard strike. From that moment on, Walesa buzzedfrom factory to factory, region to region, talking the workers outof striking. Walesa's line was to keep to the Gdansk agreementssigned after the first strike, show the government that Solidaritywas a reliable adversary, and avoid rousing the monster. In June1981, outraged when workers in Lublin defaced a Soviet war me-morial, Walesa ordered Lublin Solidarity to clean it up.

    Walesa's most important moment came in March 1981. OnMarch 19 Rulewski, the leader of Solidarity in the city of Bydg-oszcz, and two other activists were badly beaten by security forcesafter refusing to leave a local city council meeting. At Solidarity'sNational Coordinating Commission meeting on March 23, radi-cals argued for an immediate strike. The moderates, principallyWalesa, counseled caution. At three a.m., after hours of shouting,the commission adopted Walesa's proposal for a four-hour nation-wide warning strike on March 27 and, if the government did notagree to Solidarity's demands, the union would stage a generalstrike on March 31.

    The warning strike was a wild success. From 8 a.m. to noon onMarch 27 Poland was still. It was the largest strike in the history ofcommunism; Solidarity had the power to bring Poland to a halt.

    But whether to use that power was another matter. As Solidaritybegan to marshal its strike forces, so did the Soviets. The Sovietshad been staging military exercises in Poland and on the border,and with the strike Soviet troops moved toward Warsaw. This wasthe first time Solidarity leaders felt a Soviet threat was the direct

    product of their action. The power to call Moscow's bluff or standdown seemed to be in their hands. It was a terrifying moment. Theradicals in Solidarity argued for the strike. The moderates, espe-cially the KOR advisers, said the risk was too high. Finally Walesawent off alone to meet with the government. (He had been visitingWarsaw factories during the strike, praising Jaruzelski as "a uni-form we can trust.") When he emerged, strikebreaker Walesacalled it off.

    Many in the rank and file were furious. By calling off the strike,Solidarity had just shown its cards. Now everyone knew the unionwas bluffing; its most effective weapon could never be used. Soli-darity would never again enjoy the popular support and unity thathad preceded the March strike. It was the last opportunity to winan all-out fight.

    The strike had also revealed much about Solidarity's internalworkings. Solidarity's National Coordinating Commission was noPolitburo, but it wasn't very democratic. Until the national con-gress in the fall of 1981, none of the leaders had been elected by themembers; they were just the strike committee leaders from theGdansk headquarters. Walesa was beloved by the rank and file andirreplaceable as Solidarity's head. But he had supreme confidencein his ability to speak in the workers' name on instinct, withoutconsulting the workers.

    After Bydgoszcz, Solidarity's always-present contradictionsbegan to emerge more clearly. In the Gdansk regional elections inearly July 1981, the radical Gwiazda ran on an "antidictatorship"program, the dictator in this case being Walesa. At Solidarity'sFirst National Congress in late September and early October,Walesa began his speech praising government officials. His threeopponents—radicals Gwiazda, Rulewski, and Marian Jurczyk—proposed free elections and greater worker control of factories andstopped just short of demanding the abolition of the Warsaw Pact."Forget about a crackdown, forget about the Soviets," was Rulew-ski's unofficial theme. Walesa won with 55 percent, not an over-whelming mandate. And practically without debate, the congresspassed a resolution greeting workers of the Warsaw Pact and So-viet Union: "We believe that it will not be long before your and ourrepresentatives can meet to exchange our trade union experi-

    ences." The Soviets were furious. The assembly even voted down amotion to thank the KOR, lacking as that organization was in RealPoles.

    As Solidarity's rank and file became angrier and more aware oftheir strength, they became more and more radical. They were nolonger interested in political realities; they wanted unconditionalsurrender. "The movement was too dynamic, too popular, toomuch of the masses to be moderate," said Alina Pienkowska, anurse from the Lenin Shipyard who was one of the organizers ofthe first strike. "We couldn't have done anything different. Itwasn't worth it. What we were doing was too important." A sharpmoderating turn by Solidarity would have meant the end of themovement's credibility with workers.

    "Whenever we thought about backing off," Rulewski said,"three factors appeared. First, we worried that Solidarity wouldbreak up into conformists and revolutionaries. Second, twenty mil-lion Poles—more people than just our members—thought Solidar-ity would bring democratization. Stopping would have meantletting down all these people. Without Solidarity all the move-ments would fail—the peasants, artists, students, Solidarity in thepolice and militia. And third, we worried about our influence onother countries. We were visited by representatives of East Ger-many, Czechoslovakia, Hungary. It was psychological. After theuprisings in those countries failed, there was a long night of socialfrustration. We knew we were at a critical moment for export ofthe revolution."

    "We couldn't have thought about the Russians all the time,"said Joanna Szczesna of the Solidarity Press Agency. "We'd have tohave censored every word." She was not exaggerating; no trans-gression was too small to draw Soviet attention. At one point theSoviets sent Warsaw a harsh note complaining about a caricatureof Brezhnev in a Solidarity newsletter—circulation 500—in the vil-lage of Pulowy.

    Solidarity activists had long been aware that the government haddrawn up plans for martial law—in the spring of 1981 they wereeven throwing around the plan's code name, "Spring"; even Com-munists, apparently, had a sense of humor. Solidarity was in thesame position as Jaruzelski with Moscow: it could not tell if Jaru-

    zelski was serious about martial law or bluffing to force conces-sions out of Solidarity. As time wore on and neither "Spring" norSoviet intervention occurred, many in Solidarity became increas-ingly confident that it was a bluff. When the government warnedthat the alternative to a national accord was either an invasion ormartial law, Solidarity quite understandably took it not as a tipfrom a concerned friend but as a political maneuver.

    The state's paralysis became more and more evident. There wereshortages of everything—meat, sugar, butter, milk, cheese, thread,coal, shoes, gasoline, cigarettes, vodka, surgical gloves, detergent,soap—even matches. The situation seemed to call for bolder andbolder measures. Many in the union no longer saw any point tonegotiations; they thought Solidarity should just force its demandsthrough. The state seemed so feeble that one Solidarity leader toldthe German newsmagazine Der Spiegel, "No one can enforce astate of emergency with Polish forces."

    Just as Jaruzelski was playing good cop to the Soviets' bad cop totry to make Solidarity behave, Solidarity's factions made up a goodcop/bad cop team of radicals and moderates. They needed eachother. Rulewski could scare the Party to death, and then in wouldstep Walesa, a man Jaruzelski found so agreeable in conversationthat he was convinced Walesa could be won to the government'spoint of view.

    "Walesa had absolutely no scruples about changing his opiniondepending on the person he was talking to," General Kiszczak,who became interior minister in July 1981, told me. "We'd tell him'We appreciate your faction inside Solidarity, but why are you sur-rounding yourself with people like Kuron and Michnik?' [the Partypersisted in mistaking Kuron and Michnik for radicals]. Walesawould almost agree with us. He'd say, 'Of course, of course, theyare terrible. We will get rid of them. Yes, yes, strikes are terrible.'Then he'd leave, wink at Kuron and Michnik, and the strikes keptrolling along."

    Walesa was a Nobel-class talker, but in the end talk solved noth-ing. In August 1981 negotiations began between Solidarity leadersand Deputy Prime Minister Mieczyslaw Rakowski, whose nego-tiating style consisted of insulting Solidarity and walking out of theroom. In November talks began again, this time among Jaruzelski,
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    Walesa, and Archbishop Glemp. Walesa and Jaruzelski seemed toget along well and had spent large amounts of time and politicalcapital in the last few months praising each other. But this tookthem only so far. Walesa could not have made any significantconcessions; given the mood of Solidarity, this would have beentreated as capitulation. And Jaruzelski, who had to watch his backeven more than Walesa, could not have offered Solidarity seriousconcessions even had he wanted to, and there is no indication thathe did.

    The December 11-12 meeting of Solidarity's National Coordi-nating Commission was the scene of the radicals' most fieryspeeches ever. Walesa listened quietly and then rose to say, "I'mjust sitting here trying to figure out what you guys ate today thatmakes you talk like that." The radicals demanded free electionsand worker control of factories—the normal society they thoughtthat now, unlike ever before, was within their reach. But it was notwithin their reach; even as the speakers challenged the government,the button had been pushed and the plans, refined for months,were clicking into place. After midnight there were no more de-mands.

    With each year in power communism had discredited itselfmore. Polish communism had brought neither truth nor bread. Itwas spiritually bankrupt, economically incompetent, repressive,intolerant, and grotesque in its distortion of fact. Counting theSoviets as well, communism was also murderous on a scale Hitlercould only dream of. This was not obvious to everyone at first, andjoining the Party was a legitimate choice in the years after the war,when it seemed a golden path away from poverty, exploitation,and militant fascism. But certainly by the mid-1950s its crimeswere evident, by the mid-1960s glaring, and by the mid-1970s ig-noring them took heroic will. Yet such will was commonplace.Until December 14, 1981, the Monday after martial law was im-posed—when keeping your Party card was tantamount to collabo-ration—very few Party members ever left.

    The year 1956 brought Khrushchev's speech, the Poznan upris-ing, the near invasion of Poland, and the invasion of Hungary. YetParty membership rose; in 1957 it was higher than it had ever been.

    This was even more remarkable because Khrushchev's speechbroke communism's spell. Suddenly people realized that Stalin washuman, the Party had made mistakes.

    Historian Jerzy Jedlicki told me a story about his friend Jan JozefLipski, a Social Democrat and founder of KOR. After Lipski grad-uated from college he went to work as an editor at a publishinghouse in Warsaw. This was during the Stalinist years, and the jobincluded classes in such subjects as "dictatorship of the proletar-iat." Employees were even assigned homework. Lipski was never aCommunist, but in the beginning his teachers were enthusiasticCommunists, he said. Later it became a ridiculous ritual, withthirty adults sitting around a table mouthing syllables that hadlong since lost their meaning. "I was not sure whether I was mad orthey were mad," said Lipski.

    "That moment was the end of totalitarianism," Jedlicki told me."Totalitarianism lasts only as long as the antitotalitarians areafraid that they are the mad ones. When they are sure of their san-ity, you can no longer have totalitarianism. It means the magicalpower evaporated." With Khrushchev's speech, Stalin's powerevaporated. Yet, people stayed.

    The most common reason was sheer opportunism. The Partywas the best way—the only way—for an ambitious man to getahead; if there were some distasteful aspects to be suffered alongthe way, so be it. In the years immediately after the war peoplejoined the Party because they truly wanted to build a better world,and a Party post did not automatically confer the privileges itwould confer later. But as the initial euphoria faded, so did Po-land's true believers. Edward Gierek, especially, realized that theonly way to draw young people into the Party was through bour-geois incentives—good jobs, local power, political privileges, spe-cial schools, cars, dachas, imported goods. Leaving the Partymeant the loss of a child's university admission, a spouse's job, thefamily's apartment. Others—far fewer in number but in positionsof great power—were real Stalinists who endorsed anything theParty had to do to keep power in the hands of the representatives ofthe working classes. Criminal activity was perfectly tolerable aslong as it was their own. A revolution, as Mao Zedong noted, isnot a dinner party. For the most cynical, the working classes were

    not part of the equation: power was reserved for themselves alone.

    The vast majority of Party members stayed largely for these not-very-admirable reasons. But in almost everyone opportunism andruthlessness mingle with better motives. Few people are cynicalenough to admit their cynicism to themselves. And the genius ofcommunism was exactly this co-optation, this ability to turn noblemotives to evil ends.

    Some idealists remained in the Party because Khrushchev'sspeech, as shocking as it was, closed an evil chapter. The very factthat Stalin's crimes were being denounced meant that the Partycould correct its own course; it was a better Party than ever. Stani-slaw Kania, who replaced Gierek as first secretary in 1980, was atwenty-nine-year-old student in officer training school when helearned of Khrushchev's speech. "I came home from the army onMarch 10 to find a terrifying, macabre picture," he told me."Before, we had some signals, but nothing could compare to thespeech. The shock was difficult to describe, but it was mitigated bythe fact that here it was different. We had had repression of ourfirst secretary, but we did not have what was going on in Czecho-slovakia or Bulgaria with heads rolling. I had doubts, but not to theextent of leaving the Party. It was clear it could purify itself—thathere something was born that could purify it." Just as in the SovietUnion the believers latched onto Khrushchev, in Poland they puttheir hopes in Gomulka, a victim of Party repression himself. Anidealist could say to himself: Now, finally, the Party is comingaround.

    But the converse was also true—when the Party was behavingbadly, how could an idealist leave and abandon control to thehard-liners? "When I came out of one of Hitler's concentrationcamps in April 1945," said Ludwik Krasucki, a journalist andParty activist, "it was clear to me that the only possibility was tocome to the Socialist Party and do something, so Poland would notbe completely Sovietized."

    "In periods of weakness you can compare those leaving the Partyto rats on a sinking ship," said Jaruzelski. "If everyone had left, theParty would be an iron guard and would never change fromwithin, with dangerous effects for Poland." Periods of reform,periods of repression—it is never time to leave.

    "There's always something that persuades you to stay," saidAndrzej Krzysztof Wroblewski, a journalist who left the Party onlywith Solidarity's rise. "You modify your expectations, but it's stillalways better inside the Party than outside." As the years went onfewer and fewer people really believed in communism, but as theygave up their idealism about the Party, they gave up their idealismabout everything. They no longer demanded much of their politicalsystem, and they were content, more or less, with what the Partyoffered. "At first it was a better system," said Wroblewski. "Thenit was not more efficient, but it was more just. Then it was not just,but it was ours. Then it was not ours, but theirs, and they were sopowerful and so close. Then came martial law."

    Leszek Kolakowski, who went on in exile at Oxford, Chicago,and Yale to become one of the world's leading political philoso-phers, began to write papers critical of the Party in 1956. He be-came more and more estranged, but he stayed ten more years untilhe was kicked out. He had long before lost all respect for the Party,but still he would not leave. Krystyna Kersten, one of Poland'sleading historians, told me that she and her colleagues at the PolishHistory Institute had thought about leaving after the March 1968repression of the student demonstrations. "But we still had the illu-sion that progress, the future, was represented by worldwide com-munism," she said. "After the invasion of Czechoslovakia, wecould no longer hold those illusions and we left the Party. But it isvery difficult to give up your beliefs."

    Inside you had power and access, you were a player. Outside youwere nothing—a gadfly or a criminal. It helped to be a lunatic aswell. A good dissident had to renounce all society's traditional re-wards—power, comfort, wealth—and instead exist on air andWestern applause. The same seven coconspirators, meeting in thesame ratty apartments for years and years—what was the point?The best dissidents, men like Michnik and Kuron, were hopelessromantics, only truly comfortable on the losing side. "But youknow as you stand alone, bound in handcuffs and with tear gas inyour eyes," wrote Michnik, "thanks to your favorite poet, youknow that 'The avalanche changes course according to the stonesover which it passes.' And you want to be the stone that willchange the course of events." Even given the national prediliction

    for romanticism, this seems a bit much. What normal person wantsto be a stone under an avalanche? Such romanticism made Mich-nik a great writer, but he wrote this particular tract from prisonand he couldn't even sign it with his own name. No, thank you,dissidence was not for everyone.

    Dissidence seemed particularly futile because until Solidarity, allchange in the East Bloc had come from within the Party: Gomulka,Nagy, the Prague Spring. The only goal that seemed more reach-able from outside the Party's doors was its complete overthrow—and, considering the route to the Soviet Union's implosion in thelate 1980s, perhaps not even that. But overthrow, given Poland'sneighborhood, was a dream for the deranged. Until the 1980s,even in dissident circles few people wanted to throw out commu-nism completely. Reform it, yes, kick out the Russians, give com-munism a more national bent. But it was the rare Party activistwho spun so far around as to prefer capitalism.

    Besides, why leave when even those who stayed could call them-selves dissidents? The chief censor, perhaps, thinks of himself as asubversive, guiding writers through the maze of official ideology sothat they can publish their dissidence to the fullest extent the sys-tem will permit. The average secret police informer is a subversive,bringing the fresh ideas and advanced thinking of the dissidents tothe Party bureaucracy.

    "Them" was what the average Poles called the barons of thesystem, but the term is infinitely elastic. Each person in the system,from a twenty-year-old third-grade teacher to hated factory unionleader on up, had a Them looming above, a blind dinosaur whoheard only Party doctrine. The teacher finds the political lessonsboring and races through, skipping a few chapters. She is proud;she is a dissident. By toning down his workers' demands, the fac-tory union chief manages to win an extra ten pork chops for theworkers' Christmas bonus. He is proud; he is a dissident. Eachperson is a wily reformer maneuvering around the lumberingThem above to humanize the system. These were entire govern-ments of semidissidents. Of course, to pull off this strategy ofThem, one must have a job. It takes credibility and influence to bein a position to bring about change. It takes patience—one cannotexpect miracles! Sometimes years, decades are necessary to reach a

    position of sufficient influence and trust. One must follow to beable to lead.

    In one early interview Jaruzelski had referred to himself as a re-former. I mentioned it to Michnik, who put his head down on hisdesk in Gazeta Wyborcza, the newspaper he edits, in mock grief."There is a difference between reform and making the best of a badreality," he said. "Of course he was from the reform wing of theParty. There was no other wing. I don't know anyone who says hedidn't try to reform from within." He stood up and began to pacearound the office, waving his arms in the air. "I can't take it anylonger. I promised myself I will not take revenge. I'm an idiot whodefends Communists. I want amnesty. But stop talking about re-form, I can't take it any longer! Tell me, where did communismcome from if everyone was a reformer? They were reformers, and Icouldn't get books to read in prison."

    The Them strategy was occasionally more than mere justifica-tion. Captain Novak, the Czech secret police official who warnedthe opposition, was a true subversive. His work was far riskier, andfar more dangerous to the system, than that of the average dissi-dent. Gorbachev and Dubcek left their societies vastly changed as aresult of their leadership—for better or for worse.

    And the alternative was utter powerlessness. Looking back overthe rubble of the Berlin Wall, it is hard to imagine how solid thatconcrete once seemed. Michnik in jail was the pet of the West, butwithin Poland he had less influence than some anonymous censor-ship bureaucrat who arranged the showing of a previously forbid-den film. That was impact. Michnik was mere poetry.

    The Michniks, in addition, needed the insiders. "Reform re-quires three things," argued Leszek Miller, a hard-line Communistpolitician now in the post-Communist party. "You need internalParty dissent, anti-Communist dissent, and external permission. In1956 we were lacking the first one. In 1981 we lacked the third.We only had all three after Gorbachev. To me it is more importantto be inside, where decisions are made. From the outside there areonly demands, and from demand to decision is a very long way."

    It is unfortunate that the Gorbachevs, Dubceks, and CaptainNovaks exist, because they allow people like Miller—in fact, theyallow the entire society—to rationalize their own collaboration. In

    reality, success with the strategy of Them was nearly impossible. Ifyoung Party members started out with cherished goals for society,after a few years these goals disappeared; their own prosperity be-came an end in itself. And would-be subversives had to contendwith the Party's rule of negative selection: anyone who exhibitedqualities of leadership—courage, independent thought, cha-risma—could never rise to a leadership position. No subversivereached a point where he could carry subversion to action. Gorba-chev, Dubcek, and Novak became subversives only at the end oflong careers as perfectly passive cogs. If they had started out plot-ting change, they surely would have been derailed.

    With each crisis in the Party, Jaruzelski had apparently experi-enced not angst but ascension. In 1956 he became general; in 1968he became defense minister; after the December 1970 shootingsand the anti-Gomulka coup he was given full membership in thePolitburo. With the events of 1980 and 1981 he became primeminister and then first secretary. His political judgments about So-viet might and his strong belief in the system were complementedby fierce ambition. He was, of course, in the army, which meantthat he was more indoctrinated than the ordinary Pole, had far lessaccess to alternative points of view, and had absorbed the soldiers'mentality that one doesn't sit and muse over the orders of a supe-rior. If Michnik was at one end of the spectrum, Jaruzelski wasclose to the other. Whether he trusted or distrusted his superiors, ingood times and bad his response in every case was to reach evenharder for a position of power and influence. It was not that hisanswer to the question "reform from inside/dissidence from out-side" was different from Michnik's. Rather, he was the perfectproduct of the totalitarian system; he had probably never posed thequestion at all.

    He watched the Show Trials and showed the proper outrage atthe imperialist treason. "In 1951 I and some colleagues were in-vited to attend a trial," he wrote. "Among the accused were gener-als Stefan Mossor and Jerzy Kirchmayer ... the trial could not haveseemed more credible. The prosecutor read the accusations. Therewas proof, witnesses, confessions. The accused were called. They

    confessed. They expressed their regrets. How could we havedoubted it?... Let's not forget the climate: the Cold War. NATO'sformation in 1949. The Korean War in 1950. We lived in an atmo-sphere of permanent menace. Our mission was to defend our coun-try, and here people told us the enemy had agents in our ranks."

    Now he says he should have known better. Now he expressesregret for the anti-Semitic purges and the invasion of Czechoslova-kia. But if he objected at the time—and there is not a shred ofevidence that he did—it never led him to question the Party. "TheParty is a bit like the Catholic Church," Jaruzelski said. "TheChurch has heavy sins—the Conquest, the Inquisition, the bishopswho blessed Hitler. But the flock, even seeing that, could remainwithin it. They were marginal events to the basic mission of theChurch. You may have some problems with the doctrine, but thatdoesn't mean you stop believing in the Church."

    In his church he was a fundamentalist. For reasons of bothgeopolitics and ideology, he genuinely believed Soviet-dominatedcommunism was the best system for Poland. He held the almosttouching conviction that if Party propaganda could reach ordinaryPoles, they could be convinced of this, too. Newly published min-utes of secret 1980 and 1981 Politburo meetings show Jaruzelski'srecurrent comment—perhaps natural for a general who believed heonly had to give an order to have it carried out—that more andbetter speeches would produce more and better Communists. As ifanyone in Poland paid any attention to Party speeches; as if theydidn't have exactly the opposite of their intended effect. On No-vember 8, 1980, as the Party awaited a general strike, here wasJaruzelski's solution: "We should show in our propaganda thatcontributing to the atmosphere of resistance to work is affectingpublic order." On December 11, 1980, he mused, "We have toshow what happened in 1944 and 1945 more often and teachyoung people about those years." On January 26, 1981: "We areunderestimating the importance of the ideological struggle. . . .[T]he voice of the Party should sound convincingly." The same dayhe suggested that the Party tune itself more keenly to the publicmood. How to gauge this mood? By studying letters Poles wrote tothe Central Committee! In August 1981 he advocated more propa-
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    ganda to prepare Poles for price hikes. On October 6, 1981, Jaru-zelski proposed using propaganda to "expose" Solidarity as an-tisocialist.

    He truly believed that such exposure would turn Poles againstSolidarity. He fervently believed that shopkeepers were parasiteswho got rich exploiting the labor of others. He thought vodka wasa scourge, that waste and corruption and sloth were killing thecountry, and that if this were pointed out to the Polish people,Poles would redouble their socialist commitment and purify theirnation of these plagues. Jaruzelski didn't drink. He wasn't a wom-anizer. He was not corrupt and did not enrich himself at the ex-pense of others. He worked very hard. He was undoubtedly rightabout the sins of vodka, corruption, and sloth, but he was keenlyout of tune with the mood of his countrymen, many of whom quiteunderstandably wanted nothing more than to get rich exploitingothers' labor and drink as much as and what they pleased.

    "He was a military reformer," said Andrzej Werblan, a Partycomrade. "Military men believe that you find the proper peopleand the thing will march. Strong control! Better organization! Re-form the organization, but not the substance!" When he thought interms of Them—while participating in the coup against Gomulka,for example—Jaruzelski was seeking not to humanize commu-nism's face but to pump up its muscles. These kinds of reformershave been the Soviet Bloc's greatest tyrants. But Jaruzelski wouldnever be a Stalin, because he was not a psychopath and not a cynic.He believed in communism's basic goodness. He believed thatcommunism had brought a more just and better world.

    With the rise of Solidarity, however, Jaruzelski began, for thefirst time, to use the strategy of Them to humanize communism.There arose in the Politburo a group known as the Cements, hard-liners who wanted to crush Solidarity by any means, and if theSoviets had to do it, then welcome the Soviets. For the first time inhis life Jaruzelski, who did not agree, assumed the role of Partyliberal, of the clever subversive maneuvering around the bron-tosauruses in Moscow and Warsaw.

    His case was the ultimate test of the rationalization of totalitari-anism: that by staying in, one would eventually reach a position tobring about change. If it had ever been true, it would be true now.

    The Dark Glasses 177

    Here was a man who had never in his adult life questioned theParty. By 1981 he lacked only a cardinal's hat to hold every posi-tion of power in Poland—first secretary, commander in chief, pre-mier, defense minister. He had the power, the trust of his masters,and, it seemed, the desire. But still, looming above him, was hisThem. Perhaps Brezhnev alone in the Communist world could notpoint to someone else and say "It was him." Perhaps even Brezh-nev's hands were tied by the Party bureaucracy.

    Jaruzelski's contention in the issue of martial law was that hesuccessfully outmaneuvered his Them. Martial law, he argued, wasthe vindication of a lifetime as an insider. He had spent decadeswinning Moscow's trust, and because of this approach it was Jaru-zelski who was at the top, not the hard-liners, and not the RedArmy. That he had saved Poland was the central point of his de-fense, and for the first several years of the debate about martiallaw, it appeared that he was right.

    The Lesser Evil

    At 10:30 a.m. on September 22, 1992, the Sejm's Committee onConstitutional Responsibility opened its hearings against GeneralWojciech Jaruzelski, former Interior Minister Czeslaw Kiszczak,and twenty-four members of the Council of State in the matter ofmartial law. The hearing room was on the second floor of thewhite-marble-and-stone Sejm building, up a marble staircase witha bronze snake banister. At exactly 10:30, Jaruzelski walked intothe room in the glare of TV lights, wearing a dark gray jacket,black slacks, and his customary dark glasses. He greeted his fellowdefendants and sat down in the first seat at a long table, his back toa row of open windows with white polyester lace curtains blowingin the breeze. His lawyer and his fellow accused sat to his left,microphones and bottles of mineral water in front of them. Jaruzel-ski took off his dark glasses and put on light ones. Chairman Ed-ward Rzepka called the hearing to order, and, after someformalities, Jaruzelski read a short opening statement.

    "Soon it will be eleven years since the imposition of martiallaw," he read. "I am convinced today, as then, that in that ex-tremely dangerous situation, the imposition of martial law was un-fortunately a necessity. It saved us from national tragedy. It alsobrought a lot of evil—but it was a lesser evil." This would be thetheme of his defense from that moment forward: Poland had gonethrough Purgatory to avoid Hell.

    There was no question that for Jaruzelski, martial law was alesser evil; the important question is what, to him, was the greaterone. His accusers called him a traitor who had welcomed the threatof Soviet invasion as an excuse for his crackdown. To Jaruzelski,they said, the greater evil had been not invasion but the rise of amovement that could have toppled the Communist Party—andJaruzelski himself—from power.

    Jaruzelski acknowledges protecting the Kremlin from Solidarity.But, he maintains, he also protected Solidarity from the Kremlin. "Iknew we freed the Soviets from a difficult decision," Jaruzelski toldme. "I knew there were different opinions among the Russian lead-ers. We had to assume the worst. Martial law, even given its nega-tive consequences, was a manageable process. We could keepcontrol of it. But not doing so led to catastrophe. It was hard toimagine. You must not compare surgery and psychiatry."

    To Jaruzelski, martial law justified his lifetime as an insider, hiscareer spent smiling and nodding at the Them above him and to theeast, moderating their idiocies and cushioning their blows. Mymartial law produced about a hundred casualties, Jaruzelski ar-gued. A hundred too many—but imagine if I had refused and hadbeen replaced by a man with a less delicate touch? There wouldhave been not internment camps but massacres. And that would benothing compared to the bloodshed of a Soviet invasion. It wasPoland's great good fortune, he argued, to have had me as its chief,

    The day-to-day hearings of the Sejm committee did not succeed,unfortunately, in shedding much light on this question. The com-mittee met about twice a month for the first year, and much of thetime was devoted to the interminable statements of Jaruzelski andhis fellow defendants. This was in part because the defense wantedto stretch out the proceedings in the hopes that the next Sejm elec-tions might produce a more congenial committee or end the pro-cess entirely. More important, this was just the way they talked.High Party officials were used to speaking for hours. The fact thatthey had nothing to say had never daunted them.

    By April 28, 1993, the statement of one of Jaruzelski's generals,Michal Janiszewski, had lasted for two sessions, totaling fivehours, when the admirably patient Chairman Rzepka asked himpolitely when he planned to finish. "I'm halfway through," replied

    Janiszewski. There was an audible groan from the committee andpress. The five hours had been a recitation of Solidarity's perfidy—threats against Party officials, graffiti scrawled on walls, windowsbroken—with the purpose of showing that the Party could nothave been expected to tolerate this hooliganism and had been quitejustified in cracking down. This was not helping the defense's casethat martial law was anti-Soviet, not anti-Solidarity, but Janiszew-ski seemed unable to resist. "And meanwhile none of us is gettingany younger," Jaruzelski sighed when I talked to him two dayslater.

    Neither did the committee find more fruitful digging in docu-ment archives. Historians like to believe that such archives hold thekeys to historical puzzles; oral history and memoir can be self-serving, but documents reveal the truth. But, as with the Czecho-slovak and German secret police files, martial law documents leavea trail of mud. Polish and Soviet archives hold tens of thousands ofdocuments, many of them full of fascinating details about martiallaw. But they do not conclusively answer the big question: WasJaruzelski a hero or a traitor?

    There are several reasons. While the Stasi archives' very exhaus-tiveness stripped them of meaning, with martial law the same resultstemmed from the files' selectivity. General Jaruzelski had orderedmany of the relevant documents destroyed. Much of what camefrom Moscow was inconclusive and incomplete, as the Russianshad not opened their archives to scholars, but were releasing a fewdocuments at a time not for their historical significance but fortheir political impact.

    Without the important documents, it was impossible to evaluatethe various contingency plans that turned up. For example, thecommittee uncovered evidence of a Soviet-East German plot to killJaruzelski. But was this official policy, or the wishful thinking ofsome crackpot, or part of a long list of alternatives that was proba-bly never intended to be taken seriously? The committee foundSoviet maps for use in an invasion, but these maps do not reveal ifthey were part of a bluff or a real intervention plan.

    The most useful documents for answering this question, ofcourse, would be Soviet Politburo minutes, and three different setsturned up. The Polish Press Agency's Moscow correspondent

    bought a copy of the minutes of several Politburo meetings—theycost him a bribe of only $3 a page—and Gazeta Wyborcza pub-lished them on the anniversary of the imposition of martial law in1992. In the spring of 1993 the Russian government released to thecommittee another set of excerpts from selected Politburo meet-ings, some of the same meetings Gazeta had already printed. Nei-ther set contained the most crucial meetings, and there are curiousomissions—even during major Warsaw Pact military exercises, forexample, the exercises aren't mentioned. In August 1993 BorisYeltsin took to Warsaw a packet of materials seemingly designedto embarrass the post-Communists just weeks before an electionthey were likely to win. (They won anyway.) The documents in-clude reports from the Politburo's working group on Poland, aswell as minutes of Politburo meetings, including a meeting on De-cember 10, 1981, just two days before the introduction of martiallaw. They give strong indications of Soviet intentions and Jaruzel-ski's thinking, but unfortunately do not offer conclusive proof.More pieces from the archives are needed: complete Soviet Polit-buro minutes, Jaruzelski's personal file, and Polish documentsfrom the Interior and Defense ministries. But many of these docu-ments are likely to remain buried for a long time to come.

    Other pieces in the puzzle come from outside the two countries'archives. Jaruzelski's two books—The Chains and the Refuge, hisautobiography, published in French, and Martial Law: Why?, pub-lished in Polish—are important documents. They reveal muchabout their author, often inadvertently. On the important ques-tions, however, they are often contradicted by more objectivesources.

    The single most authoritative document is a 1987 interview inKultura, the Paris-based Polish emigre journal, in which ColonelRyszard Kuklihski detailed the events leading up to martial law.Kuklinski was the chief of strategic defense planning and deputychief of operations for the Polish army up to a month before mar-tial law. He was a quiet, hardworking, trusted soldier who handledWarsaw Pact documents of the highest sensitivity, all the plans formartial law, and negotiations with Soviet Marshal Viktor Kulikov,the commander of the Warsaw Pact forces. Kuklinski also wroteJaruzelski's military speeches.

    The earnest Kuklinski performed his many duties well, but therewas one in which he truly excelled: as a CIA spy. Horrified by theGdansk shootings in 1970, Kuklinski began to prepare to commu-nicate secretly with U.S. military officers stationed in Germany. Ayear later, while leading a group of Polish officers—under cover astourists—to survey the ports of northern Europe, he made contact.Thus began ten years as the CIA's most valuable East Bloc spy. Hepassed his handlers the Soviet war plans for Europe, specificationsfor more than two hundred advanced weapons systems, and infor-mation on which Soviet targets the West saw by satellite were thereal ones and which decoys. He wrote the Polish military's strategicplans—and then passed them to the CIA. He also passed the CIAdetailed plans for martial law. He gave the CIA so much materialthat the translators at the headquarters in Langley, Virginia,couldn't keep up; some of his documents even reached the UnitedStates before they had time to land on Jaruzelski's desk.

    He escaped from Poland with his family on November 7, 1981,probably just in time to avoid capture. He is unfortunately, there-fore, unable to provide information on the last month before mar-tial law.

    Kuklinski was still in the control of his CIA handlers when the1987 interview in Kultura was published; it was either conductedor carefully vetted by the CIA. (The Poles sentenced Kuklinski todeath in absentia in 1984. In 1989 his sentence was lessened totwenty-five years' imprisonment, which is still in effect today. Sur-veys show that most Poles still consider him a traitor to Poland. Helives in hiding in the United States, the last political prisoner of theold regime.) Despite the CIA control, the interview is consideredcredible by martial law figures from all sides of the Polish politicalspectrum, and it provides a wealth of detail on martial law plan-ning that others have confirmed in my interviews and in the mem-oirs, newspaper articles, and new documents from Polish andSoviet archives. Many of these documents were provided to me byMark Kramer, a scholar at Harvard and Brown universities andperhaps the connoisseur of East Bloc archives.

    In 1956 the Soviets put up with Hungarian heresies for twoweeks before invading. In 1968 the Prague Spring lasted for eight

    months before the Soviets, poorly camouflaged by Warsaw Pactforces, invaded. Solidarity lasted sixteen months, and the Sovietsgot Poland to invade itself. At this rate the Soviets, each time moresophisticated, would be able to persuade the rebels in the next riot-ing cell block to bring their own matches and gasoline and setthemselves on fire.

    The Soviet Union persuaded the Polish leadership to solve theproblem for them through a combination of economic pressureand military threat. Warsaw Pact allies concentrated weapons andtroops on the Polish border in December 1980, March and April1981, September 1981, and, to a lesser extent, December 1981.Jaruzelski and his predecessor Stanislaw Kania held off the Sovietpressure for fifteen months. They did so the way they had alwaysdealt with the Soviets: bowing and scraping, shuffling and smiling.

    The Lenin Shipyard strike sent earthquakes through the Party.On September 5 a Party plenum toppled Edward Gierek as firstsecretary and replaced him with Stanislaw Kania. Kania had madethe Party his only career. A peasant's son, he became a full memberof the Central Committee in 1964 and was the longtime head of theParty's Administrative Division. He never traveled and had no ad-vanced degrees or particular areas of expertise. He looked thestereotyped Polish Party hack, with his broad, jowly face and badsuits. He was, within the Party, a man of the center, neither a re-former nor a hard-liner. He was a rather nice man as well—slow,methodical, reasonable, conciliatory, and weak. He drank toomuch. His first speech as first secretary was promising: "We treatthese strikes as an expression of worker discontent and protest," hesaid, "not against the principles of socialism, not against our al-liances, and not against the Party's leading role . . . but against thedistortions and mistakes in our policy."

    At the same time, however, Party insiders were talking aboutcontingency plans for dealing with Solidarity. Plans had been onthe books since the Gdansk riots in 1970, when the National De-fense Council, the group of top security officials, had begun to kickaround the idea of a crackdown. Jerzy Urban, Jaruzelski's martiallaw spokesman, told me that during the Gdansk riots Gomulkahad asked him to write a speech announcing martial law, just incase. The idea surfaced again in 1976 with the Radom and Ursus

    riots. By the time of the 1980 strike the Defense Council orderedGeneral Florian Siwicki, Jaruzelski's second, to reexamine theplans. In 1990 an investigation by the post-Communist InteriorMinistry showed that in 1979 the ministry had drawn up an emer-gency blueprint for martial law. During the Gdansk shipyard strikethe next year officials refined the scenario: police would move intoGdansk and stage a commando raid on the shipyard, block theroads, and militarize the communications systems. Lech Walesaand other strike leaders would be seized. Jaruzelski writes in hisFrench memoirs that after the strike, the interior minister began todraw up lists of the most dangerous opposition figures.

    On October 22, 1980, Kuklinski says, Defense Minister Jaruzel-ski ordered the army's General Staff to take out the old blueprintsand update them into a plan for nationwide martial law. Kuklinskiwas one of the drafters. The team presented its work to the defenseminister and the prime minister in November and to Party andgovernment authorities in December.

    Martial law's biggest backers were not in Warsaw but in Mos-cow. Solidarity was the Soviets' worst nightmare. "An organiza-tion has emerged that aims to spread its political influence throughthe entire country," reads an analysis approved by the Soviet Polit-buro on September 3, 1980. "The complexity of the struggleagainst it stems, in particular, from the fact that the members of theopposition disguise themselves as defenders of the working classand as laborers." The Soviets wanted the Poles to end the commo-tion, and they wanted it done without Soviet involvement. "Wesimply cannot and must not lose Poland," said Andrei Gromyko,the Soviet foreign minister, at the October 29, 1980, Politburomeeting. "As far as Jaruzelski is concerned, he is certainly reliable.But even he has no special enthusiasm. He even said the armywould not act against Polish workers."

    This was a running theme in the released Politburo minutes:doubts about Jaruzelski's and especially Kania's toughness. TheSoviets had no confidence that the Poles could—or even wantedto—quiet Solidarity.

    A month later, Kuklinski said, the Poles stopped talking aboutmartial law entirely and the Soviets passed from annoyed toalarmed. In late November the Warsaw Pact began to plan military

    maneuvers on Polish territory called "Soyuz 80," or Alliance 80.The exercises were normal for the Warsaw Pact—except that thePolish military was assigned to stay in barracks. Fifteen Soviet divi-sions, two Czechoslovak, and one East German were set to beginthis exercise in Poland beginning December 8, in territory consid-ered the most sensitive in Poland. An enormous buildup on thePolish front began: the borders with East Germany and Czecho-slovakia were closed, and troops and military planes, tanks andtrucks began to assemble in the western Soviet Union. It lookedeerily similar to the weeks preceding the invasion of Czecho-slovakia in 1968. "Jaruzelski was in a state of shock, stayed behindlocked doors in his office, and was completely inaccessible to evenhis closest associates," Kuklinski said.

    It wasn't just the Soviets pressuring the Poles. East GermanCommunist Party Chairman Erich Honecker—astonishingly blindto how Poles would receive German invaders for the second time inforty years—pushed for intervention, as did Czechoslovakia's Gus-tav Husak. On November 26 Honecker wrote to Leonid Brezhnev:"Counterrevolutionary forces in the People's Republic of Polandare on the constant offensive, and any delay in acting against themwould mean death—the death of socialist Poland. . . . We believethat offering collective advice and possible assistance from the fra-ternal countries to comrade Kania would only be to his benefit. Weask you, esteemed Leonid Ilyich, to understand our extraordinaryfears about the situation in Poland. We know that you also sharethese fears. With Communist greetings, E. Honecker."

    Was the Soviet threat real? The Soviet economy could notweather the inevitable economic sanctions. Nor could it tolerate acontinuing defense buildup—and invasion would mean the abor-tion of arms negotiations with the United States and the defectionof the western European peace movement.

    Militarily the picture was even bleaker. It had taken a milliontroops to take care of the Czechoslovaks, who had taken down thestreet signs and called it a war. Poland was twice as big, and thePoles were four times as combative. Where would the SovietUnion, already tied down in Afghanistan and at the Chinese bor-der, get the men? Even if the Poles didn't fight back, the invaderscould hardly count on the devotion of Polish troops, which de-

    prived them of a third of the Warsaw Pact force. The Soviets wouldhave to replace the fifteen Polish divisions on the Warsaw Pactfront lines and find forty or forty-five more divisions for the inva-sion.

    And Moscow could not assume the Poles wouldn't fight. ThePoles were lunatics, unpredictable lunatics, who glorified theirmilitary losses and thrilled at steering their boats over the falls, andthe Soviets were terrified of them. "Foreign intervention wouldhave divided the army at the very least/' Jaruzelski told me. "Evenworse, the army might have fought against the attackers, and hewho stood with the intervening force could expect nothing but abullet in his back." At the Politburo meeting of October 29, De-fense Minister Marshal Dmitri Ustinov admitted that the Poleswere "not ready" to receive Soviet troops.

    Russia's history with Poland was particularly cautionary. TheWest had invaded Russia or the Soviet Union through Poland in1610,1709,1812, and 1941, and it was Poland that had given theSoviets the only military defeat in their history. It was not ancienthistory; when Polish and Soviet generals met in November 1980,one of the Polish generals had fought the Bolsheviks in that 1920war—and one of the Soviet generals had participated in the inva-sion of Poland in 1939.

    The Soviets knew they could subdue Poland, but they did notrelish the cost. Unlike in Hungary or Czechoslovakia, whose rebel-lions had come from the top, quieting Poland would not mean sim-ply removing a few top Party officials. Society was in rebellion, andsociety would have to be subdued. Vladimir Kryuchkov, a high-ranking KGB official who would later head the KGB, told Kaniathat if angels entered Poland in Red Army uniforms, they would beforced to behave as violent occupiers; young Poles would meetthem with bottles of gasoline. Kryuchkov knew about the coffinscoming back from Afghanistan. And the Red Army was not to beconfused with angels. Nor, probably, would the soldiers be terriblyenthusiastic invaders: many of the Soviet conscripts called to thePolish border hadn't reported for duty. And everyone rememberedthat during the invasion of Czechoslovakia, one group of Sovietsoldiers had sold its tank for vodka.

    If the Poles fought back, the Soviets could anticipate decades ofresistance, resistance being perhaps the Poles' greatest talent. TheSoviet Union would have to run the Polish economy—which was ina state of near collapse to begin with. And when could the RedArmy leave? No, there were very good reasons for the Soviets tostay out of Poland.

    The only good reason for going in, in fact, was that losing Po-land was unthinkable. It was the largest and most important coun-try in the East Bloc. It was the most powerful military ally. Thecommunication and supply line to East Germany ran through Po-land. For the Soviets, Poland was the gateway to the West. Moreimportant, Poland was the West's gateway to the Soviet Union.

    The political costs of losing Poland were also incalculable. TheSoviets' first invasion of Hungary in 1956 and the decision to in-vade a second time came before Nagy's announcement that Hun-gary would leave the Warsaw Pact. It was Communists who hadled the rebellion in Czechoslovakia; Dubcek had promised Brezh-nev that there would be no tomfoolery about swapping friends. ButSolidarity was openly pro-West. It threatened a complete breakwith the Soviets. The virus could spread. Hadn't Solidarity's lastparty congress composed a manifesto to workers all over easternEurope who wanted free unions? If Moscow sat and watched asthe most important Warsaw Pact satellite seceded from the union,then what would prevent Hungary, or Poland's neighbor Lith-uania, from doing the same?

    In Washington, Carter administration officials found themselvesstaring at satellite photos of roads full of transport trucks, hospitaltents at the Polish border, and military airfields jammed with So-viet transport planes. The satellites, which pick up heat, could eventell if the planes' engines were running.

    President Carter had no desire to end his term in office with aCzechoslovakia-style invasion. Government officials alerted Soli-darity. Carter called West German Chancellor Helmut Schmidt,French President Valery Giscard d'Estaing, and Indian Prime Min-ister Indira Gandhi, whom Brezhnev was about to visit. NATOwent on a higher state of alert. National Security Adviser Zbigniew
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    Brzezinski breached protocol to call the pope. The Pentagon drewup lists of weapons the United States would sell to China if theSoviets invaded Poland and arranged for the list to leak.

    Soyuz 80's target date of the eighth of December came and wentand there was no invasion. Brzezinski, not surprisingly, claims vic-tory for U.S. pressure. Kuklihski credits Kania and Jaruzelski'spleas to Moscow for more time to institute martial law. AnatoliGribkov, the Soviet general who was chief of staff of the WarsawPact forces, said at a seminar in 1994 that there in fact had been noinvasion plan, but "it was all done to put pressure on the Poles."Gribkov said that he had been directed to keep a small militaryexercise going—keeping the pressure on—until March 1981.

    With each passing day the Soviets had less faith in the PolishCommunist Party. By late July the KGB estimated that 20 percentof the Polish Central Committee was openly pro-Solidarity andhalf the members were secret sympathizers. This might have beenan exaggeration, but not by much. Brezhnev began to turn to anorganization the Soviets felt was more solid, the Polish army. Pol-ish officers were largely Soviet-trained, they were kept in their mili-tary cocoon where heresy could not seduce them, and they werewell disciplined. In early February eighteen Soviet generals arrivedin Poland, supposedly to verify the Polish army's readiness for theSoyuz military exercises postponed from December. In reality theywere there to answer a different question: Could Polish command-ers be trusted in the event of an invasion or the imposition of mar-tial law?

    As part of the tilt toward the army, Moscow turned to Jaruzel-ski. On February 11, 1981, the Central Committee removed PrimeMinister Edward Babiuch and installed Wojciech Jaruzelski in hisplace. It was the first time in the history of the Warsaw Pact that amilitary man had held the office of prime minister. The post ofprime minister, of course, did not much matter in a country whereit was the Party, not the state, that counted. But Jaruzelski retainedthe post of defense minister as well—another first, and one thatgave him more power.

    He had been proposed as prime minister the year before, at theParty congress in February 1980. He had refused the job, telling

    the Party that he had spent his whole life in the army, whichteaches one order, discipline, and organization but doesn't createthe habits of cultivating political support. This time, probably atBrezhnev's orders, he did as he was told.

    A week after his appointment, forty-five Defense and InteriorMinistry officials met to hold a secret war game, simulating theimposition of martial law and the internment of 6,000 Solidarityactivists. The game clarified several questions, among them that oftiming: martial law had to be a surprise. The Sejm could not beconsulted. A Saturday night offered the best chance to avoid resis-tance and strikes. All the participants signed a pledge of secrecy.On February 21, Jaruzelski signed a document approving theplans; Kuklinski obligingly passed them to the CIA. That monthHonecker weighed in again, generously offering to lend Kania cop-ies of German plans—never used—for martial law from 1953,plans that had ended in East Germany's calling for Russian inter-vention. Kania must have been speechless.

    On March 3 Jaruzelski and Kania visited Moscow for theTwenty-sixth Congress of the Soviet Communist Party, and Jaru-zelski submitted the plans—titled "On the Status of the State'sPreparations for Imposing Martial Law"—to Brezhnev. The Polishgovernment, he told the Soviets, "being aware of the support of theAllies, is resolved to resort to this measure of defending the countryagainst the counterrevolution." Kuklinski wrote his talking points.That month the government got to work in earnest on the details ofmartial law, including drawing up a list of 11,000 people to beinterned. But Jaruzelski still resisted setting a firm date, said Kuk-linski, and dodged the Soviets' attempts to set one.

    On March 16, 1981, new Soviet pressure began in the form ofthe maneuvers, now called Soyuz 81, that had never taken place inDecember. Soviet combat planes began to fly over Polish airspace,ignoring the warnings of frantic Polish air traffic controllers. U.S.spy satellites picked up Soviet, German, and Czechoslovak troopsmoving toward Poland. Twelve Soviet divisions in and around Po-land appeared to move to a higher state of readiness. Soviet troopsmoved to protect Soviet compounds in Warsaw, and Soviet embas-sies in western Europe asked for extra police protection. Sovietcommunications with East Germany began to bypass the normal

    channels, which used the Polish communications system. The Sovi-ets airlifted helicopters into a base in Poland's southwest, and air-borne units were put on alert in the western USSR. Transportaircraft, planes carrying troops, pilots, and technicians, arrived inPoland. The Soviets put out a call for Polish-speaking soldiers andmoved them to the front, and stockpiled food, fuel, and medicine.With the Bydgoszcz beatings of Solidarity activists on March 19and Solidarity's threat of a general strike, the maneuvers intensi-fied.

    At an April 2 Soviet Politburo meeting, Yuri Andropov, thenhead of the KGB, reported with alarm that in western Byelorussia,near the Polish border, villagers were listening to subversive Polishradio and watching Polish TV. Anti-Soviet demonstrations weretaking place in Soviet Georgia. The virus was threatening tospread.

    In late March, Brezhnev called Kania and suggested the Poles"find" a few caches of Solidarity weapons, as had been done inPrague in 1968. Brezhnev always had many helpful suggestions.During Solidarity's maiden strike, the Soviet Politburo had ap-proved a document with a whole list of suggestions. For example:"Using the mass media, show that the events in Poland have beencaused not by any shortcomings of the socialist system per se, butby mistakes and oversights, and also by some objective factors(natural calamities, etc.)." In February 1981 Konstantin Rusakov,in charge of relations with satellite countries, had reported to theSoviet Politburo: "Nearly every week Leonid Ilyich speaks withKania, touching in a tactful way on all problems, at the same timemaking it understandable what should be done."

    Tactful is not the word Kania would have used. Brezhnev was bynow ailing and senile. He would call Kania—sometimes threetimes a day—and read from a prepared text listing the perils facingsocialist Poland from this dangerous counterrevolutionary forceSolidarity, and demanding the imposition of martial law. Kaniawould protest that Brezhnev didn't understand the Polish situa-tion, that it was complicated and force would solve nothing, butBrezhnev would just read another text. Kania always ended upagreeing. In his memoirs, Kania wrote that he and Jaruzelski haddecided that they could quibble with Moscow, but when Brezhnev

    gave his last word, they would praise his wisdom. It was the strat-egy they had used all their lives.

    Brezhnev reported to the Politburo that in a March 13 conversa-tion with Kania, Kania had complained that Polish Party hard-liners were criticizing him. "They were correct," Brezhnev scoldedhim. "One should take a stick to you and then perhaps you'll un-derstand."

    "Kania then confessed that they had acted too softly," Brezhnevtold his Politburo colleagues. Everyone, of course, always agreedwith the wisdom of esteemed comrade Leonid Ilyich; the Politburominutes are full of members' fulsome praise. (In one of the moreentertaining anecdotes in his French memoirs, Jaruzelski recountshis first encounter with Mikhail Gorbachev, a dinner in Moscow in1982. Jaruzelski, who as first secretary outranked Gorbachev,committed the error throughout the evening of calling him SergeiMikhailovich instead of Mikhail Sergeyevich. Not only did Gorba-chev not correct him, the Soviets at the table—who knew Gorba-chev's name quite well—followed suit.)

    It wasn't just Brezhnev. Other Soviets, less senile but equallydeaf and blind to Polish realities, persecuted Jaruzelski and Kaniaas well. Marshal Viktor Kulikov went to Poland frequently to pres-sure Jaruzelski.

    For the Poles, the tension reached its peak on April 4. The daybefore, Kania was given a summons, and at 7 p.m. on the fourth, anunmarked Soviet airplane carrying Gribkov landed at Warsaw'smilitary airfield and collected the ashen-faced Kania and Jaruzel-ski. "They were under the impression they would never return,"said Gribkov in 1994. "Jaruzelski asked me to accompany themonto the plane; they thought they'd be handcuffed when they goton board." According to Jaruzelski's memoirs, they flew—unhandcuffed—for a little less than an hour, destination unknown.Finally the plane landed in Brest, on the Polish-Soviet border,where three Volga autos waited. At one point the cars woundthrough an old road toward a huge building that appeared to behalf fortress, half prison.

    The Volgas stopped at an abandoned railway car. Yuri An-dropov and Ustinov—the men who held the real power in the So-viet Union—emerged from the train and ushered the Poles inside,

    to a comfortable car with lace curtains, stocked with drinks andsandwiches. The four were alone; the conversation was conductedin Russian.

    For six hours, from nine at night to three in the morning, theSoviets repeated their central message: the Poles had broken theirpromise to crack down on Solidarity. They demanded a firm datefor martial law. The Poles kept stalling; conditions were not yetright, they said. "As far as sending troops," Andropov reported tothe Politburo five days later, "[the Poles] said in their openingstatements that this was totally impossible—and martial law can'tbe declared either. They said no one would understand and theywouldn't be able to do anything. They also stressed they'd restoreorder on their own." You have plans for martial law, Moscowsaid. Use them.

    Jaruzelski and Kania argued that they couldn't sign any martiallaw plans because they had not yet been approved by the Sejm.This was obviously ridiculous; no one had any intention of blow-ing the surprise by letting the Sejm in on things. Forget about theSejm, Andropov replied. Finally the Poles agreed to study the docu-ments and sign them on April 11. Jaruzelski later told me that theynever did sign them.

    The two Poles kept the Brest meeting a secret from their Polit-buro. Andropov and Ustinov gave a full report to the Soviet Polit-buro on April 9. "Under the influence of Solidarity Jaruzelskicollapsed and Kania began to drink more," Andropov said. "Thisis very sad." Ustinov said Jaruzelski had taken him aside andpleaded that he was unable to work and had no strength. He askedthe Soviets to release him from his post as prime minister. (Jaruzel-ski disputes this.) "Now is the time to fulfill your duties with dig-nity," Andropov lectured Jaruzelski. It was not the first timeJaruzelski had asked Moscow to let him resign, and not the firsttime he stayed on at Soviet order.

    What alarmed the Soviets most was not Solidarity's rise but thePolish Party's impotence. Since Bydgoszcz the Party had negotiatedwith Walesa. To avoid a strike, the Party had signed an agreementremoving the provincial governor, deputy governor, and Partychief of the Bydgoszcz region. In a speech to the Sejm, Jaruzelski

    had spoken in favor of "comprehensive social dialogue"—anotherexample of appalling softness. The Party looked weak.

    "Why did you pay workers for strike time?" the Soviets de-manded.

    "That was what Solidarity demanded," said Kania and Jaruzel-ski.

    "So you're on Solidarity's leash?"

    Andropov and Ustinov brought the usual useful suggestions tothe Brest meeting. One was to blame Solidarity for all Poland'seconomic difficulties. Andropov also proposed giving each mem-ber of the Sejm a minder from the Politburo to "prepare" himpolitically for Sejm sessions.

    These suggestions provoked outright laughter when they werediscussed at Jaruzelski's hearings. "We had the minutes translatedtwo weeks ago, and we found them shocking, displaying the mostprimitive attitudes," said Chairman Rzepka. "Did you use yoursuperior intelligence to act more independently?" he asked Jaruzel-ski. Jaruzelski smiled. "Mr. Chairman," he replied, "this is un-doubtedly a compliment to me, but let me remain modest and notconfirm it."

    At times Soviet intelligence efforts approached farce. KGBagents gave up on trying to talk to Poles; a Russian accent was notconducive to free speech. So KGB agents living in the West weretold to go to Poland as Western tourists to try to get a better readon the Polish mood. The KGB kept handing Soviet leaders analysesof the "Zionist conspiracy" being plotted by such notorious Jewsas Jacek Kuron, who is in fact not Jewish.

    On April 7 the Soyuz 81 exercises ended, "but the military ter-rorism of the USSR against Poland continued," Kuklihski said.There were three possible reasons for the close of the maneuvers.First, it may have been planned that way—they were simply over.Second, the Soviets were beginning to ease Kania out and back thehorse they knew better and trusted more. And finally, at the Brestmeeting or slightly earlier, Kania and Jaruzelski had given the Sovi-ets a firm commitment to declare martial law.

    Jaruzelski denied this. He told me he had never set a date. Asproof, he said, look how the Soviet pressure had never let up. "If

    not imminent, invasion was more and more conceivable/' he said.

    This is one in a series of technical escapes Jaruzelski has sum-moned in his defense. There may have been no date set, but thatcould come later. Planning certainly accelerated. Warsaw Pactchief Kulikov began to haunt Jaruzelski. "I saw Kulikov twenty-two times in 1981," he wrote. "You can say I spent more time withhim than with my wife and daughter." Kulikov went to Warsawalmost every week to supervise the minutiae of preparations. OnApril 13 Jaruzelski met with Kulikov at the army General Staffheadquarters in Warsaw to review the completed plans. "[Jaruzel-ski] looked clearly depressed and even devastated," said Kuklihski,who went with him. "After he had examined the most importantplan documents, he became even more depressed. He declaredplainly, 'Even in my blackest imagination I could not conceive ourdoing anything like that. I would rather be no longer prime minis-ter when these documents have to be signed and implemented. Butthe situation is such that bloodying three noses in Bydgoszcz hasled us to the edge of the abyss.' " Jaruzelski still refused to fix adate, said Kuklinski.

    Kulikov would critique their plans and send them back to thePoles; his usual comment was on the need to get moving, speed upthe process. Brezhnev was always complaining that the Poles saidone thing and did another—exactly the complaint Jaruzelski hadof Walesa—and the Soviets suspected that the Poles were simplytrying to stall as long as possible. A Soviet Politburo documentfrom April 23, 1981, refers to Jaruzelski and Kania's "well-knownwaffling."

    The Soviets were right. Kuklinski said that in Jaruzelski's"never-ending" talks with the Russians, he "used to explain that itwas necessary to wait a little until the ratio of forces would im-prove at least a little, until Solidarity would lose in popularity andthe government gain at least partial support of the society." Healso argued that the army and Party were weak and needed to bestrengthened. Soviet KGB and embassy officials in Poland rein-forced this through their reports, constantly cabling Moscow thatif the government called martial law, the Polish army was not to bedepended on.

    On June 5, the Polish Central Committee received a stunning

    letter from the Soviet Central Committee, signed by Brezhnev. "Inall questions Kania, Jaruzelski, and other Polish comrades agreedwith our views, but practically things are the same; there is nochange in the policy of capitulation and compromise. . . . We as-sure you, dear comrades, in these difficult days, as in the past, allSoviet nations are in solidarity with your struggle. .. . We shall notdesert socialist and fraternal Poland in misfortune, and we will notlet it be harmed." Jaruzelski wrote that Polish military officerswere shown the letter first, with the warning that the next letterwould criticize the army.

    The Poles sputtered at this display of arrogance. "The Sovietplans were our main topic of discussion," said Andrzej Werblan, aPolish Politburo member. "We talked about it every day." But notat Politburo meetings. It was an obsession in the corridors, in pri-vate meetings, in home discussions—but in the Politburo, the stiffand formal room on the first floor of the Central Committee build-ing, with its wood-paneled walls covered with banners of workersin the spirit of social realism—they praised the wisdom of theirfraternal allies. Brezhnev reported to his Politburo colleagues onJuly 18 that Kania had called expressing "gratitude" for the letter.

    What an overwhelming feeling of humiliation they must havesuffered, twenty grown men running a nation of 40 million, meet-ing in total secret—and still reciting a script that could have beenwritten by Ionesco. They were always on guard. Jaruzelski told methat Kiszczak had a friend with whom he used to hunt, a Sovietgeneral named Korzenkov. Korzenkov used to make critical re-marks about Lenin—he was no better than Stalin, Korzenkov said.Kiszczak would smile and hold his tongue at such heresies; heknew that to express agreement was to fall into the general's trap.What struck me was that Jaruzelski described this as a friendship.

    The danger came not only from Moscow but also from severalinfluential Polish hard-liners, most prominently Tadeusz Grabski,Albin Siwak, Stefan Olszowski (who would later fall in love with aPole living in America, defect to Long Island, and open a day-carecenter), and the ubiquitous General Mieczyslaw Moczar, he of theanti-Semitic 1968 campaign. They were puppets pure and simple,who wanted a Soviet invasion or Soviet-backed coup so they couldrule Poland. Yuri Andropov, in an April 9 Politburo meeting,

    speaks of Olszowski and Grabski's request that the Soviets orga-nize an "underground Politburo" to rival Kania's. Erich Honeckertold the Soviet ambassador in East Germany that Moscow shouldreplace Kania with Olszowski. The letter from Brezhnev indicatedthat Moscow was beginning to agree. By June, Kuklinski said,Jaruzelski was cracking under Soviet pressure and coming aroundto using force.

    Jaruzelski had spent the better part of a year with Kulikov,Brezhnev, Olszowski, and Grabski breathing down his neck, withSoviets interested not a whit in the reality of Poland, repeating theirprecious doctrine and idiotic suggestions. Some in this situationmight have begun to loosen their bonds with Moscow and drawcloser to Solidarity. To Jaruzelski's credit, he does not now try toclaim that he, too, had become a secret Solidarity sympathizer. Hisloyalties never wavered, he told me. There was too much of a siegementality ever to lose sight of who the enemy was. "Olszowski andI were very different," he had said to Polityka. "But [the radicalAndrzej] Rozplochowski from Silesian Solidarity was much moredifferent."

    And as with any enemy, the Party demonized Solidarity. Thiswas partly a failure of information. The secret police wrote reportafter report emphasizing the dangerous radical counterrevolution-ary nature of Solidarity leaders. There was no reward for an agentwho came back with the news that a Solidarity leader was reason-able and moderate. In addition, the Party leaders depended fortheir public opinion surveys on what regional Party officials toldthem—which was, of course, that the average Pole was rejectingSolidarity (the leader in a totalitarian society controls the system;the system, equally responsible, controls the leader). Since Solidar-ity's leaders did not represent the average Pole, they were, ergo,dangerous extremists who drew their sustenance from suspiciousforeigners.

    The Party's reaction was also a product of sheer panic. One thirdof Party members also belonged to Solidarity. There were severalSolidarity members in the Central Committee and at least one,Zofia Grzyb, in the Politburo. Within the Party a group called the"horizontalists" was growing; this advocated a more democratic,

    less hierarchical Party. Party leaders, and certainly Moscow, wereworried that the next Party congress would turn into a free-for-all.The 1968 invasion of Czechoslovakia had been timed to preventjust such a congress. The Party was in serious trouble.

    Jaruzelski's more important worry, however, was the army. Heneeded a loyal army—for his own pride and to make martial lawpossible. In the 1970 worker uprisings, large groups of soldiers hadrefused to shoot at their countrymen. It was even more likely tohappen in 1981, when every new draftee had spent months hearingcelebrations of Solidarity around the dinner table, among friends,and at Sunday Mass. In the military's Party elections in the springof 1981, soldiers voted to throw out the military's Party chiefs,who were largely political officers, and replace them with younger,more flexible men. This was unprecedented insubordination.When Jaruzelski told Moscow that the time was not yet right formartial law, he was being sincere. He needed time to improve thepolitical reliability of his troops.

    Soldiers were bathed with high-level anti-Solidarity propaganda.The newspaper of the Polish army, Soldier of Freedom, requiredreading for every soldier every day, was indistinguishable fromPravda. Daily articles trumpeted Solidarity's anti-socialist charac-ter (the Party inexplicably persisted in thinking this was a slur) andaccusations that the movement was sabotaging the Polish econ-omy.

    Solidarity never bothered to challenge this propaganda. "Wewere so convinced we were doing everything publicly, democrati-cally, and honestly that we assumed everyone saw it, including thepolice and army," said Zbigniew Bujak, the head of Warsaw Soli-darity. "It was a mistake. They were closed to information aboutthe outside; they got all their information from the Party. It endedwith them really believing Solidarity was preparing to murderpoliticians and their children." Solidarity hadn't realized the im-portance of an ideologically rigid army: every drop of political con-tamination would have helped to prevent martial law.

    Jaruzelski and Kania, at least, didn't believe their own propa-ganda. Unlike the hard-liners, they did not consider Solidaritypurely a counterrevolutionary creation of the CIA. They thought itan expression of real worker discontent and considered some in it,
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    notably Walesa, an authentic worker and son of peasants, to be areal voice of the Polish proletariat. But that did not mean they werewilling to tolerate the movement's rise. And they believed that hon-est men like Walesa—their notion of his honesty coming largelyfrom his dishonest tendency to tell them what they wanted tohear—were being manipulated by radical advisers such as Michnikand Kuron. "Those two, we'd get angry at the sound of theirnames," said Kiszczak.

    In truth, most in the leadership got angry at everything. "Offi-cers were being publicly bad-mouthed," complained General Si-wicki, the military's chief of staff. Party officials accused Solidarityof fomenting violence, despite the inconvenient fact that in an or-ganization of 10 million people, many of whom were electricians,engineers, or welders with access to explosives, no one had ever setoff a bomb or committed a single act of sabotage or violence. Noone had so much as picked up a rock. The only violence had comefrom government attempts to quash demonstrations.

    "You only found one rubber truncheon in the Warsaw RegionalSolidarity office," parliamentary deputy Kazimierz Barczyk re-minded Jaruzelski at the Sejm hearings.

    "The situation could change very quickly," Jaruzelski replied."Remember the slogans about hanging Communists. There wereweapons in the factories, plans to attack the radio and TV sta-tions." General Janiszewski spent four or five excruciating days onthe subject of Solidarity's breaking of windows, writing of graffiti,and other crimes—the vast majority exaggerated or fictional.

    "You don't need arms to start a civil war," Siwicki had told me."The pro-Communist paramilitary groups had lots of arms thatcould have been turned over to the other side when temperaturesrose. Solidarity's radicalism could bring terrible results—worsethan Yugoslavia."

    Solidarity's unpardonable crime, however, was not wanting tomurder children or set up gallows in the public square. The Partyreserved its most vociferous protests for the fact that—gasp!—Soli-darity dared to want power. The Party led Poland by divine right; achallenge to this role was inconceivable.

    Pressure from the Soviets continued. According to an article hewrote in 1992, Soviet Major General Vladimir Dudnik had beendeputy commander of a division the Soviets had kept on standbyalert from the summer of 1981 on, with guns loaded and a routemapped out to the Polish border. The division had been one thathad invaded Czechoslovakia in 1968. The Soviet Party's CentralCommittee sent another letter to the Poles, complaining of "dan-gerous" anti-Soviet activity.

    Most important, the Warsaw Pact started its "Zapad 81"—West 81—military exercises. They began in the Gulf of Gdansk onSeptember 4, timed to intimidate the Solidarity First National Con-gress opening in Gdansk the next day. "Make as much noise aspossible near the Polish border," Soviet Defense Minister Ustinovtold his staff, according to one Soviet general. From September 4 toSeptember 12 the noise was deafening, as a few hundred thousandRed Army soldiers and tens of thousands of tanks, aircraft, andships on the Polish border and in the Baltic Sea performed maneu-vers. At one point Jaruzelski had a two-hour conversation withUstinov while they were sitting in a helicopter on the ground, sur-rounded by Soviet soldiers. Jaruzelski wrote that Ustinov told himthat the Polish situation was threatening the security of the wholeWarsaw Pact. Ustinov quoted Brezhnev's statements that socialismwas their common enterprise and Brezhnev's signature motto: "Wewill not leave Poland alone to suffer."

    On September 13, members of the National Defense Council ofthe Polish Politburo held a weekend meeting to draw up the finalplans for martial law. Two weeks later word was out, leaked byAlbin Siwak. For once behaving like true Communists, the Partyhad awarded a Politburo seat to Siwak, a hard-line, poorly edu-cated, and unsophisticated construction worker. He told a Com-munist trade union meeting in the city of Krosno that a Committeeof National Salvation had been formed, headed by Jaruzelski andKiszczak, and that martial law would be instituted at the end ofDecember, when presumably support for Solidarity would haveweakened. Jaruzelski began to deploy military officials in every vil-lage in Poland. Their supposed mission—combating local ineffi-

    ciency and corruption—was a cover for their real duty, preparingfor martial law.

    Kania told me that Jaruzelski had been pushing for an earlierdate. "Jaruzelski wanted it in September," he said. "I refused."That was the end for Kania. When I met him twelve years later, myoverwhelming sense was of pathos. His apartment is large by Pol-ish standards but not luxurious. His building, filled with formerParty officials, looks out on the former Soviet embassy compound.He wrote down every question I asked on a small piece of papervery slowly and paused a long while before answering. At the endof the conversation he asked if I could help get published in Englisha book he had written, a memoir in the question-and-answer stylepopular in Poland. "While I was in power it was still possible tomake a deal with Solidarity," he said. It was certainly true thatKania was more interested in a political solution than Jaruzelskiwas; the proof is that he was removed from power. Even Jaruzelskiadmits it. "Kania never did see why we needed martial law," Jaru-zelski wrote in his Polish book.

    Kama's removal showed how difficult a deal with Solidaritywould be; if such an agreement had looked imminent, Kania wouldhave been dumped even sooner. Only someone in favor of martiallaw could ever reach a position to oppose it effectively. ("I askmyself what would I do in their place," said Czeslaw Bielecki, aSolidarity activist. "Then I realize it's not by chance that I am notin their place.") On October 18, the Central Committee firedKania and installed Jaruzelski. He now held the portfolios of Com-mander in Chief, General of the Army, Chairman of the NationalDefense Council, Minister of Defense, Prime Minister, and FirstSecretary of the Party.

    Jaruzelski always speaks of his career with the touching insis-tence that he never sought power for himself. Any difficult deci-sions were taken by a soldier in the course of duty. "I did notvolunteer for the job," he said of his prime ministership at a June10 Politburo meeting. He refused to become defense minister in1968. In 1970 he refused an invitation to join the Politburo. Fouryears later he refused the rank of marshal; Gierek offered it to himon the thirtieth anniversary of the founding of the Polish army. He

    refused Kania's offer to become prime minister. He offered his res-ignation as Party secretary at least twice—to the Soviets, of all peo-ple, which speaks volumes.

    Only one refusal stuck; Jaruzelski is not a marshal. In everyother case, he was persuaded to do his "duty" over his vigorousobjections. He vigorously objected his way to almost absolutepower.

    Jaruzelski was an unlikely man for such an achievement.Gomulka, Gierek, and Kania were politicians, at home cuttingdeals or firing up the multitudes. Jaruzelski was their polar oppo-site; he had never in his life even made a speech to a crowd. Butgiven the caliber of East Bloc politicians, this was hardly a handi-cap. Jaruzelski had not risen through the Party and was thereforenot a victim of Party selection rule number one: that the very quali-ties that enabled a Party official's advance invariably ensured thathe would be a plodding leader. At the time of his ascension at agefifty-eight, he was a good deal younger than his fellow Party secre-taries—his only rival for youth would be Gorbachev, with whomhe likes to compare himself. His fellow Party first secretaries wereeither senile like Brezhnev, lunatic gangsters like Ceau§escu, or fos-sils like the rest. Jaruzelski was by no means charismatic, but hewas intelligent, well read, thoughtful, and efficient, and Poles wel-comed him.

    They welcomed him in part because the army was beloved inPoland, a country that for centuries has been justifiably obsessedwith its borders and its very survival. Many in Poland believed thatJaruzelski had opposed Gomulka's orders to fire on striking work-ers in 1970, and I even heard people say he had been punished forhis opposition. None of this is true; even Jaruzelski says he raisedno objection to Gomulka's order. But it added to his popularity atthe time.

    To many Poles, his ascension also signified that the state wouldtake primacy over the Party. This was also incorrect. It was notapparent at the time, but the nonapparatchik Jaruzelski was aharder-line Communist than Kania. As a military man, moreover,he was much more terrified of what he perceived as chaos—order

    and discipline were his watchwords; martial law was a soldier'ssolution to a political problem. He was also predisposed to believehe could control it.

    He also seemed absolutely uncorrupt. It might have been impos-sible for Jaruzelski to have kept his hands clean if he had come upthrough the Party, but Jaruzelski the military man was indeed aspartan. He was horrified by the cynical Gierek, who was not onlycorrupt but saw corruption as the only possible way to attractPoles to the Party. When Jaruzelski retired in 1990, he refused apresident's pension, equivalent to about nine hundred dollarsa month, in favor of a general's pension of six hundred dollars amonth. He lives in a small house in a middle-class neighborhood ofWarsaw. He owns no dacha, just a cottage in an army resort inMasuria. His most expensive pastime is horseback riding. He is notinterested in eating well, and he doesn't drink at all. He is a Puritanabout communism and about everything else.

    Something else caught the fancy of the intelligentsia: Jaruzelskichose to surround himself with, of all people, journalists—goodjournalists. His political protege Mieczyslaw Rakowski andspokesman Jerzy Urban were from Folityka, his speechwriter andpolitical adviser Wieslaw Gornicki from the Polish Press Agency.This was in part because these were the men he had happened tomeet—he hadn't come from the Party apparatus and didn't knowthe apparatchiks. They were intelligent, and he valued intelligence.But it was also because he believed, fervently, in the power ofwords; tell people to do something, and they will do it. He rewrotespeeches dozens of times—his martial law speech went througheight drafts, a letter to French President Francois Mitterrand in1986 went through twenty-two drafts, a speech to the pope in1983 was revised twenty-nine times. His constant Politburo callsfor more propaganda bordered on the comical. Urban used to callhim Chief Editor of the Polish People's Republic.

    Poles, in the end, welcomed Jaruzelski because anyone newpromised a fresh start. The economy was collapsing. In 1981 na-tional income fell 15 percent from its already dismal state of 1980.Industrial production fell 18 percent, hard coal production by 16

    percent. About a quarter of Polish factories sat idle, lacking rawmaterials or equipment.

    The government issued each Pole a ration card for basic goods.But even everything on the card would not have satisfied a Pole'sdaily needs, and most of the goods weren't available, card or nocard. Most shopping expeditions ended with the same two words:Nie ma—There isn't any. People stood on eighteen-hour lines tohave a chance to buy meat just in case it appeared. Hospitals hadno surgical gloves.

    The cause was only in part the Party's bugbear, Solidarity'sstrikes. Poland's economic problems were also due to the paralysisof the government and its dependence on Soviet products andparts. Poles used Soviet chemicals for their gas, Soviet cotton fortheir textiles, Soviet iron for their steel. And the Soviets were shut-ting off the tap.

    Two dogs live on the Polish-Czechoslovak border, went a popu-lar joke of the era—so popular that Jaruzelski recounts it in hisPolish memoir. The Polish dog crosses south to eat; the Czechoslo-vak dog crosses north to bark. In the fall of 1981 the Soviets weretelling the Polish government that unless they muzzled that stub-born dog, there would be even less to eat the next year. Using theexcuse that it had no guarantee that Solidarity would allow Polandto fulfill its contracts, in September the Soviets announced that in-stead of the planned 13 million tons of gasoline promised for 1982,the Poles would get only 4 million tons. Other commodity ship-ment plans were cut drastically or eliminated altogether. Poles'meat ration was set to dip to 2.5 kilos a month.

    The Soviets emphasized Polish cutbacks to pressure Jaruzelski.In fact, mindful of their own economic decline, they were reducingshipments to the whole Warsaw Pact. These cutbacks mattered lessin lands of relative plenty such as East Germany and Czechoslova-kia. But they threatened Poland with starvation.

    By late fall, the Polish government confirmed what it had sus-pected since early spring: the Americans had a top-level spy. Aftertracing a leak, on September 13 the Polish security services beganan investigation.
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    At two in the afternoon of November 2, Ryszard Kuklihski andthree other army officials were summoned to the office of GeneralJerzy Skalski, who was supervising martial law planning. Accord-ing to Kuklinski's account to a Washington Post reporter in 1993,Skalski announced in grave tones that the Americans had the finalversion of the plans. Kuklinski knew that only he and one otherofficer possessed full copies; what he didn't know was whether thePoles knew if the CIA's documents were complete. One by one,each man proclaimed his innocence; Kuklinski, last in line, wasgetting ready to confess, when Skalski ended the meeting. "I amnot a security officer," he said sharply. But Kuklinski knew thetime had come to leave.

    On the afternoon of November 7, he ordered his chauffeur todrive home very slowly and drank in a last look at Warsaw's graystreets. He told the driver that he wouldn't be needed for the nexttwo days. As they approached his house, Kuklinski saw four menkeeping watch. They had been there for a week.

    For the last three days he had been burning his personal papers;now he began to burn the official documents he possessed. Thesmoke was overwhelming; it was sure to attract attention. "Iwould not come to any greater harm if I were caught possessingthem," he decided, and he took them with him as he, his wife, andtheir two sons were smuggled out of Poland. He has never revealedhow.

    The next morning Jaruzelski and the Party leadership were in-formed that Kuklinski had not arrived for work—worse, that heand his whole family had vanished. They were dumbfounded—despite Kuklinski's unusual access, they did not want to suspecthim. "I would have excluded Kuklinski in the first place," saidKiszczak. "He was a good friend. And he was never interested inanything but his duties."

    It could not have been worse had the spy been Jaruzelski himself.The Poles and Soviets now knew that the CIA had the WarsawPact's most sensitive information, from martial law plans to Sovietweapons specifications. But as far as martial law was concerned,Kuklinski's exposure also brought good news. Weeks went by, andnothing happened. The Americans knew everything, and the Polesknew they knew, and yet no warning came from Washington. Jaru-

    zelski took it as a sign that the Americans approved; better martiallaw than a Soviet invasion. There was something else: for monthsthe Poles had suspected a spy and so could not be sure that martiallaw would enjoy the advantage of surprise. With Kuklinski gone,Jaruzelski could set a date.

    When faced with the possibility of a Soviet invasion of Poland inDecember 1980, Carter administration officials warned Sovietleaders of the consequences. Reagan administration officials con-tinued to caution Moscow to keep its troops out of Poland. Buteven possessing Kuklinski's information, they never threatenedJaruzelski with grave reprisal if he went ahead with martial law.Nor did they tip off Solidarity that martial law was near, a movethat could have allowed the union to withdraw its money from thebank, hide its leaders, and draw up a strategy for clandestine life.

    This malignant neglect by the most vocally anti-Communist U.S.president is still a subject of much discussion in Poland. Solidarityfelt betrayed, and Jaruzelski felt vindicated. "We took the lack ofreaction as a positive signal," he later said to Gazeta Wyborcza."Do something, but don't upset the stability of Europe." A gleefulJerzy Urban took every opportunity to point out that Solidarityhad been dumped.

    The Americans set off no alarms because bureaucratic bunglingkept Kuklinski's information from being taken seriously. Theblame goes to both the CIA, which was supposed to communicatethis information to policymaking officials, and the officials them-selves.

    The CIA protected its source to the point of rendering him use-less. Very few people were told of Kuklinski's identity. One formerCIA official who worked on the Kuklinski case said that CIA direc-tor William Casey did inform President Reagan and National Secu-rity Adviser Richard Allen of who Kuklinski was. The ambassadorto Poland, Francis Meehan, knew as well. In the Reagan adminis-tration, that was probably all. (Under Carter, Brzezinski knew.)Even after Kuklinski left Poland the CIA continued to guard hisidentity just as closely.

    The agency never really trusted the State Department not toblow its source. The traditional animosity was intensified by the
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    feud between Reagan fundamentalists and the establishmentRepublicans, with William Casey in the first camp and Secretary ofState Alexander Haig in the second. "State was considered veryleaky," said Richard Pipes, the National Security Council staffmember responsible for eastern Europe.

    Kuklinski's information was, of course, crucial, even with noname on it. But this, too, was restricted. According to Bobby RayInman, who was the deputy director of the CIA at the time, abouttwenty of the top U.S. policymakers received the information,which was often mixed with reports from other sources. RonaldSpiers, who was director of Political-Military Affairs in the StateDepartment at the time, said that the CIA's usual term for Kuklin-ski was " 'an allegedly reliable Polish senior military official' or 'anunusually reliable source who has provided reliable information inthe past,' something like that." Even without Kuklinski's identity,his reports were so closely held that they apparently did not reachmidlevel officials who needed them. The State Department's Polishdesk officer chaired a working group on Poland that met every fewweeks during the fall of 1981 to draw up contingency plans. "Wediscussed the prospect of martial law, but in a way that provedcompletely wrong," said Steve Sestanovich, a working group mem-ber from State Department policy planning. "The idea underlyingall our scenarios was that martial law would be a gradual escala-tion."

    Nor did the agency imbue Kuklinski's reports with special ur-gency. "I don't remember anything as definite as to say: 'This is it!Don't pay attention to anything else!' " said Spiers. Instead, mar-tial law was treated as one possible outcome of several, receivingno particular emphasis. "No one in the intelligence bureaucracyever says anything with one hundred percent certainty," said Ber-nard McMahon, then a staff member of the Senate IntelligenceCommittee, who received CIA briefings on Poland. "They say,'Here's one side, here's the other.' " This was how Kuklinski's in-formation was treated.

    This was in part the CIA's culture. "The CIA had lost faith in itspolitical indicators," said Richard Ned Lebow, a scholar-in-residence at the CIA at the time. Instead of reporting what Jaruzel-ski would do, the CIA was now comfortable only with the question

    of what he had the capacity to do. In part this was because the CIAhad blown some big ones—most recently, it had reported the Sovi-ets would not invade Afghanistan. Also, said Lebow, the rise insuper-high-tech intelligence tools such as satellites—called "na-tional technical means"—was transforming the CIA. "It meant lesscredibility for people's senses," he said. "It meant that people in-volved in national technical means—people who didn't know poli-tics—rose to more prominence. The people making the decisionswere not only uncomfortable with Kuklinski's intelligence but withthe question of being asked to assess the situation. Any assessmentwas possibly inaccurate. They had contradictory reports. So theywould fall back on technical sources."

    There were other reasons the CIA was reluctant to predict mar-tial law. There was a big difference between knowing plans werebeing made and predicting the Poles would try to carry them out.Just as it was for Jaruzelski, obstacle number one was the reliabilityof the military. "The CIA never quite believed the Polish armycould be trusted to carry out martial law," said Pipes. An October1981 U.S. Army Intelligence report, declassified under the Free-dom of Information Act, quoted a Polish source as saying, "It is astrong belief that an eventual intervention of Polish military forceswill end in a fiasco for the government... in case of an introduc-tion of martial law regulations, the situation in PL [Poland] will bequiet but only for a few days. This will be nothing but the typical'quiet before the storm.' " The CIA was getting the same informa-tion: the Polish government could plan all it liked, but it wouldnever have the strength to pull it off. And of course, even if the CIAcould have been confident that martial law would happen, it didnot know when.

    The CIA's reluctance to issue a strong martial law alert suited aState Department unwilling to hear one. The most bizarre illustra-tion comes from Alexander Haig. Haig never knew Kuklinski'sidentity, but he was briefed that a good source was reporting thatmartial law plans were proceeding. Inman had breakfast with Haigand Casey every two weeks. "He knew in detail," Inman said ofHaig. Spiers, who gave Haig his intelligence briefing every morn-ing, said that he had told Haig of Kuklinski's information.

    Yet Haig maintains to this day that he was never told the threat
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    was serious. "I knew nothing about Kuklinski until after martiallaw," he told me. Lawrence Eagleburger was assistant secretary ofstate for Europe during that time and was with Haig on a trip toBrussels on the night of martial law. "Unless he's one hell of anactor, I think he was surprised," said Eagleburger.

    I don't think Haig is lying. He was merely so deeply uninterestedin martial law that he never focused on the possibility. U.S. officialshad never thought much about martial law. Pipes said that martiallaw had never come up at the sessions of a White House workinggroup chaired by then-Vice President George Bush. "The principalbusiness was what we would do in the event of a Soviet invasion,"he said. Even before Ronald Reagan's inauguration, his transitionteam had set up a working group in Poland, focusing on what to doin the event of Soviet invasion. Haig said that the administration'schief worry had always been "what had historically been Sovietaction. Sooner or later we thought events would lead to a Sovietcrackdown like in Czechoslovakia or Hungary." Haig concen-trated his energy on Moscow, warning the Soviets of the cost inva-sion would bring. Haig had previously been commander in chief ofNATO and was accustomed to looking at a clearly marked systemof warnings triggered by Soviet troop and equipment movements."There were no talks with the Poles [about the costs of martial law]that I was aware of," he told me. "We were preoccupied else-where."

    A second reason officials ignored the martial law possibility wasthat it was a vastly preferable alternative to Soviet intervention."Most regarded Jaruzelski as a potential savior who could preemptan invasion," said Spiers.

    Any Polish leader would have been in the same position, ofcourse, but the men around Haig had an unusually high opinion ofJaruzelski. Three days after martial law, Eagleburger sent Haiga secret memo calling Jaruzelski "brilliant" and "intellectuallyindependent." The memo, released to me under a Freedom of In-formation Act request, portrayed Jaruzelski as an advocate of"compromise and negotiation." Eagleburger wrote: "The militaryseems thus far to have avoided physical violence. It is thereforearguable that Jaruzelski, under extreme Soviet pressure, felt his ac-

    tion justified by the deteriorating scene in Poland as the only possi-ble way to stave off a Soviet intervention."

    "My sense is that the first reaction to martial law was relief,"said Nathan Tarcov, a State Department policy planning staffer atthe time. "There was the feeling that this isn't what we were worry-ing about. It took days to realize that this was a serious business."Indeed, Haig's first public statement on martial law pointedly con-tained no condemnation of the move, merely warning against"outside interference."

    The United States and western Europe saw martial law as thelesser evil. A Soviet invasion would not only be tragic for the Poles,it would be inconvenient for U.S. policy—it would upset the stabil-ity that had reigned in Europe, for better or worse, since WorldWar II. It would end the nuclear arms talks and force the UnitedStates either to confront the Soviets or to betray its impotence.

    There were a few people in the Reagan administration—primar-ily William Casey—who advocated any policy to make trouble forthe Soviets, consequences be damned. But most were cautious.Like Solidarity's embrace of the Catholic Church, the union's loveaffair with the United States had always been partially unrequited,at least by the U.S. government. Poland belonged to the Sovietorbit. Nothing was going to change that. Although the Carter andReagan administrations praised Solidarity leaders as heroes, thepolicy reflected a view that helping Solidarity was not U.S. busi-ness. In fact, when the AFL-CIO had decided to send money andequipment to Solidarity in September 1980, then-Secretary ofState Edmund Muskie had been horrified. He had protested to thelabor union and informed the Soviet ambassador that the U.S. gov-ernment had not been involved in the decision.

    "At the embassy we thought that when the Republicans came inthey'd be more active, but they weren't," said Nicholas Andrews,who was the deputy chief of mission in the U.S. embassy in War-saw during the Solidarity years. "They wanted to wait until thesituation clarified, and didn't see how it would clarify in favor ofthe West, so they didn't want to commit resources to Solidarity.And they didn't see how to support Solidarity without supportingthe radicals—which might be seen by the Soviets as a provoca-
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    tion." In the fall of 1980, after Solidarity was formally registered,Western ambassadors went to Gdansk to pay respects to Walesa.The Australian, Swedish, and Canadian ambassadors went. By thetime U.S. Ambassador Meehan got clearance to go, Walesa had leftGdansk.

    The U.S. embassy had no one detailed to talk to Solidarity. Aftermartial law, one U.S. National Security Council staffer told me, theinternal debate centered not on whether the United States shouldhave helped Solidarity more but on whether the United Statesshould have told Solidarity to cool it.

    U.S. policy would have likely remained the same even if Kuklih-ski's reports had been underlined in red and posted in every men'sroom in Washington. Like the CIA, the State Department was re-luctant to act on possibilities. "The feeling at State was: 'Let's notdo anything precipitous until we're sure,' " Senate Intelligencestaffer McMahon said. "A policy in anticipation of events is notwhat they're taught."

    There was also a widespread belief that there was no point totipping off Solidarity, because Solidarity could see anything theUnited States could see. U.S. policymakers did not realize that Soli-darity was by that point discounting the danger.

    Haig, in addition, told me that warning Solidarity could havecaused protests that might have brought on a Soviet invasion. Hehad been a major stationed in Europe during the 1956 invasion ofHungary, he said. "American rhetoric and actions incited the Hun-garian uprising," he said. (Radio Free Europe did encourage theuprising. Most analysts, however, can list five or six other factorsthat were more important.) "And the poor Hungarian freedomfighters were left beating their bare fists on Soviet tanks. It was amoral outrage." He said he was determined not to stir up Solidar-ity when the United States had no intention of delivering.

    And threatening Jaruzelski might not have been credible. "Idon't know how seriously we would have meant a warning to himon martial law," said Eagleburger. "We would have figured thatmartial law would have happened anyway." And then what wouldthe United States have done?

    Soviet pressure became more and more infuriating. Boris Ari-stov, the Soviet ambassador, went to Jaruzelski's office every eve-ning. "He was exhausted from the Russian pressure; it torturedhim," Urban told me. "It was a psychological mechanism I experi-enced when I was working at Polityka. An insignificant Russiandiplomat came to see me, an aide to the press attache. He had anotebook filled with the sins of the Polish press, which he'd reciteto me. I said 'Why me? I didn't write these articles you complainof.' I began to avoid him. He'd call and ask why I was avoidinghim. He began to show up at my office. I got rid of him on thepretext that he was too low-ranking. But it worked. I was sitting ina torture chamber because he'd recite this list for two hours."

    Fravda, TASS, and Soviet television stepped up their "report-ing" on the Polish crisis. "Solidarity Grab for Power" was a typicalheadline; "Solidarity Seeks Poland's Total Economic Ruin," "Soli-darity Extremists Roping in Children," "Solidarity Attack on So-cialism," "CIA-Solidarity Link." The stream of visitors fromMoscow continued. "The expression 'We will not abandon ourfriends' punctuated every meeting, every conversation," Jaruzelskiwrote. "This 'caress' gave me shivers."

    What most frustrated Jaruzelski was that the Soviets, even thePolish Working Group members Mikhail Suslov, Gromyko,Ustinov, Andropov, and Konstantin Chernenko, had no interest inPolish realities. "These men understood nothing of Poland," hewrote. "They did not, and they did not want to.... The old templeguards did not want to see the sacred fire waver." Brezhnev wouldcall to read him prepared texts, almost always the same one: "Soli-darity wants power. I see the hand of the West. The Soviet army innorthern Poland feels endangered. You are approaching catastro-phe." Once Brezhnev complained that the Polish army had not yetintroduced into its curriculum a book on battles he had written.You must have the working class on your side, Brezhnev lecturedhim. "Pay them more, create better working conditions." "As if wehad a private treasury," Jaruzelski grumbled later.

    "I don't believe Comrade Jaruzelski can produce anything con-structive," Brezhnev had told his colleagues at an October 29 Polit-buro meeting. "It seems to me he is not courageous enough."

    Soviet troops began to move again at the border and inside Po-land—unlike in Czechoslovakia in 1968, Red Army soldiers didnot need to be sent to Poland, as they had been there for years. Themovements were not as massive as they had been in December1980, March and April 1981, or September 1981, but they werealarming enough. Soviet soldiers began to scout out buildings ofmilitary utility, such as gasoline warehouses. The two Red Armybases in Poland began special training exercises, including reload-ing railcars—Russia's train rails are wider than those in Europe, sotrains had to be reloaded at the border. The Soviet army called upPolish-speaking soldiers and began to empty hospitals on the Pol-ish front.

    Soviet Major General Vladimir Dudnik, the deputy commanderof the troops at the Polish front, wrote that his commanders toldhim the Soviets were ready to take the plans drawn up in the springexercises and make them real: Soviet, Czechoslovak, and Germandivisions were to invade Poland. On December 2, a group of Sovietvehicles led by Dudnik and his commander crossed into Poland.Officially they were preparing for more exercises with the Polisharmy. In reality it was a reconnaissance mission, and the Polesknew it. On their way out of Poland there was a farewell dinner."Everyone understood it was a funeral feast for our friendship,"Dudnik wrote.

    A Polish commander took Dudnik and his Soviet superior out-side. The Pole began to weep, Dudnik said. "Comrade generals,"he cried, "we shall try to stop our soldiers from shooting [at theinvading Russians, he meant]. But it's better you don't come. Weshall cope with it on our own." Dudnik could not have known,of course, whether his maneuvers were part of an invasion—ormerely a bluff.

    At some point a few days before martial law's introduction, thePolish Politburo gave its unanimous approval to martial law. OnDecember 8, provincial Party secretaries came to Warsaw for ameeting. According to the minutes of the Soviet Politburo meetingheld two days later, Jaruzelski announced "Operation X" wouldtake place over the weekend, either Friday night or Saturday night.

    Jaruzelski has maintained to this day that he timed his declara-

    tion of martial law to follow a meeting of Solidarity's NationalCoordinating Commission in Gdansk on the weekend of Decem-ber 12-13. "We waited for the news from Gdansk," Jaruzelski tes-tified before the Sejm committee; he was hoping, he said, for someconciliatory sign that could forestall martial law. But it was obvi-ous to all that Solidarity was only growing more radical. Morelikely Jaruzelski was waiting not for some new policy declarationbut until all the Solidarity leaders targeted for arrest could be cor-ralled like sheep in one city.

    There were other reasons to choose December 12. It was a Satur-day at midnight, just what the February war game had recom-mended. Solidarity had planned a huge demonstration in Warsawfor 4 p.m. on December 17. "The same kind of demonstration inBudapest in 1956 set off a chain of tragic and bloody events," Jaru-zelski wrote. It gets dark by four o'clock in Warsaw in December,and the Party had nightmares about torchlit street rampages. Theprotest had to be prevented.

    Then there was the issue of the army. The time had long passedto call up a new class of recruits. It was supposed to have happenedin October, in fact, but Jaruzelski had decided to delay the turn-over two months, fearing that new draftees would be ideologicallycontaminated and much less trustworthy. The changing of theguard was set for December 15. He could hold them no longer.

    At 2:05 p.m. on Saturday, December 12, Jaruzelski gave Ki-szczak the sign by telephone. "We have no way out," Jaruzelskitold him. "Begin the operation." He wrote later: "It was the mostdifficult moment of my life."

    Jaruzelski then notified Rakowski, Olszowski, and other Polit-buro members. He called Moscow yet again. On December 8 Gor-nicki had finished a draft of a possible TV speech. Jaruzelski pulledit out of his safe and called Gornicki in to edit it with him. Aftermidnight—with martial law already in place—the members of theState Council were summoned to a meeting, presented with a draft,and told to vote. They voted the way they had been paid to vote.Only one member, Ryszard Reiff, a member of Pax, a Party-spon-sored "Catholic" group, voted against it. At midnight tanks andarmored personnel carriers moved out into the streets of Poland.

    If that were all there was, it would support Jaruzelski's case thathe saved Poland from a Soviet invasion. But there is one complica-tion: just a few days before the imposition of martial law Jaruzel-ski's relations with Moscow changed. Several different Sovietsources have stepped forward with damning testimony that Jaru-zelski was told that Soviet troops would not invade Poland, but hewent ahead with martial law anyway. More incriminating still:that he asked the Soviets to provide troops if martial law failed andPoland was in flames—and the Soviets said no.

    At first glance, this seems unlikely, given the events leading up tomartial law. The Soviets had invested fifteen months in scaringJaruzelski into declaring martial law with the constant "we will notleave Poland in the lurch" refrain. Why would Moscow suddenlythrow all that good intimidation away? And if Jaruzelski was will-ing to declare martial law, why had he stalled for more than a year?

    But the accusation is persuasive. It comes separately from vari-ous sources, including, in part, Mikhail Gorbachev, who is Jaruzel-ski's friend and has no reason to lie to make his life difficult.(Gorbachev later retracted the statement.) But the most damningsource is the Soviet Politburo documents. On October 29, 1981,Andropov stated that "the Polish leaders sometimes murmur ofmilitary aid from fraternal countries." The term "Polish leaders"could refer to the Olszowski/Grabski group of hardliners, butPolitburo members seemed to reserve it for the first secretary andhis entourage.

    The most interesting document is the minutes of the December10, 1981, Politburo meeting. It provides some evidence in supportof Jaruzelski's case. Even two days before martial law, the Sovietswere still complaining he was stalling. "Jaruzelski declares he isready to start Operation X [martial law] only if Solidarity willforce it," said Andropov.

    "He is depressed and under the influence of a letter from [Cardi-nal] Glemp," said one member who had just returned from Poland.

    "Jaruzelski is wavering," said Gromyko.

    Also in support of Jaruzelski's story, Suslov reported that "thePoles say directly that they are opposed to the introduction of [So-viet] troops. If troops are introduced, that will mean a catastro-

    phe." Ustinov, as well, said that "the Poles themselves requested usnot to introduce troops."

    But the minutes also confirm that the Politburo had decided notto send Soviet forces to Poland. Andropov cites the certain post-invasion response of economic and political sanctions from capi-talist countries "that will be very burdensome for us." And Suslovspeaks of the Soviets' diplomatic efforts, which have "enabled allpeace-loving countries to understand that the Soviet Unionstaunchly and consistently upholds a policy of peace. That is why itis now impossible for us to change the position we have adoptedvis-a-vis Poland since the very start of the Polish events."

    This doesn't necessarily mean that the Politburo took a voteand made a formal decision not to intervene. In fact, the Sovietsprobably put off taking a vote, not wanting to be bound by theresult. (The vote to invade Czechoslovakia in 1968 occurred onlythree days before the invasion.) But the policy all along, the min-utes make clear, had been to count on Polish martial law. Otherevents weighed in: the body bags from Afghanistan were piling up.The dying Brezhnev's voice was increasingly drowned out by thatof Andropov, who had been Soviet ambassador to Hungary duringthe 1956 invasion. A quarter century later, he argued againstrepeating the event. "We should take care of ourselves first," hesaid.

    The December 10 minutes are not conclusive about whetherJaruzelski was aware of the Soviet decision at that point. Severalmembers reported that Jaruzelski was still under the impressionthe Soviets would send troops—indeed, that he hoped they wouldif martial law failed. Rusakov said that Jaruzelski "says that if thePolish forces are unable to cope with the resistance put up by Soli-darity, the Polish comrades hope to receive assistance from othercountries, up to and including the introduction of armed forces onthe territory of Poland." Suslov, however, speculated that thiscould have been Jaruzelski "displaying a certain degree of slyness,"covering his bases by asking for soldiers that he by then knewwouldn't come—with the implication that he already had beentold there was no threat of Soviet invasion. Either way—whetherhe knew or was still hoping—he was damned.

    Jaruzelski's self-defense has been flawed by a tendency to change

    his story when new evidence surfaces. When the December 10Politburo meeting minutes were released, he first limited himself topointing out the ambiguities and criticizing the political context.But when I went back to Poland in April 1994, he was arguing thatthe document was a forgery. In his final questioning at the Sejmhearings in April 1994—after many challenges to his claim that theSoviet intervention had been imminent—he backtracked on hislongtime defense and claimed, "I never insisted that the externaldanger was decisive. The danger was real but conditioned by whatwas going on inside Poland and worldwide." He has varied hisarguments on lesser points as well.

    The debate about these documents, especially the December 10,1981, Politburo minutes, has grown to resemble a Talmudic dis-pute. Huge historical shifts turn on the translation of a word end-ing or the speaker's frame of reference. Does the "militaryassistance" Jaruzelski requested refer to troops or tanks? Are the"Polish leaders" who murmur about intervention Jaruzelski andKania or Olszowski and Grabski? Analysts cannot agree on thecredibility of various witnesses or how to interpret the documents.Conclusive truth requires evidence that still lies buried—if it canever be divined at all.

    Jaruzelski could have defied Moscow and still avoided declaringmartial law. One can imagine the speech: "Citizens of the PolishPeople's Republic! Our country, whose sovereignty is more pre-cious than our own blood, once again faces a grave threat. It is mygreat privilege, as general of the army and chief of government, tolead a Polish people united—Solidarity and Communist, soldierand civilian, Catholic and atheist—in our struggle to defend ourmotherland."

    "It would have been a wonderful speech," said Jerzy Wiatr, anold Communist and Jaruzelski's best advocate on the Sejm com-mittee. "Jaruzelski would have become a national hero. But wewould have ended up like Hungary in 1956. The moment Jaruzel-ski moved to the Solidarity camp, all would have been lost."

    There was a less dramatic but potentially more effective way. Hecould have told the Soviets that his beloved soldiers, who had ac-cepted his orders all his life, might not follow an order to shoot at

    their countrymen: "I am deeply sorry, esteemed comrade LeonidIlyich, but you know the Poles." Jaruzelski would have beendeposed, but then martial law would be even less promising; a sol-dier willing to defy Jaruzelski was even more likely to defy anyoneelse. The concept of Crazy Poles had a deep echo in the Russianpsyche. His point would have been made.

    Gomulka had done it; he had bluffed them. Khrushchev hadbeen so angry at the "Polish road to socialism" that he had simplyflown to Warsaw, unannounced, on October 19,1956. And yet thetwo men had come to an uneasy peace. Gomulka had reversed agri-cultural collectivization and rehabilitated the Home Army, and theSoviets had stayed out.

    But Jaruzelski lacked the will to bluff Brezhnev. It would haverequired him to break his ties with Moscow and throw his lot inwith Solidarity. Even secretly, Jaruzelski could never think ofMichnik and Kuron as his friends and the Russians as the enemy.However infuriating, Brezhnev and Kulikov were Communists,comrades in the struggle.

    Mieczyslaw Rakowski, Jaruzelski's protege, negotiator, andlater the last Communist prime minister, told me that Jaruzelskiwould have called martial law, Soviet threat or no. "We had chaosand the disintegration of the government apparatus," he said. "Wetreated Solidarity as political enemies. They wanted power, and wewere not prepared to share power. That is also Jaruzelski's point ofview."

    "What? He said that?" said Jaruzelski later, when I told himwhat Rakowski had said. It was the only time I ever saw him non-plussed. But Rakowski did say it; I asked him twice. General Si-wicki told me the same thing, and so did Kazimierz Barcikowski, aPolitburo member considered a moderate. The loquacious Partyofficials who spent hours at the Sejm hearings listing Solidarity'ssins knew they were hurting their case, but they couldn't helpthemselves. They spoke the truth: for them, the greater evil was notthe Soviets but Solidarity. And indeed, Jaruzelski himself ended upsaying that he had never claimed the external danger was decisive.

    It is testament to Jaruzelski's public relations skills that manyfind this a revelation. It should not be surprising that Jaruzelskiwas a Communist who sought to protect the power structure from
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    an anti-Communist uprising. Another aspect of martial law shouldbe obvious but is seldom mentioned in the debate: it greatly in-creased Jaruzelski's power. Soviet invasions elsewhere had endedin Imre Nagy's execution and Alexander Dubcek's employment inthe Forest Service. Neither was Jaruzelski eager to see Solidaritytake over and possibly find himself swinging from a Polish elm.The only solution was the successful introduction of martial law.

    This poker game had two big winners: the Soviets, who wereable to contain Solidarity without spending money or incurring thewrath of the West, and Jaruzelski himself. He had crushed the Soli-darity opposition, outmaneuvered his hard-line adversaries withinthe Party, and kept the Soviet tanks at bay. Neither Solidarity'sWalesa nor the hard-line Olszowski nor the Russian Kulikovwould have his feet up on Jaruzelski's desk. No other possible endto the game could have served him more.

    But there is more at work here. My own opinion is the following:For many months Jaruzelski did believe the Soviets would invade.And he did indeed stall and resist—not because he was pro-Solidar-ity, but because the military option was for him a last resort. Then,just before martial law was declared, the Soviets told him theywould not intervene. Their goal—a successful martial law withoutSoviet involvement—had not changed. But they undercut their fif-teen-month effort at intimidation because a new strategy wasneeded. Jaruzelski had come to agree that Solidarity's growingpower and radicalization made martial law necessary. He was nowstalling for the reason he had claimed all along—he lacked confi-dence in his troops. Hence his request for backup. A Soviet inter-vention to save Jaruzelski from worst-case conflagration wasdesirable to him; outright invasion was not. And by then, Moscowdid not want Jaruzelski to count on the backup forces as a crutch.They wanted Jaruzelski to pull out all his guns to assure successwithout the help of the Red Army.

    Jaruzelski can also still claim that he didn't trust the Soviets'non-invasion pledge. If Poland exploded, surely the Soviets couldnot sit back and watch. Although the Politburo minutes quote An-dropov that the Soviets will not send troops "even if Poland fallsunder the control of Solidarity," others speak of the need to safe-guard Soviet troops already stationed in Poland and the lines of

    communication to East Germany. Indeed, even after martial law'ssuccess, the Soviets did not publicly endorse Jaruzelski. "Nothingthe Soviets have said so far would foreclose any further action theymay feel compelled to take," the U.S. ambassador to Moscow, Ar-thur Hartman, cabled home a week after martial law was intro-duced.

    There was a historical precedent, moreover, for thinking that thenonintervention pledge was simply a lie. On August 3, 1968, notthree weeks before the invasion of Czechoslovakia, the WarsawPact commanders had told Dubcek that they would not get in-volved in a Czechoslovak problem. Brezhnev had sealed the Brati-slava summit with a kiss, and certainly he had trusted and likedDubcek far more than he did Jaruzelski.

    Trusting the Soviets had never been good business. Poland hadbeen the first country to recognize the Soviet Union. After the 1921war, Warsaw's relations with Moscow had been everything theyshould be—until September 17,1939, when Stalin invaded Poland.Imre Nagy had trusted the Soviets twice—when they said theywould not send troops into Hungary and when they promised notto violate diplomatic immunity by plucking him from his hidingplace in the Yugoslav embassy. He had paid with his head.

    "My life experience teaches me that if the Communists tell youthey are going to imprison you, believe them," Michnik said to me."If they tell you they are releasing you from prison, maybe it's trueand maybe not."

    "Any experienced general must be aware of the possibility ofdeception," Soviet General Dmitri Volkogonov, who often accom-panied Kulikov to see Jaruzelski, wrote in Gazeta Wyborcza. "Hit-ler was Stalin's best friend before Operation Barbarossa. IfJaruzelski believed the Soviet comrades, he should have been de-moted to private."

    But the most important reason Jaruzelski did not defy Moscowwas that to do so would have broken the pattern of his entire life-time. At night at his desk, alone with his ghosts, he chose servility,as he always had. On October 19,1981, the day after his elevationto Party secretary, Jaruzelski received a call from Brezhnev. "Goodmorning, Wojciech," Brezhnev said. "Good morning, highly es-teemed dear Leonid Ilyich," answered Jaruzelski. First secretary is

    a complex job, he told Brezhnev, "but I understood that this isright and necessary if you personally think this way." Such submis-siveness had made him a colonel, a general, a defense minister, aprime minister, and a Party secretary. His intelligence and seriousnature helped. But he used those skills to maneuver on a wornpath, not to chart his own course.

    If the Russians had a Polish complex, it was nothing comparedto the Poles' Russian complex. The Russians invaded Poland in1632, 1655, 1706, 1710, 1768-72, 1791-92, 1794, 1813, 1831,1863, 1919-20, 1939, and 1944-45, just to cite from the last 360years. (Asked at the Sejm hearings if he had thought the Sovietswere serious about invading, one Polish general retorted, "Andwhat has changed since the time of Catherine the First?") Polescould be excused for thinking that God had not blessed themwhere foreign invasions were concerned. The Polish history of ro-mantic uprisings was not just a warning for the Soviets: the peoplekilled had been not Russians but Poles. They looked at Soviet mili-tary power with dread and awe.

    The idea of a Soviet invasion brought shivers to the average Pole.How much more terrifying it would have seemed to Jaruzelski. TheSoviets had ended his idyllic childhood; ripped him from his familyand home; bombed his country; sent him to a lonely outpost ofcold, hunger, and disease; forced him into slavery; killed his father;and broken his health. The Soviets were ruthless, irrational, capri-cious. Consciously or subconsciously, their power had so im-pressed him that he had dedicated the rest of his days to serving it.And thirty-eight years later he could no longer break away. "Therewere Polish generals who marched with Napoleon to Russia," saidLeon Bojko, who covered Moscow for Gazeta Wyborcza. "Afterthat they had one thought; you can't win against Russia. Jaruzelskithought the same."

    "It is a great art to be able to speak with the Soviets—not withinsolence, but neither with fear," Ryszard Reiff, the only StateCouncil member to vote against martial law, said at the Sejm hear-ings. Reiff had begun as one of the accused but soon sat as anaccuser, his chair pushed back from the others. "We know thatonly this ability justifies the person who is in power over this na-tion. If he had understood this, he would have avoided martial law.
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    National agreement would have required the courage to face theRussians. Jaruzelski does not have that courage."

    This failure of nerve was the natural product of a childhood ofterror and a career of obedience. After a lifetime of bowing toThem, there was nothing left in Wojciech Jaruzelski that couldhave spurred him to defiance. He even went beyond his masters inMoscow. He was so haunted by his history that he could not be-lieve them when they claimed to put limits on Soviet power andSoviet ruthlessness. Indeed, one of the most chilling passages in theSoviet Politburo documents is Rusakov's December 10, 1981, re-port that Jaruzelski still thought the Soviets would send troops.Why did he think this? Because Kulikov had repeated Brezhnev'swords to Jaruzelski that the Soviets were determined not to leavePoland in the lurch. But, said Rusakov, these words did not signala threat of Soviet intervention. Jaruzelski had misunderstood.Gromyko proposed sending the Soviet ambassador to Jaruzelski toreinforce the idea that there would be no Soviet troops, and he wason his own. And on December 12, Suslov evidently told him this bytelephone.

    From the testimony of Kuklinski, among others, we know thatJaruzelski had always taken this formulation as a threat of inva-sion. But if the Soviets still used the phrase even when they wantedJaruzelski to know no troops were coming, then perhaps it was notmeant as one. In fact, there is no evidence that the Soviets ever toldJaruzelski directly that they would invade if he did not call martiallaw—because that would have required a Politburo commitmentto martial law that it was unwilling to make. Instead, they usedmilitary exercises and ambiguous statements. They knew that Jaru-zelski would hear what they didn't say.

    In the months before the declaration of martial law he was inconstant pain. His back problem from Siberia, which had not both-ered him for many years, now returned. He could not sit, tie hisshoes, turn to the side, or cough without great pain. He was sleep-ing only an hour or two a night. He often speaks of the agony of hisdecision, as if it relieves his burden for people to know that he, too,suffered.

    He would frequently open the desk drawer where he kept hisrevolver and stare at it for a long time. "My thoughts were desper-

    ate," he told me in that expressionless voice that never varies. "Itwas not a question of failure or feeling of guilt, but a feeling ofpowerlessness." At the beginning of November 1981 he lockedhimself in his office for days, refusing to see even his closest associ-ates. The month he was named first secretary he told Rakowski,"We know what we must do if they come to us." Suicide, he meant.

    When does it end, this submission to Them? A man joins theParty, thinking: These bastards are idiots, but I'll go along, andsomeday I'll be making the decisions myself. But when? No one inthe history of Polish communism had more formal authority thanJaruzelski in 1981. And yet above him still loomed Them. Worse,the Them was in himself. Jaruzelski made the decision he genuinelythought best for Poland—because he was a Communist, and be-cause of the main reason he had become a Communist: his con-stant awareness of Moscow's power. His political imagination,however, had been stunted by the fifty years that had come before.Martial law was the culmination of decades of belief that Polandhad no choice but to submit. He was guilty of not a moment ofservility but a lifetime.

    Perhaps Poland's most famous national legend is that of KonradWallenrod, created by Adam Mickiewicz, Poland's greatest poet.Wallenrod was a Lithuanian Pole whose parents were captured bythe German invaders in medieval times. Raised as a German, aftera lifetime of playing the dutiful German he saw his chance for re-venge. He led his forces into a hopeless battle against the Poles. TheGermans were vanquished and Wallenrod was killed, his death avictory for his beloved Poland. Many Poles had been hoping that inJaruzelski they had found a modern-day Wallenrod.

    But the Poles tell another story as well. This one is of youngPolish boys kidnapped in the Polish-Turkish wars of the sixteenthand seventeenth centuries and raised to become Janczars, or Janis-saries—Turkish elite guards. The Janczars became fanatical andruthless. Their loyalty to the Turks never wavered. The story of theJanczars was true; that of Wallenrod only a myth.

    At 6 a.m. on Sunday, December 13, 1981, Polish radio and televi-sion snapped to life and a uniformed General Jaruzelski, sitting athis desk in front of a huge Polish flag, wearing clear glasses, filledthe screen. "Citizens and Lady Citizens of the Polish People's Re-public! I turn to you as a soldier and chief of government! Ourmotherland is on the verge of an abyss!" Twenty-two minutes laterhe closed his declaration of martial law with the national motto:"Poland lives as long as we live." Jaruzelski's speech was rebroad-cast until early afternoon, alternating with a film of a pianist play-ing Chopin and patriotic music.

    Poles rose that morning to see a declaration of a state of war—the formal name for martial law—tacked up to light posts on moststreet corners. The declaration, printed in the Soviet Union for se-crecy, announced that a mysterious body called the Military Coun-cil of National Salvation was now ruling Poland. All schools exceptnursery schools were closed. Theaters and movie theaters wereclosed and all public gatherings banned except for religious ser-vices. Polish borders and airspace were closed. Poles could notleave their city of residence without official permission. Mail wascensored. The purchase of typewriter ribbons and typing paper re-quired permission. A nightly curfew was imposed. All "tourism,yachting, and rowing" were "forbidden on internal and territorialwaters"—this in December. The regular television newscasters

    suddenly appeared in military uniforms. Among the services placedunder military control were railways, roads, mail, telephones,broadcasting, oil products distribution, fire fighting, ports, andmanufacture of important goods. The telephones were dead for amonth, and then for the next year callers heard "Conversationbeing monitored" before a connection was made.

    Over the next few months more than ten thousand Solidarityactivists were detained and interned without trial in prisons allover Poland. Most of the top leaders were caught in Gdansk, afterspending the day in the heady arguments of Solidarity's most radi-cal national congress. Some internees were held in relatively goodconditions, locked up in hotels with cooking facilities. Others frozein overcrowded cells, where they were forced to surrender eventheir overcoats, and prison guards censored even the dedication inone prisoner's Bible: "So that Truth will always be victorious."

    The lists of detainees had been prepared back in March (some onthe list had died or emigrated in the intervening time) by provincialofficials, many of whom had taken the opportunity to settle pettyfeuds. Among the internees were such dangerous subversives asfilm director Andrzej Wajda, who was detained the same day thegovernment submitted his film about Solidarity, Man of Iron,which had won the Palme d'Or at Cannes, as the Polish entry foran Academy Award. Jaruzelski and Kiszczak claim they had notime to review the lists. Today, Jaruzelski calls the widespread de-tentions "nasty and stupid" and considers them the biggest mis-take of martial law.

    "What a relief to be interned by men in Polish helmets ratherthan Russian ones," joked Tadeusz Mazowiecki, the Catholic in-tellectual. Despite his irony, it did make a difference. The SovietUnion's record in choosing and caring for prisoners was not one toinspire confidence. Nor were its troops known for a delicate touch.Soviet invasion would likely have resulted in a gulag and a blood-bath.

    Martial law, by contrast, took about a hundred lives. Sevenyears after his internment Mazowiecki became Poland's first non-Communist premier and a Solidarity-led congressional committeeinvestigated 115 deaths that had occurred during martial law. Thecommittee determined that 25 people had been killed as security

    forces tried to repress protests, 29 had been murdered by the forcesof the Interior Ministry, and 24 of the deaths had had no politicalconnection. The other 37 cases were sent to prosecutors for furtherinvestigation.

    The Solidarity activists who remained free—freer than those in-terned, anyway—fought back with the civil disobedience that hadbecome their tradition. A million Poles turned in their Party cards.The Lenin Shipyard, of course, went on strike. Tanks entered theshipyard on December 16, crushing the entrance gate and with itthe strike. Official reports were of four hundred wounded; workersreported more wounded and claimed deaths as well.

    The worst violence took place at the Wujek coal mine near Kato-wice. Miners called a sit-in strike, and by December 16 there weretwo thousand barricaded inside, armed with bottles of gasoline,truncheons, dynamite, and spears, threatening to blow themselvesup if the government used force against them. Forty tanks of theZOMO riot police gathered. At 10 a.m. the ZOMO blocked offthe entrance to the mine and fired rubber bullets at the strikers.Helicopters dropped bombs of paralyzing gas. The crowd attackedthe ZOMO with red-hot metal rods that could pierce police hel-mets. ZOMO forces beat up civilian doctors and ambulance driv-ers trying to care for the wounded. Nine protesters were killed.Four ZOMO police were killed and forty-one wounded.

    Father Jerzy Popieluszko, the priest most hated by the regime,was a slight, grave, doe-eyed thirty-seven-year-old, but at Mass thepower of his words set his always-packed church swaying; peopleremembered how Solidarity had gotten its name. On October 20,1984, Popieluszko did not arrive at his church in Warsaw's Zoli-borz district for morning Mass. That afternoon his driver surfaced.He had stumbled, barefoot and bleeding, into a church in Torunthe night before and told astonished listeners that he and FatherPopieluszko had been kidnapped by three men. Popieluszko hadbeen beaten, tied up, and forced into the trunk of a car. The driverhad been stuffed into the front but had managed to open the doorand escape.

    Three policemen and their superior were arrested. Ten days laterone broke under questioning and took investigators to a reservoir.Popieluszko's body was fished out. Two months later there was a

    trial; the four defendants got sentences that varied from fourteen totwenty-five years. No higher-ups were tried. Provocation, criedJaruzelski and Kiszczak—this was a plot to embarrass us. Why wasthe driver allowed to escape? The four policemen involved hadprotectors among Party hard-liners and possibly the KGB! Thiswas likely the case, but provocation or not, Jaruzelski turned Po-pieluszko's death to good political use. Look at what can happen,his line went. You'd better support Kiszczak and me, or the realbad guys could take over.

    The martial law government committed the usual idiocies. AWarsaw clothing factory received an order from the Interior Minis-try for two hundred priests' cassocks. Police in the city of Plockstudied the handwriting of schoolchildren, hoping to match thejuvenile writing they had found on local leaflets. On October 5,1983, when Lech Walesa won the Nobel Peace Prize, the govern-ment forbade performance or broadcast of any Norwegian, Ameri-can, or West German music; Bach and Beethoven were bannedfrom the Polish airwaves.

    Martial law also marked the debut of Jerzy Urban, a journalistfrom Polityka who became not so much Jaruzelski's spokesman ashis court jester. There was not a shred of hypocrisy to Urban; hewas gleefully cynical, a short, squat man with enormous ears and apoisoned tongue who represented the Party's complete moralbankruptcy, each press conference a message to Poles that if theywere unhappy with the condition of their nation, they could jumpin the Baltic. Jaruzelski's choice of Urban was a great mystery, theonly possible explanation being that he drew fire from Jaruzelski.(In a public opinion poll in 1985, 25 percent of Poles said they hada "favorable" opinion of Jaruzelski and 49 percent said "some-what favorable." Urban's "favorable" rating was 4 percent.) Whenthe United States announced it was cutting off $100 million ingrain credits on the third day of martial law, Urban sniffed, "Thegovernment will feed itself." Urban himself was exceedingly wellfed. After a U.S. statement supporting Polish workers, Urban an-nounced he was taking up a collection: Polish sleeping bags to sendto the homeless in New York. He was also a Jew, which didn't helphis popularity. (What are the three roots of Polish anti-Semitism?went a popular joke of the time. The answer: cultural tradition,

    Catholic teachings, and Jerzy Urban.) Urban went on after the fallof communism to become very rich running a wildly popularsatiric (and semipornographic) weekly newspaper called Nie, or"No." He continues to revel in his own outrageousness; his office,to give one example, is decorated with phallus sculptures.

    For most Poles, martial law was a period not of intense repres-sion but of intense boredom. The sixteen months of Solidarity hadbeen charged with adrenaline. Martial law brought back the oldlistlessness.

    Young people suffered the most. Even the children of Commu-nist families had been transfixed by Solidarity; some of the mostimportant Solidarity leaders hiding in safe houses under martiallaw were repeating in mirror image the lives of their once-idealisticCommunist parents. Many radical young Solidarity supporterslived—in frosty silence—with Party-official parents.

    Shortly after martial law's declaration the son of MieczyslawRakowski, who had been deputy prime minister and the govern-ment's chief negotiator, asked for political asylum in West Ger-many. Jerzy Urban's daughter married a Solidarity activist.Jaruzelski's daughter, who was in her last year of high school in1981, moved out of her parents' house to live with her boyfriend, aradical leader of the student Solidarity group. After the declarationof martial law, she occasionally used her chauffeur-driven car totransport clandestine Solidarity activists from one hiding place toanother.

    In 1980, for the first time, she began to question her father'sversion of history, Monika Jaruzelska said. She is now twenty-eight, with long red-blond hair, an assertive, intelligent womanwho edits Your Style, a women's magazine. "I had many friends inhigh school whose families were very active in Solidarity. At first Iwould argue with them, without much conviction. But my friendsand their parents were people I very much respected. I found whatthey said true and convincing. They were a revelation to me, so I'dbring them home and argue the ideas with particular vociferous-ness."

    She began a running quarrel with her father. "At first I felt de-ceived by him, yet at the same time I had unlimited trust in myfather. I went through different phases. When talking to him I was

    very emotional and childish. I would repeat to him what I heardpeople say, and he'd say, 'Now here's the response'—very rational,debating the merits. I refused to accept his arguments. We reacheda phase where we did not talk at all.

    "We had never been close. I perceived him as an authority, a rolemodel," Monika said. "He usually came home late, in uniform,which didn't contribute to a warm, close feeling. We had certainmoments together, like holidays, when there was a great feeling ofintensity. Then there was no connection between the public figureand the private person. But throughout 1980 and 1981 his outsideimage grew more alien and hostile and began to influence my per-ception of him as a private person."

    When martial law came, some of her friends' activist parentswere interned. Monika decided to wait a year before going to col-lege, and her friends went on without her. "I stayed at home andfelt lonely and undervalued," she said. "I tried to commit suicide."The next year her boyfriend was arrested and held by police for afew days; Monika was out of Warsaw when it happened.

    She began to speak to her father only years later, and today shefeels that martial law was justified by the Soviet threat. "When youare young you see things in black and white," she said. "As yougrow up you see how difficult making decisions can be, that some-times you can't control your circumstances."

    Young people were the exception; overall, Poles learned to livewith martial law more easily than it appeared from outside. Onequarter of Poles were members of Solidarity, but three quarterswere not, and many of the members had joined for the same rea-sons people join social movements everywhere: demonstrationswere exciting and a good place to meet girls. Jaruzelski personifiedorder, which probably appeals to Poles less than to other people,but it appealed to some, mainly older women. The day after mar-tial law's declaration, oil, lemons, and sour cream appeared inshops for the first time in months. The Soviets sent food—meat,oranges, fruit juice, raisins, rice. "My mother remembers martiallaw as the only winter she could buy everything in the food couponbook," said Slawomir Majman, an advertising executive. "Shecould buy sausage!" The streets were clean; there were no strikeshalting production or demonstrations tying up traffic; things

    worked. (The same was true with Chile under Augusto Pinochet,where a sizable minority—sometimes a majority—of Chileansliked Pinochet's states of emergency because life became calm andpredictable.) Western reporters spent far less time with old womenwho could now buy sausage than they did with Solidarity activistsand so acquired a distorted picture of Polish reaction to martiallaw.

    From Jaruzelski's point of view martial law accomplished itsmost important goal: crushing Solidarity. Except for a handfulwho had escaped the police dragnets, its leaders were in jail and theslightest freedom to organize or protest was gone. On October 8,1982, the government officially disbanded Solidarity. Each Soli-darity activist was alone, unable to coordinate with others or planevents. Moreover, the heady sense of not knowing how far onecould push was gone; the limits had been defined with great clarity.In February 1982 the government imposed price hikes of up to 400percent on food and energy—and there was not a single public actof protest. People returned to private life. They went to work andwent home to their families. The bubbling civil society of 1980 and1981 disappeared.

    Martial law was lifted on July 22, 1983, but many restrictionsremained. In July 1984 charges were dropped against the lasttwelve leaders who remained in jail, including Michnik, who, trueto form, refused to leave his cell. He wanted a trial—justice, notamnesty. In 1986, in an effort to get the United States to lift theeconomic sanctions imposed on Poland after martial law was de-clared, all the internees were freed.

    But if martial law was a success, it was a Pyrrhic victory. It eradi-cated Solidarity, the symptom of the cancer, but not the diseaseitself. The government seemed just as paralyzed after martial lawas before; Jaruzelski had accumulated unprecedented power andused it to do nothing.

    Before martial law, international leaders had juggled the Polishforeign debt with endless reschedulings and new credits. This lax-ity now stopped. The United States blocked Poland's application tothe International Monetary Fund and cut off Most Favored Nationtrading status. Before 1980 Poland had been able to borrow up to

    $8 billion a year from the West; in 1984-85 Poland's Western bor-rowing was only $300 million. The Chernobyl nuclear accident inthe Soviet Union cost Poland probably half a billion dollars in foodexports to the West, which no longer wanted Polish products. By1987 Poland's foreign debt topped $40 billion—a thousand dollarsper Pole. More than 60 percent of Poles were living below the pov-erty line. Poles were told to wait a generation for a telephone or anew apartment.

    The Party had no solutions. It offered no bread and no circuses.Jaruzelski couldn't even save the situation by declaring martiallaw. By the mid-1980s, it was once again evident that the Partycould not continue to govern Poland—rather, that it was not gov-erning Poland. Desperate for new solutions, in 1987 Jaruzelskicalled a referendum. He asked Poles to vote on a 110 percent pricehike in exchange for "the profound democratization of politicallife." Like all dictatorships, Jaruzelski's had no concept of its ownunpopularity. The government failed to achieve the required turn-out. Unlike most dictators, however, Jaruzelski acknowledged thatthe Party had lost. Times had indeed changed.

    The referendum convinced Jaruzelski that there was now onlyone way to win Polish acquiescence for needed economic reform:Solidarity had to be revived and then brought to sign on to a re-form plan. Lech Walesa, who had called off so many strikes, wouldbe invaluable rallying workers to support price hikes and plantclosures.

    The idea was a bold one, but it slipped away from Jaruzelski,and he ended up handing the keys of the government to Solidarity.Today he claims that this transfer of power was his intention allalong. It was not. Like a good general, he thought he could keepthe process under control. If he had known the Party's true frailty,he never would have begun.

    By 1987 Solidarity was a much different force than it had been in1980. When in 1986 the union finally found all of its leaders infreedom, they were more divided than ever, with Walesa scram-bling to hold them together. "Walesa deserves another NobelPeace Prize," Kuroh joked. Two months after its re-legalization in1989, Solidarity's membership was still less than 2 million. In addi-tion to divisions in the leadership, a huge gap existed between the

    leaders and the rank and file. Most of the old leaders no longer sawany point to union activity. In their view Poland needed politicaland economic reform. But young workers saw economic reform asa dagger aimed at their own jobs in the shipyards and coal mines.For them, the solution to low wages wasn't economic reform buthigher wages. They derided Walesa and his ilk as "the senators,"men who had sold out and gotten famous, wealthy, and fat whileworkers lived dismal lives.

    The Party had changed as well. Jaruzelski, Kiszczak, andRakowski advocated liberalized policies and talks with Solidarity.These new tactics served the old goal of maintaining power, but itwas still progress. Jaruzelski was still following Moscow's or-thodoxy, but Gorbachev was in power and the orthodoxy hadchanged. A specter was haunting communism, Marx might havewritten at this point: it was the specter of Europe. LiteraturnayaGazeta, an important Soviet weekly, had already published a long,seemingly uncensored interview with, of all people, CardinalGlemp. In mid-1987 Rakowski gave Jaruzelski a secret paper argu-ing that the Soviets were no longer available to keep the PolishCommunists in power. The Polish Communists would have tolearn to win in a democracy, Rakowski wrote.

    Minutes of the Party Secretariat—meetings of the top ten oreleven Party officials—show that Polish officials now treated theSoviets very differently than in 1981. They openly discussed theabsence of Soviet threat and how Polish changes would influenceRussian ones. (Jaruzelski was still complaining after May Day,however, that the event had been poorly organized and the loud-speakers hadn't worked.) Just as important, the ongoing economiccollapse of the Soviet Union meant that Moscow could no longerprop up the Polish economy. Poland would have to turn west. Jaru-zelski told Honecker that the West was forcing him to negotiate; hehad nowhere else to go.

    A new law in 1988, written with the participation of some pro-Solidarity Catholic intellectuals, guaranteed almost complete free-dom of association. Censors drew their paychecks and spent theirdays drinking tea; by 1988 even Michnik published articles underhis own name in official Polish newspapers.

    "There was a slowly developing consensus among the ruling

    group that it was impossible to govern the country in the same wayas the last few decades," said Janusz Reykowski, a Party leader andpsychologist. "There were differences on whether it should be cos-metic—recruit the opposition into the system to increase the sys-tem's legitimacy—or whether deep reforms were necessary andinevitable."

    Jaruzelski's efforts to persuade the hard-liners were helpedgreatly by a television debate on November 13, 1988, betweenWalesa and Alfred Miodowicz, the leader of the Communist tradeunions. The debate was the idea of Miodowicz, who figured hecould trounce an uneducated electrician. He was wrong. In calmtones and folksy phrases—"The rest of Europe travels by car, andwe're on a bicycle"—Walesa argued for political pluralism. Walesahad never before had his chance on television, and Poles expectinga bandito with machine-gun rounds strung around his neck sud-denly found themselves faced with a reasonable man. The debatewas comically amateur, ending with both men looking nervouslyat the camera while a huge clock in the center ticked off the remain-ing seconds. Finally Miodowicz broke the silence, shouting, "Well,good night and thank you!"

    Jaruzelski called Miodowicz afterward and was shocked to findhim contented. To Jaruzelski it had seemed like a total defeat. Butit served to convince Party hard-liners that they needed to negoti-ate. Bargaining over the conditions for talks took months, bothbetween the Party and Solidarity—one point of contention was theParty's refusal to allow the hated Kuron and Michnik to thetable—and within the Party itself. At a Central Committee meetingin January 1989, Jaruzelski threatened to resign if the Party didn'tlegalize Solidarity, and then he and three others walked out of themeeting. The hard-liners gave in but continued their fight on otherfronts. Jolanta Kwasniewska, the wife of Aleksander Kwasniewski,a young Party reformer, told me that Party hard-liners had come totheir door with death threats.

    A month after Jaruzelski's walkout the Roundtable negotiationsbegan. There were fifty-five delegates: twenty-nine from the Partyand twenty-six from Solidarity, plus three Church observers.Negotiators met in three working groups, or tables: union plural-ism, political reform, and social and economic reforms. Each table

    had several subtables. To iron out especially thorny issues, GeneralKiszczak invited Walesa (neither was an official delegate) and sev-eral top negotiators from both sides—including Michnik andKuron—to an Interior Ministry villa in Magdalenka, near War-saw. The twelve Magdalenka meetings were more informal, withparticipants sharing meals and vodka.

    The two groups had gone into the Roundtable deeply suspicious,warily circling each other. This was especially true of the duos ofMichnik and Kuron on one side and Kiszczak and Jaruzelski on theother. Michnik told Jaruzelski later: "My friends used to tell methat when I talked about General Jaruzelski I lost my capacity toanalyze. All that came out was my phobias and fears." And Mich-nik's masterful book of prison essays has its most scathing letteraddressed to Kiszczak. I asked Kiszczak why. He laughed. "Be-cause while Michnik was in prison I propositioned his girlfriend,"he said.

    "Ridiculous!" sputtered Michnik when I asked him. "I'm tooself-confident to let that bother me. It was because he offered methis swinish deal; if I left the country I could celebrate Christmas inSaint-Tropez."

    The enmity was mutual. Jaruzelski and Kiszczak had lived mostof their lives in military enclaves with little contact with the rest ofsociety. They had never spent time with Michnik or Kuron; whatthey knew was based on secret police reports.

    The Roundtable changed all that. The former prisoners and theirwardens began to see one another as partners. "We made a mistakein our evaluations of these people," Jaruzelski said in a Politburomeeting shortly after the Roundtable closed. "They are differentthan we thought." He told me later: "After the final Roundtabletalks I read Michnik's books. I then felt ashamed for not havingread them before. I had only read reviews from the special servicesdemonizing him and Kuron. After a closer look I realized that he isfaithful to himself and his principles."

    "I met Michnik when he was a high school student," JerzyUrban told me, "and later from time to time I saw him and every-one else in the opposition. I worked with some of them and drankwith others. Contact at the Roundtable brought no surprises forme. With Jaruzelski it was different. He had no contacts, or only in

    1981 in official meetings. In the Roundtable certain similarities toMichnik emerged for him—in informal, private talks, when youspeak differently than in official negotiations."

    "Twice in his life Jaruzelski took stock of things," said Alek-sander Malachowski, a Solidarity activist who in his youth, likeJaruzelski, had been interned in Siberia. "One time was in Siberia.The second time was meeting these 'criminals' from Solidarity whoturned out to be responsible and serious."

    Most in the Party changed their mind about Michnik at thetalks. Hard-liner Leszek Miller was one of the Party negotiators."The ones we had considered the wildest turned out to be the mostsensible," he said. And the Solidarity negotiators began to refinetheir thinking about the Party officials they met. "It allowed me toappreciate that they were not so caught up in greed that theycouldn't think of the well-being of the state," said Zbigniew Bujak,who had headed Warsaw Solidarity. "I would not deny Jaruzelskipatriotic motives."

    The Roundtable brought together the most conciliatory men onboth sides into an atmosphere of still more conciliation. The mu-tual seduction worked. The talks lasted for two months and endedApril 5 with an accord for semi-free elections in June. Each pulledthe other away from its base in order to defend the new agreement.After the Roundtable, Michnik had more in common politicallywith Jaruzelski than with the Solidarity radicals who had opposedthe talks. Jaruzelski had more in common with Michnik than withthe Party hard-liners. The Roundtable, which grew out of Solidar-ity's tradition of nonviolent political change, paved the way for anegotiated transfer of power.

    Not everyone in Solidarity, of course, considered this such ahealthy process. The debate within Solidarity about the Round-table was an extension of the old radical/moderate division. "Thisis where Michnik lost his virginity," said Czeslaw Bielecki, an ar-chitect and Solidarity radical. "A moral absolutist—the man whowouldn't sign the paper, the man who wouldn't even leave prisontill he was guaranteed his trial—suddenly became a relativist, acompromiser."

    Among the radicals there were fire-breathing fundamentalistswho reminded me of the Czech Petr Cibulka, men who whispered

    that the whole Roundtable had been staged by the KGB and that aseat there was proof of secret police collaboration. They believe theRoundtable—and especially the meetings at Magdalenka, whereMichnik and Walesa raised their vodka glasses to Kiszczak!—pro-duced a secret agreement that allowed Party members not only toescape punishment for their actions but also to maintain controlover Poland's security forces, probably at the direction of the KGB.That no one can find evidence for this "agreement" is taken by theradicals as more proof.

    There had been a tacit agreement, said Bielecki, to bribe theCommunists with economic power so they would give up politicalpower. This was an even greater betrayal because it came just at thepoint when the currency of power in Poland was shifting from poli-tics to money. And because the transition was slow, the nomen-klatura realized they needed to grab something while they were stillin a position to grab something good. For proof, the radicals pointto Mazowiecki's policy of the Thick Line—no lustrace, no purges,letting the past be the past.

    The Roundtable's participants deny any such deals. Events since1989 make it hard to remember how shocking the Roundtablewas. In April 1989 a non-Communist Poland was still inconceiv-able. The Berlin Wall and the Soviet Union still appeared indestruc-tible. The power-sharing agreement the Roundtable crafted wasthe best Solidarity could hope for at the time. There were no non-prosecution pacts because no one could imagine Solidarity wouldever be in a position to prosecute. There were no money-for-politi-cal-power trade-offs because no one could imagine change couldgo that far. And if Mazowiecki believed in giving old Communistsa clean start, that was because he didn't think purges or lustracewould be good for the new Poland.

    The radicals are right in one sense, however. The Roundtable didmake prosecutions less likely and contribute to the Thick Line—not because of a secret deal but because of the process of negotia-tion itself. This was a subtler version of the radicals' accusation,and one that many Roundtable negotiators acknowledged con-tained some truth: even if there had been no explicit deal cut, theRoundtable—and especially the talks at Magdalenka—had been acoming-together of two groups of Poland's elite. After the back-

    and-forth of weeks of negotiations, Solidarity's negotiators felt sat-isfied with their concessions from the Party. Others in Poland whohad not been sitting at the table did not share their satisfaction.

    "There were no formal guarantees, of course not," Jaruzelskitold me. "But the whole philosophy of that activity, talking aboutsharing power, was obvious. We handed over power to the forcesin Solidarity not motivated by revenge."

    It is difficult to shake hands after a successful negotiation andthen lead your interlocutor to jail. "If I didn't tell Kiszczak at theRoundtable that he would be judged for martial law if I come topower," Michnik told Jaruzelski later, "it would be wrong of me todemand it now."

    Far from condemning this spirit of conciliation, the Round-table negotiators applaud it. Their position echoed that of the anti-lustrace group in the Czech Republic: politics is no longer blackand white. It is no longer always possible to pick out the good guysor assume one side has a monopoly on truth. "We in the Round-table got rid of our 'combatant' syndrome," Bujak told me. "Wedo not feel that we have the right to power because we are fromSolidarity and our adversaries should be condemned and de-stroyed. I can talk to them and live with them, and we can worktogether for the common good."

    "In America many Vietnam veterans needed therapy to return topeace," said Wiktor Osiatynski, a law professor and journalistwho chronicled the Roundtable talks. "For us, the Roundtable wasthat therapy. The people there learned shades of gray and the val-ues of peace: negotiation, listening, compromise." The Roundtablenegotiators like Michnik and Kuron had been uncompromising asdissidents, but they were learning to be flexible politicians. TheRoundtable's opponents chose not to make the transition. Andsome got it entirely backward: they became intransigent anti-Com-munist politicians after careers as rather pliable dissidents.

    The Roundtable set elections for June 4. They were only par-tially free: the Party was guaranteed 65 percent of the Sejm, so only35 percent—161 seats—was up for grabs. The new Sejm wouldthen elect the president. Solidarity's campaign was simple and bril-liant. Each of the 161 Sejm and 100 Senate candidates on Solidar-ity's ticket had his picture taken with Walesa, which was made into

    a poster with Solidarity's trademark red tangle of letters and un-derneath it Walesa's scrawl: "We Must Win." The Communistslate was disorganized, often with two or more candidates splittingthe vote for each seat and such inspired slogans as "With Us It'sSafer."

    On June 5, Poles awoke to find that Solidarity had not lost asingle seat in the Senate (92 Solidarity, 8 no majority) and had won160 of the 161 it was allowed to contest in the Sejm. These werefamiliar numbers for Polish elections, but in the past they had usu-ally been tipped the other way. Solidarity and the Party were bothin shock.

    The Solidarity activists were elated—and aghast. Their planshad called for taking over Poland in a few years—1995 seemedreasonable. They did not want Poland's multiple crises dumped intheir laps today. They did not want to preside over a transition to amarket economy and its inevitable accompanying price hikes andsocietal division. They did not want to alarm the Party conserva-tives, who retained the power to stage a coup. Solidarity had builtits whole self-image around staying outside government to buildcivil society. And they worried that conservative forces in the Partyand military would stage a coup.

    Solidarity's horror at the election results, however, was nothingcompared to the Party's. The Party Secretariat discussion on June 5was almost comical; the participants seemed to have learned littlesince the 1970s. "This is a terrible result," Jaruzelski said in theSecretariat meeting the day after the election. "It's the Church'sfault."

    Urban noted that even in Polish embassies in Pyongyang, UlanBator, and Tirana, Solidarity had carried the embassy staff. "Evensome members of the apparatus voted Solidarity," he said.

    "The Party didn't support us!" said one participant. "The re-sponsible must feel the consequences!" Rakowski offered the viewthat the results might cause unrest in countries such as the SovietUnion and Hungary.

    "Who will speak for us on television?" said Jaruzelski, worried,as always, about the propaganda.

    A few days later the Party held a special meeting to discuss theelections. Reykowski, who was present, told me that prominent

    voices in the Party argued for invalidating them. "This would havemeant a high probability of bloody confrontation," he said.

    Jaruzelski firmly believed that canceling the elections—in effect,redeclaring martial law—was no longer in Poland's interest. Norwould it be in his own; a hard-line crackdown would surely haveresulted in his own dismissal for the blunder of having called elec-tions in the first place. In the end Jaruzelski prevailed. "It was thefirst time that voters could choose freely," he said on televisionafter the election. "That freedom was used to cross off those whoheld power until now."

    As part of a deal allowing the Communists to retain somepower, the new Sejm elected Jaruzelski president. For the first time,he had no recorded objections.

    Jaruzelski appointed Kiszczak prime minister. After two weeksKiszczak admitted that he didn't have the votes to form a govern-ment. So Jaruzelski turned to Tadeusz Mazowiecki, the Catholicactivist with the mournful face, a KOR adviser—a decent man. OnAugust 24, 1989, Mazowiecki became the East Bloc's first non-Communist prime minister in forty years.

    The Communists did retain some posts. Kiszczak stayed at Inte-rior. The new Jaruzelski worked with the Mazowiecki governmentto facilitate the transition and then got out of the way. WhenWalesa demanded real presidential elections, he resigned early."The words T apologize' sound banal," he said in his farewellspeech in December 1990. "However, I cannot find any otherwords." He said he had been "responsible for every man and everyaction." He asked that he be held accountable for all crimes com-mitted. His successor, Lech Walesa, who took a sharp turn frommoderate to radical, did not even invite Jaruzelski to his inaugura-tion.

    Jaruzelski had changed. "Jaruzelski called the Roundtable andthen turned over the presidency," said Joanna Szczesna, the Soli-darity journalist. "He overcame the Communist mentality twice."Finally the lenses that had filtered his political vision for decadesfell away. He saw, at last, the full spectrum of light.

    Despite the ongoing historical investigation, the debate in Po-land about whether Jaruzelski is a hero or a traitor is principally a

    question of politics. Poles have always struggled with the problemof maintaining sovereignty in the face of foreign aggression. Thestruggle over the memory of martial law is a continuation of thatdebate. It is also a debate about how much collaboration was legit-imate under an overwhelming power. In that sense, as with Czechlustrace, the martial law debate is also a dispute about whom toinscribe on the list of the guilty.

    Jaruzelski is his own best and worst advocate. Unlike manyParty officials in Poland and elsewhere, he has changed. He doesnot continue to parrot the slogans of forty years ago. Nor does heclaim that he was a Wallenrod or a secret mole for the opposition.He admits his hatred of Solidarity and fear of chaos. He admits hisblind acceptance of show trials and orders to shoot protesters inGdansk, and his participation in the anti-Semitic purges and theinvasion of Czechoslovakia.

    Yet his skills as a debater hurt his case. He is too eager to cut hisviews to the fashion of the season. He acted like Brezhnev underBrezhnev and like Gorbachev under Gorbachev. Now that Mos-cow has nothing more to say to Poland, the approval he seeks isthat of history, and current history is being written by followers ofbourgeois liberal democracy. "Actually, in Clinton's program I seeelements I like a lot," he told a reporter for The New York Times.

    His repentance always carries an out. He apologizes for his obe-dience—but always adds: How could I have known? "Now I knowthat the Czechoslovak ammunition storehouses we were told of in1968 were fictional," he told me. "We were encouraged to 'un-cover' some here in 1981. But to me it was an order."

    With martial law, as well, he shoulders the blame with greatsoldierly gravitas while at the same time excusing himself. In theSejm hearings and with reporters, he has often stated that he ac-cepts full responsibility. "Many times I say with irony that if ithelps enlighten the nation I would accept a Romanian solution,"he said, referring to Nicolae Ceau§escu's execution. "But I'mafraid it would not help. It would divide the nation."

    Noble sentiments—but ill matched to his version of martial law,an explanation full of holes and constantly altered to fit new reve-lations. And if Jaruzelski accepts responsibility, it is responsibilitywith no price. He is a constant advocate of a Spanish-style transi-

    tion—no trials, no looking back. "How would Spain look today ifthe Socialistsand Communists who got power had done a de-Fran-coization?" he argued to me. "We wouldn't have had the Olympicgames in Barcelona. I'm not talking about absolute unity—I'm notnaive. But there must be a common understanding on the principalthings that must be overcome. When I was leaving politics I wasalready warning to beware hatred," he said. Poles can be excusedfor not taking this warning to heart.

    "In Chile, Nicaragua, El Salvador, Cambodia—democraticcountries are willing to forgive as long as the parties can sit downtogether," he said. "Really, I do not consider myself to be anyworse than Pol Pot."

    The right in Poland remains unconvinced. "The authors of mar-tial law should probably be hanged," wrote right-wing politicianJaroslaw Kaczynski in Gazeta Wyborcza. "If it is true ... that therewas no threat and Polish authorities knew it, they should be con-victed and executed."

    Leszek Moczulski, a nine-year resident of Communist jails, isJaruzelski's principal accuser. Moczulski founded and heads theConfederation for an Independent Poland, or KPN, a right-wingnationalist group whose leaders spent years in jail under commu-nism. I went to see him at the KPN's headquarters, a suite of officesit shares with Samobroona, a vaguely terrorist peasant organiza-tion that invited Vladimir Zhirinovsky to Poland. The office wassilent and dark, as Samobroona refuses to pay its electric bills. Onthe wall was a map of the Polish People's Republic with "People's"crossed out.

    Hadn't Jaruzelski been a positive force in the transition? I askedMoczulski.

    He sighed. "In the last weeks of the Third Reich there were peo-ple in Germany who wanted to kill all the prisoners in the camps atonce," he said. "Himmler got the order from Hitler but did notcarry it out. He turned many prisoners, especially women in Ra-vensbriick, over to the Swedish. He saved many people. Do wenow call Himmler a just man?"

    One curious aspect of the debate about Jaruzelski is the plethoraof foreign leaders summoned as analogy—is he a Ceau§escu? A Pol

    Pot? A Himmler? A Franco? The debate has become a parlor game:To which war criminal do we compare Jaruzelski?

    The most obvious parallel is to Marshal Philippe Petain, the heroof Verdun in World War I who begged the Nazis to allow France'scollaboration and set up a Nazi puppet regime at Vichy. Like Jaru-zelski, Petain judged his countrymen as being unable to withstandthe coming invasion and governed his country for his powerfulneighbor.

    I didn't like this comparison; Petain was responsible for thedeportation and ultimately the death of at least 75,000 Jews livingin France. He had not been pressured into collaborating but hadactively sought it. Poles on the right didn't like the analogy either,but for the opposite reason. "Jaruzelski never saved Poland at Ver-dun," said Jakub Karpinski, a sociologist. "Petain collaborated forslightly over four years. All of Jaruzelski's career was conducted atVichy."

    Or there was Augusto Pinochet. Jaruzelski winced when I askedhim to compare himself to Pinochet and ticked off the reasons mar-tial law had been a tea party compared to Pinochet's coup. I livedin Chile for four years, and I agreed with him. "There was no exter-nal danger in Chile," Jaruzelski said. "And yet, Pinochet retains thetop army post and Jaruzelski is a candidate for the State Tribunal."

    But as with Petain, right-wing Poles I spoke with had the oppo-site view: they agreed Jaruzelski was no Pinochet—because theyadmired Pinochet. Many eastern Europeans do, believing he savedChile from communism and straightened out the economy, all atthe modest price of a few thousand lives. Many wish for a Pino-chet-like strongman to impose order now. "Of course, Pinochetkilled a lot of people, but he made progress in the economy, and wedidn't," said Colonel Gornicki, Jaruzelski's speechwriter and polit-ical aide. Considering the source, this was an especially disquietingresponse. If Jaruzelski had killed a few thousand more Poles butprovided the survivors with ham for breakfast every morning,would he be hailed as a hero?

    But the views of the Polish right are decidedly a minority; over-all, Jaruzelski's campaign for rehabilitation is a success. As life be-comes harder and as Polish politics seems to be increasingly

    dominated by the corrupt or incompetent, many Poles have revisedtheir memories of martial law and Jaruzelski. In 1994 Jaruzelski'spopularity ratings more than doubled those of President Walesa.At that time, even after the release of information casting doubt onJaruzelski's story, 71 percent of Poles believed martial law hadbeen justified. In August 1992 a polling firm asked Poles "Whenwas your life the easiest?" The vast majority responded that it hadbeen easiest under the Communist regime. Sausage had at leastbeen cheap when it was in supply, and if this had not often been thecase, at least order and stability had been plentiful. A poll in 1993showed that 36 percent of respondents would gladly go back to theold system.

    Jaruzelski's Martial Law: Why?, published in the spring of 1991,was a huge success, with 300,000 copies sold at roughly $3 apiece.Promotion was aided greatly by an American-style book tour.Jaruzelski's autographing sessions in Poland's twenty largest citieswere mobbed. At the office of his publisher, BGW in Warsaw(across from the new Ikea), the line—reminiscent of times past—stretched around the block. People waited for hours to shake Jaru-zelski's hand and get his signature in their new books.

    In a bookstore in Lodz, Poland's second-largest city, there weretwice as many people in line as there were books to sell. "General,stay with us," they chanted. The public included the expected oldwomen with swollen legs and retired army officers, but also youngmen in suits and housewives in their twenties. One woman carry-ing a baby panhandled the book's cost from people waiting in line.She ended up with 43,000 zlotys—2,000 short, but the store let herbuy it anyway.

    Jaruzelski spent forty-five minutes chatting with a disk jockey atRadio Z—Poland's flagship post-Communist radio station, featur-ing the music of Sting and R.E.M. He listened only occasionally, hetold Radio Z's listeners, but his wife was a bit of a fan. Asked topick out the next song, Jaruzelski chose Marilyn Monroe's "MyHeart Belongs to Daddy" from a list of three.

    The low point of Jaruzelski's marketing efforts was undoubtedlyhis appearance on French television in April 1992 to promote hissecond book, his French-language memoirs. The book had a singu-lar postscript: thirty-six pages of interviewer Jaruzelski probing the

    psyche of Adam Michnik, of all people. The interview had beentaped over two days in a hotel room in Warsaw's Hotel Europejski.For six hours each day Jaruzelski and Michnik had drunk endlesscups of coffee and tea and whiskey—only Michnik on the whis-key—and discussed communism, Poland, Solidarity, martial law,and life in general. For openers, Jaruzelski had asked Michnik torecall his first encounter with God, and it had taken off from there."At the beginning Jaruzelski was nervous, playing with his fin-gers," said Pawel Smolenski, a Gazeta Wyborcza reporter whomMichnik brought along as his second in the duel. "His speech was'soldier's speech,' measured, considered word by word. I remem-ber the December 13, 1981, speech, where he seemed so tough.Now I'm sure he was nervous then too. Later he got more emo-tional. When they talked about the negotiations in 1981 they bothreverted to the language they used in that time."

    Michnik, who once boasted that the French publisher paid him$10,000 for these conversations with Jaruzelski, accompanied himto France to promote the book. On April 24, 1992, the pair ap-peared on the TV program Marche de Steele, whose theme thatnight was forgiveness between perpetrators and victims. Appearingwith the Polish Communist chief and the noble dissident were theparents of a child who had been raped and killed, a journalist whohad been held hostage in Lebanon, victims of bombings, and awoman who had been raped by her father. The interviewers keptasking Michnik to talk about how Poles had forgiven Jaruzelski,and Michnik kept refusing. "I can't speak for others," he said overand over. At one point in the unfortunate program, the cameracaught Michnik hiding his face in his hands; at another, the micro-phone picked up Michnik's muttered "Oh, fuck off" in Polish aftera particularly stupid question to Jaruzelski. "We should probablyforgive French TV for being such idiots and possessing such badtaste," commented a reporter.

    The debate about Jaruzelski in Warsaw's salons has been over-shadowed by a related topic: What got into Michnik? The radicalsreserve their true virulence for their former ally. Many would havepardoned Michnik if he had sold his soul to Jaruzelski for the$10,000—that would indicate only that Michnik had mastered Po-

    land's new capitalist ways. But they cannot forgive the real reasonfor Michnik's fraternization—the two men have become friends.

    Jaruzelski first apologized to Michnik in 1989, in the presence ofthe Soviet ambassador. Michnik was shocked, but Jaruzelski hascontinued to apologize on several occasions since. "A Puritan ofdemocracy," Jaruzelski described Michnik to me. "He is verymoral, a great intellect."

    "I meet Jaruzelski quite often, and I am very satisfied after theseencounters," Michnik told me. "He comes to my house, or wemeet in a restaurant. He is very interesting to talk to, and in myopinion his role since the Roundtable has been entirely positive. Hehas been responsible and dignified, much more than those whoaccuse him today. He changed for the better, and that's why Ichanged my attitude." Their conversation, he said, ranges overpolitics, history, literature, films, and women.

    By 1994 they were close friends. The two of them were the fea-tured attraction at a conference that year in Managua, Nicaragua,addressing the subject of how former enemies can live togetherafter a war. Jaruzelski skipped the opening reception in the Inter-Continental Hotel. Tim Phillips, one of the conference organizers,went upstairs to Jaruzelski's suite to get a copy of his speech. Hefound Jaruzelski in a guayabera and Inter-Continental Hotel slip-pers (Delta Airlines had lost his luggage), sitting on the sofa withhis feet up, talking and laughing with Michnik, who sat acrossfrom him, stockinged feet up on the coffee table, a whiskey in onehand and a cigar in the other. During the conference they often leftthe proceedings to talk over coffee. "There was an obvious warmthand comfort between them," Phillips said.

    To the radicals, Michnik's fraternization is proof he was a Com-munist plant all along. The magazine Puis published a series ofessays in its May/June 1992 issue, asking various intellectuals, al-most all of the right, what they thought of Jaruzelski and his newcompanion. We should never have trusted him, said writer JacekTrznadel. "It is an expression of views he always had but neverpresented in the beginning . . . typical of a Trotskyist-revisionistapproach."

    "Michnik is shocked that Jaruzelski isn't a monster. What anintelligent remark!" wrote Czeslaw Bielecki, an architect and dissi-

    dent. "We know evil is banal from Eichmann and Molotov.... Wewere fighting the system, not the people of the system. The peoplewere gray, gray as Jaruzelski himself. He owed his promotions tothis grayness and his intelligence in sticking to it."

    Some in the West interpreted the attacks against Michnik asanti-Semitism, but it was more likely anti-Roundtablism. (Bieleckiis Jewish himself.) The radicals had no illusions about Jaruzelski,but they had always been suspect of the Social Democratic tenden-cies of the KOR intellectuals, and Michnik's new fraternization hasconfirmed their suspicions. It was anti-Semitism only in the sensethat most Polish anti-Semitism is an expression of the need to findconspiracies to blame for Poland's troubles. Poland has only a fewhundred Jews, so anti-Semites must invent them. One hears thatMazowiecki is Jewish, even that Cardinal Glemp is Jewish (a self-hating Jew, if his occasional anti-Semitic comments are any guide)."It's not that the Jews are ruling, it's that those who are ruling mustbe Jews," Jerzy Jedlicki, a historian, explained to me. "Commu-nism was a terrible system for some and a very boring system forthe majority. But it was stable, the rules were clear. Now all of asudden the whole country is in a state of change. If you can't under-stand, you take this old and simple way of explaining everything.People who feel unsafe, frustrated, unhappy, and insecure are anx-ious to believe the world is a puppet theater with a shadowy Jewishmafia pulling the strings. It's an easy way to explain everything—our lack of success, our poor standard of living."

    Michnik's desk in his small office at Gazeta Wyborcza is piledwith mountains of papers; avalanche is imminent. His uniform isjeans that could use a belt and unwashed, uncombed hair. When heneeded a tie to attend a dinner (in the United States) where he wasawarded a prestigious and lucrative prize, he borrowed one for theoccasion. Like his speech impediment, he wears his lack of atten-tion to certain aspects of personal hygiene with symbolic defiance;he relishes the idea that he is a charismatic speaker and a ladies'man on his own terms. A young and attractive friend of mine methim at a conference and gushed that he had long been her hero."Madam, I am overcome," Michnik said, kissing her hand. "Forthe first time in my life, I am stuttering."

    From 1965, when he was eighteen, to 1980, he was jailed more

    than a hundred times. He was expelled from school in 1968 afterorganizing student demonstrations and served a year and a half inprison. After his release he was sent to work as a welder in a light-bulb factory. In 1973 he was once again allowed to study, but onlyat the night school at the University of Poznan. He earned a mas-ter's degree in history and got a job as a secretary to one of Po-land's leading poets, Antoni Slonimski, who called Michnik his"first secretary," as he had never had one before.

    He thrived on outlaw life. Dissidence offers few rewards otherthan public notoriety and a sense of moral superiority, but thesewere food and oxygen for Michnik. (As motives they are at least asnoble as money or power.) Even at sixteen he delighted in comingup with the bon mot to answer Gomulka's attack, just as now hetakes gleeful pleasure in the controversy he has caused with his newfriendship. He loved to play the hero. In 1981, in the town ofOtwock, Michnik was present when a crowd of Solidarity activistsengulfed a policeman suspected of having beaten up two drunks.Members of the crowd threatened to lynch the policeman and burndown the police station. Michnik jumped into the middle. "Listento me!" he shouted. "I am Adam Michnik, and I am an anti-social-ist element [the Party's usual term for its enemies]." He quieted thecrowd. "And," he wrote to Kiszczak later in a letter from prison, "Iwould do the same for you."

    Here his Jewishness plays a role as well. Not in the religioussense—"I am about as Jewish as you are Tibetan," he told oneWestern visitor. He kept in his room a New Testament signed bythe pope (also a bust of Marx), and he had his son baptized;Walesa was the godfather. But whether or not he thinks of himselfas a Jew, the rest of Poland does, leaving him more attuned thanthe average Pole to the fate of the dispossessed and constitutionallyunable to go along with the mob.

    "When they are beating Poles I will be a Pole," Michnik wrote."And when they are beating Jews I will be a Jew. Today they arebeating Jews, and I want to be on the side of those being beaten."Two Poles commented separately to me that Michnik was the bestChristian in Warsaw.

    In September 1993 the post-Communists won power in Poland,and Michnik's relationship with Jaruzelski changed. "He sent me

    an article defending himself on the charges of destruction of docu-ments that he wanted me to publish," Michnik told me five monthslater. "I told him, 'My dear friend, I'll publish it, but I want to addmy own critical comment.' It was the first time I publicly criticizedJaruzelski. In the past I had told him in private that I disagreed, butat that time he was being attacked by everyone, at times unfairly. Ididn't want to be a part of that. Now that the new government ismade up of his friends, I can once again criticize him in public." ToMichnik, this is anti-communism with a human face.

    "He's afraid of decommunization," said Piotr Pacewicz, a long-time friend of Michnik's and political editor of Gazeta Wyborcza.Not because he has something to hide; Trznadel's theory is ludi-crous. "I would even say he's obsessed by the thought of anticom-munism in this country, in part because he's Jewish, in part becausehe's obsessed by any discrimination. Michnik was the father of theethos for my generation. Bujak and Wladyslaw Frasyniuk theworkers, Michnik the intellectual. He was the most radical, the onewho refused all contact with the Communists. Now it's treated bypeople as betrayal."

    But even Michnik the radical always had a striking tolerance forthe moral choices of others. In his 1979 essay "Maggots and An-gels," one of his most important, Michnik replied to another histo-rian's article condemning the passivity of Polish intellectuals.Michnik went one by one through the "maggots" of Poland's his-tory, arguing that occasionally conformity was justified, at least tothe point where outsiders should withhold judgment.

    Tolerance is the theme of much of his writing, which containsconstant warnings to the opposition not to fall into zealotry. "I amafraid not of what they will do to us, but of what they can make usinto," he wrote in a 1985 letter from the Gdansk prison. "I praythat we do not change from prisoners into prison guards."

    "Every revolution, bloody or not, has two phases," Michnikwrote in The New Republic. "The first phase is defined by thestruggle for freedom, the second by the struggle for power and re-venge on the votaries of the ancien regime. The struggle for free-dom is beautiful. Anyone who has taken part in this struggle hasfelt, almost physically, how everything that is best and most pre-cious within him was awakened. Revenge has a different psychol-

    ogy. Its logic is implacable. First there is a purge of yesterday'sadversaries, the partisans of the old regime. Then comes the purgeof yesterday's fellow oppositionists who now oppose the idea ofrevenge. Finally there is a purge of those who defend them. A psy-chology of vengeance and hatred develops."

    He was elected to the Sejm in Solidarity's 1990 landslide but didnot run again; he enjoys more influence and freedom as editor ofGazeta Wyborcza, or Election Newspaper, the paper that grew outof Solidarity's legal newspaper published right before the 1989elections. The paper carries Michnik's genes, strongly reflecting hispolitical biases—for better and for worse. It is both the country'slargest-circulation and most influential daily, a rare combinationanywhere in the world. Gazeta also allowed him to continue toattack power, which was now embodied by a Lech Walesa refer-ring to himself in the third person and promising to rule by decree,if circumstances demanded.

    "Walesa's thought reminds me of 'Ein Volk, ein Reich, einFiihrer,' " Michnik remarked at a conference in Vienna beforeWalesa's presidential bid. Michnik's long article in Gazeta "Why IAm Not Voting for Walesa" accused his former comrade of a stun-ning variety of crimes against democracy. He overstated the case;Michnik should have known Walesa well enough to realize that hiscampaign speeches bore only a coincidental relationship to his gov-erning policies—fortunately, in this case. Or maybe there are somany genuine psychopaths on the Polish political scene thatWalesa seems a voice of reason.

    "Who would you vote for, Walesa or Jaruzelski?" I asked himthe first time I went to see him at Gazeta Wyborcza. "Who wouldyou vote for, Castro or Pinochet?" he shot back.

    "Michnik had an obsession and fascination with his enemies,"said Jerzy Urban. "It was true for many people like him, who hadbeen in politics all their adult life and had a personal interest inpolitical figures, but Michnik more so." The girlfriend Kiszczakclaims to have propositioned—Michnik later married her—was aprosecutor in Gdansk; in 1981 Michnik delighted in taking her toSolidarity events.

    The Michnik watchers follow his fascination closely, hoping tocatch him toasting the enemy once again. "He spent Christmas

    with Urban and Rakowski at Rakowski's house," one woman toldme, triumphant—here were the real goods. "He went to Kwas-niewski's birthday party."

    He did not, in fact, go to the birthday party for AleksanderKwasniewski, now the thirty-nine-year-old head of the post-Com-munist party, a clever, playful, and cynical man. "But so what if hehad?" Kwasniewski asked me. "We get along. This is not, I believe,a crime." And credible evidence exists—unconfirmed by me—thathe occasionally dines with Urban.

    What I can confirm is that Urban and Michnik read each other.The first time I went to Gazeta Wyborcza to see Michnik, he had acopy of Urban's newspaper, Nie, on his desk. The second time Iwent to see Urban, he was reading Gazeta Wyborcza.

    I asked Michnik about these contacts at our next meeting. "Imeet whom I wish," he said. His vehemence took me back. If I wasasking, I must be hostile, and Michnik was not accustomed to hos-tility from the adoring West. He was uncooperative for the rest ofthe talk, recovering his charm only at our next meeting.

    Have you revised your view of martial law? I asked. He shookhis head. "Martial law was the Communists' attempt to save com-munism in Poland, and save themselves," he said. "Let's say a manis wearing a beautiful diamond-and-gold necklace, and he isdrowning. I dive into the water to steal it, and in the process I savehis life. That's what happened. Jaruzelski may have saved us fromthe Soviets. But his motive was to steal the necklace."

    The thief, however, reformed on his own; no prosecutionneeded. "If Jaruzelski were clinging to power, if we needed to getrid of him, it would be different," Michnik said. "Soon they'll betrying two generals for their responsibility in Father Popiehiszko'sdeath. Fine. The matter of General Jaruzelski is quite a differentstory for me. That is an instrument of a political power struggle; ithas nothing to do with the actions of a court.

    "But I don't think these hearings will turn into a trial," he said."People have short memories. People like Jaruzelski."

    "Why do they like him?" I asked.

    "Ahh," said Michnik. "When he was in power, how young wewere then!"

    The martial law hearings were not Poland's only attempt to dealwith the evils of communism. After Mazowiecki left office, takinghis Thick Line with him, a new government made a stab at lustracethat perfectly illustrated why the Thick Line was the correct policy.In the summer of 1992 a radical named Jan Olszewski was primeminister. His interior minister, Antoni Macierewicz, once a Maoistsympathizer but now a hard-line rightist, announced that the secretpolice had listed as collaborators various deputies of the Sejm. Atthe Sejm's request, Macierewicz submitted a list of sixty-fournames.

    The tentacles of the secret police had never reached as deep orgripped as tightly in Poland as had the StB in Czechoslovakia.When Poles thought about their oppression, it was martial law andnot the secret police that came to mind, and there is no great publicclamor for lustrace. The government's interest in the subject be-came clear when the list was revealed. It contained the names ofmany of Olszewski's political opponents, including—despite hisnine years in prison—the KPN's Moczulski, who was infuriatingOlszewski by keeping his party out of the governing coalition.

    The most interesting name was that of Lech Walesa. In his au-tobiography Walesa admitted to signing "three or four" docu-ments he was not proud of—one forswearing violence, one hedidn't remember, and one he didn't want to talk about—but noneof them promising collaboration with the secret police, he said. Intruth, Walesa, famous for telling people what they wanted to hear,was perfectly capable of signing anything shoved at him and thenbehaving exactly as he pleased. One could argue that, as withHavel, if the Communists had backed Walesa, they had slit theirown throats.

    The list caused a huge uproar, and the Sejm passed another mo-tion, this time to set up a committee to go into the files and investi-gate Macierewicz's investigation. On July 23, the Sejm voted toaccept the committee's report, which said that of the sixty-fournames on the list, only ten could really be considered suspect ofcollaboration, and only six of those had ever signed compromisingdocuments. One man was in the secret police files only as a targetof investigation, not as a collaborator. Another had the same nameas a real collaborator but a different birth date.

    Macierewicz argued that the Sejm had asked to see a list of thoseimplicated, and that's what he had produced—it wasn't his job tocheck the evidence first. His Sejm critics replied that such unreli-able material should never have been dug up at all.

    The government fell, screaming as it went that this was a finaltriumph for agents desperate to avoid exposure. The more popularexplanation was grotesque incompetence. The Olszewiks, as theywere called—it rhymes with Bolsheviks—formed a political partydedicated to uncovering collaborators, and in early 1993 theybegan demonstrating outside the Presidential Palace, chanting"Bolek, Bolek"—Walesa's supposed code name, which means"cigarette lighter"—and demanding Walesa's resignation. As ifeager to prove them right, Walesa eventually allowed riot policewith helmets, bullet-proof jackets, shields, and clubs to beat anddetain protesters and tear the banners from their hands.

    Several different members of the Sejm and Senate wrote lustracebills and Walesa introduced his own, but none passed before thepost-Communists won parliamentary elections in September 1993,marking the end of lustrace.

    Other attempts to deal with the past were more dignified.Prosecutors began bringing charges against (very old) men for tor-ture in the late 1940s and early 1950s. These trials were facilitatedby the fact that Poland, due to ongoing prosecutions of Germansfor Nazi atrocities against Poles, has no statute of limitations forsuch crimes.

    The star defendants in the trials that began for Communistcrimes, however, were Jaruzelski and Kiszczak. In May 1993 aGdansk prosecutor began an investigation of the shootings of pro-testers during the 1970 riots. Jaruzelski will probably be charged in1995. Two secret police generals, one of them Kiszczak's deputy,were acquitted (insufficient evidence) of directing the murder ofFather Popieluszko. But the priest's family has asked for a newinvestigation, and to reopen the case against the generals and Kisz-czak.

    Kiszczak and officials of the ZOMO riot police were also ontrial for killing nine miners at the Wujek mine strike in the firstdays of martial law. The prosecution argued that Kiszczak gaveshoot-to-kill orders, which he denies. Shortly after the trial opened,

    Kiszczak developed a serious heart condition (it seems to be genu-ine). Charges against him were dropped.

    Finally, the Committee on Constitutional Responsibility of theSejm was investigating both men on charges that in December1989 they removed from military archives and destroyed 287 filesof transcripts of Politburo meetings from 1982 to 1989. Jaruzelskimaintained the documents had been only working notes, not fin-ished minutes. Andrzej Paczkowski, a historian I spoke with, dis-agreed. "If they were not important, why were they bound andkept in folders labeled 'Secret Documents for Special Use'?" askedPaczkowski. "They were very valuable for tracing the decision pro-cess." After the Left's victory in the September 1993 elections, soci-ologist and former Party ideologue Jerzy Wiatr took over thechairmanship of the committee and charges were dropped.

    The destruction-of-documents charge was a sideshow of thecommittee's principal investigation: martial law itself. Each hear-ing was packed with reporters who filled the long tables and thechairs against the walls. Cameras recorded Jaruzelski's every moveand gesture, and reporters gathered around him during breaks.

    The hearings were confused. The process began just before mar-tial law's tenth anniversary, when the KPN introduced an im-peachment resolution that passed by one vote. Hearings began inthe committee in September 1992 and continued in fits and starts,two or so days a month. If the committee voted to proceed, the casewould pass to the whole Sejm, which could then vote to send it tothe State Tribunal. The Tribunal could then mete out symbolicpunishment—stripping Jaruzelski of his rank or voting privileges—if it found he had violated the constitution. If the Tribunal alsofound criminal acts, it could sentence Jaruzelski to prison. If themembers found him guilty of a capital crime such as treason, theycould even order his execution.

    The State Tribunal's twenty-one members and five alternates areelected by parliament, and half must be lawyers. The chairman isthe chief justice of the supreme court, Adam Strzembosz, who wasone of Solidarity's Roundtable negotiators. Neither Strzembosznor the two other justices I spoke with hesitated to tell me that theythought Jaruzelski was guilty.

    Trying Jaruzelski for imposing martial law in general, and notonly for murders or other crimes committed during its rule, serveda historical and political purpose. But legally it was a bewilderingcase. Imposing martial law was not a crime—at least, it was notmore illegal than anything else Jaruzelski or his predecessors haddone. The Polish constitution allowed martial law—the Polishterm, start wojenny, means "state of war"—when the security ofthe state is endangered. And certainly the security of the state as theCommunists defined it was endangered. The point of disagreementwas by whom: Lech Walesa or Leonid Brezhnev?

    So the KPN's resolution centered on technicalities. Crime num-ber one: the law stated that while the Sejm was in session—which itwas—only the Sejm could call martial law. But martial law wascalled, instead, by the rubber-stamp State Council. Number two:the decree wasn't published in Poland's Official Gazette until sev-eral days after it took effect. Number three: Jaruzelski created anextraconstitutional body, the Military Council of National Salva-tion, which usurped the legal functions of the state. The overallindictment, which covered the State Council and Jaruzelski and hisministers, was so poorly drafted that it included two people whowere dead when it was issued and four who had not been in thegovernment.

    The clumsiness of the charges was compounded because theKPN, as author of the resolution, could add and subtract chargesat will, which it proceeded to do. After a month and a half of hear-ings the KPN decided to add violation of Article 246 of the crimi-nal code: that the defendants had instituted martial law for theirpersonal gain. The KPN offered no evidence, but that could comelater. "You should have a precise description of the money the de-fendants received," protested Jaruzelski's lawyer, KazimierzLojewski, a stern-looking man with a helmet of gray hair. "Youcan't do it the other way around, first quoting an article from thecriminal code and then looking for an example."

    But privately, Jaruzelski's team was thrilled with the charge. TheKPN had intended the charge to mean abuse of power, but Article246 normally covered corruption. Corruption was the one chargeno one could level at Jaruzelski, and all Poland knew it. The KPNfinally realized that the charge made the hearings look silly and,

    three weeks later, changed the charges again. In the middle ofthe November 24, 1992, session, Committee Chairman EdwardRzepka announced that the KPN had made a motion to drop Arti-cle 246.

    There was a three-hour break. When the hearing resumed,Rzepka announced that the KPN had retained Article 246 only forJaruzelski and his ministers, not for the members of the Council ofState. More important, the KPN was contemplating adding thecharge of treason—violation of Article 123: "Who seeks to deprivePoland of independence and undertakes activity for that purposereceives punishment of from five years' imprisonment to the deathpenalty."

    Jaruzelski, who maintained his erect posture, chin tilted up,throughout the hearing, listened without changing his expression.His lawyer, however, looked as though he'd been slapped. "Youcan't inform us of the 'possibility' of new charges, especially onethat carries the death penalty!" Lojewski exploded.

    "The hearings will continue, and the accusations will be formu-lated later," replied Rzepka, who had to follow the rules.

    A parliamentarian from the KPN took the floor. "In our opinionthe accusation of treason is the main charge," he said. "I went tocourt in 1986 for my activities as leader of the KPN. At the lastmoment the charges were changed and I had no time to prepare myresponses. I was sentenced to two and a half years in prison."

    This was an odd standard of justice for the KPN to measure by,but in the end it was the treason charge that struck at the heart ofthe problem. There were three possible ways to commit treason.Two were not relevant: attempting to separate a chunk of Polishterritory and attempting to overthrow the existing order—clearlythe furthest thing from Jaruzelski's mind. (Overthrow was, in fact,the long-term goal of the KPN. Each ideology was treasonouswhen seen by the other.) Martial law fell under the third possibil-ity: attempting to deprive Poland of her independence. Here wasthe crux: If martial law prevented Soviet invasion, Jaruzelski wasinnocent. If Soviet invasion had not been a possibility and Jaruzel-ski knew it, martial law could indeed be seen as treason.

    The hearings were usually dull in the extreme, filled with the

    defendants' anti-Solidarity diatribes. Every new development wasan opportunity for Jaruzelski's lawyer to ask for a postponement.

    The hearings' saving grace was the behavior of Chairman Ed-ward Rzepka, a meticulously fair and serious lawyer. After hisparty, the rightist Christian Democrats, failed to win any parlia-mentary seats in September 1993, Rzepka felt free to tell me hethought Jaruzelski was guilty. But while he was running the hear-ings, Rzepka was a model of objectivity, steering between the end-less postponements proposed by the left and the public hangingdemanded by the KPN—"who want to perform the execution firstand ask questions later," Rzepka said.

    The occasional high drama usually involved Ryszard Reiff, theone member of the Council of State who had voted against martiallaw. Technically still a defendant, Reiff had turned into a witnessfor the prosecution. If a concise, sensible statement were to beheard from the defendants, chances are that Reiff was talking. "Wewere fictitious," he said at one session. "The Politburo had thepower. All else was decoration." On the first day of hearings, Reiffrecounted a conversation he claimed he had had with Jaruzelskithree days before martial law was declared. "I warned him thatthere was a way to prevent Soviet intervention," Reiff said."Gomulka managed it. What Jaruzelski did was as bad as interven-tion, and martial law brought a greater risk of intervention becauseof the risk of civil war. I explained all this to Jaruzelski."

    "I must express my admiration for his cheek," Jaruzelski repliedwhen Reiff was finished. "I have in my possession a letter fromReiff to me dated December 24, 1981, expressing his humble andfull loyalty to the Military Council for National Salvation."

    After the hearing Colonel Gornicki, Jaruzelski's speechwriterand aide-de-camp, called me over. "The general wants to talk toyou," he said.

    "I want to be sure you understand who Ryszard Reiff is," Jaru-zelski told me. His tone was as even as ever, but it was clear he wasfurious. "He is a chauvinistic, extremist nationalist. If he ever hadopinions of his own, they kept changing. He had a nefarious his-tory in 1956—a real hard-liner." Then Jaruzelski got into a bluePeugeot and rode off. I was stunned. The committee was only half

    his public. It struck me for the first time: he was playing to history.

    This became evident in his impromptu press conferences aftereach session. No matter what the question from the TV and news-paper reporters pressed around him, his long, rambling answerscame back to a favorite theme, usually his role in Poland's transi-tion. "Gorbachev turned to me many times for concrete informa-tion about our reforms," he said in one typical statement. "Theywere an important signal for other countries where the oppositionwas weaker than ours; the powerful saw you could have reformswithout Robespierre, that losing power did not mean losing yourhead."

    Unlike those of his fellow defendants, Jaruzelski's statements tothe committee were obsessed not with Solidarity but with his ownstatesmanship. "If you think I should have defied the Soviets," hesaid, "I think about the Warsaw Uprising. All those who believethat was not a mistake, think about the terrible price." At one ses-sion he compared martial law to a 1926 coup by Marshal JozefPilsudski, whom Poles today regard as a national hero. "Eightyears after that coup there were still internments. Eight years aftermartial law, we rebuilt the government with the democratic oppo-sition. Eleven years after Pilsudski's coup, in 1937, there were3,750 political prisoners—2,000 of them in jail for crimes againstthe state. Eleven years after martial law there is no such thing.Today, the first political prisoners are going to be us."

    But Jaruzelski escaped this fate. As expected, the Left won theparliamentary elections of September 1993, and Jaruzelski's stallpaid off. The new Sejm was dominated by former Communists,and Jerzy Wiatr became chairman of the committee.

    Wiatr continued to hold admirably fair hearings, but it was nowclear that the vote would break along party lines, and Jaruzelski'ssupporters were in the majority. In the fall of 1994, Wiatr waspredicting that the committee would soon vote against going totrial.

    Jaruzelski, it seemed, would not become a political prisoner. In-stead, he was very nearly assassinated. On October 11, 1994, hewas signing books at a store in the city of Wroclaw when a manthrew a six-pound rock in his face. Aimed an inch or two higher,the rock would have killed him; as it was, it smashed his left upper
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    jaw to pieces. He spent the next few weeks in a hospital, and sev-eral months later he could talk only with great difficulty and wasstill unable to read, walk, see out of his left eye, or eat solid food.Police arrested a man named Stanislaw Helski, who claimed thatmartial law was responsible for the failure of his farm. The pro-ceedings against Jaruzelski were suspended until he returned tohealth.

    The Committee on Constitutional Responsibility seemed to betaking an excruciating and at times absurd route to the correctverdict. Jaruzelski's defense of lesser evil had been seen in courtbefore—at the Nuremberg Tribunals. Hitler's acting justice minis-ter, Franz Schlegelberger, had led several other Third Reich judi-ciary officials in arguing that they had stayed at their posts toprevent worse men from taking their place. And that had meant, ofcourse, going along with Hitler and, yes, committing some crimes.The tribunal ruled that this was no defense: the fact that theircrimes had failed to attain the proportions reached by other crimi-nals "is cold comfort to the survivors of the 'judicial' process andconstitutes a poor excuse before this tribunal."

    But the standards used to judge Nazi criminals are not appropri-ate for every dictator. And Schlegelberger and his assistants wereresponsible for using the Nazi justice system in a deliberate pro-gram of murder. If there is evidence that Jaruzelski did the same—for example, if he gave the ZOMO an order to shoot at strikers inthe Wujek mine—he should be tried for it. He should be tried forhis role in the 1970 Gdansk shootings.

    But he should not be tried for martial law. Martial law deservesto be examined by historians, not judges. A special commission ofthe Sejm did conduct a historical investigation but turned up evenless than the Committee on Constitutional Responsibility. Its hear-ings were so uninspired that Rzepka, a martial law junkie, said hefell asleep while watching.

    Criminal trials for political acts were a staple of Communist jus-tice, and, alarmingly, they have become a staple of post-Commu-nist justice. Bulgaria, to give one example, is trying severalCommunist officials for giving foreign aid to Third World Com-munist parties and governments instead of using the money athome.
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    The KPN was groping for a technicality to represent what itsmembers considered the Communists' true outrage: their beliefthat Soviet-dominated communism was the best system of govern-ment for Poland. This belief was a tragic mistake, but it cannot beconsidered a crime. The Communists took specific actions thatwere indeed criminal, but declaring martial law was not one ofthem. It was a political decision made at best to save Poland frominvasion and at worst to defend the rule of the Communist Party,one of many such decisions in the last few decades of Polish his-tory.

    Jaruzelski's martial law decision does, however, offer one smallepiphany: it is the most powerful indictment possible of his lifetimeas an insider. If he had chosen differently, it would have been thepayoff of his years spent invading Czechoslovakia, imprisoning hisown soldiers because they were Jews, maintaining his silence dur-ing the Show Trials, battling Polish nationalists after the war, andwatching Warsaw burn. But all this accumulated power and good-will came to nothing. He had built his career on the illusion that hehad mastered the system. Did he realize, during those nights alonein his office, fondling the pistol in his desk drawer, that the systemhad mastered him?

    During martial law, an inmate of Bialoleka prison calling himselfAndrzej Zagozda wrote: "Here no one can detain you 'for explana-tions,' here you have nothing to fear. It is paradoxical, I know, butif in the morning you are woken up by someone banging on thedoor, you are not afraid of uniformed guests: you know it is onlyyour kindly jailer bringing you your morning coffee. Here you feelno fear when you see an informer with restless eyes: here the spy isharmless. Bialoleka is a moral luxury and an oasis of freedom."Zagozda was the pseudonym of a man who knew much about jails,Adam Michnik. Michnik, the outsider, spent his life in liberty be-cause he was at the very bottom of society. Jaruzelski, the insider,spent it a prisoner because he was at the very top. These unlikelyfriends differ in countless ways, large and small. The greatest, how-ever, is that only one lived his life a free man.
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    Watchful and Decisivein the Struggle

    A few minutes before midnight on February 5, 1989, two twenty-year-old East German men armed with a rope attached to a grap-pling hook emerged from a wooded path in a quiet East Berlinneighborhood. Before them, in a blaze of light, lay a small road andthe eight-foot-high Berlin Wall. Beyond the Wall was a strip pa-trolled by border guards, a fence, a canal, and, on the other side ofthe canal, West Berlin. Chris Gueffroy and Christian Gaudianthrew their hook over the Wall. The arm broke off. They discardedthe rope and boosted and pulled each other over into a stretch ofland commonly known as the Death Strip.

    By that year, the East German government was allowing manypeople who applied to emigrate to do so. The process, however,was treacherous. Doctors and other valuable citizens could not em-igrate. Permission for others sometimes took years to come, andapplicants usually lost their job and even risked imprisonment.Chris Gueffroy and Christian Gaudian did not want to wait anddid not want to be unemployed in the meantime. Gueffroy was anespecially poor candidate for legal emigration, as he had no rela-tives in the West and was about to be drafted. Both men were EastBerlin restaurant waiters and wanted to go west because they werebored. They were outgoing and handsome and liked a good time.They wanted better clothes and nicer places to take girls dancing;they wanted to have fun.

    That night East German border guards Andreas Kiihnpast andPeter-Michael Schmett of the Egon Schulz Company were at theirregular posts, patrolling the Britzer Canal in Treptow, an East Ber-lin neighborhood of small cottages and vegetable gardens, theguards tormented by the scent wafting across the canal from theJacobs Suchard coffee processing plant on the West Berlin bank.They were finishing a twelve-hour day—four hours of preparationexercises and eight freezing hours on duty—when a warning signalbegan to sound and pulse red; someone had crossed a trip wire infront of the Wall. It was the first time this had happened on theirwatch in their fifteen months in the border patrol. They reactedautomatically, as they had been trained to do. "Border patrol—stop!" Schmett called out, but the two figures, now out in the openin the Death Strip, illuminated by the painfully strong lights over-head, did not stop. The two soldiers shot into the air with theirAK-47s, then ran toward the fence to pull parallel with the es-capees—border soldiers were forbidden to fire toward the West forfear of hitting something or someone in West Germany. They bothshot and missed. By this time, Gaudian and Gueffroy had runalongside the fence into the strip patrolled by neighboring guardsMichael Schmidt and Ingo Heinrich.

    From this point the sequence of events is not clear. The bordersoldiers contend that Gaudian and Gueffroy continued to try toclimb the fence, even after the guards shouted to stop, with Guef-froy forming his hands into a saddle and Gaudian stepping in. Dur-ing early interrogations and interviews, Gaudian said the same.Then he changed his story. During the trial he testified that he andGueffroy had given up and were standing, waiting to be arrested. Itwas one of many points where his trial testimony differed from hisprevious accounts. "Now we must shoot. Shoot!" Schmidt or-dered. He pointed his machine pistol but did not shoot. Heinrichknelt and fired his AK-47 assault rifle from a distance of thirty-seven meters, hitting Gaudian in the foot and Gueffroy in the chest.

    Other guards in the unit took Gueffroy and Gaudian to the Po-lice Hospital; Gaudian testified later that he had been denied medi-cal attention until he stated his and Gueffroy's names—a statementdisputed by hospital records. Gaudian testified that Major UweRomanowski had hit and kicked him, and the four guards said that

    Romanowski had knelt on top of Gueffroy's wounded body(Romanowski said he had simply been checking for weapons, and"maybe I was not as gentle as the people who search you at theairport"). Gaudian was arrested and later sentenced to three years'imprisonment.

    A commander typed up a report on the "arrest" of two borderviolators. But Gueffroy had already died. When the border openedand the list of its victims was closed nine months later, Chris Guef-froy would pass into history as the last of the Wall's dead.

    The four border soldiers' guns were taken and their remainingbullets counted. Their commanders told them that both escapeeshad been wounded. They gave the soldiers coffee and offered themschnapps to calm them down. The four were shivering, only partlyfrom the cold. "You did a wonderful job, boys," Romanowski toldthem. Superiors praised them and gave each man a decoration thatcame with a bonus of 150 East German marks, equivalent to morethan two weeks' salary, and a few days' vacation. "I got a medal Ididn't want and a buffet banquet I couldn't eat," Kuhnpast saidlater. The commanding general congratulated Major Romanowskifor preventing an escape. The men of the company were warned totell no one of the shooting.

    The next morning, after news of Gueffroy's death leaked out, thesame general criticized Romanowski. Later, the four soldiers' ra-tion cards, ammunition records, and all other evidence that theyhad served in the Egon Schulz Company were destroyed. Severalweeks later, they were dispersed to other regiments.

    A few weeks after the shooting—the guards had not yet beentransferred—some soldiers in the company noticed a small news-paper item about the death of a man named Chris Gueffroy at theWall. They took each of the four guards aside to tell them. Untilthat moment, the soldiers had believed Gaudian and Gueffroy hadbeen only wounded. "We were horrified," Schmidt told me muchlater. "Especially because we had only three more months to serveand were about to go home. Everyone was thinking, 'It could havehappened on my watch.' But no one told me, 'You shouldn't haveshot.' Everyone knew he would have done the same." The fourborder soldiers had not known one another well before the shoot-ing and exchanged few words among themselves beyond "Did you

    hear the news?" Schmidt went to his quarters and lay down foreight hours. .

    The Berlin Wall is now gone from Treptow. Pieces of what lookslike the metal mesh fence rim the cottages' gardens, keeping dogsfrom rooting in the cabbage patches. The grass on the Death Stripis overgrown with weeds and strewn with rubble. The lamps havevanished, and the light poles thrust up to nowhere. The fragranceof coffee on the western side remains, but nothing in the East is thesame.

    On September 2, 1991, in Berlin's Moabit court, German pros-ecutors began the trial of Schmidt, Schmett, Heinrich, and Kiihn-past for manslaughter and attempted manslaughter in the killing ofChris Gueffroy, the first legal case in one of the nearly six hundreddeaths at the intra-German border. In the next two years prosecu-tors opened thirteen other trials of border guards and gathered evi-dence for hundreds more.

    The four border guards were the first East German security offi-cials, if they can be called that, to stand trial for their actions underthe old regime. With the exception of a union chief tried for cor-ruption, for nine months border guards were the only officials atall to be brought to justice. As Germany sweeps up its broken glassfor the second time in fifty years, the border guards' trial revealsthat many of the issues involved have not changed: the question ofobedience to a higher authority, of prosecution for crimes that hadbeen given the stamp of law, of the responsibility of the individualin a totalitarian state.

    But this trial and subsequent trials of high-ranking East Germanleaders also demonstrate the courts' shortcomings in dealing withthe past. Most East Germans' suffering was diffuse: they weresmothered into lethargy and bored to tears. The regime made theirlives small. Most of those who suffered concrete harm did so at thehands of the Ministry for State Security, or Stasi, the most meticu-lously totalitarian spy organization to have graced the annals ofhistory. Trials can bring neither healing nor justice to thesewrongs.

    In the first months after the Wall fell on November 9, 1989,Germans believed trials could provide both healing and justice. I

    did as well; they were the original focus of my reporting in EastGermany. But as the limitations of courts of law became apparent,the German state and individual East Germans looked for otherways to deal with the past. Most dramatically, victims of the Stasibegan to gather for angry, weepy confrontations with their betray-ers. It is these confrontations that strike most directly at the centraltask of Germany's current struggle with its past: to replace an auto-matic obedience to authority with the notion that individuals arethinking beings, responsible for their acts.

    The German government indicted Schmidt, Schmett, Heinrich,and Kuhnpast for several reasons. First, theirs was an easilyprosecutable case. The evidence existed largely because of thework of Karin Gueffroy, Chris's mother, who at great personalexpense had gathered records from first the East German and laterthe unified German authorities.

    Until her son's death Karin was a typical East German woman:born in a village in the north, married young, divorced young, ca-reer as a secretary and later as a caterer, no problems with theregime. Chris's death radicalized her and focused her life. The Stasispied on her for two days before even bothering to inform her ofher son's killing. She became the Nebenkldger in the case, the for-mal co-accuser with the state, a privilege that cost her 370 marks amonth, and she sat, usually dressed in white, in a seat alone underthe judges' bench, her eyes almost always fixed on Schmidt andKuhnpast, the two defendants who sat across from her in theirleather jackets and ties, never returning her gaze. (Chris Gueffroy'sfather, long divorced from Karin, did not even attend his son's fu-neral.)

    The indictment also had political motives. Mrs. Gueffroy's ef-forts, and the fact that Chris had been the Wall's last victim, hadkept her son's name in the public eye. Many in Germany believedthat the Bonn government was using this high-profile case as a giftto its new citizens, putting on trial both the Berlin Wall and thesystem that had built it.

    Finally, and probably most important, the case was a lead-in tothe most important case being prepared by the German govern-ment: an indictment of Communist Party (Socialist Unity Party, or

    SED) chief and East German President Erich Honecker, Stasi headErich Mielke, Defense Minister Heinz Kessler, his deputy FritzStreletz, SED Vice President and State Premier Willi Stoph, andHans Albrecht, a local Party boss in a border region. These werethe survivors of those present at a May 1974 meeting of the EastGerman National Defense Council, which issued an order that fire-arms be used "without consideration" to stop border crossings.The directive issued at that Defense Council meeting formed thebasis for Germany's request that Moscow send Honecker homefrom his haven in the Chilean embassy there. But this 1974 direc-tive and others were vague and had never specifically permittedshooting to kill. (Neither did Third Reich documents mention kill-ing, preferring such substitutes as "final solution" and "specialtreatment.") It was possible that the state would not be able toprove that Honecker and his colleagues had meant to incite borderguards to kill. Hence the border guards' trial. It strengthened thepublic case against Honecker; while Honecker would be tried withdry documents, here the human drama would be played out in thecourtroom. And it ensured that even if the state lacked the legalmuscle to get Honecker for the border policy, someone, at least,would pay.

    This produced a curious situation: the prosecution and defenseagreed on almost all the major facts of the case, including the prem-ise that the guards had merely been following orders. The prosecu-tion might have been expected to argue that the border guards hadexceeded their orders, but it did not, because it was the orders, andnot the border guards, that were really on trial. "Mr. Honecker canonly be convicted if the deed he incited is recognized by the court asa crime and the border police condemned," Ulrich W. Hoffmann,Mrs. Gueffroy's lawyer, said in an interview with the Berliner Zei-tung. Legally, this was not the case, but all parties in the trial actedas if it were.

    The defense and prosecution differed only in whether obediencewas an excuse. "Orders are not a justification," said Hoffmann. Ifthe guards had "stretched their consciences, they would have real-ized the state had misused them." Most of the prosecution's wit-nesses were led through testimony designed to show that othershad stretched their consciences, without great penalty.

    The trial seemed at times like a puppet show in which no onewas pulling the strings. There was no real order to the witnessesand no order to the lawyers' statements, and often after five min-utes of argument on a major legal issue a lawyer would interrupt toask a completely unrelated procedural question, which would thensidetrack the court for the next half hour. Johannes Eisenberg, Mi-chael Schmidt's state-paid lawyer and the de facto chief counsel forthe defense, wore jeans and a pink sweatshirt under his satin courtrobe. Eisenberg, a well-known West Berlin defense attorney with atalent for attracting publicity, would on occasion remove the robeand wander around the court in a windbreaker, sometimes nib-bling a chocolate bar. He often seemed surprised by the testimonyof his own witnesses. After one of them, former Stasi General Ger-hard Neiber, refused to open his mouth on the stand, Eisenbergsaid sheepishly that he had had no idea Neiber was going to behavelike that. (Neiber's appearance was delayed by a crowd of TV re-porters outside the courtroom, and after issuing several unsuccess-ful orders for someone to bring Neiber in, Chief Judge TheodorSeidel finally stepped down from the bench and walked out of thecourtroom to pull him in himself.) Several times during the trialEisenberg accused the judge of prejudice because he refused to sub-poena Mikhail Gorbachev to discuss Warsaw Pact border laws.Eisenberg seemed to be shooting wildly and trusting that one of hisbullets would hit.

    Eisenberg, at least, seemed genuinely interested in MichaelSchmidt's fate. Some of the other defense lawyers, such as Kiihn-past's lawyer, Rolf Bossi from Munich, who had a permanent tanand a permanent expression of wishing he were somewhere else,rarely spoke to their clients or even bothered to attend the trial.Bossi was paid by, of all organizations, Stern magazine—a "smallhonorarium" of 10,000 marks. This is not an unusual practice inGerman trials. Steffen Ufer, who defended Schmett, was paid bySuper Illu, one of the yellowest of Germany's yellow magazines.The value of Super Illu's investment became shockingly clear oneday when a Super Illu reporter brought to the trial a stack offreshly printed, full-color photos of Chris Gueffroy's naked,bloody body, which the reporter passed around to everyone, in-cluding Karin Gueffroy, who later called seeing the photos "the

    worst thing that happened to me since Chris's death." The photos,court documents that had not been released to the press, ran on themagazine's cover. Super lllu also published an "exclusive inter-view" with Karin Gueffroy, even though she had never talked tothe magazine. After she threatened to sue, the magazine printed aretraction. One paper printed her home address; she had alreadyreceived threats and now had to find a new apartment. Having tosit in court and face the people who had killed her son, she said,was less horrible than facing the journalists. The journalistsbehaved shamefully, more shamefully than even the lawyers, butthey enjoyed the collaboration of some of the trials' protagonists.Monika Kiihnpast, Andreas's mother, signed an exclusive contractwith Stern for an undisclosed price. "One doesn't discuss mattersof money," she said delicately.

    Presiding over the trial was Chief Judge Seidel, who ran thepanel of three trained judges and two lay judges hearing the case.At sixty, with iron gray hair and glasses, Seidel looked the sternand serious dispenser of justice, but he was the wrong man to servejustice in this case. Born in eastern Germany, he had emigrated tothe West legally in 1950. His brother, however, had served threeyears in an East German prison when he had tried and failed toescape over the Wall. In 1961 and 1962 Seidel had worked with agroup of West German students helping Easterners to escape. Hehad worked as a courier, raised money, and once parked his carover an open sewer shaft to hide a group escaping underground.From then until 1989 he could not even drive from Berlin to WestGermany for fear that the Stasi would stop him on the East Ger-man roads. This behavior, admirable in any other context, raisedquestions about his suitability to sit in judgment over the four bor-der guards.

    Although it was hard to imagine in that courtroom that the fateof Schmidt, Schmett, Heinrich, and Kiihnpast would turn on im-portant legal issues, the trial managed to raise some in spite ofitself. The principal issue under contention was a familiar one inGermany: that of the responsibility of those following orders. Theprosecution contended that the possession of a human conscienceshould have been enough reason to defy the order to shoot, andthat others had done so and escaped severe punishment. The de-

    fense contended that the state was prosecuting ordinary men fornot being heroes, and that for forty years the East German politicalsystem had made its first order of business the assurance thatheroes not be produced.

    The Anti-Fascist Protective Rampart, as the Wall was formallyknown in East Germany, encircled West Berlin with 165.7 kilome-ters of concrete. Each section was four feet wide, thirteen and ahalf feet tall, and six inches thick, laced with steel reinforcementbars every four inches. On the morning of Sunday, August 13,1961, Berliners awoke to find West Berlin sealed off by a chain of50,000 armed men, men who had learned of their mission only afew hours before. They protected workers as they rolled barbedwire across border streets and then built a concrete wall, whichwas reinforced over the years. The border separating the two Ger-manies was lined with mines, dogs, barbed wire, and, for a time,automatic guns that sprayed dumdum bullets when anyone ap-proached.

    The Berlin Wall arose because two thousand people a day wereleaving East Germany for the West in 1961, mostly the young pro-fessionals the country needed. (In one year the University of Leip-zig lost its entire law faculty.) By the time of its construction, 3million people—a sixth of the country—had fled west. In theWall's first ten years it was not only practically impossible to getout of East Germany, it was practically impossible to get in. Onlywith West German Chancellor Willy Brandt's Ostpolitik in 1971and 1972 was a series of agreements concluded allowing Western-ers to visit the East for thirty days a year, thus reuniting familiesseparated for a decade.

    One cold midnight in October 1991,1 walked along one of thefew sections of the Wall still standing with Carlo Jordan, an EastBerlin environmentalist and former dissident. We crossed from theformer West to the former East on the side of the BrandenburgGate. Only the floodlights remained; the Wall here had beencrushed into gravel and now paves East German roads. Some rab-bits ran across the grass. The wail of an ambulance broke the si-lence. "The West for me is still a little strange," Carlo said. "I havebeen walking across this plot of grass for two years now, but I'm

    not yet comfortable. It's another world." We crossed the bridgeover the Spree River from the Reichstag. Here a piece of the Wallstill stood. It had become a guerrilla monument, covered withblack-and-white paintings. A lone watchtower, one of three hun-dred that had kept vigil at the border, stood surrounded by rubble,covered with a black-and-white mural of the fall of Jericho done bya Lithuanian artist. The floor inside held only an old car batterylying next to the stairway leading to the watch station. The con-crete roof lay discarded on the ground next to the tower. "In thesummer we have concerts here," Carlo said. A stretch of the Wallwas painted like a graveyard, with consecutive mock headstones inblack stenciled with a white number, and a year across the top. Thenumbers were the yearly tally of the border's dead: 46 in 1962, theyear after the Berlin Wall's construction; 2 in 1989. A few yearshad no deaths and therefore no number. Ten of the victims haddrowned. Twenty-five had been East German soldiers, mostly bor-der guards. (Some had been shot by escapees; some had been tryingto escape themselves.) By 1987, 3,000 border guards had madesuccessful escapes. The totals were at the side: 258 killed. "Butthere are probably more that are not officially recognized," Carlosaid. He was right—two years later, investigations in the Stasi filesturned up 216 more border deaths, and there were certainly moreas yet undiscovered.

    Unsuccessful escapes were far more likely to end in a jail sen-tence than in death. Of the 14,000 prisoners in East Germany'sjails in 1963, 8,000 were there for trying to escape or helping oth-ers to do so. And most who fled did not try to cross the Wall byforce, especially the direct assault Gueffroy and Gaudian chose. Ofthe 160 escapes the West German government documented in1985, for example, only six were carried out by scaling the Wall.The scope and quantity of means of escape were breathtaking. Sev-eral are on display at the Checkpoint Charlie Museum at the Wall'smost famous crossing point. A car's open trunk shows how a five-foot, seven-inch, 143-pound German woman hid in two suitcasesplaced side by side, a hole cut in the adjoining side panels. A lock-smith from Stuttgart hid his East German girlfriend inside two hol-lowed-out surfboards stacked on top of his Renault. One man'sgirlfriend sewed him a U.S. military uniform, and, after practicing

    the GI salute, he walked across the border. West German PeterSelle, eager to help his Eastern wife escape, acquired a West Ger-man girlfriend who resembled his wife, then took her for a day tothe East, where he stole the girlfriend's papers and used them toreturn to the West with his wife. The unfortunate girlfriend waskept under arrest in the East for two months; Selle served sevenyears in a West German prison for the swindle. Bernard Bottgerbuilt a homemade submarine propeller and swam fifteen miles ofthe Baltic Sea till a Danish ship picked him up. There were home-made hot-air balloons, hand-over-hand escapes on power lines, es-capes with pulleys over lines shot with arrows from East to West,tunnels dug over the course of months.

    The men drafted to protect the border were ordinary Germans—exceptionally ordinary Germans, men chosen especially for theirordinariness. They were the opposite of the cocky, aggressive Ber-liners like Gaudian. "Stino"—stinking normal—West Germanscalled men like the guards. Without the men's knowledge theirhometown police and Stasi filled out detailed reports on the per-sonality, family situation, and social world of each potentialdraftee. They chose solid men with deep family roots and firmfriends, psychological steadiness, and no potential for conflict. Therecruiters preferred small-town men, married, with children—fam-ily responsibilities added to stability and reduced the possibility ofan attempted escape.

    Drachhausen is a pastoral village of fewer than 1,000 residentsmidway on the road from Berlin to Dresden. Each October a cere-mony was held there in which the mayor formally bid farewell tothe men who had been drafted that year. When their eighteenmonths of service were finished, the town welcomed them homewith flowers and gifts. "Parents were happy when their sons wentinto the army," said Gerhard Kierstan, a tailor who spoke to me,surrounded by his granddaughters, in the living room of his warm,large, and comfortable A-frame house. "It was their duty. Whenyou go into the army you swear an oath to the fatherland. In WorldWar II that was true as well. If the guards hadn't shot, they'd havegone to military prison."

    This was the atmosphere in which Peter-Michael Schmett, a

    dairyman in Drachhausen, had grown up and was raising his ownchildren. In October 1991 Kierstan went to Berlin carrying a peti-tion signed by 1,353 people—more than lived in the entire vil-lage—asking that the trial of the border guards be ended andSchmett be allowed to come home in time for the last soccer gameof the season. "He is honest, orderly, responsible, and a goodgoalie," his teammates wrote.

    "Dissidence here?" laughed Peter Lobeda, the town's deputymayor, getting into his white Trabant auto outside the Town Hall,a one-room cottage open only on Tuesdays. "Most likely thatwould mean people complaining over their beer." There was littlereason to complain, Kierstan said. "There were forty-five-thou-sand-mark interest-free loans to build your house. People had goodjobs in factories and agricultural cooperatives. There was a Sovietbarracks here, and we got along very well with the soldiers. Weplayed soccer with them." He told me that a man from a nearbytown had tried to escape and had served two years in prison for theattempt. But he, too, had signed the petition for Schmett's return.

    Ingo Heinrich, whose bullets killed Gueffroy—he had even kneltto take better aim—told me over lunch during the trial that histown of 4,000 people, Annaburg, supported him much as Drach-hausen did Schmett. Heinrich is an electrician and, like the otherthree border guards, married with two children. His wife teacheskindergarten. His father is a mechanic, his mother a school princi-pal. His parents are old and not well, so Heinrich came to the trialwith his father-in-law every day.

    Of the four he is the most stino, the least introspective, answer-ing most of my questions with a shrug while fixing his gaze at somedistant point. He did not look at me. Frau Gueffroy passed by ourtable; Heinrich kept his eyes on his steak. "I was never interested inpolitics," he said. "I was a Pioneer in grade school and later a mem-ber of the Free German Youth and the German-Soviet FriendshipSociety. But there was no question about this—everyone was amember."

    People who tried to escape were "criminals," he said. "It wouldhave been better if the shooting had never taken place. And I shotat their feet, not to kill them. But if someone tried to cross the

    border, he knew what would happen. We reacted according to therules. Our behavior was automatic—you don't even think."

    One of his lawyers, Erich Buchholz, had said of Heinrich: "He isvery simple, direct and clear. He is not one way today and anotherway tomorrow. He was a correct soldier. If there was an order, hecarried it out."

    Andreas Kuhnpast, an electrician from the city of Erfurt, blondand slight, sat at the trial each day biting his nails, his eyes wideand sad as a wounded rabbit's. Although he had shot and missed,he had taken the shooting the hardest of the four, staying in hisroom for three or four days. One reporter told me she worried thatKuhnpast might try to kill himself. He appeared to be fighting backtears when he first entered the courtroom on September 2 and al-most every day thereafter. As he described to the judges how Guef-froy had lain on the ground, he stopped speaking and began to cry.The courtroom was silent as Kuhnpast sobbed, the back of hishead bobbing up and down (witnesses sit facing the judge, back tothe public) for nearly a minute. Then Judge Seidel called a recessand told Kuhnpast to get something to eat.

    Among large cities, Dresden was the favored recruiting spot,mainly because it was the one place in East Germany that could notreceive Western television. Michael Schmidt, the fourth guard,who had ordered Heinrich to shoot but had not shot himself, wasborn and raised here. He now lives with his wife, Annette, andtheir sons, who were seven and four at the time of the trial, in adreary, treeless apartment complex in the city's west end. Theirhouse was always immaculate. At my first visit, late in 1991, it wasfurnished in the anonymous style that marked almost every EastGerman apartment. A wall unit—the standard East German wallunit—held a computer, a VCR, a row of children's videos, andphotos of the children. Two birds chattered in a cage near the door.The only unusual item was a panoramic poster of the New Yorkskyline, which dominated the room. In his sweatshirt, jeans, loaf-ers, and white socks, Schmidt looked younger than twenty-seven,with the puffy face of a worried child. The family had just come infrom a day's outing, and the boys carried red balloons. Annette putaway groceries as we talked.
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    His family, Schmidt said, had been very satisfied with the EastGerman regime. His father was a mechanic who took night classesin production economics in the factory where he worked. Hismother was an electrician. He has a sister two years younger thanhe. He had met Annette because his parents and her motherworked in the same machine-tooling factory, and, like other chil-dren of employees, Michael and Annette worked there duringschool vacations. When they met, he was sixteen; Annette fifteen.Since 1980 Schmidt had been a metalworker in a factory that builtpacking machines. It was the only job he had ever had, he said, andthe only one he ever anticipated having.

    His biography was, well, normal. He grew up in an apartmentblock similar to the one he lives in now. He joined the Pioneers inthe first grade and the Free German Youth in the eighth. In fifthgrade he took the civics classes known as Staatsburgerkunde—state-citizen-information—where he learned the history of the So-viet Union and the Anti-Fascist Protective Rampart. These lessonswere repeated daily in school.

    When I went back a second time, Annette brought out some oftheir schoolbooks: Socialism: Your World and Political Economyfor Young People. They were older versions of a standard EastGerman eighth-grade history textbook a publisher had given me:Lenin on the cover, Lenin on the frontispiece. On the back cover,Erich Honecker greets Mozambican schoolchildren. A handy Ger-man-Portuguese dictionary of terms such as "Cold War politics"and "international proletariat" occupies the last page. While grow-ing up, Schmidt said, he had known of no one who opposed theCommunist system. He never went to church, never knew that inWest Germany there was great public opposition to border shoot-ings, never listened to West German radio. "I can't say I saw any-thing that forced me to think in any way," he said.

    Did you learn about Hitler? I asked. Annette smiled. "Welearned he's a bad man," she said.

    "Not much about Hitler," said Michael. "The subject wasn'treally discussed. Just the Red Army, which liberated everything.They took us to Buchenwald and taught us about how Commu-nists were murdered there."

    "Jews as well," said Annette.

    "Mainly Communists, then Jews," said Michael.

    I asked them if they had traveled. Annette had visited Prague.Michael had won a contest as best apprentice at his factory andgone on an exchange program to Leningrad. It was beautiful, hesaid. "I never wanted to travel to the West," he had said earlier. Ipointed to the poster of New York, and they laughed. "We didwant to visit New York," he said. "Just to visit. But usually when Ihear 'West' I think of West Germany, and I had no desire to go. Myparents were happy with their apartment and their work. They hadkids and a car, even if it was just a Trabbie [the Trabant, a two-cylinder auto, half car, half rollerskate]. We complained a bit—there was not enough in the stores. Some people wanted to leavebecause they didn't want to pay seven thousand marks for a TV orwait years for a car. But many people didn't mind waiting two orthree years. I always wonder why Gueffroy and Gaudian couldn'thave waited."

    When he was drafted into the border guards, he began his train-ing in Oranienburg, north of Berlin. It was a distilled and concen-trated version of what he had learned in school. "The EastGerman-West German border was the collision point of two sys-tems," he recited. "We were given documents, photos, and news-paper clips to show us what the West had done to violate theborder. They showed us that the Wall was destroyed where theWest tried to blow it up, that the West did high-tech military exer-cises at the Wall. Many border soldiers had died. They told us thatpeople who tried to flee were traitors, betrayers of Germany."

    I asked about shooting orders. "We seldom talked about itamong ourselves," he said. "Most guards believed that you shouldshoot at people's legs only, to incapacitate. It wasn't a question ofshooting to kill—we just wanted to prevent escapes. Now they aretrying to say the law said 'You may shoot.' That's new. My superi-ors trained me with the word 'must.' "

    Annette poured coffee and served a cake with chocolate frosting."I came home after the shooting and cried for three days," herhusband continued. He sympathized with Karin Gueffroy. "Wehave two sons; for God's sake, we'd do the same thing if it were us.I know how she feels. What's been done to her with this trial ismean and nasty."
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    But later he said quietly, only after I asked, that his family hadreceived threatening letters from skinheads and Nazis. Annette hadhad to find a job; Michael couldn't work much because he had toattend the trial two or three days a week up in Berlin. He had beentold that he would be fired after the trial even if he didn't go to jail,that they had already filled his place. On top of that he had to payEisenberg, his lawyer, who was not satisfied with his five hundredmarks a day from the German government. "People tell Annette Ishould go out more," he said. "Most people understand my situa-tion and know that this can happen with military service. And theyare happy that I didn't shoot." He paused. "Although if I had," hesaid, drawing on his cigarette, "it wouldn't have changed much."

    "Why didn't you shoot?" I said. He shook his head. "When thejudge asked me that question, I said I didn't know," he said. "I stilldon't."

    The first anti-Stalinist uprising in the Soviet Bloc took place inEast Germany. On June 16, 1953, construction workers buildingBlock 40 of a housing project on Stalin Allee walked off their jobsto protest a rise in production quotas and began to march to theHouse of Ministers. The march grew; posters sprouted calling forthe Party's resignation and free elections. The next day severalthousand demonstrators burned the red flag and tried to occupyParty buildings. Over the next few days, strikes and protests spreadto every city in East Germany. The Soviets sealed off and occupiedEast Berlin. The Soviet military commander of Berlin declared mar-tial law. By the time East Germany was subdued, perhaps a thou-sand people had been killed. The West had no response.

    After that Germany (along with Bulgaria) turned into the silentsister of the Warsaw Pact. There was no goulash communism, noPrague Spring, no Solidarity. There was, first of all, the meticulousefficiency of the Stasi, which kept files on 6 million of East Ger-many's 16 million residents—half the adult population. Any anti-state activity could be easily broken up in Germany by dumpingdissenters in the West or jailing them and selling them West. In1963 West Germany—which never recognized a divided Germanyand considered all Germans its citizens—began to buy prisoners,paying from 30,000 marks for the freedom of an ordinary worker

    to 2.5 million marks for one noted professor. Bonn paid Berlin anestimated 3.5 billion marks for 34,000 prisoners over a quartercentury, providing a major source of hard currency for the GermanDemocratic Republic.

    But there was more to East Germans' passivity than just repres-sion. In 1989 it was still possible to find large numbers of EastGermans who believed fervently in their government—true no-where else in eastern Europe. Even many of the dissidents still con-sidered themselves socialists; their aim was not the overthrow ofthe system but its reform, a different Communist road.

    The widespread acceptance of communism had several roots. Inthe first place, Germans were better off than people in the rest ofthe East Bloc. There were, of course, shortages and shoddy goods."There was a vegetable stand next to my hairdresser's that had—very seldom—bananas and oranges," said Irmgaard Buchholz, alawyer married to Erich Buchholz. "When they had them, my chil-dren were so happy. Today we can have bananas every day. Andthere's no joy in it anymore. We don't need bananas every day." Ingeneral, however, East Germans had what they needed. Visitorsfrom Poland or the Soviet Union were sometimes amazed that EastGermans would want to flee west; to them, this looked like para-dise. There was no unemployment. Compared to the West, therewas very little crime and no drugs. Luxuries—color TVs, cars, per-fume—were expensive and required long waits, but people hadcozy, warm houses, gardens, and weekend cottages. East Germansate too much meat. They worked not very hard for a few hours aday and brought home tools and materials from their factories touse at their cottages. Each group in society had some privileges—pensioners could travel to the West, mothers enjoyed free daycare—and with those privileges East Germans were bought, cor-rupted into closing their eyes to the lack of freedom. Trading free-dom for security is a Faustian bargain, to be sure, but it was abetter bargain in Germany than in the rest of the East. And who'sto say it was not a legitimate bargain? The East German govern-ment bought off its citizens by giving them health care, housing,basic food, and jobs—which is what every good political systemstrives to do.

    Communism also helped form the national identity, unlike in

    other East Bloc nations. By looking across the border, both Germa-nies could see their alternative world, see how their lives wouldhave turned out if history had been altered by just one turn. Manyin the East wished they lived in the alternative world, but a supris-ing number were repelled by its grossness and consumerism andthanked communism for making them Ossis and not the fat, smug,beer-drinking Bavarian Wessis they saw on TV. Only communismkept East Germany East Germany, as would be proved rather con-clusively in 1989.

    Communism was imposed from outside everywhere in easternEurope, but it was less resented in Germany, where supporting theSED was a natural reaction to the shame of the Nazi era. The Com-munists' anti-Nazi posture helped to legitimize the Party.

    I had been wondering why I thought of the border guards asyoung boys, even though they had been twenty-two and twenty-three at the time of the shooting, certainly not children. It was be-cause the system made children out of everyone. "It wasn't just adictatorship with barbed wire and Stasi, it was a welfare state,"said Wolfgang Templin, an East German dissident who had beenbooted west in 1987. "It took responsibility away from people.They were not adults. Everything was the responsibility of some-one else. What fascinated me about the West when I was kickedout was not the technology or standard of living, it was that peoplewere strong within themselves. Not that they were any smarterthan in the East, but they took their lives into their own hands."

    This was not everyone in East Germany—it wasn't Templin, forexample. There were dissenters and people who tried to flee. Butthe government was able to keep these individuals isolated andprevent dissent from gathering a critical mass. Dissent has a mo-mentum of its own—it is easy to get the second hundred thousandpeople to a demonstration; the hard part is recruiting the first ten.In Chile, where I lived for four years, I met many people who saidthat in the years of economic boom after General Pinochet's coup,if just one other person had expressed opposition, they would havebegun to ask questions, to open their eyes to the tortures and themurders. "But no one did," said one man who went along. "Andafter a while, you think to yourself: 'I must be wrong.' "

    Klaus Richter, an enthusiastic, intelligent man who now directs

    the research into the Stasi files, was a Stasi agent himself when hewas young. He was born just after the war, grew up in a Commu-nist family, and joined the Party at eighteen. By the time the Stasirecruited him, he told me, "I was critical of certain things in mycountry, and the Stasi man who came to me supported me in thiscritical attitude and said he too thought society needed to change."Richter had joined thinking all Stasi agents were this idealistic, thatthe Stasi was a giant debating society where the great questions ofsocialism were discussed. "I thought that the Stasi and people atthe top were very interested in the truth, and that I could help themto see it," he said. It took him only six months to realize that hiscolleagues were cynical, corrupt, and keenly uninterested in politi-cal issues.

    He quit the Stasi, but so thorough was his indoctrination that hisexperience did not make him question the system, just his place init. "Did you ever see the movie Missing}'" he asked. "Rememberthat Jack Lemmon's character, despite his terrible experiences, stillbelieved in America. That was me. My first trip West was in 1971,at Christmas. The department stores! I could understand why theterrorists throw bombs in the department stores. So many prob-lems in the world, and this is the focus of people's lives! I still hadno doubts about the Stasi system. I thought the problem was me.

    "My experience makes me more amazed by people who said no.It's very difficult in this society to decide what is yourself and whatis the system. People tend to think that if things go well it's a goodsystem, but if you fail it's you. There were some individuals whofreed themselves and trusted their experiences. But we have a verylarge number of grown-up children."

    Most East Germans did not question the legitimacy of theirstate. They believed the propaganda that the West was full of pov-erty, inequality, and crime (this part, at least, was true), that U.S.and West German hawkishness threatened the peaceful socialistsystems of the Soviet Union and East Germany, that the invasionsof Hungary, Czechoslovakia, and Afghanistan had been necessaryto help the working class safeguard its revolutionary achievementsagainst the encroachments of imperialism. In 1987 Erich Honeckermade a triumphant official visit to Bonn and basked in the toasts ofHelmut Kohl, Franz-Josef Strauss, and other right-wing politi-

    cians. Here was all the proof East Germans needed—even WestGermany treated Honecker like a real head of state. "They rolledout the red carpet for Honecker," a border guard officer told me."Is it reasonable to ask Schmett the milkman to know that his or-ders were illegal?" Even after deducting government fraud, nearly80 percent of the population did consistently vote for the Commu-nists. The system was confining, boring, and vaguely sinister, but itwas comfortable and it was theirs. And this is perhaps the finalreason the Germans accepted it—their authorities told them to,and Germans often do what they are told.

    Father Heinz-Josef Durstewitz is a Catholic priest in East Ber-lin's Prenzlauer Berg district and a founder of the opposition groupDemocracy Now. He works as a counselor to former borderguards. I went to see him in his brown brick church, its walls hungwith Chagall posters. He was wearing socks and sandals and had akind face. The guards' biggest problem, he told me, was "how todeal with freedom, with the idea that not everything is followingorders. They have no basic values and do not understand that ev-eryone is different."

    Durstewitz introduced me to Sven Huber, a lit-up fast talker in anatty blue double-breasted jacket and paisley tie who, over half apack of cigarettes, four cups of coffee, and a Coke in an East Berlincafe, explained his old job to me: he had been a political officer anddeputy company chief in the East German border guards. Huberwas twenty-seven, the same age as Michael Schmidt, but there wasnothing innocent about him; this guy was an entrepreneur. Hubersaid he had voted for the post-Communist party in the last electionand still believes in the principles of the system. But he now worksin personnel management for the unified German border guards—the equivalent of his old job, now in service to what used to be theenemy.

    The aim of border training had been to create collective think-ing, Huber said. This is true of all armies, of course, but the borderguards had done it with German efficiency, Communist zeal, andthe intensity that normally accompanies a siege mentality, and soprobably did it better.

    The army had avoided ideological contamination by sealing the

    border guards into a bubble. Their only permitted contact hadbeen comradeship with fellow guards, an occasional political-edu-cation field trip, and mail from their families, which strengthenedthe ties that would keep them in the East. West German radio andTV had been forbidden, even for officers, as well as the West'sCommunist Party newspaper. Guards had received eight hours amonth of political training about the Wall and had been made toread pamphlets with titles such as "Watchful and Decisive in theStruggle." Every day before going out on patrol there had been afifteen-minute talk on how the day's events reinforced the need forconstant vigilance. A current events lecture once a week had hadthe same theme.

    Hagen Koch, a pleasant-looking, balding man of fifty, had dedi-cated his adult life to the Berlin Wall. At twenty-one, he had been amember of the group that had carried out the first survey of theWall site and had drawn the first Wall map, two days after itserection. He had painted the white line at the infamous CheckpointCharlie border crossing, over which East German and West Ger-man border soldiers had stood practically toe to toe, forbidden tospeak, and later he had served as a border soldier there. Twenty-nine years after drawing the map, it was Koch who assembled thedocuments about the destruction of the Wall. He owns the red-and-green Checkpoint Charlie pass stamp set to 2400 hours onJune 30, 1990, the moment the checkpoints came down forever.

    From 1970 to 1985 Koch had worked as an employee of theStasi in Kulturarbeit—cultural work—with border guards. "Myjob was to strengthen and forge collective activity," he told mewhen I met him in the lobby of the Checkpoint Charlie Museum."The point was that sports, youth, and folklore all worked to-gether under the umbrella of the state." This wasn't a message justfor border guards, he said. "In kindergarten East Germans madecutouts of the Picasso peace dove again and again and gave them toour parents," he said. "In first grade our children made presents togive to Soviet troops, with the East German and Soviet flags and aribbon of friendship."

    Koch had held talent shows and choir competitions, art contestsand poetry festivals. "Anything creative was out," he said. "If asoldier showed talent in writing a poem, or painting, that activity

    was immediately eliminated. A poem about cosmonauts or soldiersfreezing on their watch was fine, but if it led to questions, it wasimmediately forbidden." Twice a year there had been contests forbest revolutionary song and an exhibit of People's Art. The com-manding officers had been the judges, and the most ideologicallyvaluable projects had won—a watchtower built of matches, forexample, or a flag embroidered with the image of Felix Dzer-zhinsky, the founder of the Cheka, the first Soviet secret police."There was a whole three-mast sailing ship built of matches too,"Koch recalled. "But that one didn't win. The class called it theSanta Maria. The commanding officer told them to rename it theAurora [the cruiser that had defended the Bolshevik-occupiedWinter Palace during the Russian Revolution]. He said that ifColumbus had never sailed we wouldn't be battling American im-perialism now."

    He mentioned that in his apartment he had dozens of borderguard manuals and scrapbooks. "But I have something interestingon me right now," he said, pulling a girlie calendar out of hisfolder. It had a political motif on the front, which displayed thefirst six months of the year, and on the back the second six monthsand a nude woman. "This was the official calendar, the only nudephoto soldiers were allowed," he said. Here, truly, was a state thatleft nothing to chance.

    A few days later I went to his house—an apartment on the sixthfloor of a nondescript tall building a few blocks from the Lichten-berg train station. In his study were a new Macintosh computer, afax machine, and closets and closets of political material. He gaveme a 708-page book entitled Handbook for Political Work forRegiments and Battalions. I thumbed through chapter headings:Socialist Personality of Soldiers. Class Consciousness. Loyalty toCommunist Ideals. Devotion, Trust and Love for Working Classand Party. Unbreakable Comradeship with Soviet Army and AllOur Brother Armies. Marxism-Leninism as Basis for Worldview.Deep Understanding of the Military Task Directed by the ClassSituation. Solidarity with All Trying to Free Themselves from Im-perialism, Neocolonialism, and Fascism. Passionate Hatred for Im-perialism and All Its Mercenaries and All Aggressive andReactionary Forces in the World.

    I opened a chapter entitled "Unshakable Will Toward Struggleand Victory." Had any of this been useful? I asked Koch. I couldn'tsee turning to this handbook in the event of a border guard crisis."It's a general catechism," he said. "If there was a problem in aunit like alcoholism, or too many escapees, we would focus ideo-logical instruction on that group. Look at this." He gave me a 1961study analyzing escapes by border guards. Seventy guards had es-caped west in the first months of the Wall's existence. "Insufficientinfluence of Party and Free German Youth on border guards" wasthe study's conclusion.

    He showed me a specific lesson plan. "First, soldiers read anexcerpt from a book of Soviet war literature," he said. "Then ananecdote and a mobilizing poem." Mobilizing poem? "Theylooked at postcards with reproductions of selected paintings; tipson interpretation were printed on the reverse side. They sawphotos on the theme of 'Brotherhood in Arms.' Finally, they readselected Party documents important for use in battle."

    We looked through a photo album with pictures of the companyrecreational clubs. Soldiers with their jackets buttoned to the topwere pictured sitting stiffly at tables, listening to revolutionary rec-ords and reading poems to the Soviet war dead—perhaps thesewere the mysterious mobilizing poems. There was a photo of aman speaking at a podium with seven grim-looking soldiers sittingin front of him. "The lecture of Helmut Sakowski from his manu-script gives listeners visible pleasure," said the caption. I looked athim. "Did anyone take this seriously?" I asked. He nodded. "Noteveryone. Some did. Others thought, well, that's just the way it is."

    I thought of the effect of particularly strict Catholic schools,which send pupils running in the opposite direction. But these bor-der guards were not cynical Americans raised to ridicule official-dom and its trappings. They were raised to be mobilized by thepoems and revolutionized by the songs. Even if Hagen Koch's bor-der guards flinched when they saw him coming, they couldn't sitthrough his classes without absorbing at least some of his message.

    Political training was more than just culture. Because the Partyand the People—which included the Volksarmee—were indivisiblyunited, each company had sister schools and factories to visit, aswell as a brother company in the Soviet Army, with which there

    were get-togethers and soccer matches. Most important, however,the soldiers got clear and specific instructions about the peril bor-der guards faced. The enemy was everywhere. Guards had perishedin the line of duty, shot by fleeing citizens. Heavily armed groups ofcitizens were always plotting to crash the border, guards were told,and woe to any guard who got in their way. The East Germanswho tried to breach the Wall were either armed criminals or dan-gerous lunatics. This propaganda served several purposes. It rein-forced the siege mentality and the importance of stopping escapes.Berlin was often referred to as a combat zone. Each regiment, saidHuber, had a Memorial Room, which exhibited the history of theborder troops, with a special glass case displaying information onsoldiers who had given their lives in the line of border duty.

    The idea of escapee-as-criminal also helped give legal justifica-tion to the order to shoot. The 1975 Helsinki Accords and the1948 United Nations Universal Declaration of Human Rights stip-ulate that citizens have the right to travel, including the right toleave their countries. The East Germans were harsher than otherEast Bloc countries about travel because any East German was en-titled to West German citizenship, thus greatly increasing the possi-bility that a traveler would turn into an emigre. Labeling fleeingGermans as criminals gave a public justification for denying thisright.

    In the end, though, the state didn't really care about what theborder guards thought, only how they behaved. If they were notnaturally inclined to be watchful and decisive in the struggle, con-stant surveillance helped. Although only one officer in each com-pany had been formally detailed to the Stasi, Huber said, one infour soldiers had been a Stasi informant. The Egon Schulz Com-pany's commander, Major Ronald Fabian, estimated that of the220 men in his company, at least 40 had been working for theStasi.

    The regiment's youth officer—the ubiquitous Sven Huberagain—made it his business to prevent any conflict that could dis-tract a border soldier from his duty or tempt him west. The guardstook better care of their soldiers than did their army counterparts,Huber said. For instance, he spent hours on the phone convincingerrant soldiers' girlfriends to return or persuading the mayor of a

    soldier's town to boost a border guard to the top of a waiting listfor an apartment.

    I asked about the four guards on trial. "Their main concernswere vacations and free time," he said. "They were normal, like allwho were there. Every month the company leadership and Stasiofficer did a personality evaluation of each individual soldier: pos-sible Western contacts, psychological stability, position in the col-lective, family conflicts, political reliability. That evaluationdetermined where a soldier would go. There is no doubt that Hein-rich is the one I'd choose to go through enemy lines with; ourevaluations rated him as the most reliable of the four. Kiihnpastwas rated as unstable. At the trial he said they had put him onkitchen duty early on because he said he wouldn't shoot—well, ithad less to do with not wanting to shoot than the fact that he wasbeing checked out, evaluated on whether he should be sent to theborder. I wouldn't trust him for more than watching the horses.Schmett and Schmidt were in the middle. They would behave ifthey knew authority was watching them."

    I asked why he thought Schmidt hadn't shot. "He had a problemwith his arm and wasn't using his AK," said Huber. "He had onlya machine pistol. If he had had his usual gun, the reflex—call out,warning shot, fire—would have come into play. But all of a suddensomething wasn't there. I believe that's why he didn't shoot, and Ibelieve he doesn't even know it."

    The trial established beyond a shadow of a doubt that AndreasKiihnpast, Michael Schmidt, Peter-Michael Schmett, and IngoHeinrich were likely to follow orders. What those orders were,however, and their relationship to East German law, was not easyto determine. Paragraph 27 of the East German Border Law statedthat force could be used only after exhausting all other means andwas "justified in order to prevent the immediate, impending com-mission or continuation of a crime that is, under the circumstances,a felony. It is also legitimate to capture a person who is suspectedof a felony." An escape is a felony, and therefore guards may shoot,according to Paragraph 213 of the Border Law, if it endangers thelife or health of others, is done through falsifying documents orlying, is a perpetrator's second attempt, is carried out with special

    intensity, uses weapons or some technological means of assistance,or is carried out by two or more people.

    The application of this law was confusing in the extreme. First,soldiers did not know the law. Even many officers did not know it;in Huber's four years of officer training, he had never once studiedthe Border Law.

    Second, the law was ambiguous on key points. "Even officersdid not know if you should shoot at a single person escaping—noteven the commander could answer it," testified Major Fabian, thecompany commander. Shooting was legitimate only for a felonyescape, but soldiers were taught to suspect that all escapees wereprobably armed and therefore committing felony escapes. And if"a person who is suspected of a felony" applied to past crimes aswell, it gave soldiers even more room to shoot, as they were drilledthat only those with criminal records attempted illegal escapes.

    A third problem was that the law set forth when the use of fire-arms was "justified" and "permitted." It stipulated when soldierscould shoot, but not when they must shoot. Their day-to-day or-ders covered that but created a fourth problem: the order changedfrequently. In 1988 Honecker restricted the use of firearms. Butwhen escape attempts then rose, commanders again began to givethe order to shoot, telling guards to claim they had seen theshadow of a second escapee, thus turning a solo escape into a fel-ony. The guards' orders on the day Gueffroy was killed were toshoot "without limits." There were a few exceptions, such as dur-ing President Bush's visit to Bonn, or holidays of political impor-tance such as May Day, when deaths at the Wall would have beena source of embarrassment. On those days extra troops were de-tailed to guard the border.

    Officers testified that the orders had been contradictory. "Youweren't supposed to shoot, but you couldn't let them through,"testified Fabian. This was a useless thing to tell a border soldier,and it may well have been a lie: Fabian had been warned that hemight soon be prosecuted for giving orders to shoot and so hadgood reason to cover himself. Soldiers were also supposed to aim atescapees' legs, but officers testified that such accuracy was beyondthe reach of an AK fired while a soldier was running, and thateveryone knew it.

    What was certain and unambiguous, however, was that guardswere under constant pressure to shoot. It was not quite as Kiihn-past's lawyer, the rococo Mr. Bossi, put it—"A border guard wasnothing more than an executioner, who also doesn't check the le-gality of a death sentence." But it was undisputable that soldierswere conditioned to begin a series of steps upon seeing the warninglight flash red—call out, warning shot, shoot. "It was better toshoot than to let them through," Company Commander Fabiancontinued. "If the soldiers had let them through, they would havelanded before a military prosecutor."

    The commanding officers, Father Durstewitz said of the trial,gave the impression the guards could have shot or not. But this isnot what the border guards he counsels thought, he told me. "Theyoung men say that if there was an escape at the border an im-mense repressive system almost automatically came into play. Itwasn't just against the individual soldier who let the escape succeedbut against the whole group, to create more pressure within a regi-ment. The whole group was eliminated from socialist honors. Thesoldiers never got a clear answer as to whether they could belocked up if they refused. But it was very simple: if someone said,'I'm not prepared to shoot,' everyone thought he would suffer."The newly uncovered Stasi files showed that such information wascarefully recorded. It usually resulted in a soldier's transfer, a de-termination that he was psychologically unstable, and penalties—perhaps for the rest of his life, penalties he would pass along to hischildren in their Stasi files. In East Germany one mistake could stayin a family for generations.

    The Border Law stipulated that a military investigation shouldoccur if a soldier shot an escapee. "But it never happened," Politi-cal Officer Huber said. "It was a silent legitimation of the legalityof shooting. A soldier who stopped an escape attempt was deco-rated, congratulated. If a soldier was responsible for a successfulescape, he was investigated and disciplined—both he and his supe-riors." This coercion was as old as the Wall. In 1961 a soldier whodidn't shoot received a two-and-a-half-year prison term.

    Soldiers were pressured not to spoil their regiments' chances fordecoration by refusing to shoot. Companies competed to receivethe semiannual award of best in their regiment, which meant politi-

    cal honors and a money bonus. Winning required precision at mili-tary drills and a pristine record at the border. A regiment com-mander interested in his next promotion had to make very surethere were no escapes on his watch. The written law might havepenalized soldiers who shot to kill, but officers penalized their sol-diers for not shooting. Even soldiers who asked for clarification ofthis order would be marked as unreliable and penalized.

    In April 1988 there was an escape while Huber's company wason guard; soldiers shot at and missed an escapee—perhaps deliber-ately. The regiment was assembled. The leaders sat at the front;Huber, as deputy company chief, sat in the first row. The unfortu-nate pair of border guards was brought forward, and for the nexttwo hours they endured a painful tribunal. One post leader fromeach company came forward and read a statement of condemna-tion. Fellow soldiers read criticisms. The two were demoted andtheir decorations taken away, and the post leader was stripped ofhis post and jailed for ten days. Schmidt, Schmett, Kuhnpast, andHeinrich sat and watched in the assembled regiment. One of theofficers who called the two soldiers "cowards," Lieutenant ErhardKempin, ten months later congratulated the four when they shotGueffroy and Gaudian.

    And there was Schwedt, the military prison, a looming presencein soldiers' thoughts and conversation. Commanders could sen-tence their soldiers to three months in Schwedt without even hold-ing a trial. Each day in jail, furthermore, added a day to a soldier'smilitary service. Peter Fasshauer was a border soldier in 1969 whena fellow guard fled. He did not shoot. At the trial he testified for thedefense about his seven months in Schwedt. He was stripped nakedand his possessions were taken. He was not beaten, but he knewothers were, and he spent long stretches in solitary confinement indark cells. "How bad was it in prison?" Schmidt's lawyer, Jo-hannes Eisenberg, asked his witness. Fasshauer paused. "Have youever been in jail?" he asked.

    In East Germany the machinery used to steer border guards onthe narrow path of correct thinking was unusually thorough, butthe rest of the nation did not go about its business with its classconsciousness unattended to. In all totalitarian states, the politicalpolice control people's public lives: whether, where, and what they

    study; their places of employment and rates of advancement; theiropportunities for apartments, telephones, and other state-providedgoods. East German dissidents were unusual in also yielding uptheir personal affairs; the state robbed them of control over theirhealth, marriages, and relationships with their children. Theirlives, quite literally, were not their own.

    "Herzliche Gluckwunscbe" reads the greeting card—congratu-lations, cordial good wishes. On the cover an embossed drawing ofthe Kremlin and East Berlin's television tower gleams fraternally.Another greeting card: Congratulations on your honor! with abow made of the East German and Soviet flags. There are copperplatters embossed with construction workers, muscles rippling.There are portraits of Honecker, paintings of young Lenin, recordalbums of revolutionary songs, and miniature editions of the writ-ings of Marx.

    This collection of kitsch sits upstairs in the Museum of the Min-istry of State Security in eastern Berlin, a building which until 1990was not a museum but Stasi headquarters. Downstairs in the lobbyare statues of Lenin and Felix Dzerzhinsky. On the third floorErich Mielke's office is preserved as he left it, his calendar turned toDecember 1989. Mielke's office has blue chairs, red rugs, woodpaneling, and white polyester lace curtains. The furniture is thecheap fifties style found all over the East Bloc. On his desk areplastic ashtrays on doilies, a plaster bust of Lenin, a documentshredder, and four telephones. The towels in the bathroom, withlogos printed in Russian, appear to have been lifted from a hotel.

    But the cheap furniture and Stasi greeting cards are deceptive. Infact, the Stasi was the most exhaustive spy organization in worldhistory and East Germans the most spied-upon people who haveever lived. While the issue of the border guards opens importantquestions about law and responsibility, it touches very few peo-ple's lives directly. For the great majority of East Germans, con-fronting the past means confronting the legacy of the Stasi.

    The Stasi complex on Normannenstrasse in the Lichtenberg dis-trict consisted of 41 brown concrete buildings. In addition, theStasi possessed 1,181 safe houses, 305 vacation homes, 98 sportsfacilities, and 18,000 apartments for meetings with spies. The Stasi

    had a budget of 4 billion East German marks. It had 97,000 full-time employees—after the army, it was East Germany's largest em-ployer. There were 2,171 mail readers, 1,486 phone tappers, andanother 8,426 people who monitored phone conversations andradio broadcasts. In addition, there were about 110,000 active un-official collaborators and perhaps ten times that many occasionalinformants. The Stasi kept files on 6 million people. There were 39separate departments—even a department to spy on other Stasimembers. A master file with a single card for each Stasi employee,collaborator, and object of surveillance stretches for more than amile—the cards for people named Muller alone reach a hundredyards. Stacked up, the Stasi's complete files reached 125 miles.They weighed fifty tons per mile; in total, 62,500 tons.

    Once in a while the Stasi came upon information of great value.It had tapped the telephone in the bedroom of Manfred Worner,West Germany's defense minister. Willy Brandt's chief aide hadbeen a Stasi spy. But the nuggets of gold were buried in 62,500 tonsof shit, and the Stasi collapsed under its weight. There were dissi-dents with literally a thousand people spying on them. The Stasiknew where Comrade Gisela kept the ironing board in her apart-ment, how much beer was drunk daily by Comrade Horst, theprice of Comrade Waltraud's lunch of bratwurst, mustard, and ryebread at the street stand at the Friedrichstrasse train station, andhow many times a week Comrade Armin took out his garbage andwhat color socks he wore with his sandals while doing it. TheStasi's spies abroad reported on the mode of dress preferred byStuttgart librarians, the table manners of foreign guests in Zurich'shotels, and the programming on West German television—whichmost East Germans could watch anyway. The Stasi kept watch ontrash dumps and lending libraries—the names of those whochecked out books on hot-air balloons or rock-climbing equipmentwere of particular interest—and tapped the booths of Catholicconfessionals and the seats at the Dresden Opera. Stasi camerasmonitored public toilets. The Stasi photographed every sloganfound scrawled on a wall and wrote down every rumor. Some of itsdossiers on East Germans had a hundred categories of informa-tion—even the number, location, and design of tattoos. The Stasikept a library of smells: a few hundred glass jars containing bits of

    dissidents' dirty underwear, so trained dogs could sniff and matchthe smell to an antigovernment pamphlet found on the sidewalk.

    On January 15, 1990, the New Forum dissident movementstaged a demonstration in the parking lot of the Stasi complex. Bythat time the Wall was down, Mielke fired, and the Stasi renamedthe Committee of National Security. Files from the fourteen Stasiregional offices were being brought to the Berlin headquarters. Theregional offices had already been taken over by committees of localcitizens. But here in Berlin there was no Burgerkomitee, just a Stasigeneral, Heinz Engelhardt, who was running things. This did notsuit the New Forum protesters. God knows whether the Berlin fileswere being shredded, sold, or sent to Moscow.

    The protesters, roughly 50,000 people, quickly moved upstairs.What they found awed them. The telephones in the dreaded Stasiwere from the early 1950s. There were lockers filled with meat andorange juice—orange juice!—piles of clothing, a beauty parlor.They got drunk on the orange juice, tore Honecker's pictures fromthe wall, and wrecked the filing cabinets and desk chairs. Stasi filesfloated down from office windows.

    David Gill heard about the protests on the radio. When I methim he was a weary, sophisticated man of twenty-five with lightbrown hair and cigarette-stained teeth, a law student at the FreeUniversity of Berlin, preoccupied with getting his ancient tan Wart-burg station wagon to start. But at the time of the demonstrationhe was twenty-three, the innocent son of a Moravian pastor from aSaxony village. Gill was the sixth of seven boys, raised in the tightcocoon of the Church, living around the regime. Neither he nor hisbrothers had joined the Free German Youth. He had been barredfrom high school and so had become a plumber. In 1988 he hadentered a small Church-sponsored seminary and was studying tobecome a priest.

    After the first frenzied protest at the Stasi headquarters, the NewForum organizers decided a more orderly approach was needed. Afew people decided to stay and watch the building, guarding thedoors to ensure material didn't get out. They stayed all night andall day. The next night they were on the news asking for volun-teers. "I said to myself, 'I can do it for one night. Tomorrow is aholiday. I can sleep in,' " Gill told me over lunch nearly two years

    later. He went to the Stasi complex and found himself in a group often other people discussing how to set up a citizens' committee.Two days later the committee was elected, and David Gill wasnamed its chief.

    It was not that surprising to have a twenty-three-year-old head-ing the Biirgerkomitee, Gill said. On the issue of the Stasi, theywere all twenty-three. "No one knew anything about the Stasi—about what it was, really. No one had managerial experience. Itwas not considered normal to develop ideas, to have your ownopinion. I had experience in speaking up from my congregation,from theater, and speeches at school. Maybe also because I wasyoung, there was less possibility I had been compromised."

    The committee began its formal work in March 1990 withninety members, ranging in age from twenty to sixty. "At first Iwas a volunteer," Gill said. "Most people who came to the Biirger-komitee were still paid by their factories and offices—in East Ger-many your office had to pay you if you took time to do sociallyuseful work. Then, with the changes, the factories wanted theiremployees back. We got the government to pay thirty people athousand marks a month. Some got less, six or seven hundred. TheStasi generals who served as consultants to the committee, by con-trast, got three or four thousand."

    Gill moved into an office once occupied by a Stasi general. Thegovernment gave him 800 marks a month, a thirty-eight-year-oldplatinum blond Stasi secretary who turned out to be superb, andone of the Stasi's 20,000 cars. The Biirgerkomitee's first goal wasto secure the files. "The central archive had only twenty percent ofall the files," Gill said. "The rest were scattered in six hundreddifferent buildings—twenty to twenty-five thousand offices. Wewrapped them in newspaper and brought them to the central Stasiarchives. The idea was to make them safe—we'd focus on whatwas in them later. That took from March till June."

    They were too late. Stasi officials had already destroyed many ofthe most sensitive files. Gone were the files on Stasi support of theRed Army Faction—after a terrorist action, RAF members hadgotten jobs and new names in East Germany—and other terroristgroups. A Stasi officer told me that 80 percent of the foreign espio-nage files had been destroyed. Many files on particularly sensitive

    or big-name spies were also gone by the time the Biirgerkomiteearrived. (Much of the information, however, could be recon-structed from reading the files on victims, which also, of course,discussed their informers.) A Hamburg newspaper printed ordersfrom Stasi General Wolfgang Schwanitz, Mielke's deputy, author-izing "Operation Shredder" in November 1989, directing the de-struction of all Stasi information on high-ranking Party and stateofficials.

    Gill's second task was to monitor the Stasi agents working onthe Biirgerkomitee. The vast majority on the committee were for-mer Stasi or old government people—they had to be; they were theonly ones who knew the terrain. "We didn't even know what theabbreviations meant," said Klaus Richter, the man who had beenan agent himself in his college days and who later headed the ar-chive's research department. "Without the Stasi members whostayed, the Biirgerkomitee would not have been able to achieve itsgoal. They were loyal workers."

    The Burgerkomitee's members were exhausted, most keepingthe same hours as Gill—coming in at 7:30 a.m. and leaving at nineor ten at night, weekends too. Gill had at first taken weekends off;then he gradually lost interest in everything except the Stasi. It waseerie to be at Stasi headquarters at night. The Stasi compound islike a huge prison complex, with multiple locks and labyrinths ofshelves and the constantly orbiting doorless dumbwaiter-styleelevators called Paternosters (Our Fathers) for their rosarylike cir-cular movement. The committee members didn't know what theywould find in each room and half expected to open a door and findold Stasi generals with knives in their teeth. They were studentsand housewives suddenly put in charge of an organization that hadbeen all-powerful, all-malevolent. They were wandering around ahaunted house.

    I asked Gill if he had seen his own file. "I don't have one," hesaid. "And I didn't want to see the files of my father and brothers.Sometimes it's better to do this job at a distance. I'd run into parlia-mentary deputies who I knew were Stasi and found it hard to beobjective. The worst moments for me were finding files on highProtestant Church officials, two of whom I knew personally. I'mnot religious, but the Church is like a home for me. I wanted to tell

    my father, but I couldn't, of course. The biggest surprise was thebanality of the files. A lot of it was information you could get fromthe phone book. A lot of information about family, personal prob-lems. They knew so much, but they just couldn't work with it in theend. There was so much bureaucracy. Most of the informationnever left the office."

    "You came in as such an innocent," I said. "Was it hard to un-derstand why people informed?"

    He smiled sadly. "It was the other way around," he said quietly."We understood that very quickly—after all, we were workingwith people who were Stasi. They did it for money, an apartment inBerlin. My secretary had been working for a judge in Brandenburgand asked to go to Berlin to get a raise and an apartment. I foundsome cases of people informing because they needed to keep theirjobs. I understand—I could imagine doing that myself. Others saidthey wanted to change things, and the best way was through theStasi. Others wanted to improve Church-State relations with bettercommunication. All that we understood. We had to keep remind-ing ourselves to see the victim's problems." He seemed at that mo-ment a man of fifty.

    As the work of the Burgerkomitee progressed, politicians beganto argue that the Stasi files were too important to leave to enthusi-astic amateurs. (The same thing was happening in all aspects of EastGerman politics—the traditional dissidents were being discardedas hopelessly naive and soft.) In June 1990 the Volkskammer—the East German parliament—convened a special commission forthe Stasi records, chaired by Joachim Gauck, a Volkskammermember and dissident pastor from the town of Rostock. After ameeting with Gill, Gauck kept him on as head of the now-parlia-mentary committee. After unification Gauck would continue as thefiles' custodian, chief of what is universally referred to as theGauck Authority. Gill stayed as head of the investigations depart-ment, overseeing forty researchers, until the fall of 1991, when heleft for law school.

    Gauck was fifty-two when I first met him, a ringer for JamesGarner with a direct gaze and a taste for sharp double-breastedsuits. I liked him tremendously. In 1950, when he was ten, his fa-ther vanished; three years later word came back that he was alive

    and in Siberia. Every day in school, young Joachim stared up at thepicture of Stalin, his father's jailer, hanging at the front of the class-room. But he grew up a socialist, and only with the invasion ofCzechoslovakia did he begin to doubt the East German system. Henever joined the dissident organizations. "I didn't think they werevery effective," he told me at our second meeting. But in October1989 he began to preach antigovernment sermons at his Lutheranchurch in Rostock. "I stopped my normal pastoral work and did aspecial Thursday evening service, especially for groups of students,where we discussed news that wasn't in the newspaper."

    In March 1990 the Volkskammer voted to destroy the Stasi'shard disk of central records. "We had the feeling that reunificationwas coming and with it the CIA," said Carlo Jordan, my environ-mentalist dissident friend, who during that time was in the Round-table, the post-Wall congress of dissident and traditional politicalgroups that was essentially dictating the Volkskammer's policy."Now many people say it was a bad decision, but at the time wewere taking precautions against horrible things." The leftist dissi-dents didn't want the hard disk falling into the hands of the CIA orthe West German secret service, which they feared would continueto maintain files on the politically suspect. (A group of dissidentseven occupied the Stasi building when it appeared the files weregoing to be taken west.) The hard disk was erased, and with it thepossibility of fast access to Stasi information.

    The debate over the files reflected the political division in thenew East Germany. The East German dissidents were anarchic andsuspicious and didn't completely trust Gauck, who had supportedthem but was not one of them, especially in temperament. Gauckhad been chosen because he had worked with the dissidents andlater the Burgerkomitees—but also exuded Wessi confidence andefficiency. He never wore socks with sandals. The Wessis didn'troll their eyes when they saw him coming. The dissidents felt thateach spied-upon East German was the owner of his or her file andshould be permitted to go into the repository and take it home—not a copy but the whole file, leaving no copy. They worried that ifthe Americans or West Germans got the files, victims wouldbecome victims again. They worried that too many of the archivestaffers were Wessis.

    In the other corner was East Germany's interior minister, Peter-Michael Diestel, who wanted a general amnesty for all those con-nected with the Stasi and pushed to turn the files over to WestGerman intelligence. After unification Diestel tried to move thefiles to Koblenz, in the West, where Wessis were in charge.

    Gauck and David Gill were in the middle. In 1990 they wrote alaw governing the files' use, which with some modifications is stillthe law today. The Bundestag changed some of the details, givingthe German Federal Intelligence Service the right to ask Gauck formaterial from the archive and allowing journalists to publish spies'files. (In mid-1994, the Constitutional Court made it possible toban the publication of lists of informers, a la Rude Krdvo in theCzech Republic.) But Gauck got his list of basics: that the filesremain in East Germany in the hands of an independent authoritythat answers to no ministry or political party, that the archives'custodians be able to investigate the power structure of Party andStasi, and—truly revolutionary—that the victims be able to readtheir files.

    Later, as information embarrassing to West German politiciansbegan to leak out, many leaders—including Helmut Kohl—arguedthat the files should be closed. That would be a mistake. With onedaring kick the Germans had deactivated the bomb of the files.Opening the file to the victim greatly reduced the possibility ofblackmail; no one could threaten an informer with exposure, as hisvictim could already know everything. Victims and employers witha legitimate need to judge the people listed as informers could do sowith access to full information, rather than a single mark on a slipof paper. Most important, the law treats the victims of the Stasi asthinking citizens and owners of their own dossiers. "The effort tomake the Stasi files accessible is a continuation of efforts thatbegan with the street demonstrations: to return power and knowl-edge to the people," Gauck said. "It is a very modern law, nottreating the citizen as someone to be taken care of but as a separateentity. Making peace without truth is not satisfying."

    The Stasi files were opened on January 2, 1992. The Gauck Au-thority printed a hundred thousand copies of the application toview one's file. These ran out the first day, and the line to receive

    one stretched around the block of the commission's headquarters,a run-down building in central eastern Berlin. Upstairs Gauck oc-cupied a modern, stylish office with black chairs, a stone table, anda couch decked with brightly colored pillows. The rest of the build-ing was a wreck. The fake-wood floor was coming up and thegreen-and-white wallpaper peeling. Applicants receive a mailedreply two months to two years after turning in their form—the veryold, or those who suffered torture or exile, get the fastest replies.Those with files can read them in their regional office or the head-quarters in Berlin. The files come to them with the names of inno-cent third parties blacked over—a friend described as having adrinking problem or an affair, for instance. If the reader wantscopies, the authority makes them, blacking over all third-partynames.

    By November 1993 the Gauck Authority had received morethan 2 million requests to see files. The authority was hopelesslybehind, having filled about a third of the requests, mostly the easyones. By then it had sorted through only about 70 percent of theStasi documents. The rest of the files were still bundled in stringand newspaper and stacked in piles at Stasi headquarters, and therewere also microfilms, tapes, films, and audiotapes that hadn't beenexamined at all. At the time of unification, the Gauck Authorityhad 52 employees. By 1993 it had almost 3,500, and more wereurgently needed.

    When I visited, five people were sitting with their files in thereading room on the ground floor. It looked like a classroom, withschool chairs and long tables. A woman got up and strode outpurposefully. A couple was sitting with a fidgety small child. Somepeople with very long files come in every day for months on end.The Stasi collected so much material that it takes almost as long toread about one's experiences as it did to live them; eastern Ger-mans could spend the next twenty years of their lives reading aboutthe last twenty.

    Asking for a Stasi file is a fateful decision, sure to make the appli-cant sadder and wiser. There are the by-now-famous stories—dis-sident Vera Wollenberger, who as a member of the Bundestag wasone of the most influential in passing the law opening the files, readher own file with growing horror and disbelief, realizing that the
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    informer "Donald," who had given the Stasi the most private de-tails of her life, could be no one else than her husband. One youngman, Holgar T., found out from his file who had tipped off theStasi he was planning to escape, a tip that had cost him two years injail. He sued his informer, who was his own father. There were fewdissidents who had not been sold out by some close friend forthirty pieces of silver—or less. It was absurd how little it took attimes to make policemen out of the Germans, with their tend-ency—Wessis as well as Ossis—to mind other people's business.Sometimes the Stasi offered nothing more than the chance at pettypower and revenge on a rival, and that was enough.

    But reading one's Stasi file can also bring great comfort. UlrichSchacter, a newspaper editor, announced after reading his file thathe was going to write all his friends a thank-you letter; not one ofthem had informed. The files contain tales of cowardice and greedand depravity, but also of moral courage and of lives well lived.People—some people—did resist. Who would not choose to knowhis true friends?

    And not everyone listed in the file as an informer was a scoun-drel. Many informers reported tremendously harmful informationon close friends and family—without realizing it. The poison of theinformation in the files only sometimes reflected a correspondingevil on the part of its provider. The Stasi files reveal a system ofmad genius. Officials boasted that even the purest soul would even-tually turn into an informer, and they were nearly right.

    The Stasi periodically published guidelines for employees whodealt with informers—the spy equivalent of Hagen Koch's hand-books for border guards. The last edition, called "Guidelines forWorking with Unofficial Collaborators and Ideological Collabora-tors for Security," dates from 1979 and is sixty-seven pages long.The Stasi's organizational mania extended even to its use of thelanguage. On the twentieth anniversary of East Germany's found-ing the Stasi published a dictionary of its phrases. It is a dictionarythat could be found only here, compounding the linguistic absurdi-ties of German, of bureaucracy, and of communism into severalhundred pages of jargon. There are twenty-five pages defining dif-ferent kinds of informers alone. The entry for "Crimes Against theState" occupies more than two pages. The dictionary was the

    Stasi's attempt to standardize these phrases; Stasi officials wantedeveryone to talk as they did.

    In the 1960s the Stasi began to explore the uses of psychology totighten its hold on the East German public. "The Stasi got inter-ested in psychology because of its use by the CIA and other secretservices," said Klaus Behnke, an East Berlin psychologist whoworks with Stasi victims and studies Stasi methods. "Stasi officialswere scared they were missing something." The Stasi hired an armyof psychologists and trained them further at the Stasi University,the advanced school for Stasi officials in Potsdam. It was not justpsychology, but Marxist-Leninist psychology, designed to "fightpolitical enemy ideologies and the political-ideological distractionsof imperialism."

    Whatever that was, it seemed like one more attempt to catalogthe obvious, and an unusually silly one. Indeed, East Germany, likeother totalitarian regimes, had always used psychological pokesand prods to indoctrinate its citizens from birth: no child going tokindergarten was allowed to wave good-bye to Mommy, for exam-ple; everything was the collective, the collective, the collective.

    And in fact, the Stasi University courses and handbooks are aslaughable as the rest of the indoctrination library. There was theusual manual. There was a course for Stasi group leaders, the menwho supervised small groups of Stasi officials. I met one of the menwho had taught it, Jochen Girke, for coffee one morning. Girkewas a beefy man with combed-back gray hair and a mustache. Hetold me that the 140-hour course had gone through various waysStasi officials could recruit and maintain informers and how thoseinformers could win the confidence of their targets. "If a professorwho was an informer developed a relationship with a female stu-dent," Girke said, "we would call that a 'mutual-respect-and-grati-tude relationship.' Here's another example. We'd show aninformer how to make friends with dissident groups. He couldoffer his friends the use of a country house for a vacation and care-fully leave volumes of Solzhenitsyn lying around to create theproper impression."

    Despite its lapses into parody, however, the Stasi's use of psy-chology was indeed a science. No other spy organization had everused it as methodically as the Stasi or turned it to as evil a purpose.

    The Stasi asked the same question about every citizen of East Ger-many: Where-is our point of entry? What does the comrade need orlove or fear? Where are his frailties and emotional dependencies?This information became the basis of a plan to silence or destroy adissident or, more commonly, to recruit a new agent.

    The genius of the Stasi had nothing to do with political informa-tion. In fact, it was so intent on each splinter of public habit andthought that it missed the fact that the building was collapsing.That was in part because the Stasi paid little attention to politics.Practically no information in the Stasi files discussed East Ger-mans' political ideas. The dissident groups' politics were certainlynot secret information—just the opposite; dissidents publicizedtheir views all they could. But the Stasi was not interested. Politicalviews mattered only as a recruitment tool. Politics was a way toplay on the idealism of East Germans, their unusual—for thosewho lived under it—belief in communism. Wolfgang Templin,who later became one of the state's most hated enemies, was a loyalsocialist and a Stasi informer in college. "I was very aware of realproblems in the system, but I hoped they were due to the incompe-tence of individuals," he told me. "They came to me and said, 'Werespect your political opinion. We want to hear the critical opin-ions of university students. This is your chance to improve thingsand help us avoid mistakes.' "

    Templin worked for the Stasi for two years before quitting indisgust. He was typical of many informers in believing he was try-ing to change the system. Even most of the Stasi's top agents con-sidered themselves real dissidents. This was logical—the Stasi'smost important agents were those with direct contact with politicalor Church opposition leaders, so they were people in this circlethemselves. And contrary to the common expectation, most Stasiagents were not loyalists sent to infiltrate the opposition. Theywere genuine opposition activists the Stasi persuaded to inform.

    "Many people felt they were just 'speaking' with the Stasi," saidGauck. "A secret contact doesn't mean there were bad motivesinvolved. The Stasi was adept at drawing on good motives—thesewere the biggest successes—'My dear pastor, we all want good re-lations. We're all working for peace. Let's come together.' "

    Instead of openly assigning these informers destructive tasks,

    Stasi handlers frequently accomplished the same thing by lettinginformers believe they were using their Stasi contacts to help theopposition. The handler would let slip, for example, the tidbit thatpolice were planning to arrest all the participants in an upcomingdemonstration. The informer would then go back to his oppositiongroup and argue in favor of a more moderate protest—perhaps in aplaza instead of in front of Party headquarters. The informer couldbe proud of his contribution to the cause: he had saved his friendsfrom arrest.

    The Stasi psychologists taught handlers working with dissidentinformers to feign a gradual disillusionment with the regime, as ifthe dissident/informer was convincing them and, indeed, making adifference. It was typical for informers to consider the Stasi bad buttheir individual handlers good. One informer who sat down andtalked with her victims after the Wall fell told them that her Stasihandler "felt betrayed. I've seen him sit down and cry. He was justas much a tool as I was." There were, indeed, Stasi officials whogenuinely distanced themselves from the regime as a result of yearsof conversations with their informers. But the vast majority hadmapped out their political odysseys in advance, for their informers'benefit.

    Politics was only one of the Stasi's possible avenues to the EastGerman soul. The Stasi recruited children as young as six. "Theywould find a child in an unstable family and fill in the gaps in hisrelationships," said Behnke. "The Stasi man would come into theneighborhood and become a fixture. He might give the child pre-sents, offer him a listening ear any time of day or night, make himfeel secure." The child would tell him who came to the house, whatTV channels his parents watched, who their friends were. "Buteverything was interesting to the Stasi," said Behnke; there was nopiece of information they didn't find useful. "Their theory was thatsomething would emerge from so much paper. If you have a politi-cal system to defend, you have to control it."

    Stasi controllers brought their informers presents of bannedbooks. One informer's Stasi handlers cooked her a full-course Jap-anese meal. She was pregnant and her marriage was disintegrating,and her Stasi handlers served as "substitute fathers" for the child.Another informer said she liked being able to call the Stasi any time

    of day or night and find someone willing to talk about her prob-lems. Informers sometimes spent more time with their Stasi officersthan with their spouses, and usually the Stasi were the more atten-tive listeners.

    "What interested the Stasi was the psychological portrait of theperson being spied on, his character, his weaknesses—women, al-cohol," explained Werner Fischer, a Citizens' Rights activist.Fischer was the chief investigator of the Stasi files for Roundtable."Informers were not aware of this function. They'd go to meettheir Stasi officer and the officer would say casually, 'So how isJoe?' and the informer would answer, 'Well, Joe's been drinking alot lately.' It didn't seem like spying, but it was exactly what theywanted. Out of that they constructed plans to use Joe's drinking todestroy him. That was the meanest thing about the system—it cre-ated trust. Even the prison interrogators were specially selected. Ihad someone sympathetic, someone I knew before I was impris-oned. When I was expelled to England I found myself at Harrodsand unconsciously was looking for a tie for him. I was horrified—what a grotesque situation! I enjoyed discussing politics with him.From time to time I'd say, 'Another time and place I'd like to dis-cuss this,' and he'd say, 'Maybe there will be such a time.' Theyused my trust brutally. The same nice, sympathetic tie-wearingman had the job of getting me a ten-year sentence.

    "The informer's connection to his controlling officer was like afriendship," Fischer continued. "The officers were kind of fatherfigures. Out of this double bond came a schizophrenic situation.My friend who spied on me did not think he was really spying.We'd have normal conversations, and then he'd go to the con-spiratorial apartment and have a normal conversation with hisother friend, the Stasi controller."

    The informer could leave the meeting having refused to speak ofpolitics, satisfied he had told the Stasi nothing, while in fact it wasthe chitchat about the subject's drinking or family problems thatgave his handlers exactly what they needed to then blackmail him.The whole purpose of informers seemed to be to collect material torecruit new informers. Perhaps this was the idea: East Germanywould be safe only when every East German was Stasi, a chain ofpeople each informing on the others, 16 million long.

    The file brings your past to life. Here is a transcript of endear-ments whispered in the dark twenty-three years ago to a manwhose embrace has long been forgotten, and now, thanks to theStasi microphone hidden behind your nightstand, you can onceagain relive the passions of youth. Here is a list of your drinkingcompanions at the Cafe Beauregard pub in Prenzlauer Berg onMarch 27, 1974. How young you were! Could you really havedrunk nine glasses of beer and still said those clever things?

    And this re-creation comes with footnotes. Events acquire mean-ing. Siggi Schefke, an opposition activist I met in Dresden, told meof a woman he had dated who, he now knows, was an informer. "Imet her in 1987," he said. "When I read my file I will know if sheonly slept with me because she was Stasi. That's something I'd liketo know."

    A man saw in his file that the Stasi had sent postcards to hishouse from a fictional lover—"Dear Henry, our last meeting waswonderful. . ." No wonder his wife was so cold. Gerd and UlrikePoppe found that their marital difficulties were the fault of theStasi, which had sent men to seduce Ulrike and convinced the head-mistress of their son's school to turn their child against them.Heinz Eggert, a Lutheran pastor, had been ill, depressed, even sui-cidal. After reading his file he knows that the problem was not hishealth but the Stasi doctor who was poisoning him. Carlo Jordan,the penniless environmentalist, now realizes that some of hisfriends treated him badly because the Stasi spread the rumor thathe had a Swiss bank account into which the Stasi had paid a hun-dred thousand marks. Wolfgang Templin now has proof that itwas the Stasi who drove his family crazy. Every day forty or fiftypeople would knock at his door, answering the advertisement thefamily had supposedly placed in the paper to buy and sell much-craved but hard-to-find items: furniture, buckets of fish, packagesof condoms, crates of live chickens. Builders would show up:Where's that bungalow you need renovated? Traders would arrivewith carfuls of the yapping schnauzer puppies the Templins hadoffered so much money for. Hundreds of postcards would go outover Templin's signature, offering bargains on cars and electronicgoods. "Knock very loudly—my mother is deaf," said the ad. This
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    surreal comedy went on for years and was, of course, a productionof the Stasi.

    Barbel Bohley, the fragile, pixie-faced painter who was one ofthe most important opposition activists, told me a simple anecdote,which, she said, had been repeated every day. "The daughter ofKatja Havemann, a dissident, called her and said, 'All my money'sbeen stolen. The Stasi stole all my money.' Katja told her to gocheck in a certain box, and of course it was there. But you alwaysblame the Stasi first. It's like the devil in other societies. But it'strue—the Stasi caused marriages to fail, careers to end. It promoteddishonesty and played on the most negative aspects of human life.When I was reading my file, for the first time I was really glad EastGermany no longer exists. Up till then I always believed the systemcould have been reformed."

    Bohley knelt to light the coal stove in her apartment lost in time,in a building half abandoned, with torn art posters in the stairwell.I asked if she had been surprised by her file. "No, my intuition wasright," she said. "I know some who were quite shocked when theyread their files, but I had twenty-four volumes, and there were nosurprises. Once a girl I went to school with up till twelfth gradecalled me in 1985, saying she was in the neighborhood. She washere for an hour and we had coffee and cake. My son was here, andI introduced him—briefly, he didn't even sit down. I saw her re-port. She wrote it was obvious I loved my son, and as a result theStasi developed a package of measures to take him away, trying toprove I was neglecting him, portraying us as antisocial."

    Sometimes the files did not answer questions but raised them.On October 9, 1989—the day after a revered Mikhail Gorbachevleft Germany—a march took place in Leipzig that was perhaps themost important turning point of the demonstrations. Roughly sev-enty thousand people packed the Karl-Marx-Platz. The files revealthat more than half of them were Stasi, either officers or informers.They, of course, might have been true protesters as well as Stasi.But the other thirty thousand must now wonder whether they cameto the march of their own free will or in some mysterious way hadbeen sent. They must wonder whether free will existed at all in theperfect Communist society, where no one could possess even hisown thoughts.
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    Jorge Luis Borges's short story "The Lottery of Babylon" tells ofa lottery that began as a plain game of chance; barbers sold squaresof bone or parchment scratched with symbols. A drawing washeld, and the winner received coins. But the game was so dull thatBabylon lost interest—until someone thought of including unfa-vorable tickets. Now there were also losers who had to pay a fine.To enforce payment, the Lottery Company began to jail those whowould not pay. It was a poor city, and soon everyone chose jailrather than fines, so much so that the Company—it was now calledsimply the Company—eliminated the fines and began just to pub-lish jail sentences. Soon every free man in Babylon was automati-cally enrolled in the lottery. The Company began to work in secretand extend its reach: a drawing to determine each man's hour ofdeath, another drawing for the manner, yet another for the place. . . there were an infinite number of drawings. The Company'sagents became secret. If someone was murdered, the killer was,perhaps, carrying out the orders of the lottery. No one knew. Soonpeople began to argue over whether the Company was all-power-ful or had melted away, leaving fate in its place.

    8

    Official Exorcism

    The task of dealing with a less-than-glorious past, of waking upand wondering "How could we have?" has acquired such unfortu-nate prominence in German history that the Germans have not oneword for it, but two: Geschicbtsaufarbeitung, which means aworking through of history, and Vergangenbeitsbewdltigung, orthe business of getting the upper hand on the past.

    Until the end of East German communism, when Germansspoke of "the past" they meant one particular period: 1933 to1945, the Nazi era. The two Germanies went about dealing withthis past in radically different ways. But both denazifications ulti-mately failed: punishment of wrongdoers was incomplete and arbi-trary, nazism's ideas were only partially discredited, and neithersociety undertook an examination of fascism's spectacular successin winning over ordinary Germans. That failure now shadows at-tempts to work through a new past. More important, it laid thefoundation for East Germany's acceptance of a second totalitarian-ism. Today the risk of a third German totalitarian dictatorship inone century seems remote. But it seems prudent, to say the least,not to dismiss this risk entirely. A successful Geschichtsaufar-beitung is crucial to democracy's long-term health.

    In West Germany, denazification was first begun by the Left. Ineach city, groups of leftist "Antifas"—anti-Fascists—greeted enter-ing Allied troops, presenting the soldiers with lists of people to be

    purged and proposed replacements. In hundreds of companies, es-pecially large factories, local union councils fired the old managersand took control.

    In theory, the occupying Allied powers favored denazification.Their aims were to dismantle Germany's weapons complexes,break up large industries, extract war reparations, try war crimi-nals, and purge Nazis from public and important private positions.The Americans and British also emphasized re-education and thebuilding of a democratic political culture; France was more inter-ested in merely keeping Germany impotent.

    Denazification was the policy, but the leftist tilt of the Antifasmade the Allies uneasy. The Americans, especially, worried that itmight play into the hands of the newly menacing Soviet Union. Theworkers' councils were shut down, and the Allies took control ofdenazification.

    In its first year, Allied military governors attempted to detainand intern high-ranking Nazis and purge Nazi bureaucrats. Insteadof relying on the Antifas for advice, they consulted with conserva-tive sectors in German society such as clergy, which had, with afew notable exceptions, been complicit as well. Many of the Alliedofficials supervising the process, such as General George Patton,did not endorse denazification and did not carry it out. Local Ger-man officials often managed to persuade the purgers to exemptvaluable citizens. Denazification was erratic; Germans felt like vic-tims of their arbitrary occupiers. After a year the Allies stoppedtrying and turned denazification over to the Germans.

    The German process began with a questionnaire every adultGerman had to fill out (no questionnaire, no food coupons) detail-ing his or her property, wartime jobs, organizations, speeches,writing, travel, even voting preference. On the basis of the informa-tion, each compromised adult was placed into one of four catego-ries, ranging from One (Major Offender) to Four (Follower), andsummoned to appear before a local tribunal. In the U.S. Zone ofOccupation, which had 15 million inhabitants, 4 million weresummoned.

    Denazification was problematic, to put it gently. Each defendantwas presumed guilty as charged, and it was his job to convince thetribunal to move him to a category of lesser guilt. The use of tribu-

    nals opened the door to false accusations and the settling of neigh-borhood feuds. In theory each tribunal was to have been composedof one lawyer and two lay people, all active anti-Nazis. But it soonbecame evident that anti-Nazis were a precious commodity andthere were too few to fill the tribunals. Tribunal members oftenreceived threats, pressure, and bribes. They were so poorly paidthat corruption was common. Even Pastor Martin Niemoller, whohad spent seven years in camps for his anti-Nazi resistance, coun-seled his fellow clergy to stay off the tribunals.

    Since guilt was based on self-confession, it was laughably easy tolie on the forms and recruit friends to lie to the tribunal. Thousandsof people who had committed vicious acts of violence—even Ge-stapo members—were classified as Followers and received no pun-ishment. (The tribunals became known as "Follower factories.")Many Nazis were given reprieves because a town could not affordto fire its only school superintendent or judge.

    The logistics of holding 4 million hearings were overwhelming,and measure after measure was introduced to reduce their scope.Beginning in August 1946, a series of amnesties allowed first mostyoung people, then most poor and disabled, to go free. Even MajorOffenders could reclassify themselves as Followers and then, asFollowers, obtain amnesty. In the end, only 2.5 percent of Ger-mans were removed from their jobs. By attempting to judge every-one, denazification ended up exonerating the most guilty. The term"denazification," which had once meant purging German societyof Nazi influence, now meant the opposite: to be "denazified" wasto be whitewashed. Pay a fine, get denazified.

    Better designed, denazification could have done more to punishthe guilty and keep them out of positions of public trust. A smaller,more concentrated effort would have struck Germans as fairer andless arbitrary. It is unlikely, however, that any denazification couldhave helped Germans understand what they had done wrong. Thephilosopher Karl Jaspers said that perhaps a half-million Germanshad not collaborated in some way with national socialism, andthese tended to be residents of big cities. People in the typical Ger-man town or village—where every prominent or would-be promi-nent man had joined the Nazi Party and everyone else had at thevery least lent passive support to Hitler's policies—could not un-

    derstand what they had to atone for. Literally everyone they knewhad done the same thing. It was hard to explain to people that thisdid not absolve them. It seemed to them that they were paying forhaving lost the war. Denazification did not persuade people to con-front their guilt, because they did not feel guilty.

    To begin with, they did not know the full measure of what theywere supposed to be guilty of. Nazi racism and anti-Semitism wereknown to all, of course—for many, these features were Nazism'sbiggest draw. Many Germans, as well, knew that the Jews roundedup in their town were destined to die. But most did not know aboutthe horrors of Auschwitz, which stretched the limits of humancomprehension. Even the Nuremberg prosecutors had a hard timebelieving what the Nazis had done; how much harder such beliefwould have come to someone who had been a Nazi!

    The Nuremberg Tribunals were broadcast on the Allied-con-trolled radios and covered in the Allied-controlled newspapers. Butthe Germans, digging out from under the rubble and scroungingfor crumbs, had more important things to do than debate theirmoral complicity. When they did think about it, their conclusionswere sometimes disquieting. Their difficult circumstances madethem feel more like victims than evildoers. Although polls takenduring the Nuremberg trials showed that more than 94 percent ofGermans thought the trials were fair, the vast majority were firmlyconvinced that the guilt stopped with these high-ranking officials.

    Perhaps the single most significant statement of responsibilitycame from the leaders of the Protestant Church, spurred by PastorMartin Niemoller, who had spent seven years in Sachsenhausenand Dachau camps. In October 1945 this group—the very people,of course, with the least complicity—wrote the Stuttgart GuiltConfession: "We have caused immeasurable suffering in variouscountries and peoples. Even if we fought against the awful ideologyof National Socialism, we accuse ourselves of not confessing morecourageously, not praying more devotedly, not believing morecheerfully, and not loving more urgently." When the pastors readthe statement in church, they found congregations offended at thepresumption they had anything to feel guilty for and fearful thatsuch breast-beating would serve to justify repression of Germans inthe eastern territories. The city of Lotte had been planning to pre-

    sent Niemoller with the key to the city; after the Guilt Confessionwas read out, the offer was withdrawn.

    A different set of problems plagued the denazification of high-ranking officials. The International Military Tribunal at Nurem-berg tried twenty-two defendants and eight organizations such asthe SS and the Gestapo. Nineteen of the defendants and half theorganizations were convicted. Subsequent Nuremberg trials beforeAmerican military tribunals brought twelve cases against 182 de-fendants, including members of the roaming death squads, or Ein-satzgruppen, doctors who had experimented on concentrationcamp inmates, Nazi judges, and industrialists.

    But the Nuremberg trials, as well as denazification in general,came to an abrupt end. Although deep denazification was officialU.S. policy, many of those running the policy did not support it.They wanted to rebuild German industry, and fast, to counter thegrowing Soviet menace. They were also men comfortable doingbusiness with the Nazis. In The Splendid Blond Beast, journalistChristopher Simpson documents how U.S. policy toward Germanywas shaped largely by investment bankers heavily involved in Hit-ler's prewar Germany. U.S. investment in Germany, negligible dur-ing the unstable Weimar Republic, skyrocketed with the ThirdReich's economic boom, rising 48.9 percent between 1929 and1940. (During that time, U.S. investment in Britain rose 2.6 per-cent.) Two of the American Establishment's most influential mem-bers, Allen and John Foster Dulles, who became, respectively, CIAdirector and secretary of state under Eisenhower, before the warhad been attorneys in the firm of Sullivan and Cromwell. Amongtheir clients was Deutsche Bank, and the law firm closed its Berlinoffice only in 1938. William Draper, chief of the economic divisionof the Allied Control Council—the central government occupyingGermany—was a partner in the investment banking firm Dillon,Read & Co. and before the war had been an officer at a holdingcompany that Dillon, Read ran for investing in Nazi Germany.After the war, Draper considered denazification naive and counterto U.S. foreign policy interests and those of the business commu-nity, and he simply refused to administer it.

    In March 1947 the United States launched the Marshall Plan,which included massive aid to German industry and necessarily

    meant working with many industrialists who had been Hitler'sleading supporters. By the next year even the semblance ofdenazification had ended. President Harry Truman cut off moneyfor the Nuremberg proceedings. In June 1950 the Korean Warbegan, and with it the division of the world into two was sealed.Germany was once again needed as a U.S. ally. Four months later,John McCloy, U.S. high commissioner for Germany, lifted thelimit on German steel production. On January 30, 1951, McCloycompleted a review of the Nuremberg decisions. He commuted tenof fifteen death sentences—including that of one Einsatzgruppendeath squad officer who had admitted to killing 1,500 Jews—andreduced the sentences of sixty-four of the seventy-four others con-victed, including every industrialist. Alfried Krupp, sentenced totwelve years' imprisonment for the Krupp empire's use of slavelabor at Auschwitz, was released after three years, his holdingslargely untouched. On the morning of his release he held a cham-pagne breakfast. In 1957 he would appear on the cover of Time,named as the "wealthiest man in Europe—and perhaps theworld."

    The United States' flip-flops further discredited denazification inthe eyes of Germans, who already opposed the process. KonradAdenauer, the chancellor of the new Federal Republic, had beenpressuring McCloy to grant clemency to those convicted. Afterdoing so, McCloy received more than a thousand letters from Ger-mans complaining he had not been lenient enough.

    Prodded by the Allies, the Germans made some amends. Thegovernment has paid more than 85 billion marks in war repara-tions, indemnifications for seized property, and pensions. Someconcentration camp survivors still receive small monthly checkstoday. In 1952 Adenauer paid 3 billion marks in reparations to thenew state of Israel and during the late fifties and early sixties paid abillion marks to other victim nations. Reparations paid to individ-ual Nazi victims, however, did not match the generosity of the pen-sions paid to Nazi officials and their families. German courtsstripped many former prisoners of their reparations because theydemonstrated leftist sympathies. Families of anti-Nazi resistancefighters received nothing, as did most non-Jewish camp survivorssuch as Gypsies, who lacked the political clout of Jews.

    In 1958, as the Soviet Union began to release German prisonersof war, publicity about their atrocities sparked Germany to beginseventeen war crimes trials. Later the Justice Ministry set up a cen-tral office for collecting evidence of Nazi crimes. These trials weredesigned to do what the international tribunals could not: to allowGermans themselves to create a record of Nazi crimes and stampthem with the state's moral condemnation. Their mere existencewas remarkable—few states hold extensive trials of their own citi-zens for atrocities committed against foreigners. But they met theirgoals only in part.

    The most publicized trial was of Auschwitz guards, held inFrankfurt in 1964. "The Auschwitz trial was the event for my gen-eration," said Bernhard Schlink, a law professor now in his forties."It was our first concrete exposure—for many teachers historyended in 1933 and many families didn't talk about it at all. Thetrial was more important as public education than as a legalevent."

    The last of these trials, of camp guards at Majdanek, did not enduntil 1981. By then the prosecution had trouble finding witnesseswith clear memories. The trial lasted more than five years. Therewas considerable public sympathy for the defendants, who wereold and had spent decades as "good Germans," and judges treatedeven many mass murderers as mere "accomplices" of Nazi leaders.

    In total Germany has brought 85,882 cases to trial for Nazicrimes since the war but obtained fewer than 7,000 convictions.Only 157 defendants received life sentences, and 12 were executed.Many got just a few years for horrible massacres, often averaging aday or two in jail for each murder.

    West German efforts to settle accounts with the past seemed, atworst, a dish cooked for international consumption and, at best,one side of a schizophrenic policy. Auschwitz's infamous Dr. JosefMengele returned to his family's house after the war and livedthere for a year, and was not arrested. In May 1951 West Germanyinstituted the "131 Law," a de facto amnesty giving everyone whohad been dismissed from public office the right to return to publiclife. There was even a quota system: agencies that failed to hire therequired number of ex-Nazis were fined for noncompliance. ManyNazis received their exoneration certificates just in time to join the

    new government. Adenauer appointed several Nazis to prominentoffice. His military adviser, Field Marshal Albert Kesselring, cameto the job upon release from imprisonment for war crimes. HansGlobke, who had coauthored the Nazi racial laws and the emer-gency legislation giving Hitler dictatorial power, became one ofAdenauer's closest advisers. In 1966, Kurt-Georg Kiesinger be-came chancellor; he had been a member of the Nazi Party fortwelve years.

    In the German legal system judges were considered little morethan civil servants; their job was to execute the law, not question it.The Third Reich's judges executed Nazi laws with dogged loyalty.They meted out 26,000 death sentences—for such crimes as havingsex with Jews or stealing and selling clothing ration coupons. In thewhole city of Bremen, American occupiers found only two judgeswith clean records. Judges were free to resign during the ThirdReich; not a single judge went to a concentration camp or even losta pension for leaving the Nazi bench. But postwar German courtsdid not put a single Nazi judge on trial. Judges used the defensethat they had believed in Nazi law and thought it valid to apply,and that kept them out of court.

    In 1970 about 7,500 judges—fully half the country's bench—were still Third Reich holdovers. In Hamburg, seventeen of thejudges who had presided over the Nazis' infamous Race Law trialswere still alive after the war. Eleven were rehired to the bench.Other public servants won acquittal with the same defense—German law considered the most loyal Nazis the most innocent. In1976 Dr. Hans Puvogel, who had advocated the killing of "inferiorbeings," was named minister of justice in Lower Saxony. When ajudge made the information public, it was the judge, not Puvogel,who was punished—for lacking proper respect for his superior. Ingeneral, the Germans who had to hide their activities were no lon-ger the Nazis but those who had stirred up trouble by serving onthe denazification tribunals.

    The official pronouncements of the federal government, whilecondemning national socialism, were careful to exempt ordinaryGermans, who were treated as victims of nazism and not its sup-porters. In school Germans were taught that the blame belonged toHitler alone. Their schoolbooks treated Nazi crimes in the most

    general and superficial language, while giving detailed accounts ofthe Allied bombing of Dresden and the German army's heroic suf-france of the Soviet winter. Some history books did not even men-tion the Third Reich. After an outbreak of Nazi incidents in 1959and 1960, when swastikas once again appeared on building walls,textbooks were revised to treat the Nazi era more fully. "Peoplerewrote their biographies and believed the new version," said lawprofessor Schlink. "In my field many teachers were active duringthe Third Reich and wrote horrible things. When my generation ofthe 1960s asked them about it, they had the most surprising expla-nations—that, for example, they had praised the state to uphold itas opposed to the Party. They believed those explanations." His-tory for the Germans was a process not of remembering the pastbut of forgetting it.

    Yet in the end the shame of Auschwitz was too great—if not forthe Nazi generation, then for their children. The trial of Auschwitzguards in 1964 had impact in part because Germany was, for thefirst time, receptive to such news. German students rebelled inFrankfurt and Berlin in the 1960s just like students were doing inParis and Berkeley. All over the world students called their parents"fascists," but in Germany there was one great, whopping differ-ence. The 1968 student movement in Germany was directed at thecrimes, and the silence, of the previous generation. When these stu-dents reached adulthood they stuffed the school curriculum full ofthe Third Reich's crimes. They instituted a culture of questioningand rebellion, breaking the German tradition. They talk about theNazis; at times it seems they talk about little else.

    And now their children rebel against them. West German teen-agers today seem tired of hearing about the Holocaust and see noreason to feel guilty for something that took place two generationsago. The explosion of neo-Nazi violence—which is primarily aWest German, not East German, phenomenon—reveals the mon-sters lurking under the glassy surface of German democracy. A re-cent poll of students showed that almost a third were "thoroughlyxenophobic or prone to xenophobic ideas" and that 13 percent arepolitically close to a Fascist group. Thirty-five percent of school-children believe that Germany should include what the Nazisquaintly referred to as the "eastern territories"—parts of Poland

    and Czechoslovakia. The Germans cling to an idea of citizenshipbased on blood; Germanness is almost a racial definition, and out-siders need not apply. A Turk whose family has lived in Germanyfor three generations cannot attain citizenship except through themost extraordinary effort, while anyone with German heritagewho has never set foot in the country is automatically granted it.The truth is, German democracy has never been tested in badtimes. Germany's failure to include the idea of personal responsi-bility in its Geschicbtsaufarbeitung bears much of the blame forGerman intolerance today.

    But these are hard times for tolerance all over; racial violence isrising all over the world, including in the United States and the restof Europe. Italy in 1995 had neo-Fascists in its governing coalition;in France the anti-immigrant rightist Jean-Marie Le Pen draws 17percent of the vote. Britain and France might have worse records ofanti-immigrant violence than Germany. We don't know; as the vic-tims are not foreigners but citizens, the governments don't keepspecial statistics on these crimes.

    Germany today is one of the world's most solid democracies; infifty years it has transformed its political culture. Somethingworked. Perhaps, despite its flaws, denazification was sufficient,forcing old Nazis to masquerade as democrats for long enough thatthe charade became real. Perhaps it was the completeness of Ger-many's defeat: the shattered Germans had to rebuild from zero,under the tutelage of the West. Perhaps the Germans' military ruindestroyed the myth of their superiority and took away their tastefor further military adventure. Perhaps a modern, thriving econ-omy brought pressures for political modernization and producedloyalty to a new, democratic regime. Perhaps, simply, a generationwent by. For some reason the totalitarian mentality was purged,even though some totalitarians remain.

    In the Soviet Zone of Occupation—later East Germany—denazification was paradoxically both more thorough and moresuperficial. The Nazi totalitarians were purged, but the totalitarianmentality continued. Nazi teachers and civil servants were fired.Judges could keep their jobs only if they could prove they had beenin the anti-Nazi resistance; of 1,129 judges at the war's end, only

    10 remained by 1947. They were replaced by "people's judges"—the qualification being a primary school degree and the endorse-ment of a local Communist group. Later these judges were trainedin Communist law and ideology in six- to nine-month crashcourses. The Soviet military government tried 16,500 people forNazi war crimes, sending 12,800 to penal or labor camps. (In thedenazification tribunals of the West right after the war, by con-trast, 9,600 were sentenced to serve time in prison or labor camps.)Important Nazis were interned in camps—along with Social Dem-ocrats, liberals, and others who opposed the Communist Party—and tens of thousands died there. Some of these camps, such asBuchenwald, had been Nazi concentration camps as well, and afew unfortunates suffered in them under both regimes.

    The East German-Soviet policy toward East Germany's Naziswas based on one criterion: What served the interests of the Com-munist Party? Party leader Walter Ulbricht, busy purging SocialDemocrats, welcomed many little Nazis into the SED; they haddemonstrated obedience, a quality the Party valued, and in case ofdisobedience they could be blackmailed with their past. The gov-ernment maintained that aside from judges, the purges wouldfire only those who had been active Nazis. This gave the purgesa loophole, allowing Soviet and SED officials to retain in theirjobs people who were particularly valuable—or particularlycompliant—even if they had never publicly renounced their Naziviews. Officially, slightly more than half a million Nazis were dis-missed from their jobs before an August 1947 blanket amnesty. (Inthe American Zone in the West, which had about the same popula-tion as East Germany, about 375,000 were dismissed before theamnesties began.)

    The government did nothing to encourage citizens to confronttheir collaboration. Fascism was seen as the ultimate manifestationof capitalism, and since East Germany was socialist, it was by na-ture anti-Nazi, and nothing more needed to be said about it. (At thesame time, however, the Party copied the rest of the East Bloc instaging show trials of Jews and those with pro-Jewish sympathies.)"Fascism's mass base was never discussed," said Wolfgang Tem-plin, the dissident activist. "There was no talk of why people sup-ported it, how little resistance there was. Many of those people just

    accepted the new system after 1945—there's some truth in the ex-pression 'red-painted Fascists.' " It went further; at the Sachsen-hausen concentration camp an hour's drive north of Berlin, theEast German government had hung twenty flags representing thenations of Nazism's victims. One of the flags was East Germany's.

    The day I met Hagen Koch, the Stasi culture officer and collectorof border guard training materials, we sat down in the cafe of theCheckpoint Charlie Museum and he began to describe his old ca-reer. Here was a man on intimate terms with the decidedly Westernart of self-promotion; he was on TV shows daily—and getting paidwell for it—to wave around the documents he had written or usedand to discuss the criminality of the system he had been part of. Hepresented me with his folder of press clippings just seconds aftershaking my hand.

    And yet he could not free himself from his old country's jargon."I taught them revolutionary songs," he said of his work with theborder guards. "I showed them movies about the victory of theRed Army in the Great Patriotic War. I—"

    I interrupted him. "What did you call it?"

    "The Great Patriotic War."

    That is the Soviet term for World War II. I paused. "Let me askyou, did you win the war or lose it?"

    "We were with the winners, of course!" he said. "Our state wasthe political heir to the Communists who resisted the Nazis."

    "In the East we were the good Germans," said Father Durste-witz, who counsels former border guards. "So no one had to dealwith the question of individual responsibility. It's not only borderguards who have problems with it. The whole society was based onjustifying inaction."

    The last thing the East German government wanted after thewar, of course, was a public discussion about the role of the indi-vidual in a totalitarian society. Just the opposite—the new dicta-torship needed unquestioning, pliable subjects. Indeed, the EastGerman regime later borrowed Nazi indoctrination techniques.Films of Communist torchlight parades and rallies show throngs ofyoung people dressed in white packed into plazas and stadiums,roaring their lines with a clenched-fist salute. They bear an eerieresemblance to the Nazi rallies.

    Both East and West Germany, in different ways, allowed theircitizens to exempt themselves, blaming Nazism either on their lead-ers or on citizens of what had become a foreign country. This wasthe greatest failure of both nations' efforts to deal with the past.

    All totalitarian nations depend to some extent on the acceptanceof the public. Even Nazi rule depended on the compliance of in-dividuals. Very few people defied Hitler, but those who did savedlives. In the rare cases in which clergymen protested the euthanasiaprogram, it was postponed. When leaders of occupied countriesrefused to carry out deportations of Jews, as happened in Den-mark, Bulgaria, and Italy, German officials did not press the issueand the policy was slowed, saving thousands.

    This was also true under communism. Not that East Germanscould have overthrown their government—only with Gorbachevdid the end of communism become possible. But if Germany hadenjoyed a critical mass of rebels, as Poland had, East German com-munism would have been far more humane. The ordinary citizenswho informed for the Stasi, fired ideologically suspect employees,and taught schoolchildren Party drivel were an indispensable partof the repressive machine.

    Albrecht Wetzel, a twenty-five-year-old student in East Berlinand member of David Gill's Biirgerkomitee, spent months in 1990reading through tens of thousands of collaborators' files. He cameaway from this immersion in evil believing that each collaboratorhad had a choice—sometimes a difficult choice, but a choice. "Itwasn't true that you couldn't do anything," he said. "People needto know what the system was, what they did, the specifics, to seethat they can say 'No' instead of saying T'm so little, I can do noth-ing.' But if someone comes around to ask about your neighbor, andyou can get some benefit, you shrug and say 'Why not?' TypicallyGerman."

    "You mean typically human?"

    "No," he said firmly. "Here it's more."

    "The normal German character has been reinforced here," saidTemplin. "We had a servant mentality in the East. We should be-ware lest it be used again under a different government."

    But the way Wetzel and Templin speak of East German com-plicity does not reflect the way the average East German sees the

    past forty years. "It's just like after the Nazis," said Gotz Aly, awriter for the West Berlin daily Tageszeitung and a scholar ofdenazification. "People feel sorry for themselves. No one feelsguilty."

    This myth of innocent victimhood—a Lebensliige, or lie thatstructures one's life—is in some ways harder to deflate than fiftyyears ago. Unlike under Hitler, the people who suffered at thehands of East German communism really were East Germans. Andalthough most were pillars of the system in addition to victims, it isnatural for people to focus only on their suffering and not on theircomplicity. Most learned to live with the system, but most alsoresented it—only communism needed a Wall. Communism's impo-sition from abroad also undercut people's sense of responsibility; amillion Soviet troops on German soil served as a constant reminderof the cost of defiance. Germans' activities under communism, inaddition, were more benign than under Hitler. Most people'schoices under communism were not evil but simply human. Was itwrong to vote in the essentially one-party East Germany? Ninetypercent of the nation did. Was it wrong to join the SED so yourchildren could study in a good school? It is hard to see at whatpoint in the system the evil creeps in, and yet millions of noncrimi-nal choices added up to a criminal state.

    In another way, however, East Germans today face far morepressure than postwar Germans to examine their consciences, andthat pressure comes from communism's real victims: the relativesof the dead, the survivors of Stalinist torture or internment camps,those jailed, fired, and exiled for their political activities. After thewar no Holocaust victims existed in Germany to puncture Ger-mans' myths about the Nazi regime and remind them of their guilt;they were either far away in displaced persons' camps or Americaor Palestine or had disappeared altogether. Today, the only reasonfor any attempt at all to deal with the past is that almost every EastGerman harbors at least a few grievances against communism, andfor those who really suffered, dealing with the past is not just aninterest—it dominates their lives.

    In dealing with the twin responsibilities of a new democracy—tothe dictatorship's victims, and to the nation's future—Germany is

    a special case. Its history sets it apart from all other nations andadds unusual urgency to its task of constructing a democratic polit-ical culture. But Germany also enjoys great privileges. Many coun-tries emerging from dictatorship must constantly look over theirshoulder for a return of the Communists or the generals, or a swingto dangerous nationalism. East Germany, swallowed by a rela-tively stable and healthy democracy, has no such fears and does notneed to tread softly lest it rouse the dragons. In addition, the Ger-mans possess a great advantage not found in Chile, Chad, or Po-land: money. Germany has the resources to conduct fair andspeedy trials, to catalog and manage the secret police files, and torun civic education programs for its citizens.

    Germany's advantages give it the luxury of tailoring its attemptsat Geschichtsaufarbeitung to its particular needs. The most press-ing is to do what denazification did not: to prevent totalitarian-ism's return by encouraging ordinary Germans to examine theirown complicity. Unfortunately, Germany's attempts to deal withthe Communist past have largely been clumsy and ill conceived,provoking resentment, anger, and a sense of victimization—the re-sponses least likely to help reach this goal.

    It was inevitable that Germans would turn to lustrace to purgethe government of people with Stasi or old Communist links. Ho-necker had disappeared from the East German TV news, but peo-ple who had been Stasi informers and local Party officials were stillaround and had to be dealt with every day at work and in thecorner pub. They were the petty scoundrels, but, as the direct linkbetween Stasi and victim, they came to embody its evils. UnlikeHonecker, most had long careers still ahead of them. That theyshould keep the jobs and privileges that had been the fruits of theircorruption not only seemed unfair, it was an unfairness that vic-tims were reminded of daily.

    What was surprising about the German purges was the extent oftheir injustice. German lustrace is quite different from the Czechform. For the big fish the German version is far superior—moresubtle and less subject to political manipulation. But the ordinaryparticipants in the East German system—the teachers, Stasi secre-taries, and janitors, people who lack the connections and educa-tion to  rebuild their lives—do not receive the considerations

    enjoyed by their more powerful compatriots. While in the CzechRepublic purges leave the low-ranking people untouched, in Ger-many any Stasi employee and many other tiny gears in the greatmachine suffer a fifteen-year ban on holding public-sector jobs—ineffect, fifteen years of unemployment—with either an unfair hear-ing or no hearing at all.

    Lustrace has claimed the careers of some of East Germany'shighest-ranking politicians, including Lothar de Maziere, theChristian Democrat who was premier of East Germany from April1990 until unification. Two months after unification the GauckAuthority found information that de Maziere, by then ministerwithout portfolio to Chancellor Kohl, had for eight years been aStasi agent with the code name "Czerny." De Maziere, arguingthat his Stasi contact had come only through his work as a lawyer,resigned.

    This is what lustrace is supposed to do, of course, as long as it isdone fairly. And the German official who is lustrated is treatedmuch more fairly than his Czech counterpart, because of two maindifferences: the process involves more information, and it does notmandate firings. If a lustrated person in Germany has a file as aStasi informer, the Gauck Authority sends his employer or pro-spective employer—in de Maziere's case, the relevant federal min-ister—not a simple "A," "B," or "C" pronouncement of guilt, as inthe Czech Republic, but a chunk of the file. While in the CzechRepublic the sole existence of a file means the informer must befired from a high-level job, in Germany the distinctions are not soblack and white. Employers can read Stasi officials' evaluation ofthe informer, his contract, payment receipts if there are any, andsamples of the informer's reports. Employers can read why an in-former went to work for the Stasi and how enthusiastically hetreated his job. One can largely tell whether the informer was areluctant blackmail victim who really sought to tell little and hurtno one or a vicious scoundrel trafficking in the lives of his friendsand colleagues. An employer may use the information as hechooses. The Stasi file becomes one more piece of data to take intoaccount, like recommendations, job experience, or academic de-grees. It is not an automatic trigger for dismissal.

    German lustrace, therefore, allows for human weakness; the

    hapless object of blackmail who wrote down the license plates ofcars visiting his neighbor may keep his job. The more extensive useof information also helps mitigate the secret police's tendency toexaggerate or invent agents. The case of none other than JoachimGauck is one illustration. In 1988 a Stasi captain visited Gauck inRostock and wrote that Gauck had been "pleasantly surprised" bythe visit and agreed to persuade young people in his church not toflee west. The captain recommended that Gauck be assigned a Stasihandler. Under the Czech system this could be enough to brandGauck StB-positive. But a fuller transcript (which was published inDie Welt newspaper in 1991) exonerates him. Nothing in the con-versation indicates any positive feeling for the Stasi—indeed,Gauck criticizes the organization rather harshly. As for his "task,"most East German dissidents agreed with the Stasi that peopleshouldn't leave; they wanted activists to stay and fight. And Gauckwas polite to his Stasi officer because he is polite to everyone. He isnot a man who slams doors.

    Another advantage is that the German files are much less subjectto political manipulation. While in the Czech Republic there isnothing to keep Interior Ministry officials from falsely accusingtheir political opponents of collaboration by simply writing a sin-gle letter on a slip of paper, in Germany they would have to fabri-cate an entire file. And the files are kept not by the InteriorMinistry but by the Gauck Authority, which has maintained itsindependence. The Germans never compiled the massive list ofagents that was published, with so many inaccuracies, in the CzechRepublic. And blackmail is less likely because the victims and em-ployers can read the files.

    The accused in Germany also enjoy more due process. Germancourts are better prepared than Czech courts to hear lawsuitsquickly. And an accused informer usually doesn't need to go tocourt to read the material damning him.

    Under the German system, debate centers less on rumors of per-fidy and more on the big questions: What was correct behavior?How much contact could you have with the system before youbecame part of it? What were citizens' moral responsibilities? Jour-nalists can receive the complete files of Stasi informers—with theusual exception that third-party names are blacked out. Whereas

    in the Czech Republic wild lists of supposed agents appear with nobacking evidence, Germans can debate their leaders' Stasi involve-ment armed with chunks of their files.

    Take the case of Manfred Stolpe, now governor of Brandenburg,under communism the chief officer of East Germany's ProtestantChurch. In Czechoslovakia, Stolpe would have received an StB-positive certificate with the single letter "B"; the Gauck Author-ity's report on Stolpe's activities was sixty-one pages long, plusannexes. It showed that Stolpe met with Stasi officials hundreds oftimes over three decades. Stolpe argues that he humanized the re-gime and lessened persecution; critics like Barbel Bohley accusehim of participating in repression, pure and simple. Stolpe's sup-porters and adversaries picketed the Brandenburg parliament andattacked one another in the press. The argument was loud and oc-casionally vicious—but it was exactly the kind of argument lus-trace should produce. This tension exists; keeping it bottled up isunhealthy. A public well informed about Stolpe's history debatedthe true complicity of those who talked to the Stasi. WhetherStolpe resigns or not (in mid-1994 he won a landslide re-election asgovernor), lustrace worked.

    But German lustrace has flaws as well. The existence of theGauck Authority means that the government cannot falsely tar itspolitical opponents, but it does not prevent politicized manipula-tion of real material. And while opening the files makes it easier tocatch the invented agents, the innocent can still be accused. Oneex-Stasi officer I spoke with told me he had had contacts whohadn't known they were listed as informers. They hadn't evenknown, in fact, that he was with the Stasi; he had called himself apoliceman or journalist. "There was someone I asked several timesto work for us, and she always refused," he said. "But in the courseof our discussion, she gave me information inadvertently. I quotedher as a source and filed her name as an informer for accountingpurposes, code name and all." This woman's file can be read by hervictim and employer. Journalists can even publish it, as those listedas informers have no privacy rights.

    These blemishes are serious ones, but in general the German lawis a great improvement over the Czech in how it treats thosescreened. The overwhelming problem with the German law, how-

    ever, is its scope. Here lustrace has the subtlety of a flamethrower:all civil service workers in the "new states'' can be banned fromtheir jobs for fifteen years if they were Stasi informers or employ-ees. The civil service in Germany is huge, encompassing academics,teachers, judges, letter carriers, janitors in government buildings—millions of ordinary workers. The zealousness of the process variesfrom state to state. In Brandenburg many Stasi employees are stillworking as police, whereas in Saxony anyone in the public servicewho was employed by the Stasi—even Stasi bus drivers and Stasicafeteria potato peelers—is fired practically automatically. Thecity of Berlin even purged street cleaners who had worked for theStasi. Manfred Stolpe can be governor of Brandenburg, but hecould not drive a tram in Saxony.

    This opens the way to great injustice. One could argue, as theCzechs do, that former Stasi informers lack the moral qualifica-tions to be government ministers, but this is hardly a reason to firepostal clerks. Also, while the minister can likely land on his feet inthe private sector, where can a kindergarten teacher go for the nextfifteen years? High-level officials, furthermore, have a slim chanceof keeping their jobs if they have some unique qualification. Atleast they get the opportunity to argue the case for their usefulness.Ex-Stasi generals are making 3,000 marks a month in consultingfees with the Gauck Authority, while Stasi laundresses have to re-tire on a pension of 800 marks. And the laundresses have nochance to defend their jobs, and no special skills to offer even ifthey could.

    This is particularly deplorable because German lustrace couldhave been much more cautious and selective. The Germans are,after all, rich. The Gauck Authority in 1992 employed nearly3,500 people and had a budget of 203 million marks. Surely Ger-many has the resources to sponsor thorough and fair hearings forStasi bus drivers and elementary school teachers as well as for itstop politicians. In addition, one of the main purposes of lustrace inthe Czech Republic—protecting the country from continued perni-cious Communist influence—does not exist in Germany. Indeed,West Germany's tutelage has ensured that practically no one fromthe East has any influence, Communist or not.

    Unification endowed lustrace with West German resources and

    traditions and removed the Red Menace panic that has led to un-fairness elsewhere. But ironically, unification is also the reason forthe German purges' appalling scope. Because East Germany wasswallowed by the West, there is a surfeit of qualified people whoare more than happy to take the jobs of those deemed morallyunfit. If Czechoslovakia and Poland had purged their judges, mailclerks, and teachers, there would be no one to run their courts, postoffices, and schools. Germany's problem is exactly the reverse:there are too many bureaucrats and teachers. The unstated reasonbehind German lustrace is that it helps solve this problem. Theunemployment rate in the "new states" in mid-1992 was close to40 percent. Why shouldn't jobs go to people who hadn't made themoral compromises and enjoyed the advantages of working for theStasi? The perks of good connections, access to information, andhigh base salaries for calculating pensions left Stasi workers a leg-acy of continued privilege. Firing them was a form of affirmativeaction, spreading the advantages around.

    Many Stasi informers and hack teachers and judges deserved tolose their jobs, but few East Germans failed to notice that thesejobs were a bonanza for unemployed Wessis. The invasion of theWest German professionals has been a bitter farce for East Ger-mans. Sixty out of seventy new professors hired at the HumboldtUniversity in Berlin have been Westerners. This takeover has beeneven more surreal in the remoter states. Top Western executivesactually received hardship pay to lure them to brave Thuringia andSaxony's terrible roads, apartments, and telephones. The averageWestern professional working in the East makes 65 percent morethan an Ossi would in the same job. In some places, Western pro-fessors and businessmen earn five times the salaries of their Easterncolleagues. Some go home to the West on weekends, living in ho-tels and communing among themselves at the hotel bar during theweek, like Belgians in Kinshasa. Some even live in the West and flyeast to their jobs every morning.

    This colonization, however, was in some ways inevitable. High-level Wessis are generally more qualified than their Eastern coun-terparts, at least by West Germany's standards, which are the onlyones that matter now. At least these top-level firings were carriedout on an individual basis.

    The purges of ordinary workers, by contrast, were arbitrary andmassive. Germany has a precedent for excessive enthusiasm in po-litical firings of civil servants. In 1972 West Germany instituted theBerufsverbot, or professional ban, which barred from the civil ser-vice people who supported "anti-Constitutional groups." The lawtechnically affected both Fascists and Communists, but it was re-ally designed to keep sixties radicals out of teaching jobs. Eightypercent of those blacklisted were members of the CommunistParty, which was then and still is a legal political party sworn touphold the democratic order. Its members could serve in the Bun-destag but not drive buses. (This was typical. Germany has severallaws restricting the rights of those who advocate "undemocratic"political systems. They have usually been applied to Nazi and neo-Nazi groups reluctantly or not at all and to Communists with zealcompletely disproportionate to the threat.)

    The Unification Treaty opened the door to a second professionalban. It stated that public-sector workers may be fired if they hadworked for the Stasi "and because of this seem unacceptable forcontinued employment."

    "This 'may' was treated as a 'must,' " said Wolfgang Betts, aWest Berlin labor lawyer who filed dozens of lawsuits on behalf offormer Stasi workers. In most cases his clients dropped their suitsfor a small sum. From January 1991 to spring 1992, more thanhalf a million civil servants were dismissed. The government alsocut the pensions of Stasi employees, allowing them only the mini-mum possible.

    In some cases workers received hearings before losing their jobs,but these hearings often centered on dubious criteria. Several of theformer East German states asked their civil service employees thesequestions: "How did you contribute to the fall of East Germany?What was your position regarding the reform efforts in or outsidethe Communist Party? Did you or anyone in your household . . .have contact with the security police of East Germany?" Not evenCzech lustrace went so far as to fire people because they had notcontributed to the government's fall (the few people who couldmake this claim had no doubt lost their jobs long before) or be-cause a brother or wife had talked to the secret police.

    Some were fired simply because they had held their jobs in the

    last regime. Human Rights Watch/Helsinki reported that JiirgenRichter, a teacher from Chemnitz, received the following notice ofdismissal: "The following facts are known about you: you were aschool inspector." Another man in Rostock got this note: "You arenot suitable for the agreed-upon position as a teacher at the presenttime. As a major political figure in Party precinct leadership, youimplemented decisions that contributed to the profound socialcrises in our country."

    The purges fulfilled their unstated primary goal, sifting out asudden excess of public servants. They were not designed to helpGermans deal with the past or build a democratic political culture;indeed, their widespread image as massacres made them decidedlyunhelpful. The fired felt not shame at their own complicity, notrepentence, but self-pity and rage. They are victims once again.

    Even those making the decisions seemed to feel a little queasy.Wolfgang Nowak, an articulate and elegant Wessi, was exportedto Dresden and made Saxony's minister of science and culture,with the task of cleaning up the educational system. He presidedover the firing of 13,500 of Saxony's primary school teachers andprincipals—more than one in four. Each teacher was summoned toa local citizens' committee and allowed to bring one person as acharacter witness. After an hour to two hours of questioning, thecommittee would close its doors to render a verdict. Decisions werebased on what kind of impression the teacher had made during thepresentation—and sometimes not even that; some of the commit-tees based their verdicts on factors that had not arisen in the hear-ing, giving the teachers no chance to defend themselves. Teacherscould not find out who had accused them and of what. Personalvendettas were common.

    "We need teachers who can be role models," Nowak defendedthe process. "If they taught that the Party was always right, thentomorrow they can teach me to kill all the Gypsies. We had toomany teachers. We can't pay them all, and we didn't want to firethose who were already Stasi victims. For the East to be on equalterms with the West, we need a good educational system."

    But firing Stasi teachers was no guarantee of good schoolingwhen all teachers had been specially trained to teach students notto think. "It is tragic that the Stasi and the Party often employed
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    the best teachers as spies," Nowak said. Many horrible teachershad no Stasi connections. Marxism-Leninism professors at theDresden education school, trying to head off the inevitable, devel-oped a concept to train religion teachers and proposed their ownnames to fill the slots. If anyone still thought that these teachersmight be qualified to educate the new German student, their inspi-ration that one could simply cross out "Lenin" and write in"Jesus" should remove all doubt.

    The situation was the same in the universities. "East Germanacademic papers began with a quote from the last Party congressand ended with a quote from Lenin, and in between confrontedbourgeois thought," Claus Offe, a prominent West German socialscientist, said. Research at East Berlin's Academy of Sciences hadfollowed a five-year plan. The universities were so backward thatbefore unification, the Leipzig University law library had acquiredits last new book in 1970.

    Judges and prosecutors had usually not been Stasi, but many hadbeen the faithful executors of illegitimate laws. All Eastern judgeswere fired with six months' severance pay but invited to reapplyfor their jobs. In Saxony fewer than half were rehired.

    It was impossible, of course, to find bad teachers, judges, andother professionals and purge only them. (What is "bad"? Whogets to define it?) But the new government seemed to have gone outof its way to make the process as unfair as possible. Dresden'sTechnical University had its political science department exorcisedby the right-wing West German Lothar Bossle, even though, in thewords of the respected weekly Die Zeit, "it is doubtful there wasan SED professor in East Germany less qualified than Bossle." Hewas famous for awarding higher grades to students who shared hispolitics and in the late 1970s had advised Chile's General AugustoPinochet on the rewriting of the Chilean constitution, arriving at aproduct that was, if anything, worse than its East German counter-part. Many East Germans believed that West Germany, havingfailed to purge itself after the war, was now determined to make upfor it by purging someone else.

    Even Nowak, initially so proud of his 13,500 fired teachers, laterturned reflective. "When I first came everyone was begging me for

    a witch-hunt," he said. "After two years I looked around andfigured out that we had high-ranking witches hunting low-rankingwitches. I'm tired of firing people. Now I wouldn't fire anyone.When I was in school history stopped at Bismarck and picked upwith Adenauer, and no one fired those teachers. Adolf Eichmannwouldn't need these purges; in good times people behave well, andin bad times they behave badly. You don't bring justice by firingpeople. I come from a 'clean' country. I do not feel at home in theEast. But I do not any longer feel at home in western Germany."

    The former Gestapo headquarters at number 8 Prinz-Albrecht-Strasse now serves as a museum of the horrors that took placethere. The exhibit is called "Topographie des Terrors," and itswalls are hung with descriptions and photos of the Nazi policeapparatus and the men and women who suffered in Gestapo pris-ons. One photo in particular caught my eye: of a youth of eighteenwith hair swept back and a direct, intense gaze. He is wearing anopen-collared shirt, two jackets, and a lapel pin I could not makeout. It is a breathtaking face, full of passion. The picture is theboy's ID photo from the Lenin School in Moscow in 1930. He wasa member of Germany's Communist Youth, and he spent from1935 to 1945 in this and the Moabit and Brandenburg Nazi pris-ons.

    Sixty-two years after the photo was taken, I met its subject. Theface was almost as smooth, but it was now the face not of a revolu-tionary but of a bureaucrat, with thick glasses. Once again, he wasin Moabit prison, this time on trial for ordering East Germany'sborder guards to shoot to kill at the Berlin Wall and the intra-German border. He threw his fist into the air as he entered thecourtroom. "Erich Rotefront!"—Red Front—someone shouted,and Erich Honecker gave the victory sign.

    One month after unification, the attorney general of the state ofBerlin—which had jurisdiction over most of East Germany'scrimes—formed a working group that, by October 1994, had in-vestigated about 4,000 different possible crimes. These includedborder shootings, Stasi murders, torture, obstruction and politicalmanipulation of the justice system, corruption, beating of demon-

    strators, and others. Most of the charges had been dropped afterpreliminary investigations. But judges had decided thirty cases andseventy others were being tried, with more to come.

    The German government expected these trials to make a sub-stantial contribution to Aufarbeitung. Public display and legal con-demnation of East German abuses would satisfy the victims' needfor acknowledgment and justice. It would express society's con-demnation of communism's crimes. It could also help to establishthe rule of law and build trust in legal institutions. And exposure ofthe mechanics of the totalitarian system's success could provoke,as the Auschwitz trial had in 1964, a healthy debate about collabo-ration and resistance—a nationwide Aufarbeitung. The center-piece was the trial of Honecker. "A lot of people in the East expecta solution to their problems from the Honecker trial," WalterMomper, the former mayor of West Berlin, told me. "They thinkthat through this trial, they can get rid of the past."

    When his arrest warrant was issued in the fall of 1980, Honeckerfled to the Chilean embassy in Moscow. The ambassador,Clodomiro Almeyda, was an old friend of Honecker's who, likemany Chilean leftists, had landed in East Berlin when he was exiledafter Pinochet's coup. The German government needed two thingsto extradite Honecker. It first needed a determination that his livercancer did not stand in the way of a trial. Boris Yeltsin obliged,finding a doctor who went so far as to declare that Honecker wasnot sick at all. Second, it needed evidence of a crime. Germanyturned to the Gueffroy case, which Karin Gueffroy had alreadypushed remarkably far, and hastily assembled the evidence. Oncethe Germans and Russians persuaded the Chileans to kick him out,Honecker and five other Party officials were charged with man-slaughter for their orders to shoot at the border.

    The trial began on November 12,1992, in Moabit 700, the samechamber the border guards' trial had been held in, an ornatelycarved room so dimly lit as to seem bathed in permanent dusk. Theindictment, at eight hundred pages, promised more than a trial—itset the stage for a real exploration of the East German system andHonecker's role in it. Was there one lie, one order to shoot, onegenuflection to Moscow that had marked the turning point, when

    his face had ceased to be the face of the passionate student of eigh-teen and become his face at eighty?

    But Honecker quickly turned the trial into a farce, a test of en-durance between himself and Chief Judge Hansgeorg Brautigam.Every half hour or so, Honecker would mutter, "I can't follow anymore," and his lawyer would rise and say, "Your honor, my clientsimply cannot go on." High blood pressure, or dizziness, or some-thing else would be cited. And there would be a break.

    He was depressed, Honecker's lawyer said.

    One could hardly blame him. He was a roof shingler by profes-sion, a poor miner's son from the Saarland on the French border."When we were young the stores were full but we could buy noth-ing," he would say, dismissing the food shortages in his East Ger-many. After the war he headed the Party's Youth Committee andlater, as the Politburo member responsible for state security, super-vised the building of the Wall. Honecker had accomplished in hislifetime what few mortals do: he had dreamt his paradise, seen itbuilt, and become its king. And now he was Prisoner 24492, andhe must have thought that history was repeating itself.

    But this time Honecker won. On December 3 Honecker read anhour-long speech that he had tapped out at night on the portabletypewriter in his cell. In a clear, strong voice, he argued that theWall—which, he said, had been ordered by Moscow—had avertednuclear war and brought East and West together. "Unemploy-ment, homelessness, drug abuse, and crime are the results of thepolitical decision for a social market economy," he said to greatapplause. He compared Germany's "victor's justice" to Nazi bru-tality and compared his trial to German persecution of socialists inthe 1800s. Then he turned to Brautigam and said, his voice chok-ing with nobility: "I have finished my statement. Do what you haveto do."

    That was as close as the trial came to touching on the merits ofthe case. The documents examined were not Defense Council min-utes but X rays. The rumors—East Germany was awash with ru-mors—were that Honecker would live for a few decades more; thatthe liver cancer's advance was not rapid, as his doctors argued, butgradual, or even fictional. He didn't look sick. Not like Stasi chief

    Erich Mielke, who sat with chin in hand, watery eyes staring at thefloor or something far in the distance that only he could see. Ho-necker's companions in the dock—his fellow defense officials whohad signed a 1974 order to use force "without consideration" atthe border—were all old men. Former defense minister Willi Stophhad already been released for health reasons, and Mielke had beenexcused as well, deemed unfit to withstand this trial in addition tohis own trial on other charges.

    Honecker was the spriest of the group. Upon entering the court-room he usually fixed his gaze on a friendly face in the crowd—andthere were many—and gave a victory sign. He would pump his fistin the air four times running. He sat erect and smiled frequently.

    And yet, after a series of new medical tests, Honecker wasdeemed too sick to stand trial. He boarded a flight to Santiago tolive the remaining year and a half of his life—he died on May 29,1994—with his wife and daughter, who had married a Chileanleftist exiled in Berlin. A few weeks after he left Germany, the courtasked him to come back—this time as a witness. One can imaginethe serious consideration Honecker gave this request.

    On September 16, 1993, the remaining three defendants wereconvicted of inciting border guards to kill. Former defense ministerHeinz Kessler received a seven-and-a-half-year sentence. His dep-uty, Fritz Streletz, got five and a half years, and Hans Albrecht, aParty boss in a border zone that had been the site of many deaths,got four and a half years. These sentences were roughly half whatprosecutors had requested. Stoph, who had been released forhealth reasons, was even the beneficiary of a German law thatcompensates defendants who serve jail time and are then releasedfrom trial: he will receive a payment of about $6,000.

    The trial provoked a variety of emotions in East Germans. Somecommented on Bonn's extreme poor taste in holding Honecker inMoabit prison, where he had spent eighteen months under theNazis. Some expressed resentment at the West Germans for tryinga man long considered a business partner. Only six years before thetrial Honecker had paid a visit to Bonn, stepping off his Soviet-made airplane to an honor-guard greeting, the East German na-tional anthem, and West German politicians' toasts. The WestGerman government, beginning with Ostpolitik in 1971, had de-

    cided that it had to work with Honecker, and it had propped up theregime with billions of marks. Honecker and Kohl were such goodchums that Honecker kept a little card in the pocket of his prisonpajamas with Kohl's direct telephone number on it, according towriter Timothy Garton Ash, who visited Honecker in prison. Gar-ton Ash tried the number. It worked.

    When little East Germans decided they had to work with theHonecker regime, it was called collaboration, and they were pay-ing dearly for it. Many felt that Kohl should be at least an unin-dicted coconspirator.

    After Honecker's hasty departure, a new—and completely con-tradictory—rumor raced around Berlin: that Bonn had arrangedHonecker's release. He owned many of Bonn's secrets, and he nolonger felt like keeping them. What better place for him than thebottom of the world?

    Other East Germans told me they would have been content tocondemn Honecker to live the rest of his life in a tiny apartment inone of his twelve-story brown concrete buildings, standing in linefor vegetables. Others felt angry: at Bonn for its smugness, at Ho-necker for his dexterous escape, at what they saw as a stupid andclumsy process.

    The highest-ranking East German official to be convicted by acourt was Stasi chief Mielke. On February 10, 1992, Mielke wascarried into a bulletproof glass booth in the thick gloom of Moabit700 before Judge Theodor Seidel, who had also presided over theborder guards' trial. (The German courts assign cases to judgesaccording to the first letter of the oldest defendant's last name. Atthe beginning of the year each judge draws letters of the alphabet,and Seidel drew H, giving him the border guards' case, as Heinrichwas the oldest. The next year he drew M and received Stasi chiefMielke's trial. He had been due to get the Honecker trial as well, asMielke was the oldest defendant, but there Seidel, who did notrelish becoming judge to the stars, drew the line.)

    "Are you Erich Mielke?" he was asked.

    "Yes," he responded.

    "Where were you born?"

    No response. Mielke pulled his trademark brown leather fedora

    down to his eyebrows. He would say nothing else intelligible forthe duration of the trial. "They have stolen my hat" was his com-ment at one session.

    Debating whether he was faking it became a favorite East Ger-man parlor game. Outside the courtroom, however, Mielkeseemed unable to resist the urge to justify his Stasi work in pressinterviews that were nauseating but completely coherent.

    Even a trial with Mielke mentally in absentia, however, couldhave allowed the prosecution to document and catalog the crimesof the Stasi, much as Nuremberg did for Nazi crimes. This wouldhave both helped to satisfy East Germans' longing for justice andgreatly contributed to Geschichtsaufarbeitung. But it was notdone, for the simple reason that the charges against Mielke hadnothing to do with the Stasi.

    Instead he was tried for, of all things, the 1931 murder of twopolicemen. The statute of limitations in the case had long sinceexpired, but the German government thoughtfully made an excep-tion. The evidence against him had been gathered by the Nazis, andthere were indications that the confessions of some of the defend-ants had been extracted under torture. Mielke was charged withparticipating in the killing of two policemen in a street battle inAugust 1931 between Nazis and Communists in the last days ofthe Weimar Republic. Mielke, who was twenty-three, had fled tothe Soviet Union, but the Nazis had indicted him in absentia in

    1934, in Moabit 700—was there another courtroom in Berlin?Hitler had erected a statue to the memory of the policemen in

    1935. The court documents had been locked up by the Soviet mili-tary occupiers after the war and were found in Mielke's safe whenthe Stasi was cleaned out.

    One day one of Mielke's lawyers, a gentleman by the name ofHerr Wetzenstein-OUenschlager, left the court during a break inproceedings, announcing that a relative had died. The next day itwas revealed that he had fled Germany with 33 million marks hewas holding from a shady privatization deal. Investigators believehe might be in Cuba. Mielke got a new lawyer, who instructed hisclient to recover his lucidity, and indeed Mielke's improvementwas miraculous. The defense's next tactic was to claim thatMielke's participation in the crime had been coerced: Erich Mielke

    as a victim of Stalinism. On October 26, 1993, Mielke was foundguilty of murder and sentenced to six years in prison.

    Trying Mielke for the 1931 murders had not been the prosecu-tors' original idea. He was first indicted on charges of tappingphones, rigging elections, and allowing Party officials the greatprivilege of living at Wandlitz, the high officials' compound. Butthe judge ruled he was too sick to stand trial. "Then we found thefiles in his safe about the 1931 murders," said Uta Folster, aspokeswoman for the Berlin attorney general. "A different courttook up that case, and they gave him a new medical examination.That one ruled that he was fit to stand trial for two hours a week."

    At the end of 1994, Mielke was appealing his conviction for the1931 murders. After that case ended, he was due to be tried for theborder shootings; then for the illegal imprisonment, intimidation,and physical injury of a political prisoner in the 1950s; and then ona triple indictment of election-rigging, allowing Party officials tolive in Wandlitz, and the kidnapping and torture of a suspected spyin 1955. (Not coincidentally, the victims in both the 1950 and1955 cases were West German.)

    Mielke's trial brought to mind the marksman who shot first anddrew his targets later. The state chose its defendant and then foundsomething—anything—with which to charge him. Mielke's trialfor the policemen's murder was both absurd and completely unre-flective of his crimes in East German society.

    This was all the more ridiculous because it was unnecessary.Erich Mielke is not Al Capone. Senile or not, Mielke is a danger tono one, and the Stasi is occupied by students cataloging the filesand tourists gaping at Mielke's deplorable taste in interior design.To resort to Nazi evidence and a sixty-year-old murder trivializesthe crimes of his regime.

    It didn't have to be this way. Many new democratic governmentshave attempted to put their former dictators on trial, from Argen-tina to the Central African Republic to Poland and Bulgaria. Whilethese nations faced tremendous obstacles, Germany seemed to beblessed. Unlike in the developing world, Germany's old dictatorsdo not have a gun to the heads of the new democratic rulers. Thefuture of German democracy does not depend on locking up thebarons of the old system. There is no threat of recidivism, no centu-

    ries-old cycle of repression and impunity that trials are needed tobreak. Germany does not need these trials to assert civilian controlover a rogue military or begin a tradition of the rule of law; theseare already part of the German political culture.

    The eastern Europeans are prosecuting the fallen representativesof a discredited system. The task of dealing with the past is morediffuse, and trials are less urgent. German prosecutors have theluxury of judicious choice and careful preparation. Germany iswealthy, with a well-run judicial system and a deeply rooted legalculture—in contrast to its Warsaw Pact sisters, who are short onjudges and money and lacking the know-how, if not the desire, tofollow the rule of law.

    The big problem in Germany, as in the rest of eastern Europe, isfinding prosecutable crimes. In the 1950s these regimes torturedand murdered. Those crimes had clear authors and were clearlycrimes, violating contemporary law. This was true during the Sta-linist era in Europe. But it has not been true since. East Germanshated Honecker and Mielke, but it is hard to find a legally indict-able reason. The regime deprived most East Germans of travel, adecent education, bananas, neon, and color television. It filmedthem in the men's room and forced them into a conformity as grayas the air. It robbed them of their initiative and creativity. It stupi-dized them. It was a terrible system, but there is no criminality inthese acts.

    Moreover, trials by their very nature judge the actions of in-dividuals, but the crimes of the Communists were bureaucratizedin both form (as with the Nazis) and content (unlike the Nazi kill-ings). The perpetrators often wielded pencils or computers insteadof machine pistols. Mielke could tap a telephone not as an individ-ual but only as part of his great octopus the Stasi, whose whole wasmore criminal than the sum of its parts.

    And tapping a telephone, unlike murder and torture, was per-fectly legal—indeed, it was a cornerstone of the system. This is thethorniest legal problem facing most East Bloc trials. The prohibi-tion on ex post facto justice—punishing acts that were not criminalwhen they were committed—is a fundamental principle of law.

    But rigid adherence to this ban is problematic. There was no ruleof law in eastern Europe—to the Communists, rule of law was a

    fraud that prevented the oppressed from recognizing the extent oftheir oppression. Instead, countries like East Germany had "social-ist legality": law as an instrument of the progress of the workingclass, reflecting the necessary sequence of historical development.In plain language, the Party could do anything it deemed necessaryto protect itself, overriding any law in the process, and judges weremere Party servants.

    Many dictators of both Left and Right write ridiculous laws,statutes, and constitutions and then adorn themselves with thismantle of legality. Why should a democratic Germany continue towear it? The ban on ex post facto justice has begun to give rule oflaw a bad name in the East Bloc—to those who advocate punish-ment, it has become synonymous with letting Communists off thehook. "We expected justice, and we got the rule of law," a bitterBarbel Bohley commented on the government's leniency towardmany East German leaders.

    Ex post facto justice is considered wrong because peopleshouldn't be prosecuted if they weren't on notice that they werecommitting a crime. They must feel secure that if they follow therules today, they won't pay for it tomorrow. The German criminalcode, like that of most nations, provides that an act is punishableonly if its punishability was set forth before the act was committed.

    But international law has developed exceptions to deal withregimes that write atrocities into law. People can be tried for"legal" acts if the act was so atrocious that any reasonable personwould know it was criminal. The crime itself automatically putsthe criminal on notice of illegality.

    International law grants few crimes this distinction. Most legalscholars agree on genocide and enslavement; and deportation, tor-ture, murder, and forced disappearance if they are part of a wide-spread, systematic pattern of repression directed at a particulargroup. Tapping telephones, rigging elections, and shooting fleeingcitizens probably would not qualify.

    Some countries have skirted the problem by finding crimes thatdo not raise the retroactivity issue. Most often, they have come upwith corruption, which was always illegal. Bulgaria convicted itsCommunist Party chief, Todor Zhivkov, of embezzlement and sen-tenced him to seven years' imprisonment. (His health has so far

    kept him out of jail.) Germany has held a few corruption trials—Harry Tisch," despised leader of the despised Party labor unions,was convicted of embezzling the equivalent of $46,000 in vaca-tions at Party resorts for himself, family, and colleagues—roughlythe sum, in cash, that a halfway intelligent Venezuelan general cansteal with a three-hour effort. Unfortunately for German prosecu-tors today, East German leaders were for the most part embarrass-ingly petty swindlers; it is not their corruption that outrages thepublic. When Wandlitz, the government officials' compound, wasopened after the Wall fell, the public got a chance to see how Ho-necker and his ministers had lived. One woman who visited toldme, "The houses had two or three bedrooms and were furnished inthe East German version of Swedish 1950s style, with that fakewood Formica. The most shocking thing was that the bathroomsinks were of ceramic instead of plastic. There was one indoorswimming pool for the thirty or forty houses in the complex. If theyhad money, they certainly put it somewhere else."

    While Mielke faces more charges, at the age of eighty-five, it isunlikely he will live to serve time beyond the six years that awaithim for the murders two tyrannies ago. He will spend the rest of hislife in a hospital room in what used to be his prison, with threemetal beds with gray blankets, a small table, sink, and toilet. StasiMinister Mielke always refused to renovate his prisons or installthe most minimal comforts. Today, only with this irony is justicebeing done.

    The October 1989 antigovernment protest in Leipzig had manyspeakers, but the most intriguing was Markus Wolf, who waslisted on the demonstration's poster as a Schriftsteller—a writer. Itwas true that Wolf had written a best-selling memoir about himselfand two childhood friends. But Wolf had had another life, onewhich would place him more naturally inside a book than on itscover: for thirty-three years he had been the head of the Stasi'sforeign espionage section. (Many newspaper reports about Wolfstated that he was the model for Karla, George Smiley's nemesis inJohn le Carre's novels. I wrote le Carre to ask and received a letterback from his wife. She said that Karla had had nothing to do withMarkus Wolf; that the whole idea was likely a bit of Wolf disinfor-

    mation to humanize his image. In the first draft of The Spy WhoCame In from the Cold, le Carre had named his German spyWolf—but it was after, of all things, his lawn mower. When hiseditor informed him that a real Wolf existed, le Carre changed hisspy's name to Mundt.) In 1987 Wolf left the Stasi and began toshow up at protest rallies. He says he recognized that the regimeneeded to change. The rumors say he had merely been given a newassignment.

    He was known as the Man Without a Face—from 1959 to 1978no Western intelligence agency possessed his photo. It is an inter-esting face, and Wolf, sixty-five when the Wall fell, is an intelligent,sophisticated, and charismatic man. He ran the espionage depart-ment with a chilling efficiency; he was very probably the bestspymaster in the world. One of his spies, Gunther Guillaume, wasWilly Brandt's private secretary. Another, Gabriela Gast, was incharge of preparing the daily intelligence briefing for ChancellorKohl. The chief of counterintelligence for West Germany's equiva-lent of the FBI was an East German spy. Wolf had even tappedKohl's home telephone. Among Wolf's couriers was a trainedswan, which brought waterproofed bundles of papers and tapesacross a lake bordering both Germanies. Wolf boasted he couldhave formed a caucus in the West German Bundestag of only hisspies, and he was probably right.

    On May 15, 1993, the trial of Markus Wolf opened in Diissel-dorf. He was charged with treason and bribery in connection withhis handling of twelve agents in West Germany. He was tried underWest German law, as prosecutors reasoned that his crimes hadbeen committed in West Germany, which had simply never beenable to catch him before. Treason, of course, is usually defined asan offense against one's own state, and West Germany most decid-edly was not Wolf's. More to the point, Wolf did—embarrassinglywell—what every foreign intelligence service seeks to do, the CIAand the West German Foreign Intelligence Service included. Thereason he was being prosecuted, while the head of the CIA wasnot—indeed, a former head of the CIA was president of the UnitedStates when the Berlin Wall fell—was that Wolf had had the badluck to lose the Cold War. In December 1993 Wolf was convictedand given six years' imprisonment for bribery and treason. Surveys

    show that nearly 60 percent of Germans believed he should nothave been tried.

    There were other trials. Hans Modrow, the last Communistprime minister of East Germany, was convicted in May 1993 ofrigging a 1989 election—the Communists received the usual 97.8percent—when he was Party head in Dresden. Modrow had com-mitted numerous sins, but rigging this particular election wasn'tone of them; on the day of the election he had asked his Partybosses in Berlin to announce the true vote count. "If I remembercorrectly, Gorbachev was also a Communist," Willy Brandt saidabout the Modrow case. "Modrow helped us get through the diffi-cult transition of 1989-1990 without bloodshed. Other peopleswould honor that. Why don't we?" There were civil trials as well;victims of Stasi bugging, phone tapping, and other minor offensescould file lawsuits against the Stasi employees and collaboratorswhose names they found in their files.

    Of all the trials that came to the attention of the German public,it was the first trial of the border guards, that of Michael Schmidt,Peter-Michael Schmett, Ingo Heinrich, and Andreas Kuhnpast forthe last killing at the Berlin Wall, that offered the public the bestopportunity to work through the past. Not because it was legallypristine—indeed, it suffered from various judicial mishaps—butbecause the questions it raised were the right questions. It was theonly judicial antidote to the average East German's tendency topoint up at Honecker and say, "It was all him." It was the onlypublicized trial that forced ordinary Germans to confront theirown complicity in a totalitarian society.

    The main legal issue in the trial was the foundation of the de-fense's case: that Heinrich, Schmidt, Schmett, and Kuhnpast hadmerely followed orders. It was precisely the Germans, of course,who ensured that this defense would be spoken in quotation marksto begin with, and it was viewed with some suspicion.

    The first known use of the "superior orders" defense was thetrial of one Sir Peter von Hagenbach in 1474. Charles, duke ofBurgundy, appointed Sir Peter governor of the Upper Rhine, andSir Peter began a despotic program of killings, rape, and torture.He was arrested and tried by a court made up of judges from the

    towns he had controlled. In his defense, Sir Peter's lawyer argued,"He does not recognize any other judge and master but the duke ofBurgundy, from whom he received his commission and his orders.He had no right to question the orders which he was obliged tocarry out, and it was his duty to obey. Is it not known that soldiersowe absolute obedience to their superiors?" Sir Peter was exe-cuted.

    For the next 472 years, courts varied in their response to theclaim of superior orders: it was often considered an absolute de-fense, but some judges treated it as a limited defense or—as in thecase of Sir Peter—no defense at all. Even Hitler's military codestated that a soldier who obeyed an illegal order would share thepunishment of his superior if "it was within his knowledge that theorder of his superior officer concerned an act by which it was in-tended to commit a civil or military crime or transgression." Theproblem was that the concept of "crime" under the Third Reichwas rather idiosyncratic, and there was somewhat of a gap, to putit mildly, between theory and practice. A well-known figure wrotein 1944: "No international law of warfare exists which providesthat a soldier who has committed a mean crime can escape punish-ment by pleading as his defense that he followed the commands ofhis superiors. This holds particularly true if those commands arecontrary to all human ethics and opposed to the well-establishedusage of warfare." Well said—but this was Josef Goebbels, Hitler'spropaganda minister, writing about Allied bombings of Germany.

    Then came the judgment of the International Military Tribunalat Nuremberg in 1946 and a subsequent judgment by the U.S. mili-tary tribunals: following superior orders does not relieve a defend-ant of responsibility for a crime. "No court will punish a man who,with a loaded pistol at his head, is compelled to pull a lethal lever,"the judges in the U.S. tribunal wrote in the Einsatzgruppen case."The threat, however, must be imminent, real and inevitable. ... Itwould not be an adequate excuse, for example, if a subordinate,under orders, killed a person known to be innocent, because by notobeying it he himself would risk a few days of confinement." Therehad been no loaded gun put to Nazi soldiers' heads: not a singleGerman was executed, sent to a concentration camp, or evenseverely punished in World War II for refusing to kill Jews. With-

    out this threat, superior orders may be considered only after con-viction as the court weighs the appropriate punishment. This rul-ing has since become part of virtually all the world's major legalsystems, East Germany's being one exception.

    Border soldiers did not face an "imminent, real, and inevitable"threat of death if they refused their orders. The worst possible pun-ishment was a few months in Schwedt, but not every soldier whodidn't shoot ended up there. And Schwedt was only a prison. De-motion was bad, public humiliation was awful, prison was terri-ble—but there was no gun to Ingo Heinrich's head forcing him tokneel and shoot. The last killing at the Wall before Gueffroy's hadbeen in 1987, despite hundreds of escapes. The same night thatGueffroy died, according to border police logs, Karl-Heinz Zapf,age thirty-six, escaped to the West. (His name is known because helater called a tapped line in East Berlin to report his success.) Sev-eral extraordinary men, therefore, had defied the order to shoot.

    But Schmidt, Schmett, Heinrich, and Kuhnpast were in their po-sition because they were the most ordinary of men, trained tobecome more ordinary still. Either there were no voices whisperinginside their heads, or they never realized they could pay heed. EastGermany was largely made up of such citizens. It was a humanweakness and a moral failure. The question was whether it wasalso a crime.

    The precedent of Nuremberg is of little help in making this judg-ment. Germans today are uncomfortable equating the two—andthe difference marks a legal point in the border guards' favor. TheNuremberg Tribunal and other courts have ruled that a soldier isrequired to defy an order only if it is illegal on its face—if a personof ordinary sense would know, right away, that it was illegal. Anordinary man would know this of Sir Peter's rapes and tortures andthe gassing of children at Auschwitz. But the border guards' shoot-ings are a more difficult case. These acts were less manifestly aber-rant—they don't make an observer throw up, the way the idea andthe experience of torture or Auschwitz or medical experiments ontwins do. One would not apply the word "dilemma" to the situa-tion of a camp guard, but it is easy to empathize with the dilemmaof border guard Michael Schmidt. The evil committed by the four

    border guards was banal, to be sure, but in the most banal way—itwasn't exceptionally evil.

    But was their order, as the Nuremberg Tribunal had put it, "il-legal on its face"? Well, according to whom? An ordinary Ameri-can might have known these orders violated the normalprohibition on murder and manslaughter, but these men were notAmerican and had not grown up learning to question authority.They had not read the Helsinki Accords—they had not even heardof them—and did not realize that anyone might consider thisshooting to be a crime. Shooting was not only the law, it was anintegral part of their daily lives as soldiers, the very focus of theirjob. In a normal society, people know a wicked act is wicked be-cause it violates their everyday experience of the law. But if awicked act is the law, and stays that way for decades, how arepeople living under totalitarianism to know? Those in East Ger-many who watched West German TV might have known, but theborder guards had been chosen precisely because they didn't watchWest German TV. Every single voice of authority—the school, thestate, their parents—reinforced the message that the Party's dic-tates were not subject to question. They did not want to shoot, butmen do many things in wartime that are not to their tastes. Theyhad been taught that this was wartime, that Chris Gueffroy andChristian Gaudian, by fleeing together, were committing a felony,and that the German Democratic Republic had every right to shootthem dead. "To plead superior orders, one must show an excusableignorance of their illegality," said Nuremberg's Einsatzgruppendecision.

    Honecker could not plead ignorance. Against the charge of man-slaughter he could claim in his defense neither superior orders norspecial indoctrination. Just the reverse: he knew full well how theworld viewed his shooting order. As head of state, furthermore, hebore special responsibility to ensure that his government compliedwith international law. But Schmidt, Schmett, Heinrich, and Kuhn-past could justifiably claim ignorance; indeed, it was a part of theirjob description.

    Closely related to the question of following orders was the issueof retroactivity, which received less attention in the trial but was

    the subject of much protest among East Germans. They felt thatWest Germany had suddenly criminalized a lawful act, one thatlacked the horribleness necessary to hold the guards legally respon-sible for carrying out their order. And many international lawexperts agreed: there are crimes international law considers obvi-ously atrocious enough to permit retroactive prosecution, but thistype of shooting was not one of them.

    In trying the border guards, German prosecutors had gone afterthe easily indictable symbolic target, thinking the trial would capi-talize on East German's resentment of the Wall. Instead, most EastGermans were repelled. They felt the border guards had taken thehit for a chain of superiors leading at least to Honecker and possi-bly to the Kremlin—most of whom would never face justice. Oneof the most distasteful aspects of the trial was seeing the guards'superior officers, such as former Major Uwe Romanowski, most ofthem now working as unified German border guards or policemen,arriving to testify and leaving as free men. They were even paid formissing work in order to be at court.

    Worst of all, to most East Germans the trial was victor's justice.Even the old dissidents were suddenly defending the East Germanleaders against what they saw as a Western onslaught. "Wessis feelthey won history and can do what they want," said Albrecht Wet-zel, who worked with David Gill on the Burgerkomitee. "We wereout on the streets. They watched us on TV from the warmth oftheir living rooms. Now they tell us what the right way is."

    On the witness stand, Schmidt detailed the constant warnings hehad received about the imperialist peril. "Weren't you aware thatWest Germany posed no threat?" Judge Seidel asked Schmidt.Well, no, he hadn't been aware of it, and the very fact that JudgeSeidel was in a position to ask Michael Schmidt that question wasevidence that in fact West Germany had posed an enormousthreat—in fact, West Germany had swallowed East Germany, dis-solved its political system, shut its industries, and was now puttingits leaders into jail, which was exactly what those leaders had beenwarning against all these years.

    The trial was full of moments that reminded East Germans thatthey were now eating dirt. Gerhard Neiber, the Stasi general whorefused to testify, said that he could not speak because in May

    1990 the government of Lothar de Maziere had expressly renewedthe Stasi's duty to guard secrets. "Who can release you from thatoath?" asked Schmidt's lawyer, Johannes Eisenberg, dismayed; itwas his witness. "De Maziere is just a lawyer now. Pastor Eppel-mann [the last East German defense minister] is no longer in office.Who's in a position to release you from your orders?"

    "Perhaps someone should remind the witness," interjected Hen-ning Spangenberg, a West German lawyer representing Heinrich,"that the state in which he lived no longer exists." Few othersneeded to be reminded. To West Germans the border guardsseemed like foreigners. The judges on the panel who had been bornin the West had trouble with the acronyms, place names, even theSaxon and Thuringian accents of the guards. Judge Seidel askedSchmidt if he could get Western TV in Dresden, maybe on short-wave. Shortwave? How about cable—or satellite? Schmidt lookedat him, incredulous.

    Michael Schmidt and Ingo Heinrich told me that they felt theywere being tried by a power that at the hour of the shooting hadbeen an enemy state, for an act that had been not a crime but adefense against that enemy. Many Easterners agreed. They werevery conscious that the East German leaders were the only ones inthe former Soviet Bloc who were being judged not by their ownpeople but by outsiders. They didn't see the trial as part of theirown struggle to deal with the past. It was the court of the victorsjudging the soldiers of the vanquished. It was the South after theCivil War; it was Nuremberg. Public opinion polls during the trialshowed that by a two-to-one margin Germans—Ossis and Wessisboth—thought it should be stopped.

    The courtroom was packed for Judge Seidel's verdict on January20, 1992. Even the formidable counselor Bossi was present. "TheNazis showed us that not everything that is legal is right," Seidelread. "The court was waiting for any defendant to question why—why was it, for example, that the order to shoot was temporarilysuspended or that border guards who shot were transferred awayfrom their divisions? Why was no one allowed to talk about it?Why were their names eliminated in documents? One's consciencecannot be turned off in the last quarter of the twentieth centurywhen the killing of another human being is involved."

    The four border guards had reacted to Gueffroy and Gaudian'sflight in different ways, and SeidePs opinion treated them all differ-ently. Ingo Heinrich, who had knelt and fired at Gueffroy's uppertorso from thirty-seven meters—"comparable to an execution,"said Seidel—was convicted of lesser-degree manslaughter and sen-tenced to three and a half years in prison, a far stiffer sentence thanthe twenty to twenty-four months' probation the prosecution hadrequested. (The chief prosecutor had specifically stated during thetrial that the men did not belong in jail.) Andreas Kuhnpast, whohad sprayed the ground with bullets but had not hit Gueffroy, wasconvicted of attempted lesser-degree manslaughter and given a sus-pended sentence. Peter-Michael Schmett, who had done the same,was acquitted. Michael Schmidt, who had given the order to shootbut had not fired his own weapon, was acquitted.

    There were more border guards' cases. Except for SeidePs prisonterm for Heinrich, judges considered the border guards' indoctri-nation a mitigating factor and gave actual jail sentences only toguards who had exceeded the shooting orders. One guard got asix-year term, for example, for emptying his weapon into an es-capee after the man had already surrendered. Guards who simplyfollowed their orders received probation or suspended sentences—Heinrich again being the exception. As of September 1993 twodefendants in border shooting cases had received prison terms,nine had been given suspended sentences, and thirteen had beenacquitted or had charges dropped.

    "People ask me if I feel guilty," Michael Schmidt said the firsttime I went to see him in Dresden, on a Saturday during the trial. "Idon't, not of murder. I feel like I never made a free decision. ButI have to ask why I trusted so blindly. They gave me an order and Ijust accepted it and carried it out. Why did pressure for changeonly start in 1989? In Yugoslavia we can see what blind hatred andanger bring. Now I'm in a situation to think about what I did. Ikeep coming back to this: I had the order. My grandfather went towar for Hitler. He has human life on his conscience. He had or-ders."

    The shooting awoke something in him, Schmidt said. "My kidshave no military toys. If they want to go into the army, they'll do it.

    I'll be against it, but I don't want decisions to be taken away byothers the way it was for us. They'll decide for themselves." Whenthe demonstrations against the government began in Dresden inOctober 1989, eight months after the shooting, Michael and An-nette Schmidt joined thousands of other Dresdeners in the streets.

    I had expected to find Michael Schmidt elated when I went toDresden again after the verdict. But he was in a dark mood. "Wewere all upset with the decision," he said. "The judge began withHeinrich's verdict, and I was so stunned I didn't even hear my own.My lawyer had to tell me what he said. Even the prosecution didn'twant such sentences. The only thing I can think is that the judgewas biased." German law has no provisions against double jeop-ardy, and both sides were appealing the verdict to a higher court.This meant that Schmidt's own acquittal might be overturned."We're crossing our fingers about that," he said. "But people aremore concerned about Heinrich."

    I asked him about the Honecker trial, still in progress at thetime—the judges had just determined that Honecker was fit tostand trial, a determination that would later be reversed. "It reallyseems they took the little ones first," he said. "I watch all the politi-cal programs and the news now, especially the trials. Mielke seemssenile to me, but I was relieved when they found out Honeckerwasn't sick. I can't imagine that he ruled the masses for forty yearsin complete health and now he gets sick. I wish him a long life—buthere in Germany."

    The good news was that Schmidt had his old job at the metalfactory back. But shortly after my second visit, the metal factoryshut down, a casualty of capitalism. "But I found work again im-mediately," Schmidt told me on my third visit. He wouldn't say inwhat; he wanted to protect his privacy. The press had horrifiedhim—one yellow magazine had even installed a telescopic camerain the apartment facing the Schmidts'—but one of the advantagesof publicity was that many people had called to offer him goodjobs when he was laid off. When I mentioned that his lawyer hadtold me he was studying bank management, he laughed and saidthat wasn't true. He had changed—for the better, I thought. Hehad always struck me as smart and thoughtful but too respectful;

    now he made his points forcefully and seemed to have more of asense of himself. Maybe he was just more comfortable with me, butmaybe the change of system had affected him as well.

    On March 25, 1993, the court of appeals sent the whole caseback for retrial. Schmidt heard about it not from his lawyer butfrom the TV news, he told me. The court held that the shooting hadbeen unlawful even under East German law and had violated Guef-froy's basic human rights. The only part of Seidel's decision thecourt affirmed was Peter-Michael Schmett's acquittal. Heinrich'ssentence of three and a half years, the court held, had not takeninto account that he had acted under orders. Kiihnpast's convic-tion was also incorrect; he was a good shot, the court said, andtherefore had missed because he tried to miss. The appeals courtalso sent back Michael Schmidt's acquittal: Schmidt had yelled"Shoot!" the court said; a new trial was needed to determine if hisintention had been to kill.

    The new trial by the Federal Court, which ended in March 1994,came back with lighter sentences than Seidel had handed down.Heinrich received two years' probation. Schmidt was acquittedonce again. When he had ordered Heinrich to shoot, the Courtsaid, perhaps he had thought Heinrich would shoot at the escapees'legs. His own failure to shoot revealed his doubts. After three courtdecisions, none of the four border guards would end up servingtime.

    Of all the Germans I met, Michael Schmidt was the one whoseemed to be most successful in working through the past. Theshooting had forced him to examine his complicity and developwhat Germans call Zivilcourage—the independence of thought tofollow one's own convictions.

    It would be most commendable if his countrymen could do thesame without first having to participate in a killing. The trials ofSchmidt and the other border guards were the most likely to en-courage such introspection among the general public. Judge Sei-del's verdict holding each man personally responsible for hisactions was a powerful endorsement of Zivilcourage—although Iagree with most legal analysts of the trial that he should have sus-pended Heinrich's sentence. The border guards' trials were the

    only ones to explore the responsibility of the ordinary man and theeffects of constant indoctrination on the normal heart.

    But while these trials were the state's attempt to address thesequestions, they did not inspire the East German public to addressthem, because the trials were not seen as fair. The border guards, itwas felt, should have been tried only after their superiors had been.The judges and prosecutors should have avoided making theguards feel like foreigners in their own land. And Seidel's (mostly)admirable verdict would have been fairer and more persuasive if ithad acknowledged the guards' heavy indoctrination. "We ac-knowledge that the guards were indeed following the laws andnorms of their society," the ideal opinion would read. "But inter-national law—and our own moral compasses—should compel usto discard these norms when they mandate crimes as atrocious asthe murder of an innocent citizen who sought only to live in free-dom. Other border guards were repelled enough by these ordersthat they understood it was their moral obligation not to carrythem out. The defendants had that obligation as well."

    But Seidel made a poor case, and his reasoning drew criticismfrom legal scholars. He never even mentioned international law.Instead, he argued that the border guards should have known theshooting order was illegal because it violated "national values"—the will of the people of East Germany. Do not consider, said Sei-del, "those pillars of the system . . . such as members of the Statesecurity ministry, judges, or prosecutors." This is a curious way todefine the law, to say the least. It is also wrong, as most East Ger-mans, like the border guards, did not question the shooting law.

    Seidel was looking at East German law through the eyes of aWest German. "He used a West German understanding of whatthe law should be," Schmidt's lawyer, Eisenberg, said. "I questionwhether you can apply West German law's moral and ethical judg-ments here."

    It is perhaps not surprising that the trials of former East Germanofficials have been largely unjust. It was hard to find indictablecrimes. The German government misjudged what East Germanswanted and showed the normal blindness great powers exhibittoward citizens of weaker nations. But some of the more grotesque

    injustices were completely unnecessary. Foreign Intelligence ChiefWolf's treason charge could have been dropped and the chargeslimited to bribery—or the mounting evidence that his organizationhad supported terrorist groups. Mielke's trial for the policemen'smurder could have been postponed until he had already been con-victed on one of the Stasi-related charges he faces.

    The Nuremberg Tribunal was also criticized for violating theaccepted legal standards of its time. Many experts on Nuremberg,including Telford Taylor, who was chief prosecutor for the U.S.military tribunal, argue that Nuremberg's cry for human rightswould have carried further if the tribunal had not stepped on somany legal principles itself. The most glaring was its use of ex postfacto justice. The Third Reich's criminal code, such as it was, hadin fact "legalized" many of the Nazis' criminal acts. The Nurem-berg Tribunal had to reach outside German law to internationallaw to prosecute Nazi activities as war crimes, crimes againstpeace, and crimes against humanity. It even reached outside inter-national law, as the last two categories did not exist until Nurem-berg invented them.

    The tribunals also used the concept of collective guilt to indictwhole organizations such as the SS. Members who had enlisted inthe SS and stayed after knowing of its deeds, for example, werepresumed guilty of the organization's crimes. Martin Bormann wasconvicted of war crimes and crimes against humanity in absentia,depriving him of a fair trial. Another error, in Telford's view, wasthe execution of Julius Streicher, publisher of Der Sturmer, a sick-eningly anti-Semitic newspaper. Streicher was a pig, but not even apig should go to the gallows purely for expressing repugnant views.

    Such legal havoc, however, was justified. Stepping outside legalnorms was defensible at Nuremberg because the whole processnever pretended to be normal; it was a series of abnormal trials, inan abnormal period, for abnormal crimes. The men running theThird Reich were criminals in a way the East Germans were not(this is not an ideological distinction; Stalin belongs with theNazis). In addition, as Hannah Arendt argued, the phenomenon ofbureaucratic mass murder is a twentieth-century hallmark of prog-ress, and legal structures did not exist to cope with it. The law hadto evolve if it were not to condone such practices. Nuremberg's

    norms are now part of most major legal codes, and the UnitedNations in 1950 adopted a list of seven principles from Nurem-berg's charter and judgment that has come to be known as theNuremberg Principles. In theory, at least, Nuremberg made it lesslikely that the crimes prosecuted there would happen again.

    This is not the case with East Germany. The crimes of East Ger-many are not sui generis nor even particularly new. The currenttrials' departures from due process do not break necessary groundand do not reduce the possibility of dictatorship's return. In fact,the reverse is true: the more prosecutors try to satisfy the formerEast Germans with "Gotcha!" trials, the less satisfied East Ger-mans seem. The more prosecutors assert their legal muscle, the lessconfidence East Germans have in German justice. The clevertricks—ex post facto prosecutions, the use of Nazi-collected con-fessions and sixty-year-old testimony, the application of West Ger-man preconceptions to East German acts, charges of treasonagainst a political enemy—are self-defeating. These convictionswin Germany only a Pyrrhic victory. To contribute to Aufar-beitung and the rule of law, trials must above all be fair. The morethey depart from their true task—to prosecute criminal acts withall due process—the more East Germans focus on their own resent-ment and victimization, the emotions least conducive to an honestlook at the past.

    Satisfying all the various aspects of fairness, however, is a chal-lenge. All over eastern Europe prosecutors are searching forcharges that were crimes at the time of commission, lend them-selves to prosecutions, hit those prosecuted with maximum respon-sibility, and strike at the core of dictatorship's abuses. And even theright indictment does not guarantee that a trial will accomplish anylarger goals.

    "The dilemma is the same in every country," Bertrand Russell,the British mathematician, philosopher, and peace activist, wrote."There are great injustices and laws fail." Trials that seek to dojustice on a grand scale risk doing injustice on a small scale; theirgoal must be not Justice but justice bit by bit by bit. Trials, in theend, are ill suited to deal with the subleties of facing the past. Forthat, Germans must turn elsewhere.

    They turned to an idea first proposed by Russell and first prac-ticed in Argentina: a commission of inquiry to write the officialstory of the dictatorship. The Enquetekommission—Inquiry Com-mission—was the government's one official attempt at Geschichts-aufarbeitung. It was formed by the Bundestag in March 1992 andmade up of sixteen members of parliament, with a staff of elevenexperts. The commission held public hearings all over East Ger-many on such subjects as the hierarchy of power, the justicesystem, the Stasi, the Church, the old nomenklatura, and German-German relations. It also assigned 759 academic papers.

    The group took as its loose model several commissions in LatinAmerica—those in Argentina and Chile after democratic govern-ments came to power, and the Truth Commission in El Salvadorthat followed the end of the war. These groups, made up of re-spected private citizens with a range of political views, had in-vestigated and reported on the circumstances of murder and dis-appearance, the mechanics of repression, and the role played bydifferent military and civilian participants. In Chile and El Salva-dor, the commissions had been formed in part as a substitute fortrials, which the military had vowed to block. If civilian rule wastoo weak to establish the criminal guilt of individuals, at least itcould establish the moral responsibility of the state. Despite theirlimits, commissions had been valuable in all three countries. "It'snot enough that many people know what happened, or that themedia report on it widely," said Jose Zalaquett, a Chilean humanrights lawyer who while in exile in London became the chairman ofthe International Executive Committee of Amnesty International."It must be official, to form the historical record of the nation."

    Zalaquett was one of the eight members of Chile's official Com-mission on Truth and Reconciliation, created by the democraticgovernment of Patricio Aylwin to investigate the killings anddisappearances of the Pinochet era. Even before it published itsreport, the commission's work was already therapeutic. "We hadjust opened an office in a city in the south," recalled AlejandroSalinas, a commission staffer. "A woman came in to talk about herhusband, who had disappeared. We had the Chilean flag veryprominently displayed, and she started to cry. To have the govern-

    ment of Chile invite this woman into the office and listen to herstory—it was overwhelming to her."

    Uganda, as well, held a Truth Commission to investigate thecrimes of the Idi Amin and Milton Obote dictatorships. The pro-ceedings were broadcast live on national TV and quickly becamethe country's most popular program.

    The Chilean commission's report gave official acknowledgmentto the victim's suffering. "[Truth] does not bring the dead back tolife," said Zalaquett. "But it brings them out from silence." Thehideousness of torture and disappearance hinged, in part, on se-crecy: No one will ever know, gloats the torturer. Death squads areestablished precisely to allow a government to maintain its awfulactivities in secret. Every day of secrecy marked another victory forthe criminal. Truth put an end to this lingering injury. It clearlydelineated the kinds of crimes the government needed to deal withand prevent. It established an official collective memory of theabuses. Because the commission even included members who hadbeen Pinochet's cabinet ministers, the Right could no longer credi-bly claim that human rights abuses were the invention of the Left.The military can no longer escape history's judgment (althoughindividual officers will escape legal judgment) and will no longer beable to hand down to new recruits unquestioned myths absolvingthe institution of abuses. Knowing the truth allows parents to telltheir children: This is what happens when there is no law.

    In the East Bloc the need for a commission is greater than inChile. It is not just the military but the whole society that has in-vented a Lebensluge—a lie that enables one to live—about its pu-rity. And the lines of complicity with the dictatorship are moreshadowy than under authoritarian military rule. Such a commis-sion was not a part of denazification, but it should have been: afterthe Federal Republic was established, the Adenauer governmentcould have appointed a group of respected citizens of varying polit-ical views to hold thorough, impartial, and widely publicized hear-ings on the workings of the Nazi machine. Such a report mighthave exposed the truth about the death camps and kicked throughthe smooth glass of people's private myths about their own com-plicity.

    354 Germany

    The first calls for such a commission in post-Communist Ger-many came from East German dissidents such as Pastor WolfgangUllmann. I went to see him in his old apartment in the center ofeastern Berlin, its large rooms filled with dust, an overpoweringstillness, and thousands and thousands of books. "In the spring of1960 I was a pastor in a small village," Ullmann said. "My congre-gation was made up of peasants, each with his own plot of land.That spring they were forced into cooperatives. It was inhumane—but criminal law can't deal with that kind of inhumanity. Webegan to discuss how to treat these kinds of violations, and that ishow the idea began. We want to learn more about what happened,and we want recommendations on how to deal with the humanrights problems."

    At first Ullmann and his Eastern colleagues tried to set up a com-mission of their own, separate from the Bundestag's. When theyran out of money, most of them made their peace with the Enquete-kommission.

    Perhaps the most useful work of the commission, said StephanHilsberg, the leader of the East German Social Democrats in theBundestag and an Enquetekommission member, was to listen tothe victims. "These people didn't have a chance to express them-selves in the old East Germany," said Hilsberg. "Normally whenthey speak out now, people dismiss their experiences, the mediadoesn't report on them, and compensating them seems unimpor-tant. But at our hearings people talk about their experiences inprison, expropriation, judicial injustices. People tell us they neverthought they'd be able to express themselves so freely."

    The Enquetekommission has no subpoena power and is not acourt. "The report will serve as background for judges," saidArmin Mitter, a historian and staff member. "The real task is notto pass judgment but to clarify what went on. Then you can under-stand what a cog in the machine each person was."

    A short version of the Enquetekommission's report was issued in1994 (the several-thousand page version was scheduled to comeout in the summer of 1995). The short report was a Bundestagcompromise, too fuzzy to please many former dissidents. But mostin the end gave it their grudging endorsement.

    The biggest problem I saw with the Enquetekommission's work
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    was that outside of political circles, few people paid much atten-tion. The hearings did get coverage in the serious papers and on thetelevision news, especially in Berlin. But I talked to many East Ger-mans, even Berliners, who had never heard of it. If one goal of thehearings was to provoke a wide self-examination, the asking ofquestions that had gone unasked for two dictatorships, then itneeded to reach precisely those people who weren't interested.

    This paradox limited every government attempt at Geschichts-aufarbeitung: the people who would benefit most from examiningthe past were not the ones likely to do so after hearing a report of atrial or Enquetekommission meeting on the TV news. The statecould lend its endorsement to a nationwide examination of con-science, but the desire had to come from individuals, as victimsconfronted their spies and interrogators in more intimate settings.If the past could be worked through, it would happen in smokypubs and around kitchen tables. As with justice, bit by bit by bit.

    The Conversation

    Carlo Jordan, the founder of East Germany's environmental move-ment, is an Ossi, an East person. The first year I knew him, I neversaw him wear anything but a purple sweatshirt and jeans. The nextyear it was a black sweatshirt—every day. He travels on a bicycle,which he leaves outside his meeting place virtually unlocked. Hehas shaggy brown curls and granny glasses, a beard and a readysmile, and, at the age of forty, no job, little contact with his twochildren by past girlfriends, no possessions, and a casual relation-ship with time.

    His friend and colleague Falk Zimmermann, one of the environ-mental movement's most important members and a key link withgroups in other East Bloc and Western countries, seems like aWessi. Falk is all sharp angles, with a square jaw, a short haircut,and stylish clothes. He is punctual, businesslike, and always fullyscheduled. He has a wife and baby. Today he is the proud owner ofa satellite dish, Audi, VCR, beeper, and Toshiba laptop with faxmodem built in, and he knows the latest computer news. In collegein East Berlin he majored in, of all things, advertising. Today heproduces advertising videos, but even in the old East Germany helived like a yuppie. Yet it was Falk and not Carlo who was the trueproduct of the East German system: since high school Falk hadbeen working for the Stasi, and his reports on the environmental

    movement and other dissident groups, with special emphasis onCarlo, fill six fat volumes.

    I followed Carlo and Falk's attempt to come to terms with whatFalk did—to do Aufarbeitung, or working-through—over thecourse of several years. Their story is repeated throughout the dis-sident community in East Germany. In the years after the Wall fell,the East German desire to deal with the past exploded in an orgy ofconfession and tears—more so than after the Nazi era, because thevictims were Germans and still present, and more so than in otherEast Bloc nations because the opening of the files meant Stasi spiescould not hide from their victims. Germans are obsessed with theCommunist past and obsessed with their obsession. "First we weretalking about it," said Lothar Pawliczak, who spent years as a Stasispy. "Then we were talking about talking about it. Now we aretalking about talking about talking about it." A nation of peoplethat never makes eye contact on the subway is now consumed withbaring its soul, jailer to victim, follower to followed.

    Falk and Carlo's story also shows the elusiveness of truly comingto terms with the past. Falk, like most informers, made good Stasimaterial in part because he came to the organization already de-pendent and insecure. His betrayal of his friends did nothing tomake him a stronger person; he may never be able to heal. TheStasi left Carlo, like most of its victims, damaged in a different way.In dealing with the past today, Falk must face what he did; Carlomust take possession of his life.

    It was Carlo who first told me about Falk. It was a freezing mid-night in late October 1991, and in typical style Carlo took me on awalk across Berlin. We had met at Phyllis, a tony art gallery in theWest, and crossed Potsdamer Platz and the Brandenburg Gate. Theneon logos and slick white storefronts of West Berlin dissolved intoneighborhoods reminiscent of Sofia or Moscow. Trams rumbledover cobblestone streets past brown concrete four-story buildings."Karl Marx lived on this street," Carlo said. A few blocks from theCharite Hospital Carlo pointed up at a window in a brown con-crete building. "My Stasi spy lives here," he said.

    A few days later I met the Stasi spy at the Brandenburg Gate. Thefirst thing that struck me about Falk was how he had ever fooled

    them. The Environmental Library—the movement's headquar-ters—was two rooms in the basement of a dilapidated brown con-crete Prenzlauer Berg building with piles of stones and planks inthe courtyard. The people who worked there were as shaggy asCarlo. Falk must have fit in like a camel in the MetropolitanOpera.

    "We were a team," Falk said as we walked down Unter denLinden, past the old Soviet embassy compound—there was still abust of Lenin in the courtyard. "Carlo was the philosopher, and Iwas the manager."

    You were a team? I was missing something. "I was one of thefounders of Arche, the Green network," he said. "I named it that.I've traveled all over eastern Europe and seen the environmentalproblems. I knew how American groups work with volunteers. Iknew American fund-raising techniques. We began to use Gorba-chev's campaign speeches to our advantage. I organized interna-tional contacts, exchanges, conferences. Those were my ideas."Falk saw himself as the field marshal of the environmental army.

    We turned into an absurd, gargantuan coffee shop completelyempty except for one other table of customers, on the second floorof a trade center Erich Honecker had built. Falk talked for a whilemore about his work in the movement, until I said, "I want to hearabout your work for the Stasi."

    He paused for a long time. "I admit I had a negative impact," hesaid slowly. "But I think on balance my work was more positive.And even some people who weren't Stasi ended up hurting thegroup. Besides, Carlo welcomed the Stasi. There was one guy ev-eryone knew was Stasi. This was in January 1988. He wasn't in-vited to a meeting, and when Carlo found out he was excluded, heasked someone with a car to go get him. They didn't want to closethe structure. The Church groups worked behind closed doors andwere afraid of Stasi. We said, 'We're open, we're glad to have Stasiin our group. The authorities know that we'll work with them tosave the environment.'

    "The Stasi tried to get me to influence Arche," he went on."They wanted me to break up discussions by bringing up pointafter point, so we'd get no results. But everyone knows I was justthe other way."

    I laughed, but it was true, Falk couldn't help it; efficiency was hisnature. He met me once at Berlin's Lichtenberg station when I wastaking the night train to Warsaw, and he arranged for my ticketand sleeping berth, carried my luggage, criticized my laptop com-puter, and warned me three times to lock my compartment door.Wherever he was, he had to be the organizer, the expert, even whenhe wasn't. "I always thought Falk would be a bad informer," saidBelinda Cooper, an American lawyer and writer in West Berlinwho had dated Carlo before the Wall fell and had worked as acourier for the movement. "The Stasi wouldn't believe seventy per-cent of what he said. He tells you things with absolute certainty,and then later you realize he didn't know what he was talkingabout."

    We left the restaurant and walked along the Spree River to thePalace of Tears checkpoint, the anteroom to the Friedrichstrassetrain station. When East Berlin had existed, West German visas tothe city expired at midnight. At 11:50, the yard of the hall wouldbe filled with couples saying good-bye. The first room was a store-room piled with "Tranzyt" signs in Polish. The hall itself was asbig as a warehouse, and the lights were blazing. There was a newmotorcycle parked in the cavernous room, a bike lying on its side,sawhorses, floodlights. It looked as though the previous occupantshad skipped out minutes before. Falk took a camera out of his bag,and we took pictures of ourselves amid the melange of furnitureand bikes. I felt as though we had wandered onto a movie set. Laterthey turned the place into a disco.

    He still participates in the movement, Falk said. "I can't makespeeches in public—they'd cut my head off. But I do small things. Ianswer letters from America where they don't know about me. Iorganize things. The government invited me to take a three-monthtrip around the States. I would have loved to have gone. Icouldn't—I'd have to have told them. Sometimes I think of goingto Kaliningrad or somewhere and starting over where history can'tcatch up. But it would find me. Right after the Wall fell theywanted me to run for office. I said no; I knew my past."

    What was your past? I asked. How were you recruited?

    "I had won a special contest to go to advertising school," hesaid. "There were only twenty students a year in my program. I

    was twenty-three. At the time I was doing toolmaking in a factory,and I was thrilled to get my letters of acceptance. Then I got arejection letter. They called me into the personnel department ofthe factory and said I could go but there was one condition ... Iwas young. I'd be stronger now."

    He was silent. "I can't sleep now. I can't tell my mother. It wouldkill her. Sometimes I wonder if it's better just to tell her all atonce."

    I liked Falk. His contradictions amused me. In a single conversa-tion he could say "I was an anti-Communist" and "My vision forGermany was to emulate the changes in the Soviet Union, not tooppose the Communist Party." He said he had been recruited forthe Stasi against his will: "I didn't volunteer." But then he said hehad informed because he was interested in power: "I wanted to bein politics." He believed in the environmental cause, and he be-lieved in betraying it. And maybe he was right, maybe he had donemore good than harm.

    Later I found out that almost everything he had told me abouthis Stasi work was a lie. Almost everything he told most peoplewas, in fact. He had told Belinda he had quit in 1989. He had toldothers he had begun his Stasi work because they had threatened tokeep Andrea, his Hungarian then-girlfriend, now wife, out of Ger-many. But in fact, he had begun in high school, before he was eigh-teen. Falk's career was the product of this famous psychology theStasi kept talking about. His father had left home and moved toWest Germany when Falk was very young. When Falk was a teen-ager, his mother had left him alone in Berlin and moved two hun-dred kilometers away to practice medicine. She had been a Hitleradmirer; when she got her free Deutschemarks after the Wall fell,the first thing she bought was a book about him. Falk had been aninsecure and lonely kid, ripe for the picking. His departure in1989—that was a lie, too. He was still working for the Stasi in1990, after the Wall came down. Carlo Jordan had read Falk'swhole file.

    One November night a year after our midnight walk, I waitedfor Carlo, shivering in the drizzling dark in front of the WorldClock on Alexanderplatz. Carlo was late, as always. He rode up on

    his bike, smiling, and we walked toward a cafe. He left the bikeoutside, locked only to itself.

    I asked him how he had met Falk. "We met at the Third BerlinEcological Seminar in 1986, the one we organized after Cherno-byl," he said. "He came up to me, and I gave him my address—Ididn't have a telephone—and he came to my flat. At first he wasoveractive. He didn't listen, and he talked too much. He didn'tdress like us. But he liked his work, and I integrated him into thegroup. He was very oriented to the West and tried to make us veryefficient. In part it's his nature. But also the Stasi was telling himwhat topics he needed to get us to talk about. Sometimes his hurrywas a little funny, and we'd say, 'Why is Falk like this?' "

    Siggi Schefke was Carlo's disciple and comrade. He remindedme of a Labrador retriever—big, friendly, blond, and loping. Hehad met Carlo when they were both working as construction engi-neers in the summer of 1985. Carlo had brought Siggi into theenvironmental movement, and the next year they had founded theEnvironmental Library. I met Siggi in Dresden, where he nowworks as a TV producer. His office was filled with sleek black fur-niture and the latest computer and phone equipment. He wassimultaneously talking on the phone to coordinate coverage of alocal political crisis and talking to me about Falk. "I called myselfa student of Carlo's," Siggi said. "I was just finding myself politi-cally, and from 1985 to 1988 Carlo was my teacher. Then Falkbecame my teacher. He's an active, highly motivated person. Hewas really in among us, very close to us."

    Looking back on Falk's activities, it seems that the group shouldhave suspected something. Siggi and Falk shared chores as the cam-eramen for the illegal environmental videos Arche produced,which they smuggled out for West German TV—and East Ger-mans who watched it. One program on Bitterfeld, East Germany'smost polluted city, was seen by about 5 million East Germans.They fought a lot about who would control the camera. When Falkwas the cameraman, something usually screwed up—there wouldbe picture but no sound, or the picture would bob up and down.He usually argued in group meetings that the movement should bemade less political—keep it focused on ecological matters. Eventu-

    ally, his advocacy of setting up Arche, the Green network, resultedin a split in the group. All of these could have been Stasi-assignedtasks.

    Carlo first found out about Falk when he was in the Roundtablein 1990. "The people working in the files were telling me, 'We'rereading all about you,' " he said. "They let me look at the materialson the Environmental Library. It said The operative known asFalk Zimmermann produced videos.' I asked the archivists whatthat meant, and they said it didn't necessarily mean anything—'operative' was an ambiguous term."

    A lot of the material about the library was from an informer withthe code name Reinhardt Schumann. Reinhardtstrasse and Schu-mannstrasse are the two streets that cross outside Falk's apart-ment. Little by little, people in the Volkskammer, the GauckAuthority, and others in the movement who had seen their ownfiles brought Carlo information that added up to an inescapableconclusion: Falk was a spy.

    When I saw Carlo in November 1992, he had just finished read-ing through Falk's whole file. "In September I got this load of sixvolumes, two to three hundred pages each. The spy was labeled an1MB—collaborator with direct access to the political opposition—the highest level of informer. Then there were three smallervolumes about Falk—personal documents, biographies, the Stasi'splans for him, what they thought about him, even a certificate for amedal the Stasi awarded him. The six large volumes were his re-ports. Everything he wrote before the age of eighteen was closed tous, but we could read everything he wrote afterward.

    "He clearly started very young. The first reports are from 1979,on the youth movement. We went to the chief of opposition re-search and asked to make a full copy, allowing the third-partynames to stay. It's very complete—there's material on the Kom-somol, his factory, discos he visited, the army, the Church, parties,the Baltics, the Environmental Library, ecology seminars, WestGerman Greens, Americans—he always had a lot of contact withforeigners. In October 1989 he even had a conversation with Gen-eral Schwanitz, the number two man in the Stasi—that's how im-portant he was. Most of the important spies had their filesdestroyed and must be reconstructed through the material in the

    files of their victims, but with Falk it's all there. He had so manyforeign contacts, the Stasi must have thought they could keep usinghim.

    "The Stasi's reports on him said that he came from a family ofintelligentsia. There was a lot on his family situation. He grew upnear Humboldt University, and his friends were professors' chil-dren. He needed social recognition very badly. He liked to be cleverand successful. His Stasi officer was very close to him—almost likea father. He was always telling him, 'Yes, Falk. Very good work,Falk.'

    "They knew everything about him," Carlo continued. "Even hissexual behavior—he liked girls but needed a long time before sleep-ing with them. This was all described in bureaucratic language.

    "He was a very valuable spy. He spoke English and Russian, andhe had lots of connections with intellectuals and with foreigners.His last order was to collect information on the European Parlia-ment. Our delegate there, Birgit Klammer, gave him the key to theEuropean Parliament office in the Reichstag and said he couldcome in anytime to use the equipment there. She invited him toBrussels. There were two or three pages on this."

    What did Falk get from the Stasi? I asked. "Money," Carlo said."He got between two hundred fifty and five hundred marks amonth. Permission to travel, to visit his father in West Germany.He has a very large, very nice flat. The last thing he asked for wasa Samara car, a fancy Russian car that runs on diesel fuel. He keptasking his handler, 'So when do I get my Samara?' He never gotthat. The Stasi has a lot of information about Andrea, his wife,who's a Hungarian Jew. They wanted to live together in Berlin,which was not easy, but they did it. And Falk requested instru-ments for the doctors at the university hospital, where his motherworked.

    "He liked me," Carlo said. "He portrayed me positively. And hedidn't tell them everything he knew. I had a courier from Finland.Falk knew him well and knew what he was doing—and I do notfind a report about him. And when they asked him about Andreahe always said, 'That's my private life. I don't want to talk abouther.'"

    It sounds as though you're still fond of him, I said.

    Carlo shook his head. "No, I'm very angry. He didn't have to tellus everything, but everything he said should be true. At the libraryfrom time to time we spoke about what behavior we must havewith the Stasi, and the rule was to tell everyone immediately aboutany contact. For a long time it was possible for him to stop. Heworked even after the Wall was opened. There would have been nopenalty for stopping then. But he didn't stop."

    And the file showed the extent of Falk's viciousness, most of itdirected at Siggi; the conflict over the TV camera had blossomedinto a serious feud. The Stasi's code name for Siggi was "Satan."Carlo had told me about one particularly horrible page, a tran-script of a tape-recorded conversation Falk had had with his Stasihandler in late summer of 1989. Siggi quoted it to me from mem-ory: " 'When will Schefke be arrested?' Falk complained. 'I've puttogether so many facts about Schekfe. That must be enough to ar-rest him—how much more do you need? I can't stand it! Schefke isjoking about the Stasi because you don't arrest him.' " Siggi shookhis head.

    Carlo told me about another passage that had caught his eye,from Falk's army service in the early 1980s. Another soldier hadconfided to Falk that he was thinking of fleeing west. Falk drewhim out: Would you flee alone? Would you use weapons? And hereported the whole conversation. Even back then, Falk's service tothe Workers' State went beyond the expected.

    Carlo had about two hundred pages of Falk's file at his housefrom the last months of 1989. I went over to read it. They werereports by Falk's handler of their meetings, which had taken placeevery two or three days in a Stasi apartment that had the codename "Rose." The first page of each report listed the time, date,people present, and purpose of the meeting. Then there was a de-scription of Falk's report and an evaluation of the meeting, and thedate and time of the next one.

    Most of the reports were about Arche business, especially thegroup's videotaping of East German demonstrations and their suc-cess in smuggling the tapes to the West. One page relates Falk'sstory that Andrea suspected Belinda was working for the CIA, withspecial attention to her shorthand. (Andrea later told Belinda shedidn't say any of this.) "Cooper cannot give a plausible explana-

    tion for her financial situation," Falk reported his wife as saying."From this behavior [Andrea] Dunai suspects that Cooper is possi-bly active in a secret service. She codes everything she writes downin an unusual way, further supporting this suspicion."

    Carlo's building was as dilapidated as ever, the staircase dou-bling as storage, strewn with paper bags and lumber. His apart-ment is large but falling apart, the walls stripped bare of even paintbut overflowing with art by a Lithuanian friend of Carlo's andCommie-kitsch posters. Over his toilet he has a poster of beaming,healthy blond youths putting flowers around a picture of Stalin,with the slogan in German "He is peace." There were always vaga-bonds of various nationalities crashing on Carlo's floor. Oncewhen I visited he had a family of four from Canada at his house.The children were playing cards on the church pew that served asseating in the kitchen. "When I was young it was my goal to hitch-hike around the world," Carlo told me. "That was impossible, butI always put up hitchhikers when they came through here. I made alot of friends that way."

    Carlo had never received the master's degree in philosophy andhistory he had earned. When he had worked it had been as a car-penter and in construction, but he hadn't worked much. He hadbeen the proud owner of a summer cottage a hundred kilometersfrom Berlin, much beloved by the opposition as a meeting place.The government simply took it one day: Carlo arrived to find thefurniture gone and a new lock on the door. He owned a Trabantthat he had signed up for in 1975 and received in 1985.

    Carlo's involvement in dissident politics began in the 1970s. Hehad been arrested only once, detained for only one night. "Proba-bly because I was never anti-Communist, just in favor of anotherCommunist direction," he said. He went to work in church groupsand then found his true home in the environmental movement. Heshowed me a portion of his own Stasi file. "Jordan belonged to acircle of criminals under investigation," the report said. "He has adeep-rooted negative attitude toward decisive social and politicalrelations in East Germany, such as the dictatorship of the proletar-iat, the leading role of the SED, democratic centralism, the peaceand defense policies of the German Democratic Republic and theWarsaw Pact, the environmental policies and the economic strat-

    egy of the German Democratic Republic. This negative attitudedetermines his thinking and activities. His political views tend inthe direction of a pluralist system . . ."

    It was quite a flattering document. Can't you use this as a recom-mendation? I asked.

    "Yes, you can joke," he said. "People like me have problems. Bigcapitalist enterprises see Party members and like them because theyare adaptable. People who make a revolution are not adaptable."He had no job yet, and since pensions in Germany were calculatedby the number of years employed, he would earn a very small pen-sion. Meanwhile, the rent on the apartment had gone up from 40to 440 marks a month. Money hadn't mattered in East Germany,and it still didn't matter to Carlo, who found the West's emphasison money strange. I had a feeling it would begin to matter.

    But I couldn't tell how much of this was persecution and howmuch of it was Carlo. Perhaps it was the result of decades on themargins of society, but Carlo was no Falk when it came to busi-ness. And a job would surely get in the way of Carlo's political andsocial life. Our first midnight walk, in October 1991, ended up atTacheles, a building, if that is the word, in East Berlin's old Jewishquarter that served simultaneously as a discotheque, dormitory,artists' studio, theater, and garbage dump. Prostitutes in whiteleather thigh boots waited for customers in the street outside. Ta-cheles, Yiddish for straight talk, was a shell of an old shoppingcenter from the 1920s with the insides dynamited out. We got inwithout paying. "I'm always welcome here," Carlo shouted overthe music. "When I was at the Roundtable they were going toknock the building down, and I saved it." Pools of water floodedthe concrete floor and the ceiling was a maze of exposed pipe. Ajazz band played in the main room, the one with a bar. Graffiti inat least six languages was everywhere. Dazed people in black withtoo many earrings propped themselves up against the wall, wherethere hung, among other messages, "Fuck 'em all!" in English anda target with George Bush at its center.

    Tacheles was one of Carlo's tamer hangouts. One night aroundmidnight we went to another club, walking in on what looked likea seance. The room had an orange ceiling painted with shark'steeth. Two men were dancing on a table, and under the table sat

    another man, holding a candle that seemed about to set the tableon fire. Candles lined the floor.

    At Tacheles we went into a back room and sat down in a rustedtruck bed. "I saw Falk yesterday at a meeting of the old Greennetwork," he said. "He still goes to meetings. He's not our interna-tional spokesman anymore. But he continues to work."

    "Did he ever believe in it?" I shouted. It was hard to talk over thedin.

    "I think he did," said Carlo. "He did a lot of good. He did avideo on endangered woods. The best thing was a TV program wefilmed in Bitterfeld. It was smuggled out and shown on West Ger-man TV. Five million Easterners saw it. Later I asked Falk how theStasi had reacted. He said they had wanted to cut off his head."

    Siggi had been in New York when Carlo first found out aboutFalk. When Siggi got back to Germany in the late summer of 1990,Uli Neumann, a psychologist and Arche member who had emi-grated to West Berlin two years before, called him with the news."I went to a pub and got drunk," Siggi told me. "I couldn't sleep atnight." A few weeks later Carlo called him and Uli and suggestedto them that they meet with Falk to question him about his activi-ties and force him to confront what he did—a session of Aufar-beitung.

    "Typical idea of Carlo's," Uli told me when I met him for coffeein December 1993. "He always tries to communicate, to bring peo-ple together."

    "We perhaps have no common future, but we have a commonhistory," Carlo told me. "In Spain, Franco is buried in a cemeterywith partisans. That's good; it's holistic. The ecological movementbelieves in such things."

    Siggi and Uli agreed to the meetings, and Carlo called Falk. "Wehave to speak about something," he said. He explained that thegroup had information showing that Falk was a Stasi spy, and theywanted to talk to him about it.

    Falk said he would come. "We were giving him a chance to workthrough it and change himself," said Carlo. "And he was probablyrelieved we didn't shun him." Falk was very tense when he showedup at Carlo's apartment for the first meeting, in October 1990. Thefour men—the four most important members of Arche—sat down

    at Carlo's kitchen table. Carlo made tea. "Falk was very suspiciousand didn't know how angry we would be," said Carlo.

    "I wasn't angry—Falk was my friend," said Carlo. "I tried tomake it not so hateful. Siggi was more hateful. He really yelled. Itried to be quieter. The purpose was to have it come from him. Atthe first session I didn't use all my information. I held back. I didn'twant to break him. We didn't tell him 'That's not true.' My strat-egy was to have him make a confession and speak. We could con-front him at the next session."

    But Falk did not cooperate. "He gave us absolutely no informa-tion," Siggi said. "At the end of the conversation we didn't know athing we hadn't already known. He'd confirm what we told himbut offered nothing new. We'd ask him, 'How much money did theStasi pay you?' and he said, 'Oh, I got some money at irregulartimes.' Well, he got a lot of money—we estimate about sixty thou-sand marks over the course of his career. I was shocked by howmuch money he got. Five hundred marks a month was really a lot.That's a measure of his value to them. But Falk never confirmedthis."

    Falk told the three that he had begun with the Stasi in 1988 andmet with his handler once a month. Carlo did not yet know theextent of Falk's Stasi involvement—he didn't read Falk's completefile till the next year—but he did know that Falk had been workingfor the Stasi before 1988. But he kept silent. "We began with himquietly, but it got louder and louder," Siggi said. "We were so ir-ritated when he didn't answer." They told him he had to quit hisjob—he was still doing television reports on environmental sub-jects. They agreed to meet again in a few weeks.

    At the next meeting Carlo told Falk that he had documents from1987. All right, you got me, Falk said. I began in 1984. "He wasmore himself at the next meeting, although Siggi was still yelling,"Carlo said. "Falk had just gone to England with Friends of theEarth. We told him he had to get out of political activity. We toldhim he had to go to Arche and explain his actions. And he did—twice. He went to the Berlin organization, and one for the whole ofEast Germany."

    But Carlo's sense of satisfaction evaporated as he read more ofFalk's file. He found Falk's reports from 1979. He was flabber-

    gasted; Falk had just kept lying. "I would accept it if he said noth-ing," said Carlo. "But why does he keep lying? Why doesn't hethink we'll catch him? Maybe the officials told him they had de-stroyed his documents."

    The group met with Falk four or five times, several times inFalk's apartment. Carlo gave up trying to get big truths from Falkand tried to concentrate on little ones: they focused one meeting onthe money Falk had received, another on whether he had sabo-taged Arche's camera work. "He told us he had never told the Stasiabout the video projects, but that was a lie, too," Carlo said.

    The first time I talked to Falk, in late 1991, he told me that thesemeetings had been his own idea. "I told them voluntarily that I wasinvolved with Stasi," he said. "Some of them said, 'It's really greatthat you told us.' I wanted to talk to them about it. I feel easier thatthey know. But it was terrible, like a tribunal against me. I will notsay I'm sorry. Gorbachev was connected with the secret police. Sowas former Soviet foreign minister Shevardnadze. Not everyonewas bad."

    Two years later, over a Chinese lunch, Falk was more honest. "Ifelt they would never find the files," he said. "I had heard my filewas destroyed. I was one of their best people, and all of us had ourfiles destroyed.

    "At Carlo's they asked me concrete things. I gave them an-swers—usually not right answers," he said. "They asked aboutwhether I got money and I'd say, 'No. Well, maybe so. It's unclear.'They asked me when I left, and I said I lost interest after the firstdemonstration. That wasn't true. I told them I had been workingfor the Stasi for two or three years. I never told them the full truth.But they looked like they would kill me if I said yes. And theydidn't know what they were doing. Later, with the opening of thefiles, I would be more honest. You see you have no chance."

    This time when I asked Falk about his Stasi involvement, he toldme the truth. "I came in as a child," he said. "I had a precariousfamily situation. They wanted to take our house in Saxony. Mymother managed to keep it by writing to the Party. I saw that youonly have a chance in this country if you are connected to the realpower.

    "I can't claim I worked for them because of pressure. This was a

    very boring country. If you met Carlo, you saw people who wereinteresting. Carlo fascinated me. I saw my chance to really dosomething in East Germany. But I wanted to be in the process.Matthias Vogt, one of our members—he was working as a ceme-tery gardener. I didn't want to do that. I liked being half here andhalf there."

    He was a very enthusiastic spy, he said. "My officer once toldme, 'Don't be so active.' I said that it was my nature, and helaughed."

    But Falk also tried to justify what he had done. "This Aufar-beitung, don't focus on that. That's not the story," he said. "Thisgroup had no intention to do Aufarbeitung. Carlo is only inter-ested in his files." The real story, he said, was his contribution tothe environmental movement, his role in founding Arche. He wentover it in great detail. "They were dreaming ten times, thinkingtwenty times, and ended up doing nothing," he said. "I was thepragmatist."

    I asked him why he had pushed his handler to arrest Siggi. "Iwasn't suggesting they arrest him," he said. "I was asking why theyhadn't—I wanted information about their strategy. I was part ofthe operation, and I needed to know which way they were going."

    I wondered if he was aware of his lies or if by now it was a reflex:lie unless you have to tell the truth. He was truthful with me onlyabout subjects on which he knew I already knew the truth. What-ever the system was, he could work it, always one step ahead of thegame. Falk would never have to be a cemetery gardener.

    Belinda laughs about it now. After the Wall fell she ran an infor-mation business for a while with Andrea, and the two women arestill close. Falk told Andrea of his spying only after the news beganto leak. Andrea had even called Belinda to tell her, but Belinda hadalready found out. "It wasn't my whole life, so it affected me lessthan the others," Belinda said. "But when I saw what Falk saidabout me being CIA, I got a terrible pain in my stomach. You seeyour name there in this impersonal way. It's the same feeling aswhen you hear that a man you're seeing is seeing another woman."

    "Falk left me two letters asking if we could talk," Siggi said. "Ihaven't answered them. Maybe after I read the whole file, then wecan talk someday. It's been three years now and seems like another

    century. I'd like to talk to him again, but he'll never be my friend."

    Would you have forgiven him, I asked, if he had come clean atthe first meeting?

    Siggi nodded vigorously. "I would have. But he didn't. And nowyou have eternal mistrust."

    Carlo broke all contact with Falk as well. Practically everyonehad. But the group in general had gone separate ways. When Uliwas describing the group's Aufarbeitung sessions to me, he saidthat Falk had told them he had begun in 1988. "But now we knowit was 1986," he said.

    "No," I said. "He was working since high school. Carlo saw it inhis files."

    Uli stared at his coffee. "I didn't know." He hadn't talked toCarlo in a long time.

    "When the information came out," Falk told me, "Matthias, an-other member of the group, sent me a postcard saying 'Our friend-ship will continue.' But that was a year ago," he said with a bittersmile. "There haven't been any calls." He shrugged. "What's ayear?"

    "Tell Falk hello," Belinda told me. "I'm angry at him, but I don'tknow how mad to be. I like him, and I want to keep liking him.When I had some troubles with the group, Falk was the one whotook my side, where I felt warmth.

    "You can't write off a human being. I find East Germans moreforgiving than Westerners. If you're in a situation like Carlo, withfive or six or seven friends who are informers, you have to stopmaking judgments about people."

    Belinda had gone to see Falk a year after the news came out, andthey had talked for three hours. "I asked Falk how he felt," Belindasaid. "He didn't understand the question. He always talked abouthow interesting it was to see both sides, but never about his feel-ings. I asked if he had thought of seeing a therapist. He said no, hedoesn't need it. I was hoping for some regret, but it's just not there.He was cold and matter-of-fact. I expected an apology, but maybethat was naive. I got the feeling he was nervous. He kept saying 'Iwon't lie to you.' He has a child now. I doubt he'll ever tell himwhat he did—just like the Nazi parents after the war."

    Why was this Aufarbeitung a good idea? I asked Carlo later.

    "If you've been bad, you're less bad after saying it," he said.

    It seemed so simple. But Falk was not less bad, nor less screwedup. He had never confronted his guilt. The urge to work throughthe past hadn't been his urge. It had come from Carlo, and I wasbeginning to wonder if it was doing him any good, either.

    One night I met Carlo at a lecture at an old warehouse in Prenz-lauer Berg, now converted into a performance space with a winebar and nice paintings. A reporter from Stern magazine was talkingabout her new book, Comrade Judas, about Ibrahim Bohme, afterthe Wall the chairman of the Social Democratic Party in East Ger-many, before the fall a human rights activist—and Stasi informer.At a table to the side a woman was selling other Stasi books: aboutten different books of interviews with informers or analyses ofStasi methods. Carlo picked up the book Vera Wollenberger hadwritten and immediately looked in the index for his name. Almosteveryone who picked up a book turned first to the index.

    We went to a bar. Carlo talked about his efforts to get rehabili-tated—to recapture the parts of his life the Stasi had robbed fromhim. It was a slow process, but then time never mattered much toCarlo. In particular, he wanted his cottage back (he got it a yearlater), and he wanted the master's degree he had been promised.He was still waiting to read his own file at the Gauck Authority. "Ithink they need to boost their statistics, so they give out a lot ofsmall files. My file is so thick, I need my own researcher," he said.

    Carlo's great theme—other than the Stasi, which had ruined thefirst half of his life—was the crazy West Berliners moving into hisbuilding who seem determined to ruin the second half. His rent hadgone up by a factor of eleven. He had had to move out of the apart-ment so it could be refurbished. "I've been expropriated twice," hesaid. "First the Stasi takes my cottage, and now the Westernerstake my apartment." Worse, they keep inviting him to meetings totalk about the building. "They want to make it look like everybuilding in West Berlin, white with no character," he complained."Are there no other things in life? All they want to talk about is realestate. I did not make a revolution to talk about real estate."

    "Yes, you did, Carlo," I said. "That is exactly what this revolu-tion is about." It was not his revolution anymore.

    "Carlo hasn't changed time yet," Siggi said. Falk was the onlyone who really knew his way around capitalism.

    Late one night I went with Belinda to the Metzer Eck bar inPrenzlauer Berg. Nine people, mostly Environmental Library folk,were drinking beer and eating fried potatoes and ham. They meetevery Wednesday night. Only one of them—former cemetery gar-dener Matthias Vogt, now working for Greenpeace—had to get upin the morning. Some of them had brought articles they were writ-ing, most of them on the Stasi. One man was compiling a list ofNazis hired by the Stasi. They talked for a while about Wolf Bier-mann, a folksinger who had been expelled to the West and wasnow accusing—correctly, it turned out—Sascha Anderson, theringmaster of Prenzlauer Berg avant-garde life, of being Stasi. I leftat one in the morning and was the first to go. They were still talk-ing about the Stasi.

    The Stasi was an obsession for many Germans, but they were thewrong Germans. The victims could not break free of the Stasi,while the vast majority of the collaborators seemed not to want tothink about it at all, at least not in a way that contributed to deal-ing with the past. But for Aufarbeitung to be successful, it had tocome from Stasi officers and collaborators as well.

    Germany seemed to have a better chance of achieving this thanother countries. In Czechoslovakia and Poland I had spent monthslooking for secret police agents. I had found only one informer, aCzech doctor in a steel mill clinic in Ostrava, who had come for-ward on his own. I could persuade only a few secret police officersto talk to me, and those were the head of the organization andthree who turned against the regime. I was beginning to think therehad been no secret police at all, since no one seemed to haveworked for it. In Germany, by contrast, you couldn't turn on thetelevision without seeing former Stasi officers and informers talk-ing about what they had done. There were even organizations offormer Stasi employees.

    There were three possible reasons for this difference. The firstwas that there had been many more secret police and collaboratorsin Germany than in Poland or Czechoslovakia. The second reason

    was what some people have identified as a particularly Germanurge for self-analysis and expiation of guilt. If such a thing exists,however, it is due in large part to the third reason, the overwhelm-ingly important one: only in Germany can victims see their filesand find the names of their agents and Stasi officials. The Stasicome forward as damage control; they know the game is up.

    Nowhere else in the East Bloc would you find the Insiders' Com-mittee for Illumination. At its formation, the organizers announcedthey were Stasi officers who wanted to meet with Stasi victims toadmit their abuses and talk about the harm they had done. I calledJorg Seidel, one of the committee's founders.

    Seidel didn't show up for our first meeting. I called again, and weagreed to meet in a cafe near Alexanderplatz. I sat there for twentyminutes before realizing that the man in the corner who lookedabout nineteen, with pitted skin and a silver tooth, badly dressed ina gold-colored sweatshirt and jeans, was in fact Jorg Seidel.

    He was thirty-one, he said when he sat down at my table, andhad joined the Stasi after three years in the army. His job had beencounterespionage against American spies—trailing the CIA in EastGermany, recruiting informers to befriend Americans, and analyz-ing their reports. I asked him a question in English. Seidel smiled,shook his head, and waited for the translation.

    The Insiders' Committee had been founded in May 1992 withnineteen formal members, he said. "We wanted to stop the demon-ization of the Stasi. There were two sides to the Cold War. TheStasi wouldn't have existed without the other side. The Stasi was asecret service like any other—the difference was that it served theParty. But the degree of espionage a government uses on its ownpeople is the same everywhere. There are a lot of people now talk-ing about the Stasi who would have been at the center of interestfor the secret service in any country due to their political activi-ties."

    I tried to picture Seidel in a soul-baring discussion with Stasivictims, and I winced. Is there anything the Stasi did that you objectto? I asked. He thought for a while. "They had a lot of informationon people's emotional state," he said. "How people lived, thought,and felt. The Stasi could have used economic information to orga-nize society better, but they didn't do it."

    What about people like Vera Wollenberger, whose husband hadbeen informing on her? What about people who had lost their chil-dren, marriages, and jobs? "With Wollenberger you have to differ-entiate between what she says and what's true," he said. "Our'new heroes' have to claim they were mistreated by the Stasi. It'spart of their reputation and credibility. There are people who suf-fered. But it's due to mistakes, a wrong understanding of orders."He gave me some literature that said the Insiders' Committee "dis-tances itself from former collaborators who violated the laws of theGerman Democratic Republic."

    So this was a Stasi superspy, trailing the CIA with English nobetter than my German, who firmly believed that all governmentshave their Stasi, that every political misfit deserves to be spied on,that as long as the law—whatever the law—is followed there isnothing more to be said. If there was illumination to be done here,I didn't think Seidel could contribute much.

    But Seidel was in fact a good representative of the other Stasiofficials I met. One morning I went to see people from ISOR, agroup of former Stasi that was trying to lobby for better pensionsand an end to the firings. The office was inside a shed in an indus-trial area of Lichtenberg. The room gave the overwhelming impres-sion of staleness: with its copper-colored wallpaper, brown carpet,and flimsy wood furniture it looked as though nothing had stirredfor forty years. I sat down with Markus, a German-American in hisearly twenties who was my translator that week, at a table with ayoung woman in butterfly glasses and three old men in shabbysuits. They spoke slowly, with great politeness. Long silences punc-tuated the conversation.

    Dr. Werner Wunderlich, who had been a major general in theVolksarmee, looked like my grandfather and talked like Seidel."East Germany didn't want to build the Wall," he said. "It waspushed into it by the West. East Germany not only helped maintainpeace but pushed West Germany to achieve—that's why the Westhad income stability and a social network. Now East Germany isno longer there, and see how prices are skyrocketing!" This was atheory of market competition straight out of Milton Friedman.

    "Not a single shot was fired during demonstrations and the fallof the Wall," he said. "It was the calmness of the armed forces that

    prevented things from erupting into conflicts like the Caucasus orYugoslavia."

    I asked him about Stasi victims and mentioned Wollenberger. "IfI got up in Hyde Park to slander the Queen, what would happen?"Wunderlich said. "When a threat is made against the state, thestate must take appropriate measures to knock it out. This is whatshould have been done to Vera Wollenberger."

    The others nodded their agreement, and Peter Fricher, theyoungest of the three men, began to talk about the old system."Women could walk at night in the street. There was a low crimerate, and a high percentage of crimes were solved. But it was thewhole morale of society. Money and possessions were not the mostimportant thing. There were other values." A discussion of the for-gotten values followed.

    Astrid Karger, the woman in the butterfly glasses, said that whenthe group was formed, one of the yellow papers, Super!, had run aheadline: "Watch Out, the Stasi Is Coming Back!" I glanced atMarkus, who was valiantly struggling to keep from laughing. Wetook our leave and walked a few minutes in absolute silence, andthen Markus started to whistle the Twilight Zone theme.

    It was hard to imagine anyone having to watch out for ISOR.The temptation was to dismiss them entirely, to think that the Stasimust have been a joke, but the fact that they exhibit no talent fordemocracy obviously had not meant that they had exhibited notalent for totalitarianism. Their tasks had been to tap the tele-phones and drive the buses and poke around the neighbors' gar-bage, and of these little acts—which they no doubt carried out withdiligence—a great criminal machine had arisen and begun to hum.

    I felt a strange affection for these people. They were lost in thisnew world. The structure that had employed them had vanished,and they were barred from most other jobs. Worse, there was noth-ing they knew how to do. I would not have hired Seidel as a shopassistant. They had lived in a bubble and had never been exposedto unofficial thought—really, to thought at all. Perhaps Seidel wasyoung enough to learn new ways, but most could not. They nodoubt believed they were making a genuine effort to deal withwhat they had done, but their history had left them unprepared notonly to deal with it but even to see it clearly.

    In another way, however, they were more fortunate than peoplelike Falk. Seidel and the ISOR group did not have to worry aboutbeing unmasked. Their work was open, and their social circle hadalways consisted of other Stasi officials and their families. For thesecret informers who lived in the community of dissidents or "nor-mal" East Germans, however, the opening of the files signified thecrash not only of their careers but of their private lives as well.

    If there is a single case that has come to symbolize Stasi betrayal,it is that of Vera Wollenberger, the dissident who helped to writethe law opening the files, and her husband, Knud—a slim, quietman of forty, a loving husband who raised their children whileVera worked and attended political events, a mainstay of the PeaceCircle opposition group in Berlin's Pankow neighborhood—and aStasi informer whose conversations with his handler often centeredon his own wife.

    As Knud realized that the files would be opened and discoverywas imminent, he tried to head off the disaster that awaited. "Vera,I really admire your politics," he would tell his wife over and over.

    It was futile. She took their children and filed for divorce. Wol-lenberger has no contact now with Vera or their children, nor withany of his friends from the Peace Circle. He still lives in the family'sapartment, its door plastered with stickers from New Forum andthe Green Party. The apartment is quirky, with beamed ceilings;Wollenberger and Carlo Jordan, his longtime friend, built the frontroom themselves. "Admire my handiwork," Carlo admonished mebefore I went to see Wollenberger one snowy night in late 1993.But Carlo is no longer a friend; Wollenberger, active in the envi-ronmental movement, informed on him as well.

    Wollenberger made tea and brought out a bowl of walnuts. Wetalked for two hours as his housemates wandered in and out, occa-sionally sitting and listening to the conversation. "Have you triedto contact anyone from the Peace Circle?" I asked Knud.

    He shrugged. "Solidarity should be extended to the person in theweak position," he said. He meant himself, presumably.

    His view was that his motives had been good, his informing hadjust been part of his political work as a dissident, he hadn't hurtanyone—not too much, anyway—and if anyone was entitled to

    call himself a victim today, it was Knud Wollenberger. "I was re-porting on myself as much as anyone," he said. "My officer wouldask me about the meetings, and I would tell him our positions—Vera's as much as anyone else's. Often I was telling him what I saidand did. These ideas were all part of what should have been possi-ble in this country. Our activities were very public. I tried to influ-ence my handler to change his thinking. By telling the Stasi aboutour ideas, I'm sure I influenced them."

    How do you know?

    "You can't see it in the Gauck files, of course—officials couldn'twrite that they were adopting dissident views. But the man I wastalking to came around more and more. It was obvious."

    I mentioned that a Stasi psychologist had told me they weretrained to simulate being convinced.

    "No," he said. "I asked my officer later, and he said he neverstudied psychology. Besides, even if they were trained, it's not soeasy for a Stasi official to talk to twenty informers regularly with-out coming around to a critical position."

    I asked him what he had put into his reports. He corrected me. "Inever wrote reports," he said. "I just talked to Stasi officials. I hadthe feeling the information was mainly just stored away some-where."

    Just stored away?

    "Yes, just filed. They liked to have information about every-thing. In the 1980s they might have made more use of it, but in theseventies nothing happened with the information."

    So you didn't harm anyone?

    "I had a feeling for what was harmful and what I should keepback," he said. I asked him the same question again later, and hesaid, "Well, I wouldn't exclude it." I waited. "I was the one in theCircle who was always saying 'Look, we can't forget about theStasi, but we shouldn't talk about it all the time. Let's not worry somuch,' " he said. "And on the other side I was doing this. Even ifyou were in a circle of people who expected to be looked at, it's notnice to be the one doing the looking. I saw that then. But my politi-cal influence was too strong."

    "What did you tell them about Vera?" I asked.

    "The same thing I told them about all of us—including me. We

    all stood publicly for what we believed in. There wasn't much tokeep back. Our activities were public. There was no personal infor-mation. Of course, if you are together with someone as often as Iwas with my officer, he asks you about your children."

    But in fact, Vera's file was filled with personal details and infor-mation about secret trips that under East German law could havelanded her in jail. I asked Wollenberger why his wife had neversuspected. He shrugged again. "Write a book about it," he said.

    Knud Wollenberger was a spooky man. I wondered as we satcracking walnut shells if sitting down with his victims would havecracked his shell, and then I remembered that he had faced his wife.And I remembered Falk. Carlo had done everything right. He hadapproached Falk gently, allowed him time to make his confession,encouraged honesty, and made it clear that the group was willingto listen. And yet the sessions had been a failure—producing notunderstanding, nor forgiveness, nor a common basis for a future,nor re-examination. Falk was not a less bad person afterward. Ifanything, he had more lies to answer for than before. The problemwas Falk himself. Wollenberger seemed to me an even less promis-ing candidate for redemption.

    As the months wore on, East Germans concerned about the Stasilegacy tried various ways of working through the past. They beganthese projects with high hopes and open minds, but their attemptsinvariably ended in disappointment. Four years after the fall of theWall, most Stasi victims had concluded bitterly that there was nosuch thing as a truly repentant Stasi spy.

    Lothar Pawliczak was the nearest I found, the only Stasi in-former I met who seemed to embrace the process of dealing withthe past. He was forty-one when I met him, with thinning hair,buckteeth, no chin, a mustache, and glasses, a nondescript mandistinguished only by a tragic fragility. He seemed about to breakin two. "When the Wall came down I felt a sense of relief," he toldme over coffee at a cafe near Alexanderplatz. "It was a way to getout of the system. Before the Wall fell I didn't have the courage. Itdoesn't take a lot of imagination to realize what the Stasi would doto people who wanted out."

    No amount of imagination, however, could have predicted that

    what followed would be worse. With his confession he lost his joband what was left of his confidence. He came out in the same waya gay man in a homophobic society emerges from the closet: themask and costume fall away, leaving him exhilaratingly free and atthe same time chilled by exposure. "I no longer have to ever beafraid of being revealed by the secret service," he said. "I don'thave to meet people and wonder if they knew. It has had a positiveeffect on my spiritual balance, but I had not considered the conse-quences, and revelation has meant political suicide and suicide as aprivate citizen."

    The Stasi went to Pawliczak with an offer to become a spyabroad when he was in his last year of high school. He signed acontract as soon as he reached eighteen. In college from 1969 to1974, while he majored in Marxist-Leninist philosophy at theHumboldt University, he was in a Stasi holding pool, meeting everymonth or so with a Stasi officer to discuss the progress of his stud-ies. "I joined for the adventure," Pawliczak said; socialism was thepinnacle of human evolution, but it bored him silly. "And it was anhonor. You feel important." He was not particularly enamored ofthe Stasi, but, having grown up in the bubble, he saw no reason torefuse. Besides, it would allow him to help improve the system. "Iwanted to understand how socialism functioned, why it didn'tfunction, and how to make it better."

    He got a degree in philosophy and economics. But after gradua-tion he got married, and Stasi rules prohibited sending marriedmen abroad. His handlers assigned him to another department andseemingly lost interest. In the late 1970s he went to work at theCentral Institute for Philosophy, sharing a desk with WolfgangTemplin, his friend since his first year of university. During college,then, they had been fellow Stasi agents, although neither hadknown it at the time.

    Templin had quit the Stasi after two years but had stayed in theParty, still holding the illusion of reform from within. By the early1980s that was gone—he quit the Institute, quit the Party, andbegan to contact people from the dissident churches. By the mid-1980s, Wolfgang Templin, a soft-spoken man with a long beardand mournful eyes, was probably the most important dissident in

    East Germany. It was to his door the Stasi had sent its army of fishbuyers and schnauzer salesmen forty times a day.

    Meanwhile, Pawliczak joined a philosophical revolt at the insti-tute. The Party dumped him and the other heretics from the insti-tute and banned him from teaching and publishing. "Yourirresponsible behavior has shown that you are not ready and capa-ble of displaying the required sociopolitic responsibilities of ourMarxist-Leninist institute," said his letter of dismissal. He was alsokicked out of the Party and the Stasi.

    He was unemployed for the next year and threw his energy intoattending discussions in the Protestant churches along with Tem-plin, Werner Fischer, and other activists. (In 1985 this discussiongroup grew into the Initiative for Peace and Human Rights, one ofthe most important dissident organizations.) In the summer of1984 Pawliczak finally found a job at VEB Domestic ApplianceServices, a washing-machine manufacturer, as a midlevel bureau-crat—he still doesn't know whether the Stasi was responsible ornot. Most exciting for him, he was given a chance to return toacademic life. He was allowed to schedule a lecture on February 7,1985, at the University of Leipzig on an academic paper he waswriting. Finally, life was beginning again.

    A week before the lecture he received a summons from the fac-tory's personnel director. When he arrived, the personnel directorwasn't there, but a Stasi official was.

    "Well, Herr Pawliczak, you do frequent these opposition circles,don't you?" the man said.

    The Stasi official asked him to report on the activities of thesecircles and especially on his college friend. In official terms, theStasi was asking Pawliczak to become a Personal Confidant ofEnemy of the State Templin. His orders—a copy of which ended upin Templin's file—included the assignment to "steer Templin to-ward a hard line against the leaders of the evangelical church." Hewas promised a new job in a research institution. Pawliczak ac-cepted and asked for the code name Wolf.

    Informer Wolf was a sober and meticulous spy. He told his han-dlers about the political discussions of Templin's group and thepeople he met there, Templin's plans to get a doctorate abroad,

    and even the remodeling of his kitchen, deeming the new kitchen"tidy." He stayed with the Stasi to the bitter end. "I was thinkingsince 1988 how to get out," he told me. But he did not get out."Today I know that had I refused to cooperate with the Stasi orterminated my cooperation, there would have been no significantconsequences for me. But I did not know that before 1990."

    I mentioned Lothar Pawliczak to Werner Fischer, and a faintsmile crossed his face. Fischer is a wiry, intense blond man in hislate forties with a Lech Walesa mustache; he had just shaved off abeard he had worn for years. When I met him he was working inthe Berlin office of the alternative parties Alliance 90/Greens. Hisoffice, on the first floor of the Reichstag, had huge windows andwas filled with plants and environmental posters.

    Werner Fischer was born to be a dissident—ever since juniorhigh school, when he boycotted the Free German Youth, he hasbeen ornery for a living. He was arrested in January 1989 and,with Barbel Bohley, who was then his lover, shipped to England forsix months—he was the man who found himself at Harrods shop-ping for a tie for his prison interrogator. As with Templin, the Stasiwas creative in its attempts to drive Fischer crazy. "They went intohis apartment and put a little card on a table summoning him to theauthorities," Templin recalled. "They disturbed nothing else andeven managed to replace the door locks. He came in and saw thispaper and spent the next two hours measuring the angles, trying tofigure out how they could shoot this paper under the door and landit where it landed. They did it deliberately—they knew he was thekind of person who would spend two hours crawling around mea-suring angles."

    After the fall the Berlin Roundtable entrusted Fischer to writethe first report on the Stasi files. He owned one jacket and wore itto every press conference; it became known as the Stasi-dissolutionjacket. He went to work in the Modrow administration on Stasimatters but became angrier and angrier at what he saw as officials'reluctance to purge the Stasi—and he was not the type of man tohold his tongue merely because the men he criticized were hisemployers. Then Interior Minister Peter-Michael Diestel—pro-amnesty and pro-West—took over, and Fischer was out. He wentto the Interior Department of the Berlin Senate and with two col-

    leagues was put in charge of screening Berlin's public officials, con-ducting long grilling sessions and reading through the files.

    "I'd walk through the lobby of the Volkskammer," he told me,"and people would hide their faces. Sometimes they were people Ihadn't known about. When I saw them shrinking, my reactionwould be 'Oh, you too?' " He was also one of the first to find outabout his own informers. There were forty of them, ranging fromhis best friend to his physician.

    The news that the victims could read their Stasi files horrifiedLothar Pawliczak. He began to call his colleagues from the Initia-tive and make appointments to go see them one by one. His mo-tive, he told me, had been genuine repentance. "I've often thoughtif there were a proper trial and I received punishment it would beeasier to deal with today," he said.

    "Pawliczak called me at my home and asked if we could talk,"said Fischer. "We met at my apartment. He had the same defensiveoffensiveness as the others who have called me. He's trying to clearhimself. He came to me relatively late—the information was wide-spread by then.

    "The important point for me is: When do you come?" saidFischer. "And they are all the same. They come only after weknow. They come when there is no way not to come.

    "I was not surprised about Pawliczak—in fact, I was not oftensurprised. I had developed a feeling about the informers. Nothing Icould pin down, but something was not right. I had a fishy feelingabout him from right after November 1989. He was not a closefriend. And he didn't report on me directly—he gave informationon whole meetings that I was in. Since these conversations he'stried to use them, going around saying 'I talked with WernerFischer.' " Pawliczak had never asked me for payment, but Fischersaid he charged German reporters 400 marks for interviews.

    Fischer has mixed feelings about these talks. "They come withthe job," he shrugged. "In 1990 there was a lynching atmosphere.People were on the verge of civil war. You can't just put these in-formers into a box and dump them into the sea. I am responsiblefor them, in a way. I did help two of them get new jobs. But it'simpossible to remain friends."

    These kitchen-table talks, he said, were the best way to work

    through the past and illuminate the roles people had played in EastGermany. But at the same time he was beginning to feel like a priestwho had heard one too many confessions. "I've talked to about tenof my informers, the most important ones," he said. "They didn'tcome earlier because their Stasi officers told them their files wouldbe destroyed. They thought they were safe. If they didn't know youalready had the facts, they'd never come. It's a laundering mecha-nism for them; they can say later, T have talked about this. I amcleansed.' The justifications are all similar. They make it look bet-ter than it was. They all say they weren't responsible for gettinginto the machinery of the Stasi. And they always say, T didn't harmanyone.' But they can't know how their information is used.

    "Most are bitter and disappointed at not getting the absolutionthey seek. They can't understand why we can't continue to befriends. They want to get rid of their burdens and leave them withme. In the last year, in each talk I've gotten more and more infor-mation on how people can be completely without scruples. Theygo away refreshed and leave it with me. They feel better, purified.And I feel worse."

    Irene Kukutz and Katja Havemann, founders of the oppositiongroup Women for Peace, spent about sixty hours after the Wall felltalking with Monika Hager, a group member and a longtime Stasiinformer. Hager was a lonely woman who had grown up in anorphanage. "I had been uprooted before, and the Stasi gave meroots, gave me safety," she told them. "Day and night I could call,and Detlef [her handler] always had time for me."

    "After we finished our talks she still wanted to use me as a thera-pist," said Kukutz. "If you know her history, you realize that per-haps her motives for talking were not the best. Even as a child shemade herself the center of attention to get love and recognition.Her friends have called me to curse me out for giving her a podiumto stand behind now."

    In November 1991 a television crew from Sudwestfunk went toFischer's house to film a portrait of him. The next day, by coinci-dence, Fischer received a phone call from Christian Borchard, anold friend and, as Fischer had learned from the files, a man whohad joined the Stasi at age twenty and spent about thirty years asan informer. He had received a special Stasi honor for putting his

    best friend, a member of the West German Communist Party, intojail. From 1987 to 1989 he had informed on Fischer. When theWall fell, Borchard, afraid of confronting his friends, had fled toFrankfurt. Now he was back and wanted to talk.

    They went to a bar and talked all night. "Do you really want totake part in working this through?" Fischer asked Borchard. "Ireally do," Borchard replied. "Well, there's this TV crew . . ." saidFischer.

    A little while later, Fischer and Borchard sat down in Fischer'sliving room and chain-smoked during a four-hour conversationwhile Sudwestfunk taped the whole thing. It was cut to forty-fiveminutes and broadcast as "My Friend the Stasi Informer." Theprogram was well received. Borchard was especially delighted; hehad asked Sudwestfunk for 800 marks, and he got it. "Now we cango around the country as the victim-spy show and get paid for it,"he told Fischer.

    Fischer found Borchard a real job and declined the offer. But itwas a bad sign; Geschicbtsaufarbeitung was becoming an industry.The Stasi had always been good business, and now, due to theGerman press's habit of paying for interviews and TV appear-ances, repenting the Stasi was good business. It soon reached thepoint where an articulate and regretful former Stasi spy couldmake a decent living by appearing on television and before liveaudiences in various German cities, baring his soul.

    The temple of atonement was the Checkpoint Charlie Museumin Berlin, and Rainer Hildebrandt was its priest. He was seventy-five when I met him, with swept-back white hair and a white mus-tache, blessed with an avuncular kindness and great commonsense. Hildebrandt founded and still runs the museum. For most ofhis life, the government of his native West Germany consideredHildebrandt an annoying gadfly. He founded his first human rightsgroup in 1948 to defend political prisoners in the East. When theWall went up, Hildebrandt began to help East Germans escape. In1963 he displayed a small collection of papers and photos of theWall, which grew into the Checkpoint Charlie Museum. The EastGerman government regularly branded him a criminal, and evenBonn arrested him once, for harboring in his museum one of the

    automatic shooting machines the East Germans used to patrol theborder.

    The old exhibit of Wall paraphernalia still fills the museum, butnow it hosts a different souvenir of the past: Hildebrandt's latestproject is to run a series of talks and debates between the Opferand Tdter—victims and victimizers—of the East German system.

    Hagen Koch, the former border guard at Checkpoint Charlie,had first gone to the museum just after midnight on June 30,1990,the day the checkpoints closed forever. Hildebrandt had invitedEast and West German border guards to a gathering in the lobby, ahalf block from Koch's former place of employment. Koch stayedtill five in the morning talking with the West German who hadstood across from him. He knew every detail of the man's face buthad never spoken to him before.

    Now Koch spends his days hanging out in the museum, talkingabout the Wall, the border guards, the Stasi. He is paid well forinterviews on TV talk shows and encounter sessions. If Germanywants to deal with its past, then Hagen Koch is more than happy tooblige. "My goal is to make people aware of the distinctions,"Koch said. "Simply being a part of Stasi doesn't make you guilty.You can't condemn everyone. I want to get away from the 'He'sStasi; he gets eight hundred marks' pension and no more.' " Koch,like the rest, was here to defend himself. After he talked to me hefilled out an activity sheet: the Checkpoint Charlie Museum wouldpay him for his time.

    When we got up, a man at the next table beckoned to Markus,my translator. "I was a border guard for ten years, but I was firedbecause they didn't find me 'ideologically reliable,' " he said. Hetilted his head toward Koch. "They were the ones who caused somuch suffering, and now they live off the information. If the Redscome back, they'll be the ones who'll boast they 'secured the docu-ments for the working class.' I feel like slapping them."

    The professionalization of Aufarbeitung was unfortunate. Cer-tainly, attempts to understand the past did need to go beyondFischer's living room and Carlo's kitchen and reach the ordinaryEast German who would normally give the matter no thought.That meant that such talks had to take place in newspapers, on

    television, and in public forums. But public psychiatry invariablycame to resemble the Oprah Winfrey show.

    Beginning in January 1991, Hildebrandt began a series of publicdebates between Tater and Opfer: in effect, twelve-step meetingsfor war criminals. By the end of 1993 there had been eleven Tater-Opfer talks, and they were still going on every few months. Eachparticipant earned 300 marks. Among the Opfer have been KarinGueffroy, Andrei Sakharov's widow Elena Bonner, the late WestGerman Greens Petra Kelly and Gert Bastian, Wolfgang Templin,Stasi victims, and political prisoners and their families. Participantssat at the head table behind bottles of mineral water, elbow toelbow with Tater like Lothar Pawliczak—Stasi spies, Stasi han-dlers, border guards, and Party officials. Werner Fischer, Hilde-brandt, and others moderated. At each session people packed theseats in the second-floor auditorium and more found perches infront of the chairs and between the feet of the TV cameramen—atone session there were eight cameras, making it more of a pressconference than an encounter group. The audience was largelymade up of Stasi victims, who hooted and cheered and pushed theirway to the front to wag their fingers in the faces of the old regime.After two or three hours, the diehards moved downstairs to themuseum's cafe and argued late into the night.

    Self-justification reigned. "I was only Markus Wolfs deputy,"said Horst W. "I only guarded a bunker," said Jorg L. "I had noidea prisoners were being sold west," said Roland W. No one hadheard, no one knew, no one did harm.

    "We are demonizing the Stasi as a whole," argued WolfgangSchmidt, a former Stasi lieutenant colonel, at one of the talks. "Forthree years people have been accusing the Stasi of torturing prison-ers. I can disprove half those claims. All Stasi interrogators signedprotocols with their real names, not cover names."

    There were shouts from the audience: "That's not true!"

    Schmidt hushed them. "I joined the Stasi in 1957 and knowabout the 1960s and later. After three years there was not a singleStasi officer on trial for torture, and it was illegal then, too." Sinceno one was punished for it, it must not have happened.

    "What about the camps?" someone asked.

    "We are accused of many things that remain unproven,"Schmidt replied. "East Germany was a small country. Nobodycould just disappear."

    More hoots from the public. A man walked to the front andleaned over the table to put his face into Schmidt's. "There werefifteen thousand dead in mass graves," he said, shaking. "Wheredid they come from if there wasn't any torture?"

    "I was tortured twice in East German prisons!" shouted some-one from the audience.

    Hildebrandt, the moderator, decided to step in. "There was psy-chological torture—telling someone his wife had another lover—and in many cases it was more effective than the physical," he said."And it was routine."

    "You could get the whole Stasi here, and no one would say he isguilty," another man in the audience said.

    Schmidt took it even further. After castigating the Stasi victimsfor acting like victims, he went on to claim victimhood for himself."I know that we are the losers of history," he said. "I still feel likea loser. The victims are the victors, and they have created the atmo-sphere of this argument."

    Only a very few people showed genuine shame. One ColonelMechtel, who worked in the Party Central Committee's SecurityDepartment, said, "I bear a large part of the blame and I must onlyask the pardon of victims." It was rare.

    The moderators struggled to establish common ground. "We arenot here to blame people but to have a dialogue to find the truth,"said Hildebrandt at one session. "There are hundreds of thousandsof Tdter. One should meet halfway those who are courageousenough to talk here."

    Fischer moderated a February 6, 1992, session with Pawliczakand Templin, their first meeting as known victim and spy. Fischer,chain-smoking and fiddling with his glasses, cajoled them to findsome point of agreement, but the two refused to speak to eachother. They sat next to each other, Templin in a sweater and shirtand his usual sorrowful expression, Pawliczak in a suit and tie,looking uneasy. Not once all night did the two even make eye con-tact.

    They each explained their history, Templin carefully detailing

    his own youthful flirtation with the Stasi. Pawliczak told of theStasi's assault on the Templins' house through its barrage of sales-men. That ended because of my influence, he said. "I told themthat Wolfgang will live through it, but his wife and the childrenwon't." He looked at Templin. Templin did not look at him andsaid nothing.

    "I never wanted to hurt my friend," Pawliczak said. "My reportswere actually not important," he said.

    "No, Lothar," Templin said in the same soft, expressionlessvoice he had used all night, staring straight ahead. "You were oneof the best, the most important, of the Stasi informers." He hadread his file. The other informers had described him as a fanatic.Pawliczak's reports—cool, rational, and serious—had done himthe most harm of anyone.

    Pawliczak seemed crushed. "I did not realize until today," hesaid, his voice uneven, "that I worked for a criminal organization,similar to the Red Army Faction or the Gestapo."

    It was great television but not good Aufarbeitung. The onlyTdter who show up at the Checkpoint Charlie talks, of course, arethe Tdter who want to show up—a few dozen of a few hundredthousand. And many of those come only to defend themselves."It's a joke," snorted Klaus Behnke, the psychologist. "No onedoes his true repentance in public. What you have here are Tdter innice suits showing that the former Stasi are doing quite well in thenew system."

    I asked Pawliczak why he had started going to the talks. "I hadrun away long enough," he said. "I wanted to take a tiny step in theright direction. And this was a step. Two days after the Januarydebate a man came up to me at a gas station and said he had seenme on TV. I felt fearful and uncertain; I thought he was angry. Buthe said, 'I have the same problem as you, but I can't reveal myself.I'd be ruined. But I'd like to thank you.' "

    But Pawliczak was disappointed in the talks. "I haven't beenback," he said. "From talking to Fischer and Hildebrandt I gatherthe talks reached a dead end, just a slugging contest."

    Gescbichtsaufarbeitung had become a mantra, but no one knewexactly what it meant. Certainly talk was good. As in individualpsychotherapy, a nation's future health depends on facing trau-

    matic national events, understanding why they happened, what re-flexes produced them and were in turn produced.

    But the general goal didn't translate into specifics. The victimswanted the spies to admit everything, accept responsibility forruining the lives of their victims, and commit themselves to newvalues. The spies wanted the victims to listen, forgive, and maybeeven renew their friendships with their informers. People wouldunderstand how they had come to collaborate and would begin tocreate a more democratic society.

    This was not, to say the least, what took place. The Tdter cameto justify themselves. The Opfer came to accuse. No one wenthome satisfied: the Tdter did not get forgiveness, nor did the vic-tims get apology. "The hundred and fifty people, the lights, the TVcameras, you can't see if there is real shame here," said Fischer."It's a small thing to see, shame."

    The Enquetekommission's hearings had the same problem, com-mission member Stephan Hilsberg told me. "People defend the leg-ends we have developed about the past," he said. "The Stasi feelthey stabilized and protected the system and kept the peace."

    "I would say that very few Stasi Tdter are really repentant," saidpsychologist Behnke. "The rest either don't talk at all and pretendthey are invisible, or they're still playing games—T didn't do any-thing, it wasn't that important.' The conspiratorial lifestyle is intheir bones. They can't open up."

    I asked him if he knew of any Stasi Tdter who had succeeded inworking through his past.

    "I know of no one," he said.

    From others I heard that if any Stasi informers had succeeded, itwas the women. There had not been many—fewer than 10 percentof informers had been female. The women, in general, were moremotivated than men by their relationships with others and less re-luctant to admit errors. Both these qualities made them more will-ing to sit down with their victims and talk.

    "I've worked through it, but I don't think he has," Templin saidof Pawliczak. "Since then we've hardly seen each other. But I thinkit won't leave him alone. It is sobering to realize how hard it is. Hehas only taken steps in that direction."

    I thought the Opfer were asking too much. What did real repen-tance mean? Pawliczak discussed his Stasi career with me in personand in long letters. It hadn't been the money, he said. He got verylittle—50 or 100 marks on a regular basis, once a payment of 950marks when he was in trouble. They had never even installed thetelephone he had kept requesting. "It was simply cowardice," hesaid softly. "In 1983 they gave me a taste of what happened topeople who drop out." He used this phrase a lot—dropping out ofthe system. It was like falling off the earth to lose the lifelong secu-rity policy that provided schooling, jobs, social welfare, and every-thing else. Antagonizing the Stasi terrified him. "I knew how theytreated renegades, who were considered worse than the worstenemy," he said. "If they want to get you, they will find something.You could be found totally drunk in a ditch, and it wouldn't matteras long as you were ideologically one hundred percent. But if therewas a shadow of doubt, they had a reason to get rid of you." Hewas afraid of never finding a job. He was divorced and afraid theywould keep him from seeing his children. Mostly, he just felt nakedand exposed—a nameless, penetrating fear.

    "How do you explain a failure without turning the explanationinto an excuse?" he wrote to me later. "It's hard to tell you why Iwent back without slipping into self-justification," he said. In fact,it was impossible. His stories are the same ones I heard from Falkand Wollenberger: I really was a dissident, I was trying to informthem of fresh thinking, I didn't hurt anyone.

    These are not just after-the-fact excuses. They sound like excusestoday, but at the time they were his reasons: they formed his ownLebensliige, his life-giving lie. He had to believe them to be able tokeep working.

    In a newspaper interview Templin and Pawliczak did together,published a week after their Checkpoint Charlie appearance, Paw-liczak told the old story: "I am not a revolutionary. I am a reform-ist. Somehow I wanted to steer communism in between the Stasiand the opposition." Because he had never hated the opposition orseen it as the enemy, he felt he had done no harm. Like his fellowinformers I had met, Pawliczak was driven to remind people thathis work had not been completely destructive. "Templin and I laid

    down the theoretical groundwork for the Initiative," he said. "Iwould like to see that contribution honored. But of course it is nothonored, because of the general situation."

    Pawliczak, as much as anyone, should have been aware that noinformer can really know the damage he did. But, like the others,he maintained he had done no serious harm. "I know what I'vedone or haven't done," he wrote me in one of his letters. "So I canbe sure that nobody can say, 'Pawliczak has denounced me andbecause of that I had several disadvantages, was arrested, or otherthings.' " He also claimed that he had failed to carry out his Stasitasks. "I never did what they wanted," he said. "The Stasi wasnever present when I was working with the opposition." But this,too, was something he could not have known. For all he knew,everyone in the Initiative could have been Stasi.

    What sets Pawliczak apart from Falk and Knud Wollenbergertoday is that he, alone among those I'd met, recognized the irony ofhis attempts to repent. At one point during his explanations hestopped himself and laughed. "Here I am justifying myself again,"he said.

    He was too tortured a soul to be comfortable with his doublelife. "I heard from other informers that they could just switch overto their alternative personality," he said. "I couldn't. I was alwaysaware of inner conflict and always felt guilt. But of course," he saidwith a bitter smile, "I pushed it out of my mind."

    When he spoke to me of the Stasi, he talked on two levels—heanalyzed his work, and he analyzed how he analyzed his work. Hewanted, he said, to be honest about his past, to recognize his guiltand not excuse what he had done. "I have the impression that vic-tims and spies are talking past each other," he said. "I'm not awareof a situation where a Stasi spy faced his victims and felt honestguilt and humility. The spies have different strategies. Most com-mon is to describe either a political motivation or difficult personalproblems that forced you in, or to say, 'We were trying to achievesomething good.' It's hard to shake free of this because you have animage of yourself, a tendency to think, 'It wasn't that terrible, Ididn't go that far,' and it sounds like an excuse. Every criminal hashis own set of ethics to justify his actions, even though in the ratio-
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    nal sense he knows it's not justifiable. I've kept my private prob-lems out of this. It's no one's business, and I don't want to slip intoa pattern of justifying myself. It doesn't change anything to say, 'Ididn't want it to turn out this way.' And I also feel the need to sayI'm deeply sorry. But I want to avoid displaying my inner conflictand bad conscience."

    Pawliczak was a mess. When I first met him he had been unem-ployed for a year and a half. (In late 1993 he got a job with aninternational development organization.) A few weeks after ourfirst meeting I received a muddled letter, full of references to LeszekKolakowski and Oedipus and Hegel: "I experienced what Hegelmeant when he said, 'The offender punishes himself through hisoffense,' namely, with his offense he is expelled from the humancivil community."

    He was full of justifications; he did not feel honest guilt andhumility either, it seemed to me. And maybe I was being taken inby his intelligence. He had probably been equally ironic and reflec-tive for a decade, and it hadn't kept him from working for the Stasi.

    But perhaps I was expecting too much. Pawliczak was at leastaware of what he had done and struggled against his justifications.His persistent—and annoying—image of himself as an oppositionactivist had at least one positive consequence: he looked at the Stasiproblem from the point of view of the victim and not just that ofthe informer. "I can't make my opinion depend on the fact that Imyself am negatively affected," he wrote me. "The deeds of theStasi need to be uncovered, and the victimizers have to bear theconsequences."

    Pawliczak had much of his journey before him, but most EastGermans, like Ingo Heinrich the border guard, Falk Zimmermann,and Knud Wollenberger, had not begun it at all. The opening of theStasi files was the right step to encourage this confrontation withthe past. Education and the practice of democracy will help. Bothdemand time, perhaps the passage of generations.

    And it will require patience. Socialist Man turned out to be not atireless and vigilant man of marble but an obsequious bully, histragic flaw the very inability to shed his flaws and become a think-ing and tolerant and full human being. Lothar Pawliczak, Michael
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    Schmidt, and a handful of others have begun this transformation.If dictatorship threatened to return to Germany for a third time inthis century and Germans were faced once again with the choice ofcollaboration or defiance, I believe they would follow their ownNorth Star and choose differently than before. For the present, thisis the most anyone can ask.

    HAUNTED LANDS

    Contrary to Communist wisdom, history does not march. It lur-ches. Worse, it lurches in circles, hiccuping and banging into walls,unable to control or even be aware of its compass.

    A country emerging from dictatorship to democracy has two setsof obligations. Its first responsibility is to its victims: to the familiesof those murdered and to all who were tortured, unjustly jailed,physically harmed, and denied the right to work in their professionor educate their children. The second obligation is to its future: toensure that dictatorship never returns. The nation must create anew, democratic political culture. It must grab history, slap itdown and shake it, put an end to its weaving from dictatorship todictatorship, and set it on a straighter course.

    In the last few decades, many countries in different regions of theworld have moved from dictatorship to democracy. In the late1970s it was southern Europe—Spain, Portugal, and Greece. In the1980s the wave hit Latin America—Argentina, Chile, Bolivia, Bra-zil, Panama, Paraguay, Peru, Nicaragua, Uruguay. Some other na-tions, such as El Salvador and Guatemala, ended civil wars thathad killed tens of thousands of civilians and went through a similarprocess. Also in the 1980s and early 1990s, at least fifteen Africannations moved away from repressive one-party rule to multipartyelections, the most recent—and celebrated—being South Africa.

    And, to complete the avalanche, the Soviet Bloc. All are now wres-tling with their repressive pasts.

    Fulfilling obligations to victim and future is a very broad goal,and countries emerging from dictatorship have pursued it in widelyvarying—even contradictory—ways. A brief list of strategies triedin different countries would include official apology, reparationspaid to the victims, criminal trials, purges that keep abusers frompositions of public trust, truth commissions, civic education pro-grams, and projects to strengthen key democratic institutions suchas the system of justice.

    The instruments chosen depend on the type of dictatorial sys-tem, the types of crimes committed, the level of societal complicity,the nation's political culture and history, the abruptness of thetransition, and the new democratic government's resources andpolitical power. As these factors vary widely, so do the choicescountries have made. Spanish politicians after Franco's death, forexample, chose to do virtually nothing. There were no trials orpurges of Franco's men. The Spanish democrats gambled—suc-cessfully—that many faithful servants of dictatorships could learnto act like democrats and that Franco's most serious crimes hadtaken place so many years in the past that the desire for justice—orat least the political clout to achieve it—had faded. Greece, on theother hand, prosecuted several dozen leaders of its military regime,including two former presidents. Some continue to serve their sen-tences two decades later. In Ethiopia, prosecutors are carrying outlarge-scale trials of human rights abusers of the Mengistu era. InSouth Africa, the new ANC government, afraid of alienating anarmy and police it does not yet completely control, is likely to forgotrials and push for nothing harsher than a truth commission.

    It is still too soon to say with certainty what works. (Two hun-dred years from now, it will still be too soon.) But some generalguidelines about promoting healing and democracy can be drawnup by contrasting the experiences of the areas where change hasbeen the most widespread: Latin America and eastern Europe. I amwell aware that Chile bears little resemblance to Guatemala, andthat Jaruzelski was not Ceau§escu. Nevertheless, the Communistdictatorships of eastern Europe shared certain qualities and the

    right-wing Latin American military dictatorships shared others,and the contrast between them is instructive.

    Most striking is the comparison between authoritarian and to-talitarian regimes. The Latin generals sought silence from theirpeople. They did not indulge in the fiction that they were ruling onbehalf of a grateful populace. They ruled simply because they pos-sessed more guns. Military leaders held a highly developed anti-Communist ideology, but they did not seek to impose on thepublic. In Pinochet's Chile, for example, the regime's good citizenwas apolitical—he went to work, came home to play with his chil-dren, and kept his head down. If his neighbor returned from a longabsence with a shuffling gait and dead eyes, he noticed nothing.

    The eastern European Communist regimes, by contrast, soughtpolitical participation. They proclaimed themselves the instrumentof the working class, the standard-bearer of a beautiful ideal. Theyaimed for nothing less than the transformation of their citizens, thebuilding of a New Socialist Man. The masses were obliged to signaltheir transformation by volunteering their free days for extrawork, by hanging peace slogans in their windows, by attendingMay Day parades and Marxist-Leninist study groups, and, in theharsher police states, by informing the authorities when theirfriends and neighbors shirked these duties.

    The nature of the regime also affected the scope of societal com-plicity. In Latin America, although large groups of people endorsedthe ideologies that gave rise to murder and torture, one can point toa few hundred men who committed the actual crimes. The EastBloc dictatorships necessarily made everyone a co-conspirator. Ifeveryone was a victim of communism just by virtue of living in thesystem, so too was everyone a cog in the repressive machine. Undercommunism, the lines of complicity ran like veins and arteries in-side the human body. Even the most natural responses of self-pres-ervation were also, in a sense, acts of collaboration. A journalistknows that critical articles will get her fired, so she writes uncriticalones. A father worries about his young son's free tongue, and soinstructs him carefully not to complain in public about long queuesor the scarcity of oranges. Both the journalist and the father wereordinary citizens doing what ordinary citizens did. But such "nor-

    mal" collaboration kept the regime alive. "The question isn't whatsome 'they' did," said Jan Urban, a Czech journalist and dissident."It's what we did."

    The nature of the typical state crime in the two regions also dif-fered. In Latin America, the generals crushed dissent with murder,torture, and forced disappearance, focused on a small group ofpeople. Even the roughly 10,000 Argentines who disappeared inthe Dirty War made up a relatively small percentage of the popu-lace. These crimes, while sponsored by the state, had clear authors.After the fall of the dictatorship in tiny Uruguay, victims some-times ran into their torturers on the street. Mothers in Argentinaoften knew the names and whereabouts of their disappeared chil-dren's military kidnappers. And torture and murder, of course,were illegal according to contemporary law.

    For decades Stalinism was violent on a scale unimaginable inLatin America, over the course of twenty-five years killing throughfamine, the camps, and assorted other methods probably upwardof 25 million Soviets. Eastern Europe suffered violence as well; inthe 1950s the numbers were comparable to what Latin Americawould endure twenty years later.

    After Stalin's death, however, most Communist regimes keptpower mainly through corruption and coercion. (Albania, whosemurderous gulag lasted until 1991, was an exception.) Those whobehaved correctly won privileges, and those who didn't lost them.Violence was seldom necessary. Here state repression was far morediffuse than in Latin America—few people suffered physical harm,but almost everyone suffered some milder deprivation. While thepolitically outspoken went to jail, millions more who simply exhib-ited insufficient Communist enthusiasm lost their jobs, their chil-dren's schooling, their dachas, or their passports. And all exceptthe most privileged endured the travel restrictions, lack of privacy,shoddy goods, shortages, and constant lies. All lived smaller livesin places where political loyalty measured all things.

    This repression was not illegal, but the very foundation of thesystem. It was perpetrated not by an individual, but by a wholegovernment. Barring dissidents from working in their professionswas an act that required a bureaucratic apparatus. In short, the

    eastern European dictatorships were criminal regimes, while theLatin American were regimes of criminals.

    The Latin American and eastern European dictatorships also dif-fer in the type of legacy they have left behind, legacies that threatendemocracy in contrasting ways. The Latin dictators drew their sus-tenance from their weapons, and even after a transition to democ-racy, powerful militaries still possess those guns. They alsoconserve the support of the influential upper class, and many mili-tary men still profess the ideology that justifies their abuses, believ-ing that their duty to the nation requires them to wipe out leftists,even unarmed leftists.

    Civilian governments have proved themselves unable—or un-willing—to keep repressive security forces from continuing to com-mit torture and murder in many countries, notably Peru, Brazil,Venezuela, Colombia, El Salvador, and Guatemala. Indeed, electedcivilian government has been such a poor guarantor of humanrights in Peru that in four years of democratic government from1983 to 1986, twice as many people were killed or disappeared bythe military than in seventeen years of Pinochet's dictatorship inChile. And even in democracy, police and soldiers remain secure inthe knowledge that their crimes will be judged in friendly militarycourts—or not at all. Even when taking into account every singleLatin American dictatorship-turned-democracy, the total numberof security officials who served or are serving significant terms fortorture or murder probably does not reach double digits.

    The powerful militaries are more than a day-to-day threat tocivilians: they have put elected governments on notice that democ-racy exists at the military's pleasure. Latin America has seen twoprevious waves of democratization in this century, but each timedictatorship has returned. In most Latin nations, military coup isstill a constant possibility. Civilian presidents face the threat ofoverthrow if they try to cut military budgets or pensions, investi-gate military corruption, or put officers on trial for human rightsviolations. Dictatorship falls periodically to democracy in mostLatin nations. But it never stays dead.

    In eastern Europe, by contrast, the old system has been shot

    through the heart and will not rise from the grave. Although post-Communist socialist political parties thrive today and have re-gained power in Lithuania, Poland, and Hungary, they differstartlingly little from their current political adversaries—the 1993elections in Poland saw a dispute between the socialists and a cen-ter-right party over ownership of the economic plan they both ad-vocated.

    But communism has left behind a poisonous residue. The peopleof eastern Europe had forty-five years to accustom themselves togovernments endowed with arbitrary and absolute power. (Inmany parts of eastern Europe, this experience began centuriesago.) They saw law twisted daily for political ends. No institutionsexisted that could check the power of the Party—no independentjudiciary or stubborn legislature within the government, no oppo-sition parties or independent press without. In Albania, even thepractice of law was banned. With a few notable periods of excep-tion, there was no civil society. The word "rights" meant nothingto the average citizen.

    This legacy poses a double threat to the future of democracy. Ithas left citizens unaccustomed to searching for their own valuesand morals, more comfortable with simply accepting those sup-plied ready-made by the state. Such people can be easily persuadedto let demagogues do their thinking for them. They want to findnew devils to blame for their troubles. They seek harsh measures torestore order to a complex and insecure new world. There is agrowing trend toward eastern Europe's historic pathology: nation-alism. Gypsies have suffered physical attacks in almost every east-ern European country. Many countries have adopted policiestreating ethnic minorities as second-class citizens. Today peoplelisten, transfixed, as such Zhirinovsky counterparts as StanislawTyminski in Poland, Slobodan Milosevic in Serbia, or VladimirMeciar in Slovakia wave their lists of Croats, Jews, Hungarians, orGypsies.

    The second poisonous legacy is the lack of institutions that cancheck the power of unscrupulous leaders. Judicial and civic institu-tions remain in their infancy. In most countries, judges are subser-vient to the ruling party. Every nation now has laws providing jailterms for those who "defame" government officials, laws so vague

    that they can be turned against any critic of government policy.These laws exist in the Czech Republic, Hungary, and Poland, andhave been turned against even critics of Vaclav Havel and LechWalesa. Under a bill passed by the Senate in Romania, reporterscan be jailed for seven years for publishing evidence that a police-man or minister is on the take—even if the accusation is true. Somecountries revived these laws from the Communist era—and a feweven made the prison terms longer than they had been under com-munism. Because they have no democratic experience, the averageeastern European accepts laws like these as normal. Most citizensare not even aware that the democracies they seek to emulate pro-tect their people against state abuses. They are not aware that indemocracies rights belong to citizens and not the state, or that un-popular minorities retain their rights even if the majority disagrees.

    In short, the challenges to democracy in Latin America and east-ern Europe come from opposite directions. In Latin America, thestate is too weak to discipline a rogue military. In eastern Europe,the state is too strong, still abusing its power and violating civil andhuman rights. And such abuses are tolerated by citizens who havebeen taught not to question state ideology. These differences carryimportant implications for the work of dealing with the past.

    The Latin American victim of torture or the relative of a mur-dered or disappeared person must demand justice. The crimes werehorrible, limited in number, illegal at the time of commission, andhad clearly identifiable authors. If these murders and tortures werewidespread and part of a systematic pattern of repression, they arecrimes against humanity, and the state has the obligation to prose-cute them.

    But the new Latin American democracies lack the one thing thatwould enable them to do justice—power over the criminals. Threemilitary uprisings in Argentina were enough to convince civilianpresidents to end the trials and pardon the generals of the DirtyWar junta already convicted. In El Salvador, military officersavoided trials completely—even for the most atrocious mass mur-ders of civilians during the war—by holding a gun to the head ofthe civilian government. The newly elected government of Para-guay was able to try some of its human rights abusers only because

    they came from the police, not the more powerful army. To thosewho push for justice, these new governments warn, "Don't ask usto commit suicide."

    The paradox, of course, is that while trials may endanger democ-racy's short-term prospects in Latin America, they are crucial forits long-term health. The cycle of repression and impunity has con-tinued for centuries because a class of powerful people holds itselfabove the law. Taking the military to account for its abuses in acourt of law, thus establishing civilian control of the military andthe primacy of law over force, is the only way to break that cycle.Trials help to prevent private acts of revenge by those who, in theabsence of justice, take justice into their own hands. They serve asa general deterrent, warning would-be murderers and torturersthat such actions carry a price. And, of course, convictions deterthe specific individuals on trial, many of whom still pose a threat,from committing future crimes. Trials demonstrate to polarizednations accustomed to solving disputes through killing that otherways exist. They express society's condemnation of violence. Andthey show that democratic governments do, indeed, differ fromdictatorships. For both Latin America's victims and its obligationto future democracy, trials are the correct response.

    The eastern European victims of atrocious crimes—torture,murder, disappearance—must demand justice as well. But mostCommunist repression should not be judged in a court of law (in-deed, could not be, as the sheer number of cases would overwhelmeven the most sophisticated judicial systems). These victims of lessatrocious acts might satisfy their need for healing with less dra-matic means: the state's official inquiry into the mechanisms ofrepression, official apology, a purge of the chief repressors frompositions of trust, monetary compensation, and preferential treat-ment for future jobs or scholarships.

    Trials are also unnecessary to guard against dictatorship's returnin eastern Europe. Erich Honecker was not a likely recidivist. Hisremaining cohorts are old and sick. More significant, the appara-tus needed to carry out his crimes is impossible to reconstruct.

    More important to democracy would be a society-wide exami-nation of how the dictatorship maintained its power, especially itsrelationship to ordinary citizens. For citizens to acknowledge their

    own part in maintaining a repressive regime will require greatcourage, but it is crucial to preventing dictatorship's return. EastGermany in the 1940s offers a powerful example of how a nation'sfailure to understand its participation in one dictatorship facili-tated its collaboration with another.

    Trials can contribute little to this process. (I am not speaking ofserious trials to punish those who commit atrocious crimes, whichare always necessary.) Worse, trials can become an instrument ofabuse of power by the new regime. The German trials of MarkusWolf for treason or Erich Mielke with tainted evidence are exam-ples. In Albania, the socialist Fatos Nano, who served as interimprime minister after the dictatorship fell, was recently tried for cor-ruption and sentenced to twelve years in prison. Many believe thatthe trial took place because Nano was a popular leader of the op-position to the current anti-Communist government. Trials thatdistort due process through ex post facto prosecutions or trumped-up charges damage democracy. So does any measure that twistslaw to suit political ends.

    I knew many Communists when I lived in Latin America. Theircommunism was a direct response to a society where a very fewlived in palatial splendor and many starved. The vast majority ofthese Communists were compassionate and idealistic people whorisked death to improve the lot of their continent's poor. They hadmuch in common with the prewar Communists of eastern Europe.The Latins, unlike their Polish and Czechoslovak forebears, werewell aware that Communist Europe was no Utopia, but they be-lieved they could keep their version from falling into the brutalityand corruption that had marked Soviet communism. Besides, whenLatin Communists looked at their own societies, they saw capital-ism's brutality and corruption. To peasants who lived seven to aroom in mud huts, eating only potatoes, barefoot, unvaccinated,unschooled, and lacking electricity, sewers, and drinkable water,life in Bulgaria would seem pleasant indeed.

    How do we get from there to here? I wondered as I began totravel in eastern Europe. Where does dictatorship begin? In whatmoment do the beautiful ideals of equality and freedom from wantcross the line into repression and deprivation? True communism
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    has never been tried, say my Latin friends. But if after roughly fiftyattempts no one has hit it yet, one begins to ask if there isn't some-thing wrong with the blueprint.

    Fascism espouses repugnant ideas, but communism's ideas ofequality, solidarity, social justice, an end to misery, and power tothe oppressed are indeed beautiful. The New Socialist Man—tire-less, cheerful, clean, brave, thrifty, and kind to animals—is an idealall humanity should aspire to reach. The problem, as even believingCommunists admit, is that this Utopian landscape must be stockedwith ordinary people. Communism is lofty and grand, but humanbeings are flawed creatures, unwilling to pay communism the trib-ute of sacrifice it demands.

    Although committed Communists treat the system's unreality asan incidental flaw, it is a major reason for the system's crimes.Human beings are so petty and scheming that we resist beingremade into selfless heroes. Wealthy and powerful people in capi-talist societies want to keep their wealth and power. Ordinary peo-ple bullheadedly continue to do only those activities they perceiveto be in their interest, activities that rarely coincide with the inter-est of a regime that has been designed to eliminate self-interest as amotivating factor. A socialist regime is soon left with two choices:it can, like Salvador Allende did in Chile, choose to live up to itsbeautiful, nonrepressive socialist ideals. And, as a result, Allendefell. Or the regime can choose to keep power—which means re-pression. Simply put, maintaining a system that is resisted by mostinfluential citizens requires unchecked power.

    Unchecked power is the evil in communism, what transforms itfrom Pegasus to Gorgon. This is not particularly startling news,but it is important to repeat when looking at democracy's pros-pects in eastern Europe. Unchecked power seems to be a necessityto maintain a Communist regime. But the reverse is not true; onedoes not need to be a Communist to seek unchecked power. Suchpower in the service of anticommunism is just as dangerous. This isthe threat to the former Soviet Bloc today: not communism, but thestate's own unchecked power.

    This is why many of the attempts to deal with the past in easternEurope are counterproductive. When the state does not grant itscitizens the right to defend themselves from its power, when it
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    withholds from citizens information that concerns them, when itdeclares itself lord and master of the truth, when it twists the legalsystem to suit political ends, democracy is threatened. The oppo-site of communism is not anti-communism, which at times resem-bles it greatly. The opposite is tolerance and the rule of law. Howthese new democracies deal with their past is the first test ofwhether these good things will prevail.

    CZECHOSLOVAKIA

    Bartuska, Vaclav (VAT-slav Bar-TUSH-ka)Student, member of the November 17 Commission.

    Basta, Jaroslav (YA-ro-slav BASH-ta)

    Signer of Charter 77. After 1989 head of the appeals commission

    for those listed in the secret police files as a candidate.

    Benda, Vaclav (VAT-slav BEN-da)

    Catholic dissident. After 1989 the prime parliamentary sponsor of

    the original lustrace resolution.

    Cibulka, Petr (PET-ur Tsi-BUL-ka)

    Signer of Charter 77, editor of Rude Krdvo and Uncensored News

    after 1989.

    Dienstbier, Jiri (YIHR-zhee DEENST-beer)

    Journalist who left the Communist Party after 1968, became a coal

    stoker, and signed Charter 77. Foreign minister after 1989.

    Dienstbier, Jin, Jr.

    Student and member of parliament. Member of the November 17

    Commission.

    Dubcek, Alexander (Alexander DUB-chek)

    Communist Party leader during Prague Spring of 1968. Deposed

    during invasion and eventually employed in the Forestry Service.Chairman of the Federal Assembly after 1989.

    Gottwald, Klement (Klement GOTT-vald)

    Loyal Stalinist, president of Czechoslovakia until 1953.

    Havel, Vaclav (VAT-slav HA-vel)

    Playwright and essayist. Original signer of Charter 77. President of

    Czechoslovakia and the Czech Republic after 1989.

    Husak, Gustav (Gustav HU-sak)

    Succeeded Dubcek as Communist Party leader, imposed "Normal-ization."

    Jicinsky, Zdenek (ZDEN-yek Yih-CHIN-sky)Lawyer who left the Communist Party after 1968. Signer of Char-ter 77. Vice chairman of the Federal Assembly after 1989.

    Klaus, Vaclav (VAT-slav Klaus)

    Economist. Elected prime minister of the Czech Republic in 1992.

    Krai, Miroslav

    Professor of management. Left the Communist Party after 1968

    and spent the following twenty years cleaning lakes.

    Lorenc, Alojz (a-LOYS LOR-ents)

    Last Communist chief of the secret police.

    Meciar, Vladimir (Vladimir MEH-chee-ar)

    Nationalist prime minister of the new country of Slovakia, ousted

    in the spring of 1994 and then re-elected.

    Mikula, Vladimir (Vladimir Mih-KU-la)

    Law professor and dissident. After 1989, parliamentarian accused

    of collaboration with the Communist secret police.

    Nauman, Pavel (PA-vel NOW-man)

    Dissident, after 1989 the chief purger of Prague's secret police hier-archy.

    Novak, Josef (YO-sef NO-vak)

    Pseudonym of secret police officer who helped dissidents.

    Novotny, Antonin (AN-toe-nin No-VOT-nee)

    Czechoslovak Communist Party leader from the mid-1950s to

    1968, replaced by Dubcek.

    Palach, Jan (Yan PA-lakh)

    Student who committed suicide by setting himself on fire in Janu-ary 1969 to protest the Soviet invasion.

    Pavel, Josef (YO-sef PA-vel)

    Dubcek's reformist head of the secret police, deposed a week after

    the Soviet invasion.

    Ruml, Jin (YIHR-zhee RUM-ul)

    Communist Party journalist turned dissident. Edited clandestineLidove Noviny newspaper. Head of November 17 Commissionafter 1989.

    Sik, Ota (OAT-ah Shik)

    Economist whose liberalizing program became the basis for Dub-cek's reforms.

    Siklova, Jirina (Yihr-ZHIN-a SHIK-lo-VA)Sociologist, signer of Charter 77.

    Silhan, Venek (VEH-nek SHIL-han)

    Economist who led pro-Dubcek clandestine Party congress follow-ing invasion. Became a lake cleaner and signed Charter 77. Mar-ried to Libuse Silhanova.

    Silhanova, Libuse (Lih-BUSH-eh Shil-HA-no-VA)

    Sociologist. After 1968 found a job knitting. Married to Venek

    Silhan.

    Slansky, Rudolf (Rudolf SLAN-ski)

    Stalinist Party chief and sponsor of show trial purges until he be-came their victim. Convicted of treason and executed in 1951.

    Stern, Vladimir

    One of the secret police's original founders. Kicked out of the

    Communist Party after the Soviet invasion and signed Charter 77.

    Tiso, Josef

    Fascist priest who led independent Slovakia's Nazi puppet govern-ment during World War II.

    Valko, Ernest

    Slovak lawyer, after 1989 parliamentary deputy and then chair-man of the Federal Constitutional Court.

    Zak, Petr (PET-ur Zhak)

    Secret police officer in charge of surveillance of Charter 77 signers.

    Zitny, Milan (MIH-lan ZHIT-ney)

    Slovak reporter, vice chairman of Basta's appeals commission for

    those listed in secret police files as a candidate.

    Zukal, Rudolf (Rudolf TSU-kal)

    Economist who worked on Dubcek's reforms, kicked out of Partyafter 1968. Spent twenty years cleaning lakes. After 1989 parlia-mentary deputy accused of collaboration with the secret police.

    POLAND

    Anders, Wladyslaw (VWA-di-swav Anders)

    Commander of the Home Army, the pro-West Polish army in

    World War II.

    Barcikowski, Kazimierz (Ka-zi-MIERSH Bar-chi-KOV-ski)Centrist member of Jaruzelski's Politburo in early 1980s.

    Berling, Zygmunt

    Commander of the People's Army, the pro-Soviet Polish army in

    World War II.

    Bujak, Zbigniew (ZBIG-ni-ev BU-yak)

    Electrician who became leader of Warsaw Solidarity at age twenty-six in 1980.

    Gierek, Edward (ED-vard Ghee-ER-ek)Communist Party leader from 1970 to 1980.

    Glemp, Jozef (YO-zef Glemp)

    Catholic cardinal, primate of Poland from 1981 to the present.

    Gomulka, Wladyslaw (VWA-di-swav Go-MOO-ka)Communist Party leader from 1956 to 1970.

    Gornicki, Wieslaw (Vl-es-swav GOR-nit-ski)Journalist, then speechwriter and aide to Jaruzelski.

    Grabski, Tadeusz (Ta-dey-USH GRAB-ski)

    Hard-line member of Jaruzelski's Politburo in early 1980s.

    Gwiazda, Andrzej (AN-djay Gvee-AZ-da)Solidarity radical.

    Jaruzelski, Wojciech (VOY-chi-ekh Ya-ru-ZEL-ski)

    First secretary of the Communist Party during 1980s. President of

    Poland during transitional post-Communist years.

    Kania, Stanislaw (STA-ni-swav KAN-ya)

    First secretary of the Communist Party from 1980 to 1981.

    Kiszczak, Czeslaw (CHES-wav KISH-chak)General and interior minister under Jaruzelski.

    Kolakowski, Leszek (LE-shek Ko-wa-KOV-ski)

    Political philosopher kicked out of the Communist Party and then

    exiled in mid-1960s.

    Kukliiiski, Ryszard (Rl-shard Ku-KLIN-ski)Colonel and close aide to Jaruzelski, also CIA spy.

    Kuron, Jacek (YAT-zek KU-ron)

    Dissident intellectual, founder of the Workers' Defense Commit-tee, or KOR.

    Mazowiecki, Tadeusz (Ta-dey-USH Ma-zo-VIET-ski)

    Catholic dissident intellectual, the first non-Communist prime

    minister of Poland.

    Michnik, Adam (a-DAM MIKH-nik)Dissident intellectual.

    Moczar, Mieczyslaw (MYE-che-swav MO-char)

    Interior minister who instigated the anti-Semitic purges in 1967.

    Moczulski, Leszek (LE-shek Mo-CHUL-ski)

    Dissident, founder of the anti-Communist Confederation for an

    Independent Poland.

    Olszowski, Stefan (STE-fan Ol-SHOV-ski)Hard-line Politburo member in the early 1980s.

    Pilsudski, Jozef (YO-sef Pyoo-SUD-ski)

    Nationalist who led Poland from 1918 to 1935, first as elected

    leader and then as dictator.

    Popieluszko, Jerzy (YEH-zhi Pop-i-yeh-WOOSH-ko)Pro-Solidarity priest murdered by the regime in 1984.

    Rakowski, Mieczyslaw (MYE-che-swav Ra-KOV-ski)

    Journalist and Jaruzelski protege, last Communist prime minister

    of Poland.

    Reiff, Ryszard (Rl-shard RIFE)

    Member of Jaruzelski's Council of State, later his accuser.

    Reykowski, Janusz (JA-nush Ray-KOV-ski)

    Psychologist and negotiator for the Communist Party side at the

    Roundtable.

    Rokossovsky, Konstantin

    Soviet marshal of Polish descent whom Stalin named to head the

    Polish army after World War II.

    Rulewski, Jan (Yan Ru-LEV-ski)Solidarity radical.

    Rzepka, Edward (ED-vard DZEP-ka)

    First chairman of the Sejm's Committee on Constitutional Respon-sibility investigating Jaruzelski.

    Szcz^sna, Joanna (Yo-AN-na SHCHEN-sna)Solidarity journalist.

    Siwak, Albin (AL-bin SHI-vak)

    Hard-line member of the Politburo in early 1980s.

    Siwicki, Florian (FLO-ri-an Shi-VIT-ski)

    Jaruzelski's longtime number two at defense, defense minister

    under Prime Minister Jaruzelski in the early 1980s.

    Spychalski, Marian (MA-ri-an Spi-KHAL-ski)Defense minister until 1968, succeeded by Jaruzelski.

    Urban, Jerzy (YEH-zhi UR-ban)

    Journalist, Jaruzelski's martial law spokesman.

    Wal?sa, Lech (Lekh Va-WEN-sa)Solidarity leader, now president of Poland.

    Werblan, Andrzej (AN-jay VER-blan)

    Former hard-line Politburo member who became a moderate in the

    early 1980s.

    Wiatr, Jerzy (YEH-zhi VIAT-er)

    Communist Party intellectual, successor to Rzepka as chairman of

    the Sejm's Committee on Constitutional Responsibility.

    SOVIET UNION

    (unless specified, all positions are for 1980-1981)

    Andropov, Yuri

    Head of the KGB, later succeeded Brezhnev as general secretary of

    the Communist Party.

    Aristov, BorisAmbassador to Poland.

    Brezhnev, Leonid Ilyich

    Head of the Communist Party from October 1964, following

    Khrushchev's ouster, until his death in November 1982.

    Chernenko, Konstantin

    Member of the Politburo, later succeeded Andropov as general sec-retary of the Communist Party.

    Dudnik, Vladimir

    Major general, deputy commander of a division kept on standby

    alert on the Polish front.

    Gorbachev, Mikhail

    Succeeded Chernenko as general secretary of the Communist Party

    in March 1985.

    Gribkov, Anatoli

    General, second in command of Warsaw Pact forces.

    Gromyko, Andrei

    Member of the Politburo, foreign minister.

    Khrushchev, Nikita

    Succeeded Stalin as first secretary of the Communist Party in 1953,

    ousted in 1964.

    Kryuchkov, Vladimir

    Head of Intelligence for the KGB, later KGB director and 1991

    coup plotter.

    Kulikov, Viktor

    Marshal, commander of Warsaw Pact forces.

    Pavlov, Vitali

    Station chief for the KGB in Warsaw.

    Rusakov, Konstantin

    Member of the Politburo, chief of relations with satellite states.

    Suslov, Mikhail

    Member of the Politburo and chief ideologist, head of Working

    Group on Poland.

    Ustinov, Dmitri

    Member of the Politburo, Marshal, Defense Minister.

    Zhirinovsky, Vladimir

    Right-wing nationalist whose party won a plurality in December

    1993 elections.

    GERMANY

    Bohley, Barbel (BEAR-bel BOW-lai)East Berlin artist and dissident leader.

    Durstewitz, Heinz-Josef (Heinz YO-zef DURST-eh-vitz)

    East Berlin Catholic priest who counsels former border guards.

    Fischer, Werner (VER-ner Fischer)

    East Berlin dissident leader now active in Stasi informer-victim

    talks.

    Gauck, Joachim (Yo-A-khim Gouk)

    Former Lutheran pastor from Rostock, now custodian of the Stasi

    files.
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    Gaudian, Christian (Christian GOU-di-an)

    East Berliner wounded during attempt to cross the Berlin Wall. His

    companion in flight, Chris Gueffroy, was the last to die at the Wall.

    Gill, David (DAH-vid Gill)

    Twenty-three-year-old head of the Citizens' Committee that took

    over the Stasi two months after the collapse of the Wall.

    Gueffroy, Chris (Chris GEF-froy)

    East Berliner who became the last man to die trying to cross the

    Berlin Wall.

    Gueffroy, Karin (KAH-rin GEF-froy)

    Mother of Chris, active in gathering evidence on and attracting

    public interest to his killing.

    Heinrich, Ingo (IN-go HINE-rikh)

    Border guard whose shots killed Chris Gueffroy.

    Hildebrandt, Rainer (RAY-ner Hildebrandt)

    West Berliner who founded the Checkpoint Charlie Museum, host

    for talks between East German victims and perpetrators.

    Honecker, Erich (EH-rikh HOH-neck-er)

    Leader of East German Communist Party from 1971 to 1989.

    Huber, Sven

    East German  border-guard  officer who  served with  Schmidt,

    Schmett, Heinrich, and Kuhnpast.

    Jordan, Carlo (CAR-lo YOR-dan)

    East German dissident and leader of ecological movement.

    Koch, Hagen (HAH-gen Kokh)

    East German border guard and Stasi officer, now keeper of many

    documents about the Wall.

    Kuhnpast, Andreas (An-DRE-as KUEN-past)Border guard indicted in killing of Chris Gueffroy.

    Mielke, Erich (EH-rikh Mee-EL-keh)

    Head of the Ministry for State Security, or Stasi.
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    Nowak, Wolfgang (VULF-gang NO-vak)

    West German named state minister of science and culture in Dres-den. Responsible for purging teachers.

    Pawliczak, Lothar (LO-tar PAV-li-chak)

    East Berlin political activist and Stasi informer.

    Richter, Klaus (Klaus RIKH-ter)

    Head of investigations for the Gauck Authority, he briefly served

    in the Stasi while young.

    Schmett, Peter-Michael (PEHT-er Mee-khail Schmett)Border guard indicted in killing of Chris Gueffroy.

    Schmidt, Michael (MEE-khail Schmidt)

    Border guard who gave order to shoot in killing of Chris Gueffroy.

    Seidel, Theodor (TAY-o-dor ZIGH-del)Judge in border-guard and Mielke trials.

    Seidel, Jorg (Yurg ZIGH-del)

    Stasi official, now member of group of former Stasi officials.

    Templin, Wolfgang (VULF-gang Tem-PLIN)

    East Berlin dissident leader now active in informer-victim talks,

    he briefly served in the Stasi while in college.

    Wolf, Markus (MAR-kus VULF)Head of foreign espionage for the Stasi.

    Zimmermann, Falk (Fahlk TSIM-mer-mahn)

    Activist in East Berlin environmental movement, Stasi informer.
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