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Blue Flower Red 

 
is a ‘factual novel’ in which the events of the years 1967–1969 
are described from the perspective of Carl Harcott, a student at 
the time. 
Anyone with a different perspective should write their own 
novel. 
The setting is Freiburg im Breisgau – as a peripheral, provin-
cial town – representative of all universities in Germany that 
are not called Berlin or Frankfurt. 
It is a place with its own very distinct, very immediate themes, 
activities and protagonists (the specific) and a place of percep-
tion of what was happening outside Freiburg (the general) – in-
formation that was brought in via daily newspapers, personal 
information channels and eyewitness accounts, and which was 
discussed, accepted, overlooked or rejected. 
It was the time when much / everything began that later led to 
K-groups / employment bans / terrorism / a police state / group 
sex … – though this was neither planned nor intended. It was 
very different. 
Forgotten? 

 
The characters are literaryisations that have drifted far from 
their real-life counterparts and stand in for many others. 
The plot takes the form of an indirect personal diary, interwo-
ven with documents and accounts by others of the events of 
those years. It’s a kind of “Faction” (Facts and fiction). 
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Prologue 

 
His father had merely nodded when Carl chose Freiburg – one 
of his own former places of study – whilst his mother didn’t 
mind: the post with the laundry parcels would reach her young-
est son anywhere in Germany. 
He himself had set only two conditions for his choice of uni-
versity: firstly, as far away from home as possible, and second-
ly, not in Bavaria. Provided he stayed in Germany – and that 
was a given; he would only go abroad to study later – it was 
therefore highly likely that he would begin his studies at a uni-
versity in Baden-Württemberg: that was all he knew. Then, 
even before the end of his compulsory military service – at a 
reunion of his A-level class – his school friend Haffner offered 
him his own flat in Freiburg – as a base whilst he looked for a 
room of his own – and that’s when the decision was made. Carl 
was fine with it: he’d already spent his holidays there when he 
was eight and ten years old and had fond memories of the 
place. It had been that simple; his father had nodded in agree-
ment without comment, and his mother had smiled quietly: 
spring came earliest there in Germany. 
They hadn’t taken any further interest in it – he saw no reason 
to explain his distance from them. 
His father paid no attention to the family: for him, the end of 
the Second World War had also meant the collapse of a world 
view. He never spoke of it, had taken refuge in his work and 
became an outstanding, popular doctor. 
His mother shielded her sons from anything that might have 
angered his father. Only on the rarest of occasions had she 
questioned a decision that one of her four sons had made for 
himself. 
With a mother’s care, she had packed his suitcase – he had 
travelled to the station alone: he could no longer bear these 
matter-of-fact farewells with her stifled tears. 
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His mother’s ability to show her feelings must have been bur-
ied in the rubble of the war. She never spoke of it, and he had 
never known her any other way. 

 
Carl loved the slow start of the long D-trains pulled by a steam 
locomotive: when the huge black locomotive gathered power, 
puffing loudly, the signalman in his red cap raised his round, 
green signal paddle, his whistle sounded, people leaned excit-
edly out of the lowered compartment windows, waving, and the 
carriages began to roll. 
He had grown up by the railway embankment. One of his earli-
est career aspirations, as he had been told, was to be a ‘locomo-
tive driver’. 

 
Near Frankfurt, as he devoured the last buttered sandwich, he 
felt a bit light-headed: Carl looked at the remaining bite of the 
sandwich, suddenly realising that he was holding the very last 
piece of his life so far between his teeth. 
For as long as he could remember – during his school days, at 
camp, on holiday trips, during his military service – others had 
always bought the bread, prepared the toppings and made the 
sandwiches: he himself had only ever had to eat them. 
Now twenty years old, he held the last bite in his hand all the 
way to Mannheim, pondering when one ought to start setting 
up one’s own personal museum, rather than leaving it to the 
whims of the flotsam and jetsam to determine what would re-
main from past decades in the later years of one’s life: this 
crust of bread, with its thin layer of butter and the neatly circled 
slice of sausage that always ended precisely at the edge: if he 
were to eat it now, it would be gone – forever. 
Indifferently, as the D-train whistled its departure from Offen-
burg, he finally stuffed the last bite of bread into his mouth – 
but at least he paid it, and his mother, the last respects by 
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carefully moistening it with saliva and chewing it thoroughly. 
He almost slept through the train’s arrival in Freiburg. His mili-
tary service was over; his studies now lay ahead of him. After-
wards, years later, he earned his living as a commercial printer. 
 

 

Freiburg/Breisgau – Main Station (1960th) 
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View of Freiburg im Breisgau 
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1. 

 
The steady, incessant ‘tak-tak’, ‘tak-tak’ of the Hamburg–Basel 
D-train had worn me out after a seven-hour journey through the 
endless Rhineland lowlands. The constant ‘Tak-Tak’ of the 
front pair of wheels on the carriage in front of me, followed 
shortly afterwards by the ‘Tak-Tak’ of the rear steel wheels on 
the carriage behind me as they rolled over the joints in the 
welded rails, suddenly ceased: the D-train had come to a halt. 
Still half-asleep, I snatch my jacket from the hook beside the 
compartment window, haul my suitcase off the luggage rack – 
the train doesn’t stop between Offenburg and Freiburg – have 
already passed the conductor and stepped out onto the platform 
when the carriages, accompanied by the deep puffing and hiss-
ing of the express locomotive, start rolling again. 
I ruffle my hair into place, set my suitcase down on the stone 
slabs of the platform and rummage in my jacket pocket for the 
piece of paper with the address that my classmate Haffner had 
written down for me: ‘Drei-König-Straße’, I still remembered; 
I’d forgotten the house number. 
First the key comes to light, then, after digging some more, fi-
nally the crumpled piece of paper, on which ‘Dreikönig’ and 
‘27’ are just about legible. 
‘You won’t need a map in that backwater,’ Haffner had said: 
‘Take the tram from the station towards Littenweiler. Get off at 
the Panther Brewery.’ 
He wanted to inform the landlady of my arrival in writing: so 
that she wouldn’t be startled or alert the police if a stranger 
were to unlock her front door unannounced. 
“Panther Brewery?” The uniformed tram conductor on his plat-
form shakes his head thoughtfully: “You mean the Ganter 
Brewery, don’t you?” 
How am I supposed to know whether the Panthers were called 
Ganter in this town? “Presumably,” I admit politely, as some-
one unfamiliar with the matter. 
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As a child on a summer holiday, I hadn’t drunk any beer back 
then, and there hadn’t been time for wine either. 
“That’ll be fifty pfennigs, then!” 

That’s ten pfennigs cheaper than in Hamburg: for that I get a 
proper, colourful ticket made of sturdy paper – not those flim-
sy, worn-out strips of paper you get on Hamburg buses – and a 
seat right next to the gallery: so that the conductor can kindly 
point out my stop to me. 

Clearly, it wasn’t just my suitcase, but also the confusion be-
tween the Baden ‘Ganter’ and a High German ‘Panther’ that 
immediately gave me away as a clueless stranger. 

 
 

2. 

Finding number 27 is easy, but climbing to the fourth floor is a 
more arduous task: the ascent into the lofty heights of the uni-
versal spirit is a slow, breathless struggle for my tired body, 
worn out by hours upon hours of work, clutching the heavy 
suitcase packed by my mother. 
Just to be on the safe side, I ring the bell: I’d much rather greet 
the landlady, who’s letting me the room, at the door than run 
into her unexpectedly later on – perhaps even at night in my 
nightshirt – in the corridor. 
The question of whether she is at home is answered – at least in 
the sense that someone is in the flat – by the sudden flash of 
light as the peephole is opened from the inside. 
Before pressing the doorbell, I ran my hands through my hair 
once more and put on my tie: now I put on a friendly face, in 
the intent of at least being classified as a harmless individual. 
The visual check has evidently gone in my favour: the light in 
the peephole goes out; the door opens; an elderly woman 
blocks the doorway: a grey-haired governess, her ample bosom 
covered by a colourful, small-flowered dress that envelops her 
body right down to her leather lace-up shoes. 
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“Good evening, my name is Carl Harcott. Mr Haffner, your 
lodger, has given me permission to stay in his room for a few 
days …”. 
“Come in. He wrote to me about it. I’m fine with it for a few 
days.” With that, I am ushered in. She neither gives her name 
nor acknowledges my outstretched hand in greeting. But, as I 
could gather from her words, I am at least tolerated. Any fur-
ther pleasantries are presumably forbidden as a suspicious at-
tempt at unwanted fraternisation. She turns her broad, flower-
patterned bottom towards me and walks down the dimly lit cor-
ridor: “Mr Haffner’s room is back here.” With that, she opens 
the last door on the right-hand side of the corridor. Closing the 
flat door is apparently one of my duties as a lodger. 
As I wriggle past her into the room, I make myself even thinner 
than I already am, so as not to touch – let alone squeeze – any 
of her little flowers. 
“The bathroom may be used from eight to nine in the morning, 
and in the evening not after 10 pm. Female visitors and cooking 
in the room are not permitted. The kitchen is opposite the flat 
door! Unnecessary noise is to be avoided!” 

It’s a pity that women in West Germany aren’t allowed to serve 
in uniform: she’d have made a splendid sergeant – one of the 
hated sort who get shot in the back by their own men in the 
early days of the war. I have to restrain myself from clicking 
my heels together and saying, ‘Yes, madam!’ – she might have 
taken that as an inappropriate irony: so I also refrain from any 
unseemly smirk. 

“Where, please, is the bathroom?” 
“Here!” With that, she points to a door directly opposite my 
dark room. 
“Do you have a key to the flat?” 
“Yes!” 
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Her tone and demeanour remind me so strikingly of the manner 
of the GDR border guards during transit checks to and from 
Berlin that I tended to reply only briefly and concisely: “Yes, 
sir!” Should I give Haffner a photograph of the signs on the 
West German side of the inner-German border: ‘Remember, 
you are still travelling through Germany!’? 

“Good night!” With that, the flower-adorned border guard 
commander has vanished into the semi-darkness of the corri-
dor. 
I quietly close the bedroom door, taking the utmost care to 
avoid any unnecessary noise, and sit down on the bed, wonder-
ing what exactly constitutes ‘unnecessary noise’, when the 
creaking of the spring mattress immediately brings me back to 
the reality of ‘No ladies’ visitors allowed!’: firstly, I’d never 
met anyone here before — and certainly not a lady — and sec-
ondly, her warning was, in my view, entirely superfluous: I 
wouldn’t have known which ‘lady’ I’d have wanted to subject 
to that creaking. 

So: ‘Ladies’ visitors and cooking not permitted’ must mean: 
the local ladies are open to visitors and cook whilst they’re 
here, and that in turn would mean they have no problem with 
squeaky springs: that certainly makes me curious. I wonder if 
there’s a difference between ‘ladies’ and ‘women’? That makes 
me curious too. 

Haffner had warned me about the landlady who was letting out 
the room. 

It’s dawning on me: between theoretical knowledge and practi-
cal insight, there can lie wide swathes of fabric with screech-
ingly colourful small floral patterns. 
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Haffner had said he’d got used to it by now: after all, she had 
the advantage of neither rummaging through his clothes when 
he wasn’t there, nor wanting to climb into his bed, nor luring 
him into hers with some cognacs. Besides, he could only afford 
a room for sixty marks. But lockable, private rooms weren’t 
available for less than a hundred marks. That had been the end 
of the matter for him. End of story. 
The thought that this flowery dragoon wanted to share 
Haffner’s bed makes me fall backwards onto the mattress, but 
then immediately clutch the iron frame to put an end to the 
sudden orgy of squeaking with my frozen body: the squeaking 
was surely ‘unnecessary noise’. 
I’d already decided to lay the mattress and my body directly on 
the floor. With the flat key in my jacket pocket – I wanted to 
avoid any border checks on my return at all costs – I fled this 
dungeon to go and have a beer somewhere. 
Was I trying to cast my situation in a more favourable light as I 
pondered the flowery dragoon whilst sipping my beer? 

At first glance: in her mid-sixties – so born around the turn of 
the century: in the days of the Emperor’s glory. A husband? 
Apparently not, or not anymore – Haffner hadn’t mentioned 
anything about it to me either. Had he been killed in the war? 
In any case, she’s on her own. 
If she was letting out a room – as she was – though she clearly 
took no pleasure in it – was she forced to supplement her wid-
ow’s pension by letting it – possibly the room that had once be-
longed to her son, who had also gone missing – to young men 
who constantly reminded her of that son? 
And these students: they left her again after just a few semes-
ters – just like her son, just like her husband? So why on earth 
should she have been friendly? 

Over my second beer, I decide to give her a bouquet of flowers 
the next day. 
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3. 
 
In the morning, I let the alarm ring loudly and for a long time – 
at eight o’clock – to let the flower-patterned dragoon, who then 
briefly appears in a striped uniform, know that the bathroom is 
about to be taken. And so, the morning toilet is survived with-
out any intense scrutiny or annoying borderline clashes: a clean 
shave, the tie neatly tied, a proper crease in the trousers, and 
the shoes are polished. 
Haffner’s tips on finding accommodation prove successful. 
Firstly: arrive four weeks before the start of term; secondly: 
check out the stationers’ shops around the university: that’s 
where private landlords put up their listings, and standing in 
front of the second stationers’ shop, I can just see a new note 
on the board behind the shop window 
‘Room to let’ is posted: “Wiehre, Günterstalstraße, garden 
shed, 90,-.” 
A two-mark agency fee for the exact house number and for tak-
ing the note down, and I agree to return it if I don’t end up rent-
ing the room. 
The tram ride turns out to be a classic beginner’s mistake: it’s 
only three stops away, or a ten-minute walk. 
The landlady there, who also owns the property, lives on the 
mezzanine floor of the front building and leads me into the 
garden: in the far corner, accessible directly from the street 
through the garden gate, stands a narrow stone garden shed 
nestled between the high party walls of the neighbouring hous-
es. 
To the right of the front door, right in the corner of the garden, 
is the kitchen with a corner bench, a dining table, a sink and an 
electric hob with two hotplates. At the front is a room with an 
oil-fired stove. In between, directly opposite the front door, is a 
small, dimly little room with a washbasin, toilet and shower: 
everything is somewhat run-down: the kitchen cupboards are 
propped up on the sink and the dusty wallpaper has partly come 
away from the wall at the seams where it meets the ceiling. 
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“My son actually wanted to fix it up for himself. But now he’s 
got a place at university in Heidelberg,” explains the home-
owner, as if apologising. 

The apple trees between the house on the street and the garden 
shed: an idyllic view from the windows. A home just like in the 
countryside – right in the middle of the city – and most im-
portantly: no small-flowered dragoons or border guard com-
manders. 

Without a moment’s hesitation, I sign the tenancy agreement 
and, just to be on the safe side, pay the first month’s rent 
straight away. The 90 marks fall within the budgeted 150 
marks for rent, electricity and heating. I have 300 marks for 
food, household bits and bobs, and clothes. A further 100 
marks are set aside for books, and the remaining 50 marks have 
to cover culture, leisure and travel tickets. 
I receive these 600 marks as a monthly payment from my par-
ents. This is significantly more than the ‘Honneff’ grant from 
the student finance scheme: it is the amount that my second-
eldest brother, who is already at university, had suggested was 
necessary, and the maximum amount my father could claim as 
a tax deduction. He had authorised this for ten semesters. 

 
 

4. 
 

The bouquet of colourful asters, with gypsophila woven 
through them, for the striped dragoon is also a farewell gift as I 
carry my suitcase out of the dungeon. 
Haffner thanked me for it later, when he wondered why the 
grim sergeant of the German border troops had turned into a 
friendly landlady. 
After stowing the suitcase away, I drive back to Hamburg once 
more: to pack bed linen, curtains, books and a few personal 
items into two boxes and take them with me on my journey. 
Now I have finally left. 



16  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: Blue Flower Red 

 
 

In the University canteen foyer I collected the required docu-
ments, filled them in and, in accordance with the letter of ad-
mission to the course, placed them “in a larger envelope ad-
dressed to myself, stamped with 0.50 DM (unsealed), into the 
designated containers”: ‘Admission letter, completed index 
card (grey for male students, pink for female students), com-
pleted and signed student ID card form, and two passport pho-
tos with my name written on the back’. 
With Haffner’s help, in two weeks the walls of the garden shed 
have been repaired and freshly painted white, the kitchen cup-
boards hung on hooks, the curtains put up, and finally I’m slid-
ing around on my knees, scrubbing the linoleum until it’s spot-
less. I look at the result with satisfaction: in front of the win-
dow leading to the garden gate stands the heavy, dark-brown 
desk that Haffner and I had hauled down from the loft of the 
front house; next to it is the bookshelf: old construction planks, 
sanded and polished, with white bricks placed upright between 
them: both were left over from demolition sites – after some 
haggling with the builders and a tip. The lounger stands parallel 
to the wall, covered with a thin orange faux fur throw. The 
bedding is rolled up to serve as a daily backrest. To mark the 
occasion, there’s roast chicken leg – 1.78 DM per kilo – boiled 
potatoes and a bottle of beer. 

I’ve finished renovating and furnishing my ‘witch’s cottage’ 
quicker than I’d expected. Haffner was a huge help. Laughing, 
we took photos of each other whilst cooking: Haffner with the 
spatula and a fork as ‘ears’, and me with the white plates and 
my first proper meal in my own home. 

Haffner says that many students in the city live like pigeons 
under the rooftops – so I’m glad to have both feet firmly on the 
ground. 
Things have found their place, whether they’ve chosen it them-
selves or I’ve given it to them. 

IT TAKES LITTLE TO BE HAPPY ... 
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5. 

 
There are still two weeks to go until the start of the term. Now 
that I’ve found my own place, I’m ready to visit Aunt Grete. 
Although I called her ‘Auntie’, she isn’t related to me. She had 
let my father a room when he was studying medicine in Frei-
burg in 1936. Grete and her husband owned a house in the 
Waldsee district, on Jahnstraße. 
My father remembered it as the most fun time of his student 
days, when he and his mates – members of a duelling student 
fraternity – would return from their commers in full regalia, 
that is, wearing their caps, colour sashes and sabres strapped to 
their belts, absolutely plastered, as they made their way home – 
they could still recognise the great Schwabentor. Beyond that, 
finding their way became more difficult: so they’d draw their 
sabres, place the tips on the tram tracks and off they’d go, al-
ways following the tracks. The sharp bend in Schwarzwald-
straße, where the tram continued to the right, was obvious; then 
they just had to count until they reached the fifth cross-street. 
Later on, I sometimes wonder – at night, whilst still out and 
about, when I remember it – how many cars might have run me 
over...if he’d been wandering round in the middle of Schwarz-
waldstraße whilst drunk. 
As a schoolboy, I’d visited Aunt Grete twice during the holi-
days. This childish use of ‘Aunt’ for an older woman to whom 
the child was not related has stuck with me over the years. 
Aunt Grete is a woman with a heart of gold. Standing firm on 
her sturdy legs, she has weathered all the ups and downs of life 
with optimism and the produce from her large garden: for her, 
life is simply a matter of organisation. She does, however, have 
one major flaw: in her letters to my father, she reports every-
thing I get up to as soon as it happens. Having already dis-
tanced myself from my parents, I had no intention of being 
subject to the scrutiny of a surrogate observer. 
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My phone call after breakfast results in an invitation to lunch 
that very day: there’s to be roast pork. 
The aunt-like hug is part of the welcome ritual. With a “Go on, 
off to the garden!”, she’s already disappeared back into the 
kitchen in her smock. 

The big dining table in the garden! It was always my favourite 
spot during the holidays: there I would sit in the shade of the 
big chestnut tree, the thick tomes on the invention of soda, ani-
line, the Bessemer converter and other technical achievements 
piled high on the thick wooden tabletop, and I would have ‘de-
voured’ one after another. One of Grete’s two sons had become 
a chemist. His young adult books had also been my holiday 
reading. 

I stop in surprise on the steps leading down to the garden: 
someone is already sitting in my beloved shady spot. She puts 
the book she had just been reading down on the table, stands up 
and looks at me: one of the female students to whom Grete 
rented rooms. 
Grete only lets to female students: she found it more enjoyable 
that way. In her view, young women are not only under more 
low-maintenance than male students; she also believes they are 
tidier and cleaner than their male counterparts. They help with 
the cooking and do their own washing: Grete doesn’t need, as 
she puts it, to play ‘the surrogate mum for the young gentlemen 
of creation’. 

I disapprove of this student’s presence as an encroachment on 
my private space and a likely disturbance of the peace. Even 
though she looks cute – a dark bob, probably nineteen, very 
slim, her white skirt ending a hand’s breadth above the knee – 
she’ll probably want to be entertained. 

We shake hands politely and, with a “Carl” – to which she re-
plies “Nina” – this greeting ritual is also formally over. After 
lunch, I’d make sure to slip away quickly. 
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‘Nina! Carl! Go and serve the food!’ Grete’s organisation 
spares us both any awkward small talk. We’re happy to take on 
the task of carrying out the crockery, the Sauerbraten platter, 
the Spätzle tureen, the vegetable bowl and the sauce boat. 
“Well, have you two got to know each other yet?” A silent nod 
is the answer – besides, one shouldn’t speak with a mouthful. 
“Nina is my granddaughter. She’s spending fourteen days of 
her holidays here.” 
I just nod to show that I’ve understood: so she’s, as it were, 
part of the family. Accordingly, I should address her informal-
ly. 
I’m surprised that Grete didn’t mention this visit to me on the 
phone – and since she doesn’t introduce me any further, she’s 
apparently already told her quite a bit about me. Then a sense 
of unease dawns on me: Grete had mentioned the ‘fourteen 
days’ so casually that I couldn’t decide whether she meant it as 
a purely factual piece of information or was trying to convey 
something specific to me? 

Sauerbraten: a festive roast served to welcome rare guests. But 
as I only turned up unannounced this morning – and Sauerbra-
ten has to be marinated for at least a day in advance – it could 
only mean… ‘Nina arrived yesterday.’ 

So, she’s the rare guest. “What do you think …”, Grete says, 
looking at me expectantly, “… could you show Nina round the 
town this afternoon?” As I’m still chewing, I first look at Grete 
in surprise, then across the table at this Nina, who is watching 
my reaction intently. 
Grete promptly ramps up the familial pressure: “You could go 
for a walk on the Schlossberg, for example, and pop into the 
Greiffeneggschlössle for coffee and cake.” 
That’s just what I needed – a …, what is she to me, anyway? If 
Grete really were my great-aunt, then this Nina would be a … 
second cousin? On the other hand, this relationship is only a 
social one, not a biological one: so, in principle, it doesn’t exist 
at all. 
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But I don’t care: the prices for coffee and cake at the Greiff-
eneggschlössle are beyond my budget. Aunt Grete took me 
there once a few years ago. Such expenditure would only have 
been appropriate if I’d wanted to impress the young lady. But I 
don’t. 
A second silent glance across the table – I’m still chewing, 
even though there’s nothing left between my teeth – sets the 
course: I could have refused my aunt, but not the silent gaze of 
my non-cousin. 

If it had become clear in any way that she was expecting it, I 
would have said no straight away. Her quiet, questioning look 
gave me the freedom to say yes. So, I nod in agreement and can 
finally stop chewing on an empty mouthful. 

Grete is really giving it her all. She’s pretty much carrying the 
conversation at the table on her own, laying out all sorts of 
suggestions for what this Nina and I could get up to. The whole 
thing sounds suspiciously like a programme for the next fort-
night. 

One afternoon? All right – if only out of gratitude to Grete for 
taking me in during the school holidays. As for the rest of the 
days, the girl will just have to sort out for herself how to spend 
her time. 

During the meal, it becomes increasingly clear that Nina and I 
are sitting there like statues, using the food as a convenient ex-
cuse not to have to talk. At least Aunt Grete is pleased: after 
all, the bowls are empty. 
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6. 
 

Without further ado, Aunt Grandmother Grete shows Nina and 
me out of the house: we’re left to our own devices. We stand 
indecisively in front of the entrance gate: “Do you want to go 
up to the Schlossberg?” 
Nina looks at me questioningly: “Do you want to?” 
“Well, you do get a pretty good view of the town from up 
there…” 
“Fine, if you say so.” 
She doesn’t sound very enthusiastic. Schlossberg is to the right: 
so off we go. 
“What are you actually studying?” 
“Me? Nothing. I’m in my third year of training as a chemistry 
lab assistant.” 
I wouldn’t have guessed that. “The sort with bangs, stinks and 
colours?” 
Nina gives me a gentle nudge in the side. “I don’t know where 
you got your knowledge of chemistry from, but what you seem 
to have learnt at school has very little to do with day-to-day 
work in a chemistry lab.” I’d already finished chemistry in 
Year 11: so I can not only admit my ignorance without embar-
rassment but also ask questions. Nina tells me about her daily 
work. Without really noticing, they’d already made their way 
up the slope up to the Schlossberg and reached the top of the 
circular walk. 
Everything had changed in the meantime. Nina tells me: she 
laughs, snorts with laughter as she recounts the mishaps that 
happen whilst she’s working; I listen in amazement: she lives 
in a world, a daily life, that I haven’t encountered like this be-
fore. I’d done my holiday jobs on building sites, but that had 
been something completely different from being in full-time 
employment every day. I’m starting to take a liking to Nina. 
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Meanwhile, the Greifeneggschlösschen has come into view. 
My attention turns to the financial situation. Not only would 
two portions of coffee and cake exceed my budget, but a furtive 
check of my purse reveals that, in all likelihood, I don’t have 
enough money on me either. I’m only half listening to her now, 
thinking ever more intently about how I might steer her away 
from the café. My fondness for Nina grows even stronger when 
she offers me a way out: “Tell me, where do you actually 
live?” In my head, I mumble: “Günterstalstraße, the garden 
house.” Nina eyes me sceptically from the side: “I don’t be-
lieve you. You definitely live in one of those dreary student 
flats and you just don’t want to tell me!” 
I’ve come to a halt: “Of course I’d tell you!” 
“Oh, really? I bet you’re not allowed to have female visitors!” I 
look at her athletic figure, the white blouse and the short white 
skirt: “If you’re referring to yourself, then you can rest assured 
– you’re certainly no lady!” 
“Thanks, I’ll take that as a compliment.” 
“It’s not a compliment. And besides, there’s no landlady there 
who might be afraid of being reported for pimping if you came 
along as a visitor. Firstly, you’re at least a second cousin, and 
secondly, I can do whatever I like in my garden shed!” 
Nina blinks: “Fancy a coffee too?” 
“Yes, of course: Come on, let’s go!” With that, I take her hand 
and we gallop across the field down the slope, past the posh ca-
fé, down the steps – before she might change her mind after all. 
Out of breath, we let our quick, short strides slow to a gentle 
pace on the pavement, and: we’re still holding hands. We walk 
silently through the streets, feeling the physical closeness: we 
no longer know what to talk about. Shortly after the Dreisam 
Bridge, we buy two slices of cake at the Johannis patisserie. 
That marks the end of our hands touching: not because of the 
packet of cake – I’m carrying that in my left hand – but be-
cause, having let go of her hand, touching it again now feels 
like an intrusion. Nina, too, seems to be keeping a slightly 
greater distance from me than she did on the way up the 
Schlossberg. 
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“Here we are.” Relieved, I turn off the pavement towards the 
garden gate and unhook the latch. Nina looks at me in surprise 
from the side, then glances back at the garden shed covered in 
vine leaves: “You really did tell the truth!” 
“You seem to have had some strange experiences with men. 
Why would I have lied?” The gravel on the garden path 
crunches softly under my shoes. 
“And you live here all on your own?” Oh, man, this woman 
sure knew how to ask questions! “No, I share the little cottage 
with two fellow students.” “And they’re not at home right 
now?” 
“No, we take it in three shifts. Otto’s on the night shift from ten 
to six in the morning, Franz is on the early shift from six in the 
morning to two in the afternoon, and I’m on the afternoon shift 
from two until…” 
Nina stops in her tracks. “Carl, Otto, Franz – how many first 
names are actually on your baptism certificate? Are you trying 
to pull the wool over my eyes?” 
She’s seen right through me: my attempt to put on an indignant 
face fails. “Right, I’ve never actually been christened, but 
you’re right: I live here on my own. There wouldn’t be room 
for a second person anyway. You’ll see…” With that, I unlock 
the door, “…I’ve got four rooms, mind you, but only one 
chair.” 
Nina looks at me so sceptically – wondering whether that’s the 
truth or just a made-up story – that I simply take her by the 
hand again and guide her into the house. 
“The kitchen’s on the right here, the bathroom’s here, and over 
there’s my living room, bedroom and study.” With that, I open 
the door to my three-in-one room. “Go on, have a seat – I’ll 
make the coffee.” 
I let as much time as possible slip by whilst the kettle boils, I 
pour the coffee, let it brew and then let it drain: I have this 
strange feeling that I need to get something straight in my 
mind: of course I’ve been looking at her legs and at the con-
tours of her breasts beneath her white blouse. Oh, come on: 
I’ve only got one chair. I’ve never needed a second one before.  
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At last, the coffee’s ready and the slices of cake are arranged 
on two plates. 
Nina has opened the windows and drawn the long, white cur-
tains across them: the afternoon sun’s light refracts through the 
curtains, which flutter in the breeze, causing the sunbeams to 
dance leisurely across the carpet as dancing specks. 
She’s standing next to the desk by the window leading to the 
garden gate, looking at the bookshelf, which, with its few 
books, was only ever meant to be one. She looks at me intently 
as I set the tray down on the small round table. “You really do 
only have one chair.” 
The backlight from the sun has made the white fabric of her 
blouse translucent, almost see-through: “I told you so.” 
“And where will you sit if I take the chair?” 
“Here.” By then I’ve already kicked off my shoes, flopped 
down on the daybed and propped a couple of cushions com-
fortably behind my back. 
Nina makes no move whatsoever to sit on the chair. She re-
mains standing, looks at me without saying a word, and seems 
to be thinking something over. 
“Don’t you want to sit down?” 
“No.” With that, she takes off her shoes too. 
“I don’t want to sit there all on my own.” 
She lies down next to me. As if it were the most natural thing 
in the world, I open my arm and we gently snuggle up together. 
 
7. 

The initial shyness of our tentative touching and caressing is 
soon over. We didn’t eat the cake until later: our hands were 
too busy for us to have had time for it. 
My momentary, unspoken hesitation – where on earth am I go-
ing to get a condom from now? – Nina noticed it, understood 
the situation perfectly and dispelled it with a nudge on the nose 
and a whisper in my ear: “I’m on the pill.” 
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Wow! I’d actually been worried we wouldn’t get past this hur-
dle. And then: no condom needed! No fear that the thing might 
slip off or leak, my attention constantly more on that bloody 
condom than on myself and making love. 

We’ll do without the coffee that’s gone cold: one of us would 
have had to throw off the duvet, get up, put something on to 
make fresh coffee: the kitchen window has no curtains. 
Between two bites of cake, which we balance on our lips with 
our arms entwined, I can’t help but grin: “When I think that 
just two hours ago I was still wondering how I could get rid of 
you this evening, so I wouldn’t have you breathing down my 
neck for the next fortnight…” 
Nina tenderly strokes my bare stomach from under the duvet. 
“Do you think I didn’t notice how you were chewing without 
swallowing, just so you wouldn’t have to answer?” “Really?” 
Even now, a flush of embarrassment rises to my cheeks. 
“Tell me …”, she stares intently at the ceiling, “what would 
you actually have done if I hadn’t crawled into your arms?” 
“Phew, I’ll have to think about that.” I try to deduce a typical 
general pattern of behaviour for myself from my only intimate 
encounter with a woman prior to Nina: “Nothing.” 
“What, nothing?” Curious, Nina sits up and looks at me in sur-
prise. The duvet has slipped off her shoulder. I swallow. “Can 
we put this discussion off until later?” 
“No, I want to know right now.” 
I gaze intently at her bare breasts with their erect nipples and 
let my index finger slowly trace their curves. “Then I’d ask you 
to cover yourself up a bit more. Otherwise, I won’t be able to 
concentrate.” 
Willingly, she turns back towards the duvet. 
“So: nothing. I’ve never approached a woman to…” I can’t 
find the right words. 
Nina studies my helpless expression closely: “To seduce her?” 
“No, or rather, yes. It’s always been the case that the woman 
took the initiative.” 
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Nina lets the duvet slide back down and claps her hands, laugh-
ing: “Oh, you poor little thing! Have the girls always seduced 
you?” 
“Well, ‘always’ and ‘the girls’ sounds like a lot. There haven’t 
been that many so far…,” I felt I had to clarify. 
Nina gives me a critical look: “You seem to think that the way 
you took off your shoes and flopped down comfortably on the 
bed… that wasn’t an invitation for me to do the same? So, you 
just stayed passive?” 
“No, well, I did want to touch you and be closer to you… But 
that wasn’t my intention. After all, I’ve only got one chair. 
Where do you think I should have sat?” 
She pouts: “On the floor next to the chair, for example. Then 
you’d have been sitting at my feet!” 
“That would only have been possible if you’d already been sit-
ting there. Do you think you’d have sat down in the chair right 
in front of me like that, in that short skirt, if I’d already been 
sitting on the floor next to it?” 
Lost in thought, Nina plays with her fingers as she runs them 
over me. “You’re right. Then I’d have sat on the floor too. 
What a lucky thing I stayed standing.” 
“Sure, otherwise we definitely wouldn’t be lying here so won-
derfully under the same duvet.” I plant a big, wet kiss on her 
shoulder: “Thanks for taking your shoes off.” “And thanks for 
unbuttoning my blouse.” Amidst numerous mutual expressions 
of gratitude, we replay the whole sequence again. 
We then fell asleep. Nina is lying half on my side: I can feel 
her body from head to toe, staring at the ceiling, which is faint-
ly visible in the light of the streetlamps. Thoughtfully, I scratch 
my head. The movement of my arm wakes Nina up: “Do you 
think we should tell Grete about this?” 
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“About what? That my clothes are strewn all over the floor in a 
jumble?” 
“No. She thinks anyway that men are pretty messy and leave 
their clothes lying about everywhere.” 
“And you?” 
Nina giggles: “A proper girl always has to make sure her 
clothes don’t get creased or stained. That’s why I couldn’t keep 
them on: white is so delicate.” 
My eyes and hands glide over her sweaty body: “Do you want 
to have a shower before you get dressed?” 
“Yes. But only with you.” 

Was I dreaming? No. Everything to do with women had been so 
complicated up to now: at school, at the ice rink, at parties. 
Physical desire had previously been a meaningful, wordy in-
terplay that found its limits in passionate snogging and fum-
bling: if there’d been a German championship in masturbation, 
I’d have qualified to take part without even needing to go 
through the preliminaries. 

We didn’t tell Grete. How would she have reacted if she’d 
known about it officially? Either she’d have got us both en-
gaged straight away, or at the very least made unambiguous 
hints to our fathers about the children’s happiness. We don’t 
want either of those things. 

Funny: Grete is surprised that we’ve managed to fit in such an 
extensive sightseeing programme over the past fourteen days. 
Why burden her with the fact that every morning we’d take the 
cable car up to the Schauinsland Mountain, where we’d lie in 
the grass in the warm autumn sun, cuddling and snogging. 

In the afternoons, during our breaks between slices of cake, 
we’d read aloud to each other from brochures the detailed itin-
eraries of our day trips, and listen to music: the Bee Gees, the 
Stones, the Beatles … When it got late in the evening, we’d go 
to the cinema. Grete doesn’t go to the cinema. 



28  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: Blue Flower Red 

 

 
8. 

 
As a result of these carefree two weeks’ holiday, my kitchen is 
now complete. As well as a thermos flask for coffee, I now also 
have a corkscrew and two wine glasses. 
After saying goodbye at the station, I sit alone on a bench on 
the platform for another hour, watching the trains go by. 

I’m happy. Is Nina the promising start to a period of freedom? 
Why did we actually promise never to see each other again? 
These days with Nina have given me the self-confidence to be a 
man, taking away the vague fear of perhaps not being physical-
ly enough for a woman. 
Why this dishonesty towards Grete? The feeling that we had to 
protect our little shared freedom from her grasp, which would 
have destroyed it? Does the very knowledge that our time to-
gether is limited hold the possibility of unreserved openness? 
We had been there just for each other: neither of us had a past, 
and we could be carefree about a future that was out of the 
question: simply these days, these hours that we spent together: 
a close-knit community. 
It had also been fun to share a secret with Nina, to live two dif-
ferent lives: the official one, with handshakes and pleasantries 
when I picked her up from Grete’s, and our own, of physical 
intimacy and honest conversation. 
Was it also because Nina hadn’t taken her A-levels, didn’t need 
to be courted and knew what she wanted? It had been her wish 
that these days of ours should have no future. Why? 

 
WHO SLEEPS WITH THE SAME PERSON TWICE, 
IS ALREADY PART OF THE ESTABLISHMENT. 
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9. 

Passing Homer and Aristotle, who stand larger-than-life flank-
ing the steps leading up to the older main building, I wander 
around the central university campus in the warm autumn sun-
shine on the first day of the winter term. The medical and natu-
ral science faculties have their buildings and institutes in the 
north of the city. 

 

Homer and Aristotle = literature and philosophy as the two pillars of 
the humanities? Homer with a lyre in his hand: singer of the Odyssey 
– wanderings and encounters? Aristotle with a long scroll on his lap: 
a symbol of scholarship? 

 

At last, I stand before the long side façade of the rock-red, old-
er university building. Huge golden letters, in which the sun is 
reflected dazzlingly: 

THE TRUTH SHALL SET YOU FREE 
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There, high up on the main university building: The truth shall 
set you free! 
Up to now, everything I’ve had to learn has been geared to-
wards the acquisition of knowledge. The extent of my education 
had hitherto been measured by whether I could have appeared 
as a contestant on Hans-Joachim Kulenkampff’s television quiz 
show and, when faced with tricky crossword puzzles, also 
known the nine-letter heroic figure sought in an opera by Rich-
ard Wagner. No, not Lohengrin, the other one. 
And now? The truth! Freedom! Thoughts are free! An academ-
ic republic of the mind and the pursuit of truth? As I look up to 
the giants Homer and Aristotle, to the golden proclamation of 
truth and freedom: I physically sense that I am standing on a 
threshold which I would cross that very day. It reminds me of 
my time in the Bundeswehr, when the battalion commander 
urged me to become a career officer – a similar threshold: the 
possibility of belonging to a large community, for which I still 
harbour a deep longing. 
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University seal 
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To remain properly enrolled, I first need to pay the enrolment 
fee and have six stamps in my student record book: ‘Last entry’ 
and ‘15 October 1967’ directly beneath the list of the modules I 
have chosen. ‘Notice regarding the limitation of the duration of 
study to 16 semesters issued’ and ‘Enrolled in the winter se-
mester 1967/68’ at the top right-hand side. Beneath the register 
number ‘5948’, and after the tuition fee of DM 145 and the so-
cial contribution of DM 62, the word ‘Paid’ and the stamp 
‘University of Freiburg im Breisgau – Academic Rectorate – 
Bursar’s Office’, followed by a signature. 

‘Quästur’? In ancient Rome: the highest police authority. Is 
there a university police force here? Nomen est omen – does 
the term reflect the meaning? I’ll learn the terms soon enough: 
instead of ‘Kasse’ (cash office), which is obviously too shabby, 
so ‘Quästur’; instead of ‘Einschreiben’ (enrolment), so ‘Im-
matrikulation’; instead of ‘colleague’ now ‘commiliton’ and 
instead of ‘Mr Rector’ – please do – ‘Your Magnificence’ – at 
least the university employee spoke of ‘his Magnificence’ when 
he explained to me that there would still be an official welcome 
for first-year students by the Rector. 

A classic republic of the intellectual elite: and I am now part of 
it. 

 
10. 
 
Following the principles of randomness and plausibility, I have 
selected various courses from the course catalogue: English 
Word Formation / Introduction to the Resources for the Study 
of English Literature / English Pronunciation / German–
English Translation Exercises / History of German Vocabulary 
/ Introduction to the Study of Modern German Literary History 
/ Middle High German / Goethe II / Poetry and Fine Art: a total 
of seventeen hours per week over the course of the semester. 
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Haffner had said that, on top of the course hours, you had to al-
low double the time to prepare for and follow up on the topics, 
which would amount to fifty to sixty hours. 

That should be manageable. 

I hurriedly tuck the green course book into my folder. A glance 
at my watch spurs me on. It’s eleven o’clock on the dot. The 
first lecture is due to start at eleven. Surprised, I enter the large 
Lecture Theatre 2001. 

Haste and fear of arriving embarrassingly late: everyone 
would be staring at me: completely unfounded: the lecture the-
atre doors are wide open: is there nothing going on at all in-
stead of the lecture? 

Only two fellow students are sitting there looking rather lost. I 
head straight for one of them: “Good morning. Isn’t Goethe II 
supposed to be taking place here?” 
“Professor König doesn’t start his lectures until next week.” 
“Is he ill?” 
“All the courses don’t start until a week after the official start 
of term.” 
“Is that normal?” 
“Normal? Yes: it’s an academic tradition. Just like the ‘aca-
demic quarter’.” 
“Academic quarter? Is that a neighbourhood here?” 
That astonished, scrutinising look probably meant I’d asked a 
daft question. 
“‘Academic quarter’ means that an event announced for an-
nounced for 6.00 pm c.t. doesn’t start until 6.15 pm.” 
“Why not just write 6.15 pm then?” 
“Tradition.” 

Ah, I see! So, there’s an academic tradition of expressing sim-
ple things in a way that’s hard to understand. At least in a way 
that an uninitiated person wouldn’t get. 
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“You seem to know your way around here. Can you explain a 
bit more to me? It’s my first day at university today and I ha-
ven’t got a clue yet. By the way…,” and with that I held out my 
hand to him, “Carl Harcott.” 
“Fritz Erik Hoevels. Fifth semester, Philosophy, Psychology 
and German Studies. Let’s go to the canteen; it’s still quiet 
there at this time of day.” 
Behind his thick spectacles, I can make out the hint of a wel-
coming smile. His melancholic expression is further empha-
sised by his pale complexion and black hair. 
I’m still too preoccupied with my own ignorance to have 
thought of asking this Fritz Erik why he’s sitting here as a fifth-
semester student, when that’s a classic beginner’s mistake. 
Over a cup of coffee in the canteen, I’m given my first insight 
into some of the rules of conduct and traditions of the Alma 
Mater – as the university is also known, meaning ‘the Nurtur-
ing Mother Goddess’ in German. Lecture Theatre 2001 is the 
‘Audimax’; common rooms are in the ‘Alte Uni’ … and final-
ly, some information about the weekly meeting of the Human-
ist Students’ Union, which is taking place that very evening in 
the back room of the ‘Karpfen’, and about the Socialist German 
Students’ Union, the SDS, which is meeting the following day 
at the ‘Harmonie’. He himself, Fritz Erik, is a member of the 
Humanist Students’ Union, the HSU. 

11. 
 

In the evening, in the back room of the ‘Karpfen’, the HSU 
meeting is already in full swing when I arrive late. 
A plain, angular square: the walls yellowed, the plaster 
cracked, the smell of stale smoke, two bare pendant lamps. The 
room has certainly seen better days. Half of the thirty or so 
chairs are occupied: five women, about ten men in jumpers and 
jackets; one is wearing a coat, another a parka. To my right, I 
recognise Fritz Erik from earlier that morning. 
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Opposite the door is a single table, positioned across the room, 
behind which sits an elderly man: dark suit, white shirt, rimless 
glasses and strikingly pale. He gives me an encouraging nod to 
come in. I am soon to learn that he is the HSU chairman, Her-
mann Josef Schmidt: sitting very upright, he is giving a talk to 
which the others are listening intently. 
‘... The past summer term has finally brought the extra-
parliamentary opposition the public attention we have been 
striving for in vain for many years. The brutal actions of the 
police, and in particular the death of the student Benno 
Ohnesorg – who was shot dead by a Berlin police officer on 2 
June whilst peacefully observing the demonstration against the 
Shah’s visit – have shaken many students and the liberal public 
to the core. 
However, we must not delude ourselves into thinking that this 
mobilisation is predominantly of a moral nature, centred on 
personal dismay and consternation. It will also be our task to 
place this rather moral outrage within the political context to 
which it actually belongs. Now that the years of lethargy and 
political apathy amongst the public and students have finally 
been broken, we must not simply bask in the glow of this flar-
ing protest, only to watch as it fizzles out like a flash in the 
pan. We will address the theoretical issues into this fire so that 
it continues to burn and has the strength to weather even the 
political headwinds.” 
Hermann Josef Schmidt pauses briefly and takes a sip from his 
wine glass. 

June 1967? The events in Berlin? For me, those had been noth-
ing more than newspaper reports. What was closer to my heart 
at the time was the Six-Day War in Israel, which began three 
days after 2 June – preceded by weeks of tension. In the offic-
ers’ mess in Flensburg, there were large display boards show-
ing the military situation, and we discussed the daily front-line 
reports with great enthusiasm, full of admiration for the Israeli 
army and air force … 

Hermann Josef’s voice snaps me out of my thoughts and back 
to the present: ‘The other side of this public interest is the mass 
media’s fatal tendency to personalise politics and issues. Thus, 
over the past few months, a development has been observable 
which I would describe as a sevenfold reduction of the Extra- 
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Parliamentary Opposition. The entire APO was first reduced to 
its socialist wing. Then the trade unions were singled out, leav-
ing only the students. The students were then reduced to the 
SDS, the SDS to Berlin, Berlin to the Free University, and the 
Free University to Rudi Dutschke. 
Quite apart from the fact that an enemy image has been person-
alised here, the consequences are not without risk. However 
much the comrades of the SDS may bask in the sudden promi-
nence of one of their own, that is their own problem: Rudi 
Dutschke is neither a member of the SDS Federal Executive 
nor has he ever been authorised to speak on behalf of the entire 
SDS. If the SDS is prepared to accept that the Springer Group, 
which is hostile towards them, is elevating one of their com-
rades to the status of a tribune of the people, whilst at the same 
time using him as a deterrent to pull their own cart, then so be 
it.We ourselves, as non-Marxist leftists, will have to resist this 
pull from the mass media. In addition to conservative opposi-
tion, we now also have to argue against the arrogance of the 
SDS, which is by no means the sole mouthpiece for critical 
students as a whole. Neither in Berlin nor, certainly not, across 
the country. We must take care that moral protest is not drawn 
into the SDS’s activism as if it were the only political alterna-
tive. Let us defend our critical position.” 
Hermann Josef looks around the room expectantly: “We will 
therefore need to revise our reading lists for next week, when 
we hold our term-opening event. The three key areas we have 
covered so far – responsible sexuality, the separation of church 
and state, and media criticism – must be placed on a broader 
political footing.” 
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12. 
 

“Comrades!” The ‘Restaurant Harmonie’ hall is packed to the 
rafters the following evening, the din of voices deafening: thick 
clouds of smoke waft through the large, dark hall. Every seat is 
taken; some people are sitting on the tables. I’ve found a spot at 
the side and am leaning against one of the ornate black iron 
columns that support the roof. The man at the executive com-
mittee table is trying to make himself heard: “Comrades! Now 
shut up!” 
Gradually, silence falls. 
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“As an amendment to the agenda, we will first discuss an event 
from last week! Comrade Manuel will report.” 
A tall student, with round spectacles and a head of curls like 
the Black Panthers in the USA, stands up from his chair. The 
room falls silent; his voice fills the room: 
“Last week, a police operation took place, provoked by the be-
haviour of Comrades Wilfredi and Meitner. A house search 
was carried out at the shared flat on Schwabentor, involving 
several police vehicles.” 
“Boo!” comes the cry from various quarters. 
Why don’t you let the two comrades tell us themselves what 
happened!” “Who’s in favour?” The majority of those present 
raise their hands. Two fellow students, who had been sitting 
next to the executive committee table until now, stand up and 
exchange questioning glances. Finally, one of them begins to 
speak, hesitantly. 
“Fred and I … had just gone to the ‘Schwabenstube’ for a beer 
… as last week’s Wednesday get-together … as you may 
know, had been cancelled … That one beer turned into a few 
more, and all our political frustration came flooding back … 
Our powerlessness … what we could do, and …” 
“We all feel the same way!” 
“Yes, and? So, what did you do then?” 
“Well, … when we were walking home along Schwarzwald-
straße and passed a fire alarm, that’s when we … well, we de-
cided to set off the fire alarm … We wanted to see what would 
happen…” 
“You’ve got to be joking!” 
“And what did the police have to do with it?” 
“Well, somehow people who saw it must have… alerted the po-
lice. At any rate, the fire brigade came from the right and the 
police from the left, and…” 
Now the other of the two takes over the story: “... they then 
collided at the junction.” 
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A deafening roar of laughter ripples through the hall. 
“Right in front of us: the police and the fire brigade.” 
After a moment of breathless silence, a loud babble of voices 
breaks out, which is then drowned out by a loud question: 
“And why didn’t you run away?” 
It goes quiet again and the two at the front look down at the 
floor. Finally, one of them starts speaking again: “Yeah … A 
few passers-by held me back and shouted loudly: ‘It was this 
bloke!’ … and Ulli … he was dancing in the middle of the 
junction, singing: ‘We staged the whole thing.’” 
Now Manuel bangs on the table, stands up, and the room grows 
quieter again: “Comrades, that may sound funny, but let me tell 
you what happened next: a second police car arrived and want-
ed to take the two of their details. But they didn’t have any ID 
on them, so the police took the two of them back to the shared 
flat to check their details there. When they were on the second 
floor, one of the doors opened; a comrade saw the uniforms and 
screamed at the top of her voice, ‘Cops in the building!’, 
whereupon suddenly the whole stairwell was full of people and 
a wild brawl broke out.” 

STUFF SOME HASHISH IN YOUR POCKETS,  
ALWAYS HAVE SOMETHING TO SNACK ON. 

He pauses, glancing around the hall as if searching for some-
thing: “I’ve always said that this bloody smoking of weed is 
counter-revolutionary!” 
Some of those present silently lower their heads. 
“In any case, one of the two policemen managed to break free 
and call for reinforcements, who then arrived in three patrol 
cars. We can count ourselves lucky that they were too inexperi-
enced to collect the address lists and strategy papers lying 
around in plain sight! Not to mention everything else.” Manuel 
sits down. A pensive silence falls. 
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Now the chair takes the floor again: “I move that the conduct 
of Comrades Wilfredi and Meitner be condemned in the 
strongest possible terms.” 
All hands are raised. 
“Furthermore, I move that everyone must always carry their ID 
cards with them.” This is approved. 
“And what are we supposed to do when we don’t know where 
to channel all this frustration?” 
The chairman slams his fist on the table in anger; silence falls 
immediately: “Buy yourselves a train ticket and, for all I care, 
pull the emergency brake on the express train to Basel!” A sur-
prised silence. 
“We shall now move on to the scheduled agenda. Item 1: Re-
port from the XXth Delegates’ Conference held from 4 to 8 
September in Frankfurt. Item 2: Our participants in the Interna-
tional Day of Protest against the Vietnam War, taking place in 
Berlin on the 21st. Item 3: ... 

13. 

The leaflet had been photocopied by the AStA and distributed 
on Tuesday: “Wednesday, 6 pm, Audimax! Start of the term. 
The political university groups will introduce themselves. 
Speakers include representatives from the DM1, KSG/ESG, 
LSD, SHB, HSU and SDS. Come along in large numbers!” 
Two hundred students have gathered in the Audimax. The large 
hall, with its tiered seating, is only filled in the lower third. 
The attire represents a cross-section of German fashion: from 
those in suits with white shirts and ties to those in hand-knitted 
striped jumpers – I’m wearing dark blue corduroy trousers and 
a light-coloured Trevira shirt and my cropped trench coat, the 
raw edges of which I have painstakingly trimmed with red fab-
ric. 
1  The abbreviations are explained in the glossary (in the appendix) and in 
the text that follows. 
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Sitting in the front row are the representatives of the political 
university groups, amongst whom I recognise two from the 
HSU and three from the SDS. 
Among the SDS members, a lively, gestural discussion is still 
underway. Then two of them stand up – one on the right, one 
on the left – and leave the Audimax. Everyone looks after them 
questioningly. Then the third fellow student stands up – it’s 
Manuel, whom I saw last week at the ‘Harmonie’ – and walks 
over to the lectern. 
“Before the event begins, I’d like to suggest that we all move a 
bit closer together. And I’d also like to ask the gentlemen right 
at the very top …” He looks out over everyone present and they 
all turn round to see who he might have meant, “yes, those two 
up there, to please come down here to the front row. They’ll be 
able to hear everything much better from there than from right 
at the top.” 
He waits, smiling. 
Right at the top, in the highest row of seats, there are indeed 
two men. One of them is wearing a leather coat, the other a 
trench coat. It seems as though they are ducking away from the 
stares directed at them and looking to the side. 
“Well, don’t worry, you can come straight down here through 
the aisle. The two comrades who went out a moment ago have 
just locked the upper entrance doors, so you won’t need to take 
a detour via the stairwell either.” 
An expectant silence hangs over the auditorium. 
Nothing happens until Manuel speaks into the microphone in a 
sharper tone: “We’d be happy to fetch them from up there, if 
you’d prefer!” 
Hesitantly, the two men in coats stand up and walk slowly 
down the aisle. The SDS member and everyone else wait until 
they have reached the front row. 
“Right, now you can take your seats up there.” 
Which the two of them do. 
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“But surely you don’t need to keep your coats on. It’s not that 
cold in here!” 
Four fellow students in olive-green parkas have stood up and 
are standing in front of the two men in coats. 
“I think our two guests need a bit of help with that. Comrades, 
could you perhaps…”, whereupon the four standing men take a 
step forward. It’s unnecessary, however, as both are already 
unbuttoning their coats. 
“Right, now let’s see what our guests have brought us.” 
In two strides, one of the SDS members is by the man in the 
trench coat and has reached into his jacket. He then holds a 
walkie-talkie in his hand, which he raises triumphantly. 
“Why don’t you try and see if it works?” 
The fellow student shouts cheerfully into the device: “Hello! 
One, two, one, two! Hello? This is the SDS speaking!” 
Then he holds it to his ear and calls over to the lectern: “I can’t 
hear anything. It seems to be broken! Maybe it needs new bat-
teries!” 
“Nothing should stand in the way of that. If the two gentlemen 
would like to step aside to fetch some batteries, please.” The 
two men in coats stand up hastily; the man in the trench coat 
grabs his radio and both head out. It’s clear they’re having to 
suppress the urge to run. The loud bang as the front door slams 
shut breaks the tense silence. A loud babble of voices ensues. 
Everyone is trying to make sense of what has just happened. 

I seem to be in much the same boat as most of the other first-
year students who had come to the Audimax but, just like me, 
couldn’t make head nor tail of what the representatives of the 
student organisations were then presenting: student co-
determination in university committees, the AStA’s political 
mandate, study programme reforms … What’s the point of to 
want to, or be expected to, have a say in something that one 
has yet to learn, or wants to learn, or is capable of learning? 
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14. 
 

The next day, I’m still out exploring the area around the uni-
versity: is there an alternative to the canteen? 

The canteen has a capacity of 2,500 meals: for 10,000 stu-
dents! I’m already fed up with all this constant waiting: always 
with the possibility that there’ll be no more meal vouchers left. 
After all, I can cook for myself at home – even if it’s more ex-
pensive. 

Café Schmidt is situated directly opposite Kollegiengebäude II. 
Cakes are sold on the ground floor; the café is upstairs. I’m still 
hesitating as to whether I should even go up the stairs. It strikes 
me as rather old-fashioned, too cosy, and very much like the 
flowery ‘Dragoner’ from my arrival days. On the first floor, I 
look around and, to my surprise, I spot Manuel from the SDS at 
one of the tables. He’s sitting there on his own, leafing through 
a brochure; a cup of coffee stands in front of him on the glass 
top that protects the veneer of the wooden table from stains. 
“Hello! May I join you?” Manuel looks up: “Yes, please.” 
He sizes me up: “I’ve seen you somewhere before!” I’ve taken 
a seat: “Either last week at the ‘Harmonie’ or yesterday at the 
start-of-term event in the Audimax.” 
“That’s right. I remember. So what can I do for you now?” 
“I couldn’t ask you yesterday what happened at the start. You 
left so quickly after the event.” 
“Yesterday? Oh, you mean those two security service agents in 
the Audimax?” Manuel stirs his coffee: “We just wanted to 
show the security service agents that we’re on the university 
campus, so to speak, and are subject only to the rector’s author-
ity there …” He suddenly bursts out laughing and adjusts his 
glasses. “If only the Vice-Chancellor had just heard that! But 
joking aside: every leading comrade has their own personal 
watchers from the Office for the Protection of the Constitution.   
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That’s a perfectly fair arrangement. They do their job, but they 
do have to respect their limits.” “And where’s your body-
guard?” 
“I gave him the day off earlier so he could run some personal 
errands for his wife. He’ll be back here in a quarter of an hour. 
By then I’ll have finished my coffee and he’ll have sorted out 
his personal business.” 
I’m flabbergasted: “And you’ll wait for him in case he’s late?” 
“Generally speaking yes. But there are limits to that. You could 
certainly say we respect each other.” 
“Respect?” 
“Yes, certainly. There are unwritten rules. For example, you 
should never ask a police officer to take off his cap…” Manuel 
looks amused at my astonished face. “If a police officer wants 
to see your ID, you first ask him for his ID: please let him iden-
tify himself. He’ll normally do that and show his police ID. 
There’s a photo on that ID, and if you then ask him to please 
take off his cap – because he isn’t wearing one in the photo ei-
ther … – then he has no chance of saving face. If he takes off 
his cap, he’s no longer a police officer. If he keeps his cap on, 
he has to get rude and loud, and in doing so he’s lost face as 
well.” 
I shake my head in disbelief. Manuel smiles: “Are you new 
here?” I briefly explain who I am and where I’m from. 

What is so threatening to the state about the students’ political 
university groups that they are being monitored by the Office 
for the Protection of the Constitution – at least the SDS; I don’t 
know about the other groups. 
Is there a ‘tie dividing line’? The representatives of the con-
servative university groups all looked like young lecturers, civil 
servants, office workers, soldiers: short haircuts, clean-shaven, 
ties tied properly … just as I’d dressed myself when I was look-
ing for my room: a ‘respectable’ appearance: the uniform of 
the middle classes. 
My tie has been hanging on the hanger for weeks now: it’s 
simply too much of a faff to tie that piece of string round my 
neck every day. 
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15. 
 

The Critical University (KU) is being founded at the Free Uni-
versity of Berlin. I have other problems: for a few days now, 
temperatures have remained consistently below 15°C even dur-
ing the day, and it has become essential to turn on the heating. 
In the front building there is a cellar cubby-hole housing the oil 
tank, which I’m having refilled. 
Haffner had explained to me in detail how to operate an oil-
fired stove like this: I carefully clean the stove’s fold-out com-
bustion chamber and scrape all the combustion residues off the 
bottom and the side walls. 

Afterwards, I look like a pig: the sticky flakes of soot take on a 
life of their own as I scrape them off and seem to take great de-
light in clinging to my hands and arms. 

The combustion chamber is finally clean on the inside. But 
everything in front of the stove, including the newspaper I’ve 
spread out, is smeared with soot and oil residue. 
Using the heavy, brown plastic can, I then carry ten litres of re-
serve oil from the cellar to the garden shed and pour it neatly 
into the stove’s reservoir. Now the small shut-off tap below the 
reservoir had to be turned parallel to the thin copper pipe, the 
flow regulator to ‘four’ – the maximum flow rate – and I can 
see the oil seeping into the combustion pot. 
Then the next step: bend the thin yellow oil igniter, light it, 
place it in the combustion pot standing on its side, open the 
ventilation flaps to create a good draught: now the igniter 
should set the incoming oil alight. But it doesn’t: apparently 
more oil needs to flow in for it to start burning. 
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Making the tea is taking longer than it should: when I look into 
the burner pot again, the entire base is already covered in heat-
ing oil. That is, at least as Haffner had explained it, clearly too 
much: the oil lighters would certainly be drowned out. So I de-
cide to use four lighters instead of just one. It works: blue 
flames flicker on the surface of the oil. Now I quickly swing 
the burner pot back so that the room doesn’t stink even more 
than it already does, and the smoke can escape through the 
chimney. 
After about a minute, I’m supposed to look through the peep-
hole at the top of the stove’s lid and check whether the oil is ac-
tually burning. Yes: it’s blazing away quite nicely. Large 
flames flicker back and forth – it’s just that Haffner hadn’t 
mentioned this rumbling noise coming from the stove. As a 
precaution, I turn the fuel tap to ‘zero’ and reduce the draught 
slightly to lessen the suction. The rumbling becomes much 
louder. I eye the stove critically, wondering whether it’s sturdy 
enough to withstand these vibrations. To be on the safe side, I 
turn the air vent back up so that the stove isn’t damaged and the 
heat it’s already giving off can escape through the chimney. 
However, that isn’t right either: I can see the long stove pipe 
cracking, the paint flaking off and the cracks turning glowing 
red. So I have to close the air vent again to stop the stove pipe 
from blowing up in my face. 
That was the right thing to do: the cracks in the pipe are getting 
darker. In return, though, the rumbling gets louder again and 
gradually   the rust-brown top plate of the stove changes colour 
to a dark red, which slowly becomes lighter. 

I feel panic rising within me: if this thing gets any hotter and 
that thin protective plate on the side of the oil reservoir – bli-
mey, that was already hot –  

I’m already in the kitchen, letting water bubble into the big 
soup pot; the rumbling drives me to hurry, I yank open the fire-
box and pour the water in. 
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I probably shouldn’t have done that: a huge cloud of steam 
makes me jump back, then I run into the bathroom, snatch a 
towel from the hook, dash back into the room and pat out the 
burning oil splashes on the carpet. The stove is crackling horri-
bly, it stinks to high heaven, but the nerve-wracking rumbling 
and glowing has stopped. 
After washing the oily sweat from my face, I throw open all the 
windows and the front door and survey the damage: the stink-
ing, singed carpet goes out the door. I manage to cover the 
burnt linoleum right in front of the stove with a panel. The 
stove seems to have come through it unscathed, even though 
the top plate is now clearly bulging upwards. However, a new 
stove pipe will be needed, as some parts of the seam have come 
apart. Fortunately, everything else has remained intact. 
It took me a few weeks to get used to the fact that a faint rum-
bling in the stove – whenever the wind changed direction or a 
gust altered the air pressure in the flue – was no cause for 
alarm. 
All in all, when it comes to oil-fired stoves, I’m becoming a 
cautious expert. 

 
16. 

 
Tie Day: I brush my dark blue dance class suit: dust is gradual-
ly settling in it. 
Ten o’clock in the morning in proper middle-class attire: the 
matriculation ceremony in the Audimax. The large hall is filled 
to capacity. All around, dark suits, dresses and suits in muted 
colours. The Freiburg Wind Ensemble plays classical music; 
the deans of the faculties march in single file in their academic 
gowns, led by the Vice-Chancellor in a dark suit with his chain 
of office draped around his neck. 
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This is already the third time in the past two years that I and 
others have been sent off from or welcomed into an institution 
with music and speeches: the A-level graduation ceremony, at 
which we were sent off into the ‘serious side of life’; the swear-
ing-in ceremony at the Bundeswehr; and now here. 

It strikes me as rather half-hearted. 
My father had once told me, his eyes shining, about academic 
ceremonies: when the academic orchestra played, the fraterni-
ties, in their various ceremonial uniforms, marched into the hall 
with colourful flags and white cuffed gloves and lined up 
around the assembly as a colourful backdrop, whilst the profes-
sors sat in the front row in their gowns. 
Here, in the functional Audimax, with its smooth, light-
coloured wood panelling and daylight-coloured neon tubes, the 
deans in their gowns look like a travelling troupe of jugglers 
who are having a laugh at having dug out some medieval cos-
tumes from the costume store. Judging by their faces, however, 
they are taking it all very seriously. 
With my attention divided, I hear Rector Professor Dr Baitsch 
open the ceremony, the AStA chair call for participation in stu-
dent self-government, and then Professor Dr Hassenstein step 
up to the microphone: 
‘The much-vaunted community of teachers and learners is no 
longer intact today, amidst the anonymous mass operations of 
the university. Comunication between the professors and the 
student body is completely inadequate. ... This lack of genuine 
communication means, on the one hand, that the self-regulation 
of academic teaching by student criticism no longer functions 
adequately and that, on the other hand, a collective sense of de-
pendence is being fostered amongst the student body, as the few 
individual contacts students have with their lecturers are increas-
ingly confined to examination situations. 
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This gives rise to a strong sense of group identity on both sides, 
which is by no means to the benefit of the university as a 
whole: The student body is being manoeuvred into a permanent 
situation of pupils and examinees, whilst the professors face the 
danger of developing conservative and rigid tendencies … It is 
absolutely essential that a broad and reciprocal flow of com-
munication between students and professors breaks down the 
rigid opposition and division between the groups, restoring a 
genuine spirit of cooperation.  Expertise, sound judgement and 
a willingness to make decisions – these are the goals of a genu-
ine academic course of study. The commitment to scientific 
truth entails absolute intellectual honesty and the rejection of 
all dogmatism.” 

There it is again, the truth, demanded by a professor of natural 
sciences. ‘Expertise, sound judgement and a willingness to 
make decisions’ – all qualities expected of officer cadets too. I 
can’t help but smile to myself: I’ve already been told that I pos-
sess two of them. So I’ve already achieved two of these three 
academic objectives … 

I automatically stand up as all the students in front of and be-
side me rise from their seats. 
On behalf of all first-year students, five students – one from 
each faculty – declare their commitment to traditional academic 
values. I yawn –  

it was more impressive in the Bundeswehr: Darkness, illumi-
nated by burning torches that the wind made flicker, the beat of 
drums, military commands and a lowered flag which the cho-
sen one touched; the Army Band played the Grand Tattoo, with 
drums and trumpets: ‘Off with your helmet for prayer’, ‘I’ve 
got a mate’ ... 

I’m more interested in the female student on the left sitting next 
to me: long dark-brown hair, a pert nose and alert eyes, a little 
chubby. To mark the occasion, she’s wearing an understated 
beige suit with a white blouse; the skirt has ridden well up 
above her knees. 
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I look back towards the front; they’re just presenting awards 
for early-career researchers. I can only hide my yawn by cover-
ing my mouth with my hand. 
“Can’t you sleep at home?” 
The whispering female voice comes so unexpectedly from the 
side that I almost left my mouth open in shock. She looks at me 
amusedly, has raised one eyebrow critically and shakes her 
head slightly. A general tapping on the desks in front of every 
seat startles me and makes me look up. The event is over. 

Note: Tapping with your fist is standard academic applause. 
Clapping would probably have looked too much like theatre. 
Or is it one of those archaic male fraternity rituals? Like the 
monkeys in the jungle tapping on tree trunks? Or is clapping 
feminine and drumming masculine? 

As everyone stood up, I nearly bumped into my fellow student. 
I’m trying to get out of the row on her side, she’s trying to get 
out on mine. We both can’t help but grin. 
“Hello. I’m Carl. I’m in my first semester studying German and 
English.” 
She’s taken a step back and is now holding out her hand to me 
too: “Well, we’ve got half of it in common then. I’m studying 
German and Romance languages! Anne.” 
With that, we shake hands. I’m pleasantly surprised: Anne has 
a gentle but firm handshake. 
“Are you staying here a bit longer?” 
“Nah, nah. I’m going home first to change back into normal 
clothes. Do you want to stay like that?” 
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Anne laughs: “In my school-leavers’ party outfit? No. I’m go-
ing to go and get changed too.” 

As it happens, we’re going part of the way together: Anne lives 
on Schillerstraße – right next to the bridge over the Dreisam – 
then I just need to carry on: a good three hundred metres 
straight ahead. 

“Were you so tired earlier because you’ve only been staying in 
temporary accommodation so far?” 
“No, I’ve got a nice room. A little garden shed all to myself. I 
found it on my very first day.” 
Anne pouts: “Well, you’re one of the lucky ones then. For me, 
it was a disaster. I’d even been thinking about studying some-
where else… But what’s the point? I hear it’s just as bad in the 
other university towns.” 
“What’s so bad?” 
“Typical! The lucky ones in this world don’t know the prob-
lems of the rest of us. After three days of looking for a room, I 
knew exactly what was forbidden. The first landlady explained 
straight away that smoking was banned in the room to protect 
the curtains. I don’t smoke at all, but who knows what else 
would have been forbidden there. The second landlady wanted 
me to tie my hair up; she said loose hair looked unprofession-
al.” As if to emphasise how important it is to her, she shakes 
her head, so that her long hair winds round and nestles against 
her face. “With the third flat, I wouldn’t have been allowed to 
wear high heels – to protect the valuable wooden floorboards – 
and with the next one, I wouldn’t have been allowed to have a 
radio, nor would I have been permitted to type on a typewriter. 
Because of the noise! And it just went on like that.” Anne has 
worked herself up into a rage: “You know, all that was just dur-
ing the viewings. Just imagine what else would have been for-
bidden if I’d actually lived there!” 
“And where do you live now?” 
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“Oh, that was a coincidence. I’d had enough and was about to 
leave again when I got talking to a woman on Münsterplatz 
who had a room to let: I took it straight away. She’s nice, 
leaves me in peace, does my washing …, a proper student 
mum, straight out of a picture book. So: here we are.” 
We’ve reached the Dreisam Bridge and arrange to meet for 
‘Goethe II’ with Professor König next week. The same place 
where we met today: in the Audimax. 

 
17. 

 
No one had expected it or seen it coming: the lecturer in the 
‘English Word Formation’ seminar hadn’t answered a question, 
but had suddenly stared straight ahead, and to the astonishment 
of the students in her class, she had then squeezed out in a con-
trolled voice: ‘I’ve also done a PhD. Why are all my male col-
leagues addressed by their doctoral title and surname, whilst 
I’m only addressed as Ms Ulmen?’ 
Before my fellow student could reply, tears had welled up in 
her eyes; she had snatched her lecture notes folder to her chest, 
clutched it tightly, and stormed out. 
The surprise left all the students speechless; they quietly 
packed up their things and filed out in silence. The fellow stu-
dent who’d been sitting next to me – and whom I’d been mean-
ing to ask anyway why he wears a pencil behind his right ear – 
lingered for a moment: “Do you understand that?” 
“No, I was just wondering if it’s true.” 
“She’s right about that. No one has addressed her as Dr Ulmen 
so far, not even her fellow students.” 
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“Did you know she has a doctorate?” 
“No. In the course catalogue, all lecturers are listed without 
their titles next to their modules, and if I remember correctly, 
she didn’t introduce herself at the start of the semester either.” 
“When you said her name with the doctoral title, I suddenly felt 
as though I was in the wrong faculty. I’d instinctively always 
associate ‘Dr’ with a doctor, never a philologist.” 
“I don’t understand why the title matters anyway. If someone’s 
good at what they do, why does it matter whether there’s ‘Doc-
tor’, ‘Professor’ or some other nonsense in front of their name? 
Do stupid thoughts become better just because they come from 
a professor?” 
“But she seemed to attach importance to it.” 
“But it’s not discrimination, is it? Come to think of it, there are 
male lecturers too who aren’t addressed by their titles.” 
“Can you imagine a professor talking to a student who ad-
dressed him as ‘Sir’?” 
“Oh, by the way, my name’s Hansgeorg.” He taps his index 
finger against the pencil behind his ear, as if in greeting. 
“Carl.” 
“But that’s precisely the institutional kowtowing they expect 
from you – no, they practically force it on you. And if you 
don’t do it, you might as well not exist to them.” 
“I rather get the impression they need the title to protect them-
selves. After all, the title lends them a certain aura, suggesting 
they’re better than the rest.” 
“They were probably actually better at one time – at brown-
nosing: as assistant slaves to their own professorial university 
lecturer. And now that they’re finally allowed to hold their 
heads high, as they see it, it’s the others who have to kowtow. 
Always keep on serving!” 
“Actually, it would only be logical to bring back student caps. 
As a sort of rank insignia. Doctors would then wear taller caps 
and full professors would wear tall ‘boss’ caps.” 
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Hansgeorg grinned: “You mean, like chefs do?” 
“No, more like in the military. Properly smart with rank insig-
nia and all that. Professors would wear gold ones, assistants 
silver, and students colourful caps. Depending on the faculty 
and the number of semesters.” 
“Then, just as in the Second World War there was a stripe on 
the uniform jacket for every tank shot down, we could intro-
duce something similar for every publication. A thin sleeve 
stripe for every essay, a thick stripe for every book.” 
“And depending on the print run, the sleeve stripe would then 
be bronze, silver or gold.” Hansgeorg paused. “Tell me, do you 
know why there are no longer any student caps, but deans still 
wear gowns?” 
I thought for a moment. “Student caps were worn by members 
of fraternities; but because almost everyone was in a fraternity, 
most people had a cap. That was then banned as part of denazi-
fication.” 
“Weren’t the professors denazified, then?” 

 
UNDER THE GOWNS,  
THE MUSTY SMELL  
OF 1,000 YEARS 

 
 

18. 
 

I’ve decided to take a closer look at the HSU. The SDS is per-
haps more entertaining – but it strikes me as a motley organi-
sation in which everything has come together that, in a wide 
variety of interpretations, is understood as ‘far-left’ or ‘social-
ist’. The cohesion doesn’t seem to me to lie in any common 
ground, but rather in a shared rejection of the status quo. 
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There are only a few guests at the ‘Karpfen’ on Wednesday 
evening: two or three couples are sitting separately at their own 
tables, chatting quietly; a lone man is sitting with a beer; and 
the landlord stands gloomily behind his bar. The doors to the 
back room are closed: a strange, quiet atmosphere. 

Apparently the meeting has been cancelled? Although – or 
perhaps precisely because – an action was to be discussed? 

That was all I’d been told. 
Feeling uneasy, I open the door to the back room: ‘It’s bloody 
awful!’ I hear someone exclaim. Startled, I’m about to close the 
door again, thinking the outburst was directed at me. 
“Actually, it was supposed to be ‘fucking’ great!” 
“That choice of words alone is so crude it makes my blood 
boil!” 
That’s Hermann Josef’s voice. 
I look around cautiously. I already recognise a few of the peo-
ple present from the canteen and from previous meetings. 
“Come in, Carl. It’s about time we took a break anyway.” 
Chairs scrape, there’s a murmur of approval. Some go outside; 
the rest look around as if left to their own devices. The atmos-
phere seems tense. I nod to those I recognise. 
“Sorry I’m late again – I got caught up in a book and lost track 
of the time...” 
Hermann Josef shakes my hand: “It’s all right, you haven’t 
missed anything so far anyway.” 
“So, what’s on the agenda tonight?” 
Hermann Josef shifts his glasses back and forth and clearly 
needs a moment to gather his thoughts. 
A woman joins us and holds out her hand to me: “Hello, I’m 
Ingrid. I’ve heard you’re Carl, one of the new ones.” 
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She turns the ends of her red plaits towards me, scrutinising me 
closely as she does so. 
“Yeah, yeah.” 

I was more focused on getting an answer to my question than 
on having a chat during the break with someone ‘Pippi 
Longstocking’. 

Ingrid isn’t fazed by this: “Let me explain. I’m new here too, 
and I might be able to do this more easily than you.” Hermann 
Josef nods in agreement. 
“So: the HSU wants to organise a ‘love-in’ in the canteen. 
Away from theory, towards practice.” 
“Love-in?” Teach-in, sit-in, go-in … I’d heard of those before. 
So, what is a ‘love-in’? 
“Public sex.” 
“So, you mean we – or rather, you lot – want to strip naked in 
the canteen and make love there in full view of everyone?” 
Ingrid shakes her head so hard her plaits wobble: “That’s exact-
ly the crux of the matter. It’s not about love, but about sexuali-
ty. The action is meant to demystify all that lovey-dovey non-
sense and show that pleasure can be something beautiful and 
intentional, not this awkward business in the semi-darkness or 
with all those declarations of love beforehand. Open and hon-
est.”  
As she speaks, she begins to undo her plaits. 
“I see.”  
The idea is clear to me. I look around and count: “That’s hardly 
going to be possible.” 
“Why?” 
“If I’m not mistaken, there are five women and fifteen men 
here – I don’t know whether every one of the women would ac-
tually be willing to…” 
“Bloody hell, we hadn’t even thought of that! We’d got bogged 
down in the linguistic theory discussions.” 
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Hermann Josef turns to face the room: “Can we carry on now?” 
There are nods of agreement and everyone takes their seats 
again. 

I make sure I end up sitting on the chair right next to Ingrid, 
who is now smiling quietly – lost in thought as she combs her 
hair with a large comb. 

“Can we put the language issues on hold? Carl has just raised a 
rather practical problem.” 
“No. If we can’t agree on a common language, the whole 
thing’s pointless anyway. I’m still in favour of having a shag!” 
A vein throbbs on Hermann Josef’s forehead: “Are you trying 
to put people off with your working-class slang, or do you want 
to take meaningful action?” 
“Now, now.” Fritz Erik Hoevels interjects: 
“Basically, Bernhard’s right. If we don’t overcome the taboo 
surrounding the anal-genital complex and stick with this nebu-
lous notion of ‘love’ – which can mean anything from purely 
platonic adoration to sheer physicality – then we need to call a 
spade a spade.” 
“So, let’s try to sort this out. Who’s in favour of ‘fuck-
ing’?” Alongside Bernhard, Ingrid also raises her hand. 

I didn’t know whether I should be surprised or not. 

“Well, that’s not exactly overwhelming. Any other sugges-
tions?” A telling silence. Everyone has probably done it al-
ready, but the words are clearly lacking. 

Where do you get a term from? I wasn’t brought up on the sub-
ject either: in conversation with Mum or Dad – it just came up 
in bits and pieces over time. And: the fact that I’d been Barba-
ra’s intimate partner – she was ten years older than me, she’d 
simply picked me up. She’d sent off her application for the 
German hospital ship ‘Helgoland’ in Vietnam long before she 
met me – it was just a coincidence that I was playing chess in 
the tea room in St. Georg when she bumped into me there. For 
her, it was just a bit of fun to pass the time… 
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Life went on: four weeks later she was already in Vietnam and 
I’d learnt to hate condoms. And if she hadn’t taken me into her 
bed, I’d have turned up in Freiburg still a ‘virgin’. With Nina, 
I’d definitely just have had coffee and eaten cake. 

Bernhard has crossed his arms over his checked shirt and is 
leaning back, looking offended. 
Hermann Josef looks round the room questioningly: “So let’s 
try it the other way round. I’ll now ask each of you in turn for 
your word … Gabriel!” 
The man addressed jumps to his feet, stands up and suddenly 
turns first pale, then bright red: “Sleeping together!” 
The discussion then continues, with the group sitting down, 
ranging from bashful to cheeky: ‘sexual intercourse’, ‘making 
love’, ‘shagging’, ‘fucking’, ‘shag’, ‘unite’, ‘powder’, ‘lay’ … 
The more words are mentioned, the wider Bernhard’s grin be-
comes: “I’m telling you, there’s no alternative to shagging.” 
Hermann Josef’s patience has run out: “Bernhard, you should 
take note that your vocabulary hasn’t met with approval. We 
won’t be resolving this issue this evening either. I suggest we 
postpone the event until we’ve found an appropriate term that 
comes neither from clinical medical jargon nor from vulgar 
language, one that most people are convinced conveys exactly 
what it means and that we can also communicate to the public.” 

It seems this ‘love-in’ will never take place. 

On the way home, the group of discussants gradually dwindles 
until only Ingrid and I are walking side by side. 
I pull my coat tighter around me. The first night frosts are no-
ticeably cold. I bury my hands in the warm coat pockets once 
more. We walk side by side in silence, each lost in our own 
thoughts. 
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Suddenly, I feel Ingrid’s hand in mine inside my coat pocket. 
“May I? How lovely that your hands are so warm!” We press 
closer together. 
“Yes, of course. I’ve got plenty of warmth inside me.” 
Ever since we’ve been walking side by side on our own, no 
new thread has wanted to wind onto the spool. I squeeze In-
grid’s hand and feel her body heat with contentment. “Why did 
you actually vote for ‘fucking’ just now, like Bernhard did?” 
“I’ve got nothing against fucking.” 
“No?” 
The undertone in my question must have sounded strange; at 
any rate, it brings a smile to the corners of her mouth: 
“And you?” 
I clasp her hand more tightly in my warm coat pocket: 
“Right now?” 
“No. I meant in terms of finding the right words.” Ingrid gig-
gles suddenly. 

What was the matter with her now? 

Her scarf, which she’s wrapped round her head and neck, is 
visibly slipping, revealing her red hair, mouth and cheeks: “My 
mum always said you do it, but you don’t talk about it.” 
“And you?” 
“I talk about it, but I don’t do it.” 
“Perhaps we can bring theory and practice into harmony with 
one another?” 
“Oh, for goodness’ sake! You mean I’m the theory and you’re 
the practice?” 
“Quite so.” 
“Oh, Carl, that’s a broad topic.” 
With that, her hand has slipped out of mine and disappeared in-
to her coat pocket: “Thanks for bringing me home!” 
I can still feel the touch of her fleeting kiss on my cheek. De-
spite her light-coloured duffle coat and white scarf, she has al-
ready vanished into the darkness of the hallway. 



60  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: Blue Flower Red 

 

I’m freezing. 

Considering I live just round the corner from the ‘Karpfen’, 
I’ve taken a bloody long detour. At least Ingrid was kind 
enough not to wish me ‘goodnight’ as well. 

 
19. 

 
Every Thursday, Fritz Erik Hoevels ran an ‘Open Psychoanaly-
sis Study Group’ in Room 104 of the Old University, open to 
students of all years. 

Which maxim should I follow: ‘Self-knowledge is the path to 
improvement’ or: ‘If you look within yourself, don’t be sur-
prised to find no one there’ – an aphorism by Stanlislaw Jercy 
Lez. Psychoanalysis seems to be a rather unique event: Fritz 
Erik sits alone in the room with his head bowed, writing in a 
book on his knees. 

I clear my throat: ‘Are you writing down your dreams again?’ 
‘Just a moment.’ Fritz Erik looks up briefly with his wide, ox-
like eyes and carries on writing. 

It seems to have been a long dream. 

“Right!” He closes his dream journal, his gaze turning out-
wards again: “Have you had a chance to read Wilhelm Reich’s 
‘Character Analysis’ yet?” 
“Yes, I have.” I pause to think. “How shall I put it? With each 
of the characters described at the start – the ones stuck in their 
development – I thought: that’s me. At first I seemed to be an 
Oedipal character, then an anal one, and finally a genius – no, 
sorry, a genital one. I was actually bloody relieved when, pages 
later, I finally read that every person is a mixed character.” 
“That’s right.” 
“I get the impression that psychoanalysis only has derived no-
tions of what ‘healthy’ actually means. It are all stories of ill-
ness, from which one can apparently only conclude: if you’re 
not like that, then you’re normal.” 
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“Normal?” Fritz Erik brushed a few strands of black hair from 
his forehead. “Normal is simply a description of what occurs 
most frequently. If most people had three eyes, that would be 
normal. In that sense, ‘normal’ is a statistical, rather sociologi-
cal term without any value judgement.” 
“So if I stammer on words beginning with ‘C’, that’s not nor-
mal, because most people don’t stammer on those words.” 
“You stammer on words beginning with ‘C’?” Fritz Erik leans 
forward, looking extremely interested. 
“No, not ‘C’ – it’s more words with ‘Z’.” 
“Do you have an example of that?” 
I think for a moment. “Take yesterday afternoon, for example. I 
was in the bakery by the tram stop on Günterstalstraße and 
wanted to buy a sugar roll. When the pretty shop assistant 
asked me what I wanted, I couldn’t get the words out and could 
only say ‘Kopenhagener’.” 
“Very interesting.” 

I wouldn’t have been surprised if Fritz Erik had now pulled a 
huge magnifying glass out of his pocket and examined me – like 
an entomologist examining his gnats – under the magnifying 
glass. 

“What’s so interesting about that?” 
“Although the word ‘Zuckerschnecke’ begins with a ‘Z’, you 
said earlier that you’d get stuck on words beginning with ‘C’. 
From a depth psychological perspective, that’s very clear, 
though you’re obviously not aware of it – which is exactly 
what you were quite correctly pointing out.” 
“What? Me?” 
“We know from dream interpretation that the symbol of the 
toe, as a part of the human body, is used as a substitute for the 
male genitals to conceal the actual sexual content. And so you 
unconsciously said the right thing when you spoke of the ‘C’. 
Although you consciously opinion that you’d only meant the 
letter by it.” 
I’m impressed. 
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“And the fact that you were just able to say ‘sweetheart’ with-
out stammering – even though, as you put it, ‘pretty sales assis-
tant’, suggests that you have inhibitions when it comes to 
women you find sexually attractive.” 
Blimey! I scratch behind my ear thoughtfully, but then stop 
myself straight away: perhaps that would be yet another sign of 
my supposed sexual repression. 
Fritz Erik has got carried away in his enthusiasm and is about 
to launch into a sweeping generalisation: “That’s precisely why 
it’s so essential that psychoanalysis be integrated into all hu-
manities degree programmes. Psychoanalysis provides the 
means to recognise the individual distinctiveness of, for exam-
ple, a poetic work. If we feel inwardly moved by a text, if we 
find it compelling, then it is solely due to the correspondence 
between the poetic psychological determination and our own 
psyche. In this way, the analysis of poetry becomes self-
knowledge for the reader.” 
I try a diversionary tactic: “Do you know the difference be-
tween defiance, character and stubbornness?” 
Fritz Erik is too taken aback to have come up with an answer. It 
would have taken an Odysseus – I grin: “Right, then I’ll ex-
plain it to you: there isn’t one. It simply means that you have a 
mind of your own, and how this fact is assessed at different 
stages of life. As a child you’re defiant, as an adult you have 
character, and as an elderly person you’re then stubborn.” 
Fritz Erik has recovered from his astonishment: “Carl, your re-
action merely confirms that you’re repressing the issue of your 
sexual inhibition; you don’t want to face up to it.” 
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Now I take a deep breath: “Me, sexually inhibited? As far as I 
know, I’ve never had any problems with that!” 

Perhaps I should have introduced him to Nina – unfortunately, 
that was no longer an option. It then occurred to me that I’ve 
never actually seen Fritz Erik with a woman. He’s probably 
writing a book called ‘Me and My Dreams’ and doesn’t have 
time to live them out. It’s no doubt wonderfully sublimated in 
cultural terms. 

Fritz Erik leaned back: “Your loud, strong reaction alone is 
proof enough that what you’re saying isn’t true. You should 
think about it.” 

Fritz Erik had said it so gently and kindly, I could have 
punched him. Shit! But I probably shouldn’t have thought that 
either. The word was definitely an expression of my anal re-
pression. 

I said my goodbyes shortly afterwards. 
On the way home, I suddenly had to laugh. An elderly couple 
walking their dog looked at me, shaking their heads. 

I have a very distinct feeling that Fritz Erik is arguing using 
scientifically dressed-up bluffing tactics. Had I agreed with his 
insinuation, I would have been sexually inhibited. But because 
I didn’t confirm it, I am. One man’s joy, another’s sorrow: 
from today onwards, I’m the one with the sexual quirk. 
Has it never actually occurred to these self-appointed psycho-
analysts that the term ‘psycho-anal-ysis’ already contains and 
names their own complexity? 
One shouldn’t have a private word with such people: you’re 
immediately put through their analytical wringer and are 
guaranteed to come out with quirks. 
Actually, I’ve got enough on my plate as it is! Perhaps I 
shouldn’t have used an exclamation mark just now? I’ll avoid 
question marks in future, too. Full stop. 
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20. 

 
The following day, Professor of Politics Hennis gives a lecture 
on the debate surrounding university reform: ‘Reform and 
Movement’: “If today’s students didn’t expect universities to 
be the be-all and end-all, but instead, like the generation of 
their great-grandfathers—who didn’t care about universities in 
this respect—were to argue outside the theatres, we’d at least 
have better theatres today!” 
I don’t know what to make of it. All around me, there’s both 
applause and boos. 

My fellow students seem to be enjoying themselves. 

‘German universities have never produced a political leader-
ship elite and have never, in German history, been centres of 
socio-political education!’ 
“Then it’s high time they did!” 
The heckler is merely an insignificant footnote, unable to inter-
rupt the professor’s flow of speech: “For a long time, the stu-
dent body was the most apathetic part of the university com-
munity, and now that it has become active, things are getting 
particularly bad: the elected student representatives, who claim 
to represent the students’ interests, are always politically 
aligned! They never represent their own views, nor those of the 
student body, but always only the views of small groups!” 
The loud clapping of applause prompts Professor Hennis to 
tuck his thumbs into the pockets of his waistcoat: he stands 
there like a Napoleon in a grey houndstooth suit, looking down 
with satisfaction upon his devoted followers. 

‘Looking down’ is, admittedly, factually incorrect – in Lecture 
Theatre 2006, the lectern is at the bottom and the audience sits 
in ascending rows – yet I cannot shake the impression that Pro-
fessor Hennis, whilst looking up, was looking down on us stu-
dents. 
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“It would be a mistaken conclusion to equate universities with 
the political system. The rules of the game at university are not 
the same as in politics, and therefore the introduction of par-
liamentary principles is not only alien to the nature of the uni-
versity, but also threatens its autonomy. It is precisely the hier-
archical structure that guarantees academic freedom!” 
My thoughts wander. 

Freedom for what, freedom for what purpose, and: freedom for 
whom? After all, science and knowledge cannot be organised 
like the military, the civil service or the Church, where a chain 
of command runs from the top down.... 

“... and that is why I would advise you: finish your studies as 
quickly as possible and abandon the idea of the democratisation 
of universities as a utopian fantasy.” 
The interjection “Long live utopia!” is lost in the concluding 
round of applause. 

This lecture!: rhetorically, everything is turned on its head. In 
politics, there is the option of not re-electing incompetent poli-
ticians. None of the professors attained their lifelong posts 
through student participation. To claim that the hierarchical 
structure guarantees academic freedom: the learner-teacher 
relationship between adults is distorted into a leader-follower 
structure. 
Impression: our secondary school teachers took us and our 
questions more seriously years ago than these professors do 
now. That seems to be precisely the difference: the secondary 
school teacher as opposed to the ‘professor’ – in German: 
‘Bekenner’ (confessor) – and the ‘lecturer’ – in German: ‘Doz-
ent’ (lecturer). They have never been trained as teachers; they 
are ‘Ordinari’, in German: the consecrated – priests! Not uni-
versity lecturers! 
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21. 
 
I particularly appreciate the Goethe lecture: Anne is always 
very punctual, and when I enter the main lecture theatre, it’s a 
pleasure to see a woman waving to me from the middle of the 
rows of seats, and to know that this gesture is meant for me. 
‘Carl, are you free this evening?’ Hansgeorg grabbed me by the 
sleeve. “Why?” 
Without a word, Hansgeorg held out an open copy of the 
*Frankfurter Rundschau* to me and pointed to a headline: 
‘Acquittal in the Kurras trial’. Beneath it: ‘The Berlin police 
officer Kurras was acquitted of the charge of negligent homi-
cide in the death of Benno Ohnesorg.’ 
“So, if you’re free, meet at Hermann Josef’s at 7 pm tonight!” 
With that, he was already on his way again. He was obviously 
rounding up the HSU members one by one. 
I’m only half listening to the lecture now. 
Professor König is talking about Goethe’s Weimar poems: ‘… 
In the poem “To the Moon”, a magical fusion of the self and 
nature takes place within the moon. Just as the moon contains 
both enchantment and liberation – which, like the moon itself, 
both binds and frees love – though the bond predominates – so 
the river is to be regarded as the symbol of the heart. It is the 
shift from the feeling of twilight, of danger, towards resolution, 
towards beatification, even if, at the moment of deepest immer-
sion in the magical, this loses its power.....” 
Lost in thought, I watch Anne’s hand as it glides across the pa-
per with the pen, jotting down the regal interpretations. 

If it’s possible in Germany for a police officer to shoot an un-
involved protester … ah, it didn’t really matter whether they 
were an uninvolved or involved protester … so if a person 
could be shot on the grounds of, what was it called?: ‘putative’ 
– meaning ‘anticipated’ – self-defence, and the perpetrator was 
not held to account for it, then that was a free pass for the po-
lice and … 
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“In Goethe’s memory lies self-assurance; self-forgetfulness is 
but a fleeting solace. What is painful lies within love, not in ex-
ternal circumstances. Love must be experienced as pain; what 
is unsettling is at the same time what brings solace.” 

 
It has got late. The discussion had been too contentious for an 
agreement to be reached quickly: what should one say, politi-
cally, intellectually or even objectively, about such an acquit-
tal? 
The alarm clock rings at half past six this morning. I’d taken it 
upon myself to have Bernhard show me the technique for pol-
ishing the wax matrices at the IG Metall office. 
I drink a coffee and look at the long wax mould on the kitchen 
table. We’d finished typing it at two in the morning. 
‘Congratulations, Mr Kurras!’ is pressed into the waxy surface 
as a headline with a hard pencil. Beneath it: ‘At last, a coura-
geous Berlin judge has come to the defence of the guardians of 
law and order!’ What could that poor policeman do about it, af-
ter all, if he gets so frightened by a horde of loudly screaming 
revolutionaries that, as a precaution, he shoots one of the peo-
ple standing peacefully on the sidelines! 
Anyone who shows their face as a civilian in the vicinity of a 
demonstration is a potential high traitor to the state and society! 
Unfortunately, you only shot one person, Mr Kurras. Had you 
killed two people, you would have been acquitted twice. But 
this modesty is a credit to a true German civil servant. We 
thank you. 
The text was signed: HSU – Humorous Students’ Union – 
HSU. 
Bernhard picks me up at seven sharp. Ten minutes later we’re 
at IG Metall: “Good morning! HSU.” 
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The secretary doesn’t seem surprised when, early in the morn-
ing, shortly after work has begun, students turn up in her office: 
“Can you use the photocopier?” 
“Yes, no problem. A thousand leaflets protesting against the 
acquittal of police officer Kurras in West Berlin.” 
The secretary nods; Bernhard takes me into the next room: 
there are bundles of paper on shelves and in boxes; on the table 
in the middle of the room stands a shiny black machine with 
the word ‘Ormig’ on the casing. 
“Right then: we’ve got to be finished by eight o’clock at the 
latest; after that, the metalworkers need the printing press for 
themselves. But that’s no problem.” He placed the rolled-up 
stencil on the table: “Now tear off the blue sheet from behind 
the film and clip the stencil firmly in place up here. Upside 
down.” 
The text on the back of the die, coloured by the blue sheet, is 
clearly visible. Bernhard stacks paper into an open tray on the 
other side, cranks the stack up and switches the machine on. 
Immediately, the die disappears, only to reappear again and 
again, as if on a spinning carousel. 
“After a few revolutions, flip the lever here so the paper feeds 
through.” Pfft, pfft, pfft … and every second, the sheets fly out 
into the output tray. 
“See here …,” Bernhard has taken a sheet from the output tray 
and points to a barely visible spot, “you have to press the type-
writer keys harder so that the carrier layer is prepared. The 
stencil mustn’t be dried out, otherwise the blue layer won’t 
transfer properly!” 
After twenty minutes, the leaflets are printed. At lunchtime, I 
hand out some of the leaflets outside the canteen.  

I feel like a salesman – trying to foist unwanted goods on pass-
ers-by. It’s the first time I’ve stood around in such a public 
place: not slipping unnoticed past in the stream of passers-by— 
. Perhaps I should shout something like: “Police officer Kurras 
acquitted!” But I hadn’t seen other leaflet-handers doing that 
before.  
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My sense of unease vanishes immediately when I see Anne 
coming towards me. She gives me two French-style kisses on 
the cheeks and eyes me critically: “You look pale.” 
“Well, yes. It was quite late last night – or rather, quite early – 
by the time we’d finished, and then just after seven at the IG 
Metall…” 
Anne has taken a leaflet from my hand and, as if it were a sig-
nal to passers-by, others are now taking a leaflet too, and that in 
turn seems to be a signal – suddenly, every other person is ac-
cepting a leaflet. I laugh: “Can you stay with me a bit longer?” 
After ten minutes, I’ve handed out my stack of leaflets and join 
Anne in the queue in front of the food counter in the canteen. 
Anne always goes to the canteen: they’ve got spaghetti for 1 
mark 30. 

 
22. 

 
Anne had invited me over for dinner: I’m delighted: this was 
the first time I’d be visiting her in her room: she lives in the at-
tic, and at least has her own doorbell at the front door. 
“Would you mind taking your shoes off, please?” 

I’d love to. 

Anne disappears into the kitchen to put the flowers I’d quickly 
bought into a vase. 
I look around: there’s a bed under the sloping roof, next to it a 
small table and a fabric-upholstered armchair. In the corner of 
the room, an iron coal stove crackles; through its glass pane, 
the flickering flames can be seen. At right angles to the wall is 
a table that is obviously both a dining table and a desk. On the 
shelf above it are books and cups. The other side of the room is 
taken up by a wide, dark cupboard. 
Anne comes back in carrying a tray: plates, cups, cold cuts and 
a pot of tea. Next to the vase of flowers are two oranges. 
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“Do you want to sit at the table or in the armchair?” I opt for 
the armchair. Anne gently places the tray on the small table and 
sits cross-legged on the bed. 
Whilst we eat, we tell each other about our upbringings and our 
families. Time passes peacefully; I feel at ease. 

The crackling of the coal stove, a good conversation, an inter-
esting woman – the evening had only just begun – what more 
could one want? 

“Would you like an orange too?” 
“Does that have any special meaning?” 
Anne purses her lips and looks me in the eyes: “It’s a friendly 
invitation to read Max Frisch’s *Santa Cruz* with me.” 
“How’s that going to work?” 
“I’ll read Elvira’s part and you’ll read the cavalry captain’s.” 
“Do you have two copies?” 
“No, we’ll just sit here side by side and take turns.” 
I’m now sitting on the bed too, leaning against the wall, and 
Anne begins to read from a marked passage: 
“... It’s warmer here. The water’s freezing in the vase.” Then 
she passes the book over to me and I carry on reading from the 
spot her index finger was pointing at: “Santa Cruz ...” I hand 
the book back to Anne. 
“... What do you think?” She looks up: “No, that’s silly. Why 
don’t you tuck the pillow behind your back?” 
I’m now sitting and lying on the bed, with the pillow half be-
hind my back. Anne takes a look at me: “That’s good. Now I’ll 
sit in front of you, and you can look over my shoulder and 
read.” She slides over towards me and lies down in my arms. 
“Now it’s your turn.” 
Her finger points to a line again and, taken by surprise, I start 
reading: “... Santa Cruz ... Do you remember Santa Cruz?” 
“... Why?” 
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“... The word is full of unfamiliar streets and blue skies, full of 
arches, palm trees and agaves, walls, masts, the sea ... I can still 
hear that bloke standing there in that grubby dive: ‘We’re off to 
Hawaii,’ he said. ‘Can you see that ship with the red pennant? 
In a quarter of an hour, we’re off to Hawaii!’” 
“... Do you still regret not going back then? That you stayed by 
my side?” 
“... I often think of that bloke.” My thoughts wander whilst, on 
the surface, I carry on reading my part. 

Hmm: what’s her relationship with her fiancé like? She smells 
lovely … So: her in my arms, I just need to close my hands a 
little tighter – after all, she’s holding the book – and I could 
feel her full breasts, whose round, firm curves are already 
brushing against the sides of my palms … 

A gentle nudge from Anne’s elbow brings me back to the text: 
“... Sometimes … do you know what I’d like to do some-
times?” 
“... To Hawaii.” 
“... I’d like to get to know him again, the man who’s living my 
other life. Just that. I’d like to know how he’s been getting on. 
I’d like to hear about everything I’ve missed out on. I’d like to 
see what my life could have been like. Just that.” 
“... What a pipe dream!” 
“... It’s not a figment of my imagination. It’s a real person who 
lives off and feeds on my powers, who feeds on my longing; 
otherwise I wouldn’t always be so tired, so old.” 
“... Is that you?” 
“... Often, far too often.” 
A knock at the door startles us both: Anne sits up straight, tugs 
at her blouse, even though it hasn’t slipped at all: “Yes?” 
An elderly lady with wavy grey hair peeks into the room: “Ex-
cuse me, Miss Anne. I just wanted to ask if you have anything 
else I can wash for you tomorrow?” 
“Just a moment, Mrs Hamerlin. I’ll bring it to you straight 
away.” The door closes again. 
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Anne glances at her alarm clock, then looks at me: “It’s past 
ten. I’m afraid you’ll have to go now.” 

What a shame: I really should have made my move sooner. 
Why look so far afield when the girl is so close at hand? What 
on earth was the lawmaker thinking with this 10 o’clock decen-
cy limit? That it’s only after that that the clothes come off? 
‘Closing time’: when the fly is zipped up? The idea seems to 
date back to a time when people shunned the light. That’s 
probably where that daft saying comes from: ‘It’s good to 
whisper in the dark.’ Ah, bah: it’s much better in the light! 

 
 

23. 
 

Even after two months, I still haven’t managed to get used to 
the library reading rooms. 
It wasn’t just the dry air; it was also all that sneaking about and 
whispering, that indignant ‘Shh!’ whenever someone spoke 
even a little too loudly: I could concentrate better in a noisy 
pub. 
Every two hours I have to take a break, fetch my trench coat 
from the cloakroom and pop over to the new cafeteria for a cof-
fee. 
I bump into Hansgeorg on the street: “Well, another library 
break?” 
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“Yeah, yeah. Just taking a breather and getting some fresh air. 
It’s a right pain that the Lukács is only available in the refer-
ence library and someone else’s reading it at the moment. This 
afternoon I might just have a chance of finding it back on the 
shelf.” 
“Why don’t you just buy it?” 
“Are you out of your mind? Each volume of *History and 
Class Consciousness* costs 68 marks!” 
Hansgeorg seems to be thinking: “And you need it right now?” 
“Yes, I wanted to work through the first chapter by tomorrow.” 
“If you’ve got ten minutes to spare, I reckon I can get hold of it 
for you.” 
“Do you have that volume at home?” 
“No. But I know someone who’s got it on their bookshelf, I 
think.” 
“Right. I’ll be in the canteen then.” 
It really does only take ten minutes for Hansgeorg to be back. 
He puts the tome on the table and grins: “Well? Any good?” 
I look at him, a bit sheepishly: “Sorry, that’s Volume I, but I 
need Volume II. Sorry, I didn’t tell you.” 
“No problem.” With that, he’s grabbed the thick book and dis-
appeared again. 
Another ten minutes later, he reappears and places Volume II 
on the table in front of me: “Here.” As he does so, he taps the 
pencil behind his ear, as if to say to himself: well done. 
“Gosh, Hansgeorg, thank you. That’s brilliant – then I can car-
ry on working at home later. But tell me, why do you always 
carry that pencil about with you?” 
Hansgeorg grins: “It’s handy and saves time. Have you ever 
worked out how many hours – no, days – you’ve spent looking 
for a pencil in your life so far, and how long it took before you 
finally found one? That can’t happen to me.” 
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I laugh – Hansgeorg’s absolutely right, after all – pick up the 
volume and enthusiastically flick through the pages. Then I 
pause: the volume looks completely new. 
“Tell me, the person you got this book from – do they have a 
huge library?” 
“What makes you say that?” 
“He doesn’t seem to have time to actually read the books he 
buys.” 
“That’s true, but he doesn’t actually buy them either.” 
I must have stared at him so blankly that Hansgeorg bursts out 
laughing: “The publishers put the books on his shelves for free, 
and he’s got loads of shelves and loads of books.” 
I had a sudden realisation: “Hansgeorg, did you steal that Lu-
kács from a bookshop?” 
“Do you think I’ve got the money to buy such expensive 
books? You don’t either, do you?” 
“But stealing?” 
“Come on then, do you need the book or not?” 
“Yes.” 
“Can you afford to buy it?” 
“No.” 
“Why?” 
“Because it’s so expensive.” 
“You see, this is now a case of self-defence or petty theft. Why 
do publishers make the books we need for our studies so ex-
pensive that we can’t afford to buy them? Libraries can’t buy 
enough of them either, precisely because they’re so expensive. 
We can’t study properly because the books are constantly on 
loan or hidden away in the library so that others can’t find them 
… and we can only break this cycle if we get hold of the books 
ourselves. Under the terms of bourgeois justice, that’s theft, but 
that’s precisely the system that seeks to prevent people from 
educating themselves and studying.” 
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“Aren’t you afraid of getting caught?” 
Hansgeorg thinks for a moment: “In the winter term, that’s no 
problem. There’s plenty of room for those tomes in my coat. In 
the summer term, it’s a bit trickier. But the booksellers are so 
daft that it would be an insult to actually pay for the books.” 
“I don’t understand.” 
“The bookshop at Kollegiengebäude II has a shelf running right 
across the shop. You can stuff a whole bag full behind that 
shelf without the bookseller noticing. Mind you, you’ve got to 
do it on your own. It’s like guerrilla warfare.”  
Hansgeorg had worked himself up into a frenzy, gesticulating 
as he spoke. My puzzled expression was so obvious that he 
continued, laughing: “In Frankfurt, a few SDS members’ had 
had enough of this lone-wolf strategy and twelve of them 
marched into a bookshop. It was early on a Saturday morning, 
when the shop was still empty. Four of them kept the shop as-
sistants at bay, whilst the others filled the bags they’d brought 
with them with books, and then they all vanished.” 
“And?” 
“The next day they were all sitting in the Criminal Investiga-
tion Department. The police had turned up at the bookshop 
with photographs, and the booksellers happily pointed them out 
in the photos!” 
“Where did the CID get the photos from?” 
“Probably from the university registrar’s office. It would make 
sense. What run-of-the-mill criminal steals books, anyway! 
Why do you think we have to hand in two photos for our stu-
dent ID cards?” 
“One goes in the student ID, and the other is the potential 
wanted photo?” 
Hansgeorg grins: “See? That’s how the system works.” 
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24. 

 
Buying the new stove pipe, the cover plate for the scorched li-
noleum and thicker winter curtains for the windows cost more 
than I’d expected: the money I’d set aside for the train journey 
home wasn’t enough anymore: the Freiburg–Hamburg–
Freiburg express train cost 118 marks, including the two 6-
mark surcharges. 
Hitchhiking? Too uncertain in this weather: if it rained or 
snowed, drivers wouldn’t want a soaking wet hitchhiker sitting 
on their seats. 
The wholesale firm where I’d spent the past two days working 
as a warehouse assistant to earn the money I was short of had, 
surprisingly, finished work as early as lunchtime: it was 
Christmas. I looked at my payslip and hesitated: it wasn’t quite 
enough. 
The secretary, who’d been filling in the payslips behind the 
counter, looks up as I’m still standing there indecisively: “Is 
there something wrong with the payslip?” 
“No, no. Everything’s fine,” I hasten to assure her. “I just 
wanted to ask if you might know where I could work for an-
other two or three hours today?” 
“Isn’t that enough?” 
“I’m still nine marks short for the train ticket home, and …” 
The secretary stands up, takes my timesheet from my hand and 
looks me in the eye: “I’d completely forgotten that you did two 
hours’ overtime yesterday …”, and she draws a line under the 
total of ten, writes ‘plus two’ underneath, draws a new total 
line, writes a twelve underneath, and her initials next to it. 
I could have thrown my arms round her neck and kissed her 
right then and there: “Thank you, I …” 
The secretary gives me a wink: “Now do go and pay at the till 
… and have a safe journey!” 
“Thanks, and… Merry Christmas!” 
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Public holidays: a strange anachronism. When they were first 
introduced, it perhaps still made sense for everyone to cele-
brate Christmas on the same day – today, in our mobile socie-
ty, these two and a half days trigger an uncoordinated mass 
exodus. Trains: overcrowded – they remind me of the images of 
the post-war ‘hoarding trips’: when half the population was on 
the move, laden with suitcases and bags, and large-scale bar-
tering took place. But fortunately, Christmas isn’t a permanent 
state of affairs. 

With the tied-up bundle of washing in one hand and the pre-
sents for my parents and brothers in the bag in the other, I ar-
rive home, tired from the train journey. My mother’s critical 
gaze finds the confirmation she was looking for. She strokes 
my cheeks: ‘You’ve gone thin, my boy.’ 
She’s right about that: the army weight is gone, and eating reg-
ularly hadn’t been my main priority over the past few months. 
The decorated Christmas tree stands in the living room as al-
ways: I place my presents alongside the other parcels wrapped 
in Christmas paper. 
Dad is still out on his rounds, visiting patients; my two eldest 
brothers had arrived shortly before me; my third brother was 
working as a temporary manager in the cosmetics department 
at Karstadt in Kassel, overseeing the Christmas rush, and 
wouldn’t be coming home until the second day of Christmas. 
‘Well, the student’s arrived too!’ is my father’s greeting. 
Time passes with general chit-chat – Dad has bought himself a 
new car, a Volvo; the Mercedes has poorer safety ratings – un-
til Mum comes out of the kitchen, a sign that the carp and the 
potatoes are on the hob and we can start handing out the pre-
sents. It had to be over by the time the fish was cooked. 
Father plays ‘Oh, Tannenbaum’ and ‘Silent Night’ on the pi-
ano; we brothers haven’t sung along for a few years now, and 
with a ‘Merry Christmas’, the unwrapping of the presents be-
gins. 
Mum always unwraps her presents after dinner, when ‘her 
men’ are sitting in front of the fire. 
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I get three pairs of socks, two shirts and a pair of winter shoes. 
Plus an envelope containing one hundred marks. 
I’ve wrapped up a bottle of Pinot Noir for Mum. Dad and my 
brothers are leafing through the books I’ve given them. I’ve 
made a virtue of my lack of money and brought them the books 
I’m currently reading myself. We also received the books from 
Szcesny Verlag for the HSU bookstall at the publisher’s cost 
price: *Enlightened Eros: A Plea for a Humanitarian Sexual 
Morality* by Alex Comfort, *Why I Am Not a Christian* by 
Bertrand Russell and ‘Democracy without Dogma: Society be-
tween Pathos and Sobriety’ by Theodor Geiger. 
“Do you think we need that?” 
“Well, well, nothing by Karl Marx in there?” 
“Do you actually live, or do you just read?” are their friendly 
comments, before the gong sounds and summons us to the din-
ing room: cream of asparagus soup, carp ‘blue’ with horserad-
ish cream sauce and parsley potatoes, followed by Majala lem-
on pudding for dessert – this is the obligatory Christmas dinner 
sequence, which is being observed again this year. Accompa-
nied by white wine – “Fish must swim” – and a cognac to fin-
ish. 
After the meal, the brothers say their goodbyes: they’ve ar-
ranged to meet up with their girlfriends. 
Father and I sit by the fireplace. My father has lit a cigar, whilst 
Mum is finally unwrapping her presents. 
The burning logs crackle; Dad tells tall tales from his student 
days, none of which interest me. I already know them all, those 
stories of carefree student glory: ‘AGB, the cat runs in the 
snow’… which was the challenge to a duel with sabres, be-
cause that’s how the members of the AGB fraternity were 
teased… 
“Didn’t you get involved in politics back then?” 
“There was no such thing as National Socialist medicine.” 
“And outside your degree course?” 
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“We were organised just like every other professional group. 
Civil servants, teachers… why should students be any differ-
ent?” 
“And the fraternities?” 
“The fraternities that practised duelling had been banned, as the 
duels, with all the injuries they caused, were seen as undermin-
ing military morale.” 

How often – even if it was rare – have I tried to have these 
terse conversations with my father? His answers always teeter 
on the brink of turning into anecdotes about how much fun 
things used to be back then. 

Whilst I’m sitting on the loo, my father must have been rum-
maging through the record collection. 
“Gaudeamus igitur / iuvenis …” echoes through the whole 
house. In the hall, I bump into my mother, who apparently 
wanted to see where I’d got to. 
I take my coat from the coat rack and, with a “I need to get 
some fresh air,” I’m out in the cold, clear December night. 
The men’s choir has finished its cheerful fraternity song and I 
wait to see what comes next. It’s definitely Beethoven. The 
Fifth or the Eroica? 
The ‘bam, bam, bam, bah / bam, bam, bam bah / ba, da, da, da’ 
is deafeningly clear: the Fifth, the ‘Fate Symphony’. 

Father! 

In the breast pocket of my coat, I can feel the sturdy paper of 
the return ticket. 
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I’d wanted to get as far away from home as possible – so what 
am I doing here now? Is it for Mum’s sake, for whom Christ-
mas is always a family celebration? 

I could take my time with the walk. When I got back, no matter 
how long it took, Father would already be so drunk that nothing 
sensible could be expected anyway: Beethoven was always the 
surest sign that he’d retreated into himself with his comrade, 
alcohol. If I was lucky, Father would already be asleep. 

 
‘Anyone who wasn’t a socialist as a young person can’t be-
come a good conservative! That’s why you’re very much in the 
fine tradition of youthful rebelliousness when you think you 
know better than us older folk.’ 
Now, after breakfast, Father is in a good mood, ready to pick 
up where we left off yesterday. 
I shake my head: “No, that’s no longer true. Even Theodor 
Fontane once said: ‘Anyone who isn’t a revolutionary at eight-
een has no heart. Anyone who is still a revolutionary at forty 
has no sense.’ You were right to call it ‘rebelliousness’ – pre-
cisely because you leave it at that level of individuality. But 
this society has solidified into a ‘CDU state’. That’s no democ-
racy! It’s not just the student youth who are rebelling; the con-
tradictions are evident everywhere: the workers’ September 
strikes, the struggle for trade union co-determination, the pro-
fessors and the liberals who oppose the emergency laws …” 
Dad gives me a friendly smile. 
I have to take a breath: “And when you said earlier that as a 
young person you have to be a socialist – you even nodded in 
agreement when we talked about Fontane’s ‘revolutionary’ – 
what did you actually do when you were my age? Where were 
your ideals then?” 
Father has grown serious again, twirling his cigar in his hand 
and clearly searching for the right words. Then he clears his 
throat.
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“Back then, we set out to heal a sick society. What had the 
politicians of the Weimar Republic actually achieved? National 
humiliation, inflation, unemployment, moral decay … Where 
were the ideals of decency and honesty, of everyone having 
food and work, of respect for women? Where was the elite that 
was prepared to lead and make sacrifices for the community?” 
“Where?” 
“In 1935, when I was the same age as you are today, it was the 
Allgemeine SS that embodied these ideals.” 
I thought I’d misheard him: “And where did those ideals lead 
you? To war and destruction. To thirty million deaths and gen-
ocide!” 
Father turned pale. “Perhaps you should be grateful for that! If 
Germany hadn’t lost the war, you would have been brought up 
in an SS Ordensburg and wouldn’t be able to talk about a CDU 
state and democracy today.” He stood up angrily, his hands 
trembling: “One shouldn’t bite the hand that feeds you!” 
He walks out; I remain sitting alone. Mum clears the breakfast 
table and strokes my hair: “Do you two always have to argue 
about politics?” “Yes! Bloody hell, yes!” 

Christmas: the Christ Child has finally been cast out of the na-
tivity scene. It had always been a strange, yet familiar – and 
therefore never questioned – contradiction in this family to cel-
ebrate Christmas with all its trappings: Father had left the 
church in 1939 ‘in accordance with the Führer’s will’, Mother 
in 1940 – and they never rejoined. He had been Protestant, she 
Catholic. Even though they’d left it up to us to decide for our-
selves, it suddenly dawned on me that I was now merely a guest 
in this family. 
We celebrated New Year’s Eve with friends from school in 
Volksdorf. We younger ones sat together in the party cellar of 
the house, whilst the older ones were upstairs in the living 
room. During a break in the dancing, I  retreated to a corner of 
the cellar, and the speech from the matriculation ceremony 
went through my mind, though applied to this situation: ‘The 
much-praised bond between the younger and older generations 
is no longer intact today …   
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Communication between parents and children is completely in-
adequate … On both sides, this gives rise to a strong sense of 
group identity, which is by no means to the family’s benefit …’. 
The others wondered why I had suddenly burst out laughing so 
loudly. 

 
25. 

 
I’m no longer taking notes. Goethe’s lectures with Professor 
König are like a visit to church. I lean back and close my eyes 
to take in the interpretation of ‘The Wanderer’s Storm Song’: 
‘… The emphatic exclamation, which in the first version refers 
solely to the lark, gains richness of meaning and weight 
through its isolation. It now refers to the lark, but at the same 
time to the divine up above, towards which the song soars. The 
expression becomes more precise in an amendment to the tenth 
stanza, where the flowing song of the one inspired by Jupiter is 
originally contrasted with a gushing, and later a trickling, tribu-
tary. Clearly, the trickling corresponds much better to the im-
pression of meagreness sought here …” 
I’ve fallen asleep, haven’t I?  

So: lying beside Anne, with intellectually barely comprehensi-
ble clatter of words in my ears: it’s like floating on a misty 
cloud: a delicate being is stroking my hand –  

I open my eyes, it’s Anne: 
“Hello, you sleepyhead.” 
Following the lecture, a student union representative asks the 
students in the packed Audimax to stay behind, waits until Pro-
fessor König has left the Audimax, and then informs those pre-
sent of the student union’s plan: the German Studies students 
wish to present Professor König for turning down the appoint-
ment at the University of Basel and staying in Freiburg. Every-
one is asked to take part in the torchlight procession that even-
ing. The student union will provide the torches. 
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Several hundred students gathered that evening.  

A good opportunity to meet up with Anne. She came to collect 
me and we walked on together. The Wonnhalde tram stop was 
the agreed meeting point.  

Although it had already warmed up during the day, it had 
snowed overnight: twenty centimetres of fresh snow. Anne 
linked arms with me. Our footsteps crunched in the flattened 
snow. 

An uninformed observer might have taken us for a couple. It 
was rather symbolic that we’d only touched with one arm and 
had never yet embraced with both arms. 

We’d already walked a noticeable distance in silence, feeling 
this connection, when Anne suddenly, despite her warm coat, 
shivered with cold: “Do you think Professor König will appre-
ciate us walking around out here in the cold instead of sitting 
by the warm stove?” 
“I hope so. Perhaps it might even influence him a little, if we’re 
already showing our support for him, so that he takes the stu-
dents’ ideas on the study reform more seriously.” 
Even from a distance, we can see the group of German studies 
students at the tram stop. 
Two torches are already burning, presumably as a signal of 
light for those arriving. 
“Well, look, here comes a lone couple in love!” Hans-Georg 
has broken away from the crowd and come a few steps towards 
us. 
“Yes, yes: Who’s chattering away so late at night in the wind? 
It’s Hans-Georg, obviously blind!” I protest: “You know full 
well that Anne is engaged.” 
Hans-Georg looks around the ground as if searching, and final-
ly walks round Anne and me: “Well, where is he then? Tuck-
tuck-tuck. Well, where is he, the fiancé?” 
Anne now feels she has to explain: “My fiancé is studying in 
Düsseldorf.” 
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Hansgeorg grins broadly: “So he really does exist? How im-
practical.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“If you’re engaged, surely you’re allowed to stay over… and if 
he’s that far away, it’s as if you… have an appetite, own a 
lovely tin of preserves and… don’t have a can opener!” 
Anne seems to be thinking about it. Hansgeorg winks at her: 
“But between wanting to do something and actually doing it, 
there’s always Mum standing in the way. And if she doesn’t al-
low it, then that’s the end of that.” 
I shake my head: “Have you taken to spouting Solomonic aph-
orisms of late, or are you trying to make a specific point?” 
Hansgeorg raises a finger solemnly: “The Young Democrats 
wanted to organise a panel discussion with Rudi Dutschke dur-
ing the FDP party conference here in Freiburg next week – the 
Dreikönigstreffen – and Mummy FDP simply forbade them 
from doing so!” 
“And they just accepted that?” 
“Well, you know the parent principle: as long as you’re sitting 
at my table, you have to do what we tell you! And since they 
want to make something of themselves in the party, they’ve 
backed down. I suppose that’s what they call party discipline.” 
“And why?” 
“The party leadership is scared that there might be disruptions 
at the party conference.” And, raising his index finger, he pro-
claimed: “Peace and quiet is also the first duty of the liberal 
German citizen!” 
Meanwhile, the torches had been handed out and lit. The pro-
cession set off. The uphill road gets the blood flowing again; 
that’s how it feels at least a little warmer thanks to the move-
ment. In the darkness, only the footsteps on the tarmac can be 
heard. The burning tar crackles in the torches. No one speaks. 
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After five minutes, the procession comes to a halt. Probably 
because the first few people have stopped. A student walks up 
the steps to a block of flats and rings the bell. At the door, he 
speaks to Professor König, who has already put on a coat and is 
now stepping up to the railing: “Dear fellow students! I thank 
you for this torchlight procession. I am glad that I made the 
right decision to stay here with you as an academic. Even 
though it was tempting to move to peaceful Basel – I fully un-
derstand the unrest amongst the students. After all, when I was 
your age and in your situation, I too was dissatisfied with cer-
tain conditions at the university. I thank you and would like to 
take the liberty of inviting you all to a drinks reception in the 
canteen tomorrow evening.” 

Some even clapped; the student who had been speaking comes 
back down the steps and, in single file, everyone marches back 
down the slope. 

At the tram stop, a certain sense of uncertainty spreads as to 
what to do with the torches, which are still burning. Jokes 
about fire-eaters do the rounds until some decide to march to-
wards the town with their torches. Most of the procession fol-
lows behind. 
Anne and I trudge along arm in arm, keeping our distance be-
hind the torchbearers. The few cars whose headlights briefly il-
luminate the procession with a glaring light make its ghostly, 
eerie character even more apparent. 

If only they’d been singing something – it’s more like a funeral 
procession: clad in dark coats, almost like monks’ robes, with 
flickering torches above their heads, were they carrying some-
thing unknown to its grave through the silent, deserted streets? 
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Anne doesn’t want to come with me to the garden shed for a 
cup of tea; she says she’s tired, so I walk her to her front door. 

Why has Anne never been a guest at my place? Does she need 
her landlady as moral support and a check on her behaviour? 
What’s the difference between me being alone with her in a 
woman’s room and the woman being alone with me in my 
room? I can’t see one – but apparently there is one. Anne says 
it’s cosier at her place. I don’t think so. It must have something 
to do with a female perspective that a man is allowed to sit on 
her bed and she retains the power to define the situation, 
whereas, conversely, if she sits on a man’s bed, she is appar-
ently, from her point of view, signalling her consent to go to 
bed with him? 

 
 

26. 
 

The news spread like wildfire through the university buildings 
and word went round: Dutschke is speaking outside the 
Stadthalle this afternoon at 3.30 pm. LSD and SDS are said to 
have organised it together. 
The lecture had already been noticeably poorly attended, but I 
hadn’t expected so many students and school pupils to be head-
ing for the same destination. The trams heading towards Lit-
tenweiler are packed; many are on foot. 
I pull my warm scarf tighter round my neck. Having caught a 
slight cold during the chilly torchlight procession, and having 
also decided not to go to the drinks reception with Professor 
König, I don’t want to be completely out of the loop now, just 
before the end of the term: I still have a term paper to finish. 
Around two thousand school pupils and students have already 
gathered on the vast square in front of the town hall. 
More and more are still arriving. There’s no sign of Dutschke 
yet. I’m standing there shivering. 

I should have arranged to meet up with others instead. 

None of the bystanders know why nothing is happening. 
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Time is passing. I’m hopping on the spot as best I can to keep 
warm when, at 4.00 pm, the crowd starts to stir: a path is being 
cleared through the crowd from the street. Everyone cranks their 
necks to catch a glimpse of something. Finally, a tuft of dark hair 
appears above the crowd in the distance, becoming more visible: 
Dutschke. 
Although his body language suggests he is addressing those 
around him, nothing can be made out. Finally, a microphone is 
passed up to him. 

 

I stretch up and can make out a few sentences: ‘...We should 
realise that the extra-parliamentary struggle is a crucial prereq-
uisite for dialogue to be re-established. A dialogue between 
those who hold office and political leadership roles, and those 
who want to be represented. Who, among this people, is still 
engaging in dialogue today with those affected by Parliament 
and the government! …” Stretching becomes too tiring. 
I can no longer hear or see anything in the crowd, so I push my 
way to the side, past the people gaping in bewilderment, who 
can’t see anything either. By the roadside, I find a free spot on 
one of the barriers and can at least see properly. 
Meanwhile, Professor Dahrendorf is sitting alongside Dutschke 
on some sort of white structure, and they are now discussing 
matters via a megaphone – if you could call it that. 
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Snippets of words are carried over on the wind: ‘… where are 
the others, where have they gone …?’ Dutschke’s husky voice 
drifts over. Dahrendorf appears to be explaining something at 
length about ‘… protest nerds …’. 
Nothing else can be made out. So, I look around a bit. There 
are probably about three thousand students and school pupils. 
In the park behind the town hall, someone claims to have seen 
police standing by. 
Suddenly, the two debaters are no longer visible above the 
heads of the crowd. The discussion seems to have come to an 
end. The crowd starts moving again: a path forms, through 
which Rudi Dutschke and his entourage make their way. 
They’re all wearing black leather jackets and smiling at the on-
lookers. 

I’d imagined Dutschke to be taller. He has expressive eyes, and 
those alone contain so many facets that one could probably on-
ly be for him or against him. He is a Marxist, yet at the same 
time a Christian; his colourful jumpers and black, wispy hair 
convey an air of authenticity, whilst the leather jacket evokes 
the image of a functionary; having grown up in a small town 
and having fled the GDR, he now represents the revolt in West 
Berlin: a sort of mixture of pirate, robber and priest? 

The men in leather jackets climb into two older-model Mer-
cedes saloons and drive off. 
“Dutschke has to fly back to Berlin straight away. He’s got an-
other appointment there this evening,” explains a student stand-
ing nearby, who apparently knew more and sensed the confu-
sion caused by the SDS member’s hasty departure. 
On my way home, I pop into the post office to collect the par-
cel of washing from home, as I’d been at university all day yes-
terday and the parcel delivery driver hadn’t managed to catch 
me. 
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In the garden shed, I turn the oil heater up two notches and un-
pack the laundry. I washed my shirts and woollens myself in 
the hand-washing basin in the bathroom and hung them to dry 
on a line above the shower. I only send the laundry that needs 
boiling home. It had been my mother’s express wish, so that 
she would at least receive a letter from me every fourteen days 
or three weeks. 
She always hides surprises amongst the washing. Today it’s a 
bar of chocolate and a roll of pea sausage. That came in handy 
– I fancy something warm to eat. Whilst the water for the soup 
is heating up on the electric hob, the scene outside the town 
hall runs through my mind once more. 

Am I a nameless extra: silent foot soldiers? I and the many oth-
er nameless people beside me are the foundation upon which 
stars like Dutschke and Dahrendorf rose to prominence. In the 
Black Forest, all on their own, when no one was watching, they 
probably wouldn’t have spoken to one another or even gone 
there in the first place. And was that a dialogue, when two peo-
ple used megaphones to voice their views, apart from the fact 
that nothing could be understood? 

The pea sausage roll! The water’s boiling. Today I’d dissolve 
two of those dehydrated slices, wrapped in tinfoil, in the water. 
To my surprise, the roll is heavier than I expected. Out of curi-
osity, I unwrap the sturdy wrapping paper and find the explana-
tion: my mother had wrapped five-mark coins in one half of the 
roll. They are exactly the same diameter and make up the other 
half of the pea sausage. I’m delighted, turn off the hob, take 
two of the five-mark coins, pop quickly round to the butcher’s 
for a couple of Vienna sausages for the soup, and to the shop-
keeper at the tram stop for a small bottle of rum to combat the 
cold I can feel in my limbs. Rum is an old home remedy. 
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27. 
 
The grogs didn’t help at all. Apart from getting drunk and 
sleeping soundly, I haven’t managed to shake off the heavy-
headedness of the cold. 
I’ve cut my attendance at lectures down to the bare minimum, 
spend my time sitting in the library – holding my foggy head 
and dutifully copying the bibliographical details on ‘Alexander 
Pope’ from the various English and American bibliographical 
tomes onto index cards one by one – sitting at my desk and go-
ing to bed early. 

This assignment for the ‘Resources for the Study of English Lit-
erature’ course: pointless from the very start. That’s probably 
why I put off this assignment until the very end of the term. Am 
I, as a student, perhaps doing the lecturer a favour by compil-
ing this complete bibliography of all secondary literature on 
Alexander Pope, neatly sorted by individual works and years? 
I’m not stupid, after all, and you could learn how to cite cor-
rectly in an hour. When asked what the point of it all was, the 
lecturer had said, ‘it must become second nature to you’ – how 
to bibliograph correctly. If this full stop, comma, colon, quota-
tion mark is the ‘second nature’ of English studies, then I’m not 
alive. But: I’ve started it, so I’ll see it through to the end. 

At the weekend, I sort through my three hundred index cards, 
sweat out the last of my cold; on Mondays, I check the final de-
tails, and on Tuesdays, I neatly type the whole lot up into twen-
ty pages. On Wednesday morning, I can finally hand in the as-
signment. I’ll get a ‘very good’ for it. 

 
WHETHER A SACK OF RICE FALLS OVER IN CHINA, 
OR WHETHER I’M STUDYING... 
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28. 
 
Hansgeorg is standing next to me in the German department, 
which comes as a surprise: “Hey, Carl! Where have you been 
the last few days?” 
“I’ve had a cold and been working my way through bibliog-
raphies for an essay.” 
“So, you’ve been holed up either at home or in the library?” 
“Yeah, of course!” “So, you haven’t heard anything?” 
“Have the results of the student council elections been an-
nounced yet?” 
“Student council elections?” Hansgeorg looks at me so bewil-
deredly, as if he’d never heard the term before. Had he forgot-
ten the discussions? For the first time, the HSU had taken part 
in a student council election to break through the theoretical 
circle, and had formed the ‘Action Group for a Democratic 
University – ADU’ together with SHB and LSD. 
“No, I mean the demonstrations against the fare increases! Last 
Thursday, Friday and yesterday evening, over a thousand 
school pupils and students blocked the junction at Ber-
toldsbrunnen! Fares for trams and buses are due to rise by 
twenty pfennigs on 1 February: from fifty to seventy pfennigs 
per journey! That’s a forty per cent increase!” 

I really hadn’t noticed any of that. I’d seen a few leaflets in 
passing, but I rarely travel by tram and didn’t take it very seri-
ously. 

“What’s the point of the demonstrations?” 
“The students from AUSS had…” 
“AUSS…?” 
“Action Centre for Independent and Socialist Students. Well, 
they sent a delegation to the transport authority to find out the 
reasons for the increase and to discuss concessions. They were 
fobbed off there. You sent them to the city council. There, they 
were fobbed off with a reference to the introduction of VAT 
and directed to the council’s decision.  
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At the Bertoldsbrunnen  
(Badische Zeitung, 2 February 1968) 
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We students, together with the school pupils, will force the pol-
iticians to talk to us and put the decision up for discussion. So 
far, the city council has refused any dialogue and has merely 
postponed the increase until March: during the term holidays! 
So, we’ll keep taking to the streets. Afterwards, 1.00 pm, the 
next round is on!” 

 
29. 

 
Manuel’s voice, amplified by a megaphone, carries across the 
entire junction: “… Until it is actually guaranteed that fares 
will remain at their current level, school pupils and students, 
together with the citizens of Freiburg, will continue to demon-
strate!” 
The crowd is immense. There must have been far more than the 
thousand demonstrators counted so far. 

 

Another voice comes over the loudspeaker of the police van: 
“This is Mayor Kiefer speaking. We don’t want a second Bre-
men or a shambles here in Freiburg. We ask you, with the 
agreement of the university rector and the AStA, to discuss this 
on the university premises! ...” 
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A shrill chorus of boos is the immediate response. 
“What happened in Bremen, then?” 
“The police beat up the demonstrators there who were protest-
ing against the fare increases.” 
“Err! Let the motorist through!” A gap opens readily to allow 
him to pass. No one is listening to the mayor’s voice. Various 
demonstrators are chatting to the police officers; some female 
students are handing out flowers to the officers and offering 
them chocolates. 
Schoolchildren and students stand in groups on the pavement, 
waiting for the traffic lights to change. After a cry of “It’s go-
ing to turn green any second now!”, they gather at the junction, 
only to be pushed back onto the pavement by a line of police 
officers. 
Others simply stand around and wait. 
“I hereby declare this unauthorised assembly to be prohibited 
and order the police to clear the street!” A chorus of laughter 
and a shrill chorus of whistles is the defiant reply. 
“Carl, have a look behind you!” Two steel behemoths have 
pulled up in Kaiser-Joseph-Straße. 

These colossal machines looked menacing. 

“Those must be the two new water cannons! I hear the riot po-
lice brought them over from Göppingen!” 
“This is the police speaking! We order you to keep the street 
clear!” Hansgeorg laughs: “He’ll have to say that twice more 
before they’re allowed to do anything!” 
The second and third warnings are also met with laughter, then 
the police cordon advances: using their bodies, the officers 
slowly push the schoolchildren and students forward. Then the 
cordon opens up in the middle of the street and the two water 
cannons drive forward. 
It’s the first time water cannons have been used in Baden-
Württemberg: a blast of cold water pours down on the front 
rows: “Bloody hell, they’ve got quite a bit of pressure there!” 
“It’s spraying like a cop taking a piss!” 
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Everyone tries to get to safety away from the water cannons: 
it’s cold, and once your winter coat is soaked through, it won’t 
dry out in a hurry. 
From the windows of houses all round, residents watch the 
events unfolding in the street with interest.  
I’d just taken cover behind the arcades when I spotted Manuel 
on the other side of the street. Just as I’m about to walk over to 
him – the water cannons are far enough away – three men ap-
proach Manuel and, before he can react, grab him by both 
arms. A few metres further on, they shove him into a private 
Mercedes. 

 

At the Bertoldsbrunnen (Badische Zeitung, 9 February 1968) 
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“Sit-in” 
Foto: Willy Pragher / Staatsarchiv Freiburg 
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“Water cannon operation” 
Foto: Willy Pragher / Staatsarchiv Freiburg 
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“Water cannon operation” 
Foto: Willy Pragher / Staatsarchiv Freiburg 

I was staring across the way, frozen in place, when the jet from 
the water cannon caught me unawares: I could feel the water 
running down my neck and into my collar. 
“Watch out! There are plainclothes police units from the Crim-
inal Investigation Department on the move here! Stick togeth-
er! Don’t let them split you up! Look out for one another …” 
The young voice through the megaphone falls silent abruptly. 
I want to push my way through the crowd to get to the AStA. 
Something must surely be done about the arrest of Manuel and, 
presumably, others as well. The retreating demonstrators leave 
no gap. 
The junction has been cleared. Several riot police vans are 
blocking access. Then it starts to rain as well. 
The subsequent gathering at the Holzmarkt by the magistrates’ 
court is also dispersed by water cannons. Incidentally, the de-
tainees have already been taken to the remand centre. 
The Students’ Council meets for half the night, debating how 
the prisoners might be freed. No solution is found. 
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The leaflet has already been distributed early this morning: 
‘Action Group Against the Fare Increase – As was evident yes-
terday, the city council is responding to our just demands for 
the withdrawal of the fare increases with police measures. It is 
deploying water cannons. It is specifically arresting alleged 
ringleaders. Yesterday, the police managed, with great difficul-
ty, to clear Bertoldsbrunnen by 4 pm. Today, they will want to 
achieve the same more quickly. To prevent this, we must de-
velop the following tactic: 
1. Do not provoke the police! That would put us in the wrong un-

necessarily! 
2. Stay mobile! = Do not remain behind the barriers, but disperse and 

then regroup 
at the following points: a) Friedrichsbau; b) Her-tie construction 
site; c) Rotteckring–Bertoldstraße junction. 

3. Do not go back onto the pavements, but walk slowly backwards 
along the roads.” 

I’m at the AStA this morning. 
The Vice-Chancellor had threatened to confiscate the AStA’s 
photocopiers if they did not stop reproducing the illegal leaflets 
from the Action Group. 
I met Manuel, who looks as though he hasn’t slept a wink. He 
and the others had been held in the remand centre all night, 
their fingerprints taken and photographs taken. 

Manuel is deathly pale and deeply withdrawn: he hadn’t 
thought it possible that in Germany one could be arrested dur-
ing a demonstration and, as an alleged ringleader, locked up 
and subjected to police identification procedures. The friendly 
‘gentleman’s agreement’ between the leading comrades and 
the Office for the Protection of the Constitution is now a thing 
of the past. For him in particular, as a law student, the person-
al experience of the criminalisation of a political protest is an 
existential problem. The double standards of the official denial 
of political justice and the simultaneous transformation of po-
litical protest into alleged criminal offences raise the question 
for him of whether he should abandon his law studies or, pre-
cisely for that reason, continue with them. 
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The police are indeed quicker off the mark today: by 1.00 pm, 
all access roads to the Bertoldsbrunnen junction have already 
been cordoned off. 
A patrol car, a loudspeaker van and the two water cannons are 
in view: three hundred police officers are blocking the junction 
and pushing the demonstrators off the road. Banners politely 
ask for warm water for water cannons. The tactic of passive re-
sistance seems to be working: the police have their hands full 
and it is clear that the resistance would continue. 

30. 
The next day, in the morning, a lecture strike: once again, the 
student representatives take a stand against the planned passing 
of the Higher Education Act at a teach-in in the Audi-max. The 
joint draft drawn up by students and teaching assistants is pre-
sented and explained in detail. 
By chance, a member of the state parliament is present, who is 
left utterly dismayed to realise that professors are also taking 
part in the general discussion. When Professor Hennis, a politi-
cal scientist, emphasises that the draft bill must not be passed in 
its current form, the politician can only express his astonish-
ment that ‘there is now suddenly agreement between the prof-
essorial body and the students, neither of whom wish to see this 
Higher Education Act passed’. 

What on earth are they doing in the state parliament when, as 
members of the state parliament, they pass a law? Has politics 
become nothing more than a dam that slows down, holds back 
and bottles up pressing problems? Until they overflow? 

In this very spirit, the plenary assembly adopts a resolution: ‘... 
The draft presented by the committee is a patchwork and does 
not take the university a single step further in the reform pro-
cess. Nor does the draft become a reform bill simply by im-
proving individual paragraphs. Indeed, its adoption will cer-
tainly provoke further unrest at the university and make it more 
difficult to conduct the necessary objective discussions.’ 
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1.00 pm: Was it down to the lecture strike or the weather? The 
ratio of demonstrators to onlookers has taken on an almost cir-
cus-like quality: for every 100 demonstrators initially on Salz-
straße, there are around 1,000 onlookers on the pavements. 

I’ve got myself a plastic cape – the coat is still wet – and I’ve 
persuaded Anne to come along. A few older civilians are hand-
ing out leaflets: 

 
‘An appeal to the people of Freiburg 

Over the past few days, the police have endeavoured to deal 
with the unruly demonstrations with every conceivable degree 
of restraint. The demonstrators have mistaken this considera-
tion on the part of the police for weakness. As a result, Freiburg 
city centre has been the scene of disgraceful goings-on for days 
now. The police must now enforce their mandate to restore or-
der with the utmost vigour. All those responsible for the unlaw-
ful demonstrations are therefore once again urgently called up-
on to refrain from further disturbances of the peace. 
I ask the public, particularly schoolchildren and young people, 
to stay away from these disturbances. Parents, think of your 
children! Dr Eugen Keidel 

Lord Mayor 
 

The familiar ritual of the threefold warning is, however, differ-
ent today: the demonstration is banned and participation is a 
criminal offence. The streets and pavements must be cleared. In 
short: ‘tabula rasa’. 

Anyone who fails to comply must expect police action. 
Anne and I clasped hands as the water cannons rolled forward. 
The very directness of their advance signalled a new situation. 
Whereas the day before yesterday the water cannons had been 
spraying the area more like watering cans, today they were fir-
ing straight into the crowd at full pressure. Anne nearly fell 
over from the sudden impact of the water. We cling to one an-
other. 



102  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: Blue Flower Red 

 
 

Two police cordons are pushing everyone away from the Ber-
toldsbrunnen, both on the road and on the pavements. It doesn’t 
matter whether they are demonstrators, onlookers or random 
passers-by. No distinction is made. 
Most surprised of all are the department store’s customers, who 
walk unsuspectingly through the swing doors and are driven 
back into the store by the impact of the targeted water jet. 
The side streets off Kaiser-Joseph-Straße are cordoned off with 
barriers; the police cordons push all demonstrators and passers-
by back as far as the Victory Monument. 
“Come on, everyone, back across Rathausplatz to the Ber-
toldsbrunnen!” 
Whilst the police guard the main street, people stream back 
through the side streets. At the Bertoldsbrunnen, Anne and I, 
along with many others, find ourselves standing directly oppo-
site the police cordon. 
I speak to one of the police officers: “What’s going on? Why 
has the atmosphere changed so much?” 
The policeman smiles sheepishly and shrugs: “We’ve got a 
new operations commander from Konstanz today. His motto is 
‘No more fun!’ I’d advise you to head home now.” 
“So, you’re in favour of the fare increases, then?” 
“No, I’m not. But I am in favour of maintaining public order.” 
“And what if the local council wants to impose an excessive 
fare increase on the people here?” 
“Then that’s a political decision, and the only way to do any-
thing about it is through political means.” 
“And what if we don’t have anyone to represent our views po-
litically?” 
I only half-heard that the discussions were drowned out by a 
cry of ‘Bring out the truncheons!’ 
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I can just feel Anne clinging to me and suddenly see the po-
liceman standing in front of me with his rubber truncheon 
drawn. 

My attempt to step back is in vain: hundreds of demonstrators 
are blocking the street behind us. Before those standing further 
back realise what’s happening, the first blows are already rain-
ing down on the front rows. The first blow only grazes my 
shoulder; I’ve wrapped my arms protectively around Anne’s 
head and ducked. The second blow is more deliberate, and 
shortly after the pain, I feel something warm running down my 
cheek. 
“Carl, you’re bleeding!” Anne drags me to one side, through 
gaps opening up between the police officers wielding batons 
and the demonstrators fighting back with their hands and feet. 
Shoved forwards and to the side by blows and shoves, we final-
ly stumble into a stairwell, the door of which an elderly woman 
has opened from the inside: “You’re safe here!” Anne sits 
down on the steps, breathing heavily, and pulls me down beside 
her: “Let me have a look!” 
Dazed, I reluctantly sit down beside her: I have this bloody aw-
ful feeling that I’m about to throw up. 
The elderly woman stands beside us with a bowl of water and a 
cloth: “If you want to wash the blood off your friend…” 

With my head resting in the crook of Anne’s arm, I didn’t know 
what was affecting me more at that moment: the pain or Anne’s 
gentle, tender dabbing with the warm, damp cloth. 

I’ve been very lucky. Several fellow students were beaten 
down by police officers at the Old University; one collapsed 
unconscious – there’s a risk he’ll lose his eye. He was taken 
straight to the eye clinic in an ambulance, where they’ve re-
mained tight-lipped ever since. 
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Shortly afterwards, most of the police officers were withdrawn 
to prevent a confrontation between witnesses and the police. 
The police issued a statement: “During the police operation on 
Bertoldstraße, it was necessary to cordon off a courtyard en-
trance to the Old University. Hundreds of demonstrators had 
gathered in this courtyard to circumvent the clearance of Ber-
toldstraße. Resistance was offered when the police attempted to 
close the gate. The police felt compelled to counter this re-
sistance with batons.” 
That was a blatant lie. 

 
31. 

 
Anne insists that I go and see a doctor. What for? The lacera-
tion has stopped bleeding, and who knows whether it might not 
mean more trouble. Besides, I feel fine overall. 
She accompanies me to the garden shed, checks that I do in-
deed go to bed as promised, and makes me promise that I’ll go 
to the doctor or head to A&E if things take a turn for the worse. 

I’ve woken up with a start from another dream: I keep seeing 
the face of that policeman in front of me, the one I’d just been 
chatting to so friendly – who suddenly, with an indifferent ex-
pression, pulls out his truncheon and starts beating me with it. 

I try to shake off the daze, groaning softly: the wound is start-
ing to hurt again. It’s already dark: I get up, get dressed: some 
fresh air, perhaps a beer. 

Do I actually go to the ‘Karpfen’ because you always meet 
people there, or because the beer still costs one mark? 
The landlord had been clever enough to keep the price of beer 
at one mark. 

Nine fellow students are sitting at the students’ regulars’ table, 
discussing things. Seven men, two women: two HSU students 
are there too. I sat down on the empty chair next to Hermann 
Josef. 
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“Evening.” 
A general nod of welcome. 
“I don’t understand how de Witt, as AStA chair, can promise 
the Lord Mayor that there’ll be no more demonstrations until 
next Thursday if the Lord Mayor calls an extraordinary meet-
ing of the local council.” 
“Last Wednesday’s city council meeting had already shown 
that the absolute majority on the city council isn’t prepared to 
discuss it.” 
“Now that we’ve wrested this concession from the Lord Mayor, 
the AStA is pointedly placing itself at the head of the school 
pupils and students to placate them.” 
The landlord has automatically placed a beer on the table in 
front of me, and I now chime in: “What else are you going to 
do? After today’s experience with the police, what started as a 
cheerful game and a bit of fun has turned into a deadly serious 
matter!” 
“Shut up and listen before you start making a spectacle of 
yourself here!” 
From the opposite side of the table, a scruffy, shaggy-haired 
bloke snaps at me. 
Hermann Josef steps in: “Carl’s a member of the HSU and you 
don’t need to be shouting about here, Klaas.” 
“Sorry, I don’t know him – he could well have been a police 
informer.” 
I take off my jacket and stuff my cap into the jacket pocket. 
Then this Klaas stares at me: “What have you done to your 
hair?” 
I run my fingers through my hair. The scabbed-over laceration 
must have reopened. “This afternoon, a baton. It’s not that bad, 
really. It looks worse than it is.” 
Klaas scratches his shaggy head sheepishly: “Sorry for snap-
ping at you like that.” 
The woman sitting next to me gets up and heads off towards 
the toilets. 
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I nod: “It’s all right. You must be afraid of something if you 
thought I was a potential police informer.” 
“What you said sounded just as much like an attempt to play 
things down. We’ve finally reached a new level in this conflict, 
with so many members of the public directly affected by the 
police operation. We can’t just stop now.” 
“How do you intend to carry on, then? Do you want to get hold 
of some police batons as well?” 
“I don’t know yet.” 
The woman who’d been sitting next to me slides over to the 
other side of the table, next to the man they called Klaas; she’s 
pale and looks at me: “Could you please put your cap back on? 
I can’t stand the sight of blood.” 
“Sure.” 
The taciturn Hermann Josef next to me quips: “Carl, this shows 
you just how divided the SDS is. One faction wants a street 
battle, but the other, unfortunately, can’t stand the sight of 
blood.” 
The scruffy-haired bloke yawns: “Hermann Josef, with you, 
one never knows whether you’re a joker or a cynic. Perhaps 
that’s down to the number of semesters you’ve done. Let’s call 
it a day. I’m tired.” He stands up and holds out his hand to me 
across the table: “If you fancy it, do come and visit us in Her-
dern. Bye, everyone.” 
His wife leaves with him. The others say their goodbyes too. 
Hermann Josef and I stay behind. 

 
DON’T TRUST ANYONE OVER THIRTY. 



107  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: Blue Flower Red 

 
 

 

“Klaas, that rather loud fellow student, is the theoretical mas-
termind of the SDS. Very emotional and blunt, but intellectual-
ly honest and brilliant, though sometimes a bit chaotic. Why 
don’t you pop out to Herdern and have a chat with him?” Her-
mann Josef scrutinises my head: “Has your injury actually been 
treated by a doctor?” 
“No. I wouldn’t know how to explain it to a doctor. Besides, I 
don’t know any here in Freiburg.” 
“Hold on, I’m friends with a GP. I’ll give him a ring to see if 
he’s at home.” 
I lean back and close my eyes. It’s strange – I know very little 
about Hermann Josef, not even which semester he’s in. 
“Come on, he’s still awake and wants to have a look at it. It’ll 
take a while, though. We have to head out to Kappel.” For the 
first part of the journey, we both lose ourselves in our own 
thoughts until Hermann Josef begins to speak: “I’ve been 
meaning to have a quiet chat with you anyway, Carl. I need to 
focus intensively on my doctoral thesis now, and I’d already 
wanted to step down as head of the HSU last semester, but so 
far I haven’t found a suitable successor.” 
“What about Fritz Erik?” 
“No, he’s too fixated on his psychoanalysis. But I see the HSU 
as part of a philosophical tradition, not a psychiatric one. Be-
sides, I think he’ll be joining the SDS soon: the HSU isn’t 
Marxist enough for him.” 
“Bernhard?” 
“I’ve thought of him too. But my impression is that he’s too 
polarising. The HSU is, by definition, a collection of individu-
alists. It needs someone with natural authority, but who uses it 
in an inclusive way. He must be respected by the others.” 
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I look at Hermann Josef searchingly: “You’re not actually re-
ferring to me, are you?” 
“Yes, I mean you. You’re still lacking quite a bit of theoretical 
knowledge – but that can be made up for. You do, however, 
have the qualities needed to hold such a divided association to-
gether.” 
“That may be so. But you know full well that I haven’t always 
agreed with your politics. For example, joining forces with the 
SHB and the LSD…” 
“I know. Besides, it was a failure. The whole of the ADU has 
just secured one seat in the student council elections, and natu-
rally that’s going to the SHB.” 
He seemed lost in thought: “A generational change is certainly 
called for among the student groups now. Look, I’ve been in-
volved for ten semesters now, and the shift from theoretical 
discussion and analysis to more practical work… I find it diffi-
cult. I do agree with you, though, that the SDS is theoretically 
closer to us, even if the comrades’ blue eyes often get on my 
nerves.” 
“Blue eyes?” 
“Oh, I see. By that I mean their constant and exclusive reading 
of the blue volumes of Marx and Engels – as if there were no 
critical approaches outside of Marxism.” 
He smiles wistfully. “I suppose the SDS comrade is right after 
all when he says I’m being mocking or cynical. Sometimes I 
can’t tell the difference myself.” 
We fall silent again for a while, until something strikes me: 
“Why don’t you just have a successor elected to take your 
place?” Hermann Josef smiles. “I was elected HSU chair seven 
semesters ago. There’s even a set of rules somewhere stipulat-
ing that the chair must be re-elected at the latest every other 
semester. But times have changed. Have you ever signed a 
membership application for the HSU?” 
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“No.” I hadn’t realised that until now, nor had I felt I was miss-
ing anything. “And yet you didn’t object when I introduced you 
as an HSU member earlier.” “Am I not?” “Yes, of course…” 
It’s gradually dawning on me what Hermann Josef is getting at. 
“But as a group, we’re not a legally constituted body under 
public law. A member is someone who actively contributes and 
turns up more or less regularly. Anyone who does nothing isn’t 
a member either!” I’d spoken louder than was necessary in the 
confined space of the car. 
Hermann Josef seems to be smiling. “What you’ve just said is 
precisely the generational change I mentioned earlier. Would 
you be willing to take over my responsibilities for our group 
from the summer term – that is, from the coming winter term?” 
“If the others respect that…? Yes. Let’s see.” 
“Right, we’re on board too.” 
The medical examination and treatment of the injury take just a 
quarter of an hour. After cleaning, disinfecting and a precau-
tionary tetanus jab, the medical part is complete. We allow our-
selves more time to finish the bottle of wine, to chat and dis-
cuss things. 

Whilst sitting together and chatting with Hermann Josef and 
the doctor, I realised how my attitude towards police officers – 
no, that would be too narrow – towards people in general had 
changed since yesterday. I’ve become suspicious: the friendly 
person I was able to talk to, and the seemingly indifferent thug 
who deliberately struck me – they’re the same person. Was it 
the uniform, was it the order they did not disobey? Could they 
have disobeyed the order, or did it reveal a facet of their per-
sonality that normally lay hidden and dormant? I have the po-
em by Paul Celan about the concentration camp henchmen on-
ly in an intellectual sense. Now I have some idea of what that 
mentality might have looked like. Do I harbour these same el-
ements within me? Have I simply been lucky so far that no one 
has drawn upon them? 

 



110  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: Blue Flower Red 

 
 

32. 
 

The clatter of the two typewriters is drowned out by the noise 
of the photocopier. The shared flat in Herdern: Klaas is stand-
ing by the Ormig pasta machine and calls across: ‘I’ll be right 
there!’ 
I step up to the large table, around which three men and a 
woman are walking, folding A4 sheets. “Can I help?” 
“Gladly, the start is over there.” 
The woman points across to the other side of the table, where a 
pile of folded sheets of paper has been piling up. 
‘Wilhelm Reich. The Breakdown of Sexual Morality. On the 
History of Sexual Economy,’ is written on the top sheet of each 
stack. 
“If you want to read, sit over there,” says a friendly voice be-
side me. I let the woman pass, watch as she picks up the sheets, 
and take my place in the queue. 

I notice how my pace adjusts to the rotation of the duplicator. 
Every second rotation, I pick up a sheet. When the noise falls 
silent, I almost stop too. 

Klaas calls out into the room: “I’m taking a break!”, waving to 
me. I finish my round and then follow him. At the end of the 
long corridor is the kitchen, which opens onto a conservatory. 
Klaas is sitting in a wicker chair, with a picture of Jimi Hendrix 
on the wall above him. 
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“Blissful silence, isn’t it?” He’s poured himself some tea and is 
rolling a cigarette. 
“Why do you reproduce Wilhelm Reich’s writings?” 
“Have you ever tried buying a book by Reich in a bookshop?” 
“No.” 
“You couldn’t anyway. The copyright for Reich’s books be-
longs to his widow, and she has so far refused to allow a Ger-
man publisher to reprint her husband’s writings: apparently, 
we’d all still be Nazis. So we got hold of a second-hand edition 
from 1935 from Pinkus in Switzerland, typed it up and are pho-
tocopying it.” 
I hadn’t given any thought until now to how the hectograph 
copies Fritz Erik had given me had come about. 
“Isn’t that called …,” I search for the right term: “pirated edi-
tion?” 
Klaas has finished rolling his cigarette: “No. If Reich’s heirs 
weren’t so stubborn, you could buy it as a book and we 
wouldn’t be forced to go to all this trouble. As there’s no copy-
right in Germany, what we’re doing isn’t a copyright infringe-
ment, so it isn’t a pirated edition either.” 
“What exactly is so special about Reich?” 
“Sexuality, as one of the essential instinctual elements of hu-
man existence, has certainly been described quite well by other 
people in its social manifestation – take, for example, 
Schelsky’s volume *Sociology of Sexuality* published by 
Rowohlt – but Reich is the first to have formulated an econom-
ic justification for sexual norms and integrated them into a po-
litical context of domination. The very fact that he was ex-
pelled in 1934 from both the KPD and the Psychoanalytical 
Association demonstrates the dogmatism of those organisations 
at the time – a dogmatism that Reich overcame and from which 
we can learn.” 
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The woman who had been walking round the table sinks into 
one of the wicker chairs: “Sometimes the combination of men-
tal and manual labour is quite exhausting!” 
She twists her long blonde hair into a bun, and only now do I 
notice how petite she is. 
“Beate, this is Carl.” 
Beate gives me a critical look, as if to say that lazy tea-drinkers 
aren’t welcome here: “Hello. Have you come to help out?” 
“If it would help you?” 
“We’ve lost time because of the demonstrations over the past 
few days. It would help us.” 
Klaas chimes in: “How’s your head?” 
“It’s fine for now.” 
Beate smiles. “At the moment we’re working in two shifts. 
Eberhard, Ulf and Ulli will be here shortly. You could join 
them. With more than four of us, we’d be getting in each oth-
er’s way too much with all this running about.” 

 
33. 

 
Hansgeorg has invited me out for dinner this evening. As well 
as studying English, he’s also studying political science and 
wants to tell me about it. 
Hansgeorg’s ‘pad’: two rooms above a garage, which used to 
be the coachman’s flat above the stables below. 
He’s standing in his kitchenette wearing a chequered apron and 
a chef’s hat, from under which his obligatory pencil is peeking 
out: “I hope you like rice?” 
“That depends on the spices.” 
“No problem. I know what you mean: here.” 
With that, he places a tray full of spices on the table. Next to it 
is the steaming saucepan and a bowl of peas: “Today we’re 
having Risi-Bisi: rice with peas and spices to taste.” 
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I look sceptically at the large saucepan, which is filled with rice 
to just below the rim: “Are there any more coming?” 
“Don’t worry! You can eat your fill.” 
“But that’s far more than the two of us can manage.” 
“That’s true. After all, it’s also my breakfast for tomorrow and 
my lunch. I only cook once a day.” 
“And always rice?” 
“Yes. You don’t need to peel it, it’s easy to cook, it’s filling, 
it’s cheap and you can buy it in sacks.”  
He takes off his apron and places his chef’s hat on a board 
above the hotplates. 
My puzzled expression makes him laugh: “It’s not as monoto-
nous as it sounds. In the morning, for example, warm with a bit 
of sugar and jam; at lunchtime as a cold rice soup; in the even-
ing, hot with vegetables or a bit of meat, depending on what’s 
cheap at the market: peas were 68 pfennigs today. And with the 
spices alone, you can conjure up more variations than just 
dumplings or boiled potatoes all the time.” As I’m still hesitat-
ing, he scoops two spoonfuls of the steaming rice onto my 
plate, piles plenty of peas around the mound of rice and en-
courages me: “Try some curry, sweetened with a pinch of sug-
ar. It goes well with the fresh peas. It’s definitely healthier than 
the ‘liquid bread’ diet I tried last term.” 
“Fancy telling me about it?” 
“Sure. I try to meet my basic needs with as little money and ef-
fort as possible. I don’t fancy wasting my time earning money 
that I then spend on something I don’t actually need, but spend 
because it’s just there. ‘Liquid bread’ is beer, which means it’s 
actually quite nutritious. The question of how to get cheap beer 
is easy to answer in university towns in southern Germany.” 
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Between two mouthfuls, I mumble: “Mmh?” 
“At the fraternities!” Hansgeorg gestures eagerly with his 
spoon in the air: “You’ve no idea how many fraternities there 
still are. In those cram-fest subjects like medicine or law, 
they’re still useful: after the exams, every fraternity member 
writes down the questions they were asked in the exam, and 
then, if you know which lecturer is examining you, you can 
check what sort of questions they ask and what their thematic 
preferences are. Very handy, but it doesn’t matter to me. What 
mattered was that they regularly organised drinking nights 
where guests were also welcome, because you might want to 
join the fraternity.” 
He tucks his pencil behind his ear: “Rule number one: gather 
information – ‘what, when, where’ – and set a schedule. Rule 
number two: never sign anything; it could be an application for 
membership. Rule number three: if you want to drink yourself 
into oblivion, take a friend with you who’ll make sure you 
don’t sign anything whilst you’re drunk.” 
“And why did you stop doing that?” 
“It simply turned my stomach, and getting drunk twice a week 
was just too much. If you want to keep that up, you have to 
maintain a constant blood alcohol level, which means you start 
drinking at your own expense. In other words, the whole thing 
turns into the opposite of what it was meant to be.” 
He fills his plate with rice once more and grins: 
“That was a perfect lesson in the philosophy of knowledge, and 
more memorable than anything I learnt in a philosophy seminar 
at uni. You have the goal – the thesis – of drinking for free, and 
then, once you’ve achieved it, you realise – and here comes the 
antithesis – that to keep it free, you have to spend more money 
than if you hadn’t. From this follows the synthesis: you get 
nothing for free, and if the costs are higher than the savings, 
you should stop. That’s how I came to have the rice.”  
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“Couldn’t you have cut down on the drinking?” 
“No, I couldn’t. Either the lads were really decent – that does 
happen – in which case you didn’t get round to drinking be-
cause it was so interesting chatting to them, and afterwards I’d 
have to have a drink on my own; but most of the time it was so 
daft that you rushed to drink as much as possible just to be able 
to put up with it.” 
We both poke thoughtfully at our rice. 
“You wanted to tell me something about Political Science, 
didn’t you?” 
“Ah, yes. That’s simple. It’s properly called Political Science 
and it’s in the Faculty of Philosophy. Political Science writes 
‘political’ with a lower-case ‘p’, because it refers to the scienc-
es that deal with the effects of politics – in other words, law, 
economics, and so on. It used to all be one subject, known as 
‘Policeywissenschaft’, which then split up as the bourgeois 
state became more differentiated, forming individual disci-
plines. After the war, the Americans introduced ‘Political Sci-
ence’ at the universities as part of the democratic re-education 
of the German people. So far, nothing more than a conservative 
study of institutions has come of it.” 
“And Marburg and Berlin?” 
Hansgeorg laughed: “Both are special cases. In Marburg, 
Abendroth is the great lone left-wing fighter. West Berlin, with 
the Otto Suhr Institute, is the academic spearhead of the Amer-
icans—following in the footsteps of the German College of 
Politics—against Humboldt University in East Berlin. The OSI 
isn’t part of the Free University either, but is affiliated as an in-
ter-faculty institute. It has its own institute council, which also 
includes students.” 
“Wow!” 
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“Not as you might think. The politically active disciplines in 
Berlin are sociology, German studies, Romance languages and 
architecture.” 

 
IMAGINATION TO POWER! 

 
“Here in Freiburg, political science is a small operation. Pri-
vately run by two full professors, each with their own separate 
spheres of influence. Hennis holds his seminar in College 
Building II, and Oberndörfer teaches his International Politics 
course in a villa in Günterstal. That must be just round the cor-
ner from where you live.” 
“I haven’t heard anything about Oberndörfer yet.” 
“Firstly, you haven’t missed out on anything, and secondly, 
he’s constantly in the US anyway. Hennis, on the other hand, is 
one of the leading voices of the conservatives.” Hansgeorg had 
pushed his plate away. “Someone once called Hennis a ‘profes-
sorial itinerant preacher’ – you’ve probably come across him 
yourself, haven’t you?” 
I nod. 
“It’s also questionable whether classifying him as part of the 
conservative camp is accurate. Hennis is always true to him-
self, a mixture of yesterday and the day after tomorrow: on the 
one hand, he’s firmly against third-party parity and against any 
form of student co-determination whatsoever; on the other 
hand, he’s an advocate of the ‘Critical University’… That said, 
he always stands by his own opinion: some time ago, he de-
scribed a sit-in as 
a ‘sit-around’!” Hansgeorg grins. “At least you can have a 
proper argument with him. That makes sense, at any rate.” 

 
YOUR DATE OF BIRTH 
IS NO ARGUMENT. 
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34. 
 
The winter term has come to an end. As planned, train and bus 
fares in Freiburg will increase on 1 March. 

Many of my fellow students have already gone home or off ski-
ing. I’m rummaging round in my garden shed: I’m busy with 
the ‘end-of-semester clear-out’, as I’ve come to call my tidying 
and cleaning routine: time to go through my lecture notes, leaf 
through publishers’ brochures at my leisure, and sort through 
my experiences and thoughts on what the semester has brought 
and how I should proceed. One thing is already clear to me: 
I’m going to drop English and take Political Science instead. 

I’ve set aside three days for this clear-out. In the evenings, I get 
into bed early to browse through the lecture notes, and I’m just 
starting to feel tired when I’m startled awake: someone’s 
knocked on the front door. 
Puzzled, I glance at the alarm clock: it’s just past eleven. I 
swing myself out of bed and throw on my dressing gown. 
Beate is standing at the door. 
I’d given her my address in case they ever needed someone to 
help distribute their leaflets again. The moon casts a silvery 
glow on her blonde hair and makes the soft crease above the 
bridge of her nose stand out more sharply than I’d ever noticed 
before. 
“Hello, Carl. Are you on your own?” 
“Yes, of course. I was just reading…” 

Where was Eberhard, the man she lived with? Had there been 
a row between the two of them? 

“Am I disturbing you?” 
“What makes you think that?” 
The wind is blowing cold air under my dressing gown. Beate 
looks as if she’s cold too. 
“Sorry, please do come in.” 
Beate slips out of her jacket, throws it over the chair and warms 
her hands by the oil heater. 
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“Shall I turn on more lights?” The little reading light by the 
daybed only casts a dim glow across the room. 
“No, no. It’s fine as it is.” 
“Would you like a hot cup of tea?” 
She turns round, shakes her head in refusal, rubs her hands to-
gether as they grow warmer, and looks at me questioningly: 
“Can I stay here tonight?” I look at her in surprise and clear my 
throat: “I’ve only got one blanket, and it’s too cold on the floor 
now. So, if you don’t mind being a bit cramped…?” 
She just shakes her head slightly: “That’s fine. And please, 
Carl..., don’t talk so much.” 
Whilst I’m fluffing up the pillows, placing one on the right and 
one on the left, Beate has already taken off her jumper and 
trousers. Her tight-fitting underwear makes her look even more 
graceful than she already is. 

I suppress the urge to take her in my arms and stroke her. She 
might have taken it the wrong way. 

“Would you like to wrap yourself in your own sheet?” “Nah, 
nah!” With that, she’s already disappeared under the duvet. 
She’s settled down on the side facing the wall, leaving me the 
front half of the bed. But what is half of a space that’s meant 
for just one person in the first place? 

Bloody hell, the fabric of my pyjamas is thin! I can feel her 
body against my skin – the way her chest moves as she 
breathes. I try to focus on: ‘Fall asleep!’, with Beate breathing 
beside me, the closeness of her body, the immediate physical 
warmth of a lovely woman; I realise I’m getting an erection – 
but: be there for someone when they need your help: without 
any ulterior motive and without expecting anything in return! 
Oh, bloody hell! All right then, I’ll switch off the light and try 
to sleep. 

“Please …, Carl …, leave the light on … I’d like to look at you 
a bit longer.” 
I turn towards her: “Beate …?” 
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Silently, she places a finger on my lips, looks at me – prob-
ingly, it seems to me: “I want to sleep with you.” Without a 
word, I brush a strand of hair from her forehead and look at 
her: her eyes tell me she’s serious about what she’s said. Then I 
feel her hand on my cock. In response, I start to unbutton my 
pyjama top; she sits up and pulls her shirt over her head. 
I push aside all the thoughts racing through my head as I see 
her bare breasts so close above me, she smiles at me and pulls 
my pyjama bottoms down in one swift movement. Then she 
takes off the rest of her underwear, turns round and sits on top 
of me with her legs spread wide before I can gather my 
thoughts. 
She firmly presses me down onto the mattress by my shoul-
ders: “Stay like that.” 
Eventually, our breathing evens out and calms down again. Be-
ate has rested her head on my shoulder and is gently breathing 
on the nape of my neck. 
I feel marvellous.  

Good heavens! She has wonderful, firm buttocks and her soft, 
long hair spreads across my chest like a warm shawl … 

I pause and brush her hair back. 
“Are you crying?” She nods without a word.  

Damn it, what have I done wrong?  

Silent minutes pass. “It was so lovely … but I don’t love you!” 

Oh dear, but ‘love’ is such a big word. 

Carefully, I turn her onto her side: “Hey, Beate, don’t make it 
any more complicated than it already is.” Her eyes are closed. 
“If it was good, then just leave it at that.” 
I pick up my pyjama top from the floor and gently wipe the 
sweat from her neck and her breasts – as I do so, she opens her 
eyes again: “Do you mean … you could perhaps…?” At the 
same time, I feel her hand between my thighs. 
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I noticed how my blood circulation, which had just started to 
flow to my brain again, stopped and sank back down to deeper 
regions. 

When I wake up, Beate is still snuggled up close: skin to skin. 

I feel the dissolution of the self: a sensation that a person can-
not attain alone. ‘I think, therefore I am.’ The philosopher 
Descartes had – unfortunately or deliberately – forgotten the 
addition ‘alone’ had been forgotten – unfortunately, or perhaps 
deliberately – by the philosopher Descartes. Does the Age of 
Reason not tolerate emotions? With Nina, it had been a care-
free time. Our intention to be irresponsible and without a fu-
ture had created a deeper emotional bond than seemed sensi-
ble. We’d been tossed about like rootless undergrowth in the 
gusts of our lust. I’ll see Beate again. 

Carefully, I pull my arm out from beneath her neck, slowly 
rolling out of the duvet so as not to wake her. I yawn and smile 
at the same time. 

Oh, man, that had been really good: I’d woken up at dawn and 
realised I wasn’t dreaming: she was caressing me very tenderly 
and wanted to do it all over again. Is there anything more 
beautiful than opening yourself up to pleasure in a half-sleep, 
wrapped in the warmth of the night? 

Under the hot shower, I have to restrain myself from singing 
out loud in bliss: I want Beate to wake up of her own accord. 
When I come back from the kitchen with the breakfast tray, 
she’s sitting upright, wrapped in the duvet, leaning her back 
against the wall. 
“Good morning. I’ve made tea and coffee. I didn’t know …” 
Without a word, she takes a cup of coffee. She sips it content-
edly a few times. Thoughtfully, she holds the cup between her 
hands: “I’m sorry for taking advantage of you.” 
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I nearly choked. “Beate! You didn’t take advantage of me, if 
that’s what you mean. I enjoyed it and it was fine. Wasn’t it?” 
“Yes, indeed!” “Oh, I see – you mean because of Eberhard?” 
“No, because of you.” 
“I don’t understand.” 
“Eberhard’s in Berlin with the comrades… for the Vietnam 
Congress. A friend rang last night and said that he and Manuel 
had just disappeared off with two women… you can fill in the 
rest.” 
“Yeah, I can. Or maybe …”.  

Bloody phone. 

“Oh, I know those two, after all. And that’s how Ruth and I got 
the idea to get our own back. ‘Whatever those two can do, 
we’ve been able to do for ages,’ we said to each other. Ruth 
went to see Ulf.” 
“Well, revenge is sweet! And that’s how you ended up here with me?” 
“Yes.” 
“Thanks for choosing me. And do you love Eberhard?” 
“Yes.” 
“So? What’s the problem? You don’t love me, and I don’t love 
you either.” 
“But that’s exactly the problem!” 
“Why’s that?” 
“If it had at least been silly and frustrating, then … it would 
have been all right somehow. But it was … pleasurable … and 
now I feel guilty.” The crease between her eyes is a deep fur-
row once more. In stark contrast to his sense of well-being, Be-
ate’s features take on an angry expression. 
I snort and don’t know what to say: “... well, I’ll just pop round 
to the bakery next door to get some bread rolls.” 

Good heavens: it’s the truth, isn’t it, that lust arises in the body 
and love and desire in the mind. Of course: the fusion of both 
sensations: the most beautiful of all feelings: a complete unity 
– but is sympathy for a person and the experience of pure lust 
not also something beautiful? 
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I seem not to understand something: if it hadn’t been good, then I 
would have understood her guilty conscience: then it would 
have been unnecessary to hurt Eckhard. But as it is, if she had 
found it good for herself, pleasurable, what then caused her a 
guilty conscience? Because it was originally intended merely 
as revenge and then became something more? Did it frighten 
her that she has a beautiful body which suddenly behaved in an 
‘uncultivated’ manner? I’ll ask her. What’s the point of all the 
discussions, the literature, the claim to be more honest than our 
parents, if we can’t live it out? Did Adam and Eve perhaps 
drive themselves out of Paradise: I think – therefore I am … 
unhappy? 

 
 

GOD IS WATCHING YOU!  
SO GIVE HIM A GOOD SHOW! 
A GOOD LIFE! 
AND HAPPY SEX TO YOU!2 

 
 

35. 
 
It’s got noisy at the ‘Karpfen’. A comrade, back from Berlin, 
had visited the Berlin SDS headquarters and Kommune I, and 
when asked, ‘How was it?’, simply replied: ‘A bunch of nar-
row-minded, parasitic media speculators.’ 
Several people shout their indignant questions at the dismayed 
group: “Are you trying to denigrate the SDS?” “Didn’t they let 
you in, that you’re spouting such frustrated rubbish?” “The 
commune is narrow-minded? Don’t make me laugh!” 

 
 

2  God is watching you! So make a good impression on him! Live a good 
life! And may you have joyful sexual intercourse! 
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“You’ll have to explain that. It can’t stay like that!” 
The comrade looks around in astonishment: he hadn’t realised 
he’d stirred up a hornet’s nest. He raises his hands defensively: 
“Now, now. I was referring to the commune. Mind you, it’s 
astonishing that they were expelled from the SDS a year ago 
and are still living at SDS headquarters. But that’s just by the 
way. At the moment, four men and one woman live in the 
commune, and the woman is in a steady relationship with one 
man – so much for the big communal bed. 
After breakfast, they all read the daily newspapers and cut out 
all sorts of things for their archive. It’s particularly important 
when there are reports about themselves. At lunchtime, one of 
them goes to the canteen and scrounges food for the group or 
sells their booklets – all adorned with the famous nude photo – 
for two marks. Incidentally, that was the only time they’d all 
seen each other naked – and they were glad when they were al-
lowed to get dressed again. Nobody actually works. Two of 
them still get money from home; the rest comes from fees paid 
by journalists and money from patrons. That’s the reality of the 
commune!” 
“No!” A cry of refusal. 
“Do you know better because you’ve been there yourself?” 
“No.” 
There’s no argument against the authenticity of someone who’s 
actually been there. 
“Have we been taken in by the media reports?” 
“It’s even worse: the Communards are completely apolitical. 
They’re artists who get a kick out of subversive actions and for 
whom the media reaction is the only thing that matters.” 
“No wonder Kunzelmann has trouble reaching orgasm if he’s 
constantly wanking.” 
“It elevates this group’s status to count them amongst the extra-
parliamentary opposition. If so such arseholes as the Devil and 
Kunzelmann are portrayed as typical representatives of the 
APO, then that can only be down to ignorance or there’s a spe-
cific intention behind it.” 
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“Well, of course: they’re playing into the hands of the media, 
who aren’t interested in normality – but in the fears and long-
ings of their readers or viewers. Kunzelmann has his frizzy hair 
washed, blow-dried and backcombed before every public ap-
pearance – they’re actors. Nothing else!” 

“Well, if Uschi Obermaier 
hadn’t shown off her sexy, firm 
little tits in ‘TWEN’, in ‘stern’ 
and everywhere else...” 
“But that’s all she ever showed. 
She always kept her trousers 
on!” 
“Why don’t you send her a 
letter of complaint!” 
The banter is meant to mask 
their consternation: a metropoli-
tan media vision had just come 
up against reality. 

If we ourselves haven’t even realised yet that there are actors 
amongst us who couldn’t care less about the content, who just 
thought the play and their role were ‘cool’ – how were people 
who could only get their information from the media supposed 
to realise that? Did the citizens of Freiburg mistake us for what 
they generally took students to be: little devils and little ras-
cals? But: what difference do we make ourselves if we reach no 
one, if no one knew about it? If nothing was in the papers, it 
apparently hadn’t happened. Do actions really have to be 
‘spectacular’ to become visible? 
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36. 
 
I spent ten days hitchhiking through Italy in the spring: on the 
first day I’d made it as far as Milan; by the second, I was al-
ready in Rome. 
I’m still brimming with impressions of classical Rome and the 
vibrant everyday life on the Italian streets: a plunge into anoth-
er culture. 
I hadn’t read any newspapers in Italy; my Italian wasn’t good 
enough for that. Before the Easter travel rush begins, I’m back 
in my little corner of the garden. Now I’m more dismayed by 
everything that has happened in these few days. 
In the evening, I leaf through the issues of the *Frankfurter 
Rundschau* that have piled up over the past few days: 
“For several hours, an extraordinary SDS delegates’ conference 
in Frankfurt debated whether to expel Rudi Dutschke from the 
SDS on grounds of voluntarism. The SDS is facing a crucial 
test of unity between the ‘anti-authoritarians’ – Berlin, Frank-
furt – and the ‘Communist Party wing’ – Bonn, Cologne, Mar-
burg.” 
“Student unrest in Madrid: the police crack down relentlessly.” 
“Black leader Luther King assassinated. Severe unrest in the 
USA.” 
“Socialist Party of the Czechoslovak Socialist Republic adopts 

new programme. No place for Stalinists in the party.” 
“Mexico City: 300 students shot dead by police during a 
demonstration.” 
“Department store arsonists apprehended: alleged SDS mem-
bers.” The SDS is struggling to distance itself from opportun-
ists: “The SDS is deeply dismayed that there are people in the 
Federal Republic who believe they can express their opposition 
to the political and social conditions in our country through un-
founded acts of terrorism.” 
16th German Sociologists’ Conference. “At a press conference 
on Thursday, Dahrendorf, when asked whether he would con-
tinue to with the SDS in future, he said he still welcomed 
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discussions with the students. However, he added that it was 
becoming tiresome when discussions were viewed as a new 
form of show business.” 
“The weather forecast for Easter: 20–23°C, sunny and dry. 
Outlook: increasing warmth.” 

On the Schauinsland: a fading of Roman impressions. The 
sweeping views across the rolling mountain slopes: such a 
stark contrast to the stone colossi in Rome that I could not de-
cide where I would have preferred to live. The cable car car-
ried me up; I shall walk down. 
The news from last week? I wonder whether the baker in the 
side street off the Bastille in Paris, on 14 July 1789, was sur-
prised that no customers came that day, precisely because the 
French Revolution was just beginning? What was wrong with 
living on a remote farmstead: letting all the world’s turmoil 
simply pass you by? Did it make any difference if you knew 
about it? 

On the tram ride back, I close my eyes and press my forehead 
against the cool window. 
I look in surprise at the note on the door to the garden shed: 
‘Carl!’ is written on the outside. 
I pull it out of the gap between the door and the frame and un-
fold it: ‘Come to Island 8 straight away! HG.’ 
That’s all. 
HG is Hansgeorg. But why such brevity – no explanation, no 
time, no reason? 
I hurry along Günterstalstraße, across the Dreisam Bridge. The 
Insel 8 is Beate and Eberhard’s address.  Good Friday; the town 
seems to have gone to sleep as early as 6 pm 
. I hardly meet a soul. In front of the Schwabentor I turn right 
and arrive at the Insel completely out of breath, ringing the bell 
frantically. Nothing happens. I keep my finger on the bell. The 
ringing echoes through the whole house. A window opens 
above me. 
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“Good heavens! Are you mad or what?” 
“I’m sorry, I need to see Beate or Eberhard on the second floor 
urgently!” 
“They left two hours ago. With other people!” 
“Has something happened, then?” 
“Yes, don’t you know?” 
“What?” 
“They shot Dutschke yesterday!” The window closes. 
I look for something to hold on to, sit down on the bench by the 
stream. 

If everything has been called into question, what question re-
mains? 

I cry. 
 

Eventually, I pull myself together: the reproachful, concerned, 
scrutinising glances from the occasional passer-by at the 
wretched figure on the bench are getting on my nerves. 
Aimlessly, I move my feet mechanically. 
Manuel is in Ulm; Anne has gone to Düsseldorf. Should I go to 
Herdern and see if anyone from the flat-share is at home? Me-
chanically, I come to a halt on Löwenstraße by the Martinstor, 
in front of the ‘Astoria’ display windows, and look at the film 
posters: ‘The Mad Professor’ with Jerry Lewis, ‘Let’s Get 
Down to Business, Sweetheart’ with Uschi Glas and Werner 
Enke. In the preview: ‘I’m Curious’ with a sticker reading: 
‘The freest of all Swedish films’. 
Perhaps Hansgeorg is at home? And if not, he’d left his flat key 
in the old lantern by the door so that friends wouldn’t have to 
wait outside. I’d have felt all alone in the garden shed. 
Hansgeorg has a radio: ‘According to doctors, the ideologue of 
the Berlin Socialist German Students’ Union, Rudi Dutschke, 
who was shot three times yesterday on Kurfürstendamm, has a 
chance of survival despite his serious injuries. The assailant 
was arrested by the police …’ 
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The armchair criminals in the BILD editorial offices of the 
Springer Group had so far only destroyed the students with 
words – now the paper had turned into a pistol, and the words 
into bullets. 

 
BILD JOINED IN THE SHOOTING! 
SPRINGER CALLS THE TONE –  
THE GOVERNMENT DANCES TO IT! 

 
Hansgeorg returns from Esslingen at night with the others. 
They had tried to prevent the delivery of the BILD newspaper. 
No newspaper vans are on fire, as in Berlin. It was less violent 
than in Munich, where a student and a photographer were fatal-
ly injured. 
On Saturday afternoon, a small group marches through the city 
centre carrying red and, for the first time, black flags. 

A banner reads: EXPROPRIATE SPRINGER 

Chants: COME DOWN, JOIN THE QUEUE, YOU COULD 
BE NEXT! 

ME AND YOU, MÜLLER’S COW, TODAY DUTSCHKE, 
TOMORROW YOU! 

A grey-haired passer-by calls out: “Why don’t you go to the 
Barras first!” 
I just shrug indifferently at such idiots, of whom there were 
plenty. 

Perhaps I should wear my stamped ‘dog tag’ – as we used to 
call our identification tags in the Bundeswehr – openly round 
my neck? If we’re going to die for the ‘Fatherland’, it’ll be 
snapped in two and a comrade will take it with him. Or wear 
my uniform jacket, which identifies me as a reserve officer ca-
det? 

 
“INTO SPRING WITH HERTIE: EVERYONE JOINS IN 
THE HIPPIE STYLE.” 
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37. 

 
The summer term of 1968 has begun. I look questioningly at 
my course catalogue and the modules whose topics will occupy 
me over the coming months: Rilke / Bert Brecht / Empirical 
depictions of landscape since the 18th century / Old High Ger-
man / Middle High German / Modern High German grammar / 
Ideological foundations of American foreign policy since the 
Second World War / Associations in the modern state / Intro-
duction to political science / Introduction to linguistics / Intro-
duction to art history for beginners / German Baroque architec-
ture. 

Lectures, tutorials, introductory seminars … What do these 
topics have to do with what has happened in recent days and 
months? Did the university lecturers engage with the society 
around them? Are they autistic people who, whilst perceiving 
this world, refuse to live in it? As a future teacher, what can I 
actually teach my pupils about this world in which we live? 
Have I chosen the wrong subjects? No: it’s no different among 
sociologists, philosophers or psychologists. 
It is gradually dawning on me what it means for the humanities 
to be said to be situated in an ‘ivory tower’. They evidently feel 
superior to everything, exalted, valuable, and hover so high 
above it all – having turned their backs on the society in which 
they themselves lived and from which they derived their exist-
ence – that, at their core, they seem to be superfluous. 
If all the humanities departments and seminars were to sudden-
ly cease to exist – when and who outside the university would 
actually notice? 
Is there a life outside university? 
I have sometimes wondered what the difference is between 
most university lecturers and the majority of fellow students 
compared to the politically active students. 
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When I look back on my daily life, there is no life outside the 
university. Lectures and studying books take up about a third of 
the day; the second third consists of everything to do with uni-
versity groups, the university itself and political issues that we 
did not schedule ourselves. The final third of the day is taken 
up by the necessities of daily life: shopping, cooking, washing 
and sleeping. 

 
38. 

Those evenings with Anne, reading Max Frisch together, stand-
ing in longing before insurmountable moral barriers – they 
have passed with the spring. 
Anne has moved to France to study, has split up with her fiancé 
and writes me wistful letters saying she has erotic dreams in 
which she is with me – without Max Frisch. 
Don’t believe it. If she’d had to choose between me and Max 
Frisch, she would have chosen Max Frisch. If she’d actually 
invited me or come to see me – it wouldn’t have been down to 
me. The future: spirals of the past? 
The ‘Karpfen’ had become a second home to me.  
 
39. 

Some comrades from the SDS had been in Ulm under Manuel’s 
leadership. They had planned to mobilise the workers from the 
Danube Valley, who were arriving there on the commuter train 
from work, at Ulm railway station against the passing of the 
emergency laws. 
Klaas is sitting in the corner by the wall at the large table in the 
‘Karpfen’. His hair is standing on end as if electrified, and he 
twists his eyes as he gesticulates: “We can’t possibly talk all 
that reformist rubbish and state-centred thinking – which has 
been drummed into the SPD and the trade unions for years – 
out of their heads in twenty seconds!” 
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Manuel thoughtfully turns his beer glass back and forth on the 
table, takes off his glasses and wipes the lenses: “I think it’s 
more that we’ve stayed too much within our own circle and 
that’s why we haven’t reached them. The only one who was ac-
tually successful in agitation was that sales representative…” 
“A sales representative…?” Everyone sitting round the table 
leans forward curiously. 
Klaas rolls his eyes again and tugs irritably at his sparse beard: 
“Oh, come on! Whilst we were waiting for the trains at the sta-
tion, some completely apolitical bloke joined us – a traveller 
dressed in women’s underwear. He said he’d help us and take 
charge of one of the exits.” For him, that seems to answer the 
question. Amidst the bewildered silence, Manuel translates the 
answer to the question: “This sales rep tucked twenty leaflets 
under his arm and stood in the workers’ way. He immediately 
asked the first one: ‘You’ve got a car, haven’t you?’ and when 
the man said ‘Yes’, he replied, ‘That’ll be taken away from you 
soon!’ ‘Who…?!’, ‘The federal government,’ and, saying ‘Here 
are the planned emergency laws,’ he pressed one of the leaflets 
into the worker’s hand. He’d handed out all his leaflets in five 
minutes and was standing in the middle of a group of M.A.N. 
workers engaged in discussion.” 
‘Of course, he’d have sold them some sexy lingerie for their 
wives too! We don’t sell our political demands like a sales rep 
sells his wares!’ 

Did Klaas have something against lace lingerie? 

“Comrade Lenin spoke differently to industrial workers than he 
did to intellectuals.” 
“But Comrade Lenin wasn’t exactly a sales representative for 
ladies’ underwear!” 
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“How do you know that?” 
“Lenin was the leader of the Bolsheviks and a political intellec-
tual!” “Perhaps that’s exactly what workers are suspicious of 
today?” “What?” “The lack of sexy lingerie?” 
“Oh, come off it! That would be like saying political parties no 
longer argue on the merits of their cases, but have their mani-
festos drawn up by advertising agencies.” 
“They’re already doing that!” 
“Didn’t you see Willy Brandt in ’65, being driven around the 
country like a Kennedy lookalike in a Homburg hat and a white 
Mercedes?” 
The discussion gets off track again: the opposition’s serious 
campaign against the upcoming second and third readings of 
the emergency laws is put on hold for a short while. 

WE ARE A SMALL RADICAL MINORITY 
 

40. 
 

The General Assembly of German Studies students is once 
again walking a tightrope: one leg is the ‘resolution in the form 
of an open letter to the Minister for Education and Cultural Af-
fairs’, requesting that the former full professor, Professor Mau-
ser, be allowed to decline a post in the USA and remain in 
Freiburg. 
The other leg is the call for the ‘Study Reform Working Group’ 
and the forthcoming Study Reform Commission, which is in-
tended to abolish precisely those special privileges that were 
requested on behalf of Professor Mauser. 
It is an unsettling feeling to live in different worlds and not be 
able to decide which of them is reality. Everything is real – but: 
is it important that, through my partial in ‘Middle High Ger-
man’ I finally know how the Lord’s Prayer was spoken seven 
hundred years ago: ‘Ata untha, thu in himinam, wichnam namo 
thins’? 
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How many leaflets and articles have already been written 
against the emergency laws? Thousands? What effect have they 
had? Is it important that 50,000 students, schoolchildren and 
workers were in Bonn on 11 May? With the march that ended 
on the green Hofgarten meadow? What was the point of chant-
ing ‘Benda, here we come!’ – and then just standing there on 
the meadow? 
The glow of the burning newspaper vans in Berlin and the bar-
ricades in Paris shone across – 800,000 French people demon-
strated against President de Gaulle: 60 barricades. 
In Prague, a ‘third way’ between capitalism and state social-
ism is emerging – societies everywhere are beginning to 
change. 
And in Germany? 
The day before yesterday saw what is likely to be the last fresh-
ers’ welcome in Freiburg: 
the end of the charade? 
Yesterday, in the packed auditorium of the Free University of 
Berlin, Herbert Marcuse refused to offer practical advice for 
future political work: theory has finally turned its back on 
practice! 

 
ALL PROFESSORS ARE PAPER TIGERS!  
SOCIALISM WILL TRIUMPH! (NO DOUBT) 

 
Two thousand school pupils and students are demonstrating in 
Freiburg on 16 May against the second reading of the emer-
gency laws. The German Trade Union Confederation has de-
clared its solidarity. 
12,000 signatures opposing the passing of the emergency laws 
were collected in Freiburg within a few days. 
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The majority of Bundeswehr reservists strongly condemn the 
potential deployment of the Bundeswehr ‘at home’ – against its 
own population – which has been legitimised following the 
passing of the emergency laws. 

 
41. 

 
On these warm spring days, the restaurants and wine bars have 
set up their tables outdoors on the cobblestones. I look out over 
Münsterplatz as if I were visiting another world: where on earth 
have all these fraternity members come from, sitting at the ta-
bles, unmistakably colourful and loud? Amongst them are 
smartly dressed, nondescript young ladies. Not only their 
clothes, but they themselves seem to have stepped straight out 
of a mail-order catalogue. 

Was that the ‘silent majority’ who were having such a good 
time here? 
All that was really missing from the men’s flat caps and colour-
ful sashes were their school satchels and shoulder bags for 
their packed lunches. 
Why are they so invisible at the university? Do they represent 
the long-standing academic tradition of student childishness – 
although students were, mind you, already allowed to wear 
long trousers and drink beer? 

The city has evidently become too cramped for others too. 
Without any specific arrangement, some of the activists have 
gathered at the ‘Linde’ in Glottertal. 
HG gazes wistfully towards the mountains: “We should be 
studying in West Berlin. At least there’s something going on 
there!” 
“Yeah, yeah! ‘Tonight, we fight: street battle’!” 
“Which of you has actually been to Berlin?” Several raise their 
hands briefly. 
“And?” 
“Frustrated pub-goers.” 
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“No population loves their occupying soldiers as much as the 
Berliners love their Americans. For every word against the 
Yanks, you’ll get a punch in the face straight away.” 
“They’ve taken a clear stand. On the one hand, the locals, the 
right-wingers and the Springer newspapers; on the other, the 
left-wing students. The aggression there is being whipped up 
by the headlines in *BILD* and the *BZ*. If you compare that 
with Freiburg, where the *Badische Zeitung* takes great care 
to stay out of everything, then the Berlin students can only be 
grateful to Springer for giving them the public exposure that we 
simply don’t have here.” 
“Now, let’s take it easy. The Free University has the largest 
mass base for left-wing politics in Germany, even without the 
Springer press. As the occupying power, the USA quite delib-
erately introduced the students’ political mandate. Here in Frei-
burg, it’s primarily bourgeois traditions that prevail.” 
“They just don’t have Glottertal, red wine or the Black Forest 
in Berlin.” 
“Turn the Black Forest red!” 
“And why don’t they go to the Grunewald in Berlin?” 
“Firstly, because they’re city Indians, and secondly, there are 
no journalists in the Grunewald.” 
“Do you think an American president or vice-president would 
come to Freiburg?” 
“It’s all just a sham. The whole city is kept artificially alive 
every year with several billion, and the student organisations 
are funded by the Senate. Why are the comrades in the Berlin 
SDS so scared of losing their state funding?” 
“None of that matters. As long as Berlin is publicly regarded as 
the ‘capital of revolt’, that’s how it’ll stay. Whether you want 
to admit it or not. Legends don’t need reality.” 
“Nonsense. It’s in the provinces that it’s decided whether a so-
ciety’s consciousness changes. And by ‘provinces’ I mean not 
just as a geographical category, but as a mindset.” 
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“Have you become a Maoist? The Russian Revolution proves 
exactly the opposite.” 
“West Germany cannot be compared to the tsarist centralised 
state of the Russian model. In such centralised states, the me-
tropolis played a significant role. But the whole of West Ger-
many is the provinces without a metropolis!” 
“That is why we will continue to demonstrate and raise aware-
ness against the passing of the emergency laws!” 

 
42. 

 
In the office of the General Students’ Committee, representa-
tives of the various political groups have gathered to briefly go 
over the planned demonstration the following day, against the 
third reading and passing of the emergency laws. 
Moritz Wolf, the new AStA chair, Wormit and Guggenberger 
from the RCDS, Glenewinkel and Raydt from the KUS, 
Schlutius and Opitz from the SHB, Hermann Josef and I from 
the HSU, Manuel and Beate from the SDS. As always, the rep-
resentatives of the fraternities and sororities are conspicuous by 
their absence. 

My feeling that I’m closer to Beate – a quiet, natural sense of 
affinity – once again comes up against a wall of her indiffer-
ence today. I get the impression that if I were to ask her wheth-
er it wasn’t a fond memory, she’d ask me: “Pardon? What on 
earth are you talking about?” 

“Has the demonstration actually been registered and author-
ised?” As a law student and former AStA chair, Manuel is al-
ways mindful of formal correctness. 
Moritz Wolf pulls a piece of paper from his chair’s desk and 
hands it over to him: “Authorised? There’s no mention of that 
word in it. But you can probably deduce that from the numer-
ous conditions. Why else would there be conditions?” 
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Manuel briefly skims through the three pages, whilst curious 
questions are already coming from all sides: “What sort of 
conditions?” Finally, he turns the page back and looks round 
the room: “I’ll read out the sermon.”  
Nods of agreement. 
“So: ‘Concerns the organisation of a demonstration march and 
a rally “blah-blah-blah”...’” 
“Does it actually say ‘blah-blah-blah’?” 
“Nonsense, I’m just skipping over what everyone already 
knows. So, continuing: ‘… the following conditions are im-
posed in accordance with Section 15 of the Assembly Act’, in 
bold and underlined: ‘Firstly. The demonstration participants 
are to assemble at 4.30 pm on the university grounds by Col-
lege Building II. The procession will follow the route: Ber-
toldstraße – Kaiser-Joseph-Straße – Wallstraße – Schwabentor-
straße – Salzstraße – Kaiser-Joseph-Straße to Auf den Zinnen – 
back along Kaiser-Joseph-Straße – Eisenbahnstraße – Rathaus-
platz. After the rally, the demonstrators are to disperse from 
there. The dispersal must be completed by 6.30 pm at the lat-
est.” 
Beate taps Manuel on the shoulder: “Did you just misread that, 
or was it a Freudian slip that the person wrote there that the 
demonstrators are to disperse?” 
Manuel, puzzled, reads the passage again silently: “I read it 
correctly; it says here: ‘the dispersal of the demonstrators’.” 
General laughter: “They’d love that!” “As if we were ghosts 
who’d vanish without a trace at 6.30 pm once the haunting’s 
over!” 
“What does ‘formation’ mean? Are we supposed to line up in 
rows and columns like in the army?” 
“Apparently he’s confusing the demonstration with a carnival 
parade! He even wrote ‘procession’!” 
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Manuel raises his hands defensively: “It’s all coming! Right, 
I’ll carry on reading. Point 2: ‘To maintain order and safety 
during the march, one steward must be appointed for every 40 
participants. Given the organiser’s estimated number of partici-
pants of around 1,000, 25 stewards are therefore required...’” 
Glenewinkel chuckles: “Can they be normal Leitz ring bind-
ers?” 
“Where are you supposed to order them from? Can’t you just 
buy them in any stationery shop?” 
‘What use are 40 people with just one steward? I demand a 
steward for each and every one!’ 
Undeterred, Manuel carries on reading: he is clearly used to the 
legalese from his studies and has no patience for the philologi-
cal nonsense of German literature scholars. 
‘... The stewards must be of legal age and identified by white 
armbands, which may bear only the word “steward”. The final 
number of stewards must be communicated to the police offic-
ers present. Point 3: The loudspeaker used at the rally must not 
exceed a volume of 60 phon. During the march, the loudspeak-
er may only be used for the purposes of maintaining order.” 
He hurries on, reading without pause: “Fourthly. Leaflets must 
not be distributed during the march...’ ” 
“Are handwritten leaflets permitted?” 
“Point 5: During the march, troops must march in rows of six 
and in marching blocks of approximately 100 men each. A dis-
tance of 30 metres must be maintained between the individual 
marching blocks. The distance between rows must not exceed 1 
metre. The column must not come to a halt. The column must 
keep to the far right-hand side of the road.” 
“Just a moment. If six rows make up a block and a block is 
supposed to be about a hundred men …” 
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Beate pipes up: “Where are the women actually allowed to 
march?” 
“From a police perspective, they’re not allowed to join in!” 
“KCC! Kitchen, church, children. Women belong in the kitch-
en. They have no business being on the streets!” 
“... so that means, a hundred divided by six, about sixteen in 
each row?” 
“Sixteen and three-quarters men!” 
Wormit protests: “Nonsense! They should walk six abreast in a 
row, which makes seventeen rows per block!” 
“Do they teach you that at CDU party conferences?” 
“Do they have to march in step, or is a goose-step perhaps even 
required?” 
“Do you need military training for that, or can a civilian do it 
too?” 
“What?” 
“To march within the formation with a maximum distance of 
one metre between the rows!” 
“Point 6: Participants who disrupt order must be excluded by 
the leader. Participants must behave in such a way throughout 
the event that no one is harmed, hindered or harassed.” 
“So, if you come begging for cigarettes off me again – in offi-
cialese: if you harass me – then I’ll report you to the leader and 
he’ll lock you up!” 
“Quiet, for goodness’ sake! So either I carry on reading with-
out interruption…” 
“All right, fine! Go on, carry on.” 
“Seventh: Weapons may not be carried by participants in the 
march or by stewards. Eighth. Participants, including stewards 
and organisers, must comply with the instructions of the police 
officers responsible for supervising the march. Ninth. The 
march takes place at the participants’ and the organiser’s own 
risk and peril.  
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From his event, therefore, no claims whatsoever may be made 
against the City of Freiburg. Information on legal remedies: An 
appeal may be lodged against this order. The appeal must be 
lodged in writing or recorded on the record within one month 
of notification of this order at the police authority – Office for 
Public Order – Freiburg im Breisgau, Baseler Straße 2, Room 
317. On behalf of, Dr Ruf, City Legal Adviser.” 
A deafening silence. 

All this bureaucratic nonsense can’t possibly be true! 

“When’s this letter dated?” Manuel 
flicks back through the pages: “To-
day.” 
“And the demonstration is tomorrow. What’s the point of being 
able to lodge an appeal within a month...”. 
“Carl, shut up!” 
“It’s completely ridiculous that we’re making fun of some bu-
reaucratic arsehole and his empty phrases. Why are we actually 
demonstrating against the emergency laws if they’re already 
being put into practice? If the right to express democratic opin-
ions in public is only permitted in the form of a flock of sheep 
or in the formation of a military battalion, then we’ve already 
got a regimented society and a state of emergency for democ-
racy!” 
“The orders issued by the police forces entrusted with monitor-
ing the march… That’s pure authoritarian German, just like in 
the GDR or in Nazi jargon.” 
“Farewell, O glorious days of youth! The future began long 
ago. We just haven’t noticed it until now!” Hermann Josef, 
who has remained silent until now, speaks up in his thoughtful, 
precise manner: “In 1965, I registered a torchlight procession 
for the HSU against the planned emergency laws, and, if I re-
call correctly, that was the exact wording back then. I can look 
it up in my archives if you’d like.” 
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“That doesn’t mean anything. That’s just the bureaucratic lan-
guage of a city lawyer.” 
Guggenberger backs up his fellow student from the RCDS: 
“How else are you supposed to maintain public order if certain 
rules aren’t agreed upon? After all, we don’t live here on our 
own…” 
“Who here has agreed on what rules with whom?” The usually 
calm Hermann Josef has a sharp edge to his voice: “Rules are 
being imposed here in a high-handed, one-sided manner. All 
that’s missing, really, are the threats of punishment for failing 
to comply with these rules.” 
“They know every one of us, don’t they! Yet they themselves 
hide behind their laws and uniforms. Our demand for individu-
ality and accountability on the part of the police, through the 
open display of their names or their service numbers 
… they just laugh at that and entrench themselves behind the 
anonymity of their state role and their statutory mandate: the 
state, after all, is supra-individual, and they personally cannot 
be held accountable.” 
Wormit and Raydt wanted to protest against this but were 
stopped by Beate: “Even if Carl did just get unnecessarily loud, 
he’s right on the substance of the matter. The fascistic nature of 
the bourgeois state is also evident in these official statements 
on the right to demonstrate. Even if you from the RCDS are 
right that there must be rules, Hermann Josef is even more right 
in saying that these aren’t rules at all, but pronouncements in 
fascistic language of domination!” 
Glenewinkel picks up on a different thread: “I can’t remember 
who mentioned Nazi jargon earlier, but it would certainly be 
fitting to describe the emergency laws as Nazi laws. Nazi 
standing for ‘emergency’.” 
Everyone looks at one another, bewildered. 
“Nonsense!” Manuel is the first to find his voice again. “First-
ly, politically speaking, that goes way too far, and you can’t 
make anyone understand that; fortunately, we don’t live in fas-
cist Germany …” 
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“If fascism returns, it won’t be in the same form! It will retain 
its essence – but its outward appearance will change!” Manuel 
remains undeterred: “… and secondly, that would have legal 
consequences that are unnecessary.” 
“Hear, hear! The true words of the SDS!” Wormit thinks he’s 
having a laugh. 
“Wormit, you’re laughing at the wrong bit again! We were still 
on the subject of this city councillor’s official façade. But just 
as it will be impossible to make the ordinary citizen understand 
the diversity of consciousness in and of itself, so too is it fu-
tile...” 



143  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: Blue Flower Red 

 

 
 

In front of the Regional Council building on Kaiser-Joseph-Straße 
(Badische Zeitung, 30 May 1968) 
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Manuel is interrupted by the AStA chair: “I have other things 
to do besides discussing states of consciousness. Does anyone 
else have any questions about tomorrow’s demonstration?” 
No one has any more questions. 

Demonstration in accordance with the conditions. 
Flags? Not mentioned anywhere: in the second block of the 
march, four large red flags gleam in the bright afternoon sun. 
The citizens of Freiburg look at us students as if we were exotic 
animals on display at the zoo. 
That’s it, then. 

 
In the ‘Harmonie’ hall that evening, the atmosphere is buzzing. 
The key phrase in the discussions is ‘repressive tolerance’. 
Herbert Marcuse used this term to characterise the state of 
Western democracies, in which opponents are tolerantly grant-
ed a regulated framework for expressing their views, but no-
body takes this opposition seriously, and if they fail to observe 
the regulations, they are repressively suppressed. 

 
The following day, a thousand students gather in the universi-
ty’s main lecture theatre. After two hours of discussion, they 
reach a consensus: ‘We will not allow our democratic right to 
demonstrate to be regulated!’ 
Without prior notice, they take to the streets to carry out the 
protest march to the Regional Council that has just been decid-
ed upon: a thousand students on the streets, plus passers-by; 
public transport can no longer get through. 
Regional President Dr Person receives a ten-member delega-
tion. He is unable to comply with their request to comment on 
the emergency laws and hold a public discussion in front of the 
Regional Council building for ‘technical reasons’. When of-
fered a megaphone, he points out that, as an intermediate au-
thority, the Regional Council has no influence whatsoever on 
federal legislation. 



145  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: Blue Flower Red 

 
 

Why does he fail to mention that, as an intermediate authority, 
he must then implement and apply the laws that have been 
passed? 

However, he invites thirty students into his large conference 
room to discuss the matter with him there. Those gathered on 
the street reject the offer conveyed to them. They wanted to 
speak to the District President in public. 
Everyone stands there indecisively for a while, until someone 
comes up with the idea of moving on to the Regional Post Of-
fice. But it’s already closing time there. 

Passers-by on the street shout abuse at us because the trams 
cannot run; they want to go home. In principle, they would cer-
tainly agree with us, but not in a way that prevents the trams 
from running and blocks the road. 
Try to understand the logic: so as long as the tram is running, 
are the passers-by against the emergency laws? 

MR PROPPER HAS A BLACK EYE. 
HE SAID ‘You yellow thing’ TO THE WHITE GIANT. 

A general assembly in the Audimax resolves: a strike against 
the passing of the emergency laws. 
This retreat to the university campus is the inevitable conse-
quence of the past fourteen days. 

 
43. 

 
HG and I picked up the latest HSU leaflet from IG Metall early 
on and, like the other picketers, are standing outside the doors 
of the college buildings—blocked by tables—from early on: all 
alone in the vast expanse. Ingrid and, a little later, Hermann 
Josef join us. 
Of the eight hundred fellow students who voted in favour of the 
strike and want to take an active part in it, just under fifty have 
actually turned up. 
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A few students, unaware of what’s going on, are handed a leaf-
let and, after a brief discussion, go on their way. 
“Do you think we can still go for breakfast?” 
“I’d rather not. I don’t quite trust the RCDS. They might just 
be waiting for us to be off guard.” 
To shake off our tiredness, we play football with a tennis ball 
that had been lying on the grass. After half an hour, out of 
breath, we sit down in the doorway. 
“Lenin quipped that no revolution in Germany would take 
place at a railway station…” 
“Why?” 
“Because the revolutionaries would all buy a platform ticket 
first.” 
“If there were any students involved, it wouldn’t take place be-
fore ten o’clock in the morning either.” 
“That’s not true. We’re here, aren’t we?” 
“But you wouldn’t buy a platform ticket either.” Gradually, 
more and more students arrive, including strike supporters, so 
that eventually a considerable number are sitting outside the 
doors. 

The more students arrive, the fewer leave. The gathering evi-
dently gives them the external support they lack as individuals. 

The first shouts of protest begin: “We won’t let anyone take 
away our democratic right to study!” 
‘If the emergency laws are brought into force, then you’ll have 
absolutely no right at all to study whatever you want!’ 
I just manage to grab the foot of a strike-breaker who is trying 
to step over me. Quite unintentionally, the man I’m holding on 
to kicks out and his boot hits HG on the shoulder. 
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The furious roar of those sitting down causes the strike-
breakers to retreat several steps: “Harcott! I’m going to report 
you for breach of the peace!” 

I recognise a representative of the ‘Democratic Centre’ threat-
ening me. Bright red face, tie and a lawyer! 

“Arnold, you should know from your law degree that two fun-
damental democratic rights are in conflict here. Yours to free-
dom of study and mine to freedom of demonstration. Breach of 
the peace is something else entirely.” 
“Have you registered the strike, and has it been authorised by 
the Vice-Chancellor?” 
The people sitting down joke: “No, we didn’t ask His Magnifi-
cence, Daddy the Vice-Chancellor, for permission!” “He’d 
probably only have allowed it if we were sitting on chairs!” 
“Sitting on the floor isn’t very academic!” “Unless it’s in over-
crowded lecture halls!” 
This is clearly too much for Arnold: “We’ll see which funda-
mental right is stronger! Mine or yours!” 
Waving his briefcase about, he forces his way through the seat-
ed protesters, who duck to avoid him. As if by chance, his 
swings with the leather briefcase strike the few women in the 
path. Finally, he pulls one of the tables aside and disappears 
through the door into the interior of the college building. The 
sit-in ends immediately: all the strikers have stood up as if by 
reflex and linked arms. 

The discussions become more boisterous than usual, as without 
arms – which were still linked – people instinctively speak 
louder: perhaps to compensate for the lack of gesticulation? 

It doesn’t take long for the strike-breakers to discover the new 
weak spot: Peter from the SDS takes the first blow to the pit of 
his stomach, followed by Ingrid, who is standing next to me. 
Both double over in pain, let go of each other, and four fellow 
students push their way through the gap, throwing punches, 
whilst those standing further back instinctively make way for 
them. I’ve moved up next to Ingrid, who’s doubled over in 
pain, whilst an SDS member tends to his comrade Peter. 
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Ingrid is holding her arms pressed against her stomach: beneath 
her cheerful freckles, she is as pale as a sheet: “Thanks, Carl, 
let me … I’ll move back a bit … I need to lie down for a mo-
ment …” 
Sheltered by the rows of people standing in front of her, she 
slowly catches her breath again, lying flat with a rolled-up 
jacket under her head. 
“Shall I get you a wet flannel?” 
“No, just stay here beside me. I’m gradually feeling better.” 
Slowly, her normal complexion returns: 
“Did you hear it too?” 
“What?” 
“When that bloke punched me, he hissed ‘SDS whore’ at me. 
But I’m neither in the SDS nor a whore.” 
“If I ever meet that pig, I’ll make him pay!” 
“Carl! No! No violence. That’s just the consequence of equali-
ty.” 
“What? That people beat up the weaker ones? You and Peter 
were the skinniest lads in the front row!” 
“Look at the fist I can make!” 
She grins and is back on her feet: “Just as well I had my hair 
cut. If that bloke had pulled me down by my plaits, I reckon I’d 
have gone absolutely mad.” 

I reckon her hair looks better this short, too. 

The ‘Democratic Centre’s’ strike-breaking actions are becom-
ing more brutal as the silent majority’s cheering grows louder, 
and passive resistance has reached a limit that threatens to tip 
over into fighting back: the strike is over. 
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44. 

 
I increasingly have the feeling of standing on two tracks at the 
same time – these tracks are diverging – the feeling of being 
torn apart. 
I wondered what on earth had got into Hansgeorg when he 
pressed a Bible into my hands this morning and muttered, al-
most as an afterthought: ‘John 8:32’. What was I supposed to 
do with a Bible? Unbaptised and unconfirmed as I am. I had to 
find my way around it first before I could locate the Gospel ac-
cording to John. Chapter 8: ‘28 Then Jesus said to them, 
“When you have heard the Son of Man, you will realise that it 
is I, and that I do nothing on my own, but speak just as the Fa-
ther has taught me. 29 And the One who sent me is with me. 
The Father does not leave me alone; for I always do what 
pleases him. 30 As he spoke these words, many believed in him. 
31 Then Jesus said to the Jews who had believed in him: ‘If you 
abide by my word, you are truly my disciples, 32 and you will 
know the truth, and the truth will set you free.’ 
The very same sentence that is carved and gilded above the 
main building of the university! THE TRUTH SHALL SET YOU 
FREE: Professor Doctor Jesus of Nazareth?! Was Jesus per-
haps a full professor of theology?! 
It would certainly fit – at least when one considers the High 
Priest in St Peter’s Basilica in Rome today. 
Is this university, as a whole, a Catholic theological faculty? 
There is only one truth! Mine! Will the 
truth turn you into porridge? 
I simply feel taken for a ride: placing Aristotle and Homer, 
with their names inscribed on the plinth, at the entrance, and a 
Bible quotation in huge golden letters high up on the building’s 
wall, without any source reference. 
The glittering golden promise of a truth: nothing more than the 
ideological demand for submission and allegiance! 
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45. 

 
Normal lecture sessions have resumed: the pressure was off, 
the excitement had fizzled out, the hot summer is here: even in 
the mornings, many students would rather sit on the stone steps 
in the gently babbling riverbed of the Drei-sam than in the sti-
fling, overcrowded lecture theatres. 
Voter turnout in the student council elections has shrunk to 39 
per cent. 
The protests that took place just a few days ago in Frankfurt, 
Munich, Berlin, Hamburg, Münster, Bonn, Stuttgart, Cologne, 
Giessen and Heidelberg seem to have been forgotten, just like 
those in Freiburg. 

Imperceptibly, the centre of opposition has shifted even further 
back into the university. The reactions of the vice-chancellors 
and the ‘democratic’ students make it all too clear: conditions 
at the university are an exact reflection of the overall distribu-
tion of power in society. 

In Heidelberg, the Students’ Council has expressed its confi-
dence in the AStA, which had been suspended by the Vice-
Chancellor. The Administrative Court in Münster has simply 
rejected a motion by the Vice-Chancellor to ban student bodies 
from engaging in political activities. 
In Frankfurt, the occupied university was cleared by the police 
at the rector’s request, as was the occupied Institute of Japanese 
Studies at the Free University of Berlin. When a general as-
sembly demanded the Rector’s appearance and he refused to at-
tend, the Rector’s Office at the Free University was occupied: 
the following day, several professors were left trembling with 
fear at home when they received their summary dismissal on 
Rector’s Office letterhead, bearing the Rector’s official seal. 
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46. 

 
I am lying in the sun on the lawn next to the canteen, shaking 
my head as I read a special edition of the *Frankfurter Rund-
schau*: ‘The Sham Revolution and Its Children. Six Theses on 
Tactics, Goals and Situational Analyses of the Oppositional 
Youth. By Prof. Jürgen Habermas’. 
A few days ago, Manuel briefly mentioned that Habermas had 
spoken at the VDS student and school pupils’ congress in 
Frankfurt. He had then muttered something along the lines of 
“professorial arsehole”, but didn’t want to explain it in more 
detail, as that would have taken too long. 

I agree with Manuel – but certainly for a different reason than 
the comrade. 

‘Taking the behaviour of the SDS as a starting point …’, 
‘Among the slogans that guide the actions of the most active 
sections of the student body, there are, to my knowledge, three 
assertions that reduce very difficult and unresolved discussions 
from the field of Marxian social theory to the convenient for-
mat of truisms.’ This was followed by an exposition on the cri-
sis theory of capitalism, the assumption that the socio-
economic class antagonism can be inflamed into a political 
conflict, and that there is a causal link between the stability of 
the developed capitalist countries and the catastrophic econom-
ic situation of the countries in the Third World. 
“As far as I can see, these three fundamental convictions form 
the prevailing frame of reference within the SDS at present, 
within which the role of student and school protests is under-
stood. This is bound to lead to misunderstandings.” I groan 
wearily. 
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It is quite astonishing how much Habermas, a clever man, was 
evidently so taken with the Frankfurt riots and his advanced 
seminar discussions that he no longer perceived the overall 
context of the extra-parliamentary opposition. 
Has Habermas, for some time now, been reading nothing but 
*BILD*, or *Der Spiegel*, or *BILD am MONTAG*? 
Both Springer and Augstein, operating under the conditions of 
sensationalist journalism, had agreed that the SDS was the 
ringleader. 

 
JUST WAIT, YOU RAVEN SCUM,  
HABERMAS WILL BE  
AFTER YOU SOON! 

 
I still remember very clearly Hermann Josef’s talk at the HSU 
meeting in October last year: the sevenfold reduction of the ex-
tra-parliamentary opposition.  

A few weeks ago, Manuel had explained to me how this ‘ring-
leader theory’ had come about. 
It was true that the SDS had been the loudest at the start: that’s 
why the professors, vice-chancellors, journalists and police of-
ficers knew the leading comrades of the SDS. Whenever those 
responsible were sought during protests, they singled out those 
they already knew – in other words, the SDS members. This al-
leged ring-leading was, of course, marvellous, free publicity for 
the SDS, but at its core it stemmed solely from the laziness of 
the professors, vice-chancellors, journalists and police officers, 
who could not be bothered to memorise other faces and names 
as well. 

When Habermas gave his rebellious advanced seminar stu-
dents a theoretical telling-off, what was the point of that? 

Of course, I also know a few SDS members who, like big, 
naughty teenagers, boastfully play with theoretical building 
blocks, but that meant: putting a fringe group in the spotlight. 
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When SDS members meet every week with the IG Metall 
chairman in Freiburg to exchange views, when partnerships 
have formed in Stuttgart between trade unionists and students – 
both sides are aware of their respective dependencies and limi-
tations. 
‘Since when has there been anything in the paper about New 
High German grammar?’ 
I squint against the sun, even though I’ve already recognised 
the bright voice of Gideon the poet. 
Gideon the Poet’s real name is actually Hans Gideon Momm-
sen; he comes from Munich, the son of very wealthy parents, 
highly cultured and thoroughly apolitical. 
I’d met him on a course. With his sparkling blue eyes and per-
petually irresistible good humour, he usually brushes aside all 
questions and problems with an ironic smile. 
A friendly competition had developed between us to see who 
had the most complete works of German poets at home. Having 
bought a second-hand complete works of Heinrich Heine, I am 
currently one volume ahead. 
Gideon’s true purpose in life: literature. 

He writes very poetic verse and absurd short stories – in short: 
Gideon, the poet. 

“Are you coming along to the Protestants Students’ Society 
party at the Old University tonight?” 
I haven’t got any plans for the evening yet: “What am I sup-
posed to do there?” 
“I’d like to carry out an empirical experiment on the relation-
ship between form, language and behaviour.” 
“Go on, then.” 
“But I need someone to come with me. I can’t do it on my 
own.” 
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47. 
 
 
Gideon the Poet and I have dressed up as ‘dandies’ for the evening. 

I had a bit of trouble at first: the accumulated dust wouldn’t 
brush off. Then I realised that the suit had become too small for 
me: I must have grown. So I decided: ‘Like a stork in a salad’ 
could well look quite original. 

We arrived very early and, after a quick look round the court-
yard, we picked out two chairs, which we deliberately posi-
tioned so that half the walkway was blocked off for the other 
guests. 
Now we sit down in such a way that we slump casually into the 
garden chairs and cross our legs, stretching them out as far as 
possible. The passageway narrows accordingly. With an air of 
nonchalance, we light our cigarettes, raise an eyebrow and chat 
boredly. 
“Do you think …”, closing our eyes, opening our eyes, gazing 
into the distance, “... we should move the chairs back a tiny 
bit?” Gazing into the distance, a long sweep of the arm, a drag 
on the cigarette, swinging the arm back, 
“Oh, no…”, slowly closing his eyes, slowly opening them, a 
distant gaze, “we should – just – leave – it – as – it is.” Nasal 
emphasis. 

Fascinating! My initial urge to laugh grew weaker by the mi-
nute. The reactions of the other guests became increasingly ir-
relevant. When Gideon and I weren’t exchanging melancholic 
glances, we gazed profoundly, yet vacantly, into the distance. 
No one dared to disturb us or asked us, for example, to kindly 
tuck our legs in a little to leave the others a bit more space. Po-
litely – almost apologetically, as if to say they’d just happened 
to be passing by – everyone waited. Our air of arrogance and 
indifference: an invisible barrier that no one dared to cross. 
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After an hour, I gradually start to feel back pain. I pull my legs 
in again – the agreed signal when someone wanted to leave, 
and we strolled through the crowd towards the exit, just as 
smugly as we’d been sitting there. 
Out on the street, we’re doubled up with laughter, then I get 
angry: “What on earth were they scared of? I’d either have giv-
en those insolent louts a piece of my mind or, in a friendly but 
firm manner, pushed their legs out of the way!” 
Gideon the poet, unfazed by my outburst, hops jubilantly from 
one foot to the other on the pavement: 
“It worked! Did you notice how our style of speech changed 
and eventually became one with the external form!” 
“Well, yes. I found it rather fascinating how easily the com-
rades-in-arms can be manipulated! That’s terrible!” 
“Oh, come on, Carl, don’t be so serious. It was just a novella 
by Gottfried Keller. Instead of on paper, in real life. And that’s 
exactly the point I wanted to get at. Keller merely describes the 
outward form that commands people’s respect. He’s neglected 
the inner form. If the tailor wears a nobleman’s valuable coat 
but doesn’t imitate his behaviour and speech, the assumption 
that he’s a nobleman must collapse.” 
“No. Gottfried Keller describes the tailor correctly. He can 
maintain his normal behaviour, as the assumption that he is 
travelling incognito effectively forbids him from displaying 
any haughty behaviour. The introduction of the element of in-
cognito makes his modesty and his defensiveness all the more 
telling indicators that he is, in fact, of noble birth! Besides, I 
have no desire for such experiments!” 

A long discussion ensued about whether people want to be ma-
nipulated, what constitutes stupidity, and whether poetic imag-
ination is a form of manipulation – particularly when it invents 
a story to match how things actually were. 
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48. 

 
The Baden-Württemberg Higher Education Act required uni-
versities to adopt new constitutions by 31 March 1969. 
Formally, the Act provides universities with a broad framework 
to determine all matters relating to majorities, parity, the struc-
ture of the university, and the rights of the teaching staff and 
the students themselves: the Constitutional Assembly was 
elected. 
After lengthy discussions, the HSU and SDS decided not to 
stand as candidates in the elections to the Constitutional As-
sembly. The composition of the Assembly corresponds to the 
Prussian three-class suffrage system. What is the point of par-
ticipating in such an assembly when it is clear that very little 
will change? In accordance with the Higher Education Act, the 
Basic Regulations Assembly comprises 22 full professors, 3 
lecturers, 3 academic advisers, 4 assistants and 10 students. An 
absolute majority of 22:10:10. 
With just one dissenting vote, the Students’ Council is calling 
for the new Vice-Chancellor to resign: as chair of the elected 
General Assembly, the Vice-Chancellor is not in a position to 
understand the views of all groups regarding their higher edu-
cation policies. 

Rumours are circulating: the new rector was elected by his fel-
low professors precisely because he – an apolitical classical 
philologist specialising in German studies and a Swiss national 
– would not project any political profile of his own. During his 
first public appearance as rector, he is said to have come to an 
abrupt halt upon entering the packed Lecture Theatre A and to 
have muttered: ‘I’ve never spoken in front of so many students 
before’. 

In the ‘Uni-Presse’ published by him, Rector Professor Bruno 
Boesch has traced the university’s problems back to its over- 
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crowding and spoke of “an indestructible and healthy core of 
the German university”, which must not be cast aside because 
of temporary difficulties. As a precaution, he simultaneously 
threatened the students with “a firm hand”. 
However, he has also let it be known that, should things get too 
heated, he would retreat to his Swiss chalet. 

Not on: announcing that one will abscond when the going gets 
tough: desertion. Dishonourable. 

 
 

49. 
 

The canteen is dozing away in the afternoon lull: the last day of 
the summer term. Only a few students are sitting here and 
there, reading books and newspapers over their coffee, when 
Beate comes storming in, her hair flying: ‘The Academic Sen-
ate hasn’t rejected the motion!’ 
“Did you expect anything else?” blurts out Manuel, with whom 
I’m currently discussing the General Assembly. 
“Sorry, what motion?” I asked. Beate 
looks at me. 
Ah: I love that angry look she could sometimes give – when she 
was annoyed. 
“The fraternity members have applied for the fraternities to be 
allowed to wear their colours on the university campus again. 
This had been banned at the time by the French military gov-
ernment.” 
“And what reason did they give for why the occupation law 
should be repealed?” 
“Precisely that, and in particular that the SDS would appear on 
campus with its red flags and be tolerated there: that’s why the 
fraternity members must also be allowed to display their col-
ours!” 
“And the Academic Senate didn’t reject that?” 
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“No. It opted in favour of Hennis’s motion that the fraternities 
should be granted this right again if they declared themselves to 
be political organisations. Only political organisations would 
be entitled to this right under the Basic Law.” 
Manuel laughs in surprise. “That Hennis is a brilliant arsehole. 
He knows full well that the fraternities won’t do exactly that!” 
The admiration for Hennis’s independent-mindedness as a pro-
fessor is unmistakable. 

 
 

50. 
 

End of term. Saturday. 9 am: Not a time when one would ex-
pect large crowds: the General Assembly has been convened 
for its inaugural meeting; the corridors are empty. Unexpected-
ly, more than just the elected student representatives are seated 
at the back of the room. 
The Vice-Chancellor looks indecisively at the banners:  
‘THE UNIVERSITY IS GOING TO RUIN,  
AS PER THE BASIC REGULATIONS! 
HERE MEETS THE ‘HEALTHY CORE’ OF THE GERMAN 
UNIVERSITY! 

 
Agenda Item 1: Decision on public access. 
The public nature of the meetings was one of the conditions set 
by the student representatives for their participation in the as-
sembly at all. 
His Magnificence looks questioningly at the uninvited guests. 
Then he makes up his mind: “Gentlemen, please leave the 
room; we must vote first. Afterwards, the session will be open 
to the public, and you may come back in if that is what is de-
cided.” 
Scoffing laughter. 
The Vice-Chancellor invokes his right to regulate access to the 
premises. 
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It’s no use. We’re staying. 

“If you don’t leave, I’ll have your names found out!” 
Laughter. 
His Magnificence orders Bailiff Fischer to go round the back 
and write down the names. The bailiff is given a pen and a 
piece of paper and hurries off to ask. 
“Why are you asking? You know most of us by name, don’t 
you?” Nothing more. 
Bailiff Fischer hurries back and reports. 
His Magnificence is not satisfied; his face turns bright red and 
he raises his voice: “That’s dishonest! A real man stands by 
what he does and gives his name.” 

None of the students is a ‘real man’. 

Mr Bollinger suggests changing rooms: his law seminar is held 
one floor up. 
The gathering moves on, the students with their banners fol-
lowing behind. The doors to the law seminar room are narrow. 
A face check: ‘Anyone with a beard isn’t allowed in’. 

No idea who came up with that slogan: only one in ten students 
has a beard. 

His Magnificence tries with both hands to bar one of the beard-
ed men from entering. 

Unfortunately, it is the full professor of mathematics, an elect-
ed member of the assembly. Naturally, he wants to go in. 

Eventually, someone sets His Magnificence straight. The math-
ematician, Professor Felscher, is allowed in despite his beard 
and corduroy jacket. The students, including the elected repre-
sentatives, are left standing outside. 
The lock-out is almost successful: two or three SDS members 
throw themselves to the floor in the doorway; in no time at all 
there are eight or nine students. The door is blocked. 
‘You cannot grant the public access! It is a demand inherent in 
democratic systems!’ 
Someone retorts: “Science isn’t democratic!” 
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Institute director Bollinger has no intention of discussing the 
matter: he springs straight into action.  

Handing his briefcase to a colleague, he throws himself into the 
fray. Hands outstretched, clinging to the doorframe, he kicks 
downwards wherever he can land a blow. 

First he lands a blow on two faces: an eye and a cheek begin to 
bruise – then a stomach. Those sitting down hold his feet tight 
to avoid further kicks. He steps back: takes a fresh run-up – 
this time with a bit more momentum: he kicks a nose, which 
starts to bleed – with his other foot he smashes a bag of toma-
toes that one of the seated figures is holding in their arms. Two 
squashed tomatoes remain stuck to his jacket sleeve, the others 
scatter across the floor – then Mr Bollinger is done: well done. 
Very much in the spirit of a colleague from Würzburg who, at 
the opening of the Würzburg GOV in the face of a sit-in by pro-
testing students, is said to have issued the slogan: ‘Those who 
were at Stalingrad, on them!’ 

The tomatoes, originally intended for lunch, are transformed, 
once released, into projectiles. 

A tomato bursts against a professor’s face: the commotion es-
calates: several professors spring into action: tearing the ban-
ners to shreds. 

As those remaining outside retreat – no one feels the need to 
get into a brawl – the professors unexpectedly discover a sec-
ond door and all vanish into the law seminar in the blink of an 
eye. 
It is agreed that the meetings shall be held in camera. 
However, expressions of disapproval or applause are prohibited 
and will result in the public being excluded. 
With that, the remaining students also head off on holiday and 
the public sessions of the Basic Order Assembly begin. 
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51. 
 
During the semester holidays, I’m on the move: always along 
the motorways and along the country roads. 
Every weekday has its set route: Mondays to Lörrach and the 
surrounding area, Tuesdays to Konstanz and Lake Constance, 
Wednesdays all the way up to Pforzheim … Delivering garden 
tools, lawnmowers and spray pumps from the wholesaler in 
Freiburg to the retail shops and collecting repairs.  

Over the course of the weeks, I’m getting used to driving these 
routes on my left bum cheek, keeping time to think whilst driv-
ing. 

Sometimes, when I sit on the bench in front of the garden shed 
in the evening, under the apple trees, doing my housework – 
darning socks, sewing on torn-off buttons – or reading, I think 
back to those carefree days with Nina. A year has passed since 
then. 

 
52. 

 
“I’m on my knees, to Eloise” ... Bamm, string, bamm ... “you 
are the one, so hear my prayer” ... yeah, yeah, yeah ... Pa, di, 
pa, di di damm.” The sun is shining, I’ve cranked the car radio 
right up, there’s hardly any traffic on the motorway: I’m having 
a laugh, singing along at the top of my voice. 
Then a break: the news. 
“This morning, Warsaw Pact troops marched into Czechoslo-
vakia. The leader of the Communist Party, Alexander Dubček, 
has been arrested. According to unconfirmed reports, he and 
other members of the leadership have been taken to Moscow. 
Tanks …” I’m clutching the steering wheel; the words coming 
from the loudspeaker no longer reach me. 

Why am I always alone when news like this comes on? 
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There would be no ‘third way’: state socialism in its Asian 
form has shown that Stalinism was no accident. 

 
 

53. 
 

Before I can press the button labelled ‘Manuel’ amongst the 
jumble of doorbell buttons, I hear several voices from inside: 
the door is only ajar. Curious, I step into the large hall. On both 
sides, staircases lead to the upper floors, from which various 
voices can be heard: ‘Bakunin’s peed on the carpet again!’ ‘I 
told you he was an anarchist filthy pig!’ “Can someone help 
me? Lenin has nearly bitten Marx’s ear off! He’s bleeding like 
mad!” “Has anyone seen Mao Zedong? If he’s run off to the 
garden again, I’m starting to get really fed up!” 
That was Manuel’s voice. 
“Bloody hell, I’ve just tripped over Stalin!” I didn’t recognise 
the voice. 
“Does that surprise you?” 

Actually, I’d only come to collect the documents from Manuel 
from the SDS Federal Delegates’ Conference, which he’d 
brought back from Frankfurt and which I wanted to work 
through. 

Just then, Manuel’s curly head appeared at the top of the right-
hand staircase: “Bloody hell, who’s left the front door open 
again?!” 
As I hurry to close the front door, Manuel comes down the 
stairs. “Hi, Carl…”, he says, wearily running his fingers 
through his curls, “…sorry, I wasn’t talking to you just now.” 
“Never mind, I didn’t take it personally either. You lot seem to 
be having problems?” 
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“Yeah, yeah. Anja, that daft cow, dragged a pregnant cat home 
a few weeks ago because of her social conscience. She had her 
kittens three weeks ago. It was quite cute, mind you, but this 
morning the mum suddenly died and the kittens are going 
bonkers. Now we’re stuck with the little creatures.” 
“And does Lenin keep biting Marx’s ear?” 
“That bloody Marx just won’t learn to defend himself. The oth-
ers too, especially Mao Tse-tung, are always jumping on him 
and beating him up. I’m already afraid he won’t survive.” 
I can’t help but grin to myself. 

What title could be more fitting for this domestic drama: ‘The 
Revolution Abandons Its Children’ or ‘The Struggle Against 
Left-Wing Sectarianism’? I was careful not to let on. Manuel 
might have taken that to mean that Marx might not survive the 
attacks – I didn’t want to do that to him. I know full well how 
highly Manuel thought of Karl Marx. On these matters, the 
comrades didn’t understand irony at all. 

Tentatively, I try to steer him away from his frenzied topic: 
“You wanted to give me the documents from the Federal Dele-
gates’ Conference …” 
Once again, Manuel runs his hand through his curls as if lost in 
thought. “Sorry, I’d completely forgotten. I’ve got them up-
stairs in my room. Why don’t you come up with me?” 
After a quick stroll across the terrace, from where he calls out 
“Mao?” several times, then loudly “Mao Zedong!” into the 
garden, he follows me up the stairs. “Turn left here; I’m in the 
first room.” 
With an apologetic gesture, he points to the mess in his room: 
various pieces of paper are scattered across the floor, inter-
spersed with several open books. This surprises me: I’d always 
known Manuel as a very proper, tidy comrade. 
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“Bakunin came storming through here a little while ago, and 
that anarchist arsehole …”. As he speaks, he’s already rum-
maging through a pile of papers on his desk, pulling out a few 
leaflets and stapled sheets, which he hands over to me: 
“That’s all there is in writing.” 
I briefly leaf through the papers and probe further, because 
Manuel’s remark had sounded very weighty to me, as if some-
thing more important than these papers had happened in Frank-
furt: “Has anything else noteworthy happened?” Manuel is 
standing by the window, apparently still searching for Mao 
Zedong in the garden, and shrugs his shoulders meaningfully. 

This wasn’t the Manuel I knew. Something must have happened 
to make him lose his inner balance. 

“Was your campaign targeting school pupils successful, and 
were there any new strategic approaches?” 
Manuel turns away from the window and slumps into an arm-
chair. Then he rubs his eyes, as if to shake off some tiredness, 
and begins to speak: “The girls have set up a women’s council 
because they reckon we men are nothing but counter-
revolutionary, chauvinist arseholes, for whom they’re nothing 
more than pretty decoration or good for a shag. They want to 
discuss, without men present, how not only people in general, 
but women in particular, can be freed from social constraints. 
They say women are the ‘blacks’ not only in capitalist systems, 
but in socialist society too. In other words: worldwide.” 
“Well, and what’s that got to do with the school assignment?” 
Manuel gives a pained smile. He looks at me wordlessly at 
first, then says: 
“Carl, even though you’re not a comrade, I’ll tell you what a 
leading comrade experienced.” 
I nod encouragingly. 
“So…”, Manuel takes a deep breath, “…one of the female 
comrades, this comrade’s girlfriend, had taken a few of the pu-
pils’ 
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delegates to discuss matters with them in a smaller group. 
When the comrade was on his way to the loo and wanted to 
pop in briefly to see the student working group, he froze in the 
doorway to the group’s room. His girlfriend was lying half on 
her back, stretched out on one of the tables, naked except for 
her blouse. To her right stood a few fully clothed pupils; to her 
left, a row with their trousers pulled down, and one of them, 
between her widely spread thighs, was currently fucking her 
vigorously.” 
“And?” 
“What do you mean, ‘and’? Can you spot any kind of political 
strategy in that when it comes to working with pupils?” 
“Does it always have to be political? From the male ‘theory of 
enlightenment’ to the female practice of enlightenment. 
Doesn’t that count as a personal strategic approach?” Manuel is 
impervious to any irony: “Oh, come off it! Let’s turn the whole 
situation on its head for a moment. If I were to slip off with 
twenty schoolgirls into one of the side rooms and give them all 
a proper shag, then I’d be...” 
“Of course – even if you could keep up with them at all – 
you’d get bad press. Understandably so. Because you’re over-
looking the difference.” 
“Pardon?” 
“You described yourself as the active partner who would be 
having sex with the girls. That girlfriend of the leading com-
rade wasn’t the active partner – she let herself be had. The pu-
pils were the active partners. That was pupil-led work.” 
“Are you saying it makes a difference who’s on top and who’s 
on the bottom?” 
“Of course. Whoever’s on top is the subject, whoever’s on the 
bottom is the object. So the question of who’s shagging whom 
– that is, who’s on top and who’s on the bottom – is also a 
question of revolutionary consciousness. And if our aim is to 
liberate all people so they become subjects of their own histo-
ry…” 
“That comrade’s definitely got a serious screw loose.” 
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“Didn’t Marx and Engels write anything on the question of 
which position a true revolutionary should take when having 
sex?” 
“No!” Manuel has buried his head in his hands again. 
“What? There’s not a single word about shagging in all those 
blue volumes of the MEW?” 
“No! For God’s sake!” In utter despair, Manuel covers his ears. 

This sort of despair really got on my nerves: it reminded me 
once again why I hadn’t become an orthodox Marxist. The ear-
ly phase following the Russian Revolution, when Alexandra 
Kollontai had advocated and practised free love – the ‘gulp of 
water’ theory – was no longer possible under the prevailing 
morality of the powerful comrades. Apparently, it’s counter-
revolutionary if a woman’s sexuality can no longer be con-
trolled. 

Then something occurred to me: ‘Perhaps you should ask Fritz 
Erik for advice. He’s always on about Wilhelm Reich’s theory 
of the function of the orgasm. Maybe he can help you, or both 
of you…’ 
‘Spare me this psychological rubbish!’  

Manuel clearly didn’t want any help – even though I under-
stood his reservations. It became clear once again that Wil-
helm Reich’s expulsion from the KPD in the 1920s had not 
been a historical mistake. Well, the socialists did place great 
importance on continuity and tradition: I didn’t care either 
way. 

I say goodbye. 
 

54. 

Gideon the poet has also stayed in Freiburg. We visit each oth-
er once a week, sitting together in the garden or in Gideon’s at-
tic room. 
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It’s one of those evenings again, this time on a Saturday. We’re 
sitting in front of the garden shed: rambling on about literature, the 
mild evening air is getting noticeably cooler, I’m shivering. Gide-
on must be feeling the same: “Do you think it’s even warmer by 
the Mediterranean?” 
“I reckon so.” 
“Shall we go?” 
“How long will it take us?” 
“About seven hours. The roads are clear at night.” 
“Let’s go then; if we hurry, we’ll be there by sunrise.” 

St Marie de la Mer was still shrouded in the dawn’s twilight: 
sleepy: it was too early for any café to be open. We sat on the 
sand, gazing out over the waters of the Mediterranean. 
The weariness of the journey, the damp chill of the sea in our 
bones: the warming morning sun was the blossoming of life. The 
day: an unreal dream, in the reality of being here: by the Mediter-
ranean with black coffee and dark cigarettes, the sun – the simul-
taneous awareness of being there: from which we had vanished for 
a few hours. 
In the moonless darkness of the return journey, the headlights of 
Gideon’s Volkswagen illuminated the island of our perception 
amidst the shadowy outlines of trees and houses gliding past as we 
drove through the villages. 
The world is scarcely populated: only we – and the few other cars 
we encountered – are the sole inhabitants of this world in the is-
lands of light amidst its darkness. 
Just as on the journey there, we take turns at the wheel. This way, 
one of us can always doze or sleep. 
The patter of gravel against the mudguards as we passed a road-
works site woke Gideon. He rubs his eyes: “Every great poet was 
once the editor of a literary magazine.” 
I glance over in surprise: Gideon must have been dreaming: 
“Rilke, Hofmannsthal … Even if the magazines were so good 
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…that they were commercially unsuccessful and were discon-
tinued after just one issue …” It really does sound like a dream. 
I smile; I liked Gideon: “Would you like to publish a literary 
magazine?” 
“Not exclusively literary. Moving, remarkable, forgotten … 
topics that run counter to the prevailing trend … that aren’t 
published, that get lost.” Gideon tries to illustrate with animat-
ed hand gestures what he cannot put into words: his hands 
formed circles, moved closer together, touched one another. 

I wanted to know: for me, talking is the preparation for action. 

“And you’d be the editor? Responsible for the content?” 
“Why do you ask?” 
“Then I’d take care of the technical side and the publishing 
work.” 
“How do you intend to finance 
it?” I laugh. 

That was a typical question from the intellectuals who shied 
away from taking action. 

“I’ve saved about four thousand marks, and it would be excit-
ing to see if that would be enough to produce a magazine.” 
Gideon is astonished: “How’s that going to work?” 
I think for a moment. “I’ll buy a small printing press, a decent 
typewriter, some paper, and off we go.” 
“You want to print it yourself?” 
“There’s no other way. Our working hours will be unpaid for 
the time being.” 
“That wouldn’t be the problem. And you reckon it’s actually 
possible?” 
“We’ll see. What should the magazine be called, then?” 
Gideon thinks for a moment: “Magazine for …?” 
“I like that. Magazine for.” 
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“For what?” 
“For, full stop. For everything. Why do you want to limit it to 
whatever? ‘Magazine for.’ It sounds positive. Everyone can 
make up their own mind.” 
“Well, I’m not sure yet. Besides, that can only be the subtitle.” 
“Why not? You already came up with the title yourself a mo-
ment ago.” 
“Me?” 
“Yes. You wanted topics that go against the grain of the main-
stream, so: ‘Quer’...” 
“Contrary to what?” 
“Querbuch, Querschläger, Querdenker, …” 
“Querhefte!” 
And so the idea begins to take shape. At least it already has a 
name. 

 
 

55. 
 

On Monday, I hand in my notice for my term-time holiday job, 
to finish at the end of next week. I’m impatient. 
Before the semester starts, I still have to go to Hamburg for a 
few days. Mum gets caught up in my enthusiasm and, after a 
moment’s hesitation, hands over the savings book. 
I ring various companies that sell printing presses – every-
thing’s too expensive – meet up with old friends, go on a trip 
with my school friend Susanne to the archaeology exhibition in 
Hanover, and flick through the newspapers: a small advert un-
der ‘For Sale’: “Complete A4 Rotaprint printing system, in-
cluding plate setter. DM 1,500.” I ring up, arrange a viewing; 
the seller is based in Itzehoe. On arrival: a machine the same 
size as the matrix transfer printers I was familiar with. Howev-
er, it’s more compact, heavier, with chrome, blanket and im-
pression cylinders. 
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The seller, an insurance agent, showed me how it worked: I’d 
soon get the hang of it – transferring the paper template onto a 
negative in the exposure unit, then running the metal plate 
through the developer, fixing it, and the printing plate was 
ready. Clamp it in, press the crank, a few turns, flip the lever, 
and the printed sheets of paper fall into the output tray. 
The prepared sales contract is signed to the satisfaction of both 
parties. Collection and payment to be arranged by mutual 
agreement. 
To type up the documents, I buy a brand-new IBM typewriter 
with proportional typeface for the sum of DM 1,500 as well, 
and am now faced with the problem of how to transport it. 
Fortunately, the front passenger seat and the rear bench in my 
mum’s VW Beetle can be removed without too much trouble. 
In Itzehoe, with the help of the insurance agent, I hoisted the 
typewriter next to the driver’s seat, whilst the base went onto 
the back seat. In Hamburg, the wide typewriter was then loaded 
on top, and I was already on my way along the motorway to 
Frankfurt. There, Gideon the poet took over the transport to 
Freiburg in his VW. 

Freed from the weight of the heavy press, the Volkswagen shot 
forward in Frankfurt with such a jolt that I slammed on the 
brakes straight away. I was in a hurry; I was supposed to be 
back in Hamburg by evening: my father hadn’t noticed a thing 
about the whole operation and would only ask questions if I – 
who was officially in Hamburg – didn’t sleep there that night. 

The kitchen table from the garden shed is standing outside the 
door – the printing press, now set up, needs the space in the 
kitchen. 
As a test, I want to print a newspaper page. Place the newspa-
per on the glass plate, lay the negative on top, align it, close the 
lid, pump the vacuum, switch on the exposure timer, wait. Then 
release the vacuum, open the lid and run the negative with the 
printing plate through the developer. Wait for the contact time, 
remove the negative paper, … both sides of the newspaper are 
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visible on the printing plate. So, the other way round. Negative 
paper facing down, newspaper on top,  metal plate fixed, left to 
dry, preserved. 
In the box of chemicals and accessories that the insurance 
agent in Itzehoe gave me, there are also two tins of black print-
ing ink. Using a spatula, I fill the machine’s ink tray with the 
black ink; I’ve already stacked the paper, hook the printing 
plate into the clamping rails, and off we go. 
Even after I’ve fitted the rotating ink rollers, the printing plate 
doesn’t seem to be taking any ink. I clutch my head in frustra-
tion. 

If there was no ink on the rollers, no ink could have got onto 
the printing plate. Where was the lever that made the wobbling 
roller transfer the ink from the ink tray onto the rollers? 

After two attempts, I found the right adjustment wheel: the 
thick ink-application rollers were now inked. Now, however, 
the printing plate is turning black too: the text has disappeared 
beneath the ink. I’ve obviously overlooked something. I switch 
the machine off to think it over. 
I can’t work out what I’ve done wrong. So I need some expert 
advice. 
From the phone box at the tram stop, I ring the Rotaprint dealer 
in Freiburg. The representative on the other end of the line lis-
tens to my query. 
“What sort of dampening solution did you use?” 
I don’t understand the question: “Why do I need dampening so-
lution?” 
There’s a strangely long silence on the other end of the line. 
“How long have you had the machine for?” 
“Since today!” 
“Have you had a look at the manual yet?” 
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“What manual?” 
That strange silence on the other end of the line again. 
“Would it be all right if I popped round to see you this after-
noon?” 
“Certainly!” and I give him the address. 
The Rotaprint sales representative sat down on the corner 
bench, looking astonished: “Where on earth did you get that 
from?” 
I briefly tell him the story. 
“Did that person also tell you what year the machine was 
made?” 
“No. What do you mean?” 
The sales representative thinks for a moment: “Well, I’ve never 
seen a machine like this before: RKL, black model, with an 
open base, non-adjustable front stop… I’d guess around 1930.” 
Now it’s my turn to be surprised: the machine is almost twice 
as old as I am! 
“Is that a disadvantage?” 
“No, not at all. These machines are so robustly built that you’ll 
still be able to print on them in a hundred years’ time. After all, 
you can still drive a 1920 Mercedes today, even if it’s not as 
fast or as comfortable as a modern 190 series.” 
“And that’s why the printing plate stays black?” 
The Rotaprint representative is delighted by such a lack of 
knowledge: at last he’s been able to pass on his expertise to an 
unsuspecting apprentice. I’m given a crash course in printing 
technology and machine operation: offset printing, ink-water 
balance, hydrophilic, hydrogen, … duct roller, lift roller, damp-
ening rollers, Hydrocolour unit, spreader … After the theoreti-
cal training, I fetch two bottles of beer and the practical part 
begins. 

Here, something concrete, something real, was happening. A 
practical possibility I hadn’t even thought of before: leaflets, 
information sheets, stationery… and whatever else needed 
printing. 
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Admittedly, operating the museum-piece machine requires a 
fair bit of finesse, but that shouldn’t be a stumbling block. The 
machine can’t stay in the kitchen permanently; the table had to 
go back in too. I need a printing room. I’m sure I’ll be able to 
find one. 

 
 

56. 
 

For the winter term of 1968/69, I am taking four lectures: In-
troduction to Structural Linguistics of German / 20th-Century 
Poetry / The German Novel of the 19th Century / Ideological 
Foundations of American Foreign Policy. In addition, three 
proseminars: The Development of Modern Drama: Schiller, 
Büchner, Weiss / Introduction to Comparative Political Science 
with Special Reference to Great Britain / Introduction to Ger-
man Foreign Policy; and two practicals: Introduction to Art 
History Research / Ceramics Practical. 

Admittedly, this was less than in the summer term, but it was 
more realistic, allowing me to cover the topics more thoroughly 
and giving me enough time. I had to try and juggle four things 
at once. 

The course timetable takes top priority. I might be able to miss 
a lecture once or even drop it altogether, but there are no certif-
icates for that. The introductory seminars and practicals are es-
sential in themselves – after all, why am I studying? – and reg-
ular attendance, alongside a written assignment, is a prerequi-
site for obtaining a certificate, which I’ll need later for the ex-
ams. 
Second priority: HSU work. As agreed, Hermann Josef is 
working on his doctoral thesis and I have been accepted as his 
successor. 

Once again, that feeling of standing on two diverging tracks. 
On the one hand, it’s intellectually absolutely right what views 
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the HSU espouses. On the other hand, there’s the thick emo-
tional stew of a group like the SDS and my longing.... But: we 
cannot and do not wish to offer a ready-made model of society 
for the future: every model is an expression of the situation 
from which it arose. If the situation changes, so too does the 
model of the future: we are always merely leaping from one 
cave of insight into the next; we are constantly on a path whose 
destination is constantly changing. 

Thirdly, I want – and must – ensure that I raise the money to 
rent the print room: through printing jobs. I can fit these in dur-
ing the evenings. 
The fourth point concerns the discussions on the constitution. 
During the semester break, the committees drew up stacks of 
alternative proposals, all of which need to be worked through. 
Two complete drafts have been drawn up by the students. 
The general discussions also include the question of whether it 
makes any sense at all for the students to continue participating 
in this assembly on the constitution. The absolute majority of 
full professors have already made it clear that they intend to 
use their formal majority to push through their views on the 
substance of the matter. 
The first reading of the constitution is due to begin on 24 Octo-
ber. The Vice-Chancellor sees his ambitious project under 
threat should the students withdraw their cooperation. Freiburg 
has been chosen as a model – no doubt partly because Minister-
President Filbinger and his Minister of Justice, Schieler, live in 
Freiburg and have personally observed the students’ lethargy. 
On the other hand, His Magnificence has also encountered alert 
fellow students in the past. So, a leaflet: 

 
‘The Vice-Chancellor of the University of Freiburg. 

To all students. 
CALL for continued participation in the Basic Order. 
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All proposals, including those from students, will be made 
available to the general public in printed form. 
Nevertheless, there is a possibility that student representatives 
might, under various pretexts, seek to cease further participa-
tion, even though they themselves cannot dispute 
• that the public nature of all committee and plenary meetings 
– which was a condition of student participation – was decided 
upon despite certain reservations; 
• that, rather than the feared bloc of professors unwilling to 
reform, the student body is faced with a diverse range of indi-
vidual opinions and differing visions for reform, which leave 
the outcome of every debate and vote open; 
• that on quite a few issues, the students’ proposals have al-
ready been taken into account or incorporated as alternatives, 
and stand a chance of being implemented with continued stu-
dent participation; 
• that important reforms, such as the multi-year rectorate, are 
already taking shape.” 

 
Oh yes, it was an important reform and is particularly close to 
the students’ hearts. 

 
However, the rector’s various initiatives are having an effect: 
the majority of the students’ general assembly wish to wait for 
the first reading to see how seriously the full professors intend 
to engage with the students’ proposals. 
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57. 
 
Furious, I threw the newspaper onto the floor. From a distance, I 
can still make out the large photograph and the headline: ‘Chil-
dren of Liberalism’. I look at the photo and pick up DIE ZEIT 
again. What did the text say? : “The girls in their daring jump-
ers, the boys with their impressive sideburns – they are remi-
niscent of the most distinctive models from the advertising in-
dustry; no designer could have invented them to look more at-
tractive. A touch of Paris, a touch of Greenwich Village, a 
touch of Swinging London: cheerful, pop-inspired, with a spon-
taneous flair for the bizarre and the grotesque, they are, first 
and foremost, the new German representatives of that global 
youth culture which, inspired by America, has gained a foot-
hold in all Western metropolises.” 
And across the top of the page: ‘We know them from resolu-
tions and demonstrations. Here, for once, it’s about: our APO 
seen from a human perspective’. 
‘Our APO’. Well, isn’t that just wonderful: girls and boys – in 
other words: ‘children’. Even better! We’re of legal age, eligi-
ble to vote, we’re soldiers and officers, family men … and not 
only the university but also the media reduce us to the level of 
infantile children, whom one apparently ought either to give a 
good spanking or to indulgently forgive for their nursery-
school antics! 
I wonder who the editors could possibly have meant? None of 
the fellow students or active members I know are described in 
this way. Did it not even occur to them during the final editing 
stage that the picture and the text didn’t match? The picture 
was accurate: four men and two women were standing and sit-
ting in a large room, the furnishings of which looked rather 
haphazard. That was part of everyday life. But none of the four 
men pictured had an ‘impressive sideburn’, they were all 
clean-shaven, and the two women in the picture weren’t wear-
ing ‘daring jumpers’ either. Apparently, the author had drawn 
his inspiration from Sylt. At least the caption matched that: 
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‘Beautiful young people expect the same old thing from beauti-
ful young girls – time and time again’. The New Left and the 
Old Right? 
Is the ‘Expropriate Springer’ campaign too one-sided? 
Die ZEIT is evidently the sublime Springer publication for the 
‘educated classes’: here, a reality is conveyed not through 
headlines but through measured words and long sentences – a 
reality that has absolutely nothing to do with the reality of the 
student extra-parliamentary opposition. 

“They know nothing of war and fascism, which is why the 
word ‘fascism’ rolls so easily off their tongues; they have no 
experience of real police states, which is why the police are an 
indispensable and sought-after ‘playmate’ for them.” 

‘Playmate’? I had the queasy feeling that I was going to be 
sick. 

They are “free to live, to love, to travel, to consume.” 
The liberal public, Auntie ZEIT and ‘her APO’… Now I really 
am feeling sick. 

 
 

58. 
 

The debates surrounding the Basic Order: it is all too clear 
that no move towards the democratisation of the university – or 
at least some partial consideration of students’ interests – can 
be expected from the overwhelming majority of university lec-
turers! Self-organisation of our studies and grassroots politics 
are our answer! Subject-specific! Members of the SDS and 
HSU have formed grassroots groups, which were elected as the 
official student council in the German Studies department. Be-
ate: coordinator. The student council meetings: open to all. 
Any German Studies student can take part and vote. 

For me, the collaboration with the SDS also resolves the issue 
of finding space for my small printing press. 
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At Herrenstraße 52, various groups have rented rooms; one 
group is attracting another. In the courtyard is the ‘libro libre’, 
which stocks everything available on the market in terms of po-
litical literature, both official and unofficial. The international-
ist groups have set themselves up in the upper rooms of the 
building; the basement rooms are still unused. I am accepted, 
can rent the rooms and set up a small print shop there. 

The equipment is now complete: a stationers’ shop wanted to 
get rid of an old cutting machine – of a similar age to the print-
ing press – with a hand crank for the press and a huge lever for 
the cutting blade: it works just like in Gutenberg’s day – but 
makes no noise and uses no electricity. Eight men hauled the 
monster down the cellar steps. 

Several large wooden tables are available for 10 DM each from 
an industrial firm that’s modernising, and finally, as a birthday 
present, a rocking chair is added to the collection. It’s too dark 
for plants. 
I’m happy: it’s only a few minutes’ walk to the university, so I 
can pop in for an hour or two now and then, whilst the other 
students are sitting around in the canteen or killing time in the 
library between lectures. 

 
 

59. 
 

During the eighteen sitting days of the first reading of the draft 
constitutions, news of the ‘Battle of Tegeler Weg’ reaches 
Freiburg too. 
From the solidarity demonstration in support of the lawyer 
Horst Mahler – against whom the Attorney General had applied 
to the Bar Council for disciplinary proceedings, as Mahler had 
breached professional honour and duties by taking part in the 
anti-Springer demonstrations — turns into a street battle on  
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Tegeler Weg, the seat of the Berlin Court of Appeal: when the 
water cannons are deployed, the demonstrators attack the po-
lice on standby with paving stones; the police strike back: 130 
police officers injured, 21 demonstrators injured. 
Copies of the *Frankfurter Rundschau* are being passed 
around; once again, there is no mention of it in the *Badische 
Zeitung*. 
Everyone is at a loss for words. 
Resistance? Yes. 
Violence against property? To a limited extent, yes. 
Violence against people? Absolutely not. 
These had been the maxims of the Extra-Parliamentary Opposi-
tion. There had been consensus on this up to now. This had 
been the basis of the moral strength against the police when 
they began to crack down, and when the state and its institu-
tions revealed their true colours. 
‘This is the end of the student movement!’ 
HG murmured quietly. 

Everyone now had to work out for themselves how far their 
cloak of solidarity extended: whether state violence – which, 
through its agencies of the university, the police and the judici-
ary, was also being used against people – could justify using 
violence against people themselves. 

Berlin has lost its aura, and not just for me. 
 
FIGHTING FOR PEACE IS LIKE 
FUCKING FOR VIRGINITY 

 
The trip with Susanne during the semester break from Ham-
burg to Hanover – to an archaeology exhibition – of course I 
was interested in the exhibition, but even more so in Susanne, 
and that’s why we didn’t need to go to Hanover – never mind, 
it has consequences: a long letter, four lines of which were pre-
printed, the rest typed by hand on a typewriter: “Penalty notice. 
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The Public Prosecutor’s Office accuses you of being at the 
junction of Sallstraße and Geibelstraße in Hanover as the driver 
of the car – my mother’s Beetle – of contravening the regula-
tions governing road traffic on public roads and in public plac-
es, in that, through one and the same act – negligently 
a) as a road user, failed to behave in such a way as to ensure 
that no one else was harmed, 
b) at the aforementioned junction, you failed to give way to the 
other car, which was travelling on a road designated as a priori-
ty road by an official traffic sign, resulting in a collision be-
tween the two vehicles at the junction, causing damage to 
property. 
Offence under Sections 1 and 132of the Road Traffic Regula-
tions in conjunction with Section 21 of the Road Traffic Act 
and Section 73 of the Criminal Code. Evidence: I. Your state-
ment. II. Witnesses: ... 
At the request of the Public Prosecutor’s Office, a fine of 90 
DM is imposed on you. Should this fine be uncollectible, it 
shall be replaced by one day’s imprisonment for every 15 
DM.” 
That was a fair offer, wasn’t it? 
So I write back to say that I have no money and would be hap-
py to serve the six-day prison sentence, asking for a date to be 
set. 
The reply came promptly: “Fortunately – or unfortunately – 
getting into a German prison isn’t as easy as you might think. 
Should you be unable to pay the fine in one go, you have the 
option of applying for payment by instalments. Otherwise, we 
will apply for enforcement proceedings.” 
So, some court bigwig was trying to make a mountain out of a 
molehill. 
So, I write back: ‘... May I make the following point: Enforce-
ment proceedings do not seem sensible to me, as the only 
things I own are a few books, which are, moreover, very well-
thumbed, so they wouldn’t fetch much if sold. I live here in a 
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garden shed, where a bit of oil in winter is the only luxury I can 
afford; but as I suffered from frostbite in my feet during a win-
ter manoeuvre whilst doing my military service – which was 
true – I have become very sensitive to the cold. 
May I therefore submit a request for payment by instalments? I 
could save 10 DM a month, so that the sum would be paid off 
in a short time.” 
The request for payment by instalments is granted. 

 
60. 

 
I look at my hand in surprise. I examine my fingers, close them 
again and, lost in thought, clench my fist several times. 
“Hey, Carl. Are you feeling all 
right?” I startle: “Why?” 
“You look a bit pale.” 
The members of the German Studies student council/grassroots 
group are sitting in Room 104 of the Old University. Left on 
the tables are the remains of the leaflets we’d handed out that 
morning: 
“The old Vice-Chancellor will be reborn today. 

Come in droves! 
For the last time, a rector of the University of Freiburg will be 
elected in the traditional manner. 
We are demonstrating because 
... - only constant pressure can realise our demand for transpar-
ency in all decision-making bodies, 
... - because even an interim rector makes decisions that direct-
ly affect the student body, 
... - despite the realisation that the election procedure should be 
improved, it has not yet been changed (student participation is 
irrelevant), 
... - because the meetings of the Grand Senate will remain 
closed to the public in future too. 
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“We are not demonstrating against the candidate, but against 
the medieval method of election, both now and in the future.” 
It all still seems unreal to me – what happened an hour ago. 

The Vice-Chancellor had entered the meeting room: the care-
takers immediately tried to close the doors against the students 
pushing in – unsuccessfully: one of us had already wedged his 
leg in the way. Despite all resistance, the door was opened as 
we standing outside were suddenly pushed into the room: med-
ical professor Flossenstein – having arrived too late – fights 
his way through with boxing punches and clinch holds. Bol-
linger – Dean of the Faculty of Law – drags a hesitant fellow 
student into the meeting room by the hair: the front line is no 
longer discernible: our fellow student Irmgard receives two 
slaps from a caretaker as a ‘welcome’, whilst Flossenstein 
punches Comrade Gerhard twice in the face. He calls Comrade 
Ulf “you wild pig” and shouts at the top of his voice for the po-
lice. Then he unties his tie: to be better equipped for a fight. 
When Gerhard complains indignantly, “Flossenstein hit me,” 
Flossenstein replies, “Come here, you’ll get another one.” 

 
I didn’t complain. When Flossenstein punched me in the face 
with a boxing blow, I simply hit him back. 
“No, I’m not feeling sick. I’m just still reeling from the shock 
of having punched Flossenstein in the face. After all, he’s a 
professor – he could be my father, given his age.” 

What was the point of hitting an old man if he was a thug him-
self? Did fathers always resort to violence when they ran out of 
arguments? Well then, if they want to take the argument to that 
level – we’re stronger there. 
Perhaps I should punch my father too: break down his wall of 
anecdotal silence? 
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“We should report Flossenstein. For intentional bodily harm!” 
“Since when do we go round with legal texts tucked under our 
arms? What do you expect from a legal system that those in 
power wrote to defend their privileges, their possessions, their 
power? The judiciary is, by its very nature, a political judiciary. 
Politics makes the laws, which are then suddenly wonderfully 
value-free: in the name of the people. And you want to invoke 
these laws against Flossenstein! Oh, for heaven’s sake!” 
I wasn’t listening and I’ll correct myself: “Actually, I didn’t 
mean to hit him; it was just a reflex. If someone hits me, I hit 
back.” 
“That’s your absolute right!” 
“Never mind, we’ll have to type up a statement. The 
headteacher will no doubt announce his version of events to-
morrow.” Work on the leaflet begins: 
“... A ‘go-in’ is not an act of violence. A ‘go-in’ is the explicit 
expression of the students’ de facto powerlessness within the 
university. Their right to have a say in university affairs takes 
precedence, in any case, over the right to hold secret and undis-
turbed gatherings that demonstrate the students’ dependence. 
Describing a ‘go-in’ as a breach of the law is itself controver-
sial from a strictly legal standpoint …” 

 
As anticipated, a second leaflet does indeed appear the follow-
ing day: 
“The Vice-Chancellor on the cancelled Vice-Chancellor elec-
tion: 
… The electoral procedure currently in force permits only those 
eligible to vote to take part; no candidates’ names are men-
tioned; ballot papers are simply distributed and collected, after 
which the result is announced. This would be of no interest 
whatsoever to the public anyway. If public scrutiny of this elec-
tion was demanded, it was only to ensure the electoral process. 
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I condemn in the strongest possible terms the unlawful behav-
iour of students that has come to light. This is an abuse of 
democratic freedoms...” 
I wonder whether the Vice-Chancellor was fully aware of what 
he was writing there? 
‘Proclaims’, ‘condemns’… Did he see himself as God, prose-
cutor and judge rolled into one? The respectable professor of 
classical philology, who had been granted the office of ‘Mag-
nificence’ and who was now acting like a ‘Pontiff’? 
I read the text again and shake my head. 
The Academic Senate’s electoral regulations are, after all, 
nothing other than a description of the Sacred Conclave during 
the papal election. The professors of the Senate are the cardi-
nals, the only ones entitled to elect the high priest. And the 
people – that is, the students – were then proclaimed what the 
Holy Spirit had inspired in those with exclusive voting rights. 
That was, of course, a very private affair. Understandably, no 
one was allowed to watch. 
I am beginning to get a sense of how these full professors see 
themselves: champions called to a higher purpose, defending 
the faith in academic freedom. Freedom, as they understood it. 
Power, which they held. Even in the Catholic Church, the faith-
ful have no say in decision-making. Nor did fascism allow for 
any. ‘Professor, command us! We follow you!’ 
That’s how they’d like it to be. I feel an overwhelming rage ris-
ing within me. The resistance had to become more resolute. 
Student participation on the governing bodies – as a minority 
that was constantly outvoted – is, after all, nothing more than 
‘democratic’ window-dressing that conceals the true balance of 
power. 

 
AFTER THE FORCE OF ARGUMENTS 
COMES THE POLICE BATON. 
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The meeting of the Basic Order Assembly is drowned out by 
the smoke and powder from firecrackers. The opposition stu-
dents walk out, as all the motions put forward by their AGO – 
the Working Group on the Basic Order – which were deemed 
incompatible with the current Higher Education Act, have been 
rejected. 

 
61. 

Gideon the poet knows where to find me at night if he doesn’t 
come across me in the garden shed: he’s popped into the print 
shop. 
With interest, he picks up a proof copy of the leaflet from the 
table that I’m currently printing: ‘At last, a police operation 
during the rector’s election. Last night, a gala performance at 
the Flossenstein Circus!!!! Theme: the professors’ clique elects 
their representative puppet. 
Everything had been perfectly arranged for the main actors’ en-
trance: 
1. Flossi’s Institute of Physiology in a state of emergency: 
caretakers, assistants and student assistants on standby since 7 
am! 
2. Before the arrival of the election stars: the entire institute 
was hermetically sealed off – the doors were shut so tightly that 
the small radical minority of students and the more reactionary 
majority of professors were locked out in the rain. 
3. Flossenstein’s tried-and-tested photographers, as always, 
ready to snap away for the manhunt! 
4. The weakness of the professors’ authority was exacerbated 
by a high-impact police operation (involving around a hundred 
officers). 
5. Other ‘helpful’ figures: a. a special task force in modern 
knightly armour with special helmets, face shields and neck 
protection; b. plainclothes riot squads. 
Conclusion: If you don’t learn your lesson now…… 
... the professors’ demand for university autonomy is exposed 
as nothing more than lip service. 
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... they have no qualms about deploying the police against stu-
dents to protect their own interests. 
Smash the professorial university!” 

 
Gideon the poet flinched nervously when he heard loud foot-
steps through the cellar window on Herrenstraße at night: “Isn’t 
that a criminal offence?” 
I shrug. “What the rector is doing, yes. That’s violence against 
people. Our call is a political statement. If they let them beat us 
up, then we hereby announce that we’ll fight back. You can’t 
actually ‘smash’ the traditional university as an institution; you 
can only fight it politically. The Vice-Chancellor will surely 
call that coercion and an insult again.” 
“And you helped draft that?” 
“It’s right at the bottom: LSD, SDS, HSU, grassroots groups 
from all faculties … So I was involved too.” 
“And where are the others?” 
I look innocently up at the ceiling: “Oh… they’re still on their 
way.” 
The next morning, the proclamation is scrawled on the walls of 
the university. In large letters, so that everyone could read it: 
 
SMASH THE PROFESSORIAL UNIVERSITY 
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Shortly before the occupation of the Freiburg Rector’s Office, a 
painter was still busy washing the slogan ‘Smash the Professors’ 

off the wall of a building on the university campus. 
(Badische Zeitung, January 15th 1969) 
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That was indeed inappropriate: to write such a thing at a time 
when all truly Christian people are bidding ‘Merry Christmas’. 

The Badische Zeitung has published photographs showing a 
caretaker cleaning the wall, with only the words ‘Smash the 
full professors’ still legible. 

However, the student groups are not the only ones who disa-
gree with this method of electing the rector. The Dean of the 
Faculty of Philosophy, Professor Eggebrecht, together with two 
other professors, refused to take part in the ballot: 
‘I ask you to excuse my absence from the rector’s election on 
19 December 1968, insofar as, upon entering the meeting room, 
I must note that the police have been deployed to ensure the 
smooth running of this gathering, which is primarily intended 
for the election. 
I assure you, Your Magnificence, of my trust. However, in the 
current situation, there are decisions that each individual must 
make for themselves, without wishing to disrespect any other 
decision. I am convinced that a rector election conducted solely 
by the habilitated academic staff has indeed become questiona-
ble today, and that, where the law precludes any other proce-
dure, an interim solution could nevertheless have been sought 
and found. I believe that – in principle – a rector elected under 
police protection represents a burden for the university, one 
which I am personally unwilling to bear.” 
Professor König urges Professor Eggebrecht to step down from 
his post as dean, as he is evidently no longer in agreement with 
the majority of the other professors. 

When I think about it, it still sends a shiver down my spine: I 
was at the cinema, 2 marks 40, just killing some time: a ‘Djan-
go’ Italo-Western by Sergio Leone: Django fights evil alone. 
He has buried the coffin containing his machine gun in a hol-
low in the cemetery. 
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When, at the end, he digs up his coffin, all the villains line up 
around the hollow with their revolvers drawn, and the chief vil-
lain orders him to finish digging his own grave. Django shov-
els; the spade strikes wood; the coffin is freed. Django throws 
the spade aside, bends down, and rips the coffin lid open: at 
that very moment, most of the audience in the cinema jump to 
their feet and shout: ‘Shoot, Django! Shoot!’ The rattling of the 
machine gun pierces through the deafening screams of the au-
dience. All the villains are dead. I am half-dead: with horror. 

 
 

62. 
 

All that Christmas drivel in the streets has already got on my 
nerves; I don’t want to have to put up with it in my corner of 
the garden as well, so I’ve barricaded myself in the garden 
shed: I simply refuse to acknowledge Christmas. 
I’m neither confirmed nor baptised – and I can’t help it if I live 
in a supposedly or Christian culture. I don’t care about the Jew-
ish Passover or the Islamic Ramadan either – so why should I 
care about Christmas? 

 
MUM, YOU MUSTN’T CRY, 
EVEN IF YOUR SON ISN’T WITH YOU, ... 

 
Yes, yes, the psychologists would surely have dug out yet an-
other of their arbitrary theories from their vast storehouse and 
started the game: ‘Tell me who you are and I’ll tell you what’s 
wrong with you!’ 
They have such astonishing, coherent explanations for every 
occasion. Even when their views contradict one another – one 
of their theories always fits. 
I breathed a sigh of relief when Fritz Erik Hoevels left the HSU 
and opted for the ‘revolutionary comrades’ of the SDS: after 
all, Wilhelm Reich, too, had been part of the avant-garde of his 
time, the KPD. 
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63. 

 
Essentially, it is now merely a formality. During the work in 
the grassroots groups, it has become apparent that the HSU and 
the SDS – now joined by the ULSD – are largely in agreement 
regarding their actions and their specific, university-related ob-
jectives. 
Even if the difference lies in the fact that the SDS still flies the 
flag of the ‘Critical University’ – with its ‘Critical Courses’, 
which essentially amounts to a counter-university outside the 
existing structures – whilst the HSU has developed the grass-
roots group model within the existing university: the idea of 
self-organisation is the fundamental point of agreement. 
In student council elections, electoral alliances are advanta-
geous, as the decisive factor is how many votes the group or 
list secures. Through their electoral tactics with the ‘Democrat-
ic Centre’ list, the RCDS and fraternities have consistently se-
cured more seats than they would have individually. 
Even though the ‘Democratic Centre’ is clearly a case of false 
labelling – ‘Right-Far Right’ would have been more honest – it 
is a shrewd electoral tactic. 
The Student Council is to be completely re-elected for the first 
time, and the term of office extended to two semesters. 
So what could be more obvious than a joint list of grassroots-
oriented university groups? 

My garden shed has been rejected as a meeting place. Ever 
since I began to engage more deeply with Marxism and also 
read the history of the CPSU(B), I have had a large poster 
hanging on my wall showing Lenin on the revolutionary speak-
ers’ platform in Petrograd. However, based on my understand-
ing, he is wearing a blindfold on his arm. 
Every attempt I made to explain that Lenin had been mistaken 
when he believed that, with the help of the German labour 
movement, Russia could bypass Marx’s phased model of social 
development was brusquely cut short by the demand from my 
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comrades that I take the poster down. It’s still hanging there. 

Eberhard and Beate’s small flat is absolutely packed with the 
six additional representatives from the three university groups 
who are also present. 
“Will someone go and get another jug of beer?” 
Eberhard nods and takes the two-litre milk jug by the handle. 
On the opposite side of the street, the Feierling Brewery only 
serves draught beer, so the milk jug has proved to be the most 
suitable container for transport if one does not want to or can-
not drink the beer straight there in the beer garden. 
Manuel looks round the room: “Let me summarise. The ULSD 
will not be taking part in the student council elections. The 
SDS and the HSU will form an electoral alliance, with the SDS 
fielding twenty candidates and the HSU expected to field nine.” 
“Don’t you think that your twenty candidates are completely 
unrealistic?” 
“If the aim is to secure as many votes as possible for the list, 
then it only makes sense to field as many candidates as possi-
ble.” 
Klaas adds: “Besides, it makes it clear that we are the leading 
revolutionary force!” 
I grin: “Quantitatively or qualitatively?” 

Klaas’s remarks sometimes remind me of a front page of 
*Simplicissimus* from around 1912, on which a German 
teacher in a waistcoat is lying under a tree, glancing at his 
watch and muttering: “The revolution must be coming soon 
now…” 

Beate immediately chimes in: “We agreed that we didn’t want 
to exacerbate the differences. That’s why we’re not drafting a 
joint statement of principles, but rather each group is doing so 
for itself.” 
Everyone leans back, relaxed once more. 
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The comrades of the SDS have no idea yet that, in the case of 
joint lists, the order of the groups is decided by lot. They are 
seething with rage when the draw designates the HSU as the 
lead party and the nine HSU candidates take the top spots on 
the list.  

Klaas and Manuel are numbers 10 and 11. On the other hand, 
the word ‘revolution’ appears several times in the SDS’s text. 

 
 

64. 
 

The Christmas break has evidently begun earlier than expected: 
but the discussions about the rector’s election under police pro-
tection are far from over. 
The simmering tensions over the festive period are suddenly 
accelerated when, at Heidelberg University, the confrontation 
between the Rector and the AStA is to be brought to an end by 
a police operation: ‘At 6 am on Friday morning, four police 
vans carrying around 100 officers pulled up outside the AStA, 
smashed the locked entrance door with axes, stormed up the 
stairs in riot gear accompanied by German shepherds, and 
broke through a wooden wall into the AStA premises …’ 
Seven fellow students were arrested. Two of them had to be 
taken to the infirmary of the remand centre due to their injuries; 
five other fellow students have been detained there since De-
cember. The aim here is to make an example of them. 
Following his secret re-election, the Rector of Freiburg has de-
clared that, “in view of the stubbornness of the disruptive 
groups that has come to light, he is determined in the new year 
to go ahead with meetings and events that must be held in the 
general interest, and to ensure they take place through appro-
priate police intervention.” 

‘General interest’? Which century does this rector actually 
come from? Time and again, constitutional law experts – most  
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recently Gerhard Leibholz, a judge at the Federal Constitu-
tional Court –, have emphasised that the Wilhelmine concep-
tion of a benevolent authoritarian state is a blatant lie. Nor 
does it become any more credible when repeated by a ‘Magnif-
icence’. What sort of university is this, if even a third-semester 
student knows better than a full professor, who, admittedly, 
wields institutional power? 

 
 

65. 
 

At the universities of Heidelberg, Tübingen, West Berlin, Mar-
burg and Erlangen, teaching is being partially disrupted. Frei-
burg is not to be outdone: 
‘Why the Rector’s Office should be occupied … 
Solidarity with our fellow students in Heidelberg in their strug-
gle against the united front of the full-professor-led university, 
the judiciary and the police. (Heidelberg is here too). What 
needs to be done will be discussed today at a teach-in in the 
Audimax at 2 pm. SDS HSU ULSD Freiburg.” 
Since midday, the organising group for the planned teach-in 
has been sitting in Room 104 of the Old University, discussing 
the matter. Anyone who wishes to can join in the discussion. 
The law students still cannot agree on the legal assessment. 
Work on a resolution to be presented in the Audimax has sud-
denly ground to a halt: “Bruno locked the doors to the Rector’s 
Office this morning and has been missing ever since.” 
“What?” 
“He rang the riot police in Göppingen and asked for help: ‘The 
students want to occupy my Rector’s Office this afternoon!’ 
But they told him they couldn’t come because their entire force 
was already deployed in Heidelberg and Tübingen. When Bru-
no asked what he should do now, they told him: ‘Lock it up!’ 
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Go home!’ And that’s exactly what he did, like a good German 
civil servant.” 
General laughter: “ ‘That’s dishonest! A real man stands up for 
what he does …’. Do you remember how he used to hold that 
against us! And he just bugs out!” 
“It’s just rubbish when you announce actions like this in ad-
vance via leaflets; in future, we might as well send them 
straight to the riot police.” 
“Are you sure this isn’t another trick from Bruno’s police play-
book? If it is, we mustn’t waste any time and have to occupy 
the Vice-Chancellor’s Office straight away, before the police 
get there.” 
“How do you expect to get that across? The teach-in starts in 
half an hour, where this issue is to be discussed and decided, 
and you want to rush ahead now...” 
“Comrade Lenin didn’t put it up for discussion either, whether 
or not to storm the Winter Palace.” 
“Firstly, we’re not in Petrograd; secondly, it’s not 1918; and 
thirdly, as far as I know, you’re not Lenin!” 
“Nah, Lenin was bald…” 
“Stop this rubbish already! We’ve made it absolutely clear that 
the Vice-Chancellor’s Office is being occupied. And since we 
can’t rule out the possibility that the riot police are already on 
their way, we should go ahead and do it now.” 
“What on earth did we bring the crowbars for, then? To clean 
our fingernails with them?” 

 
The agitated, defensive waving of the caretaker on duty behind 
the glass panes of the entrance door to the Vice-Chancellor’s 
Office has just as little effect as the strength of the door lock. 
A messenger is sent to the main lecture theatre to inform those 
gathered there of the anticipated implementation of the an-
nounced decision, whilst the occupiers, amidst the commotion 
of the university’s collective ownership of the Rector’s Office. 
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“Does anyone know where Bruno’s office is?” 
A young government official, who bravely prevents himself 
from being pushed out by clinging to the doorframe, refuses to 
provide any information. The caretaker is also unwilling to 
hand over any keys: so we have to use a crowbar to have a 
look. 
Meanwhile, the students have made their way from the main 
lecture theatre to the stairwell, and I, along with others, try to 
justify the premature action. 
Things get loud. 
During a breather, I go to the Vice-Chancellor’s office and 
can’t believe my eyes. A huge fist is emblazoned on one wall; 
on another, the word ‘Shit’ is written in huge letters. 
In the Vice-Chancellor’s office, two comrades are lounging in 
armchairs smoking thick cigars – presumably Bruno’s ‘visi-
tor’s cigars’ – whilst a third is busy inscribing his name in the 
Golden Book. 
“Have you lot completely lost the plot?” 
Manuel has snatched the university’s Golden Book from the 
comrade who was writing in it and is leafing through the pages: 
other squatters have already signed in as visitors: “And now 
there are fingerprints from you idiots in there! Well, brilliant!” 
In the stairwell, Professor Schramm, Professor of Modern His-
tory, appeals to them to refrain from such actions, so as not to 
push the professors as a whole ‘to the right’ and not to expose 
those professors who are genuinely willing to reform to isola-
tion within their peer group. 
After a brief discussion, everyone, apart from a small group 
who remained behind, made their way to the Audimax. 

The students in the main lecture theatre see their rights to co-
determination as having been seriously violated, more so than 
previously assumed: that is a good sign. 
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Just as the police’s actions and the arrests in Heidelberg are 
unanimously and vehemently condemned, so too is the high-
handed approach of those occupying the rector’s office une-
quivocally rejected. 

A warning sign for both sides: we grassroots groups have un-
dermined our own principles and received an immediate back-
lash from the grassroots – but the Vice-Chancellor could no 
longer be sure of his ‘inner sanctum’. 

Following the vote, the grassroots groups are still meeting in 
the Rector’s Office to discuss the future organisation of studies, 
whilst the lawyers are still debating the legality of such actions. 
The University’s Golden Book is eventually taken away as a 
precaution, for security reasons. 
The Vice-Chancellor announces that he will hold those respon-
sible ‘to account’. 
The *Badische Zeitung*, which had been called to order fol-
lowing its sympathetic comments on the fare protests and had 
since taken great care to stay out of university-related state-
ments, gleefully describes the activities of the troublemakers. 

Does it all follow the law of the circus? Do the clowns, the loud 
troublemakers, attract the most attention, whilst the jugglers’ 
hard-earned artistic acts are noted only in passing? 

 
 

66. 
 

The police were unable to attend, so now the judiciary must be 
harnessed to the university’s cart. 
The Vice-Chancellor has responded by filing ten criminal com-
plaints for serious breach of the peace and has set the students 
named in the complaints a three-point ultimatum for the com-
plaints to be withdrawn: Firstly, a personal apology; secondly, 
a willingness to pay for the damage; thirdly: a written declaration 
to refrain from violence in future. 
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I wonder whether I should be offended that I haven’t received a 
criminal complaint. Criminal complaints are, after all, some-
thing like awards, institutional recognition for activists. Should 
I go to the Vice-Chancellor, confess, and ask: I’d like one too? 

Once again, the comrades of the SDS have been recognised as 
ringleaders: Comrade Ulf has received a letter from the manag-
ing director of the Studentenwerk: 
“The Academic Rector’s Office has informed us that you were 
involved in the break-in at the Rector’s Office on 14 January 
1969 and that a criminal complaint has been lodged against 
you. 
We are therefore terminating your employment as a member of 
the canteen washing-up team with immediate effect. 
We shall transfer to you by postal order the wages still due to 
you for 27.75 hours at DM 3.75 per hour = DM 104.06, less 25 
per cent flat-rate tax (as your 1969 income tax card has not yet 
been presented), amounting to DM 78.04. 
Yours faithfully …” 
Rarely is there such unanimity: the general assembly resolves 
to boycott the canteen: 

“THE STUDENT UNION FOR THE STUDENTS! 

On 14 January at 2 pm, there was a ‘break-in’ (quote) at the 
Rector’s Office. It has been proven (witnesses, time clock) that 
Ulf D. was washing up plates in the canteen at that time until 
3.02 pm! 

Demand 1: We demand his immediate reinstatement!! De-
mand 2: The canteen’s capacity must be increased! 
Demand 3: The majority of the Student Union Executive 
Board must be made up of students! 
Demand 4: The allocation of Honnef funding must be 
free from state interference! 

INSTEAD OF PEA SOUP – student power! 
SDS HSU ULSD grassroots groups.” 
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Comrade Ulf is reinstated. The discussions die down. 
Then: a leaflet, precise and accurate: 
“The Vice-Chancellor announces the following correspond-
ence: 

1. To the Vice-Chancellor of the University of Freiburg, Prof. Dr 
Bruno Boesch. 
 
Your Excellency, 
I sincerely regret the violent break-in at the Rector’s Office on 
Tuesday, 14 January, in which I was involved. I declare my 
willingness to ensure that the University is fully compensated 
for the damage caused. I undertake to refrain from the use of 
violence in future when pursuing my political aims within the 
University. I would kindly ask you to withdraw the criminal 
complaint you have lodged against me. With the utmost respect 
Yours sincerely, 
signed Fritz Erik Hoevels 
 

2. Mr Fritz Erik Hoevels 78 Freiburg im Breisgau, Schwarz-
waldstraße 2 c/o Fricke 

3.  
Dear Mr Hoevels, 
In light of your letter, I no longer see any reason to maintain 
the criminal complaint lodged against you. At the same time, I 
shall endeavour to urge the Public Prosecutor’s Office to en-
sure that no criminal proceedings are brought against you ex 
officio either. 
The proceedings against the other participants in the action, 
against whom criminal complaints have been lodged, remain 
unaffected by this, provided that they do not submit corre-
sponding statements. 
Yours faithfully, 
signed Boesch 
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Fritz Erik is being charged nonetheless. Serious breach of the 
peace is an ‘offence prosecuted ex officio’, which cannot be re-
ported or withdrawn at Bruno’s discretion. 

The final charges are serious trespass, breach of the peace, in-
sult, coercion and damage to property. Minimum sentence: six 
months’ imprisonment. 

The leaflets about the occupation of the Vice-Chancellor’s of-
fice and the Vice-Chancellor’s own leaflet are piling up: even 
the forestry students’ association and the fraternity members 
are distributing statements: against it – what else?  

A general assembly of all students recommends that the Stu-
dents’ Council hold a ballot on the university’s overall plan. 
Surely it should be possible to clarify whether the Vice-
Chancellor, with his attempts at intimidation, is merely target-
ing a minority, or whether the majority of students feel affected 
by this. 
Fritz Erik Hoevels is accused of having allowed himself to be 
corrupted: he who had previously been one of the most vocal 
advocates of the use of force. The consequence: expulsion from 
the SDS: ‘... Anyone among us who, in the pursuit of an oppo-
sitional policy aimed at social change, breaks certain estab-
lished ‘rules of the game’, must expect imprisonment, damage 
to their academic career, personal defamation or similar conse-
quences. In other words: they find themselves under constant 
pressure. This pressure ranges from being ridiculed to being 
demonised. The increasing oppression breeds resistance. It is 
the resistance of potential victims of this oppression. The vice-
chancellor who exploits this situation, and the person who can 
no longer bear the pressure and is thereby destroyed politically 
(in the eyes of the outside world) and morally (in their own 
eyes), is a tool of those in power: a scoundrel.” Fritz Erik 
Hoevels is proud: he is the modern-day Wilhelm Reich. It is al-
so a revolutionary psychological means of shifting the blame 
onto others. 
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67. 

 
The Dean of the Faculty of Philosophy, Prof. Dr Eggebrecht, is 
relinquishing his official role at this university and, to the sur-
prise of the students, is stepping down from his posts: “I feel 
compelled to take this step due to the increasingly obvious and 
intense expressions of opposition to my vision for higher edu-
cation policy in recent times, particularly following the rector’s 
election on 19 December; this has now gone beyond the stage 
of isolated attacks, and a majority rejection on the part of the 
chair holders is evident ...”  

König and his associates do not regard only the ‘left-wing’ stu-
dents as opponents; no, their liberal colleagues are also being 
sidelined 

 
 

68. 
 

A study of the university’s Golden Book reveals something 
remarkable. 
Between the entries from the Nazi era and those of the Federal 
Republic of Germany, there are simply a few blank pages. 
White: innocent: blank pages. Room for the imagination. 
Two entries first provoke consternation and astonishment, then 
derisive laughter, and finally a leaflet: 
‘The Golden Book of the University of Freiburg: A document 
of the collaboration between the German university and the 
imperialist state that leads to Langemarck, the fascist state that 
leads to Stalingrad, and the neo-imperialist state that leads to 
...’ 

The rest, one would think, the fellow students should be able to, 
are allowed to, and must work out for themselves. 

My printing skills made it possible to produce a facsimile print 
of the pages: “Ceremony to mark the conferral of the honour to 
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From the Golden Book of the University of Freiburg: 
(1) Roland Freisler (2) Maunz 
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an Honorary Senator to Reich Minister Dr. jur. Wilhelm Frick. 
Freiburg im Breisgau, 7 March 1940.” 

Frick – the National Socialist Minister of the Interior, Plenipo-
tentiary General of the Reich Administration, who had brought 
the judiciary and the civil service into line – was thus an hon-
orary senator of the university: that at least explained what 
spirit still prevailed in the Academic Senate. 

And: “Lecture by State Secretary Dr Freisler on 17 February 
1938”. 
The list of autographs from the honoured guests is headed by 
Freisler, who later became the notorious President of the Peo-
ple’s Court, and concludes with Maunz. 

Maunz! Professor of constitutional law and a leading inter-
preter of the Basic Law of the Federal Republic of Germany! 

 
69. 

 
Voter turnout was high: 53 per cent, and the 30 seats on the 
Students’ Council were distributed as follows: 10 ‘Right’, 10 
‘Centre’, 10 
‘left’. If one counted the SHB as ‘centre’, the distribution was 
10:14:6. The ‘centre’ has shrunk, whilst the wings have grown 
stronger. 
At the same time, in a ballot, more than half of those voting 
approved the students’ withdrawal from the General Assembly, 
and 80 per cent supported the principles: one-third parity, the 
establishment of departmental councils, the principle of open-
ness for all committees, equal rights for all university lecturers 
and the abolition of the chair system. 60 per cent support a uni-
versity-wide strike against the Higher Education Master Plan. 
To my own surprise, I became a member of the Student Coun-
cil. 
We had proclaimed that ‘the Students’ Council/AStA must be 
given different functions appropriate to the students’ inten-
tions’, which meant freeing it from its dependence on the ap- 
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proval of the Vice-Chancellor, and formally aimed consistently 
at abolishing the Student Council/AStA in its current form. The 
HSU’s higher education model, developed over months of dis-
cussion, was based on the premise that 
‘self-organisation of students in grassroots groups is the only 
means of counteracting state interference in the university’. 

Bravely, I had grown into these unfamiliar public appearances 
in the Audimax, at plenary assemblies and at smaller election 
rallies; I had learnt that my trembling knees would settle down 
after two or three minutes; I had learnt to stand; I had learnt 
what a packed lecture theatre looks like from the lecturer’s 
perspective; and that a single speaker could certainly feel he 
was the ringmaster who could steer the wavering mass of lis-
teners in the direction he desired: if you were good at it, you 
could persuade a plenary assembly within ten minutes to adopt 
two contradictory, completely mutually exclusive resolutions. It 
was clearly not a question of what one stood for, but how one 
stood for it. What a mental blow it was when one failed to in-
fluence this crowd in the way one intended. 

 
70. 

 
Either the voting process has been so exhausting for most stu-
dents that they now need to rest for a while, or they are simply 
tired of the discussions: the strike against the comprehensive 
higher education plan has fallen flat. 
An ‘active’ strike in February is understood differently in 
towns surrounded by snow-capped mountains than in the larger 
cities further north, where at this time of year it is simply cold 
and unpleasant: a warm lecture theatre at least helped to reduce 
one’s own heating bills. 
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A strange calm has descended. Whilst in Heidelberg and at the 
Technical University of Berlin the vice-chancellors’ offices are 
being occupied by the police, and in Hamburg the occupied In-
stitute of Psychology is being cleared by police force, the ma-
jority of the 11,000 students in Freiburg have at least expressed 
their support for the left-wing activists on their ballot papers. 
With just one week to go before the end of the term, every day 
off is also a good opportunity to get on with one’s assignments. 

I don’t know anyone who hands in their assignments early: 
everyone potters about with them right up to the deadline, as if 
to say to themselves: I’ve done the best I could; there wasn’t 
any more time; it couldn’t have been any better. 

A strike at the end of the term in Freiburg, with good snow 
conditions, makes as much sense as a summer sale before 
Christmas. 
On the other hand, I’m quite happy with it. The editorial work 
as publisher of the Querhefte and the discussions with Gideon 
the poet, who acted as editor-in-chief, take up more time than 
anticipated. The colourful mix we’re aiming for requires more 
time and research than if we’d remained narrow-minded spe-
cialists in the manageable, orderly garden of our academic 
guild’s citation cartels. 

 
 

71. 
 

I drove to Hamburg and back. Gideon lent me his VW. At the 
Licensing Office in Freiburg, they’d explained to me that a 
business could only be registered at the applicant’s main place 
of residence. After paying a fee of DM 11, I’ve now – whilst 
still a student – also become a self-employed trader. 
For quite some time now, I’ve been sitting at my desk, staring 
out of the window at the garden gate. I’m skimming through 
what I’ve written once more. 
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Susanne had turned up unexpectedly the day before yesterday. 
When I was in Hamburg, we’d still been having a laugh about 
our bit of a crush on each other. Her letter said she was in the 
High Black Forest with a few girlfriends and would be coming 
to visit me, staying for three days and wanting to spend the 
night at my place – the letter arrived in the morning, she turned 
up at midday. I’d ‘cleared the deck’: made up the bed with the 
cloud-and-sun duvet cover. We walked through the city: I 
showed her the sights, we wanted to go dancing – but couldn’t: 
curfew at 10.00 pm – we talked, laughed, held each other – yet: 
the later it got, the more self-conscious and reserved she be-
came. It was like a revival of our school days: the same long-
ing, the same touching, the same barriers. Now we wanted it, 
we could finally do it: we lay naked, silent, side by side in bed. 
This unmistakable closeness had a distance about it that was 
absurd. With every touch, every caress, she withdrew even fur-
ther into herself. At some point I fell asleep. When I woke up, 
Susanne had got dressed; she was friendly and kind, and yet a 
wall had gone up between us. She left at midday; I took her to 
the bus: we were both sad, yet glad that it was over. 
I shut myself away and spent the whole afternoon re-reading 
*Knowledge and Interest*. In the early evening, a woman 
opened the garden gate: she introduced herself as Helga, a 
friend of Susanne’s, who’d told her she’d be staying the night 
at my place. I managed to explain that Susanne was no longer 
there; she asked for a cup of tea – why not? – and when I came 
out of the kitchen, she was lying naked in my bed. It was com-
pletely mad: as if I were trying to make up for what hadn’t 
been possible with Susanne. Despite my best efforts, it re-
mained a physical struggle: I couldn’t get an erection. Helga 
was obviously not inexperienced, but it didn’t help. Her touch-
es remained superficial; they didn’t reach me. Although I was 
able to satisfy her with my hands and mouth, and Helga en-
couraged me, it didn’t nothing – eventually she shrugged her 
shoulders and turned onto her side to fall asleep. The second 
night of sleeplessness. 
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72. 
 

The professors’ assumption that nobody would notice during the 
semester break turns out to be a mistake. A public session of the 
Basic Regulations Assembly, held as the second reading of the 
Basic Regulations, is cut short following expressions of discontent 
from students. 
In a closed-door session, under police protection, the Basic Regu-
lations are adopted by 22 votes to 6 following a second and third 
reading. The 22 votes are cast by full professors and the remaining 
mid-level academic staff; the 6 against are the votes of the medical 
full professors, for whom even these conservative Basic Regula-
tions go too far. 
The students’ rejection of these ‘emergency statutes’, and the fact 
that the professors’ views have been ruthlessly imposed, cannot be 
mitigated even by the rector’s unctuous words, in which he calls 
on all students to 
“to work towards maintaining a productive working atmosphere in 
the coming months”. 

The gist of it: the lord has declared to his serfs that, unfortunately, 
they are not allowed to take off their chains! Conclusion: the de-
sired prosperity is still a long way off. 

Unexpectedly, students also turned up at the press conference 
marking the successful adoption of the university’s new constitu-
tion; they did not want to have to learn, in a distorted form, from 
the newspapers what they could expect in the near future. 
Members of the press and students stand before a locked door: no 
one is being let in. The journalists rush back and forth in agitation, 
with rumours constantly circulating: the press conference isn’t 
here at all, it’s there, and it isn’t here at all, it’s there – until the 
press, in a huff, heads home: they would report on by telephone; 
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it wasn’t possible here now. The point: the press were to be 
served up an atmosphere of harmony, not a gathering of con-
tradictions. 
The student newspaper reports: “The press leaves. The vice-
chancellor considers the matter settled. He heads for ‘Café Dis-
tel’; a crowd of students follows him and demands information 
via megaphone, even inside Café Distel. The vice-chancellor 
finds this embarrassing: he flees towards Bertoldsbrunnen. 
Suddenly, a red flag appears in front of him. He frantically 
searches for a way out. Then he spots a taxi. In a flash, he and 
his companion fling open the doors and vanish into the taxi. 
But the crowd of students has surrounded the taxi just as quick-
ly and demands that the Vice-Chancellor get out, return to the 
university and explain the results of the constitutional assembly 
there. After all, the Vice-Chancellor must have time, they ar-
gue, as he had intended to hold a press conference. 
He has no time for the students. He tries to talk his way out of 
it by claiming he has an important appointment and frantically 
leafs through his diary.” 

But: as can be seen very clearly through the taxi window, 
there’s nothing in it at all. 

So as not to block the traffic unnecessarily, the students even-
tually push the taxi off the tram tracks. Then the police arrive. 
Discussions go on for an hour and a half: the Vice-Chancellor 
keeps wavering over whether or not to get out. Even the Chief 
Constable agrees that the simplest solution would be for the 
Vice-Chancellor to get out. The police do not intervene. Even-
tually, the students reach an agreement with the taxi driver. He 
agrees to release the brakes, and so they push the taxi back to 
the university. The helmeted police officers form an escort. The 
vice-chancellor gets out, and a discussion ensues. The police 
withdraw. The AStA pays for the taxi. Then eight summonses 
are issued by the police – the world turned on its head – not to 
the vice-chancellor, but to students who simply went on the ba-
sis of their prominence were singled out from the crowd. Any-
one Bruno doesn’t know gets off scot-free.” 
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“Taxi occupied by the headteacher” 

Freiburg Student Newspaper (fsz, issue 3 of 21 April 1969) 
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73. 
 
I’m just spooning up my stew in the canteen; during the semes-
ter holidays I sometimes go there to eat, reading the 
*Frankfurter Rundschau*, when suddenly a sheet of paper 
lands on top of the newspaper and I hear HG’s voice next to 
me: “Have a read of this.”  
Curious, I pick up the paper: a typed text: “By creating the 
global market, the corporations have made the production and 
sales of all countries international. Much to the regret of small 
and medium-sized industrial enterprises, they have pulled the 
national ground from under their feet. The old, nationally ori-
ented industries have been destroyed. They are being supplant-
ed by new industries, the introduction of which is becoming a 
matter of survival for all civilised nations: by industries that no 
longer process domestic raw materials, but rather raw materials 
from the most remote countries of the Third World, and whose 
manufactured goods are consumed not only within the country 
itself, but in all parts of the world simultaneously. The old 
needs, which were met by domestic produce, are being re-
placed by new ones, which are satisfied by importing products 
from the most distant countries and climatic zones. The old, lo-
cal and national self-sufficiency and isolation are being re-
placed by a global economy, a mutual interdependence of na-
tions.” 
I look up. HG is waiting for a reaction. 
“Yes, well. That’s more or less correct. It’s a rather archaic 
style, mind you 
... Why did you write it?” 
“I didn’t write it.” 

His mysterious expression was getting on my nerves: I didn’t 
like these guessing game. 

“Come on, tell me who wrote it.” 
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“Please, Carl, let’s keep speculating for a bit longer. When do you 
think the text was written?” 
“Today, a year ago…?” 
“Wrong!” 
The only thing missing was for him to clap his hands: “One hun-
dred and twenty-one years ago! 1848!” 
“...?” 
“Replace the word ‘corporations’ in the first sentence of the text 
with ‘bourgeoisie’ in the text, and instead of ‘creation of the world 
market’, the original says ‘exploitation of the world market’ …” 
“Then it’s by Marx.” 
“Correct. Karl Heinrich Marx. From the ‘Communist Manifesto’, 
though in a slightly more contemporary standard German – not in 
that convoluted, highbrow German of the 19th century.” 
“And what’s the point of that?” 
“Did you enjoy reading Marx’s writings?” 
“No.” 
“Why not?”  
“Everything that’s factually correct, he wrote in a style of academ-
ic socialist German so overloaded with pedantry that I always got 
rather fed up with it quite quickly.” 
HG beams: “See! That’s what I mean. If we consider it important 
and right that more people should read Marx’s writings, then they 
simply have to be phrased in a more contemporary way, without 
changing the message in any way.” 
“If you change the terminology, you’re also changing the content.” 
“No. If I modernise a house, it’s still a house!” 
“HG! You can’t compare language to architecture.”  
He seems to be pondering.  
“All right: let’s stick to language then. Have you ever read the Bi-
ble?” 
“Yes.”  
I wonder what HG is getting at now. 
“Who, so to speak, wrote the German Bible, since the translation 
was, as it were, a new writing?” 
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“Martin Luther.” 
“And have you ever read Luther’s original?” 
“Yes, of course, that’s the Bible you can buy anywhere.” 
“I’ve won! I’ve won!” HG hops about like Rumpelstiltskin: 
“What we read today as the Luther Bible isn’t in Luther’s own 
language – nobody would understand that anymore – but rather 
the version approved by some church institution in modern 
German. That’s it!” 
“All right then. One–nil to you. And what exactly are you get-
ting at?” 
“It just really gets on my nerves that we don’t have any founda-
tional literature that you can hand to an ordinary person.” He’s 
pulled the pencil from behind his ear and is tapping his spread-
out fingers: 
“What do we have, then? Either the classics – Marx, Engels, 
Bebel… never mind, they’ve all got beards. Then there are the 
books from the 1930s: Reich, Benjamin, Bernfeld, and so on. 
As for contemporary, living authors, there’s only Adorno and 
Horkheimer, Bloch, Jaspers, Lukács, Sartre… never mind, if 
you want to read them, you need a degree in philosophy. And 
they’re all so terribly critical and old – and none of them are 
proper Marxists.” 
“And why does it have to be a Marxist, exactly? Perhaps Marx 
wouldn’t even be a Marxist today?” 
“Huh?” But he caught himself straight away. 
“Everything Marx has written and would have written is and 
always will be Marxism!” 
“Amen.” 
“Pardon?” 
“You’ve just made a profession of faith. Do you really think 
that if Marx had published a complete collection of his writings 
himself, he would have included his early works, for exam-
ple?” 
“Who’s to say?” 
“Oh, come on – ever since Friedrich Engels, Marx’s disciples 
have been sitting there arguing about the true doctrine. Perhaps  
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there is, in which Karl Marx’s school essays are published, be-
cause his genius was already evident in them. God’s Word is 
always God’s Word, for every word that God speaks is, after 
all, a word of God.” 
“Do you have something against Marx?” 
“No, certainly not. But I can still distinguish the wise man, who 
formulated very sound and enduring insights, from the super-
father, the idol. What I do object to is that, once one has finally 
seen through Christianity, figures of Marx, Lenin or Stalin are 
now being placed in their stead of the crucifixes! It seems to 
have become necessary, in the meantime, to protect Marx from 
the Marxists!” 
In the evening, I gather a handful of the wind-blown apple 
blossoms that have sprinkled the gravel path to the garden shed 
with a rosy hue; then, back home, I look at my bookshelf and 
take out the ‘Dictionary of Pedagogy’: Eighth, revised edition, 
1967. I leaf through the pages and search in vain: none of the 
educationalists central to the debate on the ‘Kinderladen’ are 
mentioned. 

I reach for Siegfried Bernfeld’s *Sisyphus or the Limits of Ed-
ucation*. First published in 1925, it has never been reprinted. 
Twelve years of National Socialism and twenty years of CDU-
CSU-FDP-SPD rule have buried every official record of social 
reformist texts and the experiments of socialist educationalists, 
silencing them for good. 

I leaf through the pile of text extracts, pamphlets and photocop-
ies of writings, none of which are available in bookshops: 
1931, 1912, 1921, 1928, 1925... 

Are we something like dwarves, searching for buried treasures 
in the depths beneath established culture? For myths and 
prophecies that promise social harmony? Most of our authors 
are dead, were murdered, or were forced into exile to survive. 
Do I – do we all – still harbour this German reverence for 
failed heroes? I still remember well how I – in my hero-seeking 
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years between the ages of 15 and 18 – revelled in Vercingeto-
rix: I had wandered through France, Julius Caesar’s *Bello 
Gallico* in hand, and stood in Alesia, the very spot where this 
last tribal chieftain of free Gaul had lost his final battle against 
the Romans. 
After that: *The Seven Pillars of Wisdom* by Thomas Edward 
Lawrence, the only European ever to have become Sherif of 
Mecca. The man who, at the height of his fame – as ‘Lawrence 
of Arabia’ – was offered any governorship in the British Em-
pire to choose from, yet asked only to be allowed to become a 
simple soldier: he felt he had not done justice to the Arab 
cause. 
Is this perhaps precisely why we are trying to reconnect with 
lost German traditions – because we have experienced the ex-
isting ones as double standards, dumbing down and oppres-
sion, and – for heaven’s sake – there must surely be something 
better out there somewhere? 
It couldn’t be on the right: National Socialism had proved that. 
Nor was it in the centre: we’ve experienced that for ourselves 
at home – so the left: ‘where the heart beats’. But: is that our 
own decision? 

 
 

74. 
 

Hennis sets the tone for the semester. He accuses the former, 
resigned Dean, Professor Eggebrecht, of ‘wide-eyed, naive ide-
alism’ and other malicious remarks. The Vice-Chancellor dis-
approves of Hennis’s behaviour but does not wish to intervene, 
as, after all, the Minister of Education is the professors’ superi-
or. 
For the summer term of 1969, I have only enrolled in the fol-
lowing lectures: Parliamentary Systems of Government / Poli-
tics and Society in the Third World / Marxism: System and 
History / The Literature of the Old High German Period / Pre-  
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and Early Courtly Poetry / The Novella / The German Novel in 
the 19th Century / Gothic Sculpture in France and Raphael II. 
I need more time to organise my schedule. I already have a suf-
ficient number of compulsory credits. 
The grassroots groups have been hard at work; the semester 
can begin, and the substantive debate within the individual sub-
jects will enable further clarification and progress. 
Hennis, who had championed the ‘Critical University’, imme-
diately reveals his other side. As the departmental tyrant, he re-
peatedly suppresses information about meetings of the Politics 
base group, arguing that base groups see themselves as repre-
sentatives of ‘dangerous’ political university groups, from 
which he must protect the student council. This means: politics 
has no place in the political seminar! 

Hennis behaves as a champion of German academic provin-
cialism: for him, scholarship is nothing more than individual 
pedantry: ‘You can pursue the revolution collectively, but not 
scholarly work!’ 

Working groups and group presentations are dismissed as un-
scientific. 
Members of the grassroots group are denied participation in a 
seminar because they might criticise the fact that the topic 
forms part of the assistant’s planned habilitation thesis. 
This exclusion is a prelude to expulsion. 
The grassroots group doesn’t even know how big to print it on 
their leaflets: 
‘Hennis, the patriarchal aggressor, is threatening to close our 
institute if the students assert their own interests! 
• We will not be intimidated! 
• We will keep the institute running 
• We want to study, and on our own terms! 
Realise at last that the power structures are the same at all insti-
tutes. Hennis is not an isolated case; he’s just the biggest 
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mouth! Teach-in, Tuesday 22 April, 2.00 pm, Political Science 
Seminar, KG II. 

 
THROW THE PROFESSORS’ 
RELEGATION NOTICES  
IN THEIR FACES. 

 
 

75. 
 

The German Studies grassroots group has retreated to a week-
end retreat to formulate a substantive critique of Professor Kö-
nig’s lecture ‘The Novella’. Various lecture notes must be 
compared and organised, distilled to the essentials, yet phrased 
in a way that is accessible to all. 
Klaas, Ingrid, and Beate once again are now living in a shared 
flat with others, so it stands to reason that the study group 
should meet there too. 
The discussion on Saturday morning leads to the formation of 
two working groups. One will write about the terminology used 
by König, whilst the other will focus on a specific topic. 
I am in the second working group with Klaas, Ingrid and five 
other fellow students. They eventually choose Königs’s favour-
ite topic: ‘Reflections on Death’. 
“I suggest we start by seeing which quotes we’ve written down 
word for word.” 
General nodding and leafing through the notes: 
‘Tragedy changes the world through the tragic fall.’ 
‘The world is led to reconciliation through the tragic fall.’ 
‘And yet again, in dialectical sublation, this tragic guilt of Ro-
meo and Juliet is also their tragic innocence, because it is only
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through them, through this tremendous leap, through the death 
of two victims, that the transformation of the world becomes 
possible.” 
“But in so forgetting the world, in leaping out of their families 
and out of all that has been, the lovers, in Shakespeare’s play, 
renew the world and open up a new future for it. Their death, as 
the price for love’s oblivion of the world, is at the same time 
the ransom for a new world of love and reconciliation.” 
“From the overcoming of the world, death is conceived and 
born...” 

It goes on like this for a while: there are plenty of quotes; in 
the end, I just cover my ears. 

“Enough. I can’t stand this any longer!” 
Klaas stands up, paces round the room and says: 
“König proclaims that the relationship between tragedy and the 
fate of the world should be an ‘immediate’ one. ‘Theatre’ and 
‘the world’ are thus equated. To be more precise: the world 
outside the theatre does not exist at all. This manifests one of 
the most important tendencies in German studies, namely, to 
divert attention from an understanding of real problems!” 
Ingrid picks up the thread: “The ‘tragic death’ certainly chang-
es the situation on stage, but it leaves the ‘world’ completely 
untouched. What does ‘world’ even mean to König 
‘world’? What does he mean when he speaks of a ‘worldview’? 
How many ‘worlds’ are there, anyway?” 
Lutz, who hasn’t said a word so far, bursts out laughing: “Quite 
a lot, apparently, for König. It can only refer to the subjective 
‘worldview’ of various individuals. The mixture of errors and 
truths that makes up an individual’s thinking is, for König, a 
‘world’ in each case.” 
Klaas raises his voice: “What is referred to here as a ‘world’ 
and a ‘worldview’ is nothing other than an individual’s correct 
or incorrect consciousness. Yet reality, too, is called a 
‘world’—albeit in a highly abstract and vague sense. After all,  
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König even speaks of a ‘general worldview of the novel’!...“ 
I close my eyes. 
“... This German studies programme is nothing more than an 
institutionalised scheme for the destruction of language and 
communication!” 
Klaas shouted the sentence out. 
Someone asks: “Should we write all that down?” 
“Yes, for goodness’ sake!” 
“Did anyone take notes?” 
Ingrid and I nod at the same time. As we look at each other, we 
both laugh. 
Klaas has calmed down again by now. 
“Can you summarise all this by tomorrow?” 
Ingrid nods. “I think so. Whatever I’m missing, Carl will prob-
ably have, and if we put it all together, we’ll manage it. Shall 
we call it a day? Carl and I will definitely need another two or 
three hours to write up our notes.” 
A general nod: “See you tomorrow morning at ten, then.” 

I glanced at my watch: it was half past seven – my usual time. I 
liked these quiet Sunday mornings. 
There was no sound of traffic from the street – the front of the 
house was already bathed in sunlight – there was no need to 
rush. 

As she senses me moving, Ingrid slides closer to me under the 
duvet. She blinks sleepily: 
“Wake me up when we need to leave.” 
With that, she fell asleep again. Her chest rose and fell steadily; 
I closed my eyes too. 

How lovely that I’m well equipped. 

The only typewriter in the shared flat was needed by the other 
working group, and as I had a typewriter at home, we’d driven 
to the garden shed. 
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I sat at the machine, typing – Ingrid had walked round and sat 
at the side of the desk, leafing through her notes and dictating. 
At the same time, I was reading through my own notes but 
hardly needed to add anything; on the contrary, Ingrid had tak-
en more careful notes. 
“Shall we write some more theses?” 
Ingrid takes a deep breath: “Let’s give it a go. Write: ‘Second-
ly: through its tendency to abolish communication and lan-
guage as means of understanding, this German studies pro-
gramme fosters the inability of the students subjected to it to 
organise themselves against the domination exercised over 
them. 
Thirdly: In doing so, it promotes the isolation of the individual, 
which is a prerequisite for the ruling classes to be able to do as 
they please. 
Fourthly: the students trained in this German studies pro-
gramme are expected to carry on precisely this tendency in 
schools. That is why it does not need to concern itself with 
school problems, teaching methods and so on. What we are be-
ing presented with here is training for the school system.” 
Ingrid had stepped up behind me, was reading along, and inter-
rupted: ‘Underline the “is”.’ 
I’ll underline it. 
“Fifthly. Whether the individual professors are aware of it or 
not is a bloody waste of time. They go along with it because 
they can research whatever they want.” 
I interlace my fingers; tightly clasped, my palms form a shel-
tered space of warmth. My pulse throbs, channelling the ener-
gy. I reach back, searching with my fingertips, towards Ingrid. 
As if it were a signal, she lets her hands and arms rest on my 
neck and shoulders, letting me feel her rhythm with gentle 
pressure. 
She continues calmly: “Sixthly: ‘Not just this lecture, but the 
entire Department of German Studies, as it currently stands’, in 
capital letters with several exclamation marks, ‘MUST BE 
ABOLISHED!!!!!!!!!!’” 
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I turn towards her; Ingrid’s hands remain where they are, then 
wander further over my shoulders; I wrap my arms around her 
hips – through the thin leather of her short skirt, I can feel her 
skin: ‘No theory today?’ 
Ingrid kisses me gently, tugging at the ends of her bob: ‘Do 
you still remember?’ 
Yes, I remember it well. 

 
At ten o’clock, everyone is sitting together again in the shared 
flat. The first working group has drafted four pages on König’s 
concepts: “König reads … What follows is a critique of Kö-
nig’s conceptual framework, as it has manifested itself in the 
lecture so far. 
The aim of this critique is the abolition of the lecture. 

Digression on knowledge 
Things have a surface and something that lies beneath it. Their 
surface is their appearance; what lies behind it is their essence. 
To describe a thing is to remain at its surface. To conceptualise 
a thing is to recognise its essence. 
The concept is thus the formulation of the knowledge of a 
thing’s essence and of the relationship between things. The es-
sence of a thing is therefore not visible. It reveals itself through 
abstraction: in the concept. There are false and correct abstrac-
tions, and thus also false and correct concepts. 
Concepts that are used in isolation from the reality from which 
they sprang become false. They are then no longer formula-
tions of insight, but of lies (even if they were once true); that is 
to say, they are ideology. Ideology is the opposite of insight. 
Let us examine König’s concepts (which are also the concepts 
of mainstream German studies) to see whether they possess in-
herent knowledge...” 



220  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: Blue Flower Red 

 
 

What follows are three and a half pages of a meticulous list of 
contradictory definitions that König had used in his lecture… 
and finally: 
‘... It gets even worse with terms such as “chance”, 
‘Fate’, ‘fateful necessity’. Try to make sense of this: “The fate-
ful necessity of external fortune” – that’s a contradiction in 
terms. Or what is this: ‘An unconditional breakdown of con-
ceptual consistency in the unfolding of fate’ ???? 
That’s n o n s e n s e, quite apart from the fact that there is no 
such thing as fate that anyone ‘carries out’.” 

This page-long argument: exasperating – but what are we to 
do if we want to engage with it on its merits? Quark doesn’t get 
any firmer just because you stir it vigorously. 

It takes an hour for the pages to be passed round and read by 
everyone. 
Klaas and I then promptly get into an argument: “Look: for 
German studies students, that’s rather poor style.” 
“This is about the substance, not the style!” 
“Have you ever heard of ‘Sinn und Form’, by any chance?” 
“Spare me this bourgeois rubbish!” 

It takes a while before we find common ground again. It’s well 
into the afternoon by the time everyone’s agreed on the text. 

Sometimes grassroots group work can be time-consuming and 
nerve-wracking. 

The flatmates will make seven hundred copies on their mimeo-
graph machine. That was cheaper than if I’d had it printed. 

 
The AStA has invited the Vice-Chancellor and several profes-
sors to discuss the state government’s past and forthcoming 
plans. 

This morning I just nodded wearily when Ingrid asked me, even 
before my first coffee, what I thought about the idea of she were 
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to greet the Vice-Chancellor with flowers in the Audimax this 
afternoon. 

She buys a bunch of forget-me-nots at lunchtime and places the 
flowers on the lectern in the Audimax that afternoon. 
“That’s exactly how I imagine the student opposition to be,” 
Bruno can’t resist commenting. 

The deeper meaning of the language of flowers: obviously lost 
on him as a classical philologist. Whilst he could explain in de-
tail for every village in Baden which dialect was spoken there 
and why – to him, flowers were apparently just colourful and 
pretty. 
It’s pointless anyway: the lines have been drawn, and present-
ing opposing viewpoints – all of which were already well 
known – didn’t get us anywhere. 
In the evening, a freshers’ party in the canteen: the latest inno-
vation, replacing the abolished matriculation ceremony. It went 
on late: even His Magnificence Bruno, like everyone else, had 
had a few too many – and gladly accepted HG’s offer to give 
him a lift home in his car. HG ferried the Vice-Chancellor in 
his little Fiat 500, rolled back the soft top – so that he could 
peer out from the top as usual – and with his shouts of “Make 
way!”, the pair roared through the city. Fortunately, hardly 
anyone was looking. Not even the police. 

 
 

 76. 
 

The outcome of the weekend retreat is mixed. Although the 
six-page leaflet can be handed out, the majority of students in 
the packed main lecture theatre refuse to discuss it: they want 
to hear Professor König speak. 
Attempts to read the pages aloud, or at least to get a discussion 
going after the lecture, are eventually drowned out by chants 
of: ‘We want König! We want König!’ 
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After the lecture, König’s loyal followers reveal their true col-
ours: the majority of the leaflets are burnt outside the Audimax. 

It reminds me all too much of the book burnings carried out by 
the National Socialists: what is the point of discussing histori-
cal fascism when it is still very much alive in the minds of so 
many German studies students? As much as I hate to admit it, 
Hennis is unfortunately right in this respect: no leadership elite 
is actually being trained here. What is happening here is the 
indoctrination of fearful followers who want it this way and no 
other: they only feel strong when part of the crowd. On the oth-
er hand, Hennis himself also bears his share of the responsibil-
ity for this state of affairs. 

The members of the student union’s grassroots group have re-
treated to the student union room and are discussing the content 
of the leaflet once again. 
‘Perhaps it was tactically unwise to begin the substantive de-
bate by saying that the lecture should be abolished?’ 
“No, the aim is clearly stated. Why else have we spent the past 
few weeks compiling and distributing information on learning 
theory, showing that, from a learning theory perspective, lec-
tures are the most inefficient form of teaching there is: not even 
20 per cent of the material presented can be recalled by the au-
dience.” 
“Do we really have to keep repeating that lectures date back to 
the 17th and 18th centuries, when there were hardly any books 
and professors read aloud – or rather, were obliged to read 
aloud – from handwritten lecture notes to their five to ten stu-
dents?” 
“If I may remind you, that was also in our student union elec-
tion manifesto, the one that got us elected!” 
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“And why on earth do these fellow students insist on listening 
to the lecture? Since Socrates, scholarship has been based on 
dialogue! Where this dialogue is cut off, what takes place is not 
teaching but indoctrination.” 
“Probably because they’re lazy and complacent. You just have 
to sit on your arse for two hours, and Papa König tells his sto-
ries so pleasantly, drawing on his treasure trove of quotations 
and impressionistic anecdotes.” 
“Maybe so, but what should we do now?” 
“Let’s meet up again next Sunday in Herdern!” 

 

 
77. 

 
The morning sun is already bringing plenty of warmth to the 
shady corner of the garden. 

I’m sitting on the bench in front of the house, having breakfast: 
my legs stretched out under the table, my head leaning against 
the wall, gazing at the branches of the wild vine climbing up 
the house wall. 
Ingrid went to Herdern yesterday afternoon: to check on her 
room – as she’d said at first – but then she came clean and ad-
mitted that she’d done it for the sake of peace between Klaas 
and me. What a shame. Such a shame. 
Klaas would just behave like the head cockerel: if his ‘hen-
house’ wasn’t at full strength, he’d become nervous and ag-
gressive. Even though she isn’t in a relationship with Klaas: 
it’s just my very particular shortcoming that I’m not in the 
SDS. 
When I asked whether it made any difference to this clucking 
jealousy which political group her lover was involved with, In-
grid laughed: ‘Yes, it does make a difference. There aren’t 
enough women organised in the SDS as it is, and Klaas is ter-
ribly afraid that one of the few “chickens”... ’— who’s also in 
the HSU — might leave the group.” 
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I’m still pondering this understanding of politics, having a 
neighbourly chat with the landlady, who’s come out of the 
front building with a rake to weed the garden – and at eleven 
I’m waiting at the tram stop heading towards Herdern. 
Apparently there’s a fundamental polarity between Klaas and 
me: it’s only now that I realise the only free chair in the shared 
lounge of the flat-share is situated directly opposite Klaas. 
“I can only laugh to myself when I think of the drivel spouted 
by Habermas and his ilk about so-called ‘left-wing fascism’!” 
“Apparently, there’s no so-called ‘silent majority’ in Frankfurt 
that suddenly breaks into chants and burns leaflets.” 
“Anyone who sets fire to leaflets also burns books.” 
“And anyone who burns books also destroys people!” The agi-
tation has given way to bewilderment: everyone falls into a 
pensive silence. 
I glance over at Ingrid, who is sitting near Klaas. He’s noticed 
the exchange of glances straight away and is staring at me: 
“Perhaps Carl has a suggestion as to what we should do now?” 
I can’t help but grin to myself again. I’m pretty sure Klaas al-
ready has a clear idea of what he thinks we should do. So he 
wants to make an example of me because of Ingrid. If that’s the 
case… “Arm ourselves.” 
A stunned silence. 
I continue: ‘The petty-bourgeois terrorism of the so-called si-
lent majority has two faces: as a mob, they set things alight and 
make a racket; as individuals, they’re simply scared. So let’s 
start with their fear of being recognised, and of each of them 
having to account for their own shouting and arson...’ 
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Then they’ll retreat once more into their narrow-minded, mid-
dle-class hideaways.” 
Klaas glances over at Ingrid, looking puzzled, as if to check 
whether she’d stirred me up so effectively in bed that I’d 
switched to the ‘violence’ faction. 
Ingrid’s surprised frown makes him look back at me, catching 
the tail end of an ironic wink. 
I look around at the bewildered group: “No, that’s not what I 
mean at all. Even though I wouldn’t have a problem with it. I 
was trained in the Bundeswehr as a lone fighter and a state-
certified killer – with a weapon or with my bare hands – but 
surely that’s not the point.” 
“So what is the point?” 
“We should hold up a mirror to people so they can recognise 
themselves.” 
“Where on earth are you going to get hold of mirrors that big?” 
Klaas dismissed the sniggering interjection with a wave of his 
hand: “Nonsense. We must sever the emotional bond between 
the father figure and his followers: we’ll simply put an end to 
these lectures.” The outcome of the afternoon’s discussions in-
volves taking separate action against the main lectures given by 
the two senior professors. 

 
STUDY IS OPIUM 

 
Part of the grassroots group will attempt to reduce Keller-
mann’s lecture on Monday to absurdity. Should that prove un-
successful, the other part of the grassroots group, to which 
Klaas belongs, intends to bring König’s lecture to an end on 
Tuesday. 
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78. 
 
The grassroots group’s bulky briefcases are not particularly 
conspicuous. There are plenty of students who seem to be con-
stantly lugging half their household around with them. 

The ritual of Kellermann’s lecture: business as usual. As the 
gong sounds, the lower right-hand door in Lecture Theatre 
2006 opens – he must have been waiting behind it – and with 
his head bowed, the manuscript tucked under his arm, Keller-
mann enters the lecture theatre, walks with steady strides to the 
lectern: there he places the script on the sloping wooden sur-
face, adjusts it briefly, looks up once, gives an imperceptible 
nod of greeting: he begins to read. 
He will stop exactly three-quarters of an hour later, when the 
gong sounds: the same ritual will unfold in reverse: Keller-
mann is, as yet, an unstoppable lecture machine. 

‘... In Andreas Ferschengelder, Hofmannsthal creates an am-
bivalent character; he cannot attain certainty about himself; in-
dividuality presents him with a ceaselessly unsettling enigma 
and a task that is virtually impossible to resolve. Andreas is ob-
sessed by the urge to seek something, without knowing exactly 
what. He wants to mean something to himself and is acutely 
aware of his powerlessness. He experiences the unspeakable 
and, for the time being, gains an experience out of nothing...” 
I almost forgot what I was supposed to do. 
A jab in the ribs startles me out of eavesdropping: like the oth-
ers, I pull a large, white bedsheet out of my briefcase. 
We throw it over our heads in a row – three of us fit under one 
sheet – and murmur, praying ever louder, whilst the sheets 
sway ghostlike up and down the rows: “Mas-
ter!”…..“Master!”…  “Master!” 
Kellermann continues reading without so much as a hint of a 
pause. 
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We can’t see anything beneath the sheets – it was to be ex-
pected that he hadn’t even looked up. So we escalate into a 
loud clamour: “Ma-ster!”…   “Master!”……“Master!”. The 
white sheets have finally fallen back: we cannot drown out the 
loudspeakers in the lecture theatre with our voices – not even 
with our shouting. 

I lift the bedsheet slightly and peer down at Kellermann from 
under the edge: he is reading impassively, like a priest celebrat-
ing Mass: ‘The more intensely individuals strive to illuminate 
themselves, the more alien they become to themselves and to 
others; the more intently they observe and endure their effects, 
the more colourless their appearance becomes. The more criti-
cally they confront reality, the more fictitious most of it seems 
to them. The more comprehensively the individual reflects on 
themselves, the more tenaciously they cling to the traces of 
their own creative consciousness, the more strongly a sense of 
unreality imposes itself.” 
 

79. 
 
The posters are large and numerous, scattered throughout the 
Audimax: ‘Enough of this royal nonsense!’ 
“We’re not blind – we can read for ourselves!” 
“I’m so small that Daddy has to read to me!” 
“No more lectures!” 
A student from the audience steps up to the microphone and 
calls on anyone who doesn’t want to listen to the lecture to 
leave the hall. 
Immediately, Klaas and his group make up for the tactical 
blunder of not having control of the microphone. They take 
over the podium with the lectern. 
König stands in the doorway, holding his ground and waiting to 
see what will happen. 
The sustained applause – which at first makes it impossible to 
tell whether it is directed at the first speaker or at the members 
of the grassroots group – turns into boos as Klaas reads out the 
prepared leaflet: 
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1. “We’re not disrupting the lecture today because you’re just 
lying in wait so that you can get all angry afterwards and 
avoid having to discuss anything. 

2. Because König is going into hospital in four weeks’ time 
anyway, and we have no intention of letting him go there 
as a martyr. 

3. Because you don’t look very good when you’re screaming 
and squabbling, as people are trying to take away your de-
votion 

4. Because we hope that at the general assembly there will fi-
nally be a proper debate on why we should have lectures, 
and we don’t want to give you the chance to avoid the dis-
cussion by referring once again to our ‘terror’.” 

“We want König!”, “We want König!” 
Klaas tries to drown out the chants: he brings the microphone 
closer to his mouth and reads very slowly: 
5. “Because the pathetic terror in the lectures is no longer 

enough for us anyway, and we shall be moving on to 
harsher measures. Raid squads will identify all lecture at-
tendees, track them down at home, smash up their furniture 
and rape them!” 

A deafening roar of protest crashes down upon the podium 
– König has turned around in the doorway. It’s clear that he 
won’t be giving his lecture. 
I decide to grin and shake my head at the same time: that was 
yet another classic Klaas mishmash of truth and nonsense – in 
political discussions, he always had Manuel there as his inter-
preter! Without him – as is the case this time – it all went com-
pletely off the rails. 
Whilst I’m still trying to work out what the announcement 
about these ‘assault squads’ and the nonsense about rape is all 
about, I’m already having to fight for my life: several members 
of the audience have stormed to the front and are jostling to get 
to the microphone. 
The student union’s grassroots group is putting up a 
valiant defence. The commotion is in full swing. 
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Whilst the supporters and opponents of lectures are shouting at 
each other and trying to drown one another out, the majority of 
the audience are playing the part of uninvolved spectators. 
I have to restrain myself from using one of my nasty lone-
fighter moves. 

As I fend off a crimson-headed bloke, I wonder what the point 
was of learning all that crap in the Bundeswehr if I’m not al-
lowed to use it. 

Suddenly, it goes dark. 
The power to the Audimax has been cut off. With that, the mi-
crophone suddenly becomes irrelevant: the commotion dies 
down. 
Everyone rushes out through the open doors into the light of 
the foyer. The grassroots group is still sitting on the podium. 
Klaas’s shaggy hair is standing on end: “What a load of rub-
bish! Some right-wing arsehole grabbed me by the hair and I 
could barely shake him off.” 
“You’re only allowed to wear a mop like that if you’re sitting 
peacefully on a colourful carpet, calmly smoking your pipe!” 
The tension dissolves into laughter. 
I’m sitting on one of the steps with Ingrid: she’s been hit in the 
stomach by a punch again; she’s simply feeling sick. 
“Shall I get you anything?” 
“Nah, nah. Actually, yes – a wide leather belt, so those blokes 
can’t keep punching me in the stomach.” 
The neon lights flicker; it’s getting light again. 
Klaas looks around the empty hall proudly: “In any case, our 
method was better: the lecture isn’t going ahead.” 
He rummages around the blackboard for some chalk and writes 
on it in large block capitals – thankfully not in his illegible 
handwriting: 

 
MAKE THE BLUE FLOWER RED  
KILL THE German Studiee  ! 
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I wonder where Klaas learnt Sütterlin script. I’d taught myself 
it when I used to exchange letters with my grandmother, who 
had no desire to use the Latin script prescribed by the Allied 
occupation forces. She didn’t care if her letters could be read 
by military censors. And that’s how she’d stuck with it. 

 
 

80. 
 

Alongside the discussions and protests on the university cam-
pus, other issues arose that took up my time. Nevertheless, it 
really gets on my nerves when the general assembly of German 
studies students elects a new student council following the dis-
ruption of lectures. By a vote of 252 to 232, the majority opts, 
in a closely contested ballot, for a conservative new student 
council and against the German Studies grassroots group. 
But the grassroots group is not so easily thrown off course: 

“Statement: The election of a new student council does not al-
ter the policies of the grassroots group. Student councils, as 
bodies of officials, must be abolished. The only legitimacy we 
recognise is participation in bringing about practical change to 
the intolerable study conditions. Demands: 
1. Lectures must be abolished. 
2. Mid-term exams and selective exams of any kind must be 

abolished. 
3. The semester should be used for a general discussion on the 

function of German Studies and its reorganisation. 
4. Work carried out in independent study groups shall be rec-

ognised with credits. 
5. The department management undertakes not to make use of 

disciplinary regulations once they have come into force, i.e. 
not to respond to the call for a discussion about the degree 
programme with applications for expulsion.” 
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81. 
 
Stunned, I watch Klaas approaching me on the narrow pave-
ment of Salzstraße, carrying a large suitcase. 
“Are you going away in the middle of the semester?” 
“Me? No, I’m moving house.” 
“Fed up with the flat-share?” 
“Actually, I am. I’m moving into the shared flat where Manuel 
lives now...” 
It strikes me that I haven’t seen Manuel at all in the past few 
weeks. 
“...it’s an all-male flat-share. It won’t fall apart over the rubbish 
problem. That wouldn’t work with women.” 
“With the rubbish or with the women?” 
“Carl, don’t grin like an idiot. As long as you live alone in your 
reactionary isolation, you’re shying away from the day-to-day 
political work involved in exploring progressive forms of liv-
ing, where we learn to overcome the psychological distortions 
of solitude or the petty-bourgeois claim to ownership that 
comes with being a couple.” 
“I see.” 
Klaas sets his suitcase down on the pavement: “The rubbish 
problem is a direct expression of gender-specific role con-
straints that we must overcome. To begin with, there’s a task-
oriented division of labour. It’s not my fault, after all, that it’s 
mostly men who write articles, run about and organise what’s 
right for the women, and that’s why they do the lion’s share of 
the housework. But that gets ingrained in a bloody awful way, 
and then one day there’s a row because the women claim we’re 
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the machos and always make them take the rubbish out. So, 
you try using ‘duty rosters’. But that’s the beginning of the end. 
When I’m preparing an action and then get told off for not hav-
ing cleaned the loo according to the ‘plan’, that’s the last straw: 
those are counter-revolutionary priorities.” 
“Hmm. And the printing press?” 
Klaas makes a gesture with his hand as if throwing something 
behind him: “That’s sorted. In Münster, a collective has spe-
cialised in printing relevant literature and is now producing top-
quality prints – as part of a ‘black series’ – including the vol-
umes by Wilhelm Reich. We don’t stand a chance against that. 
Neither in terms of quality nor quantity.” 
“That’s a shame.” 
“It’s bloody awful! Pure commercialisation. They’re only in-
terested in the profit they make. They’d even print Hitler’s 
*Mein Kampf* if it would sell.” 
“I see. Well, good luck then. Say hello to Manuel for me.” 
“Thanks. I will.” 
Klaas picks up his heavy suitcase again and we go our separate 
ways. 
I hurry off: I’ve got an appointment at the printers with Daniel, 
who’s bringing me the files for the next issue of the Freiburg 
Information Service (FRID). 
Daniel is now one of my regular clients, along with ‘libro libre’ 
and the leaflets from the internationalist groups. 
Production costs are tiered according to the political and eco-
nomic context of the printed material or the client. Leaflets are 
available at the cost of materials alone. Political leaflets that are 
sold incur a ten per cent surcharge to cover electricity and rent. 
Commercial and private print jobs are priced in line with 
standard printing rates, following the Eastern model. Overall, 
this covers the costs and generates a small profit. 
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82. 

 
‘... The pupils who organised the revolt in the schools dis-

cussed how, together with the students who will be their future 
teachers, they could transform the anti-authoritarian protest in-
to a socialist struggle within the school system ... that is to say, 
specifically, the reorganisation of lessons, the refusal to sit 
class tests, all forms of rule-breaking, walk-ins at staff meet-
ings, parents’ council meetings and actively organised school 
strikes.” 

The resolution passed by the working conference of the SDS 
and the Action Centre of Independent and Socialist Pupils in 
Frankfurt could still have been dismissed as irresponsible – but 
the pupils and apprentices who opposed it and were expelled 
from schools and apprenticeships: they were the ones who had 
to take responsibility. From now on, share the garden shed 
with Dieter: a lanky, seventeen-year-old apprentice – who had 
his apprenticeship terminated for insubordination and subse-
quently ran away from the care home. 

Long conversations then reveal that there is still a court hearing 
pending for car theft. Conclusions drawn from the discussion: 
an end to going into hiding. 
Talks with Dieter’s guardian, who eventually agrees to provide 
support at the court hearing – which results in a suspended sen-
tence – followed by discussions and a search for a new appren-
ticeship. Everything takes time. Gideon the poet voluntarily 
vacates his attic room for a few days – a runaway schoolboy 
needs to be accommodated in a neutral place. 
Much to his girlfriend’s horror, Gideon spends these days in 
the untidy room of a shared flat, sleeping on the floor. 
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83. 
 
The current German Studies student union is still pottering 
about: still searching for a willingness to engage in dialogue. In 
vain: the few liberal lecturers are isolated within the teaching 
staff, whilst the conservative majority stands firm as a wall. 
König is lecturing again. 
However, the number of listeners is dwindling week by week. 
The main lecture in the Audimax is turning into an ‘ultra-
private’ affair for a handful of loyal followers. 
His arrogant demeanour, his role in the dean’s resignation, the 
nature of his topics and his interpretation of literature, the 
learning-theoretical and socio-psychological-political ar-
guments against this kind of lecture – all of this is having an ef-
fect. König no longer understands the world: ‘Have I really be-
come that bad?’ is his only question to his colleagues.  

Why is such a sensitive scholar so utterly devoid of any feeling 
for others? Is his sensitivity confined to himself: antisocial? If 
Flossenstein and Bollinger are like that: that was a straight 
line from fraternity member and National Socialist officer to 
professor, who had always lived solely within the categories of 
command and obedience. But König! – who is said to once 
have been the young rising star of the German Department? 
From my time in the armed forces, I still remember the hierar-
chical security of the rank insignia on my shoulders – the sense 
of security amongst my peers: the respect, at least outwardly, 
that my subordinates were obliged to show me. Was that it? 
But had this outward appearance become such an integral part 
of their self-confidence that people feared, in this sense of soli-
darity, that they might lose their identity along with the hierar-
chy? If so, then it was time for them to leave the university. 
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84. 

 
I’ve been given time off by the grassroots group. Whatever I do 
outside my studies is recognised as grassroots work. 
Gideon the poet has been very hard-working: the editorial work 
on the QUERhefte is complete. 
The topics in this issue are part of our everyday lives: reflec-
tions on a model for literary studies / reflections on a model for 
linguistics / on the subjects of literary studies / the logic of the 
social sciences / fear and violence / their violence and ours / a 
love song. 
The singer-songwriter Walter Moßmann, the reform-minded 
university lecturers Iser, Weinrich, Fuhrmann and Jauss, Karl 
Popper, and the Psychology grassroots group – all had granted 
permission for the articles to be published free of charge. 
For several days, Gideon the poet and I take turns typing up the 
galley proofs, proofreading and making amendments until the 
booklet takes its final form. At our side: Rosi von Tingen, who 
is responsible for the layout. 
Rosi has left some sketches at home for me to look at. She’s 
quite a flamboyant woman: heavily made-up, in tight-fitting 
Capri trousers and a laced waistcoat – colourful, designed and 
sewn by herself – but the live boa constrictor in the glass ter-
rarium, used as a coffee table, did rather unsettle me. I sit 
down so that I don’t have to look at the snake. We start chat-
ting; Rosi opens a bottle of Chianti and, in the meantime, 
changes into something more comfortable whilst I keep glanc-
ing over at the boa, and I can’t remember who started it, but 
eventually we were lying on the sofa, exploring each other’s 
bodies intimately. Before things get any more intimate, I pop 
into the bathroom for a moment. I look around in surprise: 
lights – blue, yellow, red – soft music, loads of perfume bottles. 
I open several bottles and finally settle on a heavy fragrance, 
which I rub under my armpits and dab a drop into my belly but-
ton. What about the socks? I slip them off. As I dab my ankles, 
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my own gaze meets mine in the large wall mirror: this is you 
now: 179 tall, puffing out your chest, pushing your elbows 
back with a spring in your step, beginning to feel your spine, 
stretching your body out – yes, a few more centimetres 
wouldn’t go amiss either... I look at my soft, curly hair and 
wonder whether a visit to the hairdresser’s is on the cards soon 
– perhaps even a colour? Red? Will the dark hair fade? I trace 
my eyebrows, my prominent nose and my lips with both hands, 
pinch and tug at myself a little, turn back and forth in the 
beams of light, meeting my blue eyes in their various shades. 
Satisfied, I flex my muscles and turn into a half-profile. Looks 
good: athletic. Running, jumping – especially gymnastics on 
the high bar – hardly anyone can give me a run for my money 
there. Anything that required strength, technique and stamina – 
that was my speciality. Casually, I light a cigarette from a 
packet lying about – menthol, why not? – and take pleasure in 
contemplating my own self. Smoke and perfume mingle in a 
soothing, intense, thrilling way. 
Apparently it had taken longer than the situation warranted: 
when I return to the living room, the terrarium is empty, the 
room darkened – coloured light shines from the bedroom: 
oblivious to her surroundings, Rosi is lolling naked on the wide 
bed, the boa beside her, between her thighs, on top of her – I 
watched, fascinated – her lustful movements – repulsed – 
damn, that snake is long and thick – I was torn back and forth, 
hastily gathered my clothes together, pulled them over my body 
and vanished. Fear that I wouldn’t have come through it un-
scathed. 
For several days, I’ve been standing at the printing press in the 
cellar whenever I have a spare moment: the evenings are draw-
ing out. 
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In between, Gideon, HG, Beate and Ingrid come round to help 
collate the printed pages. In addition to the standard booklet, 
there are fold-out pages – downwards, to the side – and there’s 
a special page for which Beate and Ingrid bring along some 
more women to help finish it. Scissors in hand, they stand 
around one of the large tables and try to standardise the work: 
‘That one’s far too big.’ 
“How do you know that?” 
“Experience.” 
“As a wish or as reality?” 
“As reality.” 
“But then that has to be based on empirical evidence, and at 
least ten…” 
“There’s no standard.” 
“Perhaps Carl should take his trousers off and we’ll take a leaf 
out of his book.” 
Up until then, I’d only been half-listening to their banter. If 
they really insisted on it, I couldn’t refuse. After all, it was my 
contribution to the QUERheft, which the women were current-
ly working on: ‘Happiness is a warm gun’, the Beatles had 
sung – I’d made a fold-out cardboard model of it: A shorter 
strip had been glued between two pages, with an oval opening 
in the fold which, when unfolded, stretched flat and caused a 
glued-in paper penis to stand upright: “Gun warm is a happi-
ness”. A thousand copies – that was the print run of the first 
edition of the QUERheft. 

I wasn’t sure how I would have reacted if they’d actually in-
sisted on it – but I was certainly curious to see what would 
have happened then. 

In the end, the women agreed on an abstract form recognisable 
on an intersubjective level, whilst leaving the size up to each 
individual. It was not, however, allowed to be longer than 
twenty centimetres, otherwise it would have stuck out of the 
booklet. 
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The finished booklet, measuring 20 x 20 cm, has 106 pages, 
with a red cardboard cover and black adhesive binding; a stack 
of all the booklets placed one on top of the other would be ten 
metres high. 
There is no distribution network. So everyone in our circle of 
acquaintances who is travelling home or visiting friends takes 
twenty to fifty copies with them to offer them on consignment 
to local bookshops in Frankfurt, Heidelberg, Göttingen, Ham-
burg, Berlin and wherever else. A single copy costs DM 2.50; 
booksellers get it for DM 1.50. 
After three weeks, the print run has been distributed and is al-
ready largely sold. Work on the second issue can begin. Gideon 
is already brimming with ideas. I make sure not to neglect my 
informal foster son, Dieter. 
Sometimes I find it amusing that, as a twenty-two-year-old, I 
have a seventeen-year-old ‘foster son’: buying books is out of 
the question – the money goes on extra food. 
 

 
85. 
 
HG, who represented me on the Students’ Council, reckons it’s 
time I showed my face there again: things are coming to a 
head. 
The state government of Baden-Württemberg is proud to being 
‘at the forefront of higher education reform’: amending the 
Higher Education Act, adopting the Comprehensive Higher 
Education Plan, tightening disciplinary regulations and disman-
tling the organised student body are the next steps that have 
been announced. 
I pace nervously around the print shop, glancing at my watch – 
it’s already past half past seven. 
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At last, footsteps can be heard on the stairs. With a cardboard 
box under their arms, HG and Beate rush down the steps: “It 
worked!” 
Out of breath, HG sets the cardboard box down on one of the 
long tables, lifts the lid, takes out one of the sheets of paper and 
hands it to me: “Straight from prison. The original, just like the 
ones the prisoners get as wank material.”  

A monochrome, black-and-white print: a man and a woman, 
both depicted without heads, both naked. The woman is lying 
on her back, her legs stretched up: the man is in the middle of 
fucking her. The woman’s pubic area and the man’s cock are 
clearly visible: crude and unattractive. 

I don’t ask how they’ve organised the leaflets. I know there are 
connections within the prisons, critical civil servants and law-
yers, people who want to change the current state of affairs. 
“Have you finished the text?” “Here!” 
I notice that HG has a ballpoint pen tucked behind his ear in-
stead of his usual pencil. 
“Have you lost your pencil sharpener?” 
HG reaches for his ear and looks embarrassed: “Hmm… I left 
it lying around somewhere yesterday… and… Beate only has 
ballpoint pens at home.” 
I’m happy for the two of them: “It’s great that you’ve found 
each other!” 

I could relate to both of them. And if HG was at a loss for 
words, then it must have really hit him hard. 

Beate hands the text back to me, smiles quietly and winks at 
me: “All right, get on with it.” 
Transferring the text onto the printing plate, stacking the paper 
– it’s all routine by now: after ten minutes, the sheets are run-
ning through the machine – this time, however, with text print-
ed on the reverse side: 

“Minister of Justice Schieler is speaking 
in the Audimax this evening on ‘humane penal systems’. 
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What is the purpose of punishment? To segregate the convicted 
from society, to deprive them of sex. That is the real punish-
ment: that these people are denied normal, adult sexuality be-
tween a man and a woman. 
But the prison service is well aware of this: so it distributes 
these masturbation aids in men’s prisons so that prisoners can 
masturbate, relieve their sexual tension and avoid causing trou-
ble. 
How can one ‘rehabilitate’ people, enable them to live in socie-
ty, if they have no chance of experiencing their sexuality in a 
dignified manner – if prisoners only ever experience women in 
the form of cropped-out and brutal masturbation material? 
If this is ‘humane imprisonment’, then it becomes clear that, of 
all animals, only humans lock up their own kind. So that is the 
‘humane’ aspect of it – what humans do to other humans! 
Let’s ask the Minister of Justice whether what happens in pris-
ons facilitates ‘reintegration into society’: learning to live to-
gether with other people peacefully and respectfully – or is it 
punishment, locking people away, humiliation? Then he should 
say so and not fill our ears with his supposed or actual ‘humane 
prison system’. Ask the Minister of Justice!” 
The print run counter stops at exactly five hundred as the last 
sheet is printed. 
“I’m telling you, there’s order in the justice system! It’s not 
just the toilet paper and the bread that get counted.” 
HG packs the printed sheets back into the box; I put the print-
ing press into ‘standby’ with a few quick movements; Beate is 
already standing by the light switch. 
The three of us walk through the deserted streets: Oberlinden, 
Salzstraße – it only takes a few minutes. At eight o’clock sharp, 
we’re standing at the entrances to the Audimax, handing out 
the leaflets. Even though it’s not *Playboy*, this time the leaf-
lets are almost snatched from our hands. 
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The Minister of Justice no longer has home advantage. He has 
to face critical questions to which even he has no answer. 

 
 

86. 
 

Living on my own again: Dieter wants to become a DJ, has 
made some contacts – and has moved to Kaiserslautern with 
his guardian’s consent. 
Sat down with Manuel: it had dawned on both of us that we’d 
lost touch with the university groups: the HSU has transformed 
itself into grassroots groups; as a group label, it’s a thing of 
the past. The SDS, with its larger membership, has realised it-
self through several projects – the grassroots groups, the 
FRID, the children’s centre, the internationalism groups – 
there are still working conferences on specific topics, but as an 
overarching organisation, the Federal Delegates’ Conferences 
have faded into obscurity. The regional SDS groups seem to be 
a shell, which no one has yet been able to bring themselves to 
either bury or revive. 
We agree: the left-wing political university groups are histori-
cally obsolete and have rightly freed themselves from the or-
ganisational constraints of their founding. This may also be 
due to the absence of a parent party, a parent organisation, 
within which political work at university would continue: the 
career ladder: AStA Chair – Juso / RCDS Chair – Member of 
the Bundestag – Federal Minister – has no equivalent on the 
left of the political spectrum. We must build our own future: 
there will certainly be no ready-made career ladders waiting 
for us. 
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87. 
 
On Friday evenings, I catch up on the bookkeeping from the 
past week. Then, with nothing else to do, I sort out the print 
jobs for the coming week and decide to print the leaflet for Re-
publikanische Hilfe straight away, so that I’ll have less to do 
the next day: ‘The guardians of the law are now also expected 
to deal with conscious and organised protest. All the necessary 
resources have been made available: laws, police officers, pris-
ons. 
Over 1,000 court cases in Hamburg, the same in Berlin, 300 in 
Heidelberg and in Tübingen. Everywhere, the ridiculous and 
hypocritical effort to ‘administer justice’. Soon, in Freiburg 
too, the eunuchs of the system will don their black robes to sit 
in judgement on the occupation of the rector’s office, the ‘taxi 
rector’ affair, the disruption of German studies lectures, and so 
on … Legal aid is resistance. 
But to raise a little money – money that would otherwise flow 
as profit into the coffers of some superfluous cultural associa-
tion – they are organising a SING-IN …” 
Walter Moßmann and Dr Dr Dr Rudolf Schwendter are giving 
a charity concert, singing to the accompaniment of a guitar and 
a child’s drum. It’s already close to midnight; the cylinders of 
the printing press turn monotonously; I’m getting tired, the 
loneliness of the printer amidst the clatter of the night shift … 
in the semi-darkness of the cellar stairs, a figure suddenly ap-
pears: sandals, brown corduroy trousers, a black leather jacket, 
underneath a yellow turtleneck jumper, dark blonde, shoulder-
length hair: a woman. 
Tired, yet smiling, she looks at me: “Can I help in any way?” 
“Thanks, nothing at the moment, but it’s a help just to have 
someone here.” 
The woman looks around searchingly, then sits down. 
I’m busy with my machine, still working on the back, when a 
glance at the rocking chair makes me pause: it’s... 
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She could well be as old as I am. I haven’t seen her anywhere 
before. 
Her head is tilted to one side, framed by her blonde hair; her 
steady breathing: a picture of calm and serenity. The steady 
clatter of the printing press further heightens the impression of 
silence that has suddenly descended upon the cellar, and I lose 
myself in this sensation. 

 
IF I WERE A CARPENTER 
AND YOU WERE A LADY... 

 
When I switch off the printing press, she startles: ‘Sorry, I’m 
off home now.’ With that, she stands up and, still half-asleep, 
declines my offer: 
‘Shall I walk you home?’  
She shakes her head: ‘Thanks, I’ll be fine.’  
She’s vanished just as suddenly as she’d appeared. I hurry: take 
off my smock, switch off the light, lock the door. 

Herrenstraße: in the half-light of the streetlamps. In both di-
rections: no sign of her. The city was already asleep. Yet still 
electrified. I trudged wearily through the streets: still complete-
ly immersed in the sensation of her surreal appearance and the 
atmosphere. 
The garden shed: always a sort of cave for me, where I felt 
safe, at one with myself – now I sit here, feeling alone: The 
calm before the storm, streets that overflow their banks, cooling 
fire within me. 
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88. 
 

As if struck by thunder, I came to a halt. I’ve just come across 
the blonde of the night on the wooden gallery in Herrenstraße: 
a bag of bread rolls in her hand. 
“Good morning! I think it’s brilliant that you’ve brought bread 
rolls!” 
With a “Good morning!” and a look as if she’d never seen me 
before, she disappeared into ‘libro libre’ with her bag of bread 
rolls. 
“Morning, Carl. Are you planning to put down roots here?” 
Ruiz, the Bolivian from the internationalism group, gives me a 
friendly pat on the shoulder. 
“Morning, Ruiz. Did you see the woman who’s just gone into 
the bookshop?” 
“You mean Ruth?” 
So, this apparition isn’t just flesh and blood – she’s got a name 
too. 
“Probably.” 
“Well then, Venceremos!” 
Ruiz disappears up the stairs to the first floor – I think about 
how I can look around the bookshop without drawing attention 
to myself: just doing it like that won’t work. In the cellar, I 
grab a stack of leaflets for the sing-in and carry them over to 
the bookshop to put them out there. That was normal; I did the 
same with other leaflets. 
I was happy to accept the bookseller’s invitation to breakfast; I 
sit unusually still in my chair and try not to stare too conspicu-
ously. I hadn’t misjudged her. And that voice! 
Sitting at the table as a breakfast guest, Ruth remembers me 
and her brief visit to the printing cellar. She’s a nurse, works at 
the university hospital and had originally come to Freiburg as a 
student’s fiancée. That had since come to an end. 

 
COITO ERGO SUM. 
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If I were to do a headstand right now, my feet would touch the 
stars. Until now, I’d had no specific expectations or ideas 
about what ‘my’ wife should be like. Yet everything I experi-
ence with Ruth is nothing other than what I’d wished for, even 
though I didn’t realise until now that that was what it would be. 
Everything. 

Silent screams / shatter / within your skin 
 

89. 
 

The amendment to the Baden-Württemberg Higher Education 
Act is being debated at first reading in the state parliament: 
students are crammed into the overcrowded main lecture thea-
tre. 
The amendment concerns the introduction of disciplinary regu-
lations and the dissolution of the Student Union. 
A broad, sluggishly flowing stream becomes a raging channel 
when its riverbed is narrowed: of the 1,500 students present, 
1,400 vote in favour of an indefinite active strike. The Student 
Council is tasked with forming a strike committee. 
The following day, however, the Student Council convenes a 
new general assembly and holds a direct election for the strike 
committee: seven representatives from the faculty associations, 
seven from the grassroots groups, three from the project groups 
and two from the AStA. That very evening, the Student Coun-
cil confirms the strike committee, which thereby assumes – 
across the entire university – the previous powers of the AStA 
and the Student Council. 
The Audimax becomes the central ‘campaign and information 
centre’, where the strike committee meets continuously: 
‘We are initiating active resistance by 
1. boycotting lectures; discussing the Cabinet’s decision in all 
tutorials and seminars. 
2. In all tutorials and seminars, the concept of free working 
groups and the associated substantive 
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8h Blow up Jeschek (Law) Hs 3044 
9.30 BG Historians Old University 
11.00 Political Scientists’ General Assembly 2006 
Important 13h      English Studies Department,  in front of the canteen 
2 pm German Studies Department  FS Room 16:00
 Medical Students’ General Assembly, Audi-Max 

followed by a demonstration in the city centre  
16h Economics Students’ General Assembly 2004 
16h Jura BG, Old University – important  
18h Agitation Group, Agitation Room, Old University 

(all painters, sign-makers and poster-stickers meet here)  
8 pm Student Council, (Canteen) 
Further information is available at the ASTA on tel. 203683 or at the 
Old University in the Agitation Room (formerly room 108) and in 
KG2 

 
The 30-member Student Council is addressing a specific issue: 
should the student body be dissolved as a ‘constituted body’, 
the financial reserves of the 
11,000 students, which until now had to be set aside as a secu-
rity deposit equivalent to one term’s fees: around 400,000 DM. 
For formal legal reasons, the Student Council’s decision-
making authority cannot be delegated to any other body. A 
commission of legal experts is tasked with clarifying what op-
tions the state government might have to seize or freeze this 
money, and until when the funds were available before they 
could be withheld from the student body for budgetary reasons. 

 
 

90. 
 

Ruth was surprised: but it wasn’t very difficult to persuade her 
to marry me. I want to stay with her: for forever. Why should  
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we shy away from making that known to the outside world? 
Just because marriage is a bourgeois convention? Let’s make 
use of it! After all, this convention protects a woman from ma-
licious gossip in the narrow-minded society of a small town. 

My request to my parents to send me my second-eldest broth-
er’s birth certificate – it is the only officially recognised proof 
of my father’s German citizenship – on which my father was 
listed as a Sturmbannführer in the Waffen-SS – all other docu-
ments had been lost at the end of the war – triggers a fierce let-
ter from my father, in which he urgently admonishes me over 
several pages not to tie myself down so early. 
Ruth’s parents are completely taken aback, but then agree that 
she could come and visit with me at the weekend. The family 
register is in a drawer. 
It was late in the evening by the time Ruth and I arrived in the 
small town. Her parents had already gone to bed. After a brief 
scrutiny in the hall by her mother, wearing a floral terrycloth 
dressing gown, I was sent into the living room and heard a 
brief, heated whispered argument between mother and daughter 
in the hallway. 
“She wanted you to sleep in my brother’s room and me on the 
guest sofa.” Ruth laughs and kisses me: “As if we’d only been 
holding hands up until now,” and converts the sofa-bed in the 
living room into our shared bed. 
I wake up in the morning to see my future father-in-law walk-
ing past in the hallway; he casts just a quick glance into the liv-
ing room before disappearing into the kitchen. I immediately 
like the way Ruth’s father is sitting alone in the kitchen, having 
set the table, and, setting all formalities aside, gets straight to 
the point: “I used to imagine how one day a young man would 
turn up, standing at the door in a suit with a bouquet of flowers, 
and then in a very polite, serious conversation with me, asking 
for my daughter’s hand in marriage.” 
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He gives me a wistful smile; I wonder if I could make up for 
that, and take a sip of my coffee. 
“Are you at university?” I nod and tell him a bit about myself. 
Whilst preparing lunch, my potato-peeling skills must have 
won over my future mother-in-law as well. 
You can tell they’re happy with their daughter’s decision. 
What else could they have done if they didn’t want to lose their 
daughter? 
 
91. 
 
A week of discussions has significantly changed the whole at-
mosphere at the university: 
9.00 am Flossenstein demolition (Institute of Physiology) 
10.00 History Department Study Committee meeting 

(resignation of the student council). Please help 
in large numbers. Please help. 
Hist. Che Guevara Institute KG I 

11.00 Political Science teach-in (exam campaign) 
Lecture Theatre 3041 

2.00 pm Important Important Important Important Im-
portant: German Studies VVAudi-Max (Spring 
Semester elections) 

3.00 pm BG Psychology (Wilhelm Reich Institute) 
4.00 pm Student project group (Old University) 
5.00 pm Personality Psychology (Bender) KG I  

Lecture Theatre 
6.00 pm AUSS MV (Old University – Theatre Hall) 
7.00 pm Plenary session: FAG Sociology  

(Old University) 
8.00 pm  Psychology Department Wilhelm Reich Insti-

tute Important 
9.00 pm BG Politics Lenin Institute  

FIGHT HARDER, COMRADES! Strike Committee 
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YOU HAVE TO MAKE THESE STONED-IN CONDITIONS 
DANCE BY SINGING THEIR OWN MELODY TO THEM! 

 
The general assembly of German studies students has re-
elected the grassroots group as the student representative body. 
The Vice-Chancellor states: “For the past three weeks, the po-
litical scientists have been prevented from holding their lec-
tures. They were expelled from the department by a majority of 
students, who told them to leave, saying they’d talked enough 
nonsense.” 
The evening display of the banner above the entrance to the 
Politics Seminar, labelling it the ‘Lenin Institute’, is the last 
straw for one person: Hennis personally locks the door to the 
seminar room. His reason: ‘This is my department.’ Lockout. 

Lectures: suspended – either against the lecturers’ will or in 
protest by the lecturers against the disruptions. An indefinable 
situation between an active strike, lockouts, the ‘New Universi-
ty’, student self-organisation and the collapse of the university 
hierarchy – between action and paralysis. The Vice-Chancellor 
and the full professors do not dare to call in the police. They 
had dared to face around 50–100 students, but are too coward-
ly to face 2,000 or more: they are biding their time – preferring 
to keep a low profile. 

The grassroots groups are trying to prevent books from being 
stolen from the departmental libraries: 

STEALING BOOKS IS COUNTER-REVOLUTIONARY! 
BOOKS ARE COLLECTIVE PROPERTY! 

ANYONE WHO STEALS THE MEANS OF PRODUCTION 
IS STEALING FROM THEMSELVES! 
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92. 

 
The editorial meeting for the second issue of QUER comes to 
an end: Gideon the Poet and I go our separate ways that even-
ing. 
Whilst I accused him of being an ‘apolitical aesthete and, ob-
jectively speaking, a reactionary’, Gideon the Poet reproached 
me for wanting nothing but ‘trench literature’. 
I do, in fact, not think highly of certain forms of modern poet-
ry. 
Perhaps I shouldn’t have shown Gideon what I had written as 
a ‘counter-poem’: 
Modern poetry has much that is natural about it. 
Like the bull 
at the insemination centre,  
the poet mounts his lexicon 
and produces poetry. 

 
That is my truth. Gideon sees it differently. 

I’m not taking it too hard: what I set out to prove has been 
proven: even without much money, it was possible to produce a 
magazine and sell it at a profit: if you really want something, 
you can do it (sometimes/mostly). 

This Friday evening I’ll draft a letter to the subscribers to in-
form them of this and refund their subscription fees. 
Ruth is on the night shift at the hospital: it doesn’t matter how 
long I work. Late at night, I nearly tripped over the fruit basket 
that the landlady had filled with garden apples and left a note 
with in front of the garden shed door. 
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The next morning, I turn the garden shed upside down looking 
for my toolbox, until it occurs to me that I lent the tools and the 
drill to a new flat-share group a fortnight ago. 
It’s not far, so I set off. 
“No, we don’t have them any more.” 
“What?” 
“Nah, we’ve passed them on – there was another flat-share that 
needed them.” 
“Excuse me, but you can’t just pass on my drill and toolbox 
like that…” 
“Nah, don’t bother us with your bloody individualistic owner-
ship nonsense. If you’re so sure it belongs to you, you can go 
and collect the stuff from there.” 

 
 

93. 
 

With the end of the semester approaching, the proposals for 
winter-term courses are being finalised: 
1.) Language and Socialisation; Language Barriers 

a.) Class-specific language behaviour: How does language 
determine cognitive processes and the capacity for abstrac-
tion? 
b.) News language: disjointed linguistic patterns, current af-
fairs without context or rational frameworks, authoritarian 
linguistic attitudes. 
Thesis: Language that does not reveal its frames of reference 
is the language of the ruling class. 
c.) Newspapers: What principles govern the 
‘presentation’ of a piece of information? What does it mean to 
‘selling’ information? (What does the *Badische Zeitung* 
mean for Freiburg?). 

2.) The teacher’s situation .... 
3.) Socially relevant literature ... 

a.) Popular literature, so-called ‘trivial literature’ 
b.) Science fiction .... 
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The list is long and is intended to serve as a basis for discussion 
in the coming semester. 
Meanwhile, the Baden-Württemberg Ministry of Education and 
Cultural Affairs had intervened in the active strike with leaf-
lets: ‘Public order law – why? 
Without a minimum level of order at universities, there can be 
no university reform. University reform has the following basic 
prerequisites: 
1. that there is freedom of expression, 
2. that the freedom of scholarship, research and 

teaching is guaranteed, and 
3. that the universities’ self-governing bodies 

are able to function effectively. 
Regulatory law serves this purpose. Any university reform is 
doomed to fail if we stand idly by whilst our universities are 
‘repurposed’ as arenas for conflict, violence and terror.” 

What did the Minister for Education and Cultural Affairs want? 
Freedom of expression existed, and the university’s self-
governance was certainly working. As for the fact that the min-
istry officials had forgotten the freedom of learning in the sec-
ond point: well, that was something that simply needed to be 
rectified. 
And, as for the ‘arenas’: he ought to call the bullfighter of a 
rector, Bruno, to order. 

 
94. 

 
The semester will not be recognised and will be struck off the 
academic record. 
Bitter, but what can you do. 
In the evening, two documentaries by the Strike Council’s Agi-
tation Committee: Zengakura in Japan, SDS in the USA. 
Absurd: the Zengakura barricade themselves inside the univer-
sity; the police attack with helicopters, tear gas and smoke  
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grenades. Hundreds of police and Zengakuare beating each 
other up: medieval mercenary-style battles. 
Then the USA: protests against the Vietnam War in Little Rock, 
Arkansas: students have been shot down; the National Guard 
shields the governor’s residence with bayonets fixed; the stu-
dents, screaming in anger, stand helpless before the military 
front. 
In Berkeley, students blow up the university’s chemistry de-
partment – in protest against the use of napalm in Vietnam. 
And our mimicry? 

 
 

95. 
 

The Student Council’s Legal Committee has confirmed that the 
reserve fund comprising part of the term fees continues to be-
long to the student body and that the Student Council, as the 
highest executive body, must decide on the expenditure as soon 
as possible, before the end of the term. 
Following general discussions on the use of the funds that have 
become available, the Students’ Council unanimously resolved 
that the student body’s technical printing facilities are extreme-
ly inadequate, the AStA rooms are far too small for this pur-
pose, and, moreover, are constantly subject to interference by 
the Vice-Chancellor. 
The law students have been tasked with drafting a constitution 
for a ‘Studentenpress e.V.’, which is to be governed by a board 
of trustees. 
I am tasked, together with two other fellow students, with ob-
taining quotations for printing presses and making a recom-
mendation. 
After several telephone calls, the three of us set off on a ‘Cog-
nac tour’ in Baden-Württemberg: we visit all the branches and 
sales offices of printing press manufacturers – be it in Freiburg, 
Stuttgart or Heidelberg – first bottles and glasses were placed
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on the table. There was coffee too – for those who wanted it. 
After three days, we have gathered all the documentation and 
present our recommendation to the Students’ Council: all in all, 
an investment of DM 200,000 is required to set up the desired 
print shop with an A2 press, pre-press facilities and post-press 
processing. 
Without lengthy discussions, the recommendation was accept-
ed and the funding unanimously approved. 
That was the end of the consensus. 
Every additional 1,000 DM was haggled over as if at a bazaar. 
The meeting had to be constantly interrupted so that people 
could discuss matters in the corridors. 

Manuel and Wormit – as the respective group leaders of the 
left-wing and right-wing factions – could just as easily have 
discussed this directly with one another, rather than engaging 
in these hours-long, oriental-style negotiations: the result 
would have been the same! The smaller the sum under negotia-
tion, the longer the haggling takes. 

If the SDS representatives want a grant for the children’s shop, 
the RCDS wants a grant for the crèche in return; if Manuel 
wants a grant for the FRID, Wormit wants a grant for the 
RCDS-Info... 

 
 

96. 
 

The comrades from the SDS did not follow through on their 
announcement to blow up the town’s old town hall, which 
houses the registry office, on that day. 
After our civil wedding, some of Ruth’s work colleagues, as 
well as HG and Ingrid, were waiting for us as a surprise on the 
town hall square – we then all went to the ice-cream parlour to-
gether. To mark the occasion, we treated ourselves to a round 
of ice-cream sundaes. 
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Gideon the poet and his girlfriend had prepared a wedding din-
ner for Ruth and me in the garden shed: it was late by the time 
the two of us were alone again. 
It took me quite a while to find the passage: “If we put Obelix 
and Idefix on the front cover, the marriage certificate in the 
middle of the booklet and, finally, Brecht’s ‘The Lovers’, we 
should put the Marx quote at the beginning.” 
Ruth is already in bed; she thinks for a moment and then 
laughs: “I’ve just pictured my mum and her friends’ faces 
when they read the text in our wedding announcement.” 
“We can leave out the source reference if that’s too provoca-
tive. But the quote describes exactly what we want: ‘Full free-
dom of marriage can therefore only be universally realised 
once the abolition of capitalist production and the property re-
lations it has created has removed all the economic considera-
tions that still exert such a powerful influence on the choice of 
a spouse. Then there will be no other motive but mutual affec-
tion...’ “ 
“Kiss me.” 
I kiss Ruth and pull away from her embrace: “And we can then 
use the text up to …, hang on: ‘… The indissolubility of mar-
riage is partly a consequence of the economic circumstances in 
which monogamy arose, and partly a tradition dating from a 
time when the connection between these economic circum-
stances and the economy was not yet properly understood and 
was structured in religious terms. It has already been broken a 
thousand times over today. If only marriage founded on love is 
moral, then so too is only that in which love endures. However, 
the duration of the individual’s romantic love varies greatly 
from person to person, particularly among men, and a defini-
tive cessation of affection, or its replacement by a new, pas-
sionate love, makes divorce a blessing for both parties as well 
as for society. It is just that‘people should be spared the ordeal of 
going through the pointless filth of divorce proceedings.’ End of 
quote.” 
 



256  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Carsten Frerk: ‘The Blue Flower, Red 

 
 

Ruth yawns: ‘You’d better read me that poem by Brecht again.’ 
‘If you like. But just the ending: 
‘So beneath the sun and moon’s discs, scarcely different, they 
fly away, utterly devoted to one another. 
Where to, you? – Nowhere. – From whom then? – From every-
one. You ask, how long have they been together? 
Not long. – And when will they part? – Soon. Thus does love 
seem to lovers a refuge.’ 
“Now come under the duvet and let’s make love.” 
 
 
97. 
 
We’d like to go on a longer trip together. Sometime in the near 
future, soon, next year? We’ve been working for months. In 
Ulm, at a company that manufactured picture frames on an in-
dustrial scale; in Hamburg: Ruth as a holiday replacement at 
my father’s surgery, and me at the docks as a stevedore. 
The Bundestag election campaign is in full swing; colourful 
posters of Willy Brandt and his opponents line the main streets 
of the towns. I’m baffled by my father’s enthusiasm for the 
DKP’s TV advert: “Brilliant! Just like Ernst Thälmann!” 
That’s certainly what the candidate looked like, but since when 
has my father been thrilled whenever someone raises their fist 
and says ‘Rot Front’ with a grim expression? 
 
 
98. 
 
We’re back in Freiburg at the start of December. I have to be 
back by the middle of the month at the latest. 
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Outwardly, the university is calm. 
However, the active strike at the end of the summer term 
showed that the students are like a sleeping giant whom the full 
professors dared not tease too much, for fear of waking him. 
The proposals from the grassroots groups are being discussed, 
and it seems that the conservative majority of professors are 
prepared to grant the working groups and projects a side room 
in the University Building – as long as they do not enter the liv-
ing room. 
HG made a mocking remark about this, which sounded like 
‘storage cupboard’; I think this approach is fine. 
Their work will only gain a broader base if it takes place within 
the university. We’ve fought for a space of freedom, which we 
can now gradually expand. 
If Ruth and I want to go away for a longer period – a couple of 
months – then now is a good time: I’m tired; the past two years 
have taken a lot out of me. 

 
 

99. 
 
The AStA and SDS are rousing once more from their political 
agony: the Vietnam War and the exposure of the double stand-
ards in Western politics had been one of the issues on which 
the SDS had grown. 
After a three-hour teach-in in the Audimax that afternoon, the 
demonstration procession forms outside the university: 6.00 
pm: after closing time. 
15,000 leaflets have been printed. Bitingly cold. Pre-Christmas 
shopping. 
“What do you reckon? How many people are there?” 
HG rubs his numb fingers together and tucks the leaflets under 
his arm so he can better blow warm breath into his clenched 
fists. 
“Probably about two thousand.” 
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Slowly, the train begins to move. HG and I try to hand out our 
stacks of leaflets: 
“In 1939, Germany invaded foreign countries for reasons of 
power politics, just as America is doing today in Vietnam. 
Germany allowed terrible crimes to be committed, just as 
America is doing today in South Vietnam. What you have ex-
perienced must never be repeated in any other country on earth. 
We must fight against this. We, the people, must make it clear 
to the world that the silence of German politicians is not our si-
lence, that we do not remain silent about this cruel war, but un-
equivocally condemn it.” 
Outraged, the citizens turn away. 
Red flags and pictures of Ho Chi Minh fly above the heads of 
the quiet, very long procession. 
Then the chants begin: 
“USA – SA – SS!” 
“HO – HI – HO – CHI – MINH!” 
“FOR VICTORY IN VIETNAM – LET’S START IN FREI-
BURG!” 
After turning at the Victory Monument, everyone can see that 
Kaisers-Joseph-Straße is dotted with white patches on both 
sides: the leaflets that have been handed out lie soiled in the 
slush at the roadside. 
DESTROY WHAT DESTROYS YOU! 
Eleven windows of the Deutsche Bank are smashed. The march 
stops in front of the Amerikahaus. 
Despite being renamed the ‘Deutsch-Amerikanisches Institut 
e.V.’ and the ‘Carl-Schurz-Haus’, it remained a centre for the 
dissemination of US culture and politics. The glass façade is 
concealed behind plywood panels; on the door hangs a sign: 
‘Closed for heating works’. 
‘Well then, let’s give them a bit of a heating!’ The door is 
kicked in. 
Through the door, two dozen police officers in riot gear storm 
out onto the street – Chicago-style helmets with visors flipped 
down, shields held high, unrecognisable, anonymous – clear a 
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path along the pavement and raise their shields: their hands on 
their batons. 
I stand there at a loss with HG on the tram tracks: “All this 
running about is just as pointless as a campaign against dog 
poo!” 
“I don’t get it.” 
“These people who’ve thrown our leaflets into the dirt see the 
Americans as the guarantors of freedom and prosperity, as their 
big brother who defends them against communism. And the US 
is doing exactly the same thing in Vietnam for the South Viet-
namese: defending their freedom. You can tell people here all 
sorts of things: about an undeclared war, about napalm raids 
and carpet bombing that’s hitting the very people whose free-
dom is supposedly being defended. In the supposed name of 
freedom, a dictatorship is being defended there. But people just 
don’t want to hear it!” 
“And what on earth does that have to do with dog poo?” 
“A hell of a lot!” HG hops up and down on the spot a few times 
to shake off the cold: “Just as freedom and democracy are 
modern achievements, so too are personal and public hygiene. 
We’ve reached a stage of civilisation where there are simply no 
more plagues or epidemics, because we no longer just dump 
our shit and rubbish onto the streets, but have banished it to a 
gigantic system of toilets and pipes … And in this hygienic so-
ciety, it’s tolerated that there are people who keep dogs that 
poo on the pavements. People step in it, carry it on their shoes 
into every building and into their flats …” 
“Bloody hell!” 
“You said it. And now just try launching an awareness cam-
paign against it. ‘Oh, those cute little dogs’, ‘the dog is man’s 
true companion’ and so on – that’s what you’ll be met with, ad 
nauseam. People simply refuse to accept that this species is the 
unhygienic, germ-ridden street-shitters in the cities are histori-
cally obsolete. 
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Their only concern is that their mongrels are ‘house-trained’ – 
the public can then put up with their darlings’ shit on their 
shoes. As long as their own living room is clean, the world can 
go to hell as far as these ‘bearers of culture’ are concerned! 
That’s why it doesn’t matter in the slightest whether we’re run-
ning about in the streets here or not. Only when the Americans 
were to throw napalm into their spotless living rooms and the 
sofa cushions were to go up in flames would they start scream-
ing.” 
“But not because of the Americans.” 
HG takes a breather: “No, because of the sofa cushions!” 
That’s the truth. 
Yes. 
And? 
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Epilogue 

 
He keeps feeling a sense of his own insignificance – but: five 
fingers make a fist! – and for that, all five fingers are needed, 
every single one. 

Do victories and successes create common ground? Do defeats 
leave people alone? 
Vulgar psychoanalysis has become a tool of self-flagellation. 
Constantly on the lookout for hidden motives, it has become 
fashionable to denounce political action as the satisfaction of 
individual drives or to ridicule it. The doubtful question of 
‘What for?’ has led to a mentality that is becoming increasingly 
dogmatically narrow-minded, rallying around leader figures 
and, in order to preserve the purity of the true doctrine, taking 
an ever more hostile stance against other views of the same 
persuasion. 

So far, not even five fingers have come together – so how is 
that ever to become a fist? 

You yourselves, as students, were merely representatives of the 
‘intelligentsia’ – and even that was sometimes open to doubt – 
where were the beginnings of a left-wing political party, of a 
militant and conscious labour movement? Which media are still 
on our side? Where was the will for change amongst the popu-
lation? 

But how can a fist be formed from non-existent fingers? 

He cannot see how, as students, they can deny their class affili-
ation. They must work at the university: only there are they 
credible. 

 
THE LONG MARCH BEGINS WITH A SINGLE STEP. 

 
But: if he imagined that the newly appointed Minister of De-
fence, Helmut Schmidt – the ‘hero’ of the Hamburg flood di- 
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saster of 1962 – had once been a member of the SDS … 
The institutions couldn’t have cared less about the opposition. 
The Higher Education Act, the Higher Education Master Plan, 
the university’s constitution – we were unable to prevent any of 
it. What did the demonstrations, the awareness campaigns, the 
many brochures and leaflets, and the march on Bonn against 
the emergency laws achieve? Nothing. 
The people in power probably found it all rather amusing and 
drew up their own internal ‘hit lists’: ‘Many enemies, much 
honour’. 
The only thing they have achieved so far is the expansion of 
the Office for the Protection of the Constitution and the arming 
of the police. 
The office of the Federal President has been sold off to the 
SPD, a dowry from the FDP for its switch of coalition. Heine-
mann instead of Lübke? To him, it seemed like: peaches in-
stead of potatoes. 
And what about the reforms announced by the new Social 
Democratic-Liberal government? 
The SPD would presumably reform a number of things that 
should have been done a long time ago anyway. 
But: in the political arena, it would take a significantly tougher 
line against the Left than the CDU had dared to do so far. Only 
the SPD feared being seen as too ‘left-leaning’ and would 
therefore be the better tool for ‘internal security’ and ‘public 
order’. 
It seems there was a reason why the fiftieth anniversaries of 
1918 and 1919 fell precisely in those years. 

WHO BETRAYED US?  
THE SOCIAL DEMOCRATS! 

 
Manuel had already decided months earlier to stop his universi-
ty work, which he regarded as sectarian, and to work more 
closely with trade unionists and works council members. Gide-
on, the poet, had gone into business and moved to Frankfurt.  
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There he had taken a job in an advertising agency. HG was go-
ing to West Berlin the following term; as he’d always main-
tained, there was definitely more going on there. Anne had 
stayed in France; Beate wanted to move to the USA. Klaas and 
Ingrid stayed in Freiburg. 
Carl had taken a semester’s leave of absence. 
He would go into ‘winter quarters’, as he called it, with his be-
loved Ruth. To find peace, reflect, write, and gather strength to 
return. 
The Internationalism groups had taken over the printing press 
and settled the bill with books from the bookshop instead of 
cash. That had been fine by him. 
The old VW Beetle was packed to the roof with books, clothes 
and household items: they would rent a cottage in Ireland and 
be on their own there. 
Far away from Germany. 
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GLOSSARY 

 
ADU = Aktionsgemeinschaft Demokratische Universität (Action Group 

for a Democratic University): an electoral alliance formed by SHB, 
LSD and HSU for the student council elections in the winter term of 
1967/68. 

ALSO = Action Group of Liberal Student Organisations. The biggest case 
of false labelling: the electoral list of the Coburg and Kösener Con-
vents – that is, the duelling fraternities – for the 1969 Student Council 
election. 

AG: Working group 
AStA = General Students’ Committee: The body representing the interests 

of all students at a university, comprising the AStA chair, a deputy 
chair and various officers. Elected by the members of the Students’ 
Council. 

Audimax = Auditorium Maximum: The university’s ‘largest hall’ (in Frei-
burg, with 796 seats). 

AUSS = Action Centre for Independent and Socialist School pupils. An 
independent organisation affiliated with the SDS, acting as a school 
pupils’ union. 

Grassroots group: Within the context of efforts to reform the study pro-
gramme, student interest groups at a department that regarded them-
selves as autonomous and chose not to seek approval for their exist-
ence from the university bureaucracy (e.g. the German Studies grass-
roots group). They saw themselves as left-wing, politically non-
partisan and took part in the student council elections. 

Campus: The university grounds over which the Vice-Chancellor exercises 
authority. 

Dean: The elected chair of a faculty. It was not merely an honorary post – 
the dean was the faculty’s ‘spokesperson’ and was responsible for all 
organisational matters within the faculty. 

DM = Democratic Centre. An electoral alliance for the 1968–1969 Student 
Council elections comprising members of the RCDS and fraternity 
members. Active solely as an ‘electoral association’. 

Student council: The official student representation body for students at a 
department, elected through departmental council elections (e.g. the 
German Studies student council). 
FRID = ‘Freiburg Information Service’ for the creation of an alterna-
tive public sphere and the dissemination of politically relevant infor-
mation that was not mentioned in the ‘bourgeois’ media. 
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GO-IN: the (illegal) participation of students in non-public gatherings to 
emphasise their right to be heard and to have a say: an expression of 
the students’ de facto powerlessness within the university. 

HSU = Humanist Students’ Union. A student organisation closely aligned 
with the left-liberal Humanist Union. 

KAKTUS: see KUS 
KU = Critical University. A self-organised ‘counter-university’ intended 

to fulfil the ideal of a meaningful, socially relevant course of study. 
KUS = Critical Independent Students. Election platform of students from 

the Catholic and Protestant student communities for the 1968 Student 
Council election. They subsequently renamed themselves KAKTUS 
(Critical Action of Independent Students) in the winter semester of 
1968/69. 

LSD = Liberal Students’ Union of Germany. The university organisation 
of the FDP. Its relationship with the party fluctuated between close-
ness and distance. 

Magnificence: The official title used to address the rector of a university 
prior to the higher education reform. 

MEW = Marx-Engels-Werke. The complete edition of the writings of Karl 
Heinrich Marx and Friedrich Engels. The ‘blue volumes’. 

Relegation. Under the university regulations in force in 1968: compulsory 
de-registration, i.e. expulsion from the university. 

RCDS = Ring of Christian-Democratic Students. The student organisation 
of the CDU/CSU. 

SHB = Sozialdemokratischer Hochschulbund (Social Democratic Univer-
sity Federation). The (party-aligned) student organisation of the SPD. 
Founded by the SPD after it had split from the SDS. However, there 
were periods when the SHB veered so far to the ‘left’ that the SPD in 
turn considered whether it should split from its student organisation 
(for a second time). 

SIT-IN: The (illegal) occupation of university premises by sitting on the 
floor. A breach of the vice-chancellor’s right to manage the premises. 
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SDS = Socialist German Students’ Union. Originally the SPD’s student 
organisation, though it did not accept the reformist shift of the SPD’s 
‘Godesberg Programme’ (1959). The SPD responded (in 1961) with a 
‘resolution of incompatibility’ regarding membership of both the SDS 
and the SPD, i.e. it expelled the SDS from the party. Consequently, the 
SDS always saw itself as the true guardian of socialist theory. The 
German SDS certainly felt close to the US SDS (‘Students for a Dem-
ocratic Society’), even though the latter was ‘merely’ left-liberal, 
whilst at the same time being very active and quite violent. 

Spectability: The official title of the dean of a faculty prior to the higher 
education reform. 

Student Council: the ‘parliament’ of the ‘constituted body’ of all students, 
elected in general elections. In Freiburg, it comprised 30 members. 
Until the summer term of 1968, 10 new members were elected each 
term, meaning that members served a one-year term of office. From 
the winter semester of 1968/69 onwards, all 30 members were elected 
for a two-year term. 

TEACH-IN: An information event organised by left-wing university 
groups – for the purposes of education or agitation. 

ULSD = Independent Liberal Students’ Union of Germany. 1968/69: A 
split from the LSD, which was criticised for being too closely aligned 
with a political party, and a stronger emphasis on non-parliamentary 
grassroots work. 

VDS = Association of German Student Unions. Official, nationwide um-
brella organisation for all individual university student unions/AStAs 
in West Germany. 
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Carsten Frerk 

Fiction 
 

The Son of the Privateer. Hamburg, 1591. Novel, 
283 pp. Hamburg: Convent Verlag, 2000. 

 
The Stolen Seal. A historical crime novel set in the Hanseatic era. 
238 pages. Hamburg: Convent Verlag, 2003. 

 

 
The dead don’t write letters. 
How real is the bloody real? New stories straddling reality and the 
real: Joseph / Eddy / Michel e.V. / Alone Among Women / Roma-
nus / Lake Journey / The Ring / and more: 215 pp. 

A day like no other, over and over again. Stories between reality 
and actuality: Cindy, oh Cindy / Mountain Village / Kamikaze / 
Multadeus / Winslow / Maccina / and many more: 238 pp. 

Straight Ahead and Gemma: 
Straight into the dilemma without stumbling. 
Crime stories: 
The Editor’s Dilemma / New Year’s Eve / First, things turn out 
differently; second, because you think: 263 pp. 

Satires, commentaries, nonsense. 
Taking a Swipe at Current Affairs: On the True Backgrounds to 
Government Policy / The Ten Commandments / Persil Remains 
Persil / The Unknown German Sports, and more: 133 pp. 

 

www.carstenfrerk.de 
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Blue Flower Red 
or 
The Truth Shall Set You Free 

 
is a literary account of a period of the German student move-
ment between 1967 and 1969, which neither draws on the oft-
repeated myths of spectacular and legendary clichés, nor suc-
cumbs to the timeless subjectivism of memory. 
The novel depicts the journey of the student Carl Harcott from 
a naive first-year student to a politically active figure. 
Through the interweaving of external events with internal re-
flections, personal behaviour and institutional public posturing, 
a vivid picture emerges of the key figures and themes of those 
years: their intentions, their contradictions – the defeats, the 
successes, the questions: everyday life. In this way, the novel 
transcends both the limitations of eclectic collections of histor-
ical documents and the egocentric self-portrayals found exclu-
sively in autobiographical accounts by so-called ‘celebrities’. 

 
 

 
A necessary book about a period which, in the memoirs of the 
professors who were his opponents at the time – some of which 
are currently in the making – is portrayed and denounced as a 
‘terrible time’. 
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