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EDITORS’ NOTE

Preposterous Scar
of a Going City

The new Axel Springer Building, West Berlin headquarters of the Ger-
man newspaper chain, stands almost athwart the Berlin Wall. Its alumi-
num sheathing is tinted so that it gleams like gold in the sunlight. It is
20 stories high. On its 18th floor there is a newspapermen’s lounge, fur-
nished luxuriously with exquisite leather divans and chairs. Toward the
center of this long room the walls open out into huge picture windows
from which you can follow, block after city block, the course of the Wall.

Below us and to the left the Wall cuts across a broad street, then turns
sharply, and again sharply, now along a yellow dirt embankment into a
jumble of old brick buildings boarded up, now out beyond. turning sharp-
ly again and again until it is lost behind a row of blackened sheds. In
critical places on the other side of it, houses have been cleared away, and
on the newly bulldozed flats are barbed-wire entanglements, rows of tet-
rahedrons (antivehicle obstacles) and wire runways for the sentinel dogs
who prowl up and down, shivering in the cold. Watching over the grim
scene are the guard towers where the Vopos inspect the terrain with high-
powered binoculars. their machine guns and automatic rifles ready for
business.

It is more than a wall. I't is a vast military position laid out with pre-
cision and efficiency, extending not only through Berlin but for hundreds
of miles along the entire border. Standing there beneath us. the pre-
posterous scar on the city, its effect is sickening and hideous. Yet the
ironic lact is that the Wall is a success. Without it, there would be no
Fast Germany. Without it, there would have been a westward migration
that would have left the German Democratic Republic peopleless. With-
out it, the Germans would not have mustered their energy and built a so-
cialist state into the foremost industrial country in the Soviet bloc. the
fifth in Ilurope and the seventh in the world. )

I'rom our luxurious vantage point in the Axel Springer Building. we
descended to street level and drove to Checkpoint Charlie. The big,
round orange bar swung aside and we drove through an overlapping
maze ol low red-and-white concrete barricades built to stop escaping cars
and trucks from crashing through the checkpoint. The Wall, here crudely
constructed of brick and concrete. stood high on both sides of us. In East
Berlin the boulevards are broad and empty, lined with row after row of
garishly orange buildings built in the *50s, or new glass structures adorned
with brilliantly colored murals of workers. Women cops direct traffic.
The yellow trolleys are unpainted. The rubble that lay there 15 ye
has finally been cleaned up. East Berlin is a going ci l}’..\\'illl slmps:, theater,
opera, hotels—but it is a strange mixture of splendid and shabby.

The Wall governs it. We talked at length to one of its officials. aman of
slrengll‘l an‘(l \\'21:‘111[11. ll.o‘ told us how the socialist system has built the
sucvesslu! Fast German life—arguments familiar and decently expressed.
But .Iw, did not shy away from the brutal fact of the Wall. Indeed, he
zlflmlll(}d its horror and its unfavorable psychological impact on the
Western world. But what else, he said, could have been done when people
were leaving Fast Germany by the thousands. Horrible as it is. he L
the Wall has given us a kind of peace

ars ago

said,
and security. Then, as we lefi. he
bowed rigidly in Prussian fashion. a shock of white hair falling over his
forehead. ° "
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[ost Notebooks

of Leonardo da Vinci

IN COLOR The cache of drawings
in which the master set down Em ideas and visions
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