The flowers smell sweet over the iron curtain

The cultural hall was crammed with students, smoke and whiffs of stale beer. The hall sparked with excitement so that, in case of a blackout of the wheezy socialist electric power, there wouldn’t be any darkness there, even if, most of the coupled audience could care less. The succession of the participants in the talent show was determined by a competition on stage. The big band pianist would play a Strauss waltz and we in turn had to accompany him on a small drum set in front of the stage. It was all impromptu. The best of us according to the pianist’s judgment could choose. I chose to play last. The audience judged our performance, not the red organizers - quite a lucky break for me since I was singing “Hey Jude” in English, just with my guitar. Most of the 60's pop, rock ‘n roll and big beat was officially banned and never performed on radio or T.V. Simply singing a Beatles song behind the Iron Curtain was a major act of rebellion.  As usual, I was the only one doing it. The youth were thrilled and were jumping and yelling, ovations from two thousand pairs of stomping feet and shining eyes. I was nineteen and totally flabbergasted from all this.


A decade was coming to a close. It had begun with the Berlin and Cuban crises, and just as the dust after the Six Day War had settled, it blushed over the barbaric rape of Prague and culminated with the human footprint on the moon. On the pinnacle of this unexpected success - as two of my classmates, girls who both played the piano, had secretly entered me into the talent search and then dragged me, literally, to the stage - I realized the abysmal depths and tears of the brutal post-invasion anomaly called the “normalization.” I made an unshakable decision. I would give it all up; leave my family, friends and fans. Having no taste of the offered fame, I would throw myself without ever looking back into the arms of a desired, yet unknown and “unblemished” lover whose image was budding within my heart. Her blossoms give a sweet smell on the opposite side of the Iron Curtain. We have vowed fidelity to one another beyond the grave. I did not know then that in June of the next year I would sacrifice on her altar even my fiancé. The name of my chosen one is of the most ecstatic ones due to her fragrance of freshly plowed soil and the exulting thrills of the skylark hanging under the sun. And of such child-like simplicity. Liberty.

