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Travelling has always been one of my favourite activities in life. One is 
in a state of flux, can experience wondrous things and at times one's 
self mutates into the outlandish. 

It became apparent early on that I encounted adventurous, unforeseen 
and sometimes bizarre things  when I travelled, things that the 
squeamish would certainly have considered minor catastrophes, but I 
rather took it as an exciting challenge and adventure. 

And so it actually happened to me that I was arrested twice in my 
young existence, the remonstrances reflecting the mood of the decade. 
And that's what I want to tell about. 

We were writing in the early 70s. I was a young, committed student 
and was travelling through Spain with my boyfriend at the time. His 
ancient diesel Mercedes was loaded with all kinds of souvenirs from 
nature during our stay. A huge prickly pear cactus was heaved into the 
back seat to start the journey to Berlin with us. Mountain herbs and 
teas from the hinterland of the province of Alicante were also stowed 
in bags and travelled with us. We were on our way back from Spain and 
wanted to cross the French border into Germany at the height of 
Moulhouse. Those were the years when RAF terrorism kept Germany in 
suspense. 

We took note of the attacks on politicians in the media, but the news 
remained shadowy in the background of our perception of the world. 
We had succumbed to the magic of each other, and I in particular 
experienced the time as an exciting departure into adulthood. 

We were now driving our packed car towards home. My friend, older by 
13 years, with his full curls and beard, jeans and chains around his 
neck, me with hair down to my hips, parted in the middle and cheerful 
loose cotton clothes. Our appearance was a mixture of flower children, 
students and artists. We were still a long way from the time of Europe's 
open borders and so we were not surprised that our passports were 



looked at extensively at the border. However, it took a remarkably long 
time to look at our documents, and so we exchanged slightly sour 
comments at the border about the slowness of the French authorities. 
Then we were waved out. A deep sigh escaped me. Ah, were we too 
wild in our appearance after all, so that we aroused curiosity? The 
border guards must be bored, it had to be. Now they must be pouncing 
on young flower power people who have done nothing but drive a fully 
loaded car. We opened the rear bonnet, the boot and uncovered the 
front seats so that the beady-eyed border guards could get their hands 
on our luggage. The car was completely unloaded. Our cactus suffered 
and lost several leaves, the bags fell into disarray, the border guards 
rummaged and rummaged and finally found what they had probably 
been looking for: a small bag of dried leaves. I rolled my eyes. Now 
they think our mountain tea is hashish too, I hissed at their ignorance. 
"Qu'est ce que c'est?" it growled back at me. "C'est du te," I grumbled 
back. "Sentir, sentir.“ Just smell it, I thought, but better keep calm. My 
friend Eike was asked into the border barracks and patted down, body 
checked. While I tried to convince the officer that he was holding a 
harmless sachet of mountain tea, Eike stayed in the border hut for 
what felt like an eternity. The officer who had strip-searched Eike 
rushed to me, whispered for me to drive the car to the car park and 
announced to mi : "Come with me, you're under arrest." We were 
driven off in a blackmaria and taken to the nearest gendarmerie. 

I dug out of my brain my school French and demanded clarification. 
Now we were sitting like gangsters in the barren office of the police 
station and were being questioned. It could take hours, I fantasised, 
until our mountain tea is subjected to a chemical analysis, so that the 
fools finally realise that they are confusing a health tea with hashish. A 
storm surge of anger built up inside me. My initial stammering in 
French gave way more and more to a torrent of verbal rage, as my 
brain apparently released the vocabulary it had acquired over the years 
under the adrenaline shock. 

How dare you, I said to the gendarmes. They've got it all wrong: they 
think tea is marijuana just because they can't tell the difference. Your 
sense of smell seems to be failing you, and anyway, I'm the daughter of 
a public prosecutor from Berlin and I won't put up with that. Release us 



immediately. I was ranting...and left a certain impression, as it turned 
out much later. 

But the reason for our arrest was different. 

But I was not to find out until the next day. We now had to spend a 
night in jail before we were to be presented to the examining 
magistrate the next day. Since I could wash my hands of it, this was a 
mixture of adventure and challenge for me, it nevertheless brought 
with it all kinds of discomfort: a night on a bunk.  

Our meagre cells were right next to each other and so we 
communicated at night by knocking and shouting loudly. The 
atmosphere in the dungeon was dark, rough, cool and spartan. That 
one night was to be enough of a deterrent for a lifetime. Never again 
jail. 

Before the magistrate the next morning, I learned the full extent of our 
arrest. Eike had been carrying a Baretta pistol on his body without 
telling me. That was more than unlawful possession of weapons, and 
carrying it directly on his body could indicate deliberate planning to 
use weapons. What a calamity. I was completely unaware that he even 
had a firearm. He confessed to me that he planned to use the firearm 
exclusively for shooting in the mountains, at worst for killing chickens. 
But he had got himself into a serious and difficult situation by a naïve 
and reckless gambit. He now had to go to prison and I was released.  

During the interrogations, I kept waving the spectre of my prosecutorial 
father around. Is he a senior prosecutor, the gentlemen wanted to 
know? Instead of lying, I denied it. Prosecutor, that had to be enough, 
full stop! We were in a period of hunting terrorists, which at times had 
taken on hysterical forms. So it can come as no surprise that my friend 
at the time made himself highly suspect by carrying a pistol. In my 
youthful simplicity, I thought it was a trifle, but it was not. 

I had to leave Eike in the hands of the French authorities and went to 
Germany on the other side of the Rhine for three days. I found it 
protective and safe to be in German territory. France had degenerated 
into enemy territory out of nowhere. Apparently, the pre-trial 
detention was allowed to last 3 days, then he was to be released. 



Disgruntled, I spent the days on the Rhine, waiting, aimless and hurt. 
What a way to end a beautiful journey. After 3 days I got him off and 
silently we started our return journey. As the proverb aptly describes 
the situation: in for a penny, in for a pound. The affair had legal 
repercussions that cost Eike several hundred marks...I started to 
wonder weather I had a child or a fool as a friend.    


