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Alois may have been weaving to a degree, yet, on his return, he was 

most certainly feeling too alive to enter the house. Instead, he sal by the

hive-boxes and fished out a rubber tube he had been keeping in his pocket

the&e-day&cThen, he burped. He had had sauerbraten and boiled potatoes 

plus cucumber salad some hours ago, and could still taste those cucumber s^

ia-eaeh-burp. But •mafias agreeable. Despite the cold, he was in no hurry.

He had his rubber tube and he placed one end of it against the wall of the

Hive, and-so-Gould-hear(ffie^hruriiining of the inhabitantsfof hiTlittle city, Zt

fine sound^ahnost a tune, rich with little swells of contentment. He could

-just-about swear to that (Ofcourse, why would they not be content?
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---------------- -----
Hundreds, then thousands of his bees, all clustered up irftheir turn against

the meshcloth of the wide-mouthed jar, there to suck out honey-and-
—|Ct

water against the pull of the vacuum, while large thoughts passed^/fikc

horses on parade, one/at a time. He tried to count how many bees might be 

inhabiting the box right now. He could do such a calculation. He had kept

a record of the weight of what they had been fed^but/hewas too illumined

to make such grese calculationsjight-nowTCall it somewhere arounc.

20,000. That was bound to be the answer for each hive, more than a pound 

of food a day, every day of this January. It was cold, but he felt warm.

Despite himself, knowing he should not really do it, no, don't disturb the

bees, he knocked on the box anyway. Thenfthrough the tube, he(Tistenod to

i ? fa I *7
the shift in sound. Were they sounding alerts? It had all gone up in pitch.

t1L ■^&-es.-6L/
Like the strings of a crazy violin. Then nea^fcTquiet "again. Soft. Like 

countless cats. All purring while asleep.

He roused himself long enough to go into the house and get his shirt 

and^antS'pffb Then he fell into bed, still hearing a chorus^a^trange

11
sounds. His breath passed/over a small hesitation and down he went into
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was that he certainly enjoyed these little

and there he was, one of’many.were.

away in contractions of a severe bowel disease, all of them defecating all

over the narrow aisles of the Langstroth box—what a foul and filthy vision.

sleep, with']

suffering like all th^other brother-creatures—no, sister-creatures—wasting

^Greaturefhymns^igood deal more than the caterwauling of an infant,

His dreams, however, were not good that nigh|,-arrd$oon£turned as

foul as stale beer on stomach-misery. He entered a large and cavernous

He looked to rouse himself. Because this was a dream. Healthy bees

did not defecate in their own habitat (except perhaps for the worst and

laziest of the drones) no, he had heard his bees in their hive/, and their

sound was honorable. They would wait until the weather was warm enough

for them to go out of the hive and /clotheir duty.

Now he was awake, and still agitated by the dream. There had been a

long spell of cold/tob cold for bees to dare to go out into this early February

air. As Alois lay there he felt painfully aware of all the excrement building
lul ttijr li

up/dvenriiTKese months^in-his-coXony. How could-they (fiold it in? And
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once again he tried to recall the sounds of the hive. Had he really heard

contentment coming from their midst? These were bees. Could he really

detect the difference between happiness and panic, calm and near-madness?

Yes, he told himself, he did know—he was sure they were content.

It was warm in the morning, the first warm morning of early

February, a thaw, and as Alois came out of the house, the bees were 

everywhere in the air, hundreds of them, thousands—who could count?

They were leaving their droppings all over the place, fifty and then a

diapers. An immense defecation. Alois stepped it off. Yes, you could even 

clean laundry

now stained. "You never told me to be careful," she said to her husband.

dotted with yellow spotsjrow> A huge-etrcte. Innumerable yellow spots/ 

hundred feet out and away from the two hive-boxes, such a curious caca '

ripe bananas, and(so visible on the snow, tit® field of white

find yellow spots in the snow one hundred paces away from the hive boxes.

Klara was (furious, a^furious as she dared to be. AH- 

lara’s laundry suten the line was also part of it,as=^re ffiany of Paula's 
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<1T^m-sorryffhe said, "thatyou will havq^fthis work to do again.

But how can one apologize? It is, after all, an act we have received from

She walked away, A half hour later, water boiling in two huge pots,

she took the soiled garments off the line and set out to do them again.

Alois was not about to tell himself that he felt sorry. Hefwas te^

happy for the bees. What delight they had shown atffhey flew about. Since
K. by ffie..

it was a Saturday, Adi was abeutfSndAlois, on impulse, decided to or/y
|.w

introduce him loftEe sound of some real talk.

clean, do you hear? Look at these bees. They are wonderful. They hold it

the same. We are good

i ere we

'But, my father," said little Adolf, "what about Edmund?'

in all winter so they won't ^irty the hive, We can

"Everybody shits," he told the boy. "Everything shits, all things
abq. lug-*-/1 7^

living. That is as it should be. Howev^^ouii^st-learn how to get rid of 

shit or it will<neg«H<j shit on you. Understand? You must keep yourself 

people. VMkeep everything spotles:

"What about him?"

'He still does it in his pants.
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"That is your mother's concern, not yours."

Later in the day, Adi remem bered^vhenAlo is, Junior, had stuck a dab
U-1 , t 1^-1" A l £ O’ j

of excrement right on hf3=sesefanddwr^nectioirbrought forth the oddest

cry fromdais/fhroat, so humiliated, so full of glee, i4ieHte-was-ehH«fflg^w^>-

-dioeomfork. Adi could not get over his excitement at the cleansing flight,

Those bees had been so happy. Were-the^dancing in the wind^ There had

been so much caca in them, aftd now they were light. They were free. He

couldn't help it. He couldn't stop his giggles. It had all made his mother so

angry.

Now he remembered what Angela had whispered to him one morning.

"Your mother has a saying," she said. 'Kinder, Kucher, Kirche.'" He

nodded. He had heard it already. He yawned in boredom.

"Oh, you think you know it all already," Angela said, "but you don't.

There is a secret word as well that 1 was told."

"By who? By my mother?"

'I can't say. I have to keep the secret. It is a secret word.
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"Who told you?"

She could see he was ready to enter into a tantrum. "All right. 1 will

let you know," she said. "I heard it from your mother, your dear mother

who loves me even if I am not hers."

"Tell me or I will yell and she will hear." ,

'T^membeFrshe told me in secret. -JtU&mnt just ^Kinder, Kucher

-K4rcl<eA^^th/real saying is, 'Kinder, Kucher, Kirche und..she

started to giggle, '"und Kackc!1"

Now, he was giggling as well. Oh, those bees, worse than babies. He 

had a crazy picture of every bee with a diaper, the tiniest diaper. He was

laughing so hard that he felt like urinating, and that made him think of Der

Alte who came into his thoughts so often, especially when he had to urinate.
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Now, Adi realized that he would like to visit Der Alte, y es, he 

wanted to, so much.^fronly this thought did' nurfeave-him-fet

Next day, Sunday, was warm again, and once more the bees were out.

Adi started to run up and down the meadow, as if to use up the impulse to

1^2.
visit Def'Alte/but in his mind he kept seeing each turn of the forest road,

The desire to make this4i ras as sure as if a rope was pulling on

andfknewhe could find the hut, Yes,'Sis wasfmuch more than an impulse.

him.

He went. And Der Alte, prepared for the visit the same 

message, crFcuursefthat Adi had received) was there once again at the door, 

but the tablespoon of honey was not yet in his hand, no, for that, Adi now
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had to sit on his lap. "Yes, you are such a good boy," Der Alto said, can 

love you like a grandson, and you will never need to be afraid of me."

The boy was not afraid, or, yet, perhaps a little. In school, they had 

fairy tales to read, and sometimes there were ogres in the forest and evil

spjj4jferand-sometijirie.s ihcsc-ovil spirits *y©ul4change little children into

birds or mice, or pigs or goats/tatyltdid not feel this way wWt)er Abe. It

was better than his father's lap/" Tt^^aHIcveFso^nice as this,

-awd Ijc never knew when his father would blow pipe smoke into his face -and-

J^ughVame^ he coughed, iNo, Der Alte was a nicer manjban-hi-sTathePz

And indeed, they sat there long after he(/fiad tasted all of the spoonful

of honey andisfeZwas warm, and felt happy with Der Alte's old hand resting 

on his knee.
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After a considerable part of an hour has passed, Adi began, however, 

to feel less comfortable. Would his mothei^5f-An~ggla/ begin to wonder

where he was? He7§ftrredT&«d Der Altesaid a few words which felt as 

picture.

"Do not tell this to anyone," said Der Alte, "but 1 am trying to make 

Does it try to talkfggyuu?1^

^Der-Afte/smiled. 43an-mak.c-sound^,^ut no, dear boy, 1 do not

one of my little bees happy, evci i if it must b^living^o;

-fkii ____ ______ _____________ __
try to encourage rp^ little bee to speak, (ljust try to make her happj/ even-ift
i z . ____ __ , >

-she. is lUdftg alone in a small box I have made just for her."

u
"My father says that bees live/forpother beesf^ z?

surprising as turning a page in a book,, and- ere before you was a nice
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"Your father is absolutely correct. Bees who live in a hive do not 

iKEHiyfo live alone, not-ever?
■p

"Even if you feed it/afefaetnas?1’’

"You are the smartest little boy I have-wer knowy/. Yes, I am seeing

what will happen if I keep my one bee warm and well-fed, ancKthink about it 

all the time with all the good feeling that is in my hearty and, of course,

a day. It cannot know, of course, what I am saying. But I want it to know 

that I am there. Sometimes I take it out of the box."

"Doesn't it fly away?"
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"Oh, no, I have prevented such a possibility. He touched the boy'S

head tenderly. "When I take it out of its little box, it oaJy jumps around or

'Does it have no wings?'

Adi knewrwhy. No need to ask. He felt such a mix of good Feelings

u¥esy dear-boydhsaid Per Alte,-,,th^-r-eason it-ls-s

Jiis-orie4ittle-bee-happyJ2yjis£l£i

iWore-he lofHhat day, Adi did go into the other room of the hut ter

look at die bee in the little box.

>ad ones.



FROM :nM FAX NO. :5084872136 May. 20 200^ 02:48PM P5

Book 4 chs 1-6 double, ch 7, double-triple, chs 8-11 triple 5/17/04 401

Of course, it had no wings. He/known that+t would be so,, bet the bee

wasfeertaift^ frisky and it jumped about in a flurry of excitement when Der

A lie Jet it out of the box —

-thedip of the old man's finger which had idy-to fa.lL,

"1 do not know if it will happen," said Der Alte. "What I am doing is 

difficult, see so little chance for success. But how wonderful if I 

brighten the feelings of this/nsignificant little creature. Can I raise it to a

level that other bees canaet attain? 1 feel s&aseeh for her. She is so lonely.

-tuce- 
She misses has lived among through the winter -she is

—/s> L_e_k-'/
loneliness itself. But I am ready to try to bring^^frtn^wrr^rryp^
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"Oh," said Adi, "I hope you are able to do that. It is so sad to be

afraid thath^wiTTdie?'

"Sooner or later, it will die. SuHwant to see if 1 can make it happy 

for a little while."

"Yes," said Adi, "I feSsee. You love this one££©?more than $ the

others."

visit, we will see if I have made progress.

recognize that what has just been

in his senility, let me explain that hisumtragoons.

d/ Pg Trtz
recounted eflfmoHhrlHWieave the reader in a state of some uneasiness.

•= /ZJ .

interest in Der Alte irrrottrtrefrost by the faefrfhat h&may bc^a madmaTTan^- 

4-have to be-th
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pursuit of happiness for one isolated bee, an obviously miserable and stupid 

procedure (particularly after he has crippled its wings!) is not withoui

puipos^iotM^/We have to test thc^gid+ty=i£l immutability, if you will, of

ish on the surftiefuften (reveal much

'TV <2 e.
to us. It-is also one of the-be&t-uses-ttwdneh-Tve can put old clients-like Der—’

the instincts that the Dummkopf has placed in his vast consortium of

creatures^Experiments t

That we havhal lowed Adi to become mixed te--(degree in these- 

(ventures is not a matter I was prepared to understand at the time-(?BE^ 

there to serve rather than to comprehend. 1 will say that one outcome did
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Le. come clear to me. The wingless We^ied*beforc Adi was to pay his next

visit, but we did learn a lrtd<about the readiness of well-fedfheeTtojd^

without constant consanguinity- iey did not have to dwell in their

crowded tenement cities in order to. it was just that they did not live

as long.

What was also to the point is that Der Alte and Adi did have tears in

their eyes on the boy's next visit and were closer than ever--£3wieEfwas

certainly to the Maestro's fancy.
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>&hi-eh brought the sun to llafeld every da^^he hives certainly began to stir^

-end^rcriiardiest of the winter bees b^geaCfofbrage. The temperature-begun

j^was-e-bvieu/that the queen wa;.
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z8r

With the advent of March, the4rives--beeame active—A&ef-a-week

vtiu-eh- brought the sun to Ilafeld every da^^fhe hives oertai&ly began to stirj .

-to-r^-^TfiFuenturTrfthe^hist«v^^ j^was^\4eu/that the queen was
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XI
;he bees were consuming

b^gffinmg-trrteyfj^g^fro^that-^foreof fornications from June past

--over the long hot/JuljTdays. The best htvHveighed more each morning and?

tey-artd-watw^apTcHwopbur^ a dayT ~’-'

the healthy box, but a? number in the other:

Of late, just before the warm spell, he had listened by way of rhe rube

to a great deal of restless worried him, and now. open

to examination, he could see fecal droppings near the hive entrance, and the
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combs for brood were ^s^a^empty. Had the queen died? He did nor really

know how to locate the lady—she was, after all, only a bit larger than her

own worker-bees, smaller, indeed, than the drones. He had been waiting, of

course, to open the hives, and he knew he would make a serious search] 

through the cell-walls of the healthy-hox, but it would not be worth it to go

■ to too great lengths in the bad hiv ■for that matter, th®-queen, iPsick as she-?

undoubtedly must-be^would not necessarily be large enough to recognize,

He would have been dispirited if he had not (felt fortified^as-well. His 

acumen, after all, was confirmed. He had not worried for too little. There 

had been real troubles in one box, perhaps a killer disease.

So Alois decided that the remaining bees of that colony had to oe 

gassed. He would have called on Der Alte for assistance but decided that he
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would not. The precise strength he obtains ieen rightte

-worry now drove/him to do the job himself,

There proved to be no real difficulty. He chose a Saturday with Adi

and Angela home from school^and-had them watch^hg-proeess^ It proved

^simple enough. He took a piece of sulphur (pait of the equipment he had

purchased five months ago), lit it, and left it to smoke on the floor ol the

hive^ after the entrance was mugged, the hive lid (laid back on again, and the

Alois sent her inside, but Adi watched.-aH the way, sitting beside Alois on an

adjoining benc^anddfstened^to his father's lecture. "In nature," said Alois,

gas did the joKquickly enough. Angela began to cry for the poor bees, iw-

'I am not bothered," said Adi.



FROM :nM FAX NO. :5084872136 May. 24 ■ 2004 0; : 40PM F'22

Rook 4 chs 1-6 double, ch 7, double-triple, chs 8-11 triple 5/17/04 409

"Good," said Alois. "Now, let us go and empty this box and c‘ean the

combs."

a> again, tears came to his eyes.

But, of course, there was no comparison. It was clear to Adi: Der

even been dirtying the place where they ate and slept. No comparison.

That night, by way of a suggestion from the Maestro, 1 prepared a

install into Adi's sleep, andj^he had a long worrisome dream where his

father asked him to count how many dead beesjthere-wero; QtttffiTmake sure

Alte had ^een-tiying-tc^o someth ing-wfffl that one little heer-auddfewa®

^slmeat-asT&thadJaeeiwTeady^ bees in this bad hive had^

Adi found himself thinking of Der Alte's own-dead lonesome bee^and

small dream-etching, simple enough for the best of my fflafeldagents to
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tedious dream to be certain, and he was almost late for school/it tool; him so,

lon^toawake in the morning, but he was proud of the number ke/TX—

finished. There had j*tst been [mounds and monads of dead bees.

of the number, 1^/was to lay them out in rows, one hundred to a row —a

could come near terthat. he was certain. His only regret was that he had not

remembered beeatreelhere had been at least thkd/rows of one hundred bees

^4.^ 7-
Jlini-the-pride that he could count to Arae thousand. No one else in his class

410
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-9-

The good hive was another matter. It was thriving. The weight of the 

colony was-gteatefeach week, and the slides/with honey cells were filling

up. Alois had learned from his books that i*6.honey cell>we«4d- 

with bsthin layer of wax until the water content 
-Ke
ad been reduced to a-levef

somewhere dnvm between 17% wl 20% which meant that half the bees in 

the hive were fanning their wings to dxiv^^the^wateFofTas vapor, an endless
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IfS'l” honey was ready, and

capping the cells with the wax^just as they were supposed to

rcretask, but they weredoing rtJ

Out in his white garments with the big box-like white vest over his 

head, protected by his gloves, Alois began to feel as if he was acquiring 

combs out for examination .and then sliding 

them back in again. Afehat required carq4-he certainly didn't want to be 

such a lummox as to squash his own ^leen^inadveFt-antly. Indeed, the 

-begrrttHngurf-stteh/positive results trt-ene of his-boxttS’actually took him over 

to Dcr Alte's hut long enough to purchase another ^een^^replace the sick 

one^vfe had been gassed along with all the other incontinents.

Der Alte had even given him a lesson in how to spot the queen— 

which was not too difficult when .(he was laying her eggs into empty cells
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fordshe was followed by a retinue who hovered over each new cell and 

discharged their own chemicals and enzymes and "mysterious

fortifiers," as Der Alte/put it, targhnch the new eggs with "magical 

ingredients."

Alois had to put up with the lecture but he returned with two new 

queens, one to establish a colony in the box that had been fumigated, and 

the otherTqueenwvas for the box Alois had built himself/ One could transfer 

combs of new brood and--ot>ter/combs of new honey to the two empty boxes.

fen^-for the empty slots, and the bees in each of the three colonies would 

build wax cells for their new brood and (me storage of new honey—yes, he

quickly this spring, that all he had to do was ta furnish enoougb Vertical 

All three would now be o«ly partially filled, baythe hives were growing so 
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had lost one colony to gassing, but before long, he)we+dd 

414

three, all flourishing—could that be?

Alois becan to feel a cautious optimism as-jfThis spring might yefEe 

beautiful. Beautiful for him, beautiful for the family. April had come and 

flowers were sprouting, the trees, the oaks, the plum trees, the beeches and 

cherry trees, the maples and apple trees. Soon there would-ahw be flowers 

in the meadow^

He looked to sit by his hive boxes with Adi beside him. the boy 

carefully covered and veiled in an outfit Klara had put together. Father and 

son now delighted in watching the entrance of the busiest hive for there 

were guard bees who stayed on post at the small opening on the h-ttk- 

approach-bow^et o* place at the foot of the box. Now, every bee that came
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before she could entet,.a»don occasion, Adi would begin to hoot because^

guard would drive a visitor awayfas if the creature didn't smell right.

It had also become a big month for gtvJsgfhutrition to the colonies.

mixing three pounds of food for the mesh jar, and-the brood nest was 

in withJa-4#ed--&ipollen and honey wa^sniffed by one of the guard bees

they Goukl make even more honey. Alois was nowteJ-c j£eed them

populating. Four combs were now filled in each of the three hives. And 

three queens were working in three separate hive boxes to deposit their eggs 

in cells. Yes, endless numbers of eggs to be fertilized by the-gatheretf^perm 

from the dead drones from those monumental fornications^fhe long-gone 

summen Thei^wus s£> much activity now that Alois was only able to check 

the weight of the hives in the evening after his colonies were done with 
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flying from morning until dark on eetmfless/trips. Each forager would be 

back with its load in a few minutes, and then out again. *

—O. 'io patL-LA.
Sometimes he would look at the old bees who had lived through the 

winter in one-osWe-bexes. They were easy tol-espy^—Indeed, they-did_iook

Titdr-They-were battered and dying off, Jittl^/creatures with worn-out wing;

frayed -and tattered from over-usc^-and se-much hair was new gone from 

their bodies. They had co Iler, tad (fre~firsFhoney this season, but now.

undeniably, they were dying. Each morning a team of new-born worker 

sweep them out the entrance rand down to the ground. Alois could hardly 

occasioned his delight. l ie felt as if now he had icgun his long-

bees would collectdhe4allen bodies on the ground floor of the box and 

mourn their passing. The VZung stock x^rettking their place and^htawr
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awaited serious venture into apiculture. The&e^riew beetTwould be his, not

Der Alte's.

May. 24 2004 0' : 50PM P30
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On a splendid morning in May, with every host of forager bees from 

the three colonies ifeWseemingly in the air, Alois began to notice a pattern

fa their movements. One bee, still in close sight of the hive, would be 

making many repetitive moves, a curious pattern, wigwagging its belly in 

flight as it flew through one circle, or rather, as he observed, more like an 

oval, and then flew back in a reverse oval, only to repeat this over and over.



FROM :nM FAX NO. =5084872136 May. 24 2004 01:5 J.PM F'32

Book 4 chs 1-6 double, ch 7, double-triple, chs 8-11 triple 5/17/04 419

something, she is showing them something.

And he was right in this observation, he knew it, because in another 

lew over the hill at the head of the meadow. On the other side, as Alois had 

discovered on a walk late yesterday, daisies and other wildflowers had 

sprouted. That forager bee must be a scout who knew how to tell the others 

to follow.

She is signaling to the others," Alois said to himself. "She is up to 

few minutes, a good number of other bees had joined the first, and oft tey 

Such an old lust came back to Alois. Yes, if there was one thing he 

had wanted out of life even more than enjoying a new woman. q^^-whicE

’ayj it was to be the proud, happy, and honored discoverer of a new concept 

fl
so startling and/valuable to human culture that his name would be honored.
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He had given up that (tope, but the desire still resided in him, aad h»

felt a considerable happiness that he might have sucl^newTnd interesting

concept-to-follow ^ith hi?eyesrighthere this summer, aUngnal-dance of

one bee to bring others to a place where new flowers were full of nectar nd-

deflowered by the wedding usher^ A joke, but his own joke, and he -___

enjoyed it. In none of the books he had readfhad there been any mention of

that little wig-wagging dance. He was twice afraid to mention it to Der 

for all he knew,/£n established concept Alte, one

among tkrapicultural cognescenti, or, to the contrary, if unknown, might 

not Der Alte be the fit st to devetop^the-neeessary observations an<^take all 

the credit?
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Alois did pennit himself to-mentieR(thehope that Alois, Junior nugt

tts^hisintcnlgencefof-eftee to work withAhm,(This would be «!$e case

where the father would have-fio object^»sfto the son carrying on the work,

and-beoomiftgj equally famous. How much Franz Jose Chad wanted that

Teara-came tc/Aloi^eyes at the thought of the Emperor's pain when

his own Crown Prince, had died at Mayerling in that awful

situation/^earsagofmurder and sttteid, or doubleisuicme^/Tth hisyoung

-dear mistress, what a blow for the good man, the Emperor-father. And for

Sisi, the beautiful Empress, how she must have loved Rudolph

These sad thoughts in the midst of his new vocational pride so

mellowed Aloistfor an hour that he squandereddns vanity—after all. he did
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not feel inferior to Der Alte any more—and did go loathe piss- bum for

instruction on how to treat the Queen bee (and, incidentally, locate her.)

Der Alte, obviously, had^pA difficulties with that. He was certainly

skillful—it had to be said. He opened one of his leaf-hives, scanned the

racks, located the queen, reached in with a bare hand, and grimed her wings

carefully and delicately wrrt^tliumb and forefinger. "In a few years," he

aA <C-T

said, "you, too, will be employing this dighoembrace,(but for now, I will

show you a safer method," after which he discoursed on methods and modes

of discerning just where the Queen might be, whether depositing eggs, or

fertilizingthen^ntheir new celh^one afteranother)or enaeowGecprfher

court, her home ground, when the cells were a hint larger.

"Once located, it is so simple," said Der Alte, "to capture h®ft>
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"This, as I understand," said Alois, "will be most necessary when I

start to collect my honey."

"Exactly," said Der Alte. "That is time when you are

moving/frames, and scraping the wax covers away from the honey cells.

We certainly do not wishto/squash the queen because we dn not see that-she- 

pulling out combs or putting them back. -Or

rtXrnrte-HT-she is travelling between the combs, an acnidepi-ooubl-ucpw-.

So,"—to Alois' annoyance, Der Alte wagged a finger at him—"so we do not

go first for the honey, no, we locate the Queen like the good fellows we are.

and then we use the queen-catching glass." He waved a glass tube which

bulged at one end^'This blunt part^thertwM is what you lay on the queen,

and then you slip a little queen-cage"—he held up just such a small
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container, two inches long—"under the glass tube, and-you-can(^>Iow the

queen right into the cage, punkt! Now she is safe. You don't have to put

her back until the honey has been taken from the comb."

We can be certain that Alois practiced catching the queen. Indeed, he

spent an afternoon capturing each of his three beauties from each of his

colonies, finding them, putting the blunt end of the tube art them, and then

blowing them into the little Queen-cage prior to releasing them back lo the

colony. If his ears hed-been red and his tongue dry after (listening

ofc
watehmgDer Alte's demonstration, it took these Several hours of practice

before he could breathe nicely again under his own oak tree and his three

hive-boxes.
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That night, however, having become much more familiar with the

activities of the Queen and her court 

42-'-*'Chaving read even more after dinner on the latest insights concerning the

developmnt of§g?pupae into new bees, he brooded in bed upon the 

knew what they were doing! Different treatments were accorded to

different eggs. You could say that- nafttrotpad devise3~ways to create

They were destined to become workers oi

and pollen, whereas ^jtureQueens were placed in larger cells and were

common brood food by (he Queen's assistant^ standard mixture of honey

royalty, yes, and/poor people as welf. Most of the larvae had no choice.
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given special secretions from the nursing bees' own food glandsy a-rrmT?

I (-tc>
A special food called royal jelly. They were/royalty from thestart.

It was a different systetnfror the worker bees. As soon as they

hatched out of their cells, they were put to work, oleonin^other cells or

food Tor th^cells. Others would clean the aisles of the hive, become-the

burial sweepers, or serve as guards by the entrance—all thw-apptianti^shijX

for the first twenty days of their lives.

hard-working women, thought Alois, falling closer to sleep, lulled by the
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thought of how much work all those creatures were^oing for him. -tt: -htd*
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Alois' fine spirits waned with the loss of warm weather. A cold spell

arrived, cruel tooths expectation aroused by aw^rtrniarly spring. Alois 

o expect that all the gains eou-ltl- be lost to this new chill on the earth.

So there were days when he came close to wearing himself oy n®~

L.
more than the back and forth of removing riw tar-paper from the top of

One of the old axioms came bac^Johann Nepomuk used to say,'

■l< weather is treacherous, but spring is so sh^-
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hive, only to put it back again when the light went out of the sky at midday, 

so abrupt was the movement of the clouds. And then, in turn, lie-had (to strip

sun was back and the day bad returned to warmth. Back

and forth, anxiety driving his heart, I**'*,

worry. Perhaps i&jpuiie of llieTTi’e^TXreerTS- -te. Was it

During on&&4dcSpel1, he caught a cold and could not rid himself of

impossible that^ne of them'ekfuld catch a cold in sympathy with the 

overlord of the hive? This was so

Much as he had loved and revered Franz-Josef all through these years. he 

had never worried about him in this ridiculous manner.

Then it occurred to Alois that all of this absurd return of his fears 

might not be^meaningless. What if it was a reflection of how he felt deep
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down dboujfhis true health? Was he coming nearer to his fSwff end? It was

the worst thought to havcJ»r bottomless pit. His imagination was

now occupied with a matter he had never allowed himself to go near, All

had seemed easy to him. A little dull, maybe, but no drivel about 

punishment, You could look forward to a reasonable state of peace in the

betraying himself all this time? What if death was not (ike that? He had

always assumed^ft^religion was there for a .good practical reason. It kept 

the weak and the unruly in order. It told them not to cut too many corners.
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But a strong man ^kifEImself, for a perfect example) could do what-h?

Poor Alois. I could see that he was now there for the taking. No

Cudgel would be lingering abeut\to protect him. I could have the tried -arid- 

true pleasure of appearing to him in a dream with my owiyadept—I will 

make such a claim—^Impersonation of a guardian angel. He would<6e" 

ours—as bound to us as Der Alte.

But to what end? Would it be worth the maintenance? And the

ri vabf^complications of trying to deal with two older devils at once,
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not to mention the lively presence of Adi? £tejfoo many possibilities 

crowding in on too small a field.

The sober fact-which we do well not to ignoreds that people as old as

Alois are rarely a prize. Qften enough,they are^asy to pick up and use, but

utility is limited. They are already^ shaped, too fixed, to warrant much

molding of their nature over to our immediate aims. Alois, by now.

■ I?
was certainly too stiff for the re require in our best clientsjdwttfd

-et^Tmmediate aims have to be redirected.

ttsgfa man or woman well over fifty, we look for a

■Serviceable warp in their nature, aiffistortion that we can employ for a 

particular-eutterrrHsh purpose/Repetitive irritations are one example. A 

mean old lady who keeps asking everyone whether they want something to
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eat when she knows that they don't, can unhinge a good family. They grow 

uneasy at their increasing desire to smother her with the nearest pillow

Alois, however, was moral 6>f an averagemuman product, So there 

was little need to pick him up now. Milk runs would be enough. Let them 

hover just above his drcams.
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Strange sounds. His breath lifted over a small hesitation and down he went

into sleep. He had one final thought as immanent as one more beaufitul

horse on parade—it was that he certainly enjoyed these hymns of the bees a

good deal more thar the caterwauling of an infant.

His dreams, however, were not good. Not that night. Soon, they

turned as foul as stale beer on stomach-misery. He entered a large and

cavernous interior v/herc, to his lack of surprise, he found himself living

among his bees. . It was not agreeable. They were defecating, and there he

was, one of many, suffering just like his other brother-creatures—no, sister­

creatures—wasting away in contractions of a severe bowel disease, al l of

them defecating all over the narrow aisles of the Langstroth box—wk at a

foul and filthy vision.

He looked to rouse himself. Because this was a dream. Health} bees

did not defecate in their own habitat (except perhaps for the worst and

laziest of the drones) no, he had heardfthe bees in one hive, and their sound

was honorable. They would wait until the weather was warm enough for

them to go outdoors and only then would they do their duty.
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Now he was s wake, yet still agitated by the dream. It had certainly

been too cold for bees to dare to go out yet into this early February aii As

Alois lay there he felt painfully aware of all the excrement that had been

building up in his colonies over all these months. How could these little

creatures hold it in? And once again he tried to recall the sounds of the ■

hive. Had he really heard contentment rising from their midst? These were

bees. Could he real.y detect the difference between happiness and panic,

calm and near-madress? Yes, he told himself, he did know-—he was sure

they were content.

It was warm in the morning, the first warm morning of early
Ia i 5

February, a thaw, ar d as Alois came out of the house, thenkaTnrra’eatures1

were everywhere/fitthe-eir, hundreds of them, thousands—who could

count? They were leaving their droppings all over the place, fifty and then a

hundred feet away from the two hive-boxes, such a curious caca1 It

smelled like ripe bananas, and was so visible on the snow, a field of white

dotted with yellow spots. Innumerable yellow spots out there in a big circle

around the hive bench. Hanging on a clothesline, Klara's laundry had also

become part of it. Paula's diapers all spotted again. An immense
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Next day, Sunday, was warm again, and once more the bees were out.

Adi started to run up and down the meadow, as if to use up the impulse to

visit the old man, bi t in his mind he kept seeing each turn of the forest road,

and so he knew he could find the hut. This was so much more than an

impulse. The desire to make such a trip by himself was as sure as if a rope

was pulling on him.

He went. And Der Alte, prepared for the visit (by the same message,

for certain, that Adi had received) was there once again at the door, but the

tablespoon of honey was not yet in his hand, no, for that, Adi now had to sit

on his lap. "Yes, you are such a good boy," Der Alte said, "I can love you

like a grandson, and you will never need to be afraid of me,'* Y&i a “

hi La. i
1 The boy was not afraid, or, yet, perhaps a little. In school, they had ,

fairy tales to read, and sometimes there were ogres in the forest and evil

spirits could change little children into birds or mice, or pigs or goats.

However, it did not feel this way sitting on the legs of Der Alte. It was

better than his father's lap, That was never so nice as this. He never knew

when his father would blow pipe smoke into his face. Then, when he

coughed, his father would laugh. No, Der Alte was a nicer man.
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And indeed, they sat there long after Adi had tasted all of the

spoonful of honey and gya^warmrefKpfelt happy with Der Alte's old hand

resting on his knee.

After a considerable part of an hour has passed,^Aft\began, however,

to feel less comfortable. Would his mother begin to wonder where he was?

^Bttfwhen he stirred. Der Alte said a few words which eause^Tthe same sense

of surprise as turning a page in a book when there before you was a nice

picture.

"Do not tell this to anyone," said Der Alte, "but I am trying to make

one of my little bees happy. For that, I have asked it to live by itself, near to

me."

"Does it try to talk?"

"It can make sounds. For certain!" Der Alte smiled. "But no, dear

boy, I do not try to encourage this little bee to speak. That is certainly too

much to ask. I just try to make her happy. Which is not so easy now that

she must live alone in a small Queen box I have just for her even if sne is 

not a Queen.



FROM :nM FAX NO. :5084872136 Tun. 01 203- i; : 4 FM F5

Book 4 chs t-6 double, ch 7, double, chs 8-11 triple 5/27/04 399

"My father says that bees can live only for other bees. They art—"

he searched to remember the expression—"they are servants of the

community,"

"Your father is absolutely correct/T5eeswho live in aTTve do not

seek to live alone.

am looking to see what will"You are the smartest boy I know.

Even if you-ibed-ont) ofthenfgood things?"
</z»cz O.VC

happen if I keep my one bee warm and most well-fed, and think about it all

the time with all the good feeling that is in my heart. Of course, shou ld 1

happen to pay a visit to the other room, I always take care to speak to it.

That is twenty tunes a day. It cannot comprehend what I am saying. Tur I

want it to know that I am there. Sometimes I take it out of the box."

"Doesn't it fly away?"

"Oh, no, I haA'^prevent^Wsuch a possibility." He touched the boy'?

head tenderly, "When I take it out of its little box, it jumps around, bwt 5

'stays on the table.

"Does it have no wings?"

There was a pause. "No longer does it have wings.
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Adi knew. No need to ask. He felt such a mix of g*»W feeling/,
t p p t O ‘-‘-Y tt'-?~e fv
tj^jng=te4jf^a^e^iad ones. So, bcfore-fre-left, he asked to go into the

other room of the hut. Could he look at the bee in the little box'.’

Of course, it had no wings. That he known woulcTbe sol) Ysfc^fhe bee '

was frisky and it jumped about in a ftarey 6fexcitement when Dor Alte let it

out of the box. Indeed, it hopped onto the tip of the old man's finger which

had been dipped into honey.

"I do not know if much will happen," said Der Alte, "What 1 arn

doing is difficult. I see little chance for success. But how wonderful if I

"---- .______________ ,__ ____----------------- __________J—------- A

brighten the feelings of this hrtherto insignificant little creature? Can I li
|zkPU>J Co. '

/to a level other bees do-»o/attain? I feel for her. She is so lonely. She

misses that horde of sisters she has lived among through the winter. She is

loneliness itself. But 1 am ready to try to bring to her tht(gweetness of relief ,
^Y^/* iu $

when loneliness is replaced by well-being, yes^Sas~gute Wohl."

"Oh," said Aci, "I hope you are able to do that. It is so sad to be

lonely. Sometimes'jSnlonely. So, T know. You make me afraid that this

bee will die.
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"Sooner or later, it must. It will die. But I want to see if I can make it

happy for a little while."

"Yes," said Adi, "1 see. You love this one more than the others
f A MnfJe. ?

"Maybe a little," said Der Alt5y*Next time you visit, we will seeTH"-

have made progress."

Let us recogn.ze that what has just been recounted is likely to leave

the reader uneasy. If, for some, interest in Der Alte might now be hobbled
<a 6c.cm

by the suspicion that he is a-madman and dangefous^-ceae&i-v&blvfm his

senility, let me explain that this outlandish pursuit of das Wohl (well-being)

for one isolated bee, an obviously miserable arid stupid procedure

(particularly after ht has chosen to cripple its wings!) is not without

purpose. Purpose for us, that is. We have to test the immutability, if you

will, of the instincts that the Dummkopf has placed in his vast consortium of

creatures. The oddest experiments can and do reveal much to us. Moreover,

it always makes for *ood economy to put some of our old clients ■

j2evife41ike Der Alte onto a bit of new work in their old age.

That we have also allowed Adi to become involved to a degree in this

bizarre venture is net a matter I was prepared to understand at the time
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With the advent of March, a week arrived that brought the sun to

Hafeld every day. 'Che hives began to stir, and the hardiest of the wintei 

bees came out to forage. It was likely that the queen was now laying eggs

from June past into the long hot days of July/"

low, one of the hives weighed more each morning. The bees were

out of
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consuming an increasing amount of Alois' honey-and-water. Soon, it was

up to two pounds a day.

He decided to open the top of each Langstroth box and look in. So,

he discovered exact y what he had been fearing beneath every hope and

confusion, The two colonies might have sat on the same bench through the

winter, but that was the only quality they shared. One was thriving, the

other could most cetainly^notbe termed healthy, There were only a lew A

dead bees on the lowest platform of the good box, but what a^mmbreipn the

other!

Of late, just before the warm spell, he had listened by way of the tube 

to a great deal of restless humming in the second colony and that had 

worried him. Now, open to examination, he could see fecal droppings near
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the hive entrance, and the combs for brood were empty. Had the queen 

died? He did not reelly know how to locate the lady—she was, after alt.

only a bit larger thar. her own worker-bees, smaller, indeed, than the drones.

He had been waiting, of course, to open the hives, and he knew he would 

make a serious search through the good box for "The Mysterious Lad) " 

which was what he now called her—an examinationfraybyveiiical tray  

but it would not be worth it to go to such great lengths in the bad hive -lor

Oza>‘
that matter, that queen, undoubtedly sick, would not necessarily be lasge 

enough to recognize.

He would have been dispirited if he had not also felt fortified. His 

acumen, after all, was confirmed. He had not worried for too little. There 

had been real troub es in one box, perhapsfe/killer disease.
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So Alois decided that the remaining bees of that colony had to 1\ 

gassed. He would have called on Der Alte for assistance but decided that he 

would not. The strength he derived from the accuracy of his winter-long 

worries now encouraged him to do the job himself.

There proved to be no real difficulty. He chose a Saturday,w*tl Adi 

and Angela^home from schoo^te-bc(nis assistants^ .The-process proved

simple enough. He of sulphur (part of the equipment he had 

purchased five months ago), lit it, and left it to smoke on the floor of the M 

hive. The entrance was then plugged, the hive lidjwasdaid^te^ on again, 

and the gas did the job, and quickly enough. When Angela began to cry for 

the poor bees, Alois sent her inside, but Adi watched, sitting beside A loi s on 

an adjoining bench, his eyes glowirt^jn response to his father's lecture. "In
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nature," said Alois, 'there is no mercy for the weak. Your big sister v as 

silly lo become so unset.

"I am not bothered," said Adi.

"Good," said Alois. "Now, let us go and empty this box and clean the 

combs."

Adi found hiriself thinking of Der Alte's one lonesome bee, now 

dead, and once again, tears came to his eye^

C-k. Qi lt,LV
But, of course, there was no comparison./ftwas clear to Adi: Der

Alte had loved that one little thing which had no wings and kept jump ing^on

slept. No comparison.

f A

the table, but the b»ts4fTthis bad hive even dirtied the place where they ate^
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That night, by way of a suggestion from the Maestro, I prepared a

small dream-etching, simple enough^o^Jhe best of my local Hafeld agents,.

Sv,[tk had a long worrisome dream where 1 is

father asked him to count all the dead bees. To make sure of the number,

Adi was to lay them out in rows, one hundred to a row—a tedious dream to

be certain, and he was almost late for school, for it took Wm many minutes

to awake in the morning, ^hN^ficwas proud of the (^mbey/That he

remembered/There had been at least forty rows of one hundred bees, and

each one of them wzs lying there on the white cloth he had laid out for

them. His pride was great that he could count to four thousand. No one 

else in his class could come near. Of that, he was certain. His only regret 
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was that he had not finished. There had been even more mounds of dead

bees.

Here, I would warn the reader not to make too much of the gassing

n[leaves only a small mark, a footprint, so iocame later. Rather^sj

speak, upon

It would be a gross mistake, then, to assume that this dream-etching

abandoned foundatio Isfahan completed buildings.

eTtrst7possfbility of

fause of all thathe body count, I t is certainly not to be seen)as

installation, if you will,

assure you we would ?e
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The good hive was another matter. It was thriving. The weight of the

colony increased each week, and theXlides/Hned with honey were 

filling up. Alois had learned from his books that honey cells, w^ejiou..

wax until the water content in the syrup had been
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reduced to a little less than 20% wHSt meant-that half the bees in rhe we
t

blow the surface water off as vapor an erdk-ss

task/but they were doing it. Alois even felt intoxicated by the dedication of 

never-ceasing chores. At last, the first honey was 

ready, and/his bees were capping the cells with wax-—just as they were 

supposed to!

Out in his white garments with the big box-like white veil over his 

head, protected by his gloves, Alois began to feel as i f he was acquiring a 

bit of real technique at the not so simple art of pulling combs out for 

examination, then sliding them back in again. It required care. He certainly 

didn't want to be such a lummox as to squash his own Queen. Indeec. the 

confidence he was gaining from these positive results took him over \o Der
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Alte's hut long enough to purchase another Queen. The new lady would 

replace the sick one. She had been gassed along with all the other 

incontinents.

Der Alte had even given him a lesson in how to spot a queen— which 

was not too difficult an observation so long as she was laying her eggs into

empty celtefor-theg she was followed by a retinue who hovered over each 

new cell and discharged their own chemicals and enzymes and "mysterious 

fortifiers," as Der A Ite was quick to put it, to enrich the new larva wii h 

"magical ingredienls."

Alois had to put up with the lecture but he returned with two new 

queens, one to establish a colony in the box that had been fumigated, and 

the other for the bo* Alois had built himself last Fall. One could transfer

-7/^-
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combs of new brood together with combs of new honey to the two err oty 

boxes. All three would now be partially tilled, and that was good. The ;2.

bire^faA growing so quieUythis spring, that aH he had to de-wei 

-ewettgh new vertica frames for the empty slots? and the bees in each oi ibe 

three colonies would build wax cells for new brood ancjffor the storage of 

new honey—yes, he had lost one colony to gassing, but before long, he 

would be able to consider himself the master ofXhrce, all flourishing—could 

that be?

Alois began to feel a cautious optimism. This spring might yet prove 

to be beautiful. Beautiful for him, beautiful for the family. April had come 

and flowers were sprouting, the trees, the oaks, the plum trees, the beeches
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and cherry trees, the maples and apple trees. Soon there would be flowers

in the meadow.

ITe liked to sit by his hive boxes with Adi beside him, the boy

carefully covered and veiled in an outfit Klara had put together, Father and

son now delighted ;n watehingtfhe entrance of the busiest hive for(guai

bees stayed on post at the small opening ot}(fhe approach ramffset in ak.ce

at the foot of the box. Now, every bee that camej^ ^ith pollen and honey

had to be sniffed by one of the guard bees before she could enter. Or

occasion, Adi woud begin to hoot because the guard would drive a visitor

Y -------——----- —
away and-act as i f rhe creatur^ctidn't smell right,

a.

TIT J ■ 1
»i|k-had alscrbecomc a big month fo^Xerving^y^ttipi^ to the colonies.

'We feed them honey," Alois told the boy, "so they make even more
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Tor the mesh jar. Howhoney." He was now

Four combs were now filled in each c f tlie the brood nest was

three hives. And three queens were working in three separate hive boxes to 

deposit their eggs in cells. Yes, endless numbers of eggs to be fertilised by 

long-contained spenn from the dead drones of those monumental 

fornications out in :he long-gone t-wttt of summer past. So much activity 

now! Alois was only able to check the weight of the hives in the evening 

after his colonies were done with flying/from morning until dark-omt+rerr 

numberless trips. Each forager would be back with its load in a few 

minutes, ^SdShen out again. He had read that it took forty thousand such 

voyages to-and-fro to make two pounds of honey.
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Sometimes he would look at the old bees who had lived through tlie

winter in the good box. They were easy to notice. They looked so

battered and dying off, miniscule creatures with worn-out wings, frayed 

from over-use. The hair was gone from their bodies. They had gone -nr. to 

forage for the first honey this season, but now, undeniably, they were dy ing.

Each morning a team of new-born worker bees would collect their fallen 

bodies on the ground floor of the box and sweep them out the entrance off 

the hive-ramp and down to the ground. Alois could hardly mourn their 

passing. Young stock was taking their place and this occasioned his delight.

He felt as if/ffiw^he had finally begun his long-awaited real venture into 

apiculture. This was now serious. The new bees would be his, not Der

Alte’s.
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-10-

On a splendid morning in May, with every host^ferag-er-bee^ from 

the three colonies seemingly in the air, Alois began to notice a pattern iff 

ihettTrtavernefrts^One bee, still in close sight of the hive, would be making

many repetitive moves, a curious pattern, wigwagging its belly in Pligin as it 

a cire
flew through one circle, or rather, as he observedpnorciike an oval, and 

then flew back in e. reverse oval, only to repeat this over and over.

"She is signaling to the others," Alois said to himself. "She is up to

something, she is showing them something.



FROM :nM FAX NO. :50S487213b

Book 4 chs 1-6 double, ch 7, double, chs 8-11 triple 5/27/04

Jun. 01 2004 li: 5.1PM F.

4’9

And he was right in this observation, he knew it, because in another 

few minutes, a good number of other bees had joined the first, and o’l they

flew over the hill at the head of the meadow. On the other side^as Aloj 5 had 

discovered on a walk^afe^steniay^daifites~and_other wildflowers had 

■9 9^

sprouledfThat forager bec/must be a scout who knew how to tellfi^^others 

to follow.

icre was one thing he

had wanted out of life even more than enjoying a new woman, it was to be 

the proud, happy, and honored discoverer of a new conceptfso startling and 

He had given up such a hope, but the desire still resided in

a considerable happiness that he might have discovered a

so valuable to human culture that his name would be honored/ « r f f
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new and interesting concept that- ho could-e-oRfifiTi witb-his-eyes right tere 

■ThisThtmtner^fiiissignal-dance of one bee to bring others to a place where 

new flowers full of nectar were waiting, bridesmaids, you could say, -11 

lined up to be deflowered by the wedding ushers. Or, should these hefti 

foragers be called bridesmaids? A joke, but his own joke, and he enjoyed it.

In none of the books he had read so closely had tbopohew any mention of 

this little wig-wagging dance. He was twice afraid to mention ii to Dei

Alte, once—for all he knew—because it might be an established concept 

among apicultural cognescenti, or, to the contrary, if unknown, might noi

Der Altc know better than himself where to publish the observations and so 

take all the credit?
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Alois did permit himself to entertain the hope that Alois.. Junior.

might, just for once, put his intelligence to work for his father. This would

be a case where the father would not object to the son carrying on the work.

Yes, (Sfcfthe son become equally famous. How much Franz Josef had

wanted that. Sorrow came to Alois at the thought of the Emperor's pain in

the hour when he le arned that Rudolph, his own Crown Prince, had died at

Mayerling in that awful situation so many years ago/murder and suicide, or

double suicide,/■'"whatever it had been,wrth(fiilsyoung mistress* yyhat -■ blow

for the good man, the for Sisi, the beautiful Empress,

ow she must have loved Rudolph!

JhesdsaTthcughts in the midst of his new vocational pride^?

mellowed that, Alotfr for an hour h^surrendcre^his vanity—after all, he did
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----------t" 1 i'J ' rkez '-Jufo'is
not feel inferior to Der Alte any more—and dtd^ge-to-seenhr^4^bui;:t. fiu;

iDee/f# "fa? \Jl t'f~’~T^-e ft ez
I*J

( instruction on how to treat the Queen bee (and, incidentally, locate he • )

Der Alte^_Dj»ious4yrJiad-4ew difficulties with that. He was certainly

skillful—it had to bs said. He opened one of his leaf-hives, scanned the

racks, located the queen, reached in with a bare hand, and grasped her w ngs

irely between thumb and forefinger. "In a few years," heci

on methods andwill show you a safer method" after-whteh-he

said, "you, too, will be employing this digital feffifkoftcapture. but for now, I

modes of discerning just where the Queen might be, whether depositing

eggs(/^fertili7ingJji£aa?one after another in their new cells, or resting

occasionally in her court, her home ground, when the cells were STuni

larger.
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'Once located, it is so simple," said Der Alte, "to capture our Ladv.

"This, as I understand," said Alois, "will be most necessary when

start to collect my honey.1

'Exactly," said Der Alte. "That is a time when you are moving many

frames, and scraping the wax covers away from the honey cells. A careless

worker can squash trie queen then in the course of pulling out combs < i

putting them back. So,"—to Alois' annoyance, Der Alte wagged a finger at

good fellows we are, and then we use the queen-catching glass." He waved

a glass tube which brrtged'atrme-endAe-o^it^larger opening "This blunt

part is what you lay on the queen, and then you slip a little queen-cage"- -he

(< / Zie.

him—“W-wepo not go first for the honey, no, we locate the Queen like the

held up just such a small container, two inches long—"under the glass tube,



FROM :nM FAX NO. :508487213b Jun. O1 200- 1. : : FM F23

Book 4 chs 1-6 double, ch 7, double, chs 8-11 triple 5/27/04 42<i

after which you blow the queen right into the cage, punkt! Now she is safe.

You don't have to put her back until the honey has been taken from th ?

comb."

We can be certain that Alois practiced catching the queen. Indeed, he

spent an afternoon capturing each of his three beauties from each of his 

colonies, finding them, putting the bl+HUj^nd of the tube over them, and then

blowing them into tie little queen-cage prior to releasing them back to the

colony. If his ears turned red and his tongue dry after watching and

listening to Der Alto's demonstration, it did demand several hours of

practice before he could breathe nicely again under his own oak tree and his

three hive-boxes.



FROM :nM FAX NO. :508487213b Jun. 01 2004 ilifFM F29

Book 4 chs 1-6 double, cl: 7, double, chs 8-11 triple 5/27/04 425

That night, however, havingbccuiire-fiHtch(ffiore familiar with ihc 

bees^e-bxooj

was all so developed. These bees knew what they were doing! Ihffrrciit’ 

treatments were accorded to different eggs. Was it nature itself that had 

the larvae had no choice. They were destined to become workers or to be 

drones. They were fed common brood food by any of the Queen's 

upon the decorum of these-separate processes. It 

zditwer-enfthe latest insights concerning the development of pupae into new

assistants,^^tandard mixture of honey and pollen, and thatwas-a-l-k—

activities of the Queen and her court, and/having read-wen-me-re-oft^i.

devised ways to create royalty, yes, and create^poor people as well? Most of 

Whereas future queens were placed in larger cells and were given special
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secretions from the nursing bees' own food glands, a special food calle.I 

royal jelly. They were intended to become royalty from the start.

It was a different business for the worker bees. As soon as they 

hatched out of their cells, they were put to work. First^they had to clean 

other cells or be ready to receive forager bees with their load of nectar and

pollen t«7-be-woritedfihlo brood food for the ordinary cells. Others would 

clean the aisles of the hive, or be burial sweeper^, or serve as guards by lhe 

entrance—all of these newborn worker-bees/Serypffan apprenticeship for 

the first twenty days of their lives.

Then, for the next twenty days, they were sent out to look for nectar,

that was all. (They had had to work so hard every day.) What a devoted
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corps of hard-working women, thought Alois, falling closer to sleep, tilled 

by the thought of how much work all those creatures had been doing ■'<> 

him. He had looked at the estimates in his books. His bees had to make 

something like 40,000 trips and visit between three and four million 

blossoms in order to make two pounds of honey.

Even a good -ieviI like myself must admit to being impressed
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-11-

Alois' fine spirits waned with the loss of warm weather. A cold spell

arrived, cruel to the expectation aroused by^*r early spring. Alois now

In H
prepared himself to expect that all the gains might be lost to this new ehill

on the earth.



FROM :nM FAX NO. *. 508487213b

Book 4 chs 1-6 double, co 7, double, chs 8-11 triple 5/27/04

Jun. 01 2004 IJtz-IPM F33

429

One of the o:d axioms eame-baek from Spilal and Strong' Johann

Nepomuk used to say, "Weather is treacherous, but spring is the season that 

will betray you most!"

So there were days when he came close to exhausting himself H

carrying out-n&miQieJhap the back and forthjof removing tar-paper from the 

top of each hive, only to put it back again when the lighjl wentput of the sky 

atrnidday, so abrupt was the movement of the clouds. Awd^hen, in turn he

■£=” ft'ip f..
xyaiumUe-stpip-rt/avvay once g^e-onc^the sun wa^^rsk/and the day 

returned to warmth. Back and forth, anxiety driving his heart. Tarpaper 

might be useful insulation but he felt as ifwas now wrapped around his 

breath.
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During one near-freezing cold spell, he caught a cold aad£ould"i ot

rid himsel f of collateral worry. Perhaps a Queens might die. Was it

impossible that not even one of them '"’catch a cold in sympathy with

the overlord of the live? He scolded himself. This was so full of nonsense.

Much as he had loved and revered Franz-Josef all through these years, he

. . x a -had never worried t bout him in this ridiculous manner. z'-^'

Then it occurred to Alois that this atetttd return of his fears

cZ k

might not be meaninglesss What if it was a reflection of how he felt (in

secret even from himself) about the condition of his true health? Was he

coming nearer to his end? It was the worst thought to have h opene- ?

bottomless pit. His imagination was now occupied with a matter he had 

never allowed himself to go near. All through the years, yes, so far as he
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could remember, death had seemed easy to him. A little dull, maybe, ml no 

drivel about punishment. You could look forward to a reasonable state of

peace in the ground.

once you lost such certainty.

What if he had been betraying himself all this time? What if death was not

d religion was there for a very good at all like that?- He-1

practical reason. It kept the weak and the unruly in order. It told then not 

to cut too many corners. But a strong man (such as himself, for a perfect 

example) could do as he chose. No guilt.

Now, he had to recognize that he was in a kind of panic, and of a new 

real?

sort. What if there was such a thing as real guilt? ¥e6,V«/hat if guilt was 
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Poor Alois. I could see that he was now there for the taking. No

Cudgel would be at his shoulder to protect him, 1 could have the tried and- 

true pleasure of appearing to him in a dream with iny own—1 will me kt 

such a claim—my own most adept impersonation of a guardian angel He 

would soon be ours—as bound to us as Der Alte.

But to what end? Would it be worth the maintenance? And the 

complications of trying to deal with two older devils at once, especially

~~~>&ifiee they did not like each other. Plus the lively presence of Adi? l oo 

many possibilities were crowding in on too small a field.

The sober fact, which we do well not to ignore, is that people as old 

as Alois are rarely e prize. They may be easy to pick up and use. but uti ity 

is limited. They are already too shaped, too fixed, to warrant much molding
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of their nature over to our immediate aims. Alois, by now, was cert mly too 

stiff for flexibility, and that is exactly what we require in our best cl err.s —

111 ___J
io often, thsse immediate aims have to be redirected.

On those special occasions when we do choose a man or woman well 

over fifty, we look for a truly serviceable warp in their nature, a particular 

distortion that we can employ for a particular purpose (usually outlardi1 h).

Repetitive irritations are one example. A mean old lady who keeps asking 

everyone whether they want something to eat when she knows that they 

don't, can unhinge a good family. They grow uneasy at their increasing 

desire to smother her with the nearest pillow.
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Alois, however, was too average a human product. So there was 1 utle 

need to pick him up now. Milk runs would be enough. 1 .et them hover w si 

above his dreams.
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Early in May, tie weather turned warm again, and a*g»ed-many of

Alois' woes iased once more.

cleaning and oiling the tools he had bought in die fall from Der Altc, and this 

in much the manner of a good soldier who takes his rifle apart in order to put
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it back together immaculately oiled and dusted just before he will go iff to

dirty it in combat

communications with lists of his tools and assidtibuslyThat I grew irked at

thei^enumerations of pollen feeders, hatching cages, bee-smokers a water

sprayer and a

carefully /.be certain t had three sii

paddle. And then there was a spur-wheel embedder for preparing the

honey-stirrer which ^dois made himself out of beech-wood, carving it

(whatever that wasy-P) a hive-tool, even a

So, my Hafeld agents, vw^oo/fittietoreport; filled their latest

foundation of the inseitible frames, as well as a capping fork, a slew of details

which provided no interest and left me abaoat ready to wish T had taken him

file:///.be
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as a client+-fhands>on approach to his thinking might have been more

stimulating than all thisSecond -rate trivia.

Klara, in contrast, knew how to make much better use of^ring in

Hafeld. She was not always counting how many of the brood nests were

already filled with new pupae, nor was she worrying that the brood

temperature within the hives might turn too warm on this second wave of sun

and undulant air, rather, she was ready to loosenlalltlihcoRceras^^fwintei

she said to herself even as she drew in a breath of air through the open

window of her kitchen, and then, on impulse, with much left to do in the

house, she picked up Paula, four months old, and went out into the meadow.

The loveliest of silences prevailed, wholly without sound, no, a silence that
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took in the lightest caress of air, and she confd^war"the jStHtesJ rustling of the

silence in these hills. "Listen to how quiet it is," she said to Paula, "listen, 

little angel, and you will hear the whisper of the flowers." And, indeed, it 

grass in the field, and all but hear the tender swaying of the flowers ft was as

seemed to her as if th ey had heard what she said, for indeed they began to 

sway, the most cheerful little daisies she had ever seen^-a^ht was all for her.,

she felt, sincelhe breeze had stirred but not enough to meve^wfife-tharT-s^.

//She knelt in the grass, tHe baby in her arms, and spoke to the daisies, "You

are beautiful, all of you," she said, and, yes, there was no mistaking^ these 

flowers were dancing f or her, the tiniest movements, yet with more of a move

than the all-but-silent turn of the air. "Yes, Paula," she said, "these flowers
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-and she was ready to swear to ^(although to whom?—certainly not Alois),

they bowed as delicately as if

umj-8® dear to the daisies. n0h, I am one big silly,” she said aloud, but she could

she was waiting on them. "Yes, they are like little princesses," she said to

-T~love you and'me because we care for thenvjs this not so, you little dears9'

lire madness itselfHPaula, and had to laugh at herself for feeling

vouch that they had heard heij

not help herself she still believed that these white petals were listening to-lw.

The balm of the air was like love^tOefTyes, ^welrndJexactly like the

love she felt for the four-month-old in her arms. Klara’s body was returning

of all the winter months since Paula was bom, yes, now her body felt sweet

and in a true beginning of repair, yes, it was^pring ^nd nature itself was

to her, or so it felt, the old poked-ou^and wounded, bruised and stupid body
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enjoying a party. Each breath was so full of balm. How could it be 

so-Klara-cetdd-sayjiow-to horaotf, it wfls-as4f

otherwise? God was near anddn the air, her Good God, yes, full of radiance,

the Good God was resting on His laurels, yes, for so He deserved, and she

could have prayed to Him, but did not know quite how since she did not wish

to ask for-fflefe,^utto praise Him for being so good, na^that was better done

whereas here she was all alone with Paula and the flowers, and full of such

happiness ^enraptured. yes» Iff she was thinking of all the young boys and 

girls of her childhood and of those rare occasions when they would romp and

play just like these sweet crazy bees flying around the house^nefso happy to

be out in the sun after living in their dungeon all through winter, yes, crazy
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now with the joy that they could^yWtum somersaults in the an free of

their duties, and^neir tasks for a little while, oh, yes, like Paula they were new

to ffltW sunshine.

And Klara thought of the years to come when Paula would be ready to

play, and-feh/fuiToFlovefor little Edmund who was so kind to the baby, the

only one of the children who was. Angela couldn't really care (although she

was pehte dnougfiyoW) and Adi was a worry—once she had seen him pinch

Paula's check hard enough to make her cry^and Klara had spanked him for 

that, one sharp slap across his little seat, but she wouldn't do it again in any

kind of hurry Jor he hud glared back at her—the prince of princes, you would

think!—so strong a look that she had had to take all the strength of her eyes

to stare him down.



FROM :nM

FROM :JMUORDCRRFT

FRX NO- •5084872136

FOX NO. :17186243782

Jun. 01 ?004 0: • •' 'PM P8

Jun, 01 20O4 ill: 15PN P8

Book 4 chs 1 -7daublc, chs 8-13 triple 6/1/04 second pass 439

It was too beautiful a day to think of that moment of misery^ijt^she-

would rather thank God for having given her so sweet a baby, a daughter who
b

would yet grow up, so she knew, to be her own good sweet best friend. \nd 

she even said as much aloud to Paula. "May the angels hear me," she 

whispered to her child before she turned back to the house and her duties.
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-13-

I, wefsearch for some medhtm-trf-

>ur satanic arts, f you insist Wcueve^approach when the Cudgels are

ith ^dxpeepl^ivho

ihc thoughts of a person so fine as Klara, it is worth remarking tea

-weargTHroly wnhuuljLpwflib.ywiturrw»liuvc-tgd
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usually avoid contact

on guard, notunlcsij there is an emergency and we are ordered to attack. Per

lients. The available disbursements tor

q cjz. <*-*>(■ &■£-

these divine and satenic economiefarenotoftenspent on improbable

even as lhe Cudgels yer

outcomes.

When an incursion is necessary, we wait until the Cudgels are absent 

or asleep. To use a crude analogy, why employ three shift^^dafiy for an

ordinary enterprise^ Sqimall raids that leave no ugly traces are fcasibie?Aon

$6>

Let me not pretend, moreover, that we function thaLmif&lyFy rote

angelic mode. It is,-ef course, ewutz~ Sincywe arc hardly

Even on& pf our lowci-tier devij/can usually transform himself for a short.

period inti
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,w7)

bona-fide, we cannot enter a blessed person's mind, but, still!—we have tw 

means. We can prerend to be the gentlest of angels, we can inspire a mood of 

much beneficence, fidse beneficence, but it can feel as balmy as Spring, and 

j^fnspire the good object of our attention to^Kiffl?prate and prattle. So 

often the vulnerabilities of their hearts are offered up^ t*. %1

Q d> ci^T t
Moreover, Klttra was hardly a case of£ktt#ic/mfficulty. She was

brought, we can remember, to a high state of concupiscence on the night that

0-5^^
Adolf was conceived, and who would gS&enff that no devil entered her then?

Indeed, 1 do have the suspicion, no, rather, I will actually say that 1 live with 

die firm supposition that the Maestro himself attended those festivities. So

Klara is not without hisr carnal depths /and worlm^f) which is to say that

appreciate that carnival of stinks and grunts and glories
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that does take place; whenever (gr5d and the devil sweat/mthe swamp and

ff L<^ PC I £lC.*■<■•£

paradise of sex—w rich may be why people who are very v*y^ethical do not 

offer much[physical appeal to the mass of other humans.

In any event, if Klara was hardly one of ours, still, she was nonetheless 

approachable to the degree I have described. Moreover, we were familiar

with her moods. Live with a family long enough and subtle, even unique, 

means of approach will present themselves. I can say that we knew her well 

enough from without to be kin to many of her thoughts.

Enough. The glory of the spring day I have just described was a nerald 

to much more than the modest beauties of Hafeld. The coronation of young

Czar Nicholas the Second and his young Czarina, Alexandra, was taking 

place on the same day.
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Gi£TR] The weather was incredible throughout Europe for much of that

period. Good days continued, and when I came back to Hafeld in early June, 

-more-theni wcre-more-ftoi^daysf and this good weather was pleasing to me for our 

activities at the Coronation had been crowned with some success, a^Heli j

for devils of relatively high rank like myself who are elevated enough to 

consequence, is vulnerable to failure and iwe^timulated by succes^

ian lesser devils who, at their best, are wise ftrjougSto follow orders blindly.

“J * (.L* Q—

In contrast to them, 1 need to know when our plans and projects do Mve rn

overt and successful conclusion. It is a mistake to assume that devils arc/free

$the fear of tailure, or that we are less vulnerable to geod-er-ba&inoodThan—> 

merumd^pfflen. To the contrary. Since our pleasures are less sensual and
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our pains more full of foreboding—we pay a good price for the power we 

possess.

All the more reason then to be pleased not only with the acumen of the

Maestro, but with my own.

As already indicated, I had been one of the first to give warning that a

direct attack on the coronation itself wastfiaZlikely to succeed. We had. of

$4*

’ fe>
outnumber the Cudgels when it came to inh^hiting^upposedly 

ifested the secret police—I thinkbranches of the Romanov famil

loyal officersfl the Oichrana. There were many Ministers of State who were
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as abjectly loyal to us as hounds slavering over tbew bowl of kibble, f could 

same. The nouveau riches

go on. We were well-installed in all the royal families of Europe as welhw—

- fa \ t/e±
among-thq!nobihty^«d

lay before us like an open field^and a majority of the-eeettomk magnates were

among our most valued clients.

participant^wo coultfcull upoftTweWBrrproparod to offerfsome major

disruptions to the day of coronation. As I had every reason to suspect, one of

the two Metropolitan.? who would preside over the event belonged to us. and

L *1
indeed, no priesthood on the continent was more a^hed^/nirmfiuence than

the full horde of half-mad monks in Russian Orthodox ranks. In addition, we
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had our share of the most militant anarchists, nihilists, and terrori sts—some

c 40

4-^*1 of Austria, I was haaUy prepared for the air of Russia. Tl was raudtmere

intense! Not only were there more devils present to stir the hearts of thr

GzJr-

-people; but/Tgr eater horde of angels than I had encountered before were
?

Let€ 1^2,

pawent and all were doing their utmost from shift to shifr Moreover, I had

never felt the presence of die D.K. so intensely. If th&D4C. often seemed

stupefied by ^funcointabl^riumber of successes and failures in His Creation,

nonetheless, the Old Artificer—one more word for the Dumrokopt—was
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exceptionally near, oir so it seemed, wherever we turne^m-St-Petersburg^or-

For the longest time, I had 13eeme.used to feeHng(ftim as no more than

an Abstract Presence, testy, ugly on occasion^by way of His Cudgels),bui far 

enough away to enable us to work in relative freedom. His Nearness was not 

a factor. Here, it was. God wanted this coronation to succeed! I felt it in

every one of my senses. He had chosen a battleground where He was 

determined not to lose, and I had never before encountered such ^ed-auck 

intensity of dedication among the Cudgels. I was certain we would pay 

heavily for every success we obtained. To put it simply, this lay upon my

judgment with all the weight of a hard fact—a stone too heavy to lift
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<2^
T did not speak at first in the council to which 1 was admitted I had to

discover for myself whether I dared to present myself as a figure of

the Maestro, ras certainly anresponsibility in any way

unapproved expedition into unknown places.) All the same, 1 was obsessed

by-the^uestion: what ie reason for such unparalleled commitment of

divine interest?

Obviously, routine/fo^d/^e^may/ Until this event, the

Dummkopf had invested His Substance in all sorts of people and places. He

paid attention to Monarchists and Republicans, to the most established 

aristocrats and to the nivolutionarieswKo overthrow mem- He had
2

encouraged many a human to offer public service to democracies. He hardly 

ignored the Popo and the Vatican (but then, neither did we!) He was open to
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the calls of liberty ariBji^autocracy. As the Maestro once remarked, "l ie ir 

gfime as if it is ea^^^e^tacet ol 

lopay attention to who win^antflofwliafworks well. He did, mistakes’,

after all, give free will to homo sapiens in order to obtain some idea^fwhat

He/treated.

WWfe^eetHd^rardly^F®tendJD-££ii^^v4ietlicr the Maestro was

-setious-e^playing with his sense of irony I had to assume this was a

ueo«£phtoe/to retain o^nistory and socialeventfl. Aanumiiag it was, piad to 

conclude wt that the Dummkopf was-new leaning- -no. put it more 

accurately—the D.K. had come over completely, for tWtime at least, to the 

conviction that the best way for His world to work was through a successful
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hegemony of the Czar and the Russian Orthodox ChurcHover the i-wft-'med 

i®t vast^strengths of the eaiuuion Russian people.

Should that be true, it was an amazing decision! Russia- that land 

invested with corruption and overriding injustice! We/counted on injustice.

was the yeast that inspires hatred, envy, and the poisoning of love. If we 

or woman who/from childhood on Hi< Ian intense sense of the

injustice done to them each day in contrast to

others.

could. So often that was our ©asUst approach tojaan/For rare was the man

had a rule/fhumb, it was to encourage injustice wherever and whenever we 

Jun. 01 2004 11 514M P12

As I pondered this question, it seemed likely^foW that the reeftyflhe

ey offered tr

answer was to be found in the young man who would become the next Czar.
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CxJ> Lt U>e-2

Ws/pnded ourselves on having a keener appreciation than the Dtmmmkopf of

the flaws and potentialities of men and women^ ^Nonetheless, the D.K 1 like

many another monarchad His vanities in this respect and

would have argued, c.oubtless, (if debate between the Maestro and Himself

were possible) that the history of human nature had been altered most

profoundly by the advent of Jesus Christ into the unwashed daily life of the 

masses.

We were prepared to disagree. We saw Christ's efforts ending in

failure (with all due respect to the brilliance of the aftermath exercised by the

D.K. in claiming credit for a crucifixion He had certainly hoped tn avoid.,1

"God," our Maestro was always ready to inform us, "was cheating on the 

rules of the game. Free will for humankind is meaningless if there is d’vine
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intervention, but leave it to the4»vif»e Old Goat! He wanted secretly— 1

'ftcir
suspect evonjseerstfcXfnjm Himself—to establish His Kingdom on earth mes?

(i <=t.

lit^aKy^ith His Soiias theTivtng monarch. He most certainly was noi 

anticipating the disaster that befell my poorbrother, Jesus")

It was becominefevident to me that the D.K. was placing some now

and very great hopes in the character of the young man who would soon be 

crowned^Czar Nicholas the Second, and you may be certain that I

uJa r
proceeded to learn as much about him asRouH^inderthe constrained 

circumstances.

For example, I could not find^way to get near enough to Nicky (yes,

indeed, that is how everyone in his large family referred to him) Nicky had 

two brothers, two sisters, a beautiful Danish mother (the widow of his
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recently dead father Czar Alexander the Third) four Grand Dukes as uncles, 

one Grand Duchess as an aunt and a host of cousins and in-laws who, for the 

ofNicky.

I could, as T say, not come near. I had never met a human being more 

guarded by squadrons—ditcrally, squadrons!—of angels from, you may be 

certain, the highest ranks of Divine Security. I was told as much in advance 

most part, so far as me could discer^frem-aTfistance, were surprisingly fond 

from the firstrfnomtofto receive me, and my one venture into solo 

reconnaisance to test such observations more than confirmed their 

adjurations. It was a loss. I can tell a great deal about any man or woman

J£^€5■—* <t> w &cZ< at cJPta ' c-

0an-telU84Httch-frc»n3niffing a human being from the othersidSS
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perceive defects in the comer of a nostril or the subtly distorted curve « 

thstmrodest roomtas iany animal with a sure olfactory wanoc. (My eyes ■.an

/car These are not senses with whicH^nTve constantly. 'thoyjireavailable

when needed^ivheB-requiredTse-to-speaki Our continued existence would bec***^7

^djBuch^J a heaven ith hell if our sight and taste and smell, not

to mention our sense of touch and hearing, were always at such an exquisite

level ofroadinesMio, we call upon 4h*m^}?enurgaaiiy needed and-leam-a-

repeating, one could not get near, Once again, I had to rely on the secondary

materials ^mailer devils had extracted from the numerous agents-/^ho dwelt in 

the lower reaches of the Palace of St. Petersburg and the churches of the

Kremlin.
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This, then, is what I learned.
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Early in May, the weather turned warm again, and many of Alois' woes

could be eased once more. In part he had already recovered some of his good

spirits by cleaning and oiling the tools he had bought in the fall from Der Alte,

and this chore he performed in much the manner of a good soldier who takes

his rifle apart in order to put it back together immaculately oiled and dusted

just before he will go off to dirty it in combat.

So, my Hafeld agents, having acquired little to report, filled their latest

communications with lists of his tools and this they did so assiduously that I

grew irked at their several enumerations of pollen feeders, hatching cages,

bee-smokers, a water sprayer and a mating box (whatever that was!) a hive­
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tool, even a honey-stirrer made by Alois himself out of beech-wood, carving

it carefully to be certain it had three sides, rather than coming out of te

wittling knife as a flat paddle. And then there was a spur-wheel embedder for

preparing the foundation of the insertible frames, as well as a capping fork, a

slew of details which provided no interest and left me ready to wish I had

taken him as a client, after all—a hands-on approach to his thinking might

have been more stimulating than all this determinedly second-rate trivia.

Klara, in contrast, knew how to make much better use of Spring in

Hafeld. She was not always counting how many of the brood nests were

already filled with new pupae, nor was she worrying that the brood

temperature within the hives might turn too warm on this second wave of sun

and undulant air, rather, she was ready to loosen all the knots and bunches of

winter that had once seemed so fixed and coagulated in her limbs. "God, too,

is taking His rest," she said to herself even as she drew in a breath of air

through the open window of her kitchen, and then, on impulse, with much left

to do in the house, she picked up Paula, four months old, and went out into

the meadow. The loveliest of silences prevailed, wholly without sound, no, a

silence that took in the lightest caress of air, and she could even hear the 
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silly," she said aloud. But she could not help herself. She still believed that

these white petals were listening. The balm of the air was like love, yes,

exactly like the love she felt for the four-month-old in her arms. Klara's body

was returning to her, or so it felt, the old poked-out, wounded, bruised and

stupid body of all the winter months since Paula was bom, yes, now her body

felt sweet and in a true beginning of repair, yes, it was Spring, and nature

itself was enjoying a party. Each breath was so full of balm. How could it

be otherwise? God was near and He was in the air, her Good God, yes, full

of radiance, and yet the air was so at peace. It was as if the Good God was

resting on His laurels, yes, for so He deserved, and she could have prayed to

Him, but did not know quite how since she did not wish to ask for anything at

this moment, but to praise Him for being so good. Only that was better done

in church, there where everyone else was doing the same so it could be

understood as humble, whereas here she was all alone with Paula and the

flowers, and full of such happiness. She was enraptured, yes. For she was

thinking of all the young boys and girls of her childhood and of those rare

occasions when they would romp and play just like these sweet crazy bees

who were flying around the house now and so happy to be out in the sun after 
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living in a dungeon all through winter, yes, crazy now with the joy that they

could turn somersaults in the air, free of all duties, free of their tasks for a

little while, oh, yes, like Paula they were new to sunshine.

And Klara thought of the years to come when Paula would be ready to

play, and that left her full of love for little Edmund who was so kind to the

baby, the only one of the children who was. Angela couldn't really care

(although she was dutiful enough) and Adi was a worry—once she had seen

him pinch Paula's cheek hard enough to make her cry. Klara had spanked

him for that, one sharp slap across his little seat, but she wouldn't do it again

in any kind of hurry. For he had glared back at her—the prince of princes,

you would think!—so strong a look that she had had to take all the strength of

her eyes to stare him down. And he was only six years old!

It was too beautiful a day to think of that moment of misery—so

intense it had been—no, she would rather thank God for having given her so

sweet a baby, a daughter who would yet grow up, so she knew, to be her own

good sweet best friend. And she even said as much aloud to Paula. "May the

angels hear me," she whispered to her child before she turned back to the 

house and her duties.
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If, by now, you are ready to question the means by which we enter into 

the thoughts of a person so fine as Klara, it is worth remarking that when deal 

with men and women who are most well protected by the Cudgels, we so 
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rustling of the grass in the field, and all but hear the swaying of the flowers.

It was as if the sum of these tender sensations were there to enclose the depth

of the silence in these hills. "Listen to how quiet it is," she said to Paula,

"listen, little angel, and you will hear the whisper of the flowers." And,

indeed, it seemed to her as if they had heard what she said, for indeed they

began to sway, the most cheerful little daisies she had ever seen.

It was all for her, she felt. The breeze had stirred but not enough to

cause such aa stirring in these wildflowers. She knelt in the grass, the baby in

her arms, and spoke to the daisies, "You are beautiful, all of you," she said,

and, yes, there was no mistaking, these flowers were dancing for her, the

tiniest movements, yet with more of a move than the all-but-silent turn of the

air. "Yes, Paula," she said, "these flowers love you and love me because we

care for them. Is this not so, you little dears?" She was ready to swear to this

(although to whom?—certainly not Alois), to vouch that they had heard her,

and indeed, for they bowed as delicately as if she was waiting on them. "Yes,

they are little princesses," she said to Paula, and had to laugh at herself for

feeling—was this pure madness itself?—for feeling that the daisies were not

only dear to her, but that she was dear to the daisies. "Oh, I am one big 
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search for some extension of our normal arts—our satanic arts, if you insist.

We take care not to approach when the Cudgels are on guard, not unless 

there is an emergency and we are ordered to make an entrance. Given no 

special opportunity (such as an emotional crisis) we do look to leave good 

people alone even as the Cudgels usually avoid contact with our most 

committed clients. The available disbursements for these divine and satanic 

occasions of entrance are not often spent on improbable outcomes.

When an incursion is necessary, we wait until the Cudgels are absent 

or asleep. To use a crude analogy, three shifts are rarely employed daily for 

an ordinary enterprise. Small raids that leave no ugly traces are feasible, 

therefore, on many occasions.
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Let me not pretend, however, that we function so completely by rote.

Even a lower-tier devil can usually transform himself for a short period into— 

let me term it so—an angelic mode. Since we are hardly bona-fide, we 

cannot enter a blessed person's mind, but, still!—we have other means. We 

can pretend to be the gentlest of angels, we can inspire a mood of much 

beneficence, false beneficence, but it can feel as balmy as Spring, lovely 

enough to inspire the good object of our attention to prate and prattle. So 

often the vulnerabilities of their hearts are offered up in a flood of good 

feeling.

Moreover, Klara was not a case of outsize difficulty. She was brought, 

we can remember, to a high state of concupiscence on the night that Adolf 

was conceived, and who would assert that no devil entered her then? Indeed, 
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I do have the suspicion, no, rather, I will actually say that I live with the firm 

supposition that the Maestro himself attended those festivities. So Klara is 

not without her carnal depths which is to say that a good if usually concealed 

part of herself can appreciate that carnival of stinks and grunts and glories 

that does take place whenever God and the devil sweat together in the swamp 

and paradise of sex—which may be why people who are significantly ethical 

do not offer any striking physical appeal to the mass of other humans.

In any event, if Klara was hardly one of ours, still, she was nonetheless 

approachable to the degree I have described. Moreover, we were familiar 

with her moods. Live with a family long enough and subtle, even unique, 

means of approach will present themselves. I can say that we knew her well 

enough from without to be kin to many of her thoughts.



Book 4 chs l-7double, chs 8-11, latest rev. in progress, 12, double,13 triple 6/1/04 third pass 443

Enough. The glory of the spring day I have just described was a herald 

to much more than the modest beauties of Hafeld. The coronation of young

Czar Nicholas the Second and his young Czarina, Alexandra, was taking 

place on the same day. The weather was incredible throughout Europe for 

much of that period. Good days continued, and when I came back to Hafeld 

in early June, the fine days continued, and this good weather was pleasing to 

me for our activities at the Coronation had been crowned with some success, 

a special delight for devils of relatively high rank like myself who are 

elevated enough to perceive the logic of our activities (much of the time).

Our morale, in consequence, is vulnerable to failure and highly stimulated by 

success, more so than lesser devils who, at their best, are wise to follow 

orders blindly. In contrast to them, I need to know when our plans and 
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projects do result in an overt and positive conclusion. It is a mistake to 

assume that devils are more free than humans of the fear of failure, or that we 

are less vulnerable to bad turns of mood. To the contrary. Since our 

pleasures are less sensual and our pains more frill of foreboding—we pay a 

good price for the power we do possess.

All the more reason then to be pleased not only with the acumen of the

Maestro, but with my own.

As already indicated, I had been one of the first to give warning that a 

direct attack on the coronation itself was not likely to succeed. We had, of 

course, developed a number of promising approaches that were now in place.

Nowhere else in Europe could we boats of as many agents and clients. Often 

they were of high rank. We possessed many a Count and Lady among the 
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several branches of the Romanov family and we infested the secret police—I 

would say that we would outnumber the Cudgels if it came to a roll call of 

supposedly loyal officers in the Okhrana. There were many Ministers of

State who were as abjectly loyal to us as hounds slavering over a bowl of 

kibble. I could go on. We were well-installed in all the royal families of

Europe as well, not to mention the divers nobility plus the generals—often the 

same. The nouveau riches lay before us like an open field. A majority of the 

magnates were among our most valued clients.

So, when it came to calling upon potential participants, we were 

confident that we could bring off some major disruptions to the day of 

coronation. As I had every reason to suspect, one of the two Metropolitans 

who would preside over the event belonged to us, and indeed, no priesthood 
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on the continent was more infused with our influence than the full horde of 

half-mad monks in Russian Orthodox ranks. In addition, we had our share of 

the most militant anarchists, nihilists, and terrorists—some fine concentrate of 

them were ready to attempt an assassination of the future czar before or 

during his coronation.

I found myself opposed to such ventures. Arriving in Russia after so 

long a period of concentration upon relatively minor activities in many a small 

city and town of Austria, I was not prepared for the air of Russia. It was 

intense! Not only were there more devils present to stir the hearts of half the 

people (at the least!), but Mosow and St. Petersburg were occupied by a 

greater horde of angels than I had encountered before. And all were doing 

their utmost from shift to shift! Moreover, I had never felt the presence of the
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D.K. so directly. If He often seemed stupefied by the uncountable and daily 

number of successes and failures in His Creation, nonetheless, the Old

Artificer—one more word for the Dummkopf—was exceptionally near, or so 

it seemed, wherever we turned.

For the longest time, I had grown used to being aware of Him as no 

more than an Abstract Presence, testy, ugly on occasion (by way of His

Cudgels), but far enough away to enable us to work in relative freedom. His

Nearness was not a factor. Here, it was. God wanted this coronation to 

succeed! I felt it in every one of my senses. He had chosen a battleground 

where He was determined not to lose, and I had never before encountered 

such intensity of dedication among the Cudgels. I was certain we would pay 
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heavily for every success we obtained. To put it simply, this lay upon my 

judgment with all the weight of a hard fact—a stone too heavy to lift.

I did not speak at first in the council to which I was admitted. I had to 

discover for myself whether I dared to present myself as a figure of 

responsibility in any way worthy of consideration by the Maestro (for that 

was certainly an expedition into unknown places.) All the same, I was 

obsessed with a question: what could be the reason for such unparalleled 

commitment of divine interest?

Obviously, no routine could help me to find a workable thesis. Until 

this event, the Dummkopf had invested His Substance in all sorts of people 

and places. He paid attention to Monarchists and Republicans, to the most 

established aristocrats and to the revolutionaries who were ready to die for 
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the honor of overthrowing them. He had also encouraged many a human to 

offer public service to democracies. He hardly ignored the Pope and the

Vatican (but then, neither did we!) He was open to the calls of liberty and to 

the injunctions of autocracy. As the Maestro once remarked, "He plays at 

this social game as if it is another facet of His approach to evolution. He goes 

by the crudest rule of thumb! 'Make your mistakes,' He says, 'but do pay 

attention to who wins. Corollary: see what works well.' He did, after all, 

give free will to homo sapiens in order to obtain some clearer notion of what

He had created."

Whether the Maestro was or was not playing with his sense of irony, I 

had to assume this was a diagram for us to retain of the roots of history. Yet, 

if it was, I now had to conclude that the Dummkopf was leaning—no, put it 
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more accurately—the D.K. had come over completely, for the time at least, to 

the conviction that the best way for His world to work was through a 

successful hegemony of the Czar and the Russian Orthodox Church. Install 

them powerfully, and let them rule over the vast if inchoate strengths of the

Russian people.

Should that be true, it was an amazing decision! Russia—that land so 

invested with corruption and overriding injustice! We always counted on 

injustice. It was the lead, the focus, the Open Sesame of our endeavors. It 

was the yeast that inspires hatred, envy, and the poisoning of love. If we had 

a rule of thumb, it was to encourage injustice wherever and whenever we 

could. So often that was our basic approach to humankind. For rare was the 

man or woman who did not show from childhood on an intense sense of the 
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injustice done to them each day in contrast to the warmth and clarity they 

offered to others.

As I pondered this question, it seemed likely that the specific answer 

was to be found in the young man who would become the next Czar. While 

we prided ourselves on having a keener appreciation than the Dummkopf of 

the flaws and potentialities of men and women, nonetheless, the D.K. (like 

many another monarch) had His vanities in this respect and would have 

argued, doubtless, (if debate between the Maestro and Himself were possible) 

that the history of human nature had been altered most profoundly by the 

advent of Jesus Christ into the unwashed daily life of the masses.

We were prepared to disagree. We saw Christ's efforts ending in 

failure (with all due respect to the brilliance of the aftermath exercised by the 
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D.K. in claiming credit for a crucifixion He had certainly hoped to avoid.)

"God," our Maestro was always ready to inform us, "was cheating on the

rules of the game. Free will for humankind is meaningless if there is divine

intervention, but leave it to the Old Goat! He wanted secretly—I suspect He

even kept this secret from Himself—to establish His Kingdom on earth in a

most literal sense, a Kingdom with His Son as the living monarch. He most

certainly was not anticipating the disaster that befell my poor kid brother,

Jesus."

It was becoming ever more evident to me that the D.K. was placing

some new and very great hopes in the character of the young man who would 

soon be crowned as Czar Nicholas the Second. You may be certain that I 
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proceeded to learn as much about him as was possible under the constrained 

circumstances.

For example, I could not find a way to get near to Nicky (yes, indeed, 

that is how everyone in his large family referred to him). Nicky had two 

brothers, two sisters, a beautiful Danish mother (the widow of his recently 

dead father, Czar Alexander the Third), four Grand Dukes as uncles, one

Grand Duchess as an aunt, and a host of cousins and in-laws who, for the 

most part,so far as one could discern, were surprisingly fond of Nicky.

I could, as I say, not come near. I had never met a human being more 

guarded by squadrons—yes, literally, squadrons!—of angels from, you may 

be certain, the highest ranks of Divine Security. I was told as much in 

advance from the first of our monitors to receive me, and my one venture into 
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solo reconnaisance to test such observations more than confirmed their 

adjurations. It was a loss. I can tell a great deal about any man or woman if I 

can get into the same room with them. Our senses—our, on occasion, most 

diabolical senses are acute—sniffing a human being from the other end of a 

room, I can detect as much as any animal with a sure olfactory passage. My 

eyes can perceive defects in the comer of a nostril or the subtly distorted 

curve in the whorled ridges of an ear. These are not senses with which I can 

afford to live constantly. But they are available when needed. Our continued 

existence would become a heaven all too frequently alternating with hell if 

our sight and taste and smell, not to mention our sense of touch and hearing, 

were always at such an exquisite level of readiness—no, we call upon such 

faculties only when needed, yet we can learn a great deal about a potential 
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client in just a few moments. Here, however, as I keep repeating, one could 

not get near. Once again, I had to rely on the secondary materials that smaller 

devils had extracted from the numerous clients who dwelt in the lower 

reaches of the Palace of St. Petersburg and the churches of the Kremlin.

This, then, is what I learned.



a. s k

FROM ;nM

FPC<N°- ;5084872136

Ju''- 01 2fr,<: , ..
P1



from :nM
FflXNO. ;5084872136

01 ?004 1::1;pri R2



FROM :nM

F^N0. :5084872136
JUn- 03 ?00J 1 IPM P3



Fr0M :nM

Fnx®. :^S?S135



PROM

FAX N°- ;5084872U6





FROM :nM

Fft'<NO. ’5084872136

Jun- 01 2004 J?.g(



frCM !nM

--508487^36



FROM :nM

F^NO. :5084S72136



FROM :nM

FAX NO. ••5084872136
Jun. Qi -0g4

l-.’JfiM F7



FROM :nM

•■S»S7j13s



FROM ;nM

f«XNO. ;508i(87213.



Book 4 chs l-7double. chs 8-13 triple 6/1/04 second pass 432

-12-

Early in May, the weather turned warm again, and a good many of

Alois' woes were eased once more. In part he recovered his good spirits by 

cleaning and oiling the tools he had bought in the fall from Der Alte, and this 

in much the manner of a good soldier who takes his rifle apart in order to put 



Book 4 chs l-7double, chs 8-13 triple 6/1/04 second pass 433

it back together immaculately oiled and dusted just before he will go off to 

dirty it in combat.

So, my Hafeld agents, with too little to report, filled their latest 

communications with lists of his tools and so assiduously that I grew irked at 

their enumerations of pollen feeders, hatching cages, bee-smokers, a water 

sprayer and a mating box (—whatever that was!—-) a hive-tool, even a 

honey-stirrer which Alois made himself out of beech-wood, carving it 

carefully t be certain it had three sides to it rather than serving as a flat 

paddle. And then there was a spur-wheel embedder for preparing the 

foundation of the insertible frames, as well as a capping fork, a slew of details 

which provided no interest and left me almost ready to wish I had taken him 
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as a client—a hands-on approach to his thinking might have been more 

stimulating than all this second-rate trivia.

Klara, in contrast, knew how to make much better use of spring in

Hafeld. She was not always counting how many of the brood nests were 

already filled with new pupae, nor was she worrying that the brood 

temperature within the hives might turn too warm on this second wave of sun 

and undulant air, rather, she was ready to loosen all the concerns of winter 

that had once seemed coagulated in her limbs. "God, too, is taking His rest," 

she said to herself even as she drew in a breath of air through the open 

window of her kitchen, and then, on impulse, with much left to do in the 

house, she picked up Paula, four months old, and went out into the meadow.

The loveliest of silences prevailed, wholly without sound, no, a silence that 
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took in the lightest caress of air, and she could hear the faintest rustling of the 

grass in the field, and all but hear the tender swaying of the flowers. It was as 

if these slightest of sensations were there to enclose the true depth of the 

silence in these hills. "Listen to how quiet it is," she said to Paula, "listen, 

little angel, and you will hear the whisper of the flowers." And, indeed, it 

seemed to her as if they had heard what she said, for indeed they began to 

sway, the most cheerful little daisies she had ever seen, and it was all for her, 

she felt, since the breeze had stirred but not enough to move more than so.

She knelt in the grass, the baby in her arms, and spoke to the daisies, "You 

are beautiful, all of you," she said, and, yes, there was no mistaking it, these 

flowers were dancing for her, the tiniest movements, yet with more of a move 

than the all-but-silent turn of the air. "Yes, Paula," she said, "these flowers 
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love you and me because we care for them, is this not so, you little dears?" 

and she was ready to swear to it (although to whom?—certainly not Alois), 

vouch that they had heard her nonetheless, for they bowed as delicately as if 

she was waiting on them. "Yes, they are like little princesses," she said to

Paula, and had to laugh at herself for feeling so near—pure madness itself— 

so dear to the daisies. "Oh, I am one big silly," she said aloud, but she could 

not help herself, she still believed that these white petals were listening to her.

The balm of the air was like love to her, yes, so much and exactly like the 

love she felt for the four-month-old in her arms. Klara's body was returning 

to her, or so it felt, the old poked-out and wounded, bruised and stupid body 

of all the winter months since Paula was bom, yes, now her body felt sweet 

and in a true beginning of repair, yes, it was spring and nature itself was 
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enjoying a party. Each breath was so full of balm. How could it be 

otherwise? God was near and in the air, her Good God, yes, full of radiance, 

but so easy was the air it was, so Klara could say now to herself, it was as if 

the Good God was resting on His laurels, yes, for so He deserved, and she 

could have prayed to Him, but did not know quite how since she did not wish 

to ask for more, but to praise Him for being so good, and that was better done 

in church with everyone else doing the same so it could be humble enough, 

whereas here she was all alone with Paula and the flowers, and full of such 

happiness, enraptured, yes, for she was thinking of all the young boys and 

girls of her childhood and of those rare occasions when they would romp and 

play just like these sweet crazy bees flying around the house and so happy to 

be out in the sun after living in their dungeon all through winter, yes, crazy 
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now with the joy that they could fly and turn somersaults in the air, free of 

their duties and their tasks for a little while, oh, yes, like Paula they were new 

to all this sunshine.

And Klara thought of the years to come when Paula would be ready to 

play, and felt full of love for little Edmund who was so kind to the baby, the 

only one of the children who was. Angela couldn't really care (although she 

was polite enough to her) and Adi was a worry—once she had seen him pinch

Paula's cheek hard enough to make her cry, and Klara had spanked him for 

that, one sharp slap across his little seat, but she wouldn't do it again in any 

kind of hurry for he had glared back at her—the prince of princes, you would 

think!—so strong a look that she had had to take all the strength of her eyes 

to stare him down.
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It was too beautiful a day to think of that moment of misery, no, she 

would rather thank God for having given her so sweet a baby, a daughter who 

would yet grow up, so she knew, to be her own good sweet best friend. And 

she even said as much aloud to Paula. "May the angels hear me," she 

whispered to her child before she turned back to the house and her duties.
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