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But for one letter which came in August, they never heard again from

Alois, Junior. His father did learn in the course of a trip to Linz that the boy

had sold Uhlan to a local jEeres-frads? for a little more than half of its real

value, which was still enough for young Alois to have travelled on to

Vienna. There presumably he must have found work. Beyond that, they

learned nothing^sd^^summer went by.

There was many a late afternoon when Alois-Senior would go off-tatet—

the, woods an the trail that-he-assamed had/6een used by Junior aad-the-^

horse when he set out that night/for Linz, and Senior would come to an old
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stump, now his favorite seat in the forest, and there/would listen to the birds
tf./'

and the insects, and*the occasional sound of a small animal.

on the amputated remains of what may once have been a

himself./I^£ssumed that he had come bac

the boy and the horse through the woods, and he had run until he hatHrr=-
a, ka.l--K)
.stop/just this side of a heart attack.

fine oak, he would think of the bees he had lost, and he would misremember
<9
l/enjoy the fantasy he bed created for 

to chase

For that matter, his ongoing grief on these occasions for the loss of

is well as the stirring of the still-alive coals of his rage at-his-epeai

cease all such

the core of ^Hnouming that finds no rest) he even more for-dssr

it was also part ofq>long

summer j^sas^of mourning for all he could name as lost, and

Junior did/6ome

-Esystesy-sf what he could not name—also lost,

Scathe summer passed. Qlherwise^rft^vas-tinEVEmfel. He hired a man 

to help-kim-and Klara and Angela ieua&ew^heir pastures and teis^he tali-,

grass4e/nay, and such forage he sold fin Fischlham^at-fee-begrrming-of-
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Septemhfix. The fact that he had no orries concerning his lost hives

became a species of worry in itself/a Hollow he could afeestJocate in his 

kmgsZ5JoTear now"of swarming, no calculations to be made of when to

finish feeding the bees, and when to store the empty combs for winter, no

further examinations of the health of the colonies, no more estimates as to

how many old bees had diectaad-not been replaced by young ones, no
A
'mouse invasions, no need to put-up-bird^tsjfibrto weigh the hives? no '

more wesjdejiBgs-o-FwIiether enough pollen had been collected by ths-hives

lo satisfy their need for protein through the winter? lere were not even any

Langstroth boxes to repaint, nor recort^Gasds to be brought up to date. He 

was done with all of that. Yet, his worries had not left him completely.

Sitting by the stump, Alois could no^eramit it to himself, but there 

came an afternoon by the end of summer when the more caustic tastes of his 

mourning gurgled down som^vent^Vhefemng-held^eless feelings can be

drainec^^sd^e actually said to himself, "I am relieved that I do not have to 

worry about bees any more. I loved them, but their loss is not my 

fault.1
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/Z-JU- 1
4-mi longer hadffcTpay any greatdftention to this family. They would 

know when cHento^re ready to change"at a good rate and whenJayxontFast^ 

be in Hafeld until they left, and that would be a matter of short or long

duration. I hardly cared. @ne/>f our developed instincts is to 

they are relatively inert.

In truth, that is how^as-devils we measure time. Except^w,those 

dramatic occasions when the Maestro assigns us to intense activities, to 

arenas—if you will—where history can be shaped, as was true, of course, 

the Coronation and/Khodynskoe Field, we live farthff most part reflexively.
Cc^sr r^xC-

/Time does not come to us^gS^uays or weeks or seasons^ batcas'the sumof

activities and problems eJieifed by our clients. While I cannot speak with 

whole authority on the expenditure and regeneration of energy that humans 

more to other clients, and if I pondered the nature of /fime, it seemed to me 

know, it is true that w^too^can be in need of fallow periods, and so that

summer with the Hitlers of Hafeld, went by like a passage of sleep. I tended 

thafefesjas altogether free of resemblance to such units as hours or days,

jj/asvjathej'analogous to a sculpture garden of objects and spaces, palls and
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presences. If no scientist had ever been able to locate the ether between.

This has no

living in the slough of a long and lackluster meditation.

He was worrying to a modest degree (modest for Alois!) about the

value of the farm. If he were to sell it, could the resale price come tq,any

nothing with the chickens or the vegetable garden. He thought of buying a

new dog; instead, he watched the paint on poor dead Spartaner's dog house

’peo^ln the summer heat.

They did not need a dog. With young Alois gone, there was no need

to fear timeTnoparent of

Greta-Marie Schmidt was likely to appear on his doorstep)—he could give

thanks that that young lady was not pregnant, for if she were, he would have

more subtle at the onset!) were at the edge of his attention. He did not wish

to exaggerate the matter—he (fslt(more relaxed than in many a year, even if

great relevance to Alois other than tcf^ay {fiaThe^was

it did^ag at him that he was leaving all^choresto the womeyWhich did not

call for hi^personal physical strength, such as it remained. He certainly did

cginnings of neglect (nothing can beless what he had paid?
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heard. smuggler who lived in the areaQus.

tksger bothered his thoughts.<8pa£tanerJn-th&4jisrpfc

iven a few minutes spen/Soing

nothing at all, used@sg-ffi0re-tha»-MJ6H^to excite his annoyance. Now, it 

fe&ag'EloucL

wases-fTha-was-aafself-satisfied^meTanguor^a curl of smoke or^ 

Tha-s&ly real worry was that he could feel himself becoming mor-e,

•and-more habituated to 

kept the house and the yard—seasa-to never look cfeas-@£aug>£^^Sesa-a

small part of Alois still felt as if he was running uphill in his sleep.

AJHhe-saffierhe-was-eertain-thatSch peace could yet prove

expensive. A farm that was not worked vrotsM—no matter how elean, one 

The economic facts (which he calculated over and over on separate
£4. 3 la&3V‘

pieces of paper with>£eparate stubs of pencil) was that no matter how eare&sl

he and Klara might be with expenses, they^ws^d^omierorlaten/naVeTo 

spend more than his pension esee-^rotterg'beg&n-ts^oHiejsL^
IAUS

Or, he could go to .great-(^ngths^ . There might oea- 

come a time when he would have to count what it would cost to go to that
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miserable tavern in Fischlham. ow much he was missing T-in^And jfrs
____________________________ iS’o'

"with a few intelligent people4®4alkto. Yds, he decided, they must

j incumbent upon luin as a fathei to forgive his son? what ittwwa^ Alois-

Junior who wasftuil of remorse

for anything to be donezl^merseT^wheiMX-amvedr-was-like-
' - " ■ -2.

-Mid-net/liappen all that quickly. The less/one did, the more time it 

Like An sniDUtstcd atto whose ncrvc-?ndin^s s^st^d. in orc's

shoulder-socket, h^^5egan to think again of Hitler and Sons, ApianJ/^^t^^

asjAsfeou|-essential belief^tiie thought was
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a sense of shame from the/ecret hope that they would not be able to

him back, will not stand in the way," sheobliged herself to tell him, aad- 

find him.

:or such drama never <devclo^^5 A letter came

This letter was vilejmd-so-was^the-beyr You killed my mother, it told

him several times. Aad^hen it declared that the son would yet be famous 

and the father would twist in his grave.
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Alois could not believe what he read. If possible, the rest was worse.

"You were a terrible farmer, and the reason is clear. You are, as I know,

half-Jewish. No wonder you cannot be a farmer." (All of the above was ep

t®5s&]y misspelled, ths/aAlais-Senior had to write it out all over again is®

mand-thst shook so badly that the arthritis which would later savage the

movements of his fingers had/hegunon the day he copied this letter.

He had had to do it, however. This=was a uuUlor to iakc~np 

shameful to show—especially since Alois, Junior, had always been able to
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old pious hypocrite; that-peerunsueeessfel foTma^iims^g^^ow he must

have gossiped to the boy.

did not bother you to think vou

ilways said that a man who hates Jews is ignorant and

ulrnltiirefl -$n T rhnnn nnKffJhatP Tpwc 1

'But that does not make me Jewish.1
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appreciate theJjuxfl.-nf his infliienecflpn one Customs Officer at looat. He

»_ -ftZc. C^-Xs=^
And he did not. I, fortified with direct instructions from the’

shrouds of rain at dawn—he^told4iimsel£tljaLh^wnnlri nnt make —,

thaURi®tefe&-wdth_Adi=a. -a— l-Z.4 ’Ox-^2^

able~ttrspuak again to himself—andlt was the first light of moming^er

uch at Alois' side in days to come and Pwas with Klara asMaestro,
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well. I felt as if for the first time jgthe near to cgycmyeai^lsince Adi had 

been bom, I could layJJ/t^demonic equivalent of^eal hands on the shaping
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appreciate the.Jiuxa-gf his influence^gn one Customs Officer at least. lie-

hari-rioae his Best, yes-tn he q perfect figure of snob discipline

Afltd-he had imparted none of that to Alois-Junior. He had felt-ae* 

guilty about Fanni. Yes, he had treated her badly and/fie could not be stem 

unforgivable lack of discipline.

J7?- ^1/
'"He-would? he told himgolf, whenZfe rage had coolad.enougb.tob9

Maestro,. inch at Alois' side in days to come andj'was with Klara as
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well. I felt as if for the first time jffthe near to corm yr»rr]"inrc Adi had 

been bom, I could lay the demonic equivalent offealhands on the shaping
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had sold Uhlan to a local^or*a little more than half of itsdaacd value, which 

was &tiH(Snough for young Alois to have traveEe^fon to Vienna,

fin August,|<EeyTiei7erh^TUagain(frQn^
A

BunfoF-ane letter whi^h camefin

■Alois, Junior. His father did leam in the course of a trip to Linz that the boy

presumabl^he^SuSt-hai!^ found work. Beyond that, they learned nothing.

many a late afternoon when Alois-Senior would walk

down the trail that must-havo-been used by Junior when he set out that night

witMJhterrfe/Tinz, and Senior would come to an old stump, now his
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favorite seat in the forest, and there he would listen to the birds and the 

the bees he had lost,

some of the events, aadfenjoy the fantasy he created for himself. This

fantasy assure* he had come back on Sunday night in time to chase the 

boy and the horse through the woods, andhe^hadTu^untilhe was broUghf 

insects.-erter/he occasional sound of a small animal.

At rest on the amputated remains of what may once-have been a fine

lisrememher

to a halt just this side of a heart attack.

For that matter, his ongoing grief on these occasions fbr-the toss’ o€»

•his-apiary-lTOWiHg^, as well as the stirring of the still-alive coals of his rage

at Junior did manege-to come close to attaelungtyiis heart feven now. Yet 

before he would allow his lungs £ec^me too congested, he would cease-eH

■sueh-hiTaginings. /That was also part of long summer of mourning for 

all he could name as lost, and (what is at the core of mourning that finds no

rest) he grieved even-mon h—also lost, and a

So the summer passed. He hired a man to assist-as^Klara^a®^

Angela and himself in mowing their pastures aad Jie baled the cuttings to
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make hay, and .such forage he sold Fischlham. The fact that he had

no teetning worries concerning his hives became a species of worry in 

itself. There was tjjgsense.o?a hollow he could/afetesj locate in his lungs, a 

sense of absence. No fear now of swarming, no calculations to be made of 

estimates as to how many old bees had died but not been replaced by young 

ones, no tremors at the thought of mouse invasions, no need to consider 

netting to keep birds away, nor any need to weigh the hives, no more 

ponderings on whether enough pollen had been collected by the worker bees

protein through the winter, and no Queen to locate.to-eaUsty-

There were not even any Langstroth boxes to repaint, nortfecords to be

brought up to date. He was done with all of that. Yet, rorries had not

left him completely.

Sitting by the stump, Alois could hardly admit it to himself, but there 

came an afternoon by the end of summer when the more caustic tastes of his 

moumingTgurgled down some unnamed vent of the mind where long-held

useless feelings can be drained. He actually said to himself, "I am 

when4o^Hish(feeding^be bees^jwhen to store the empty combs for

winter, no further examinations of the health of the colonies, no more 
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relieved that I do not have to worry about my bees any more. I loved them,

but their loss is not my fault."

Nor did I now/have to pay aay-twawdariSIi daily attention to this 

family. They would be in Hafeld until they left, and that woukl-bo-a mattop

C$fchort or long duration! I hardly cared. As devils, one of our developed

instincts is to know when the subjects of our study are ready to change at a 

good rate, and when they are relatively inert.

In truth, that is how we measurejime. Except for those

occasions when the Maestro assigns us to intense activities, to 

arenasfSf-You wi.ll-^where histoiy can be shaped, as was true, of course, at

the Coronatior^Snd aw Khodynskoe Field, we live reflexively. For the-most-

Time does not come to us by way of days or weeks or seasons.

Rather, we feel Time as the sum of the aetivitioa-and problems aroused by 

our clients. While I cannot speak with whole authority on the expenditure

and regeneration of energy tha^numans know, it is true that we, too, can be 

in need of fallow periods^ asdJo that^ummer with the Hitlers of Hafeld, 

went by like a passage of sleep. I tended more to other clients, and if I

pondered the nature of our Time, it seemed to me altogether free of
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resemblance to such units as hours or days. Rather, it was analogous to a

sculpture garden of objects and spaces, palls and presences. If no suvntist

has ever boon-able te-locate the- ether between objects, well, neither eould-k

This-has-He-fflea^ralcvancc to-AJow^nher^haH-to-suasesi^thaUie-wmr

living in the pall of a long and lackluster meditation.

He was worrying to a modest degree (modest for Alois!) about the

value of the farm. If he were to sell it, could the price>^&e-to-anyj£ss«th^

what he had paid? (That would prove woofiri-to hhn^)-Nuw; howevei, a——

recognttiefrof the beginnings of neglect .(nothing can be more subtle at the
kv t- trr •<

<3O’^C^2<. 4T/-t *~| 
onset !Jwa&3it the edge of his-attentwR~-Ho did nufwisn to cxaggennsifie*

/-, J
matter- ■ he did feel more relaxed than tn many a year, it had to nag

at him that he was leaving all too many chores to the women—certainly

those which did not call for hra-remaining personal physieal strength. He

certainly did nothing with the chickens or the vegetable garden. He thought

of buying a new dog; instead, he watehedfthe'paint on poor dead Spartaner's

dog house giw^8»46e-that4t-weuld^e/peel and buckle in the summer

heat.
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They did not need a dog. With young Alois gone, there was no need
—h>

te-fear n worried father in the-aoar rcgion>Dy/ffiistime/noparentof Gret^^^^^

Marie Schmidt was likely to appear on his doorstep—he could give thanks

that 'oung lady was not pregnant, for if she were, he would have KeawLA
y q> "t^*- toft*-*.*- $ i&£e_

pffidThiT^inugglerwho lived in-the arra jiardly bothered his thoughts. J«t4he^

<-***
absence of Alois-Junior, he, too, seemed far away.

Hisfreal worry was that he could feel himsm hec^ming'liabituated to

idleness. Idleness itself! Even a few minutes spent in doing nothing at all,

curl oflsmoke or the nonchalant drift of a cloud,

prove expensive. A farm that was not

Eoexcite hislinnoyancc. Now, he felt a little too/gglfisatisfied by tiw

Such peace

worked—no matter how tidy one kept the house and the yard—might never

look right to a potential buyer. Would he not be feeling the mute reproach

of the fields? A small part of Alois still felt as if he was running uphill in

his sleep.

The economic facts (which he calculated over and over on separate

pieces of paper using separate stubs of pencil) was that no matter how
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observant he and Klara might be with expenses—and they were!—sooner or
later,'IteXjuld have to spend more than his pension.

Or, he could go to more extreme lengths. There might come a time

when he would Siye-tS count what it would cost to go to that miserable

tavern in Fischlham. Te-diinlt in that-manner would double every indignity.

How much he was missing LinzEThen?you could find a tavern or two with

a &w intelligent people. Yes, l^decidc4? they must sell the farm.

the more time it tool

will, he was beginning to feel remorse. a powerful emotion! It felt

equal to an incoming tide that hobbled all movement. Was it incumbent

upon him as a father to forgive his son? f Alois-Junior was also full

He knew it would not happen a&4hat quickly. The less work one did,

'for anything to be done. And now, even against his

of remorse? He could not bear the thought of the boy alone in a poor room

zhis eyes full of tear5T~ ""

Like an amputated arm whose nerve-endings remain aoataddnone's

shoulder-socket, Alois-Senior began to think again of Hitler and Sons,

Apian Products. Because he could invest no essential belief in that notion
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it, too, lived by itselfnnd go, no-matter how~>

unrffalictir it rlirl frnl-piMv-

him back, if you truly want him back, I will not stand in the way," rite-

Tierself to tell him. She even felt a sense of shame, from the-force of-

Any ground for such drama ^id not develop. A letteiTfame a few

days later from Vienna aad-Hhad-no return-addroGC. This lotter-was vile.

"You were a terrible farmer, and the reason is :now,

08/12/2014 03:47 FAX

■9
jieMfydhe thought was

the-secret hope/fhat they would not be able to find him.

half-Jewish. No wonder you cannot be a farmer." (AU of tlwrabovE~Vva!

na^^St^djn-sh^e^fflsS^hriDFtadTinv^Tnrarahover  again

before he would show it to Klara^andjhis hand shook so badly that the

He even brought it up with Klara. If she had felt at^rcmtwe/^rom

him all summer, if she could not forgive him for being s^drunk on that Z,

You killed my mother, it told him^veral times. Thery

son would yet be famous^and the father would twist in his grave.

Alois could not believe what he read. IfrptmihkJZhe rest was worse.

ared that the
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arthritis which would later sasago the movements of his fingers may-hove-

■begunon the day ho copied this latter.) 1'

He had had to do it, however. The original letter (with its ink blots

and errors of syntax) was too shameful to show,, cjpuwiully unco i\Iuu,—

Jyajfiff, had always been able to speak so well.

received such ideas by listening to ^.lard's fathaB Johann Poelzl. That old

pious hypocrite! How he must have gossiped to the boy.

Klara, however, kept/uscussions(away from the-subject of-hor father.

She only said, "I did not mind the thought so much. I-suppese I did think

that was why you would not go to church."

"It did not bother you to think you had a husband who was half-

Jewish?"

"Alois, you always said that a man who hates Jews is ikSssanVanfS

uncultured. So, I knew. It is not very appropriate to hate Jews.*^ 1

"But that does not make me Jewish."
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He had a headache, sudden and fierce. Old memories of the earliest

taunts at school now came back. When he was six years old. Of course.

That had been the talk in Strones and in Spital.

"It never bothered you to think I was half-Jewish?" he said again.

"I worried about the children. I wanted them to be able to live." She

could not keep her eyes from tenring- (fot with such vrinds*of recollection^

^/"So I was glad to thinkyou were half-Jewish. 1 thought maybe that could

make fresh blood for our Adolf and our Edmund and Paula."

"But I am not at all Jewish," he said. "We must be clear about this.

Old Johann Nepomuk once told me who I am. I am his son. I am your real

uncle, yes."

"He told you? He said such words?" She knew her grandfather

Johann Nepomuk well enough to understand that he could never speak-m-

/Such a way.

"No," said Alois, "he suggested this information to me. He did say

that he knew for-a>certainty who my father was. And then he said, 'This

man was not Jewish.' He did not have to say more. It was so clear. There

was only one way he could know. So, that was that. The next time a boy
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called me a Jew, I smashed him in the nose and broke his nose for him. He

was left with an ugly mug." Alois began to laugh at the recollection. Then

he laughed even more as if to signify that he was not heartsick. "And all

these years you thought the opposite."

She nodded. She hardly knew whether she was relieved or

disappointed. There had always been a |tS®ta!s?sneaky excitement that

she had a man with such blood. Jews did forbidden things. Maybe Alois <a

had/Sone those forbidden thing^with her. And Jews were intelligent. So

she had heard. Now, she was truly confused.

And-Alois, thinking of her skinny father, Johann Poelzl, could have

boiled the old bird for soup.
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The reader may recall that when I first presented mysutf^/this novel

—-as the-narrator, I appeared as an SS man. «Aa?d indeed, I was. For that

period in the late Thirties, 1 had invested myself completely in that-gwen-

ictioned within Dieter as-e-devil. Bat at a price. We do not

•5"^fellow, e

it. The cost is that one

must sacrifice temporanl/the riches of p4^4eH£^it^daBe&-on-oAeF4ive<
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x and-other situations-. Ono functions, via tliis ^econd species of embodiment*.

the virtual equal of a human. lindeed, we might/feel human in cuwyi ’ay

if -it were not that the core of one's motivation remains demonic (which

requires constant attention to one's skills of concealment.)

So, as Dieter—the last name ^f is no importance any lnnger-^1

•fitnettmred in the S.s51 made the inquiries in Graz that I describe 

iscovered that the true father of Alois was indeed Johann Nepomuk.

I had to accomplish that, however, without being able to use all that I 

tvccZ learned in 1896^ a®d earlier.

retumsTttsJright back into the mysteries of Time as we see

ime (note the lower case!) as humans believe

they esatrackj of a clock. One of the Maestro's favorite•ough the h‘
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maxims tells us: "Destroy Time^/and Chaos can be ordered." That is to say 

that our Time can be teacjsed-a^malleabl^^rovided that our powers of

memory are sqvaidy sequestered.

If this were not so, wc-would fool wholly beset by complications we

.had initiated^lf I, for example,

events in Stranes and Spital, I would have been overladen with

information. The letter that came in from the son of Alois- Junior to Adolf

Hitler might have presented no problem to me in and of itself^ but~what an >
Iaaa-zX '/2z'

^insuperable problem it would have created once I tried to explain to

Heinrich Himmler how I had discovered what I fanow.

Far back, into tho reaches iiLthu human-pnat; I believe the Maestro

came to a conclusion that he must quarantine the memories of his devils if
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he wished to keep order in his portion of the universe. Be it said, this

deprivation is not altogether so crad/as it sounds. On my own, working as

Dieter, I did in fac^fliscover what I had ka&vwySlready.

would warrant tha/rnemories we are not

Since devils like myself have developed instincts that affar beyond 

even the best of human

permitted to recall are there nonetheless for us to tap into (to use the

American expression.) So they^erve as unconscious guides to our instincts.

I have gene/mto this condign mattei/S&omc lengtK^br precisely the

now presented itself in two wholly separate almost four decades

reason that this question ptflewish blood being present in Alois-Senior has

apart.
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We foci the impact,. When that happens^we camfeaj^as if we are

being attacked by the ligaments of Time—(ES as if we are in two places at

once. This shock to our system is analogous to an ugly sprain,. a_

dislocated shuuldei, SiTlu speak^a-twisted ankle> The painis'ficute, and_sa^

-w^Jook to distance ourselves from whateverfelement of Time presses less

immediately on our purpose.

I can assure the readerXJiat I paid my/farewells to Dieter, to Heinrich

Himmler, and to the record books in >ack in

Alois was in a fury. His rage at Johann Poelzl (oon subsided^into

what would be. :—his spirits would lift when Poelzl died—

considerable haste to Alois-and Klara's bedroom/
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but the edge of this fury remained^S^vaa-fully dire<;t«^lagainsr Alois-

Junior.

'as, indeed, in the midst of such an inner storm that kwas- 

■iaiptssjble-to sleep in the same bed with Klara. For the first time in all the 

years that they had spent side by side^fiie had to get up on this night, dress, 

pace the floor, try to sleep on the couch, try to sleep on the floor, and 

succeeded, of course, in keeping both of them awake.

&-C C-om-''*e7 ----------
Klara! She had to pay directly.

"Don’t say a word," she told herself, "do not touch this subject ever again."

While I cannot speak with the Gertaiafinedical authority that-sema 

^tevilsrhaviftg-effefed-yeai^tomedical school and internship, oan-dragnese—_

Vyth-auth^j^s I will say it is possible that the cancer which was to end
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Klara's life in 1908 could have taken a determining leap forward on this

miserable night.

her children with Alois were one-quarter Jewish, thfiy-had;-thcreby, bue.ii-

psowdsd with more opportunity to Iteop tiving/If she had one notion about

Too much had happened to her at once. rofound idea. Because

Jews, (and she could not really say she had ever met a®y=Jew other than

Alois) it was that no matter what their faults might be, and she had heard 

-legifrie^toriesjibbut-Jcgg from friends, relatives, storekeepers, the truth

was also obvious—1 ews knew how to survive. To be so disliked, yet 

still be among the living! Klara had always been impressed, therefore (in 

absolute privacy with herself-—whom could she talk to about this?) that she
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was with a half-Jewish man and they did have three living children, saved in

good part by their Jewish blood.

She was not one to allow herself to be bothered by niceties of logic.

If Gustav, and Ida, and Otto had all died much too soon, she could attribute

it to her side of the family. But Adolf had survived, and then Edmund and

s ^f)
Paula (over whose breath-she prayed te-God every night.)

-S;Q,^Awyier confidence was breached. If the three remaining children

continued to live, it would not he because through the support of ibis

historic preservative in their veins.

A large reason not to sleep. What was worse was the-kaowledge(of

her cowardice. How could she have accepted the idea that Alois-Junior 

anight (be invited back? Lying there, listening to Alois-Senior making his
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moves back and forth, slamming the floor with his body as he lay down, 

then slamming it again with his fists, she was certainly able to feel her own 

rage, and it was shocking to her. She could not believe what she was telling 

herself. If it were possible and wholly without consequences, yes, she, too, 

could kiiyAlois-Junior. Only she knew she could not^and^would not ever.

And the fury of repelling such a fury in herself lived in her heart—which is 

to say, in her breast—rtvfih such force and such detestation that, yes, it is 

possible—this could have been the night when the breast cancer which 

would yet bum with hell's pains in her chest, might have begun. If it were 

crucial to know, I would have consulted one or another passing demon of a 

doctor I knew, but, to repeat, we do not raake(3fsbursments on Time merely 

to satisfy a whim.
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I prefer to take us back to Alois.

The immensity of his rage on this night was that he had betrayed

himself. And in the worst manner. The joys of rage (which are too 

infrequently considered) offer the same nourishing sense of self­

righteousness that is available on regular occasions to the most hypocritical 

of church-goers. The core of such pleasure is never to be angry at oneself)

Jbet only at othersj^et, here, on this night, Alois could not escape himself— 

he was infuriated with himself £ven more than with Poelzl or Junior aadfesZJ 

his rage was-not only joyless but caustic.

If Junior had turned out badly, it was his fault, his fault alone^zi— 

such a light, he was the worst of human beings, a father who was weak.

How despicable! He had spent his life obeying orders, and then enforcing
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them in the Customs Service, he had revered Franz-Josef, a gallant, great, 

and good king whose first virtues were hard work and discipline. He had

<z.s> a
constructed his sense of his own nature ip^iomage to Franz-Josef. If he had

ever had the good fortune to be on duty otfsome nwraettfeH&zJccasion when

the Emperor might visit, how he would hope that the good king would-

recognize what a fine influence he had hadjSrTone Customs Officer.

But he had imparted none of that sense of respect to Alois-Junior.

(guilty about the boy's mother. Yes, he had treated Fanni

lack of discipline(which could only be described as unforgiveable.

It of darkness/for his rage to cool. It was not until

badly, so badly that he could not be stem with theif-sen/There had been a

the first light of morning—a dim light that came with shrouds of rain at
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dawn—that he was able to speak calmJy-te-hinisalfl'and so issue a few orders

on what would be- his future conduct with he would "nt male? tho- 

(mistakes he had allowed with Junior.

And he did not. I, fortified with direct instructions from the Maestro,

stayed much at Alois’ side in days to come and was with Klara as well. I felt

as if for the first time since Adi had been bom, I could lay demonic

equivalent of real hands on the shaping of this child not yet seven years old.
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Now, whenever he wished to bring Adi to his side, faTwould whistle.

It was a fine drill of a whistle, sharp enough to hurt the ear if yea heard ifenp 

w-P close. Sometimes, Adi was on the other side of the hill, but it-waa just-as-

4ha«-aa-afJEJ3 (reacfy-baelsJ^hidaev©^piprz-ing -if

Alois EW-whistled^JL^e-tifBe-ftjrttie-bsy. Tt became a command as

effective as-u&in^awhip. A-ndjn the tavem, Alois was now fond of saying^
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"Never let go of the whip when you raise a boy. Ifrmay be that-4-^

speak from experience."

More than once, Alois said to Adi, "I wasted time and sacrifice on my

oldest son. You, Adolf, had better not waste my time."

I can say that Adi was by now half-paralyzed with fear ofhis, father. I 

-overt had to wonder whether the final effects of.aU-this serve our

purposes. We certainly know how to employ humiliation and self­

prove most effective with manic-depressives. If we are looking to drive a

client violent act or some other form of excess,(fiumiliation san-get

tern oscillating faster and faster, fiercer and fiercer between tte??-
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depression and their mania(UHtU/mey erupt. That is onejfnod^of 

employment for humiliation.

I did not see how we wcrukhapply-anything so draconian at so early a

pleee in Adi's life. It was obvious to me that the Maestro wished to increase 

again a spirit Zf absolute wretchednessand then the boy's spirit,

not a wave of despond, so to speak, nothing so all-consuming and 

obliterative as that, but a vein, nonetheless, of pure misery, an essence, I 

would say, of heavily-laden anguish, a-kaewledgc of (times to come that 

might even be worse,^purview of an ineradicable melancholia yet to arrive.

These are/foundations for a'fiiture suicide. IrdieKhot knowTvhat 

purpose the Maestro had in mind. The boy was delicate enough to 
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iestfSisaster for too little, for much too little^onnsiriesing the attention wg

had cpont upon him alregdyr

Yet, if I knew anything about the Maestro, it was that he, too, had

He detested waste in all its forms

the cost was that he had to pay for the waste. saw every lest

himself.

curious contradictior^in his natun

luman activity as an excrement to be laid upon the Dummkopf/not upon 

On the other hand, he was also an exceptional gambler. I knewyf^well.

^for_often^we had-to/gamble t&an extreme with the actions and/Sven the lives

of our clients, ^"was-gambling now with the boy. Suicide can be of great 

value to us when we succeed in picking off some favorite of the Lord's, but 

that was not the situation here j^-fcnew-whatJ-was-seewag. Such an event 
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might destroy Klara as well,-afttTtHat would-ofer^6ne more sorrow fe? the

Dummkopf, but He was lathered already in-the waste with-wfrichnTre'ptrifrted'

No, this was different. This was a gamble of no mean dimensions.

Very occasionally when the Maestr e most ambitious future plans for

a young client, he would look to encourage seme (close to absolute 

wretchedness in a proud spiri^.ese§eiaUyfwhen we had done our part to 

generate large funds of that pride.

EW/fs an immensely dangerous activity. We lose quite a few 

splendid prospects in thst-manner, a«44ha-mnst grievomutasls are ser.np-fop

ufi^Q-manage-ifi-thc future, nothing less thai^To take thissense of

humiliation and abasement and turn it inside-out. But-wherr-we-saeesed-ia
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Zm. accomplishing such reversals, when. in a would-be suicide

are converted into promontories of achievement and personal power-^-and-^-

gamble has proved successful.

During the worst of these whistles wbicT^quivei each night in

■eftiHpaigHjThe boy, already more than half-accommodated to the

/-assumption that he was the one who had been beaten to insei

knew enough not to confront directly, but he certainly

fthedin^oric'frgures are there to riame (if irut as yet>—-tlrerjan immense

<yrrikgf?>a revolt was nonetheless in progress. ASly

the boy’s sleep (like the spikes in another Son's palms and anklesl—oXJ-majt.
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& I think compiimpfl-^p is so angry at my older

"Mother, d 'l*nrr?he told her, "tiRrtTatherJ»as-made-tip-hi(

brother that he looks at me as i
77 <sc <s3^uz.

did nut gu sb fdi d3-to tmioh 5y-

jding, "and sometimes he-even mixes us up7

She was hardly unaware of what was going on now.-There wore.

trmes-when-she, too, felt the~beginnings ufmte more indigestible nnge^,

particularly when the whistle became a needle in her own ears.

"You must never say that your father is wrong," she always began. I

Adi's [word-miosing—eyes?] always clouded at this, hnt-^nrh-

gloum which lie uiukTcall upon in an instant—nu longer-left-her-full

pxehanges as u ritual, evea2ts=she=didr
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She would enter into the same speech,_givo a few words here or there >

that=shse-®Ava every time he approached. "Yes," she repeated, "you

must ne^QF-say that your father can be wrong.

"But what happen# if he is?"

"That ean-occur. Very seldom, but that can ocgw-. He does not mean

to be wrong, but perhaps he makes a mistakeX

"What if he is very wrong?"

wroxrg-4^cxix^<'*frhat isTbeautifulTnoment/she repeated,. "when the

father recognizes She put her hand to the boy's face as if to cool the

—-e>~- r
even come when the father r-eM+raq-tM/What he is asking for go

[-CarrteH^ou, ft will not remain that way^
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fever in his cheeks. "Yes," she said, "he hears his own commands and

realizes they are not correct. So, jj^changes.

"He does."

"Absolutely. He changes." She spoke as if this had happened

~ali£ady>[ "He changes," she repeated for the third time, "and now there is

it all goes in the right direction.order in what he sayst

"No," she said as if she had heard his thoughts, "he is ready to

change. Andf^w when he begin* hi* orders it is so good, it is«$e4nuch in

the right direction. Do you know why?"

'f
"No. I don'kkntwAyfhyd1-
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'It is because you had decided aewr tfVcause him confusion." ^Jow-

at c i '
£he held Adi by the waist and looked into his eyes imtil-they-did-notaeein-to- 

pium any longer* but were almoat OG-quiet-aa-the blue of their color—how_

much alike.were the eyes of the boy and his mother! "Yes, naw there is no—

accused him of anything. Yeuyinustnever accuse your fathej/?hat would

ixze^k 1(
make him ill. That would cause him to feel wetHrei. For him to feel weak

is bad. You must not expect him to admit any weakness to others.'
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ie held Adi by the waist and looked into his eyes until-they did not seem-to-

-It ,P vnu had deeiried

11

fburn any longer* but-were almost as quiet as the blue oftheir color—

much alik^verethe eyeTof the boy and his mother! "Yes, nmu. there is-ae-

fntusionJn the father. He Unhappy bpcansp is rl.pnr you have never

accused him of anything. ¥eu/fnustnever accuse your fathecThat would

make him ill. That would cause him to feel weibfad. For him to feel weak
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A letter came in August from Alois-Junior, after which they oevnf- 

hear^f from him again. His father did learn in the course of a trip to Linz

that the boy had sold Uhlan to a horse-trader for gSktleanore-th^half of At®-
(//>

rValue, which was enough for young Alois to travel on to Vienna wfeoe®?

presumably, he found work. Beyond that, they learned nothing.

On many a late afternoon, Alois-Senior would walk down the trail

that had-to btfused byhmior when he set out that night on the road to Linz, 

^ad/Senior would come to an old stump, now his favorite seat in the forest, 
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and there he would listen to the birds and the insects, and-the occasional 

sound of a small animal.

At rest on the amputated remains of whatffiad been a fine oak, he 

would mourn the bees he had lost, while proceeding to misremember wsw

the (events Jjufc-he-did^njoy the fantasy. EO5

Offered the asswnptigB that he had come back on Sunday night in time to

chase thepoy anJthc horse through the woods^and(nehad run after them,
4a °C.

.and had run andfnm until he was brought to a halt juet-this side-ofa heart, 

stirring of the live coals of his rage^JWuaial did come close/fo over­

working his heart^e^&flw^^et bpfore he would allow his lungs to

become too congestetjjfie would cease this imaginary race. That was also

part of a long summer of mourning for all he could name as lost, and^daa

Wat the c-orcuf-nteumiag that finds-no aes£fhe was §lse-abte-t^ grieve even 

more for what he could not quite name.

So the summer passed. He hired a man to assist Klara, Angela and

himself in mowing their pastures. He baled the cutting^ and
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sold ihe-fetagdThFischlham. Tte-facrtkat he had no worries concerning

his hives|T»ecamea"species of worry ^itself. There was a hollow he could

locate in his lungs, a sense of absence. No fear now of swarming, no

calculations to be made offafter-scason feedinjyfer^ffie beesyfior when to

store the empty combs for winter, no further examinations of the health of
k

the oel^des, no further estimates as to how many old bees had died but not y -ef-

been replaced by young-ones, no tremors at the thought of mouse invasions,

no need to consider netting to keep birds away, nor any need to weigh the

Uw/rv, no more ponderings on whether enough pollen had been collected by

the w©fkeF-be®» to provide sufficient protein through the winter, and no

Queen to locate. There were not even any Langstroth^Sx^ to repaint, nor

weight-records to be brought up to date. He was done with that. Yet,

these worries had not qniteJoft him completely.

Sitting by the stump, Alois could hardly admit it to himself, but there

came an afternoon by the end of summer when the more caustic tastes of his

mourning finally gurgled down sesae unnamed vent of the mind where long-

held useless feelings Gaa-be^lrained. He actually said to himself, "I am
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relieved that I do not have to worry about my bees any more. I loved them,

but their loss is not my fault."

>ur study are

ready to change at a good rate, and when they are relatively inert.

In truth, that is how we measure Time. Except for those occasions

when the Maestro assigns us to intense activities, to dramatic arenas where

history can be shaped, as was true, of course, at the Coronation of Nicholas

IlfgfenSKhodynskoe Field, we live reflexively. Time does not come to us

ler with-the

^ToVScuTpture-garden of objects and spaces, palls and presences.

true that we, too, can be in need of fallow periods. So

Hitlers of Hafeld, went by/like a passage of sleep. I tended more to other

by way of days or weeks or seasons. Rather, we feel Time as the sum of the

<qprubteaas<6roused by our clients. While I cannot speak with whole authority

on the expenditure and regeneration of energy which humans Isiaai/THs

clients, and if 1 pondered the nature of our Time,/^se^^4e-rae-ak©gethes

'such units as hours or days. Rather, it was aaalogotfe- 

L Ziamily. They would be in Hafeld until they left. I hardly e®£ed:/As devils,

one of our developed instincts is to know when th<

ffiblaai



08/13/2014 02:25 FAX

Book 5 email cc chs 16-18 double 3/18/05

1/104

693

relieved that I do not have to worry about my bees any more. I loved them,

but their loss is not my fault."

Atrektg. for my turn, Inew^did not have to pay daily attention to tins-

. They would be in Hafeld until they left. I hardly earest/As devils,
/a. 1

one of our developed instincts is to know when the-subjeets-ofcSur study are

ready to change at a good rate, and when they are relatively inert.

In truth, that is how we measure Time. Except for those occasions

^'^^family

when the Maestro assigns us to intense activities, to dramatic arenas where

history can be shaped, as was true, of course, at the Coronation of Nicholas
<%A

II(5§£tfM9Khodynskoe Field, we live reflexively. Time does not come to us

by way of days or weeks or seasons. Rather, we feel Time as the sum of the

•used by our clients. While I cannot speak with whole authority

on the expenditure and regeneration of energy which humans it is

passage of sleep. I tended more to other

olTSculpture-garden of objects and spaces, palls and presences.

true that we, too, can be in need of fallow periods. So thi^unQnerwth-the
1

Hitlers -of Hafeld? went by

clients, and if I pondered the nature of our Time,(Sseemed4&^®^k«getheJ

■such units as hours or days. Rather, it was aRatega^- 
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Alois, for example, was living in the pall of a long and lackluster

meditation.

He was worrying to a modest degree (modest for Alois!) about the

value of the farm. If he were to sell it, could the price what he had

paid? Or would a potential buyer recognize the beginnings of neglect?

That became the £5557 focus of his attention. Nothing, ^decided, is more

subtle at the onset than the beginnings of neglect. While he did feel more

relaxed than he had in many a year, it had to nag at him that he was leaving

all too many chores to the women—certainly those which did not call for a

man's strength. He ^ertainlff did nothing with the chickens or the vegetable

garden. lie thought of buying a new dog; instead, he examined the paint on
if-, *

poor dead Spartancr's-dog house feHM«®7-HM®ht-yet/^eel in the

summer heat.

They did not need a dog. With young Alois gone, there was no need

to entertain these/fears of an irate father in the neighborhood. No parent of

Greta-Marie Schmidt was likely to appear on doorstep—he could give

thanks that that particular young lady was not pregnant, for if she were, he

would hane-been-teM 411 about it. And the smuggler who lived on the other
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side ofFischlham hardly teJtheFed?his thoughts. Given the absence of

Alois-Junior, he, too, seemed far away.

Senior's real worry was that he might become habituated to idleness.

Idleness itself! Even a few minutes spent in doing nothing at all, had once

been guaranteed to excite his annoyance. Now, he felt/a little too satisfied?
yga-'g

-by/^curlof cigai^moke or the nonchalant drift of a cloud.

Such peace was-going-tq<prove expensive. A farm that was not

worked—no matter how tidy one kept the house and the yard—might never

look rightj^oa potential buyer. J&au^dJae^wybe feeling the mute reproach

of the fields? A small part of Alois pill fclt-aa-i£W wasfrunning uphill in

his sleep.

The economic facts (which he calculated over and over on separate

pieces of paper using separate stubs of pencil) was that no matter how

observant he and Klara might be with expenses—and they were!—sooner or

later, they would have lanTus pension?

when he would eeutfrwhat-rt-woutd-eesCto go to that miserable tavern in

Or, he could go to some extreme length^ There might come a time 

Fischlham. That would double every indignity. How much he was missing 
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Linz^where/you could find a tavern or two with intelligent people. Yesrthey 

must selfthe farm.

He knew it would not happen quickly. Thyfess work one did, the 

Junior was also full of remorse? He could not bear the thought of the boy 

Like an amputated arm whose nerve-endings are still alive in one's 

shoulder-socket, Alois-Senior began to think again of Hitler and Sons,

Apian Products. Because he could invest no essential belief in-that-notion,

•as sweeter than before. It might be unrealistic, but it did feel

pure.

He even brought it up with Klara. If she had felt at a good^fiistance

from hmfall summer, if she could not forgive him for being such a helpless 

alone in a poor room. Would he be sitting on a mean little cot, his eyes full

ofteSK^

will, he was beginning to feel remorse about Alois-Junior. What a^poworfel

(Emotion! It feh-eqttd-fofan incoming tide that Lobbied one’s legs. Was it

incumbent upon him as a father to forgive his son? ¥et,V/liat if Alois-

oranything tojae done. And-now, evangCgainst his more time it-took^ye

drunk on that terrible night when he came home too late from Fischlham to 
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prevent the destruction of the hives, nonetheless, her sense of duty still 

prevailed. "If you want him back, if you truly want him back, I will not

;hat was what sh^pbliged herself to tell him. She even stand in the way.'

felt a sense of shame* Her Secret hope was that they would not be able to

find him.

rama as-his-refum did not develop. A letter The ground for

without a return address came a few days later from Vienna. It was a vile
tv tt

letter. You killed my mother. The phrase was repeated several times.

Then, the letter declared that the son would yet be famous, and the father

would twist in his grave.

Alois could not believe what he read. The rest was worse. "You 

were a terrible fanner, and the reason is clear. You are, as I happen to

know, half-Jewish. No wonder you cannot be a farmer." And there were so

many misspellings in the letter that out of a sense of shame for his son,

Alois-Senior had to write it out all over again before he wurdd £how it to

Klara, hrthe aotrdus hand shook so badly that the arthritis which would

later bind the movements of his fingers made an early appearance on this

day.
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He had tmd©4t-, ^owever. The original letter^with its ink blots and

errors of syntax) was too shameful to show, fhe boy had always been able

to speak so well. How could he have no embarrassment about these

crudities?

Hut-show the-words to Klara.he-muste Alois-Junior could only have

received such ideas by listening to Johann Poelzl. That old pious hypocrite!

How he must have gossiped to the boy!

Klara, however, kept the discussions well away from

Z^She only said, "1 did not mind the thought so much. Maybe I did think that

was-why-yeu-would-not-go-texlTOrcfiT

K^It di’dnotbother you to think you had a husband who was half-

Jewish?"

"Alois, you Always said that a man who hates Jews is uncultured. So,

I knew. It is not very appropriate to hate Jews. It is a sign of ignorance."

"But that does not make me Jewish."

He had a headache, sudden and fierce. Old memories of the earliest

taunts at school now came back. When he was six years old. Of course.

That had been the talk in Strones and in Spital.
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"It never bothered you to think I was half-Jewish?" he said again.

’H^vonried about the children. I wanted them to be able to live." She

could not keep her eyes from watering—not with such recollections at the

root of her tear-ducts. "So I was glad to think you were half-Jewish. I
gy I c-

thought maybe that coultrmftkedresh blood for our Adolf and our Edmund

and Paula."

"But I am not at all Jewish," he said. "We must be clear about this.

Old Johann Nepomuk once told me who I am. I am his son. I am your real

uncle, yes."

"He told you? He said such words?" She knew her grandfather

Johann Nepomuk well enough to understand that he could never utter such

words, i»-su^h-trway.

said Alois, "hs suggested this information to me. He did Ssj?

that he knew who my father was. And then he said, 'This man was not

Jewish.' He did not have to say more. It was so clear. There was only one

way he could know. So, that was that. The next time a boy called me a Jew,

I smashed him in the nose and broke his nose for him. Jjfe (was left with an 

ugly mug." Alois began to laugh at the recollection. Then he laughed even 



08/13/2014 02:25 FAX

Book 5 email cc chs 16-18 double 3/18/05 700

more as if to signify that he was not heartsick. "And all these years you

thought the opposite."

She nodded. She hardly knew whether she was relieved or

disappointed. Jhepe had always been a sneaky excitement that she had a

man with such blood. Jews did forbidden things. Maybe Alois and she had

even done those forbidden things. And Jews were intelligent. So^ she had

heard. Now, she was truly confused.

Alois, thinking offieHegal fatha^TJohann Poelzl, could have boiled

the old bird for soup.
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period in the late Thirties,. I had invested myself completely in a particular

SS officer.

During that period 1 lived and functioned within Dieter. At a price.

We do not 

cost is that one must sacrifice tempeJarily^il the riches of living in the 

consciousness of many lives at once?yF®4h©-e@n?r

sesoad-sp&sies-

Indeed, we might even feel human inaiiaRy-a-way-buUhe-c^e-of^eis:

The reader may recallthal^hen I first presented myself as the

narrator of this novel, l/appeareS as an SS man.^deed, I was. For that 

e virtual equal of a human.



08/13/2014 02:25 FAX @13

Book5 email cc chs 16-18 double 3/18/05 702

motivation demonic (which requires constant attention to one's

skills of concealment.)

So, as Dieter—the last name is of no importance by now—I made the

inquiries in Graz that I described earlier and discovered eventually that the

true father of Alois was indeed Johann Nepomuk.

I had to accomplish that, however, without being able to use all that 1

had learned in 1896, or aasfej®.

That restriction thrusts us right back into the mysteries of Time as we

see and employ it We live in Time rather than with time (note^he lower

case!) the movement of a clock. One of the

Maestro's favorite maxims time, and Chaos can be

ordered." That is to say feat our Time can be worked, can be malleable,

I, for example, living as Dieter, had been aware pfthe earlier aste&l events 

in Strones and Spital, I would have been overstuffed with information. The 

letter that came in from the son of Alois- Junior to Adolf Hitler would have 

interchangeable^pnSvrcted that our powers of memory are sequestered.

If this were not so, the complications we initiate^ would beset us. If

presented no problem in and of itself. I would have known that Hitler 
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was not Jewish jjra»y-part. But what an insuperable problem it would have

createdf6ff£eif tried to explain to Heinrich Himmler how I had discovered 

what I knew. - . n —,—

Farbaok/lbelieve the Maestro came to a conclusion that he must 

quarantine the memories of his devils if he wished to keep order in his 

portionm the universe. Be it said, this deprivation is not altogether so 

restrictive as it sounds. On my own, working as Dieter, I was, in fact, able 

to discover what I had learned already.

Since devils like myself have instincts that reach far beyond even the

best of human intuitions, I would warrant that the memories we are not

permitted to recall are there nonetheless for us to tap into (to use the

American expression.) So they oo»/§erve as unconscious guides to our 

instincts.

I have bothered to go into this condign matter

ris=question whether Jewish blood was present in Alois-Senior has 

now presented itself in two wholly separate situations almost four decades 

apart.
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When that happens, we feel an impact. It is as if we are being

attacked by the ligaments of Time—as if we are in two places at once. The

shock to our system is analogous to an ugly sprain? Thefpain is sufficiently

acute to distance ourselves from whichever element of Time presses-less-

immediately on our purpose.

I can assure the reader, therefore, that I paid my quick farewells to

Dieter, to Heinrich Himmler, and to the record books in the city of Graz,

and went back^pensiderubte-hasS?to the bedroom of Alois and Klara in

Hafeld.

Alois was in a fury. His rage at Johann Poelzl would soon subside 

into what would be no less than a lifelong grudge—his spirits would lift

Senior was, indeed, in the midst of such an inner storm that he could 

not sleep in the same bed with Klara. For the first time in all the years that

they had spent side by side in the dark, he had to get up on this night, dress,

pace the floor, try to sleep on the couch, try to sleep on the floor, and

succeeded, of course, in keeping both of them awake.
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dfeeewse, Klara ftad to pay directly. "Don't say a word," she told

herself, "do not touch this subject ever again."

While I cannot speak with the assured sense of medical authority of

those devils who were assigned by the Maestro to medical school and

internship, I will say it is possible that the cancer which was to end Klara's

life in 1908 could have taken a determining leap forward on this miserable

night.

Too much had happened to her at once. She had lost a profound idea.

Because of her certainty that her children with Alois were one-quarter

Jewish, she believed that the last three born had actually been provided with

more opportunity to stay alive. If she had one notion about Jews, (and she

could not really say she had ever met one other than Alois) it was that no

matter what their faults might be, and she had heard the most awful stories

from friends, relatives, storekeepers, the truth was also obvious—these Jews

knew how to survive. To be so disliked, yet still be among the living!

Klara had always been impressed, therefore (in absolute privacy with 

herself—whom could she talk to about this?) that she was with a half- 
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Jewish man and they did have three living children, saved in good part by

their Jewish blood.

She was not one to allow herself to be bothered by niceties of logic.

If Gustav, and Ida, and Otto had all died much too soon, she could attribute

it to her side of the family. But Adolf had survived, and then Edmund and

Paula (over whose sleep^ne prayed every night.)

Now, her confidence was breached. If the three remaining children

continued to live, it would not be because threugh-ths-supp^v-ef^an historic

preservative in their veins. ~ C

A large reason not to sleep. What was worse ^esy^kcen sense of her

cowardice. How could she have accepted the idea that Alois-Junior should
act I

be invited back? Lying there, listening to Alois-Senior making hiffmoves

back and forth, slaffimSg^H^floor with his body as he lay down, then

slamming it again with his fists, she was certainly able to feel her own rage,.

.and jTwas shocking to her. She could not believe what she was telling

herself. If it were possible and wholly without consequences, yes, she, too,

could kill Alois-Junior. Onl^she knew she could not. She

would not ever. And the fury of repelling such a fury in herself lived in her
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heart—which is to say, in her breast—bet-with such force and such

detestation that, yes, it is possible—this could have been the night when the

breast cancer which would yet bum with hell's pains in her chest, might

have begun. If it were crucial to know, I would have consulted one or

another passing demon of a doctor I knew, but, to repeat, we do not esost

any disbursments on Time merely to satisfy a whim.

I prefer to take us back to Alois.

The immensity of his rage on this night was that he had betrayed

himself. And in the worst manner. The joys of rage (which are too

infrequently considered) offer the same nourishing sense of self-

righteousness that is available on regular occasions to the most hypocritical

of church-goers. The core of such pleasure is never to be angry at oneself,

only at others. Yet, here, on this night, Alois could not escape himself—he

was infuriated with his own deeds even Fnere-thaHjat Poelzl or Junior,

indeed, his rage at=hims&l$was causti<^/

If Junior had turned out badly, it was his fault, his fault alone. By

such a light, he was the worst of human beings, a father who was weak.

How despicable! He had spent his life obeying orders, and then enforcing
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them in the Customs Service, he had revered Franz-Josef, a gallant, great,

and good king whose first virtues were hard work and discipline. He had

* xonstmctedinis sense of his own nature as a private homage to Franz-Josef.

If he had ever had the good fortune to be on duty during some near-

miraculous occasion when the Emperor might visit, how he would hope that

the good king might recognize what a fine influence^J^fiad had at least on

one Customs Officer.

But he had imparted none of that sense of respect to Alois-Junior. He—
7.-^-4^2 r7

^fiad felftoo guilty about the boy's mother. Yes, he had treated Fanni badly,

so badly that he could not be stem with the offspring. There had been a lack

of discipline in himself which could only be described as unforgiveable.

It took every hour of darkness that-night for his rage to cool. It was
^0-1^5

not until the first light of morning—a dim light that came with shrouds of

rain at dawn—that he was able to speak from one part of his mind to the

other and so issue a few orders on what his future conduct with Adi must

now be. He was not going to make the same mistakes he had allowed with

Junior.
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Now, whenever he wished to bring Adi to his side, Alois would

whistle. It was a fine drill of a whistle, sharp enough to hurt the ear ijMieard

up close* SiUB«tifftesrAdi-was33n-the-other^tde-efthe-biHr^^Ihe intensity

¥ffis=Rot reduced if the boy was within arm's reach, Al®is-st?H-v/hTstted7TT-'

became a command as (^Sestive-aa^ cruel as<Esing^ whip. In the tavern,

boy. I speak from experience."

More than once, Alois said to Adi, "I wasted time and sacrifice on my

oldest son. You, Adolf, had better not waste my time.'
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father recognizes that he, too, can be wrong." She put her hand to the boy's

;r changes.'

"He does." 

changes." She spoke as if this had happened in the

past "He changes," she repeated for the third time, "and now there is order

in what he says. Now, it all goes in the right direction."

always wrongj.

By his way of comprehension, the boy understood that the father was

"No," she said, as if she had heard his thoughts, "he is ready to

change. Now when he-speaks. it is-r.o good, it goas-very-much in the right

face as if to cool the fever in his cheeks. "Yes," she said, "he hears his own

^ea^iaft^-and realize^tfieyare not correct. So,

'Absolutely.

direction. Do you know why?'

that you would never cause him confusiori^because he is your father." She

held Adi by the waist and looked into his eyes as ifj^fcool them^o-t-hey—

^would not bumany longer. His eyes were like her own. How much alike,

'No. -JrdeaU
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would make him ill. That would cause him to feel weiblich. For him to feel 

-ft-we^t-this point that she gave him the one^philosophical

she possessed. It was chre-fucht. To honor and to fear.

She explained the importance of those words. They had been imparted to 

ler by Johanna. Her mother had used them in relation to Johann Poelzl. He 

ras, she all but said to Klara, a hard-working but very unlucky fanner—as 

an important and successful man. "Thai is what my mother

is/bad. You must-ftot expect him to admiWiy weaknessjt®=s"(hers^'

all in the family knew—and yet she had always treated him with ehre-fucht

^4=-^------- .
^g^thought, "Yes.ts-best-when

there is no confusion ia/EJle father. JHe-eaR-bo-heppyBecause you have never 

accused him of anything. Astdfyovi must never accuse your father. That 
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taught me, and I now tell it to you. The word of the father has to be the law

of the family."

She said this with such solemnity and such certainty that the boy felt

it enter him as a source of strength. Yes, some day he would have a family

and all who were in it would honor him anc^fear him”(And-his-need-

Zunnatefwhich always afflicted him in thesc/years whenever he held large

was a moment iffl/nis mother's peroration when he almost had an accident,

and magnificent thoughts about himself now spoke to his groin, and th^re

but did not-—not if he was to be entitled in the future to the endowments of

honor and4h©-ieap-of(6thers.)

"Yes," she said to her son, "the word of the father has to be law.

Right or wrong, one must net(argue with the father's word^aad-eaiJse-
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cofffiwmh-One must obey him. For the good of the family. So, the father

is always right. Right or wrong^ Adivy&up-father is always right. He has to

be. Otherwise, all is confusion."

Now, she referred to Alois-Junior. "He did not have ehre-fucht," she

said. "You must promise me that that will never be said of you. Because

now you are the oldest brother. You are important. The boy who was your

brother is as good as dead."

Adi was perspiring, His entire body was wet. He^aighraswellhave

been illumined by holy light. Just so complete was the importance of this

sentiment. I entered his thoughts long enough to tell him, "Your mother is

ou are now the oldest brother. The younger ones must now honor

and respect you.'
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Yes, Adi understoodjand I new-worked upon his mind, until it

became mora-thea-a mental certainty, ctessFr-mdeedrte paved street ready 

or full mental traffic. On many a night I tedd again LlfC severan

or defldrhe-was-TOvrreeegRieabler

-pwactical purpor.or.. to he-as-geetk-^-

Junior.

B
Alois-Senior was of no small aid/fiere. Semewhet-latWria-December,

he wrote a new will^vbiehr stipulated that felloiwag the event of the father's

'as to receive no more of the estate than the minimumdeath, the son namei

proscribed by law. "The smaller the better," he added to-ttea-language OfTfre-

s^fe-Aad-thea^nce the act of drawing up a will re-engaged all of the—

fete's long-developed sense of proper contractual and official procedure,

he fielded these words: "and this is stated in the full recognition of the
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seriousness of such an act by a father. In my years as a Chief Customs

Officer for the Crown, I warrant that I became usad^e/fhe finality that must

always be seriously attached to such

Whereupon, having completed the ^SH-draft-itHihJre-writing of his

will, he whistled for Adi and read portions aloud to him.

0n
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Part of his decision had come from the fact that he had been able to

sell the farm. The connection to a buyer came from Mayerhofer, the man

'Dear Frau Hitler," he had said, "you must sell your farm for its good

looks. Is that not exactly why your husband bought it in the first place?'

'I will not say thw? has to be untrue," said Klara. (This was as far as

who ran the local store and had once wanted to purchase their honey.

f^eright advice to Klara.

she would come to flirting with Herr Mayerhofer.)
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"Yes," he said, "it is good you recognize this boGausejww you will be

able to selHdfo people who are less experienced at farming than yourselves,

but—" he held up a finger—"more well-to-do, not so? You must just have

the patience to wait until one Ol
------------- *

:omes along. When he does, send

him to me. I will be your friend. I will know how to answer all questions

that come up."

I could see that Klara and Mayerhofer were both favored by the

CudgelSj.and-aeflFdi^come to pass. The wealthy house-hunter arrived,

loved the look of the house and the farm, knew even less about the pitfalls

than Alois, and the sale took place. If the price presented no profit, neither

did Alois suffer the loss he feared. The finality of the transfer, however, 

and the continuation of what was by now a silence so-palpabk from Alois-
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Junior, convinced kmyttanfitFendof his dream to hav^afarmmight just as

well coincide with the termination of any last hopes he could still-dekide*-

-himself that his oldest son would yet bring him some pride. No, it was now

up to Adi. He was not nearly so lithe^^trong as Alois-Junior, not nearly

- u>-> set ‘
teAvhistie(Jor him had become a pleasure.

so good-looking, but as bright, perhaps, and ^oobedient. Even the unpalsv

While he would not change again in his sentiments concerning the

farm, J^clidTceep tfie equivalent of an old photograph in his heart. There

still were nights when Alois would sit out on the oak bench and muse

-to-the-one-he-had-bought, and he would pat the seat built/nimself

again on the Slightly separate eharaneri sties ofthfiLangstroth box he had
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of the wood bench as if to recall the sound of the slap he used to give.

She knew he would not come back, and so into her trnn model

box in the old days, to stir up his bees.

ThariraH4brHafeld except that Angela w.

“5k *4 e&c£>
of a romantic figure. He had looked so handsome upon Uhlan. LLevea-felt 

t
_safejiew4br4wF-te-begh/to play at the most modest edge of a few-fontastes

tout him. She never let tfem go too far. Once in a 

dismount from the horse and kiss her^but/thernind once.embarked on a 

fantasy can betray the explorer ksetfr-and-sa before long, Angela began to

ag/so soon as she would think ofjhe girls that her young Alois used to 

see. There was even one in the top class just above her level who was 
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always smiling at her now, as if she, the girl, knew something special and

maybe Angela did as well.

^frer/thelarnily moved back to a-hs®ss-o&the outskirts of Linz,

Angela had a room to herself and there, carefully hidden from everyone

else, was^photograph an intinerant photographer had taken of young Alois 

iftthe-eourse-^f photographing all the members of the family together as 

well as a single picture of each of them standing separately.

Angela had stolen this picture from Aftris-dHFiBg4h©4ime4hafc-h&-used—

te'tease her for being afraid to mount Uhlan^; te had swom to him on

an imaginary stack of bibles/which didn't exist for one moment in her mind

that she had no idea what had happened to his favorite picture of himself.

(He was suffering as completely as if he had lost a large gold watch.)
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That is far down the road. History for those who have lived in it-is=ss^.

ecommend the life of a devil to any e£^ks>would-be aspirants.

<5^ many places as myself, is not always recalled as fascinating. Sometimes? i?

'can seem no more than the lengthof the road. I no longer know whether I

(end of Book V)
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Angela could not have been more secretiveuf the photo had been an

early pornographic print (which, index'd, ■she wotrid-Ret-haveJbeen-akde-te——

■fook-ah) I mention this small breath of the carnal that she bei^uathsd^Hfie’

fading brown portrait of Alois only because three decades later, in 1927, her

daughter, Geli, a young and nicely buxom blond beauty, would be

entertained publicly by Adolf Hitler on many a night in Munich

niece. By the time it was ove^-with (fer death (by murder or suicide never

to be related, it was not long before Adolf began to have ap affair with his

some of the worst weeks of his lifej le had been the love of his life.
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A letter came in August from Alois-Junie^,$&er wteah they did not
5^ tcyy

hear from him again. Hrs-fethej^fid leam in the coursp of a trip to Linz that

the boy had sold Uhlan to a horse-trader for half/bf the speed's value.
fn/g. in_/

wAs/nough for young Alois to travel-on tt^Vienna lws<^&p-^m@^frsiEnmtUT

pF®8umaHy<-he4eiHtd'^ork. BoycTTd'thatTYftejr'te&med^KJthing.

On many a late afternoon, Alois-Senior would walk down the trail

that must have been used by JuniorXvhenhe set out feat-nrgh^on-the road to

Linz. Senior would come to an old stump, now his favorite seat in the

forest, and there he would listen to the birds^*»d-th®-i®ses4£pir-the.

oseasieRal-sGURd-efe-sHaaU-anirnal,

At rest on the amputated remains of what once had been a fine oak, he

order nf evowtn, in order tc/onjey<he fantasy that he^iad come back

would mourn the bees he had lost.jadule pi-Qteedmg to i

unday night j^-time to chase the horse and boy through the woods. In his

mind, he had fsh $fter them Jie-bad^m-aii±h&4iad-is3a until J^waFbrought

to a
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the foragers to provide sufficient protein through the winter, and no Queen 

to locate. There were not even any Langstroths to repaint, nor weight 

did not leave hbn completely. I

Sitting by the stump, Alois could hardly admit it to himself, but there 

came an afternoon by the end of summer when the more caustic tastes of his

mourning finally gurgled down thafaffinamedlvent of the mind wherelos^

useless feelings are drained. He actually said to himself, "I am relieved 

that I do not have to worry about my bees any more. I loved them, but their 

loss is not my fault."

At this juncture, I did not have to pay daily attention to the Hitler 

family. They would be in Hafeld until they left. I hardly was concerned.

^ass'study are ready to change at a good rate,- relatively

A-G=devils, ^ie ofs^H/developed instincts is to know when the humans under

inert.

In truth, that is how we measure Time. Except for those occasions

when the Maestro assigns us to intense activities, to dramatic arenas where

history can be shaped, as was true, of course, at the Coronation of Nicholas
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II ^tf-Khodynskoo Fififi, we live reflexively. Time does not come to us by

way of/Hays or weeks or seasons. Rather, we fed/Time as^he-sus-eft^

4>^odes Jts&Hsed-by-our-clieniS] While I cannot speak with whole authority

on the expenditure and regeneration of energy which humans experience, it

is true that we, too, can be in need of fallow periods. So^tbssf quiet summer
-^  ̂***•*■

/went by^ for me like a passage of sleep. I tended more to other clients, and

if I pondered the nature of our Time (as opposed to human time), ours was

free of such units as hours or days. Rather, it bore resemblance to a

sculpture- garden of objects and spaces, palls and presences.

Alois, for example, was living in the pall of a long and lackluster

meditation.

He was worrying to a modest degree (modest for Alois!) about the

value of the farm. If he were to sell it, could the price match what he had

paid? Or would a potential buyer recognize the beginnings of neglect?

That became the focus of his attention. Nothing, he decided, is more subtle

at the onset than the beginnings of neglect. While he did feel more relaxed

than he had in many a year, it j^fes’nag at him that he was leaving all too

many chores to the women—certainly those which did not call for a man’s 
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strength. He did nothing with the chickens or the vegetable garden. He

thought of buying a new dog; instead, he examined the paint on poor dead 

it was abet* to peel in the summer heat.Spartaner’s dog house as i^

ith young Alois gone, there was no needThey did not need a

to entertain any fears of an irate father^ the neighborhood. No parent

of Greta-Marie Schmidt was likely to appear on the doorstep—he could 

give thanks that that particular young lady was not pregnant, for if she were,

he would by now have known all about it. And the smuggler who lived on

the other side of Fischlham hardly entered his thoughts. Given the absence 

of Alois-Junior, he, too, seemed far away.

Senior's real worry was that he might become habituated to idleness.

Idleness itself! Even a few minutes spent in doing nothing at all, had once 

been guaranteed to excite his annoyance. Now, he felt himself becoming^

httte too/contented at the sight of a curl of cigar-smoke or the Heaefe&arrt 

drift of a cloud.

Such peace could yet prove expensive. A farm that was not

worked—no matter how tidy one kept the house and the yard—might never

look right. Not to a potential buyer. Couldn't such a fellow be feeling the
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mute reproach of the fields? A small part of Alois was.

in his sleep.

The economic facts (which he calculated over and over on separate

pieces of paper using separate stubs of pencil) was that no matter how

observant he and Klara might be with expenses—and they were!—sooner or

later, they would be obliged to spend more each quarter than his pension.

Or, he could go to some extreme lengths of thrift. There might come
A. ?5>

a time when he would have to decide that it cost too much to go to-MMrt-

miserable tavern in Fischlham. That would double every indignity. How

much he was missing Linz.' There, at least, you could find a tavesWor two

with intelligent people. What it all came down to_was that they must sell the

farm.

stiU-rusaingXiphiil

He knew it would not happen quickly. These days, the less work one

did, the more time it seemed to take for anything to get done. Moreover,

very much against his will, he was beginning to feel remorse about Alois-

Junior. What an insidious ungovernable emotion!

Was it incumbent upon him as a father to forgive

his son? VQiat^fAlois-Junior was also full of remorse? He could not bear 
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the thought of-ths^5oy alone in a poor room. Would he be sitting on a mean

ZSHScot, his eyes full of sadness?

Like an amputated arm whose nerve-endings are still alive in one's

shoulder-socket, Alois-Senior began to think again of Hitler and Sons,

Apian Products. Because he could invest no essential belief in the notion,

the thought, perversely, was sweeter than before. It might be unrealistic, but

it did feel pure.

He even brought it up with Klara. If she had felt at a good and

considerable distance from her husband all summer, if she could not forgive

him for being such a helpless drunk on that terrible night when he came

home too late from Fischlham to prevent the destruction of the hives,

nonetheless, her sense of duty still prevailed. "If you want him back, if you

truly want him back, I will not stand in the way." That is what she said.

That was what she felt obliged to tell him. She even felt apense of shame

because her es&set Jfope was that they would not ^abfeg^find him.

return address came a few days later from Vienna^ a vile letter. "You

killed my mother." The phrase was repeated several times. Then, the letter 
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declared that the son would yet be famous, and the father would twist in his

grave.

Alois could not believe what he read. The rest was worse. "You

were a terrible farmer, and the reason is clear. You are, as I happen to

know, half-Jewish. No wonder you cannot be a farmer." And there were so

many misspellings in the letter that out of a sense of shame for his son,

Alois-Senior had to write it out all over again before he felt able to show it

to Klara. As he wrote, his hand shook so badly that the arthritis which

would later bind the movements of his fingers made an early appearance on

this day.
‘'7

H^had to redact the letterJmnTEW^ The original (with its ink blots

and errors of syntax) was too abominable to laak-at? The boy had always

been able to speak so well. How could he have no embarrassment about

these crudities? .

Nonetheless, hs-had..to. show the wordy|t least t^fclara. Alois-Junior

could only have received suchtfdeas by listening to Johann Poelzl. That old 

pious hypocrite! How he must have gossiped to the boy!
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Klara, however, kept fee discussion^ well away from the subject of

her legal father, Johann Poelzl. She only said, "I did not mind the thought
so much, ^aybeT-didffliink that was your reason for not going to church."

He was indignant. "It did not bother you to think-^ou had a husband

who was half-Jewish?"

■^Klois, you havealways said that a man who hates Jews is

uncultured. So, I knew. It is not appropriate to hate Jews. It is a sign

of ignorance."

"But that does not make me Jewish."

He had a headache, sudden and fierce. Old memories of the earliest

taunts at school now came back. When he was six years old. Of course.

That had been the talk in Strones and in Spital.

"It never bothered you to think I was half-Jewish?" he said again.

"No. I was too worried about-fee children. I wanted them to be able

to live." She could not keep her eyes from watering—not with such

recollections at the root of her tear-ducts. "So I was glad to think you were

I thought maybe that could give a little fresh blood for our

Adolf and our Edmund and Paula.'
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"But I am not at all Jewish," he said. "We must be clear about this.

Old Johann Nepomuk once told me who I am. I am his son. I am your real

uncle, yes."

"He told you? He said such words?" She knew her grandfather

Johann Nepomuk well enough to understand that he could never utter such

words. Not in such a way—^o directly.

"He," said Alois, "suggested this information to me. He did state that

he knew who my father was. And then he said, 'This man was not Jewish.'

He did not have to say more. It was £3*clear. There was only one way he

could know. So, that was that. The next time a boy called me a Jew, I

smashed him in the broke his nose for him. That was one boy who

was left with an ugly mug." Alois began to laugh at the recollection. Then

he laughed even more as if to signify that he was not heartsick. "And all

these years you thought the oppositT"

She nodded. She hardly knew whether she was relieved or

disappointed. She had always felt a sneaky excitement that she had a man

with such blood. Jews did forbidden things. Maybe Alois and she had even 
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done those forbidden things. And Jews were intelligent. So, she had heard.

Now, she was truly confused.

Alois, thinking of Johann Poelzl, could have boiled the old bird for

soup.
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-17-

The reader may recall some hundreds of pages back that when I first 

presented myself as the narrator of this novel, I did appear as an SS man.

And indeed, I was. For that period in the late Thirties, I had invested myself 

completely in a particular SS officer^ (w.

-Durins4hat-p0Fied-J/Itved and functioned ithin Dieter. At a price.

We do not engage in total investiture unless the stakes justify it. For the

cost is that one must sacrifice during such a period all the-wshesfbf Iivingm 

the consciousness of many lives at once, One's power, of necessity,

becomes diminishei -Gne-taThe virtual equal of a human. Indeed, we 

might even feel hnmanpn many a way if the core of our motivation did not 
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remain demonic (which requires constant attention to one's skills of 

concealment.)

So, as Dieter^5bg4ast-name-is-&£a^4mpa£tanceJiy nnw-^I made the 

inquiries in Graz that I described earlier and discovered that the

true father of Alois was indeed Johann Nepomuk.

I had to accomplish that, however, without being able to use all that I 

had learned in 1896, or before.

^§e=aWemploy it. We five in lime rather than wit^time^ete-this 

i^^msa=oftteiinsEE:Easel)^ithielihumans take in through the movement 

of a clock. Qfia-af^liedldaestmls-fevori-te-maKiras-dee}^

Ume;-and-Ghaes-eafi-be-&7de?ed7J That is to say our Time can be worked, 

can bq/malleable, can even b^-made-interchang soon explain—

provided that our powers of memory are sequestered.

If this were not so, the initiate wouldfbeset us. If I,

for example, living as Dieter, had been aware from the beginning of the 

earlier actual events in Strones and Spital, I would have been overstuffed 

with information. The letter that came in from the son of Alois- Junior to 
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Adolf Hitler would have presented no problem in and of itself. I would

have known that Hitler was not Jewish. But what an insuperable problem it

would have pra^ente^fsosoon as I tried to explain to Heinrich Himmler how

I {^discovered what I knew.

Some indeterminate Time ago, I believe the Maestro came to a

conclusion that he must quarantine the memories of his devils if he wished

to keep order in his quarter of the universe. Be it said, this deprivation is

not so wholly restrictive as it sounds. On my own, working as Dieter, I was,

in fact, able to discover what I had learned already.

Since devils like myself have instincts that reach far beyond even the

best of human intuitions, I would warrant that the memories we are not

permitted to recall are there nonetheless for us to tap into (to use the

American expression.) are there to serve as unconscious guides to

our instincts.

I have bothered to g^^a/rETTcondign matter because the question 

whether Jewish blood was present in Alois-Senior has now presented itself

in two wholly separate situations almost four decades apart.
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When that happens, we feel an impact, It is as if we are being

attacked by the ligaments of Time—as if we are in two places at once. The

shock to our system is analogous to an ugly sprain, and the pain is

sufficiently acute to distance ourselves from whichever element of Time is

not pressing immediately on our purpose.

I can assure the reader, therefore, that I paid my quick farewells to

Dieter, to Heinrich Himmler, and to the record books in the city of Graz, 

aad-wsnt-fea^went-basMp tHeTedroom of Alois and Klara in Hafeld.

Alois was in a fury. His rage at Johann Poelzl would soon subside

into what would be no less than a lifelong grudge—-his spirit*(Should lift on

>f such an inner storm that he could Senior was, indeed, in tl

not sleep in the-sasae bed with Klara, For the first time in all the years that

they had spent- side by side in the dark, he had to get up on this night, dress,

pace the floor, try to sleep on the couch, try to sleep on the floor, and

succeeded, of course, in keeping both of them awake.

Klara knew she had to pay directly. "Don't say a word," she told 

herself, "do not touch this subject ever again.
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While I cannot speak with the^jssured-eenss^fmedical authority of

those devils who were assigned by the MaesIP&ffomedical school and 

internship, I will say it is possible that the cancer which was to end Klara's 

life in 1908 could have taken a determining leap forward on this miserable 

night.

Too much had happened to her at once. She had lost asps»feundadea»

'BecaiKE'Of igrrenaiff^that her children with Alois were one-quarter

Jewish, she believed that the last three bom had actually been provided with

more opportunity to stay alive. If she had one notion about Jews, (and she

could not really say she had ever met one other than Alois) it was that no

matter what their faults might be, and she had heard the most awful stories

from friends, relatives, storekeepers, the truth was also obvious—these Jews

knew how to survive. To be so disliked, yet still be among the living!

Klara had always been impressed, therefore (in absolute privacy with

herself—whom could she talk to about this?) that she was with a half-

Jewish man and they did have three living children, saved in good part by 

their Jewish blood.
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She was not one to allow herself to be bothered by niceties of logic.

If Gustav, and Ida, and Otto had all died much too soon, she could attribute

k(to her side of the family. But Adolf had survived, and then Edmund and

Paula (over whose health she prayed every night.)

Now, her confidence was breached. If the three remaining children

continued to live, it would not be because of some historic preservative in

their veins. They would have no such advantage.

A large reason not to sleep. What was worse, she had to feel a keen

sense of her cowardice. How could she have accepted the idea that Alois-

Junior should be invited back? Lying there, listening to Alois-Senior

making all those moves back and forth, thumping the floor with his body as

he lay down, then slamming it again with his fists, she was certainly able to

feel her own rage. It was shocking to her. She could not believe what she

was telling herself. If it were possible and wholly without consequence^

yes, she, too, could kill Alois-Junior. Only, she knew she could not. She

would not ever. And the fury of repelling such a fury in herself lived in her

heart—-which is to say, in her breast—with such force and such detestation

that, yes, it is possible—this could have been the night when the breast 
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cancer which would yet burn with hell's pains in her chest, might have

begun. If it were crucial to know, I would have consulted one or another

passing demon of a doctor I knew, but, to repeat, we do not request any

disbursments on Time merely to satisfy a whim.

1 prefer to take us back to Alois.

The immensity of his rage on this night was that he had betrayed
r £»

himself. And in the worst manner. The joy/of rage (which are too

infrequently consideredYofferthe same nourishing sense of self-

righteousness that is available on regular occasions to the 

of church-goers. The core of such pleasure is never to be angry at oneself, 

Hypocritical

only at others. Yet, here, on this night, Alois could not escape himself—he

was (infuriated with his own deeds at himself eygn than at Poelzl or

Junior^Rd®od7^his-rage~wfts-eaastie-te-the-inao?4ijiHig6-0f4Hs^esh.
If Jenie^fiacfturned out badly, it was his fault, his fault alone. By

such a light, he wa^ffie'wwst of human beings, a father who was weak.

How despicable! He had spent his life obeying orders, and then enforcing

them in the Customs Service, he had revered Franz-Josef, a gallant, great, 

and good king whose first virtues were hard work and discipline. He had 
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put together his sense of his own nature as a private homage to Franz-Josef.

If he had ever had the good fortune to be on duty during some near-

miraculous occasion when the Emperor might visit, how he would hope that

the good king might recognize what a fine influence his majesty had had at

least on one Customs Officer.

But he had imparted none of that sense of respect to Alois-Junior.

Was it because he had felt too guilty about the boy's mother? Yes, he had

treated Fanni badly, so badly that he could not be stem with the offspring.

There had been a lack of discipline in himself which could only be

described as unforgiveable.

It took every hour of darkness for his rage to cool. It was not until the

first rays of morning—a dim light that came with shrouds of rain at dawn—

that he was able to speak from one part of his mind to the othe^and 

a few orders on what his future conduct with Adi must was not

going to make the same mistake/he had allowed with Junior.

He did not. ^frtified with direct instructions from the Maestro,

stayed much at Alois' side in days to come and was with Klara as well. I felt 

as if for the first time since Adi had been bom, I could lay some demonic
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equivalent of real hands on the shaping of this child not yet seven years old.
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Now, whenever he wished to bring Adi to his side, Alois would

whistle. It was a fine drill of a whistle, sharp enough to hurt the ear when

heard up close;, (Abr wsstthe intensity reduced if the boy was within arm's

reach. In the
,zl c=>gJ? ) 15

tavern, Alois fead-becefn^lond of saying, '^few'let goof the whip 9^5

■y®^KH«^a=bay^Ispeak from experience."

More than once, Alois said to Adi, "I wasted time and sacrifice on
lj£'SS' f

-=®y^t=se3. (You, Adolf, had better not waste my time."

I can say that Adi was half-paralyzed with fear. I had to wonder how

the final effects of this could serve our purposes. We certainly understand
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.----------- -—
the usai/of humiliation and self-abasement&vhen necessary, and fof-eortaia- 

diants i thaiwtools afa^ften applied. Theyprov(^^E?effective, for

example, with manic-depressives. If we are looking to drive a client into a

violent act, successive bombs of humiliation enable us to get the subject

oscillating faster and faster between the poles of tfesk depression and their

mania. Ther^Jhey-erup^-T&at-is-ene-eT^HH^des-^f-esipl^

I did not see, however, why we needed anything s<

early a time in Adi's life. It was obvious to me that the Maestro wished to

JmeFease-aadhhen-double-again^a-flos/oTabsetets wretchedness into the

boy's spirit. While it would not be a full wave of despond, nothing so all-

;teconsuming and obliterative as that, it would amount to ;te of pure

misery, a fear that times

to come might even be worse, yes, already Adi had been given a purview of

4& an ineradicable melancholia^y-et-to-amve.
Ipc^e*'

These are well-established foundations for/a suicide. So, I

could not know what purpose the Maestro had in mind. The boy was
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delicate enough ^fcbeoom^gn expensive (Time-consuming) disaster for4®e-
&s> t /V6'-e-

Yet, if I knew anything about the Maestro, it was that he, too, lived

Often we would take some extreme chances with ths-aGtioRS-and-werrthe 

-fLz. lives of our clients. So I knew that the Maestro was gambling hess^y now

No, this was a gamble of no mean dimension. Very occasionally,

for the waste, he detested it in all its forms.

On the other hand, he wasjjQjSxceptional gambler. I knew that well,

event might destroy Klara as well) ihiat would offer/me more

with ^Ssfcurious contradictions in his nature. He encouraged many a

sorrow to the Dummkopf, bst/He was lathered already in many a waste of

particular humans in whom He had placed sesae-hspe.

failed human activity, for that could be laid asQ excrement upon the

Dummkopf. But(fioflung of that sortfor himself. Whenevbr^had to pay

with the boy. Suicide can be of great value to us when we succeed in

picking off some favorite of the Lord's, hut rhatW^-nnt the situation here

when the Maestro was entertaining the most ambitious future plans for a

young client, he would look to encourage this species of close to absolute
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Wedose quite a few

had aoSeoiir pari tn genas^ZnrgcTfiinns of that same pride.

wretchedness in a proud spirit, and this could even become aftactic after we

Naturally,

prospects jn-ihismajmer. Occasionally, they were splendid prospects. So .

the skills to which we are puy*can be most challenging. For
, M. <S<

is/Sense of humiliation and abasement thaU^e-have put into a

proud client, and-nowtfum it inside-out. That is even more difficult than
f p Lgtat. j

trying tolarafa coward into a hero. Yet, when we succeed in accomplishing

such reversals, when the psychic abysses in a would-be suicide are

promontories of achievement and personal power, an

immense gamble has proved successful. The once-humiliated wretch has 

now acquired the power to humiliate others.
la's-

During the worst of these whistles which quweredriggMSach night in

the boy's sleep like the spikes in another Son's palms and ankles^jlet us not

forget the real possibility that Adi is the Maestro's sorJ^a revolt was

nonetheless in progress. Adi was not reduced to a wretch. Not altogether.

The boy, already more than halt-accommodated to the notion that he was

the one who had been beaten to insensibility by his father, certainly knew 
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enough not to confront Senior directly, but he brought off some nimble

work upon Klara's feelings.

"Mother," he told her, "my^/ather now looks at me as if I am the one

who is guilty."

She was hardly unaware of what was going on, particularly since the

whistle had become a needle in her own ears.

"You must never say that your father is wrong," she replied.

She would always offer the same speech every time he approached.

"Yes," she repeated, "you cannot say that your father is wrong."

"But what if he is?"

"He does not mean to be wrong. Perhaps he makes a mistake. That

could be."

"What if he is very wrong?"
if

"It will not remain that way.&’aj^’ She nodded. She did not know

if she believed what she said next, but she said it nonetheless. "He is a good

father, A good father always realizes sooner or later that he may have beer.

going in the wrong direction." She nodded again as if to oblige herself to 

believe herself. "There can be a moment." she said, "when the father 



08/16/2014 00:09 FAX 026

Book 5 email cc chs 16-19 double 3/18/05C

recognizes that he, too, can be wrong." She put her hand to the boy’s face as

if to cool the fever in his cheeks. "Yes," she said, "he hears his own words

and realizes that they are not correct. So, he changes."

"He does."

"Absolutely. The father changes." She spoke as if this had happened

in the past. "He changes," she repeated for the third time, "and now there is

order in what he says. Now, it all goes in the best direction.

u > 2r_u / "
alMzays^JoiigT-and-9heT^fl®NerKrw-whet-she-was-sayHigr ’

_____ JiNo," she~satd7-as-Hhdre~had4ieard4H<

change. QaftC-that4tsppeKxj74t-eaTratt^Tm4ho-Hght-d Do you

know why?"

"No." 

lecausecause him confusion. You would not because he is your father." She held
re /?<2^

Adi by the waist and looked into his eyes as if she could os^l^fKem and then

they would not bum any longer. His eyes were like her own. How much

alike, she thought, were the eyes of the boy and his mother.
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Klara had been the first in the family to recognize (and she was still

the only one) that Adi could be spoken to as if he were ten or twelve years 

old. "Yes," she now said, "it is best when there is no confusion made for the 

father. -Eesausg you have never accused him of anything, he-e-an ^c happy.

importance of these words. They had been imparted to her by Johanna. Her

ehrc-fucht as if' •were

She said this with such solemnity and such certainty that the boy felt 

it enter him as a source of strength. Yes, some day he would have a family 

^ScT, you must never accuse your father. That ’^jld-make^HmTHrHEha^

would cause him to feel weiblich. For him to feel weak is very bad. You

cannot expect him to admit that he has any weakness. He-caonot-say-that-t®.

pessessed>-4t-wa re-fucht. To honor and to fear. She explained the

an important and successful man. "That is what my mother taught me, and I

now tell it to you. The word of the father hriZlLbe the law of the family."

mother had used them in-felaUGn-tofJohaiinT’bclzl. He was.^h^StTbuTsal?

to Klara, a hard-working but very unlucky fanner—in the family

___knew—£nd yet-a

At this pointj&s she geve-him

ad always treated
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and all who were in it would honor him and they would fear him. At this

point, his need to urinate (which always afflicted him in these young years

whenever he held large and magnificent thoughts about himself) now spoke

to his gi^i&^S^ieF®-Ayas^-Hi'&?j’-&nt-d!ijipg^Hsmother,s peroration^vhaji he

almost had an accident, but did not—not if he was to be entitled in the

future to tha^ndowmenufof honor for himself and fear felt by others.

"Yes," she said to her son, "the word of the father has to be law.

Right or wrong, one must never argue with the father’s word. One must

obey him. For the good of the family. So, the father is nbrnjio right. Right

or wrong, the father right. He has to be. Otherwise, all is

confusion."

Now, she referred to Alois-Junior. "He did not have ehre-fucht," she

said. "You must promise me that that will never be said of you. Because,

now, you are the oldest brother. You are important. The boy who was your

brother is as good as dead."

Adi was wet. His entire body was wet. His perspiration might as 

well have been illumined by holy light. Just so complete was the

importance of this sentiment. I entered his thoughts long enough to tell him, 
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"Your mother is correct. You are now the oldest brother. The younger ones

Bssa now honor and respect you."

Yes, Adi understood, and I worked upon his mind, until it became a

mental certainty, the equal of a paved street in the mind, ready for full

mental traffic. On many a night I told him again that Alois-Junior was

forever separated from the family. Alive or dead, it no4®Rger matter^.

Alois-Senior was of no small aid to me here. By December, he wrote

a new will. It stipulated that in the event of the father's death, the son

named Alois was to receive no more of the estate than the minimum

proscribed by law. "The smaller the better," he addet^ Since the act of

drawing up a will re-engaged all of Senior's long-developed sense of proper

contractual and official procedure, he also^added-these words; 2!sad-this4s—■

stated in the full recognition of the seriousness of such an act by a father. In

my years as a Chief Customs Officer for the Crown, I warrant that I became
.'X-S (>«*><

most familiar with the finality jffrat must always be seriously attached to such

grave decisions."

Whereupon, having completed the re-writing of his will, he whistled 

for Adi and read portions aloud to him.
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who ran the local store and had once to purchase their honey.

looks. Is that not exactly why your husband bought it in the first place?1

'I will not say that has to be untrue," said Klara. (IhisJiias-asJafcgfc=--

to flirting with Herr Mayerhofer.)

'Yes," he said, "it is good you recognize this. 'ou willbe able

sell the farm. The ^onheetten

'Dear Frau Hitler," he had said, uyuu uiasbsel^ybur farm/fbr its good

Part of Indecision^had come from the fact that he
kuz.

me fren^Mayerhofer, the man

lis advice t

to sell your property to people who are less experienced at farming than
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yourselves, but—" he held up a finger—"more well-to-do, not so? You

■questions that come up.'

must just have the patience to wait jmtilftme of these well-off and

comfortable people Zome/ along. Whentfiedoes,/end him to me. I will be

your friend. I will know how to answer

I could see that Klara and Mayerhofer were both favored by the 

it did come to pass. The wealthy house-hunter arrived,

tSved the look of the house ahd the farmjcnew even less about the pitfalls

than Alois, ancrnhe sale took place. If the price presented no profit, neither

Cudgels. I

did Alois suffer the loss he feared. The finality of the transfer, however,

iaad the continuation of whaUvas hy now a wholly palpable silence from

Alois-Junior, convinced Alois-Senior that the end of his dream^^/ive his’

last days on a farm might just as well coincide with the termination of any

last hopes that his oldest son would yet bring him some^pride. No, it was

now up to Adi. He was not nearly so lithe nor so strong as Alois-Junior, not

nearly so good-looking, but as bright, perhaps, and he was so obedient.

Even the act of whistling for him had become a pleasure.

While4i®4iiawl4«®t-Ghaage-agftiH-ifrhiSTeflfrmeirts-G0fieeraing-th®—»
^^41/

laffl*y^iois-Senior did keep the equivalent of an old photograph in his hearto
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There still were nights when would sit out on the oak bench and muse

again on the Langstroth box he had built for himself asr^rfe would pat the

seat oTthe-wosd-beneh as if to recall the sound of the slap he used to give

thatfoox in the old daysdfostir up his bees.

This is all that remains to be said for Hafeld except that Angela was

pining just a little for Alois-Junior. She knew he would not come back, and 

had looked so handsome upon Uhlan. Since it wasTSafc, she began to

play at the most modest edge of a flirtatious dreamoab©Ht-hi«3. She never let

it go too far. Once in a while, he would dismount from the horse and kiss

her. S&;Jhe soon leamedjs^at the mind, once embarked on a fantasy,

can betray the explorer. Before long, Angela began to fitt-up-with-pique-a

so/fehe had £y nowjldewcioped/him into her model of a romantic figure. He

eas5®5^€a^o-so®Bre&-9he-w0wld think of all the girls that Alois

used to see. There was even one in t-ha-t&p class 

tzzlAS’ was always smiling at her now, as if she, the girl, knew something special^

and maybe Angela did as well.

By early spring of 1897fthe family moved back to the outskirts of

Linz, Angela had a room to herself and there, carefully hidden from
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everyone else, was-me photograph/mmtinerant photographer had taken of

young Alois while photographing all the members of the family together as-

weU-a«-a-sing|e picture of each of them standiwfusepayately

Angela had stolen this picture from her brother as punishment for all

the-time-he-weuld4easi{her for being afem^o mount Uhlan. Then, she had

sworn to him on an imaginary stack of bibles (which didn't exist for one

moment in her mind) that she had no idea what had happened to his favorite

picture of himself. (He was suffering as completely as if he had lost a large

gold watch.)

Angela could not have been more secretive about her new hiding

place if the photo had been an early pornographic print. I mention this

small breath of the camal that she bestowed on the fading brown portrait of

Alois only because three decades later, in 1927, her daughter, Geliyffyoung

and nicely buxom blond beauty, would be entertained publicly by Adolf

Hitler on many a night in Munich in one or another of the fine restaurants he

was beginning to attend. While the intimate facts are yet to be related, it

was not long before Adolf b^gando have an affair with his niece. By the

time it was-terminated four years later on the day of her death (by murder or
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quite established) he, Adolf Hitler, now a serious leader of a

Nazi party much to be reckoned with, had to go through some of the worst

weeks of his life. She had been the love of his life.

suiciderffever

That is far down the road. History for those who have lived in it in as
q. I/-.&1C r

many places as myself, is not always recalled as fassinatt»g./^Somefimes,

\ the historyT-pass through^earfseem no more than the length of the road. I

hj \ would-be aspirants.

\ no longer know whether I am ready to recommend the life of a devil to any



08/13/2014 03:31 FAX a 02

HM Book 5 email cc ch 18, double/tripfc, ch 19 triple 3/18/05 710

I can say that Adi was by-ssw half-paralyzed with fear. I had to

wonder how the final effects of this serve our purposes. We certainly

wrirow-to-emploj/humiliati on and self-abasement when it-ia-necessary/

'Certain clients, these tools are often applied. They prove most effective 

ith manic-depressives. If we are looking to drive a client into a violent act

OFSome-other-fbnn-of^wei w^fiumiliation enable^us to get feesa

oscillating faster and faster^iefeep-end-fieroei, between the poles of their

depression and their mania. Then they erupt. That is one of our modes of

employment for humiliation.

I did not see^hertayjfre needed anything so draconian at so early a time

in Adi's life. It was obvious to me that the Maestro wished to increase and

then double again a flow of absolute wretchedness into the boy's spirit„«@4^>
L'f- ejJ^j&Liy

/Wave 61'despond~sa-tQ^f nothing so all-consuming and obliterative as
( f-f- CZ. y

that, buM^yeiay4ienethsles6,(of pure misery, an essence, I would say, of

heavily-laden anguish, a fear that times to come might even be worse, yes, 

an ineradicable melancholia yet to arrive.already Adi had

These are well-established foundations for a future suicide. So, I

could not know what purpose the Maestro had in mind. The boy was
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delicate enough to become an expensive (Time-consuming) disaster for too

little.

waste,

I
Yet, if I knew anything about the Maestro, it was that he, too, had-otw-

activity|as an"ei?Crement toieSSd upon the Dummkopf. But net-upen-

icurious contradictions in his nature. He sew-ewry (failed human

enever he had to pay fordha

On the other hand, he was fdso an exceptional gambler. I knew that

well. Often we would take a/a^tissnii^aEah^with the actions as^' 

succeed in picking off some favorite of the Lord's, but that was not the 

semeajnres even the lives of our clients. So I knew that the Maestro was

gamblingfiow with the boy. Suicide can be of great value to us when we 

situation here. Such an event might destroy Klara as well. That would offer 

lurnans in whom He had placed some hope.<< waste o:

No, this was ^Efferent. Thin_w2 a gamble of no mean dimension/

one more sorrow to the Dummkopf, but He was lathered already in £n-sh (

Very occasionally, when the Maestro was entertaining the most ambitious

future plans for a young client, he would look to encourage this species of 
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tsz. tactic

the skills to which we arc tfapn put^splendid prospects in this m

can be wheUy-demandisg-to-tts. For we are then obliged to take this sense

ta-hiimilinffi-other/a- Yet, when we succeed in accomplishing such reversals, 

when the psychic abysses in a would-be suicide are converted into 

close to absolute wretchedness in a proud spirit, and this could evenS®-&-

wfea/'we had done our part to generate large funds of thakpnde.

Naturally, it is an immensely dangereu^activity. We lose quite a few

of humiliation and abasement a&dtum it inside-ouOJTis even more difficult 

tumicg a coward into a hero. Thediiuaili^ted-mttst-acqpire'tfrc^pmver’ th

promontories of achievement and personal power, an immense gamble has 

proved successful.

During the worst of these whistles^hieb=^£^0mparable4n4h&-pam- 

they-Htspfred=as-they quivered again each night in the boy's sleep like the 

spikes in another Son's palms and ankles—let us not forget the real 

possibility that Adi is the Maestro's son—a revolt was nonetheless in 

progress. Adi was not reduced to a wretchGltogether. The boy, already 

more than half-accommodated to the notion that he was the one who had 

been beaten to insensibility by his father, certainly knew enough not to 
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confront Senior directly, but he eestexrry brought off some nimble work

"Mother," he told her, "my Father t±ss=asgiy-ats5y-&ldeF-br0theF-thai

fez looks at me as if I am the sssze one who is guilty."
9 r

She was hardly unaware of what was going on, particularly w^^the 

whistle (becane a needle in her own ears.

"You must never say that your father is wrong," she always-saidT-

She would always offer the same speech every time he approached.

"Yes," she repeated, "you must-net say that your father can-fee wrong."

"But what if he is?"

'He does not mean to be wrong/btft^erhaps he makes a mistake.

That could be."

"What if he is very wrong?"
4^

will not remain that way always." She nodded. She did not

know if she believed what she said next, but she said iy "He is a good 

father. A good father always realizes sooner or later whaHre-rs-aslfrng^bff—

gues^nayb^rTthewrong direction." She nodded again as if to

lerself a-fettlo-be^teT^feiFi^is^-beauttfriymoment," she said, "when the


