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In those months, Klara visited her more often than Alois, and the

wound they had left in each other all-but-healed. On the first visit, Klara

had fallen on her knees before the bed where Fanni rested, and said, “You

were right. I do not know if I would have been true to my vow.” In turn,

Fanni wept. “You would have been true,” she said. “Now I tell you to give

up your vow. He is through with me.”

“No,” said Klara, “my promise must remain! It has to be stronger 

than ever.” She had a moment when she thought she might at last have a 
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true understanding of sacrifice. This left her feeling exalted. She had been

taught to search for just such a pure state of the soul. Those teachings had

come from her father, that is to say, her father-in-name, old Johann Poelzl,

who was sour on all matters but Devotion. “Devotion to our Lord Jesus

Christ is all of my life in each and every day,” he would tell her—he was

indeed more pious than any woman in Spital. At many a meal, after saying

grace, he would tell Klara (especially once she passed the age of twelve)

that to give up what one truly desired was the nearest you could come to

knowing the glory of Christ. But to attain to such moments, one must be

ready to sacrifice one’s dreams. After all, had God not sacrificed His Son?

Klara was soon trying to relinquish her desire for Uncle Alois. That

fever had not gone away during the four years she worked for Anna Glassl,

or the next four years serving the old lady in Vienna who alternated between

doting on Klara or counting the silverware. She had the real heat of

suspicion—it irritated her when the silver count was correct (as it always

was) because paranoia which cannot be confirmed is more difficult to bear

than outright theft. The old lady was secretly proud of the perfection with 
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which this young servant kept house for her—it spoke of respect for her

mistress—yet the honesty made her irritable.

Years earlier, in payment for her one cardinal sin with Alois, Johanna

had turned into a very good housekeeper, and Klara had responded to their

house duties more than any of Johanna’s remaining children. It was as if the

mother and daughter believed that what was left of the family—given the

ghosts of all those dead children—depended on offering ceaseless attention

to the daily skirmish against mud, dust, ashes, slops, and all crusted plates,

cups, pots, and cutlery.

By now, Klara was never lax. Each household task required respect

for the labor even when one knew how to do it well. Sacrifice, however,

was different from such work. Sacrifice was an ache she felt next to her

heart. If she wanted Alois, if she dreamed of Alois, she was still obliged to

find a way (once Fanni's two children had been put to sleep) to keep him at

arm's length. There was not a night in the inn, the best inn of Braunau, the

Pommer Inn (to which they had moved) when Alois was not staring at her

open-faced and slightly drunk from the three steins of beer he took into

himself each evening after work with one or another of the Customs
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Officers before returning to the Potnmer for the meal Klara had cooked in

the kitchen of the hotel and brought up to their lodgings. He would eat that

meal with full gusto saying not a word, just nods to demonstrate his

enjoyment. Then he would stare at her in the privacy of their sitting room,

his eyes open as if to share his thoughts. The recesses of her body felt

fingered by his imagination. Her thighs burned, her cheeks burned, her

breath wanted to inhale his breath. If one of the children cried out in sleep,

she would jump up. The sound was equal to a cry from Fanni come to her

all the way from Laughter-in-the-Woods. Afterward, however, a cramp of

disappointment would be sure to follow.

Alois was often on the point of describing to his drinking associates

how he loved her eyes. They were so deep, so clear, so full of the

desperation to have him.

Why not? Alois kept to his view that he was one exceptional fellow.

Whom did he know besides himself who was as ready to claim his

indifference to religious fear? That was its own kind of bravery. He often

made a point of declaring that he never went to church. Nor would he

confess to a priest. How could a run-of-the-mill priest be equal to him? He 
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had his allegiance to the Crown and he needed no more than that. Would

God be about to punish those who served the State so well? Hardly!

Just the week before, a cousin had inquired whether his son, now of

age, would be happy working on the Finance-Watch. Alois had written

back, “Don’t let your boy think it is a kind of game because he will be

quickly disillusioned. He has to show absolute obedience to his superiors at

all levels. Second, there is a good deal to learn in this occupation, all the

more so if he has had little previous education. Heavy drinkers, men who

get into debt, and gamblers and those who lead immoral lives cannot last.

Finally, one has to go out in all weather, day or night.”

Naturally, he felt equal to the sentiments in the letter, nor did he have

to think about "those who lead immoral lives." Immorality, Alois knew,

was not to be confused with the details of your private life. Immorality

might be taking a bribe from a smuggler, but private life was too

complicated for judgment. He did not know to a certainty that Klara was his

daughter—after all, he did not have to trust Johanna Hiedler Poelzl’s word.

What, after all, was the point of being a woman if you could not lie with

skill? Sie ist hier! True, or not true?
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All the same, she might be his daughter.

Alois knew why he didn't have to go to church, or to confession, he

knew why he was brave. He was ready to take the same forbidden road that

drunken peasants and adolescents blundered into while sharing a bed. But

he, unlike them, would not look back in fear and penitence. He would just

doit. Yes, he would fuck his daughter. Yes.

Which he finally did at the end of a short evening that had been much

like all the other dinners when he had looked at her with no deceit in his

expression and no activity but to stand up now and again with his pants in

full profile thrust forward, his proud bulge always ready to speak for itself.

Then, he would poke the fire and sit down and look at her again. On this

one night, however, he did not say goodnight as she put her hand on the

door to the children’s room where she slept, but instead, he strode forward,

caught that hand, kissed her on the mouth, and brought her to his bedroom

and his bed, even as she begged him in a low uncertain voice to do no more,

"please, no more," whereupon he proceeded to lay a track with his hand, so

veteran at insinuating his fingers through the defenses of inner garments, all

the way to the nest of hair she had so long concealed. And there it was, 
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much like feathers—downy—much as he had expected. Half her body was

on fire, but half was locked in ice, the bottom half. If not for the Hound, he

might have stalled at the approach to such a frozen entry, but then her

mouth was part of the fire and she kissed him as if her heart was also in her

lips, so rich, so fresh, so wanton a mouth (and all despite herself) that he

exploded, exploded even as he entered her, ripped her hymen altogether,

and was in, deep, and in, and it was over even as she began to sob with woe

and fright and worse—in shame for the one throb of exaltation that shivered

through her at a bound and was gone. She knew that this had been the

opposite of sacrifice. Nor could she stop kissing him. She went on and on

like a child raining kisses on the face of the great adult beloved, and then

there were other kisses, softer, deeper. He was the first man she had ever

kissed as a man rather than as a relative of the family, yes, the wrong kind of

exaltation. She could not stop weeping. Nor could she stop smiling.
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So, Klara was now his lover, his cleaning woman, and the nursemaid

to Alois-Junior, and to Angela. On many a night she was also his cook—

unless (having hired one of the hotel maids to sit with the children for an

hour) they went downstairs to the dining room of the Pommer Inn, there in

full display as uncle and niece, the middle-aged customs officer in uniform

and his demure young mistress. No one in Braunau was fooled, no matter

how often she might call him Uncle. It was enough to stir a boil of outrage

in the onlookers that he could sit there as if he were Franz-Josef himself,

ready to claim, “In company with the Emperor, I, too, have a lovely

mistress.” On any night that he took her downstairs to dine, it never 



Adolf Hitler's Phantom Book 3 December 2005 12/9/05 95

failed—he would make love as soon as they came back, his voice so hoarse

he could hardly speak. “I am your bad uncle,” he would say in the thick of

the embrace, "your very bad uncle."

“Yes, yes, my bad uncle,” and she would cling to him, hardly able to

distinguish pain from what was seeking to become pleasure—a most unholy

pleasure—“Oh,” she would cry out, “we will be punished.”

"Who the hell cares?" he would growl, and that brought her closer to

the unholy pleasure.

Invariably, she would weep when it was over. It was all she could

command not to scream at him. Inside her was all the over-squeezed

congestion of all that had not quite come to pass. Besides, she was so

guilty.

Now, it was Klara’s turn not to go to Mass. She was working for the

Devil (so she knew!) She felt as if her finest impulses were now bringing

her nearer to the Evil One, yes, even the loving care she gave to Alois-

Junior, and to Angela. The more she adored them, the worse it must be.

Her tainted presence could pollute their spirit. By her presence itself! And 
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when she thought of her dead brothers and sisters, she had to fear what she

might now be doing to them—wherever they were!

Then, there was Fanni. Klara had not told her and knew she must.

Because if Fanni did not know now, she would certainly find out so soon as

her life ended and she had travelled to the other side. Fanni would be left

with the intolerable thought that Klara never cared enough to tell her.

Yet, in the last week of Fanni’s illness when Klara did confess, the

answer was brief: “This is my punishment for sending you away four years

ago. That is fair.”

“I will take care of the boy and girl as if they were mine.”

“You will take better care than I would,” said Fanni, and turned her

face away. “It is all right,” she said, “but you must not come to see me any

more.”

Then Klara knew once again that she lived in the grip of the Evil One.

Because if at first she was hurt, she soon felt furious that Fanni could send

her away this time as well, and the anger was still present on the day that

Fanni was interred, a very long day, since Alois did not bury Fanni in

Braunau. He had chosen Ranshofen (“On-the-Brink-of-Hope”) where they 
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had been married. This was not from sentiment but annoyance. The word

in Braunau was that he had bought Fanni’s coffin months before she died.

The townspeople were saying no less than that he had found a true bargain

in advance (a mahogany job confiscated from a smuggler at the Customs

gate.) In truth, he had only bought the damned crate ten days before her

death. He had not sat on it for months but for days. So, he could not

forgive the gossip. Moreover, the tragedy of death was overrated. So many

times, it was like saying goodbye to a friend who has outworn every

welcome. In truth, he did not plan to visit the cemetery too often. His eyes

were on Klara for tonight. By evening, after the funeral, he could not stop

lookingather. Those blue eyes! So much like the diamond in the museum!

In bed on that hot August night, Klara's life received another life. She

felt it travel directly to her heart, or so she felt. For her soul seemed to

reside right there beneath her heart, and she came close to falling into

darkness from the pleasure. But the pleasure went on and on. Now, it did

not stop. She belonged to the Devil. Completely! He had dug into her

loins with the most evil enjoyment she had ever known. Her guilt in the

morning was as heavy as a water-logged tree. She had a dreadful moment 
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for realizing that her delight had come because Fanni was gone. Yes. All

the love she had felt for the long-sick friend had vanished into this unholy

glee, this long-withheld and so nasty joy that she could at last release

because the woman who banished her for four years was dead. Now, she

could be the wife.

She became pregnant. No surprise.

She never indicated that she wanted him to marry her, but he knew.

“A man can be a fool,” Alois liked to say, “yet even a fool must be able to

learn from experience. Only by this, should he be judged.” So Alois knew

that he must be responsive to this new duty.

Besides, he wanted to get married. The displeasure of the good

people of Braunau had begun to itch. Literally. An intolerable itch now

bothered him (even on duty!) and sometimes would last for as long as an

hour. It had to be the thoughts of the townspeople. For the first time, he

considered the possibility that all these anonymous letters they were writing

to the Finance-Watch were not going to be thrown away by desk officials,

no! Inquiries could well ensue. Such matters moved slowly, but now that

Klara was pregnant, it could prove an offensive sight if, in four or five 
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months, she could not step into the street due to the size of her unmarried

belly. That would put no honey into the letters sent to the Finance-Watch.

He could also say to himself that for the first time he did have some

liking for the woman he would marry. Anna Glassl had satisfied his sense

of rank—no question there!—but he did not enjoy the pale smell of her

perfume. That could remind him in advance of the coffin waiting for her.

And Fanni, to say the least of the worst, was like a wild woman in her shifts

of mood. Klara, however, was calm and knew where she came from. He

had to like how she took care of his children, and if she gave him a big

family, well, nothing too terrible about that. It would shut the mouths of the

townspeople.

In any event, what with children dying all the time, a large family was

a most necessary insurance against tragedy. Lose a few, and you still had

others.

On the other hand, technically, they were cousins. When Alois made 

his first inquiries at the Braunau parish house, he discovered that he would

have to file an application.
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Now, Alois had to worry about the lie that had been certified near to

nine years ago on the day when he had travelled to Strones with Johann

Nepomuk and the three witnesses. Could that day stand in the way of a

quick marriage? On official paper he was Johann Georg Hiedler’s son, and

therefore, Klara’s cousin, one-step-removed. By Church ordinance, that

might be too close. If he would now claim that Johann Georg was in no

way his father, he would have to go back to being Alois Schicklgruber. Not

to be contemplated! So, he and Klara would have to take the long step of

asking for an ecclesiastical decision.

In Braunau, the incumbent of the parish church, Father Koestler,

proceeded to study the problem. After a month, came a discouraging

response: The power to grant dispensations in cases such as Herr Hitler’s

did not reside in him. Klara and Alois would have to apply to the Bishop of

Linz. Father Koestler would help him to write the letter.
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Most Reverend Episcopate:
Those who with most humble devotion have appended

their signatures below have decided upon marriage. But according
to the enclosed family tree they are prevented by the canonical
impediment of collateral affinity. They therefore make the humble
request that the Most Reverend Episcopate will graciously secure
for them a dispensation on the following grounds:

The bridegroom has been a widower since August 10th of
this year, and he is the father of two minors, a boy of two and a
half years (Alois) and a girl of one year and two months (Angela),
and they both need the services of a nurse, all the more because he
is a customs official away from home all day and often at night, and
therefore in no position to supervise the education and upbringing
of his children. The bride has been caring for these children ever
since their mother’s death, and they are very fond of her. Thus it
may be justifiably assumed that they will be well brought up and
the marriage will be a happy one. Moreover, the bride is without
means, and it is unlikely that she will ever have another opportunity
to make a good marriage.

For these reasons, the undersigned repeat their humble
petition for a gracious procurement of dispensation from the
impediment of affinity.

Braunau am Inn, 27 October, 1884
Alois Hitler, Bridegroom
Klara Poelzl, Bride
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Alois had become friends with Father Koestler’s housekeeper, a

plump middle-aged woman with a light in her eye.

Given the matching light in his eye, he showed her the letter and said,

“There is no mention of a very important reason for our marriage. The bride

is pregnant.”

“Oh, we know that,” she said, “but it is not a good idea to leave a

stone in the envelope.”

After a digestive pause, Alois said, “That is fine advice. It is well-

seated,” and he put his hand on her behind as if to test the center of her

wisdom. She gave him a crack across the face.

“How could you do that?” he asked.

“Herr Hitler, don’t you get slapped a lot?”

“Yes, but I also receive some surprises. From good women who are 

not as high and mighty as you.”



Adolf Hitler's Phantom Book 3 December 2005 12/9/05 103

She laughed. She could not help herself. The cheeks of her face must

be as red as the place where he had left his compliment. “Good luck with

the Bishop of Linz,” she said, “he is a timid fellow.”

Word did not come back from Linz until a full month had passed.

The Bishop of Linz would not grant the dispensation.

If Alois had had little liking for the Church, he could now despise it.

“Churchmen wear black cassocks,” he said to himself, “to cover their lily-

white asses.”

To Father Koestler, he asked respectfully, “What, then, Father, is the

next step?”

“The letter containing your plea must now be translated into Latin by

the diocesan scholars in Linz. That would allow us to send it to Rome. I

think the papal court will be more receptive. They usually are.”

Yes, thought Alois, they will be far enough away not to worry about

an Austrian man and woman. To the priest he said, “I thank you for your

wisdom. I learn much from you, Father. I think in Rome they will see that

the act of providing a decent mother for my two children will constitute

good Catholic virtue. That is a virtue I seek to acquire.”
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His hints were not small. He was one sinner who might be ready to

return to the mother fold.

Father Koestler was sufficiently pleased to offer good economic

advice. Since the translation into Latin could prove expensive, it might be

wise to sign a Testimonium Pauperatis.

“That is, a declaration of poverty?” Alois had certainly picked up

enough Latin to translate that for himself.

“It will remove the obligation, Herr Hitler, to pay for the translation.”

Herr Hitler restrained himself from remarking that as an officer of the

Crown, he considered himself well-to-do, thank you. Instead, he accepted

the advice. He was not so removed from the wisdom of the earth as to wish

to pay a tithe that he could avoid.

Three weeks later, close on Christmas, 1884, Rome granted the

dispensation. But Alois and Klara still had to wait. No marriages could be

solemnized until two weeks after the anniversary of the Holy Birth. This

further delay proved unhappy for Klara; her belly would be up to four

visible months by then.

“It's a big fellow we have here,” said Alois.
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“I hope that is so,” she said. What could come out of a mother who

had been so far away from Devotion on such a crucial night? Or, if the

child did live, might it be marked? The thought would haunt her wedding.

Like many of the nuptials of Customs officials, the day was divided

into two parts. As Klara would say later: “We were standing by the altar

before six in the morning, but by seven Uncle Alois was out there on duty at

his post. It was still dark when I came back to our rooms.”

That night they had a reception at the Pommer Inn and Johann

Nepomuk, now a widower, came all the way from Spital to Braunau in

company with Klara’s sister, Johanna, named after her mother, Johanna

Poelzl. "Little Johanna" was a hunchback. This occasioned some comer-

of-the-mouth humor between two of the Customs officials. “Yes,” said one,

“the question is whether Alois will think it is good luck to rub her hump.”

“Don’t talk so loud,” said the other. “I hear this hunchback has a

terrible temper.”

There was music. An accordion was played, and Alois and Klara did 

their best to dance, but Alois was stiff-legged. To stand in one place for

hours on a cold day did not make you an artist on the dance floor.
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Others followed. Customs officials and their wives. One of them had

a son old enough to dance a vigorous polka with the recently-hired maid for

the newlyweds, a girl with crimson cheeks and merry eyes named Rosalie,

and this Rosalie had also prepared a roast leg of veal and a roast suckling

pig to place in the center of the wedding feast.

She had also thrown too many logs on the fire. The rest of the

dancers soon gave up. They had to. The room had become much too hot.

Half in annoyance but half in exuberance, Alois kept teasing Rosalie, “Oh,

you are the one who is in a hurry to bum up a man’s goods, are you not?”

and Rosalie would cover her cheeks with her hands and giggle.

Rosalie’s eyes would open wide when she was teased. It was no

small matter that her breasts were undeniably full, and were heaving in the

aftermath of the polka. It did not need even that much to convince Klara.

Alois was ready for his next diversion. She would remember this night for

all the years to come, those years of sorrow when the child Gustav she was

carrying on this night and the two who were to follow, Ida and Otto, were

all to die in the same year, Gustav at two, Ida at one, and Otto only a few 

weeks old.
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Johann Nepomuk also noticed the warmth of the room and the look in

Rosalie’s eye. “Get rid of that maid,” he whispered to Klara, but she did no

more than shrug. “The next one could be worse,” she whispered back.

Nepomuk had a terrible nightmare after the wedding party. His heart

felt ready to burst. He could have died that night in his bed but instead he

lived for three more years. There is no organ more resistant to rupture than

the heart of a tough old peasant. Nonetheless, he never felt the same, a

cruel punishment for an old widower who was trying to hold on to what was

left for him. Death, when it arrived at the age of eighty-one, came by the

same epidemic that took away the children.
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Diphtheria had come into their family like the Black Death.

Mucus welled up from the throat of the two-year-old and the one-

year-old, an endless up-pouring of green phlegm, thicker, heavier, than the

mud of Strones. Noises rasped forth from the boy and girl, sounds uttered

with the tortured authority of an old man and an old woman working their

lungs like galley-slaves to clear a straw’s width of passage. Gustav died

first, Gustav, always sickly, a two-and-a-half-year-old who looked like the

ghost of Klara’s lost brothers and lost sisters, then Ida went, Ida, fifteen

months old, certainly the blue-eyed image of Klara, going three weeks after

Gustav. Both deaths came back upon the mother in the blow that soon 
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followed. That was Otto’s death—Otto, just three weeks old!—lost to a

galloping colic that gutted him. The stench of a baby bom to die in its first

weeks of life settled into Klara's memory.

She had no doubt whose fault it was. Alois had been close to the

Evil One—that, for certain!—before she had even been bom. But such a

matter she could understand. A boy in Vienna all alone and he always

wanted so much. Of course! But for herself, there was no excuse! She had

desired a family where children did not die but grew to their full age, and

yet she had been unfaithful to the Lord God Almighty on the night Gustav

was conceived, yes, and that secret pleasure she still looked to find on

nights when Alois chose to make love as a change in his diet from the

present affair with the new cook, Rosalie, at the Pommer Inn.

She hated him for such acts. But then, she also learned that this kind

of hatred was treacherous. It seemed to increase her desire. Whereas on

those nights when she felt a moment of love for Alois, all such good life

turned to ice below. Alois would grumble when the act was done even as

she was kissing him in a fever to set things right.

“Your mouth gives promises you do not keep,” he would tell her.
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It did not feel as if she were married. Arma Glassl and Fanni were

always in her mind. If she had begun as a maid, and then became a nurse to

Fanni’s children, and then a stepmother, now her own children were dead.

Alois-Junior, and Angela had been sent to Spital when diphtheria assaulted

the younger children, and escaped infection. They were back with her now,

even if the Hitler family rooms at the Pommer Inn were still reeking of the

fumigation that followed each death. The odor lived on in her clothes

through the three separate days of the three services at the cemetery. She

knew how small a coffin could be—-she had learned as much from the losses

in the Poelzl family—but the miniature coffins of her own children proved

equal to three slashes upon her heart. It aroused the love she had not dared

to feel when her children were alive. She had been too terrified of the evil

she could bring to these newborn souls, so unprotected. It was only after

the death of Gustav that she realized she had loved him.

Alois, in his turn, had decided not to forgive God. To his friends at

the tavern near the Customs House, and to the men he would drink with

after duty, especially the newcomers, young Customs officials, he would

speak with the authority of his three decades in the Finance-Watch. “It is 
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the Emperor who has the power to guide us,” he remarked one hot summer

night. “Real power is there. God does nothing but kill us off.”

“Alois,” said his oldest friend, “you speak as if you are not afraid of

going upstairs.”

“Upstairs or downstairs, the only importance for me is Franz Josef.

He should mean more to us than God, yes!”

“And the Devil?”

“Forget the Devil. Who builds the ships? Who makes the railroads?

Not God, not the Devil. Men make these things!”

“You go too far,” said his oldest friend.

By the time he reached home, Alois was usually in no good mood.

The beer wore off in a sour cloud. He would scold Alois-Junior, he would

upbraid Angela, he would not say a word to Klara. Now, no more often

than once a week (and he was furious at how much these three deaths had

taken from his vitality) he would look at Klara again as he had on their first

night, and he would try to conceive of how to introduce her to specialites de

maison. He did not speak French but he knew all he needed to know about

those three words. One of the Customs Officers would brag that he had 
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been to Paris in his youth. There, in a brothel, he claimed, he had learned

more over two nights than in all the rest of his life.

Alois refused to be impressed. Some of the details were not foreign

to him. Fanni, for one, liked to put her mouth everywhere, and Anna Glassl

was no lady when you got down to it. And now and again with one of the

maids or cooks, he would receive a nice wet surprise.

Of course, these days he was with a frightened bird whose torso could

scorch him even if her thighs were as cold as a snow bank. She made love,

yes, when he could actually get all the way into her—not often—she was as

strong as the Hound, yes, so much like bitches he had seen snarling and

snapping at a male dog’s genitals. Klara did not snarl or snap, she just

jumped up on her altar, alone, always alone, she was so private that he

wanted to put his mouth where she was most private, and then he could slip

the Hound into her mouth. He would show her where the real Devotion was

located. Specialites de maison!

Yet, on this hot summer night when he tried to open her closed legs,

pushing harder than ever with the force of his arms, there came a moment

when his breath overtook him. A startling pang! For one instant, he felt as 
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if he had been felled by thunder. Was that his heart? Was he the next to

die?

“Are you all right?” she cried out as he lay beside her, his breath

going in and out with a rasp that sounded as terrible as the last winds of

their lost children.

“All right. Yes. No,” he said. Then, she was on him. She did not

know if this would resuscitate him or end him, but the same spite, sharp as

a needle, that had come to her after Fanni’s death was in her again. Fanni

had told her once what to do. So Klara turned head to foot, and put her

most unmentionable part down on his hard-breathing nose and mouth, and

took his old battering ram into her lips. Uncle was now as soft as a coil of

excrement. Even as she said this to herself, she sucked on him with an

avidity that could come only from the Evil One—that she knew. It was

from there that the impulse had come. So, now they both had their heads at

the wrong end, and the Evil One was also there. He had never been so close

before.

The Hound began to come to life. Right in her mouth. It surprised

her. Alois had been so limp. But now, he was a man again! She felt such 
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power. His mouth lathered with her sap, he turned around and embraced her

face with all the passion of his own lips and face, ready at last to grind it

into her with the Hound, drive it into her piety, yes, damn all piety, thought

Alois—damned churchmouse wife, damned church!—he was back from the

dead—some kind of miracle, he was all there, his pride equal to a sword.

This was better than a storm at sea! And then it went beyond such a

moment, for she—the most angelic woman in Braunau—knew she was

giving herself over to the Devil, yes, she knew he was there, there with

Alois and herself, all three loose in the geyser that came out of him, and

then out of her, now together, and I was there with them, I was the third

presence, and was carried into the caterwauling of all three of us going over

the falls together, Alois and myself filling the womb of Klara Poelzl Hitler,

and indeed, I knew the moment when creation occurred. Even as the Angel

Gabriel served Jehovah on a momentous night in Nazareth, so, too was I

there with the Evil One at this conception on this July night nine months

and ten days before Adolf Hitler would be born on April 20, 1889. Yes, I

was there, an officer of rank in the finest intelligence service that has ever 

existed. 
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true understanding of sacrifice. This left her feeling exalted. She had been

taught to search for just such a pure state of the soul. Those teachings had

come from her father, that is to say, her father-in-name, old Johann Poelzl,

who was sour on all matters but Devotion. “Devotion to our Lord Jesus

Christ is all of my life in each and every day,” he would tell her—he was

indeed more pious than any woman in SpitaL At many a meal, after saying

grace, he would tell Klara (especially once she passed the age of twelve)

that to give up what one truly desired was the nearest you could come to

knowing the glory of Christ. But to attain to such moments, one must be

ready to sacrifice one’s dreams. After all, had God not sacrificed His Son?

Klara was soon trying to relinquish her desire for Uncle Alois. That

fever had not gone away during the four years she worked for Anna Glassl,

or the next four years serving the old lady in Vienna who alternated between

doting on Klara or counting the silverware. She had the real heat of

suspicion—it irritated her when the silver count was correct (as it always

was) because paranoia which cannot be confirmed is more difficult to bear

than outright theft. The old lady was secretly proud of the perfection with 
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which this young servant kept house for her—it spoke of respect for her

mistress—yet the honesty made her irritable.

Years earlier, in payment for her one cardinal sin with Alois, Johanna

had turned into a very good housekeeper, and Klara had responded to their

house duties more than any of Johanna’s remaining children. It was as if the

mother and daughter believed that what was left of the family—given the

ghosts of all those dead children—depended on offering ceaseless attention

to the daily skirmish against mud, dust, ashes, slops, and all crusted plates,

cups, pots, and cutlery.

By now, Klara was never lax. Each household task required respect

for the labor even when one knew how to do it well. Sacrifice, however,

was different from such work. Sacrifice was an ache she felt next to her

heart. If she wanted Alois, if she dreamed of Alois, she was still obliged to

find a way (once Fanni's two children had been put to sleep) to keep him at

arm's length. There was not a night in the inn, the best inn of Braunau, the

Pommer Inn (to which they had moved) when Alois was not staring at her

open-faced and slightly drunk from the three steins of beer he took into

himself each evening after work with one or another of the Customs
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Officers before returning to the Pommer for the meal Klara had cooked in

the kitchen of the hotel and brought up to their lodgings. He would eat that

meal with full gusto saying not a word, just nods to demonstrate his

enjoyment. Then he would stare at her in the privacy of their sitting room,

his eyes open as if to share his thoughts. The recesses of her body felt

fingered by his imagination. Her thighs burned, her cheeks burned, her

breath wanted to inhale his breath. If one of the children cried out in sleep,

she would jump up. The sound was equal to a cry from Fanni come to her

all the way from Laughter-in-the-Woods. Afterward, however, a cramp of

disappointment would be sure to follow.

Alois was often on the point of describing to his drinking associates

how he loved her eyes. They were so deep, so clear, so full of the

desperation to have him.

Why not? Alois kept to his view that he was one exceptional fellow.

Whom did he know besides himself who was as ready to claim his

indifference to religious fear? That was its own kind of bravery. He often

made a point of declaring that he never went to church. Nor would he

confess to a priest. How could a run-of-the-mill priest be equal to him? He 
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had his allegiance to the Crown and he needed no more than that. Would

God be about to punish those who served the State so well? Hardly!

Just the week before, a cousin had inquired whether his son, now of

age, would be happy working on the Finance-Watch. Alois had written

back, “Don’t let your boy think it is a kind of game because he will be

quickly disillusioned. He has to show absolute obedience to his superiors at

all levels. Second, there is a good deal to learn in this occupation, all the

more so if he has had little previous education. Heavy drinkers, men who

get into debt, and gamblers and those who lead immoral lives cannot last.

Finally, one has to go out in all weather, day or night.”

Naturally, he felt equal to the sentiments in the letter, nor did he have

to think about "those who lead immoral lives." Immorality, Alois knew,

was not to be confused with the details of your private life. Immorality

might be taking a bribe from a smuggler, but private life was too

complicated for judgment. He did not know to a certainty that Klara was his

daughter—after all, he did not have to trust Johanna Hiedler Poelzl’s word.

What, after all, was the point of being a woman if you could not lie with

skill? Sie ist hier! True, or not true?
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All the same, she might be his daughter.

Alois knew why he didn't have to go to church, or to confession, he

knew why he was brave. He was ready to take the same forbidden road that

drunken peasants and adolescents blundered into while sharing a bed. But

he, unlike them, would not look back in fear and penitence. He would just

doit. Yes, he would fuck his daughter. Yes.

Which he finally did at the end of a short evening that had been much

like all the other dinners when he had looked at her with no deceit in his

expression and no activity but to stand up now and again with his pants in

full profile thrust forward, his proud bulge always ready to speak for itself.

Then, he would poke the fire and sit down and look at her again. On this

one night, however, he did not say goodnight as she put her hand on the

door to the children’s room where she slept, but instead, he strode forward,

caught that hand, kissed her on the mouth, and brought her to his bedroom

and his bed, even as she begged him in a low uncertain voice to do no more,

"please, no more," whereupon he proceeded to lay a track with his hand, so

veteran at insinuating his fingers through the defenses of inner garments, all

the way to the nest of hair she had so long concealed. And there it was, 
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much like feathers—downy—much as he had expected. Half her body was

on fire, but half was locked in ice, the bottom half. If not for the Hound, he

might have stalled at the approach to such a frozen entry, but then her

mouth was part of the fire and she kissed him as if her heart was also in her

lips, so rich, so fresh, so wanton a mouth (and all despite herself) that he

exploded, exploded even as he entered her, ripped her hymen altogether,

and was in, deep, and in, and it was over even as she began to sob with woe

and fright and worse—in shame for the one throb of exaltation that shivered

through her at a bound and was gone. She knew that this had been the

opposite of sacrifice. Nor could she stop kissing him. She went on and on

like a child raining kisses on the face of the great adult beloved, and then

there were other kisses, softer, deeper. He was the first man she had ever

kissed as a man rather than as a relative of the family, yes, the wrong kind of

exaltation. She could not stop weeping. Nor could she stop smiling.
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So, Klara was now his lover, his cleaning woman, and the nursemaid

to Alois-Junior, and to Angela. On many a night she was also his cook—

unless (having hired one of the hotel maids to sit with the children for an

hour) they went downstairs to the dining room of the Pommer Inn, there in

full display as uncle and niece, the middle-aged customs officer in uniform

and his demure young mistress. No one in Braunau was fooled, no matter

how often she might call him Uncle. It was enough to stir a boil of outrage

in the onlookers that he could sit there as if he were Franz-Josef himself,

ready to claim, “In company with the Emperor, I, too, have a lovely

mistress.” On any night that he took her downstairs to dine, it never 
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failed—he would make love as soon as they came back, his voice so hoarse

he could hardly speak. “I am your bad uncle,” he would say in the thick of

the embrace, "your very bad uncle."

“Yes, yes, my bad uncle,” and she would cling to him, hardly able to

distinguish pain from what was seeking to become pleasure—a most unholy

pleasure—“Oh,” she would cry out, “we will be punished.”

"Who the hell cares?" he would growl, and that brought her closer to

the unholy pleasure.

Invariably, she would weep when it was over. It was all she could

command not to scream at him. Inside her was all the over-squeezed

congestion of all that had not quite come to pass. Besides, she was so

guilty.

Now, it was Klara’s turn not to go to Mass. She was working for the

Devil (so she knew!) She felt as if her finest impulses were now bringing

her nearer to the Evil One, yes, even the loving care she gave to Alois-

Junior, and to Angela. The more she adored them, the worse it must be.

Her tainted presence could pollute their spirit. By her presence itself! And 
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when she thought of her dead brothers and sisters, she had to fear what she

might now be doing to them—wherever they were!

Then, there was Fanni. Klara had not told her and knew she must.

Because if Fanni did not know now, she would certainly find out so soon as

her life ended and she had travelled to the other side. Fanni would be left

with the intolerable thought that Klara never cared enough to tell her.

Yet, in the last week of Fanni’s illness when Klara did confess, the

answer was brief: “This is my punishment for sending you away four years

ago. That is fair.”

“I will take care of the boy and girl as if they were mine.”

“You will take better care than I would,” said Fanni, and turned her

face away. “It is all right,” she said, “but you must not come to see me any

more.”

Then Klara knew once again that she lived in the grip of the Evil One.

Because if at first she was hurt, she soon felt furious that Fanni could send

her away this time as well, and the anger was still present on the day that

Fanni was interred, a very long day, since Alois did not bury Fanni in

Braunau. He had chosen Ranshofen (“On-the-Brink-of-Hope”) where they 
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had been married. This was not from sentiment but annoyance. The word

in Braunau was that he had bought Fanni’s coffin months before she died.

The townspeople were saying no less than that he had found a true bargain

in advance (a mahogany job confiscated from a smuggler at the Customs

gate.) In truth, he had only bought the damned crate ten days before her

death. He had not sat on it for months but for days. So, he could not

forgive the gossip. Moreover, the tragedy of death was overrated. So many

times, it was like saying goodbye to a friend who has outworn every

welcome. In truth, he did not plan to visit the cemetery too often. His eyes

were on Klara for tonight. By evening, after the funeral, he could not stop

lookingather. Those blue eyes! So much like the diamond in the museum!

In bed on that hot August night, Klara's life received another life. She

felt it travel directly to her heart, or so she felt. For her soul seemed to

reside right there beneath her heart, and she came close to falling into

darkness from the pleasure. But the pleasure went on and on. Now, it did

not stop. She belonged to the Devil. Completely! He had dug into her

loins with the most evil enjoyment she had ever known. Her guilt in the

morning was as heavy as a water-logged tree. She had a dreadful moment 
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for realizing that her delight had come because Fanni was gone. Yes. All

the love she had felt for the long-sick friend had vanished into this unholy

glee, this long-withheld and so nasty joy that she could at last release

because the woman who banished her for four years was dead. Now, she

could be the wife.

She became pregnant. No surprise.

She never indicated that she wanted him to marry her, but he knew.

“A man can be a fool,” Alois liked to say, “yet even a fool must be able to

learn from experience. Only by this, should he be judged.” So Alois knew

that he must be responsive to this new duty.

Besides, he wanted to get married. The displeasure of the good

people of Braunau had begun to itch. Literally. An intolerable itch now

bothered him (even on duty!) and sometimes would last for as long as an

hour. It had to be the thoughts of the townspeople. For the first time, he

considered the possibility that all these anonymous letters they were writing

to the Finance-Watch were not going to be thrown away by desk officials,

no! Inquiries could well ensue. Such matters moved slowly, but now that

Klara was pregnant, it could prove an offensive sight if, in four or five 
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months, she could not step into the street due to the size of her unmarried

belly. That would put no honey into the letters sent to the Finance-Watch.

He could also say to himself that for the first time he did have some

liking for the woman he would marry. Anna Glassl had satisfied his sense

of rank—no question there!—but he did not enjoy the pale smell of her

perfume. That could remind him in advance of the coffin waiting for her.

And Fanni, to say the least of the worst, was like a wild woman in her shifts

of mood. Klara, however, was calm and knew where she came from. He

had to like how she took care of his children, and if she gave him a big

family, well, nothing too terrible about that. It would shut the mouths of the

townspeople.

In any event, what with children dying all the time, a large family was

a most necessary insurance against tragedy. Lose a few, and you still had

others.

On the other hand, technically, they were cousins. When Alois made

his first inquiries at the Braunau parish house, he discovered that he would

have to file an application.
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Now, Alois had to worry about the lie that had been certified near to

nine years ago on the day when he had travelled to Strones with Johann

Nepomuk and the three witnesses. Could that day stand in the way of a

quick marriage? On official paper he was Johann Georg Hiedler’s son, and

therefore, Klara’s cousin, one-step-removed. By Church ordinance, that

might be too close. If he would now claim that Johann Georg was in no

way his father, he would have to go back to being Alois Schicklgruber. Not

to be contemplated! So, he and Klara would have to take the long step of

asking for an ecclesiastical decision.

In Braunau, the incumbent of the parish church, Father Koestler,

proceeded to study the problem. After a month, came a discouraging

response: The power to grant dispensations in cases such as Herr Hitler’s

did not reside in him. Klara and Alois would have to apply to the Bishop of

Linz. Father Koestler would help him to write the letter.
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Most Reverend Episcopate:
Those who with most humble devotion have appended

their signatures below have decided upon marriage. But according
to the enclosed family tree they are prevented by the canonical
impediment of collateral affinity. They therefore make the humble
request that the Most Reverend Episcopate will graciously secure
for them a dispensation on the following grounds:

The bridegroom has been a widower since August 10th of
this year, and he is the father of two minors, a boy of two and a
half years (Alois) and a girl of one year and two months (Angela),
and they both need the services of a nurse, all the more because he
is a customs official away from home all day and often at night, and
therefore in no position to supervise the education and upbringing
of his children. The bride has been caring for these children ever
since their mother’s death, and they are very fond of her. Thus it
may be justifiably assumed that they will be well brought up and
the marriage will be a happy one. Moreover, the bride is without
means, and it is unlikely that she will ever have another opportunity
to make a good marriage.

For these reasons, the undersigned repeat their humble
petition for a gracious procurement of dispensation from the
impediment of affinity.

Braunau am Inn, 27 October, 1884
Alois Hitler, Bridegroom
Klara Poelzl, Bride
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Alois had become friends with Father Koestler’s housekeeper, a

plump middle-aged woman with a light in her eye.

Given the matching light in his eye, he showed her the letter and said,

“There is no mention of a very important reason for our marriage. The bride

is pregnant.”

“Oh, we know that,” she said, “but it is not a good idea to leave a

stone in the envelope.”

After a digestive pause, Alois said, “That is fine advice. It is well-

seated,” and he put his hand on her behind as if to test the center of her

wisdom. She gave him a crack across the face.

“How could you do that?” he asked.

“Herr Hitler, don’t you get slapped a lot?”

“Yes, but I also receive some surprises. From good women who are 

not as high and mighty as you.”
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She laughed. She could not help herself. The cheeks of her face must

be as red as the place where he had left his compliment. “Good luck with

the Bishop of Linz,” she said, “he is a timid fellow.”

Word did not come back from Linz until a full month had passed.

The Bishop of Linz would not grant the dispensation.

If Alois had had little liking for the Church, he could now despise it.

“Churchmen wear black cassocks,” he said to himself, “to cover their lily-

white asses.”

To Father Koestler, he asked respectfully, “What, then, Father, is the

next step?”

“The letter containing your plea must now be translated into Latin by

the diocesan scholars in Linz. That would allow us to send it to Rome. I

think the papal court will be more receptive. They usually are.”

Yes, thought Alois, they will be far enough away not to worry about

an Austrian man and woman. To the priest he said, “I thank you for your

wisdom. I learn much from you, Father. I think in Rome they will see that

the act of providing a decent mother for my two children will constitute

good Catholic virtue. That is a virtue I seek to acquire.”
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His hints were not small. He was one sinner who might be ready to

return to the mother fold.

Father Koestler was sufficiently pleased to offer good economic

advice. Since the translation into Latin could prove expensive, it might be

wise to sign a Testimonium Pauperatis.

“That is, a declaration of poverty?” Alois had certainly picked up

enough Latin to translate that for himself.

“It will remove the obligation, Herr Hitler, to pay for the translation.”

Herr Hitler restrained himself from remarking that as an officer of the

Crown, he considered himself well-to-do, thank you. Instead, he accepted

the advice. He was not so removed from the wisdom of the earth as to wish

to pay a tithe that he could avoid.

Three weeks later, close on Christmas, 1884, Rome granted the

dispensation. But Alois and Klara still had to wait. No marriages could be

solemnized until two weeks after the anniversary of the Holy Birth. This

further delay proved unhappy for Klara; her belly would be up to four

visible months by then.

“It's a big fellow we have here,” said Alois.
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“I hope that is so,” she said. What could come out of a mother who

had been so far away from Devotion on such a crucial night? Or, if the

child did live, might it be marked? The thought would haunt her wedding.

Like many of the nuptials of Customs officials, the day was divided

into two parts. As Klara would say later: “We were standing by the altar

before six in the morning, but by seven Uncle Alois was out there on duty at

his post. It was still dark when I came back to our rooms.”

That night they had a reception at the Pommer Inn and Johann

Nepomuk, now a widower, came all the way from Spital to Braunau in

company with Klara’s sister, Johanna, named after her mother, Johanna

Poelzl. "Little Johanna" was a hunchback. This occasioned some comer-

of-the-mouth humor between two of the Customs officials. “Yes,” said one,

“the question is whether Alois will think it is good luck to rub her hump.”

“Don’t talk so loud,” said the other. “I hear this hunchback has a

terrible temper.”

There was music. An accordion was played, and Alois and Klara did

their best to dance, but Alois was stiff-legged. To stand in one place for

hours on a cold day did not make you an artist on the dance floor.
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Others followed. Customs officials and their wives. One of them had

a son old enough to dance a vigorous polka with the recently-hired maid for

the newlyweds, a girl with crimson cheeks and merry eyes named Rosalie,

and this Rosalie had also prepared a roast leg of veal and a roast suckling

pig to place in the center of the wedding feast.

She had also thrown too many logs on the fire. The rest of the

dancers soon gave up. They had to. The room had become much too hot.

Half in annoyance but half in exuberance, Alois kept teasing Rosalie, “Oh,

you are the one who is in a hurry to bum up a man’s goods, are you not?”

and Rosalie would cover her cheeks with her hands and giggle.

Rosalie’s eyes would open wide when she was teased. It was no

small matter that her breasts were undeniably full, and were heaving in the

aftermath of the polka. It did not need even that much to convince Klara.

Alois was ready for his next diversion. She would remember this night for

all the years to come, those years of sorrow when the child Gustav she was

carrying on this night and the two who were to follow, Ida and Otto, were

all to die in the same year, Gustav at two, Ida at one, and Otto only a few 

weeks old.
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Johann Nepomuk also noticed the warmth of the room and the look in

Rosalie’s eye. “Get rid of that maid,” he whispered to Klara, but she did no

more than shrug. “The next one could be worse,” she whispered back.

Nepomuk had a terrible nightmare after the wedding party. His heart

felt ready to burst. He could have died that night in his bed but instead he

lived for three more years. There is no organ more resistant to rupture than

the heart of a tough old peasant. Nonetheless, he never felt the same, a

cruel punishment for an old widower who was trying to hold on to what was

left for him. Death, when it arrived at the age of eighty-one, came by the

same epidemic that took away the children.
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Diphtheria had come into their family like the Black Death.

Mucus welled up from the throat of the two-year-old and the one-

year-old, an endless up-pouring of green phlegm, thicker, heavier, than the

mud of Strones. Noises rasped forth from the boy and girl, sounds uttered

with the tortured authority of an old man and an old woman working their

lungs like galley-slaves to clear a straw’s width of passage. Gustav died

first, Gustav, always sickly, a two-and-a-half-year-old who looked like the

ghost of Klara’s lost brothers and lost sisters, then Ida went, Ida, fifteen

months old, certainly the blue-eyed image of Klara, going three weeks after

Gustav. Both deaths came back upon the mother in the blow that soon 
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followed. That was Otto’s death—Otto, just three weeks old!—lost to a

galloping colic that gutted him. The stench of a baby bom to die in its first

weeks of life settled into Klara's memory.

She had no doubt whose fault it was. Alois had been close to the

Evil One—that, for certain!—before she had even been bom. But such a

matter she could understand. A boy in Vienna all alone and he always

wanted so much. Of course! But for herself, there was no excuse! She had

desired a family where children did not die but grew to their full age, and

yet she had been unfaithful to the Lord God Almighty on the night Gustav

was conceived, yes, and that secret pleasure she still looked to find on

nights when Alois chose to make love as a change in his diet from the

present affair with the new cook, Rosalie, at the Pommer Inn.

She hated him for such acts. But then, she also learned that this kind

of hatred was treacherous. It seemed to increase her desire. Whereas on

those nights when she felt a moment of love for Alois, all such good life

turned to ice below. Alois would grumble when the act was done even as

she was kissing him in a fever to set things right.

“Your mouth gives promises you do not keep,” he would tell her.
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It did not feel as if she were married. Anna Glassl and Fanni were

always in her mind. If she had begun as a maid, and then became a nurse to

Fanni’s children, and then a stepmother, now her own children were dead.

Alois-Junior, and Angela had been sent to Spital when diphtheria assaulted

the younger children, and escaped infection. They were back with her now,

even if the Hitler family rooms at the Pommer Inn were still reeking of the

fumigation that followed each death. The odor lived on in her clothes

through the three separate days of the three services at the cemetery. She

knew how small a coffin could be—she had learned as much from the losses

in the Poelzl family—but the miniature coffins of her own children proved

equal to three slashes upon her heart. It aroused the love she had not dared

to feel when her children were alive. She had been too terrified of the evil

she could bring to these newborn souls, so unprotected. It was only after

the death of Gustav that she realized she had loved him.

Alois, in his turn, had decided not to forgive God. To his friends at

the tavern near the Customs House, and to the men he would drink with

after duty, especially the newcomers, young Customs officials, he would

speak with the authority of his three decades in the Finance-Watch. “It is 
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the Emperor who has the power to guide us,” he remarked one hot summer

night. “Real power is there. God does nothing but kill us off.”

“Alois,” said his oldest friend, “you speak as if you are not afraid of

going upstairs.”

“Upstairs or downstairs, the only importance for me is Franz Josef.

He should mean more to us than God, yes!”

“And the Devil?”

“Forget the Devil. Who builds the ships? Who makes the railroads?

Not God, not the Devil. Men make these things!”

“You go too far,” said his oldest friend.

By the time he reached home, Alois was usually in no good mood.

The beer wore off in a sour cloud. He would scold Alois-Junior, he would

upbraid Angela, he would not say a word to Klara. Now, no more often

than once a week (and he was furious at how much these three deaths had

taken from his vitality) he would look at Klara again as he had on their first

night, and he would try to conceive of how to introduce her to specialties de

maison. He did not speak French but he knew all he needed to know about

those three words. One of the Customs Officers would brag that he had 
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been to Paris in his youth. There, in a brothel, he claimed, he had learned

more over two nights than in all the rest of his life.

Alois refused to be impressed. Some of the details were not foreign

to him. Fanni, for one, liked to put her mouth everywhere, and Anna Glassl

was no lady when you got down to it. And now and again with one of the

maids or cooks, he would receive a nice wet surprise.

Of course, these days he was with a frightened bird whose torso could

scorch him even if her thighs were as cold as a snow bank. She made love,

yes, when he could actually get all the way into her—not often—she was as

strong as the Hound, yes, so much like bitches he had seen snarling and

snapping at a male dog’s genitals. Klara did not snarl or snap, she just

jumped up on her altar, alone, always alone, she was so private that he

wanted to put his mouth where she was most private, and then he could slip

the Hound into her mouth. He would show her where the real Devotion was

located. Specialites de maison!

Yet, on this hot summer night when he tried to open her closed legs,

pushing harder than ever with the force of his arms, there came a moment

when his breath overtook him. A startling pang! For one instant, he felt as


