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The Castle in the Forest

1.

You may call me Dieter. That is a name I use and it will do for now­

now that I am in America, this curious nation. Time passes here void of

stature.

If I call upon the art of patience, it is because I find myself in unstable

condition—I am ready for rebellion. The proof is that I am caught up with

a novel, a shm£ook thaTwoukl consist of no more than

an account given by one man to another in a small room at the edge of auq
P

nocturnal uproar, jfhsf brouhaha is continuing through the night in a

Konzentrationslager, a concentration camp that has just been liberated by

American soldiers on the very last day of April, 1945,

Chancellery but- nobody here knows'that-yetr'J
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As the two men converse, a pistol lies on the table. It belongs to the

young American. He is ^a'C'aptain in rank^Me-tsHewtsE?, a part of

the U.S. forces who reached the camp a few hours ago and were

appalled by what they saw.

Tke-Jewish-doetor, despite his uni form,(iTverymuch a pacifist by

temperament. So he has withdrawn from the hideousness of the odors, the

collective emaciation, and various other appalling sights and pestilential

■sniffc m the just-released prisoners. Indeed, he has ordered his opposite

number, a German'doeterfConsiderably older than himself, to come with him

into a small sentry room and there, through the dark hours, the two succeed

in having a conversation that soon turns into a monologue by the German.

In the course of this long evening, as alone with each other as two

souls on an island not large enough for three, the senior doctor, an SS Major

attached most recently to the camp, attempts to explain his world view. For

the Jew, it is an immeasurably unhappy experience. The account by the Nazi

is fascinating in its details, anasiarttitlg (Ftfie SS doctoris

. rueful occasionally at errors that were made, still he is proud of achievements

thal-oxploFedfmto ^feTimchartcd regioiisof human potentiahtyr
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The ^erman-deetoP$l explanations arc disruptive to the young Jew.

Worse! This SS physiekttrlTnotwithout charm. He is tall, quick, and witty

(despite the downfall of every last one of his dreams). To give a further turn

vices inherent in his achievements. Thisto the screw, he

-fast mokcs-him seem-human, or, at least not wholly~separate4raaijQih£iuHefo

By the end of the evening, the young Jewish Captain is no longer able

to listen. Dwelling beneath the pacifist—as one will always discover—lives

a killer. Close @paadness(gniTis~assault uponhis^pflnciples and his/loyalties,

the American picks up his revolver and shoots the SS man.
a. _)

JJasfnovel has appeal for me. While I will probably not write it since I

do not wish to be bothered with the close labors of making it believable

(when, in truth, the real story is more interesting), I do have a title. I would

call it The Castle in the Forest. Schlossenwald! The name-tm^prony, since

the camp in question sits on the empty plain of what was once a potato field.

Not many trees are in sight, nor is the hint of a castle there on any horizon.

Yet Schlossenwald would be exactly the name given to the compound by the

inmates of the camp. If there was one pride left to the prisoners—the best of

the few surviving German prisoners, at least!—it was that they had not lost a

sense of irony. They were from Berlin, after all.
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If you are German and possessed of lively intelligence, irony is, of

course, vital to speech. German eemes to us originally as the language of

simple folk, good pagan brutes and husbandmen, tribal people ready for the

hunt. So, German is full of the sounds of the stomach and the bowels of

hearty existence, the bellows of the lungs, the cries of command that one

issues to domesticated animals. Yet, given the ardors required of this people

through the centuries, the unremitting imperative to enter Western civilization

before it grewfaway dSfrel'p from them, it cannot be surprising that the

German bourgeoisie that emerged sought to be as soft as the silk of a sleeve,

a venture that was not always full of reward. For this genteel German proved

k too sentimental. I will not even speak here of the omnibus words, the long

words, that were a precursor to the technological spirit. Only the sentimental

stuff. Often, the new sounds and phrasings came to no more than tears and

syrup (For low-grade minds. Irony, therefore, became essential to a good I

German head.
ty J

Now, I recognize that this minute disquisition-fedSlus^nethetess

P r CS> p___ J
away from a premising parrative. But then, lyalsojhavgfto recognize that I am

not being truthful at the level (fitavnxhosen. Or, to be more precise, the level

I have chosen is not sufficiently elevated to be convincing. The SS Major,
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whom I also call Dietei(since for literary purposes he is a kind of

manifestation of myself would be, according to the scheme of this short

novel, an SS man from -a remark-able elite species of Intelligence group

(whose title for those who care about such matters would be Special Section

XV-2a) directly under the supervision of Heinrich Himmler. My first premise,

was lo-have Dieter iustaUing/tlimself as one of the camp doctors in order to
do

conceal what had been his role, Given the last-crashing(^ays of^our German
ka&l. A (?O-S

Gottedamefung-in World War II, he was postfrig himself (at Schlossenwald to

avoid immediate arrest.

The premise was inartistically contrived. Too shallow. As I know afr"

gear well, escape routes for high SS officers were (more sophisticated.

Moreover,(my literary'supposition that Dieter would be pouring out-his

^eodyT bteekcncdan^still defiant heart to a relatively naive young Jewish^
doo ___  

AmerieanCwas unconvincing^om the starts

I did make^efforj^ I confess that I actually started the novel in-the-

Hiiddfe-of one of Dieter’s monologues. I had him attempting to sketch out for

the horrified and silent American Jew what it was like to work with the

formulations that came out of Heinrich Himmler’s brain. It is not a

magnificent chapter but it is not altogether picayune, and I think it i^worth
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presenting since it will bring us somewhat closer to my intentions which ape'

neither routine oophrnrredrately available-te-describe-
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I have spent my life looking to distort the truth while enjoying^Eelies I

told. ^&©9t-trfrthemra&yway5 Now, to surprise, I find I cannot go

on with the proposed novel for a larger reason^than that it is unconvincing.

The lies it would tell are at too low a level. Mendacity also make/ its

demands on art. By the time one has reached my situation, it is better to

recognize that the only he worth telling is one that is grander or subtler than

any you have fashioned before.

Part of this latter-day impulse can be glimpsed in the chapter I will

now quote in full. As can soon be seen, it presumes on the expectations of

the reader. Our SS doctor never stops speaking and the Jewish doctor does

not utter a word. Soon enough, I realized I was not interested in this Jew,
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indeed, I had a far better one waiting in the wings. My real desire, now

evident to me in the writing, was to search out my own interest Qn-certam-

'ajga'feaaHaaftcs. I believe it was for this reason that I observed so few of

the essential amenities which skillful writers employ when rounding out a

plot that not only did not happen, but could never occur.

So, for example, I do not bother to describe the room in which the

/SlHffiSssS'head of the SS, our all-too-weil-known Heinrich Himmler,

would offer instruction to those of us who were his favorites, but then it

should not be difficult to picture a small lecture hall with old walnut

panelling. Nor will I present verbatim more than a good sample of

Himmler’s dialogue since that is not always equal to the actual life of his

ideas. Nor will I post up the questions raised by a few of his officers in the

particular Special Section IV-2a of SS Intelligence already mentioned. By

choice, the^cseatatien is gwen-ew insteadjt^the content of his thought.

Right there lies the^^introduction to my intent—I wish to tell a tale I

would be so bold as to declare incalculable, a history Sat^so resistant to

conventional belief that, of necessity, I must approach degree by degree.
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The irony is that I, professjrf a liar of the most accomplished skills,

j\now obsessed with telling what is true. This inclination, which for a

serious intelligence officer is as fierce as the forbidden urge to destroy

oneself, leaves me not knowing who I am, nor where I am exactly (other than

for the gross feci that I am in America—good luck!)

Enough! Here is the chapter. It is now an orphan. I present it without

quotation marks although Dieter is purportedly speaking to the silent Jew.

You have, Captain, to accept the fact that incest was a signal problem

for us since it is the true Gehenna of the poor, the very poor. Families in that

category have been concealing such matters over thousands of years. Our

own peasantry was much afflicted by it Normally, no one would care. In

the first place, there is nothing to be done. How often, after all, can you pick

out a certified product Of incest? No, we swept it under the rug, as did

ranking officials all over the world, all, that is, except Heinrich Himmler.

He, however, had the most extraordinary ideas fermenting behind

those unhappy spectacles. For a man with a bland and chinless mug, he did

have a mind of his own. It was disruptive to many of us in its mixture of
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brilliance and stupidity, but we did find ourselves listening. He was so much

out of category, For instance, he declared himself to be a pagan, Can you

conceive of an orgy where carnality would rise to such a pitch that you might

find a woman ready to embrace Heinrich Himmler? Not even in the spirit of

the game! You could see his face as it must once have been at a school

dance, that unconnected stare of the tall thin wallflower who is waiting by the

wall. As a young man, he must already have had that small pot belly.

Yet he was obsessed with such uncharted matters as mental retardation

in relation to genius—Himmler proceeded often on the theory that the best

lies close to the worst. Remember that! The best lies close to the worst! It

was virtually routine for him to anticipate that exceptionally promising

offspring were there to be discovered in poor large families who have a

number of what he called incestuaries, (that is, inzestuars), the word he

coined in German because he did not like the more common term Blut-

schandal, (blood-scandal), or as sometimes used in polite society, Dramatik

der Blut, (blood-drama).

None of us felt qualified to say that his theory could be ignored. You

must accept the fact, Captain, that Himmler had perceived in the early years
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of the S.S. that one of our first needs was to develop exceptional research
groups, an elite of^fite^, if you will, who were absolutely prepared to deal

with questions that dealt with ultimates, or, by his choice, lestze-frqgen—last

questions. (The health of National Socialism depended, he would often say,

on nothing less.) We were there to explore into the kind of problem that

others did not care to go near. Incest, naturally, was one of the first

forbidden subjects on his list. If the German mind must, as he would often

repeat, become the leading influence upon the world, then—so went his

unstated syllogism—give due recognition to his earliest preoccupations.

Himmler, after all, had been interested first in agriculture. He could

emphasize the obvious: Problems of husbandry could not be contemplated

without comprehending the peasant. Yet to understand this man of the earth

is to speak of incest.

Here, Captain, I can promise you, he would hold up his hand in that fussy

little gesture which Hitler used in the early days—that flap of the wrist? This

was Heinrich’s way of saying: “Here comes the meat and potatoes!” And on

he would proceed. “Yes,” he would say, “incest! That is one very good

reason that old peasants are gj devout. W^here^hardly need detailed studies
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to know that a vertiginous, even medieval sense of sin must sooner or later

manifest itself in one of two extremes: Either absolute devotion to religious

practice, or^ndsm^T nihilism. Indeed, if I recall the remark correctly

from my student days, it was the Marxist Engels who wrote that once the

Catholic Church decided adultery was impossible to prevent, they

made divorce impossible to obtain. A brilliant remark even if it comes from

the other side! As much can be said for blood-scandal. The peasant must be

kept devout or there will be land riots.” He nodded. He nodded again as if

two good pumps of his head should be enough to convince us. And on he

went. Let me now summarize a bit of his argument.

honorable harmony with the seasonal change^ in their animals, but their

bodies are at the mercy of hot summers. How, on occasion, can their

Yet, how was the average peasant to avoid precisely these temptations,1
z

he would askjjs-HCXl.' Peasants, after all, he would ssy^adly, were not often

the most attractive people. Their good feature^ g^s^sm^fieirbratE
hard work, and they reek^^he field and the bam. Their spiritsjfiv^in

impulses not be unruly? Indeed, given the paucity of their social life, how are
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they to stay away from entanglements with brothers and sisters, fathers and

daughters?

He did not go on to speak of the propinquity of limbs and torsos at night,

three and four in a bed, nor the ham-handed naturalness of the most agreeable

work of all—that hard-breathing feverish meat-heavy run up the slopes of

carnal joy. “But, yes,” he declared, “given the hammer and anvil of peasant

life, more than a few in the agricultural domain come to see incest as the best,

if not the only, option available. Who, after all, will be more likely to find

the honorable work-hardened features of the father agreeable than S3 his

daughters who so often are the only ones to see their parents as the center of

attraction and the fount of power?

Give it to Himmler, then. He did not have to be a pagan to approve of

this cardinal sin. He had, after all, theories that he had stored in his head

over two decades. Moreover, he had not immersed himself in Schopenhauer

for too little. He was a great believer in the hegemony of the Will. Heinrich

saw the genes—a wonderful new word for us in 1938—as the physical

embodiments of this Will. “We know,” he said, that the Will seeks to be

passed on from generation to generation because its nature is to remain true
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to what I will call the Original Vision. Let us posit that the Will and the

genes are direct manifestations of this Original Vision. We need no more

than the cardinal events of our German history to confirm the truth of this.

We Germans have been engaged from the beginning of human time in an

effort to rise from the Ur-depths to the ^Transcendental heights a few of us

can perceive.

“How many impediments have been in the way. It became obligatory for

the Vision to be able to adapt to the specific frustrations of life. Yet no

matter the punishments through which the strongest and best of the genes had

to bear, no matter the deviations from the desired course, the most dynamic

of the genes kept the ability of being able to return to the Original in-given

Ur-depth Vision. We can even fix on the beauty of such an embattled
Oe.TlptMfJ

process because the best and purest of these genes were ^SleTofretain cssa

more of their power and purpose because of the ’

privations, humiliations, disasters and tragedies they feed suffered in

from g^graiMmJagsneratisa. Great leaders, I would tell you, are

the product of ten generations, not one. We can measure their success by the

degree of high frustration this noble desire is ready to saffe^fiom all
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directions these ten times down the line, provided the Original Vision has

never been bent wholly out of shape, or altogether lost. In surviving such

agonies from generation to generation, one need not be surprised to find

occasionally in a family of ordinary people one true'gggsF' ^Tnle I, Heinrich

Himmler, can sewr feel ready to present myself os such a person, since my

roots, confess, had.sr'early transcendental development in Heinrich the

Fowler, that great German king of the early Middle Ages who stood chest-to-

chest against Charlemagne in combat,

/'^mi^rsucrass7SE^ten:n®M::tS5e^op-fti®tter. No, the true heroic

■fc^y achievement that impresses me most completely is the rise of Adolf

Hitler from his most modest roots.

“Now,” said Himmler, “there are, of course, complexities facing the

thesis that the Exceptional One will emerge eventually from ten or even

twenty generations of ordinary or even debased stock,” Be it noted, Captain,

Himmler preferred the use of “Exceptional One” rather than “Superman”

since, by 1938, references to Nietzsche san \into too many contusions of
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He now posed the criticism we were all contemplating. “How,” he

asked, “can sueh/B family vision not be obstructed by the mechanism of

procreation itself? That brings together multimillions of sperm with one

highly developed ovum.” Again, he nodded forcibly. Was it to suggest that
a.

in every difficulty was fee most powerfill solution? “I would propose, and by

instinct I am confident of this, that the multi-million of sperm tend to have

the same overall objective-evea as a regiment of infantry on the offensive van &

faithful in the main to the need to take a given ridge. So, it is possible for the

vision of the man end the woman to be compatible provided her ovum is not

too much in dispute with the overall spermatic objective. I admit, however,

that this is usually not the case. Compatible enough for procreation, perhaps,

but not close enough to share the Vision. When we speak therefore of the

creation of the Exceptional One, we must be aware that not even one in a

million families can produce such a result. Not even one, perhaps, in a

hundred million. In the case of Adolf Hitler, the numbers may be even more

astronomical.

“So, gentlemen, the exceptional case is one where there is a striking

similarity of vision in the respective genes of the man and the woman. Only
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then can we speak of these genes as reinforced, a reinforcement they need

most definitely in order to remain true to the Original Vision.”

Who could not see where Heinrich was leading us? Incest was the

(T^1^ answer. Qbvioasly^t was JicestlW offered the highest possibility for

such accord, such striking similarity of purpose. z

“Yes,” said Himmler, “but we also know that the products of meestJaS

too difen parade before us a host of early deaths, mental retardation, physical
if

anomalies and various other monstrosities of maldevelopment. YeS;and yes;

<again?*'

He stood there sad and stem. “That is the price humanity must pay. If the

best lies close to the worst, so does the worst occur more often. Not only are

02^ good tendencies encouraged in the child—bad ones are also accelerated.

Sincere plus and the minus of alHheJnner traits come from the same pool

of predisposition, we know that our mysterious friends, the genes, can also

magnify the less agreeable possibilities. With incest, instability is always

close. Mental retardation is waiting in the wings. We must recognize: The

finer the possibilities for the future development of a great spirit, so too will

excessive restlessness and impulsiveness be present. Obviously, that is
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bound to be punished by vast frustration. Social norms ualktjendfthe putative
a

proud spirit* 44-is fair to expect-that such massive obstruction can, by early

childhood, unhinge the brain or induce early death.” So spoke Heinrich

Himmler.

I think it was obvious to all of us there that these quasi-scientific remarks

were directed toward our real inquiry. At this point, back in 1938, we were

looking (in the greatest secrecy and precaution, you may be certain) to

determine whether our Ultimate Leader was a first or second-degree

incestuary, or neither. If the last, if neither, then Himmler’s theory had to

collapse. Hitler was more than the best example—he was the proof itself.
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3.

Now that we are done with that one-toag chapter from a novel that is

not to be written, I feel more ready to approach the preoccupation I truly

shared with Himmler. Iconfess. It was Adolf Hitler. He was at the center

of an obsession—call it nothing less than thatJSr an unending obsession

grows out of a vital question we cannot answer, a question thatwft^prevent
a. «4| I

us from moving forward-in any understanding of ourself unless we fezfl

obtain a clue, at least, to the secret. Count on it that for most Germans, the

first of our obsessions is: How guilty were we? How guilty as a people, as a
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Some dwell on the nature of Hitler.
'Jfacr' i
'lR0y^s^fees8ed-wi&

untual greedjof over reaching?

understanding’him. Was he an absolute monster? Or, did he betray himself 4c5 f5

I have neither obsession, I live with the confidence that I am in a
*TZx tj

position to declare my understanding of Adolf if I dare, fo^Tknowhim I

repeat. I know him, know him from top to bottom, from the inside, even—as

the Americans, with their rough grasp of reality, their crude purchase on

consummate vulgarity, are sometimes known to say: “Yes, I know him from

asshole to appetite.”

Nonetheless, I am obsessed. My eternal (question is: Do I dare?

dtink^sBsh a ssssibilityrtha^,/to explain how I know what I know,

then I am seized by fear, a primal fear. Do I dare to jump from a height

never before by me attempted?

Caution arises. Caution, after all, is the second seizure, the one that

follows fear, sickly caution. So I proceed as cowards do. I start with the

comfortable and the given, that is, I speak of Hitler first from a distance, I
ct

commence as a routine biographer, I look to his roots, his forbears, the 
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with the confidence that I am in a

asshole to appetite.”

position to declare my understanding of Adolf if I dar$, ror l know him. I

repeat.' I know/jum, knexj him ftsm top to bottom, from the/inside, even—as

the Americans, with their rough grasp of reality, their crude purchase on

lA.dZ.c2C
consummate vulgarity, are-semetirnes4mewitio say:' “‘Yei I know him from

/ I T'aja.ftS?)

e.a> (-T 1
Nonetheless, I am obsessed. My eternal question is: Do Ddare?/if I

even think of^ffijh A possibility, that Jg to explain how I know what I know,

then I am seized by fear, a primal fear. De4-dai c tu jumpdfonr a-hetghN

■ nevei before by me attempted^

Caution arises. Caution, after all, is the second seizure, the one that

follows fear4 sickly-eatrtten. So I proceed as cowards do. I start with the

comfortable and the given, thafeisrl speak of Hitler first from a distance, I
a.1^^

commence as a routine biographer, I look to his roots^his forbears^ the- ~r0^*6

ceuntrysidgJn which ho spcnt-his boyho^dy and,-of course, the available

ghosts ond-seerets ofthts-famtly. \

Z On these subjects, I have more than a routine haul to present. In

Jia. 

Special Section£$T2a, we worked on just such a biography Qur main

project. Himmler, of course, was equally obsessed with Hitler, but he had a
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GldieFST4hflS£^eerfvfoorseldatterrofthe-sottgrvvho'^^^turn up

every piece of turf in the assigned field. SectiorijXT-Za knew more about Der

Fuehrer’s origins than any other cohort of researchers in our 

-more than competent to present his early biography, but^we-ako/lived with 

the obligatioi^JLwould-s^Tt-was^^-a^olitieo-military^bligatio^—

search into the most dangerous questions. We sensed that l/fiere were answers 

He was

well-grounded reason—Heinrich saw himself, after all, as The Successor.

to some of these questions that could conceivably imperil the foundations of

the Third Reich. All the more reasor^fhgo] to search for real answers. Once

they were found, we could invent the lies required to buttress patriotic 

■certainties that might be weakened by nauseating facts. Ergo, we had access 

to tools of inquiry that more academic biographers might envy until they bled

from the eyes. Needless to say, Heinrich, as usual, was right. The first of 

these tools was incest.
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4.

6a llcC^c^aiJ

There were, however, otfer^uestions. Two were dire. We had to

trace out to a certainty whether Adolf Hitler’s paternal grandfather had been

a Jew—that was one hell of a question. And we also had to engage in

exceptionally delicate inquiries over the rumor of monorchidism—did our

Fuehrer belong to that group of unhappy and hyperactive men who possess

only one testicle? It was true that he was usually shielding his groin with his

hands when a flashbulb photo was taken, a characteristic gesture,

understandably, if you are a monorchid. But it is one thing to fear such a

possibility, another to verify it. The inquiry was too full of risk. The only 

conclusive approach could come by interviewing women who had intimate

relations with him. But who could control the repercussions? Ijow much-

would scop out of such confrontational material? What if word got back to
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Hitler that we in the SS were fingering his genital(s)! So we had to give up.

That was by Himmler’s decision: “If our Esteemed Leader proves to be a

first-degree incestuary, then all questions of monorchidism will be subsumed.

Monorchidism is, after all, a likely byproduct of first-degree incest.”

Be assured. Where he could, Himmler would invariably return the

inquiry to his number-one theme. He was one-of those men. for whom power 

was, at bottom, a nonentity. So-he-eetdd(lose his high office at a stroke. H

found ircrtreial, therefore, t^ep^that he possessed a creative mind, when 

was a necessity—as vital to his well-being as any critical nutrient of the

blood^Gmt] power ©ue^achjeved/he wasfaW tormented by the fear that he 

indeed, he did. While his theories were usually impossible to verify, itunust—

^aftmitter@atTic did-not think like other pceple-Jone had to respect the 

possibility that he could be correct. Did we have, after all, a better 

explanation than incest for the Will of the Fuehrer? /Che thcsis-bccame-thcj 

flagship-oEthe-fleeL-and-Himmler attacked any-supposition about the origins

ofoMolfdTrttef^haLdistractcdms-foom-uurmiaiTi-pttfsuitT-

Conceive, then, of how he loathed the idea that Adolf Hitler’s paternal 

grandfather was a Jew. £fojnccst thcref/This supposition had even come to

light as far back as 1930 when aJetteFcame to bis (deskfrom a young man
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named William Patrick Hitler, the son of Adolfs older half-brother,^ In the

nephew’s letter were references to “shared circumstances in our family

scenario  ̂wfeeh-Hvrll soon present—ta-the- ere was no name for the

father when Maria Anna Schicklgruber took the baby to be baptized. The

parish priest wrote “Illegitimate” in the blank space^ not

of Austria. A£te^fhe Anschluss in 1938, some of us were even sent down to

the region to—as ^American detectives say—“poke around a bit.” Allow

me to skip over the etymology of our researches and te results. The

Maria Anna Schicklgruber, ^ad bean receivmgfsmall but regular sums of
4

money for a number of years^5fter_the iHegittmate-bjrth in 1837 of/Hffler’s

Patrick Hitler could afford to suggest since he lived in England with his Irish

mother. The circumstances referred to the fact that Adolfs grandmother,

'Jllc*

father, Alois Schicklgruber.^I^.^ficSamily, the story ftvas (Men braked abouil

bthe-sums came trom a well-to-do Jew who lived in the provincial city of

Grazj4dre«/Ak)is’ mother had worked/^s a maid in

o - r-t at she had became pregnant tn

Sowvent one version 6£the story&kvas one among several gfinflicting^T

int of blackmail/which Williamhistory,” an egregious e
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etymology of our findings is, in fact, fascinating, but it is too soon to talk

about^haf? if, in fact—l)?epeat—(Tclare toTio so. Let us say that-tfee fear-diet

rises like psychic smoke from the heat of my obsessionjs-fee(jeason foTrny

It will take a while before I know how much of the real methods 

of discovery I am prepared to present.

The results, then. Only the icsults for now.
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5.

Raabs, Rosenberg, Rappottenstein, Hardegg, Rosenau,

Heidenreichstein and Litschau are castles in the Waldviertel, an Austrian

province situated north of the Danube and south of Bohemia, a land of tall

beautiful pines. Indeed Waldviertel can be translated directly as “the wooded

quarter,” and a dark hooded reticence silences of the forest^s

most part, are modest, and peasants are poor. The Hiedlers (who later

became Hitlers) lived in Spital, and the Schicklgrubers lived in Strones, the

latter a village small enough to be called a hamlet. No unexpected sights

contrast wrth the spring green of the occasionalfjjpefl field. The soil

however-and most unhappily/not good for agriculture. So the castles, for the

were there. An Austrian hamlet in the back woods confirms the meaning of

rpoor if youffibppcndJinodfi dirt-poor. Strones was mud-deep along its one 
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lane, and, of course, had no inn—only a few dozen small and medium huts
c/tf p a

stood about unhappily with their damp gripping peaked roofs of thatch. If

Strones was profuse in pig wallows to the side and rear of each dwelling, 

cow flop was prominent in the town meadows. Here and there—to speak in 

relative terms—there was- 

in/sueS country where a man often/fiadto pull his own plow. When no snow 

covered the ground, there were various grades of mud, gumbo as thick as 

lava, rivulets of silt, gravel washes, muck and slops, clod^ a®d rocks, er ® o

^^paeted-sefea=and=«emmofr@aHcabJ^foa^ clay. Most of the peasants had

^rrr^StfWB^H^OF-that-matter, Weitra-was probably the largest and-ughe

r lore resemblance to an apartment e Grand Concourse in the

eople

a-ehurdrsteepl^—Nothingdikolhal, of cotrrsenn-Strones. Not even~a~'

:astle m aldviertel. Massive and cube-like, it was topped b mansard

wof of insufficient stature could even be said th e castle at Weitra had

chloss from the times (before Luther)E ronx than to an

never seen a castle. The nearest one, Weitra, was twenty-five miles away

church. One went to the next hamlet for a parish registry, and there Maria

Anna Schicklgruber had the name of her just-born son inscribed as “Alois

Schicklgruber, Catholic, Male,^Illegitimate.” F+ded with the^awrone accords’ 
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a sacrament—in this case a theologico-bureaucratic sacrament-^shesaw
- ------

herself recorded/by thejriestas“unmarried, daughter of Johann

■Schicklgruber of Strones #1, and his wife, Theresia. bem.Efafefrffiefe^------=>

Sfrioe Maria Anna, bom in 1795, was forty-two when Alois was l^s^r’o'

brought to the parish registry, w&knewTnat she-had had an ample number of

years to make-mischiefcA¥oF^~She~eame-Wegi affarnily of eleven children 

likely that she had cohabited with several of her brothers. Maybe Gie of

them was (he missing husbandr/tHimmler had, of course, no rrnmedrate- 

objection to that.) In any event, despite the abysmal poverty of the

Schicklgrubers who^Jwvtftg lost their farm, were(even poorer than their

neighbors, she dwelt for the next five years in her father’s heme.

r-Givenfthe likehnood ofa trove of family secrets, we could not dismiss 

^hc still-lively question ot the Jew from Graz. Hitler had dispatched 

nephew’s bothersome letter on to his lawyer, Hans Frank, but that was in 

1930 and our Fuehrer did not come to power until 1933. Back then, three 

years earlier, Hans Frank was looking to reach the summit of the party, and

was as close to Hitler as a lawyer can be when he has a client who is always 
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extricating himself from one soup in order to be scalded in another, and so

has real need of a lawyer he can trust.

Frank delivered bad news. The likelihood was that Alois’s father was 

a nineteen-year-old, the son of the head of this Jewish family named

Frankenberger. It was a detail that made for a good deal of unhappy sense. In

the early middle of the nineteenth century it was never uncommon for the

young scion of a well-to-do family to enjoy his first carnalities with a

housemaid, experienced, and not too youn^ This was accepted by the good

bourgeois mores of a provincial city like Graz as much more stable than

consorting with whores^Ta^degree, it-might even-emulatc the style ofr

Hying found among aristocrats. To-thc populanimagination many a eastle

was-a-eenmtbtal-patacc of mastcrs-and slaves.

Frank claimed to have seen evidence. His research, he told Hitler, had

produced results painful “to the highest degree.” It seemed that there were

letters from Herr Frankenberger to Maria Anna that promised to provide

regular payments for Alois over the next fourteen years.

All through that year of 1930, Hitler was, however, immersed in his 

romance with Geli Raubal, Geli, his blood niece, daughter of Angela Raubal,

Hitler’s half-sister. Our Adolf did not need more complications. He told
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Frank that the real story, imparted to him by his own father, Alois, was that

the real grandfather was Johann Georg Hiedler who had married to *'■
$e. Ai <=- LJ 7 z

-grandmothernve years after Alois’ birth. “All the same,” said Hitler to

Hans Frank, “I will examine these letters from the Jew to my grandmother.”

Frank had seen them, he assured Hitler, but they were not available.

The man who owned them would not retreat from asking an inexcusably high

price,could not be budged, not by honey, not by threats. Besides, if

c£- the letters had been photographed, acquisition would be worth little.

“You have looked at them,” Hitler stated.

“One by one, in his office. And he had two big fellows standing there

beside him. He also had a revolver on the table What must he have been

expecting?.”

Hitler nodded. “Yes, one cannot even hope for his premature death.

We can predict that the letters will be in one place and the copies in another.”

There it remained, one more concern for Hitler to carry.

In 1938, however, our findings gave another story. It no longer

seemed likely that Maria Anna had been receiving money for fourteen years.

She and her husband, Johann Georg Heidler, were so poor after their

marriage back in 1842 that they never had a home of their own. Theytived*
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trougl

have drunk it up. ladeedUie-was still renowned in Strones, almosfra century
Ine.iJe/'

(Impoverished hamlets are well-to-do {dt preserving mean memories.

m hcr father’s house, and ror a timefewen had to sleep in an empty cattle

(jf course, there might havebeen some money. Johann Georg could

<piA.<s£ /

He wasjSlegend^Eor the length and depth of his drunken stupors through

which, incidentally, he kept drinking/such a fact dideierS our second

hypothesis that there was no money. For why would a drunk like fifty-year-

old Johann Georg marry a forty-seven-year-old unless she had some income?

AThat certainly reduced-tha4ikehhood thafhe Was Aloliflather and our

&rc>bx.l»

nofbelj^ye wholly in such q-pc^ihility ^or knew-he-had{fT^ing°tn^n^vithjil’
<WC>) .

Besides, the town legendrdeclared him to be impotent. In the event, he

Adolfs grandfather^

certainly made no objection when Maria Anna convinced Johann Georg’s

younger brother, Johann Nepomuk Hiedler, to take the boy in and raise him.

Johann Nepomuk, a hard-working farmer, had a wife and three daughters,

but he did not have a son.
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HiCTCAvasthcnnosalientdetaiken’thesidc-oFJohannGeorgaslhe

HathehcGn-balaneeJJohann Nepomuk seemed more likelypo be this-
P 1 ^e. ve. sS-A/2^

'unknown stalwart, but we ^emamedfdineasy about the-Jew.

Himmler sent me to Graz and I took close measure of century-old /
»a<giA h J s'

records. NojVrankenberger^nsuch ledgers! I pored over the Kultusgemeinde

of the Jewish Registry of Graz, and was confirmed. Back in 1496, the Jews

had been expelled from the region. By 18^6Xhey hacfstilT not beenpermifted

to come back. It took twenty more years^but-the^fGraz was the sort of

modest Austrian city that catered to retired army officers on small pensions

reflexively anti-Semitic. Q& every side, it was obvious, flans

Frank had been lying. //

“ jCFfinlmler explained iUg-mg^f^en it came to his own careeg, Frank

was bold and a gambler. Indeed, he did not acquire his late&aam<ff5rruD----------

little. (By 1942, he was known as the “Butcher of Poland.”) At the time of

the nephew’s letter, he was, as already suggested, looking to establish himself
(2 L-le&tf k-__J

in Hitler’s inner circle. As Himmler saw it^^tvaTmventmg mythical letters

<S tu-e-iA
to obtain a re^abl/pressure point. Thftt-wos why there bad been «nch a _

failure to produce ^evidence. Hitler could hardly know whether Frank was

making it up, was telling the truth, or was actually in possession of the letters.
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It would have been the end for Frank, if Hitler had sent a researcher to Graz,

but the lawyer understood his client well enough to gamble that Hitler did not

really want to know. *He might dip-a toe in-the water, but his preference was,

Tfny nr? dry^ruund^

Since Himmler was grooming me to become one of his first assistants,

he also confided that he did not tell Hitler about my finding. Gertainly_not4-

He told Frank instead. I understood immediately. Could there be one official

within the Nazi ruling group who was not teokingdSFImenduring hold on

the others? Frank, to an effective degree, was now in Himmler’s

power. With that mutual understanding, he served Himmler’s will until 1942

when Hitler, nervous to the end about the Jewish grandfather, instructed our

Heinrich to send a few good people to Graz. Himmler, in turn, looking to

protect the manifold usefulness of Hans Frank now that he was Governor-

General of Poland, reported that no results were found which could be called

tangible. What with the pressure of the war and the ambiguity of the reports,

the matter should be put to rest. Such was Himmler’s advice to Hitler.
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6.

The year 1942 is, however, a long way down the road of my account.

to offer an insight into Himmler. 1 Imow-that behind his back, he was

The same can be said for 1938, and I only mention it again because of a

small episode that occurred during the Anschluss of Austria whieh happens

ridiculed by his Parly enemies as Heini—ill-gailed, pompous, and as parly-

pious a Nazi as any mediocrity who has risen too high—$a?his detractors

were mistaking the outer shell for the man. Unust say-hc-riascmated me. -•

Nobody, not even Hitler, believed more profoundly in our/phiiosophical

I remember on the first morning after the Brown/Shirts marched into

principles^ and~soHIimmler somelimes-chose to be critical of our actions-fn

Vienna, that a squad of them—beer-hall types with bellies above and below
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their belts—collected a group of old and middle-aged Jews, professional

class, pince-nez absolutely in place, and put them to work scrubbing the

street pavement with toothbrushes. The Storm-Troopers laughed as they
l lA.'f'f J

watched, and that added to the Attention attracted-threugheut-Austria-aad

“=€rermany> Photographs of the event were featured on the front pages of many

a newspaper in Europe and America.

Himmler spoke to a few of us next day about the episode. “It was a

most expensive indulgence and I am pleased that not one SS man had

anything to do with such a vulgarity. We all know this is the kind of action
t n j u <

that can insuk morale among^any^ the best of us. It will certainly

encourage more rowdyism here in Vienna. Nonetheless, we do well not to

reject altogether the primitive instinct revealed by the act. For it was, on

reflection, a successful act of mockery.” He paused. He did have our

attention. “There is a curious, I would even say covert sense of inferiority

among many of our folk that the Jews are capable of working with more

concentration on a task than any of us—they know how to study—and that is

why they have been so successful. It is very much a Jewish notion that they

can win everything by working harder than the host race of any particular

country they happen to be inhabiting.
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“So, this act, I would say, erupted from the crude but often incisive

understanding of the people. ■Jt-makes^a=deep-stateme»t. It tells the Jews that

work, if it is not attached to a noble purpose, is meaningless. ‘Scrub away

with those toothbrushes,’ the boys were saying, ‘because you Jews, whether

you know it or not, do exactly the same thing every day with your so-virtuous

scholarship that goes nowhere but into contradictions^ aad-your-etrtr-ageous-

‘indifference tohowyouacquire^yourwealth^llthose-riehes-are-barren-ef

Sfeminatirnr1- So on second thought,” Himmler concluded, “I will not

condemn out of hand the deeds of these low-rank Nazis.”

Again I have to recognize that I have interrupted my narrative for-no

'•muredhan arranecdete, but I wish-to-hesitate. It is because I do not know to 

Et^that nothrng^vfil irritate

offered a revelation that lacks footing. A-fac-t must be a-faet if itJs to give .

-fesonance-to-oup-sense-of-Fealfty. At best, a fact is three-dimensional and

consists not only of its own declaration of fact but also presents the means by 

which it was obtained.

not be comprehensible this soon. Even the resources of Special SectionfV-^i^-
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td were able to

ffiWjfexceptional methods of inquiry thafare-employed-among the^SHedsK

evanescent by aay

nexus of Being that dwells within society. As you can see 

only add to the confusion with which I shroud myself, I have to repeat that I 

am not ready to reveal myself. After-alVit-is-noHlTe reader who will takethe .

^^are not sufficient. We did piece together an answer.

personnel to whom I actually belong^^n

day-to-day measure to be called an intelligence group. Think of it rather as a 

afeout mysetf^But then, I am trapped by the methodj^mployed so far. My

name, I would remind you, does not happen to be Dieter, ^though that is

close enough^fer the time-bein^-^,1 am tempted to add that I was never really

in Special Groupfl^-2a. On the other hand, I was. Since this admission can 

I think, then, thatmust content yeursel^fornow with the 

tweakevidence ^eugh to-bend ifl in Himmler’s direction—we knew that if

our end-product would support his case, he would accept i^, btrt the ironyjwas
— A.

that our conclusions turned out to be correct. This 1-was-to-lcarn latcr-by the* 

conclusions we/preserited to Himmler. Once I had brought back the news

that the Jew from Graz did not exist, (^r-foGus4urn€dla]±iKtamk~doha»ft-
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one brother of Maria Anna Schicklgruber who was actually resourceful

enough to leave the mud of Strones and make a little money as a commercial

traveler, kfe'was,-we ce»feay^airoccupational ojotch more-elevated than-an

itinerant-peddler. For our purposes, what was best about this brother is that

he passed regularly through Graz. This enabled us to declare that Maria

Kw\a did, in fact, receive small sums/from Graz but had toldtfierfamily that

it came from a Jew. For a short time, this proved believable to

I Apoor

goocbyounger brotftSTas our seminal actor. While nothing would satisfy the
' if r - o C I

wS4he~itmerant brother-and Johann-Nepomuk. It came to the latter

With the brother,-we-would-indeed-havG-A-lois=a6 a full incestuary^twecn^

We came to the decision, however, that to make Himmler feel mere
c4> C^&fc*** J 14 I&el

^warded on this matter, we would ha^efto choose Johann Nepomuk/the'" '
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('Brother and’sister, which is-First Degree-Miner-,-but-that-wouJd-puHhezS^k

/urus-on-'Aluis:
Cte>iK^e^<S>£L.

On the other hand, if Maria Anna and^ohann Nepomuk^Sd-’

conceived, then Alois would not be the incestuary, felt Adolf would. Alois’ 

xf4i ivf wife, Klara, (was the granddaughter of Johann Nepomuk by way of his

daughter Johanna. An uncle and a niece connected by blood would then be

the parents of our Fuehrer. We knew that would give us a solid presentation

to offer Himmler and so we not only settled on this choice but embellished it.

Our final scenario took on adsfewf flavor: Maria Anna Schicklgruber and

Johann Nepomuk Hiedler hac^ente^mto copulation oneach rare occasion

when she came back {for*a visiV'From Grazf On her last trip, Nepomuk, who

lived a long day’s walk away in Spital, made a point of visiting his family in

Strones, and went to the straw for his carnal hour with Maria Anna. On that

wasTeft in a dreadful state. He-d+d'not questionoccasion, she conceived.

the news since the act had been out of the ordinary, and she had told him

rtf 4/" after climax, ‘Johann, you haveftW given me a baby,” but on the other hand,
Me CClsd?

loved his wife, he loved his three daughter^ could not shatter his

home. All the same, he knew hew sire-felt. I Ic-would fespect the matter.

And did. Under the rubric of money-from-Graz, he gave her sums from time
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to time to take care of the boy. In a few years, he promised, he would do his

best to take Alois into his own house and raise him with his daughters.

Maria Anna put up with the situation, but how could she be happy?

Five years went by before she declared her intention to expose Nepomuk.

She was now forty-seven and it was humiliating, she told him, not to be

married, and have to face the women of Strones each time she went out her

door. None of the housewives trusted her.

Nepomuk proposed his older brother Georg as a substitute for himself.

Nepomuk did not like his brother, and the brother did not like Nepomuk, but

a new source of money is as vital to a drunk as transfusion of blood to a

hemophiliac. I exaggerate, but not by much. Georg married Maria Anna for

her stipend and enjoyed the knowledge that it came from Nepomuk who

worked even harder in his fields to gather a few extra kronen. For Georg,

there was a rare pleasure in using the exertions of a younger brother to pay

for one’s own dissipations. Nobody can live with a fund of spirit more

companionably than a fury full of failure.

Maria Anna, wed at last, wanted Georg to say he was Alois’ father, but Ae
w„no, nevcrf^hewas-teld6he~wasfinterfering in a matter involving his honor.

If he had managed in the course of many a spree to tell a couple of his
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drinking companions[hb\win3 why he had gotten married, he saw all the

more reason to make no fool of himself by legitimizing a damn brat

whom everyone knew was not his kid. He might be a failure, but he was not

a cuckold. Let the bastard remain a bastard.

This story we presented to Himmler. It was buttressed by interviews

we floshcd-oiri(with the few/bkl inhabitants of Strones who were bom before

Johann Georg Hiedler died in 1857. It was, if examined closely, a

ramshackle series of bridges on the way to

Himmler was, of course, so busyftbat could interest himself only-urour

yieufl^%4he^ wereJperfeeF^irinJ. We had delivered a

destination, but

conclusion

family history in which appeared no Jew in the Fuehrer’s bloodstream, and

z'tfis ownlather and mother, Alois and Klara Hitler, gyre-now estabfehed/as
/ >

real uncle and niece by blood, We had/succeeded in making Adolf Hitler a

First Degree Incestuary One-step-removed.

Himmler had an epiphany. “This,” he said, “more than anything else,

reveals the incredible bravery and fortitude of the Fuehrer. Early death or

serious malformation is the most likely prognostication for the fate of First-

Degreejncestuaries, but the Fuehrer proved fabulous in his powers of

perseverance. His brilliance and his Will, his unique properties of character
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and insight, were provided by this First Degree intensification of his genes.

We live with the triumphant result. $&&& German agrarian genes proved

able to jyercume all ^th^fiiegativ^^mdeneies and therg^j? find a

metamorphosis into transcendental virtues.”

At this point, he closed his eyes, leaned back, and sighed slowly^nd.

often speak o

of/fiuminous spirits which surround call malign.

earlier times we

pereetved'as Satan. This embodiment, should it exist, of a Devil or the Devil,

has actually been able, I would declare, to stand firm in the face of the Devil

himself.

It is even possiblejthoy polled about a presence/

can be truly perilous for those who lack the Fuehrer’s Will. It is my belief—I

will ^ayp^theg it is my belief at certain times—that in the everpresent world

^idibhQis if to expel from his chest every spirit not free of dread. “We won’t

le went on in a low voice, “but occasions of close incest

would give great attention to Incestuaries of advanced degree/jrideedjthis

ominous malignity would be lookingfto pervert the force that arises from aay

doubling of God-given genes. All the more power to Herr Hitler, then. He

Little did Himmler know that his remarks could be multiplied by an

order of magnitude. Hitler was not a First Degree Incestuary One-step-
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removed, he was at the core of incest. He was a bona-fide case of First

Degree Primus. As I came to discover, by more exceptional and private

means, Jihai the niece, Klara Polzl Hitler, Alois’ wife, was not only his wife

but also his blood daughter.
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L

Count on it. We are not done with family history. This time, however, I

will not camouflage the source of my understanding with the pretense that it

is a product of semi-honest researches conducted by Special SectiofTjSSa.

Nor is there need to screen myself any longer behind Heinrich Himmler.

Now, I can behave like a conventional novelist of decent but in no way

remarkable talents who will (like most such novelists) enter some of the

thoughts of such of his figures as Johann Nepomuk, Alois Hitler, the three

wives of Alois Hitler, his two children from the second marriage, and two of

the six from the last marriage with Klara. (The other four died in-tfrfsfteyw

earty-ehildhoodr)

We are finished, however, with Maria Anna Schicklgruber. She

perished at the age of fifty-two, ten years after the birth of her son. The
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cause was termed “phthisis on account of dropsy of the chest,” a galloping

consumption she contracted after sleeping infrK cattle-trough ©f-a-harn-’

through two winters. The collateral causewa^fefyy^Toward the end, she

thought often of herself at the age of nineteen, her body neh-tyith

expectation, her singing voice praised for its beauty. She was the soloist of

the parish choir in Doellersheim. So she fS died, then, with the curse of three

decades of failed expeetations/fuiTof a-page that had been passed on to her

by Georg who had succeeded like many a drunk before him in outliving

everyone’s assumptions on his early demise. He stayed in existence for ten

years after she was gone—drink had been not only his nemesis but his dear

medicine, and, at last, his executioner. He went in a day. They called it

twenty by then and working in Vienna.

For that matter, Alois had not suffered unduly when his mother was

lost. Spital, where he lived with Johann Nepomuk and the wife and

daughters of the Hiedler family, was indeed a very long day’s walk from

Strones, and he had come close to forgetting Maria Anna. He was happy

with his new family. Nepomuk’s three daughters, Johanna, Walpurga, and
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Josefa, then twelve, ten, and eight, were delighted to have a five-year-old

brother, and took turns sleeping in the same bed with him, thus keeping in

effect the previous arrangement of no more than two children in one bunk.
a.

Spital/whieffwas a full-sized village rather than a hamlet,(me seeds of

separation between prosperous and poor had sprouted. A farmer could even,

by relative measure, be considered well-off aed there were a few(mSpital,
mo t-

Johann Nepomuk the first among them. He had twe/bedrdomyjn-his house,
u^e zZ *

and his wife, Eva Maria, kept their home in classic fashion^Spotlesc. She

was most practical. If she had a suspicion that Nepomuk might be more than

a stepfather to the boy, she could not, on the other hand, forget the

disappointment in his eyes each time she gave birth to a girl. It was probably

better for all concerned to have a boy in the home.

He was loved! By his father, by the girls, by Eva even! He was good­

looking, and like his mother, he could sing. As he grew older, he also

demonstrated that he was ready to do work in the fields. Johann Nepomuk

contemplated leaving the farm to him, but there was no balance to count on

that situatiom^HQ? in the boy’s character. He was too restless. He might

not be there on any and every hour to overcome all the unforseen obstacles

large and small to the daily work, whereas Johann Nepomuk had so much
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love for the work that on the best of days he could speak with his beasts, he

could listen to his earth, although he could not say that he was always at ease

with the long silences that hovered over the end of the afternoon and the

onset of evening. These silences entered his dreams. The sum of his fields,

his sheds, his beasts and his bam became equal to one creature, a demanding

woman, cavernous, haunting, smelly, greedy, an-avafar oFneed demanding

ever more from him. He would wake in full recognition that he could never
•Ke

leave the farm to Alois—Alois was^ child of the woman in the dream.

Moreover, it was not practical. Sueh a gift would enrage his wife.

She wanted good dowries for her three daughters, and the farm would

certainly provide handsomely for one, would amount, in fact, to so full a

dowry that Johann Nepomuk and Eva Maria could retire with free lodging on

the premises.

Indeed, they were to do that. The farm went to a strong young man,

Josef Romeder, the son of a peasant who came from Ober-Windhag, the next

village. In 1853, Josef married Walpurga, the second daughter, who was

then twenty-one, and the marriage contract not only deeded lodging to

Johann Nepomuk and Eva Maria, but a portion of the farmland and an
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orchard. On the day that the title passed over, the ceremony of transfer

proved more elaborate than the wedding.

Nepomuk led Josef, his new son, around the property, boundary line

by boundary line, and stopped at every marker that denoted the separation

ter^s orchard^may~you

between his fields and the land of the next farmer. Nepomuk would say,
<Sh (Stye

‘‘And ifwou gather any fruit from^gowrn

labor jgery-da^ under a black sk^* After which he gave hinya clout on The

ear. ■HghFfffires^'each of the eight separate jogs in the boundary line, he

cbaute^1^^^d^aeh-tHH€-the-blow was-not-without its thunder. Johann

Nepomuk was full of the kind of woe that hangs like weights on one’s limbs.
-l-trOM y

He was not mourning the loss^fhisfarm, nor even the loss of his daughter,

Walpurga, so much as the absence of Alois. His son Alois was not there

because Johann Nepomuk had banished him three years earlier when the boy

was thirteen and Walpurga eighteen. He had discovered them in the hay-loft

of his bam even as he had gone to the straw with Maria Anna on the

afternoon that Alois was conceived. A memory of the glory of his last act of

love with Maria Anna Schicklgruber had never left him, for he had had only

two women in his life and she was the second^. JZoF-hinvsho was -no {Callage

wenchJcoarse-grained and ass-bare in the hay, but a Madonna lit by sunlight
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through the only stained-glass window of the church in Spital. This image

never failed to enlarge his estimate of the volume of his sin. He was living in

sacrilege, that he knew, and yet he would not relinquish the image of Maria

Anna’s face in the stained-glass window. It was reason enough not to go to

confession (^nd when he did go—because he knew he must—he would

invent other sins for the booth, large sins. Once he confessed to coition with

the farm mare, a deed he had never attempted—one does not make love to a

large horse for too littl^^and the priest asked him in return how many times

he had committed this sin. “Only once, Father.”

“When was that? How long ago?”

“Months, months I think.” 

“And how do you feel now when you use the animal for work? Are

there similar urges?”

The priest was middle-aged but-rfreadyd^edmew-a-geed-deafabout the

misdoings of the peasantry, indeed there had been a joke among us at Special

Sectiorff^a that all the devil needed to know about the people in any parish

could be acquired by visiting the village priest in his sleep.
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;You have degraded yourself as a child of God,” he ou have

Hn-any-case, the priest was wise-enough-to sense that Nepomuk was

lying, but (was hoping that the account was true because bestial sodomyY*
in 4->5 s4^^ d" u^=«.6< pv^&^C-e. >-1z5> c!>C&S f - z

/less grievous than incest-, and no worse than adultery. So he proceeded^
'f'U-e^g-fi1

exercise the letter of his office without further questioning.

committed a serious sin of lust. You have injured an innocent animal. For

your penance I give you five hundred Our Fathers and five hundred Hail

Marys.”

That was identical to the penance he had given earlier that morning to

a schoolboy who had himself an underhanded masturbation in class (a

then rubbed his semen on the hair of the boy in front of

him. ' i -

Johann Nepomuk contented himself afterward by confessing to the

same priest upon occasion that he still had lewd thoughts concerning the

mare, but was careful to do nothing about it. She was, however, a poor

substitute for Madonna Maria Anna, and the continuing absence of Alois

caused Johann Nepomuk Hiedler to live in an agony of love. He had wept

like a Biblical father and had tom his shirt from his chest when he came upon

his son and his daughter in the straw. He knew that he had just lost the boy.
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The brightest light of nearly every one of his days, that lively young face, was

neatgone. [To the shock of the women in the family, Alois was sent away

that night to a neighbor’s house and in the morning was walked to Weitra

and put on a coach to Vienna.

Walpurga suffered in his absence. Nepomuk did not tell Eva, but then,

he did not have to. She had more than a notion why Walpurga was to be kept

at home for the next three years, Twen^l/er marriage with Romeder, empty of

courtship, had to be arranged. Yet Eva, as concerned with the virginity of

her daughters as a drill sergeant by the look of his platoon, would nag

Nepomuk to allow their girl to take a short walk on Sunday with a girl friend.

“No,” Nepomuk would say. “The two of them will go to the woods.

Then the boys will follow.”

He-was in a rage the day he walked the boundary line with Romeder?

Eaeh[time he struckthe groom on the side of the head, at-eaefr of those--

^/fwmentyat e.ach_of the eight markers he. was th inking of the injustice he was
Z)

doing to his new son-in-law. he hit him harder. This new marriage was

founded on a lie. Therefore, it was crucial no trespasses be made on the

land of the neighbor. That would be a sacrilege against the earth. How

Nepomuk mourned the absence of his son!
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Alois did well in Vienna. He still had his agreeable face. In Spital he

had been an apprentice to a shoemaker and now in Vienna he was taken on

as novice in a shop that made cavalry boots for officers.

The sight of young men who carried themselves as if their bodies, their

uniforms, their decorations, their boots and their souls were given over to Ss

S’ i
pledge, had much to offer to Alois. These men, he observed, were

at ease with the beautifully dressed ladies they escorted. It pleased him to

look at their promenade. The women’s hats were as finely wrought as the

officers’ boots. He had the passing thought that if he met a young milliner,

they could start a shop and young couples of the best and highest classes

could visit their store hand in hand. Splendid boots, stylish hats. It was the

only business concept he ever had, but he only played with such a thought
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because beautiful women stimulated him. For that matter, only the ugliest

and oldest women were not attractive to him. He loved women. He had had

such contentment playing with his stepsisters, which is to say, as only

Nepomuk knew, his half-sisters.

He met no young milliner, however, and the idea gave way to a better

one. He could never be a cavalry officer since that was dependent on being

bom into a particular kind of family, not another, certainly not from a place

where more was known about mud and manure than the/sorfceSsccnt a man

put upon his handkerchief. Alois was sensible, he would not aspire to

what was not there. But one thing he knew—he had been able to leave Spital

and live decently in Vienna. No one back where he came from had been

ready to improve himself, Not in such a nraiuiei. So, he understood his own

ambition early—he wanted to spend his life in a decent uniform, and be

admired for his posture and importance.

At the age of eighteen, after five years in the boot shop, he applied at

the Austrian Finance Ministry for a position in the frontier guards. He was

accepted at the lowest level. Five years later, he had risen to the rank of

Finanzwach Oberaufseher (Finance Watch High Overseer) which was equal
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to no more than Corporal, but^he uniform was-not bod, and(ft took ten years
_ /Zp -4? 'tiuiy

to -getsuoh-atpost.

He had written on several occasions to tell Johann Nepomuk of his

progress, and at last a letter came back in 1858. His half-sister Josefa, the

youngest daughter, had died soon after her marriage, a great blow to the

family, and Nepomuk hinted that he would like Alois to visit.

In 1859, with his promotion to Finanzwach Oberaufseher already

guaranteed, he went back to Spital looking exceptional for a man of medium

height: His uniform made him a figure of authority in Spital. He might as

well have been a young Count for his bearing was graceful, even

authoritative.

Johann Nepomuk knew he had probably made a serious mistake in

inviting him back, but the -fathe/was considerably older now, and bent like a

tree that has lived with too much wind. The death of his daughter Josefa so

soon after her marriage had lived in his side like the slash of an axe. He felt

too tired to keep watch on Alois.

Indeed, what could he do? Johanna, the oldest daughter, seven years

older than Alois, had been married at the age of eighteen, and for the last

eleven years had been faithful to her husband, Johann Poelzl, another hard-
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working peasant who even lived next door to Nepomuk and gave no one any

trouble except Johanna for he usually kept her pregnant. She had once been

agreeable in appearance, but now her hands and feet were raw and her

features had thickened. She had had six children already, and the first four

had died early. She had been chccrrfiibhy spirit^^-had-beett'Sepressed by

circumstance.

Not at the sight of Alois, however—kib ictum brought lifeftu hei—

^novements.—Alois had been her darling when he first came to the house, and

she used to fondle the five-year-old and bring him to sleep in her bed.

Through the years until he left, she would play-wtftriwm, pull at his hair and

kiss his cheek) an^wcejwhen he was tenand she was seventeen, they had

rolleddogether in the hay of the bam pretending to wrestle^ although /fothing

happened, he was not quite old enough.

This time, there was no question. At the first opportunity which

proved to be the only one, he continued the family tradition of apocalyptic

intercourse in the(3u&-aa$ aroma of bam straw, and Klara Poelzl, later to be

rKTara Hitlerl mother of Adolf Hitler, was conceived. There was no question

in Johanna’s mind. She had known the moment each time when Johann,

Poelzl, her husband, had put a child into her. This time had been superior to
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“Vex*, (Ac^f'

all the others. No-small qvent had takcrr place in her body? She said~as~nrueh

of rigorousmonthsdatgr, Johanna sent him a letter while he was

to-AJeis Zvhen they weredone, and when Klara was bom ^4-S6S_nmc-

training for an examination that would bring him up to Finanzwach

Respizienten, the highest rank obtainable in the bottom half of the customs

service. His attention, therefore, was hardly on Spital. Still, her letter lived

with him through the years for it was only three words long (three words that

Johanna was certain of spelling correctly). He read it over many times. “Sie

ist hier,” wrote Johanna in the pride of a momentous event (although she did

heart and-waa^egked-aw^i By nowzffiisrnind was wholly on his career. In

not sign her name) and “She is here” took its place in the guardroom of his

truth, he might not even have made love to Johanna on that lone occasion if

he had not already been with Walpurga and a year earlier with the youngest,

Josefa, his favorite back when he was twelve (his first) Vand so he frit

owed it to himself now to have ftH-three(sistep^-—how many men could ever

boast of ujv Cl

If he measured himself by his deeds, it was in relation to mtpdeedsfof

other men, particularly other lower-caste officers in the Finanzwach. His rise

was remarkable for a young man with sparse education. In-tfe® more years,
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by 1864, he had another promotion, and still another by 1870 when at the age

of thirty-three, he had worked himself up to Customs Collector. By 1875, he

was Full Inspector and would write below his signature, on any government

paper,' the full weight the titleflSLaddress, It wejgg “Official of the First

Class Imperial Customs Post in the Railroad Terminal, Simbach, Bavaria.

Residence, Braunau, Linzergasse.”

Be it said that all through his rise to the highest rank possible for a man

of Igf restricted beginnings, he never relinquishe3TB^£ppetite for women.

His-occupation was perfect in this regard. The first principle of

Austrian bureaucracy was paramount: Bo your job properly. The better you 

lavebecame at official tasks, the less you wittmave to fear for the'recesses

« ia. l'<e°
tA V*i X 7 n f Q 11 I ZX I ' rX *1 O 11 Zi At'C’ zi 1 TX ZT lx zX zX lx zXT rzxzx 4-zx 4-lx zx 1 zx4-4-/x*- zx*x/-I lx zx z-l zx r-r ‘ -1your private life. This understanding he obeyed to the letter, and had a-gecrd'

?eTNo matter in which place they stationed him, he would live in an inn.

Before long, given the virile confidence of a man who has possessed three

^sisters, he would proceed to conquer the loosely defended bastions of the

cooks and chambermaids in the hostelry. When he had gone through all of

the women, he would move to another inn. Through the forty years of his

career, he was posted to only four border towns between Bavaria and Austria,

to Saalfelden, Braunau (where Adolf would yet be bom) Passau, and Linz,
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yet his change of residence was frequent. In Braunau, for example, he

moved twelve times. Nor did it bother him that his women were not elegant

enough to walk with cavalry officers. No, elegant women were^ifficul^ be*-

no doubt of thakwhereas guf maids and cooks were grateful for his

attention^Jhe^would raise no ruckus when he moved on.

•AU-the-same^n 1873., he married a widow. Having developed an eye

for the social stature, or relative lack of it, in any woman who would presume

to pass for a lady—his occupation demanded, after all, some ability to

recognize a smuggler, large or subtle, as they passed with-their luggage/

through customs, he was not dissatisfied with his choice. He might be thirty-

six and she already fifty, yet he could lay©(ner. She came from a worthy

background. She might not be good-looking, but she was the daughter of an

official in the Hapsburg tobacco monopoly that produced a share of the

Crown’s income, and the size of her dowry was agreeable: she elevated the

presence he had begun to develop for himself. They lived well, and with a

maid. His own salary was substantial—the principal of the best school in

.any towp where Alois might .be /Stationed could not boast of earning as much.

his rank increased, so did his uniform take on more gold-plated
r.arr'tS

buttons, and his cocked hat^pofted pfficial embroidery. His mustache had a
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sweep worthy of a titled Hungarian, and his face came at you, jaw-first. His

inferiors at the Customs Posfralways had to use his correct title when they

spoke to him, With it all, he was putting on weight. Soon after his marriage,

and very much at his wife’s urging, he shaved his mustache and grew

sidebums on each side of his mouth that were^s imposing as castle-gates.

Now he not only looked like a customs official in the service of the

Hapsburgs, he looked like Franz Josef himself. There he was, a-full picture,-

of her 

appeal to him'Wvhen he discovered that she, too, was an orphan and had been

adopted. In turn, she lost respect for his uniform when he

Schicklgruber, his father)«-AluLs wuulil neyefr

was no Herr-Schickljgubsr on the parental side of his natal ledger, just a

years-gruUheirjnaiTiager^aft^-grovvnig weary to the bone making up

honorable-as the empero^fbr^uiy and hard work.

His wife, Anna Glassl-Hoerer, liked/the sidebums but Jfist

stones about

blank.

She began a campaign for Alois to legitimize himself. His mother,

after all, had been married. Why could that not be taken to mean that Johann

Georg Hiedler had been father? Alois knew better, but now that shs-was
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yYnaKmg^iTan issued he was not averse? He had, after all, never been proud of
' (zr/jQ. ‘V 71 y

his last name, and his-wife fvas not necessarily wrong when she judged that

his career, despite its success, had hardly been helped by Schicklgruber. Nq^

alU®Jiad-acGompli^i€d-was-sn-sptte-of4t.

He went from Braunau to Weitra and from there to Spital to see if

Johann Nepomuk would help him. The old man, now turned seventy,

misunderstood at first—he thought he was being named as the father when

Alois told him that he wanted his last name changed to what it should be—

Hiedler! Johann Nepomuk’s heart passed through a quick and scalding

shame even as he started to marshall his arguments that at this late date, what

with fwa-c^two remaining daughters to thiift of, plus the grandchildren,

and his remaining part of the farm.^iow could he declarehimself the father?

These excuses did not reach his mouth before they scorched his pride. Just

soon enough he realized that Alois was asking instead for Johann Georg to be

named. Whereupon (old men being as ready as young girls to go from one

extreme of emotion to the other) he was furious at Alois. His own son did

not want him, Nepomuk, to be thought of as the father. It took another

moment to recognize that Georg, having married Maria Anna, was the only

one who could be used for legitimation.
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In the event, he journeyed with Alois and Romeder in a farmcart 

pulled by two old horses all of the twenty miles from Spital to Strones, then 

on to Doelleraheim, close to a four-hour journey on a narrow meandering
a. 5 o £

camage-road full of fallen limbs but

October day (or it might have taken eight hours). On arrival, Johann

Nepomuk came face to face with the priest he did not wish to remember.

There he was^now^/ery oldjindeed, and smaller in station as well as stature

(for Doellersheim parish was not comparable to Spital), yet the very priest

who had scolded him for traffic with the vulva of a mare.

This recollection passed between the two men unacknowledged by 

word or shift of expression, they were there for the business at hand, Alois,

Nepomuk, Romeder, and two acquaintances they had brought along from 

spelling since there was small agreement from province to Mstrra?province 

on which letter was proper for each sound, (one reason why Hiedler soon

Strones. Since the last three were to be witnesses and did not know how to

write, they each signed^ XXX, after testifying that they had known Georg

Heidler and thaMe had admitted to bemgthe father of thischild, and that the

mother had stated the sam
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became Hitler—^hc-drffeeH€€HH-pronuncTatioii wming-te-iBO-moge 

nearly undctcctable-shifriretween “d” trnd-^f^^-and-as-fhe-priest recorded

insert the date. i&hts-own-si^iatu^Z On the

ige? Certainly

one or another concealed family matter?

was bound to improve them^gagd7?

in Spital rather than continue on immediately with Nepomuk’s cart to the 

railroad station at Weitra. There was an agreeable redolence to his mood at

Johann Georg’s name in what had previously been the blank space and

smiled again. The document was^rely-lcgalr-PeihspS^t?^ not ^sgefcSEJ 

pricst-was(smiling out of an old man’s mouth because he knew they were
*

lying. Johann Georg had never told them anything of the sort.

legal, but it did not matter. \J®s^vouId challengesui

no one ^wthoa^in Vienna. The word that always 

e^/
page of the/parish registry of June 1, 1837, he crossed out “illegitimate,” put

that-august

■kx^s-&ptxie-Chnreh was to ^te^euragg^g^imagy^Aireadv in some districts
/ •e.<7 * L
the-rate-wssAoirty per cent. OFthat forty, could even half be free of

priest had chos^not to

inscribe his own name; he disapproved of these sleazy little matters even if he 

^D£<o

Now that Alois hadhis newname, he decided to stop off for an hour 

(

Tps^a



01/22/2001 01:10 7186243782 jmwordcraft PAGE 12

61

ths sound of Alois Hitler, and he soon felt -a=fe^sfer upsurge in the happy

region below his navel. This, he knew, from long experience, was one of the

gifts God had given him. He was as quick as a dog to sense when 

female company was nearby. /

&idd4§^GG^5=b£ JohannaKNepomuk^s oldest daughter did live

next door to her father, and at this moment Alois <©Quld-evcR-fe^ her presence 

as if she were looking out the window, but no, it could not be Johann^ she

was not as old as his wife, but she would not look better. Eam-hfe-ofifered

woman's appearance. He dicl"notSaU£ want to see her.

Yet his steps took him to the door. The Hound did not make a practice

of betraying him. J«r$i the doorway was Johanna looking as plain as

expected, but beside her was a girl of sixteen. She was the same height as

himself with the nicest and most agreeable features, modest, well-formed,

with a good head of abundant dark hair and the bluest eyes he had ever

seen—they were as blue ss4hst light

behind the glass of a museum showcase*

He took off his cocked hat and bowed to her osee kfe had separated 

himself from the powerful hug and whole steamy kisses Johanna left with her

honest saliva on his mouth and face. “This is your Uncle Alois,” she said to
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her daughter, “he is a wonderful man.” She turned back to him and added,

“You look better than ever—there is more to the uniform now, yes?” And

zthen she pulled her daughter to her. “This is Klara. She wiH-seon-be my
<k q'ft'Ha./

oldest, since ffiy only son who is

■HeTs-frrVicnnaHTe-hasx^

She began to weep. Klara was her seventh child but five were now

dead, and the young man, now nineteen, would-bg-geno-ia^eaE^ "God

never ceases punishing us for our sins,” she said, at which Klara nodded with—

■eonvictroth-

Alois had no desire to hearts about God. Spend time on

Him, and the Hound would moan in shame. He preferred to enjoy the

thought that he would soon see more of his niece.

He took a walls outside the village with die mother and daughter. They

went to the fields that belonged to the husband, Johann Poelzl, who—no

surprise to Alois—bore no resemblance to this rare blue-eyed child, Klara.

He had gray misted-over eyes and a face full of lines that turned down in

concert with his long sad nose and Opaper-thin lips. It is obvious that he

honest fanner. Nor did Alois stay too long. Poelzl had the expression on
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his face of a man who still has a host of choresjjxsatisfyjfon this day,

scattered in the bottoms of rows of stubble* were stray ears of com not yet too

rotten to feed to the pigs, and Poelzl stood on one foot and then the other (as

and implicit prosperity of Alois’ bsarisgy-aad Poelzl’s mood took no happy

if to talk for two minutes more would ruin a good number of the remaining

turn when Alois said(i[hat his own wife was not well and needed a maid who

was pious, and ofgeed (breeding. Was it possible—not to rush 

things!- that Klara might be just that person?

back. Cash not dependent on a crop was the fees^crop poelzl (Seeded 

money even more than he usually did, (g$ die alternative—to borrow further 

She-ferms? could hardly &fibrd-i3 say no/^speeiaUjSwhen he was told

of ^<sv^es-shrwOTlO^w^-aM/the amount she would be able to send 

sums from his brother-in-law Romeder or his father-in-law Nepomuk, was

unpleasant. Johanna’s disposition had become so sour that he often thought

her blood must taste like vinegar, nor did he wishJSs-ea^ to travel down the

road of Romeder’s sighs as the brother-in-law came up with a-few kronen

nor did he want to hear the advice that would come from Nepomuk. That 

would insult his judgment. A fanner could have fine instincts for hisbandry
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and still have bad luck—did that mean he must pay tribute to^ueh-bad luck 

by listening to the advice of others when he had already paid once already by

d-fess* insufficient return from his fields? So, he accepted the idea that Klara 

would work for thw Uncle Alois, and his feelings turned over in him with the

emptiest rage of all—that anger which has lostadf its heat. Tfesatdn thc-nerves-
A'S’ 
abowt^qual to the cold momentwhen maggots are-revealed-by (he overturn of

a fa ft

Mweek after Alois’ return to his post in Braunau, Klara followed with 

a small chest filled with her small cache of clothes and possessions.
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6T

9.

three rooms in the best jinn of I3raunau—the

Gasthaus Streif. There was also a matd^s room for Klara on the top floor 

Alois and

wherel^jelother maids and servants slept.

For a while, Alois lived with the happy notion that he might be able to

spend some time up there with Klara, but his niece did not welcome him, not

exactly. It was evident to all including his wife that Klara was steeped in

respect for her exceptional uncle, but it seemed no cause for concern to

Aaa^hotyet! The girl was pious to a degreethat^w^jld^ave seemed

incomprehensible if one did not understand hsw^^±was her

elosesttfelative. 1'here were lights in the depths of those pale-blue eyes that

spoke of angels—godly angels tTuF fallen angels. Her face was so 

innocent that one could ask in all honesty what she could know of fallen 



JMWQRDCR6FT01/22/2001 01:10 7106243782
PAGE 17

angels if not for^ second sense which is there to tell^at devils

among-tis from the closing doors of doath. Even the innocent do not like to

dream of the departed.
(0.1^9d>Me. O&Hpdf—_)

Alois also envisioned othofefeofs—^nose doors to her chastity might be 

as heavy as the gates of doom. He was charming to his niece, but made a 

point never to touch her. His wife, by now as unhappy as a crow with a

broken wing, had put up early with his yen for maids and cooks, but then,

about the time she began her campaign to expunge the name of

Schicklgruber, she allowed her distrust of him to take on new force. Never 

had Alois encountered jealousy^ passionate,^far-ranging, and^

'percipimt: i

While he considered his first quality as a man to be ^dedication to 

his work—to the cleanliness of his personal appearance, to the 

official papers,Jri^espect for punctuality and performance in every working

hour, his pride was almost as great He had not

stood for ^masyJyears at a border post looking to root outjga^the attempts

of travellers and merchants to cheat the/Crowh of itTtariff without learning a 

good deal about false presentation and outright mendacity, and now he was
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having to exercise such abilities himself in order to divert Anna from the

other girl he had taken to visiting on the top floor of the inn.

There was an old Viennese joke that you had a flourishing society

when both the cops and the crooks kept-fettiag better at what they did, and key'A

/lus thought often of the remark because as much was true for

himself. The more acute her sense of what he might be up to, the finer were

who was voluptuous but lithe, dask-eyed and—by his measure—smoldering.

He had learned to shield his eyes of expression when she crossed the room,

but that was not easy. She had a restrained yet irrepressible roll of the hips.

That spoke to him: Fanni was a good girl who did not want to be so good.
4s. p la 

Indeed, as he soon leamed^sfie was a virgin of the most tormented

sort—a girl in the old peasant tradition: She had iWher chastity intact by

allowing entmcej^the near neighbo^S^^^-drscowred-m-the^

C6afBe-of^Mn^B0HBi4icr^friG4®Qiij. That was not always a happy tradition '

The Hound was too large for entrance ‘^^esmeByand the damned,” (as

Alois-liked to call it). -Sho(Pvould moan in a very low voice (so that the rest of
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psaiuKs-ef carnal ore il

your wife and live with me?’

the attic would not hear) bm^hejrwefe-sggfeH^g avur tl^is jamming of

-passton. (All the more intense became
wsnted-cach^ig?, they loved each other, a not uncommon reaction when the

He told himself that she was only one more daughter from one more P
G^yLe. <a. 1

fanneMiut Ke also told her that he loved her. She said, “Enough to give up

“I will give her up,” he said, “when you give up something too!”

she must remain a virgin. Once she allowed tisi what he

wanted*, there would be a child. She knew^fesfc

child, esd men shefhight die.

Ther^Would be another

“How do you decide such things?”

“We have M gypsies in my family. ^d-witeh^-I4e©tfe^J-am-&

witch.”

“Because of me?”

'ei5^OTe^z©S3®5g^fflri^i®Hld.4lYou are a bad man and I am a witch.

Only witches put their mouths in terrible places. Now Ifon^frmtfto go to

confession.”
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“Stay away from priests. They are there to suck your blood. They will

leave you weak and good for nothing.”
a Jg

They argued about whether she should or should not

go to confession which induced a vertigo (aat-wadnot unlike drunkenness.

Given the force of his desire, she gave it to him/gave it up, and fa-the-eeurs
~bd(

oFdoing-so, gave huaclfte In a month, she told him^he was pregnant. Had

the time come, she asked, to tell his wife?

He no longer trusted Fanni. He did not think she would have become

pregnant if she was really afraid of dying. Besides, he had been lying to his

wife with so much skill that now he did not dare to confess. Lying, like

honesty, is reflexive, and soon becomes as sturdy a habit. Anna Glassl-

Heerer Hitler was/iifty-sevenhow/and looked ten years older (although to his

continuing surprise she was still a virago gsbetEJ! To lose her would tighten

his financial situation, although not critically tea the other hand, he would

be giving up a lady for a farm-girl, a¥abuleu0ann-girl, but then he had

decided long agotEMa peasant/was like a stone. Throw^^iighin the air but

it(Slways ■eewe down. Whereas a lady was like a feather. ShejCouIa tantalize

you with her intelligence. He would hate to give up his increasing skill as a

liar.
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Here is a sample from the dining room of the Gasthaus Streif.

Anna Glassl: I see you are looking at her again.

Alois: I am. You have caught me. If your eyes were not beautiful, I would 

have to say that you own the eyes of an eagle.

Alois: You are exciting me/.again. Your mind is/wicked. I love it when your 

Anna Glassl: Why don’t you just catch up with her after we eat, and give her ct

tongueiyfe crude.

Anna Glassl: Cruder than it used to be.

Alois: Anna, you are exceptionally wise, but, in this case, you are wrong.

Anna Glassl: Look, my dear, I have put up with chambermaids and cooks.

You have come to bed smelling of onions on many a night. I don’t care, I tell

myself. Hefftiustamuse himself. But why do youlfryto insult my

intelligence? TkcJ girl is beautiful. At least once in your life make love to a

working girpvho does not look like last weetri^pudding.

Alois: All right, I will tell you the truth. I like her looks, yes, a little bit,

although she is not truly my type. No, she is not. But in any case, I would

not go near her. One hears the worst talk. I don’t even want to tell you

because you like her.
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Anna Glassl: Like her? She’s a tart. She’s a tart in training. Your true type.

Alois: No, she is diseased. She has an infectious disease between her legs.

I would not go near her.

Anna Glassl: I do not believe you. I cannot believe that.

Alois: Do as you choose. But, I can promise you, she is the last girl for you

to worry about.

Anna Glassl: Who then do you want me to worry about? Klara?

Alois: You have a splendid sense of humor. If we were not in public, I

would laugh out loud.
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10.

Finally, Fanni told Atffia^fiaf she’was feeejriionths pregnant and soon

to show. For Anna; that was the end of the marriage. To^fhat the girl had

a disease when he knew that she was pregnant! Unforgiveable! Besides,

Anna wa<tired of Alois hynnw^riore find awjflthan her fear of being alone.

She had exhausted herself in mustering up enough of the dramatic arts to be a

virago^Now she craved for peace. She even decided that her jealousy had 

been her last defense against what was even worse—the cold and silent 

distaste that accompanies the end of jealousy. So she moved out. Since they 

were both Catholic, divorce by Austrian law was not possible. To obtain/a”

legal separation, Anna had to declare(ffieir incompatibility aad her direct 

aversion to him.

•consent, Alois had to look at^h^statemeiS iut therej?ald as a boiT
aS
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his copy of the document to his

drinking friends. "Look, she says ^ottr«ae-^gZ she has a personal aversion.

-oi^legal paper. Iffiked-hinreai

If not improper, I could tell you how much aversion she had. On her hands

and knees^o soon as I would say, ‘Get ready. I am in the mood.’”

They would laugh and move to other subjects. He was in a state of 

he wenffiving together in the same suite of room^j^iad-shafedjwi&-Ajaff
$ /e'/~

aHhe^jKdiaus~SW?if. jThat was fine with him—he was the first to say that
he was not attached to the past^sid^^^^-would-be-comforiable-fopa- 

psgRant-wegiaa Then he discovered that Fanni was not &s=aB pregnant— 

she had only thought she might be. Or was it that she had had an early 

miscarriage? She was resolutely unclear.

He thought that was a terrible lie to have told him, but what could he

do? He had never known more pleasure with a woman and Fanni was full of

fire. She was also as jealous as Anna Glassl, and her ears had perfect pitch

when it came to hearing any wJ^sr-efflnfid^ityTnhis speeds Soon

enough, she stove a hole in the vessel of his future plans. Klara, she told him,

would have to go. Otherwise, Fanni would.
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This was too much disruption for Alois. Fanni would soon be truly 

pregnant, or so he expected given the hints he took from the declarative surge 

of her womb at the happiest moment, all of which passed through him even 

as he was passing into her—not the sort of conclusion he had come to with

other women. So-piegnainjywoulfrbe fine^44e(wascertainly ready for a 

child, preferably a son, to carry on the family name (now that he had one) but 

when he was not in the midst of good things with Fanni, he thought often of 

the day when she would be six or seven months along, and it would be

Klara’s turn. The thought of future complications did not deter him. It was
VIA <£■ "A5 4-e. -fa

enough that he found buth womciratUautivc and-in altogether different

•/=» 1*1 I 7^3, +^lcf

As for scandal, he did not worry rHenad always been the center of 

gossip in every town where he was posted, aadjn Braunauthe townspeople 

might as well complain to the stars that he lived so openly with a common-
A Ao

law wife. After all, what could they do? He wa^asoldier garrisoned in a 

town to which he owed nothing. He received his money from the Hapsburg

government, and the Financial Watch was far away^care how he acted 

in his personal life so long as his work was flawless. His job was secure.
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He-hed nsen to the highest level of the lowest ranks, aad there he

would stay. The Customs needed him because it took twenty years for an

official to become as practised as himself, and, in turn, he needed them 

because he could never find another job that paid as well. His training had

left him as the perfect instrument for what he did but it v/Bs^gsldll that could

for aaything^lse. He was locked to his job, and devil take the

townspeople. What they said about him might rankle, but it would not 

j^rfere withjS&pursuits. He-was going^te-hwe^ne girl^fiearhis child,

and csw £vho looked like a nun (and trembled when he spoke) t^become his 

mistress. Of course, she would be ready when the time came. Why else

quiver^Sheadie-spofce? It was because he could teach her everything he 

knew.

That was die project on which Fanni intruded. There was going to be 

no girl named Klara working for them.

“You are mad,” Alois answered. “Can’t you see? She is-amnr14-
1a.

“Thai is exactly what won’t stop you. She must go.”

“You will not speak to me that way. You are young enough to be my 

daughter.”
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‘Yes, and the Polish people say that a father should never make love to 

a daughter or she will lose all respect for him/

Indeed, Klara had to go. He could not relinquish what he now had for 

the uncertain promise/of a future transformation from angel to jJj&owT
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After Klara left, it was Fanni who suffered. She had liked Klara, and 

now that their^oselfriendship was lost, gone with-it were all die confidences 

back and forth. Each different from the other, there had been much to leam9

It all ended, however, because Klara was not good at lying.

She flushed teet-red with embarrassment when Fanni would hint at what 

went on between Uncle Alois and herself. (Klara having called him Uncle,

Fasmi had taken on the habit.)

"Confess,” Fanni would say, “you want to be in bed with our Uncle.”

“No,” Klara would reply, and feel as if her cheeks would blotch 

^fewcdif she did not tell the truth. “There are times, yes, when, yes, please, I 

want that. But you must know I won’t, I never will.”
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“Why?’

“Because he is with you.”

“Ach, that,” said Fanni, “would not stop me for a minute.”

“Maybe you, no,” said Klara, “but I would be punished.”

“This is something you know?”

“Please, I know.”

“Maybe you don’t,” said Fanni. “I told Uncle I would die if I let him

give me a baby, but now I think^ other way. I want a baby, I am near to

having a baby ”

“You will,” said Klara, “and I won’t go near Uncle Alois,u&ste you are

his woman. Thai is my vow.”

They kissed, but there was something within the tasie(j5Ftne kiss that

Fanni could not trust. Klara’s lips were firm and full of character, but not

completely. That night Fanni had a dream where Alois made love to Klara.

Klara wept just a little before she left. “How can you send me away?”

she asked. “I gave you my vow.”
U "Kt I f

“Tell me,” said Fanni, l4whw& is the foundation of yew-vow^ ‘

“I vowtftferThe peace of my dead brothers end sisters.”
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It was not the best reply. Fanni had the sudden thought that Klara

mightpjeconcealing a witch in herself—she could^ave brothers

and sisterSj

Through the Finance Watch, Alois made arrangements in Vienna that

would offer clean and gainful employment for Klara in the house of a modest

and elderly lady. (Alois was more than ready to protect her chastity.) After

four years of good and honest work in Braunau, sleeping each night in the

smallest of the maid’s rooms, Klara therefore packed her belongings into the

small packing box she had carried on her arrival, and in that manner

left the Gasthaus to go to her new employment in Vienna.

If Fanni was now more at ease with Alois, the best of moods could

nonetheless vanish in no more than the interval it took to close her eyes and

open them. How could she be certain that her distrust of Klara had not

welled forth from spite as cruel as the pain of a bad tooth?

Even as she had foreseen, she was pregnant now, and that was part of

her contentment. Yet she continued to feel remorse. She had banished the 

sweetest girlfrend she ever knew, and there were days when she was on the 

edge of asking Klara to return, but then she would think: What if Alois came

to prefer Klara? Then Klara might not bsCfaithful to her vow. jWunni
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^e®!d-R®Make-thexfei^. That would not be fair to the unborn child, noHF-

things went wrong.

Fourteen months after Anna /feceivedtiie decree of separation, Fanni

gave birth to a boy whom Alois without hesitation named Alois. They could

not, however, call him Alois, Junior—not as yet. The name still had to be

Alois Matzelsberger, and this bothered Alois Hitler. He went through a

period of remembering what he had long ignored—that a child felt as empty 

He was not a man to give a serious part of himself to a serious curse 

unless he was intent upon it. He considered that form of expression as equal 

to spending a private horde of gold. Therefore he was not ths^Surprised' 

when Anna died fourteen months after Alois was bom. He reckoned that his 

Indeed, her death certificate stated that the cause was unknown, which

conclusion—expensive because there could (beomsequences/&

curses had had s®so effeciXanexpensivc payment for a necessary 

as an empty belly when he could show nothing better than his mother’s last

name. Now,ksAvemtobed^very night cursing Anna Glassl.

bw superstitiou^not, at least, as measured by belief in the near presence of

God and the Devil (so common among the folk of Strones and Spital.) He
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was, as he was ready to explain over any stein of beer, a man who believed in

the solid and intelligent progress of dependable forms of government. If G-oe/5

there was a deity^ would look upon government in the same manner as

Alois did—as the human instrument of divine wiU^Xercised by scrupulous

officials like himself. Alois had not read a word of Hegel, but then,"Sid

need t<T He and Hegel were in agreement—the idea occupied the same

air for both of them.

So, Alois preferred a reasonable end. Death should come out of a

burst appendix or from consumption even as Maria Anna, his mother, had

ended that way, but^dj4^t4^3saieide^^^t4&-&e-Hia22?r-o£hj£I

seG0nd-ni0ther^orso-he-ttsed-tQ-calLAnnajGlassl-once-ifra4¥hil®)T-&eidde,

to fall asleep with a fart and a snore, as 

he put it, yes, the moment his head reached the pillow. Thoughts of her

suicide kept him awake. For the first time in years, he felt like a peasant

once more. He would have gone to her funeral but he did not care to subject

his uneasiness to the sight of her face in the coffin. So he stayed away, and

that was another notable item in the gossip of Braunau townspeople.

^sv/ow^^efthim uneasy—he liked

Nonetheless, no matter how Anna Glassl had gone, she was not there

any longer. So he could marry his common-law wife, his new lady Franziska
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Maizelsberger, which he did with her belly full of a second child seven

months along. She was looking as large as the biggest melon in a field. He

was forty-six, Fanni was twenty-two, and the wedding took place in another

town, Ranshofen, four uncomfortable miles away and four back for the 

pregnant bride.

She had sworn she would not have the ceremony in Braunau. It was

not only the glances of die women. Some of the boys snickered as she went

by­

Alois was annoyed. It cost an extra and needless amount to transport^

the two Customs officers he had invited^by~hired carriag^ThaTwas no vast

amount but all the same, needless. Besides, he was disappointed in Fanni.

She(was not as ready to face other people as-he-had-thou^it-she-woKld 

be and in addition/was a nervous mother—she insisted on having the second

baby in Vienna, where me midwife would not be as spitcful^Who^ in her

situation, asked Fanni, could trust any woman from Braunau? More expense.

Anna^with all her faults, had been a lady—he could, he decided 

reluctantly, never be able to say the same for Fanni. It was not that he

expected it of her, not a farmer’s daughter, but still she had once showed

progress in such a direction. Now, it was all going backward. When he first
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vm < i y
knew her, she moved well, she was witty ^ith the guestsof the inn even as

u?
she served them. He thought she was the most delightful waitress he had

ever encountered.

Now, however, she ^gs-abrupVsh^ yelled at the servants—all the fire

in Fanni had gone-into her temper. Their rooms at the inn were not properly

taken care of. When he suggested to her that they might call Klara back,

Fanni screamed for all of one evening.

“Yes,” she told him, “then you can do to Klara what you did to me.

Poor Anna Glassl.”

Poor Anna Glassl! He came to realize that Fanni must now be 

dreaming about Anna. Could they not move forward as husband and wife?

It was a bad marriage, he decided. You should not have to get into the same

fight every day of the week.

She spent two weeks in Vienna before their daughter, Angela, was 

bom, and in that time he had to pay for a nurse to take care of Alois Hitler,

Junior. Before the week was out, hefhad seduced the nurse. She was fifteen 

years older than Fanni, heavy-set, a hard worker once he got her to bed, but

he could sleep because she got up in the middle of the night without

complaint when the boy was crying for his mother.
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Up until then he had been fdthfuld£tW«3s?iag^ to Fanni. Now, the

only way to make the nurse more palatable was for him to alternate her with

the cook. Fanni came back from Vienna looking weak and tired and, before

long, was knowing. She did not scream at him. She wept. She was not

well, she confessed, and he had no patience to wait for people to feel better.

They had been living together for close to three years before they could

marry, but, now, by the time Angela was a year old, Fanni was seriously ill.

The signs of a deepening disorder had passed in sequence from fits of

temper, to hysteria, &eft-depressioartheffl4eat«£4nidww©§^ l°ss of interest

in his bodyjkjfah incapacity to takexare of their two children. Shefiaa ■M<
^2. Uj> i

tuberculosis. Klara was brought back from Vienna tofake-eare^ Alois, Jr.,

and Angela, even as Fanni moved out of the inn to a small town called Lach

there in the midst of a forest called Lachenwald, ^Laughter-in-the-Woods,

but neither the name nor the good forest air had the power to restore her. In
-/Lg.—>

Lach she stayed for^en months before^ end.

Alois did not bury bis/m Braunau. He chose Ranshofen (“On-the-

Brink-of-Hope”) where they had been married. This was not from sentiment

but frenfefey. The word in Braunau was that he had bought Fanni’s coffin 

months before she died because he had found a bargain (a coffin confiscated
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from a smuggler at the Customs gat^) ft was not accurate -he had only

gossip. Besides, death, so often, was like saying goodbye to a friend who has

outworn his welcome. In truth, he did not plan to visit the cemetery too

often. His eyes were on Klara. He had almost forgotten how intense was her

presence. Her eyes! Those eyes!
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12.

Klara had visited Fanni more often than Alois, and that mended—one

would choose to put it so—the wound they had left in each other’s heart.

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

"You were right. I do not know ifl 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 be stronger than ever.” She-felt-

-eadted. She had a moment when she thought she might have a true
-/tcis /e-p-F ejdaa.

understanding of sacrifice, (£he~had always been taught to search tor stSS-sa- *=4

a $ ■Me
■ideal-eoHditiofibr^t^had come from her father, that is to say, her father-in-

name, old Johann Poelzl, who was sourj^ all matters but Devotion.

“Devotion to our Lord Jesus Christ is all of my life in each day,” he would
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tell her—he was indeed more pious than any woman in Spital, and o^ many a

Staday after saying grace, he would tell Klara (especially after she passed the

age of twelve) that to give up what one truly desired was the nearest one

could come to the ^eat^nd-gleri®^ moment when one knew the glory of

<€ed. But to attain that hour, one must be ready to sacrifice one’s dreams.

After all, had not God sacrificed His Son?

Klara had been trying to relinquish her desire for Uncle Alois^b^many
J-/- CM.

a yearTa full four yearawMfe worftihgfor Anna Glassl, then another four in

Vienna fen^nold lady who^adfaltemated between doting on her and

counting the silverware. The old lady had the true fever of suspicion—it

irritated her when the count was correct (as it always was) because paranoia

which is-rew Confirmed is more difficult to bear than its opposite. One

silver tablespoon $khcd-by five greedy. fingeS can at least honor one’s

acumen for having suspected the servant in the first place. The old lady was

proud of the manner by which this young servant kept her house in a virtual

clarity of neatness, but the honesty made her irritable.

Klara’s mother, as if paying fopin with Alois, had changed from a

slovenly housekeeper to a good one, and Klara had responded to sash house

duties more than any of Johanna’s remaining children. It was as if the
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mother and daughter believed that the life of what was left of the family—

what with the ghosts of six dead cmldrm^eperided^on whole attention to

the-defy skirmish against mud, dust, ashes, slops, and the need of plates,

cups, pots, and cutlery to shine

By now, Klara neveyloponder how to do a tasl^ h required no more

than respect for the labor one knew how to do well. Sacrifice, however, was

apart from such work. Sacrifice was an ache she felt in her body. Sh®

wanted Alois, she-dreamed of Alois, she^fiad to find a wa^once his children

had been put to slee^to keep Alois apart from her. There was not a night in -{£■
heft

rHraunauc? the Pommer Inn (to which they had moved) that Alois was not

staring at her open-faced and slightly drunk from the three steins of beer he

drank each evening after work with one or another or two or three of the

Customs Officers with whom he worked. Back at the Pommer Inn to eat the

meal Klara had cooked in the kitchen of the hotel and brought up to their

lodgings, he would nod, and eat in full gusto without a word, just nods to

show his enjoyment. Then he would stare at her in the privacy of their sitting

room, his eyes for her to share his thoughts. She felt as if all that was

valuable in the most private parts of her body was being grasped in his hands.

Her cheeks burned, her thighs burned, her heart seemed to reach forward as
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if to make an offering. She would jump up in relief and disappointment if

one of the children cried out in sleep—she heard it as a cry from Fanni’s

throat travelled all the distance from Laughter-in-the-Woods.

Alois would not have been capable of describing to his drinking

friends how he loved her eyes. They were so clear, so deep, and more than

full of the desperation to have him.

Why not? Alois kept to the elevated view that he was a man superior

to others. What other fellow from the Waldviertel could claim such

indifference to religious fear? That was bravery.

v^J^noi be equal
—n-e.

gamgfto chinch, nor would he confess to a priest. They

to him. He had his allegiance to the Crown and more than that, no man
LU epuutaP

needed. God was not about to punish those who could serve the State.

He had written just the week before to a cousin who had inquired

whether a son, now of age, would be happy working on the Finance Watch.

Alois had written back, “Don’t let him 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 leam in this

occupation, all the more so if he has had little previous education. Heavy
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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 wa^pleascd-with^Ee letter; nor did he have to think

about those-who-lead-immoral-lives. Immorality, Alois knew, was not to be
Lc>a^ -It?

gauged by your private life. Immorality was defaqueaey^n-oB^^^ntioii

towaFd-the-worVTrivate life wa.yfoo complicated for judgment. He did not

know for certain that Klara was his daughter—after all, he did not have to

trust Johanna Hiedler Poelzl’s word completely. What, after all, was

the sense of being a woman if you could not lie with skill?

All the same, he would assume she might be his daughter. Already,

she called him Uncle, and he sensed enough about these matters to feel that

that made her desire him in a way she would never consider if she thought of

him as a man and not a relative.

He knew why he wouldn’t go to church, or to confession, he knew

vfay he was brave. He was ready to go in theltoection that£&®fs4fee

drunken peasants and children on top of one another in a bed, might blunder

into, but he would not look back in feai^fiewould do it, yes, he would fuck

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

like all the other short pauses after 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 in that bulge which will

always speak for itsel^"STen>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,

strode forward, caught that hand, kissed her on the mouth, and brought her to

his bedroom and his bed, where he proceeded to lay a track with his hand-St

practised/at wrestling afcfhe-way through the defenses of her inner

garments, all the way to the nest of hair so long concealed, and it was downy,

much like feathers, much as he had expected. Half her body was on fire, half

locked in ice, lhai bottom half. If not forjh^ Hound, he might have

stalle<^aMh®-gaSe but then her mouth was part of the fire and she kissed him

as if her heart was also on 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 deep and in and it was over even as she began to

sob in woe and fright and the wrong kind of exaltation, altogether the

opposite of sacrifice. Nor could she stop kissing him. It went on and on like
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a child raining kisses on the face of the great adult beloved, and then there

were other kisses, softer, deeper, as she learned to use the mouth of a woman

just-bom. He was the first man she had ever kissed as a man and not as a

relative of the family, yes, the wrong kind of exaltation.
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13.

So, Klara was now his lover, his cleaning woman, and the nursemaid
J/'.

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

(having hired a maid 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 full boil of outrage that he

could sit there like Franz-Josef himself, as if to say, “In company with the

Emperor, I, too, have a lovely mistress.” It never failed that on any night that

they went downstairs, he would make love when they came back, his voice

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

thick of the embraca—
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“Yes,” she would say.

“Your very bad uncle.”

“Yes, yes, myyfmcle,” and she would cling to him, hardly able to

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

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

She would weep when it was over. There was all the direct congestion

of all that had not come to pass in her, and all that might never. She was,

after all, so guilty.

Kfera-did-notfgb to Mass because she could not enter Confession. She

was livifigCforthe Devil—so she knew!-and Satan was a master to instruct

her in subtlety—a terrible subtlety. She felt as if her finest impulses atee

fegeght her nearer tofemTves, eventhe loving care she gave to Alois, Jr.,

and to Angela ■fefSe more she adored them, the worse it must be. Such

love, berng tainted, must pollute their nature witft her presence^And when

she thought of her dead brothers and sisters, she wept within for what she

was^v^doing to them. She could not even trust j£o sizc^lher concern for

dHw^MT/<ws5ewas committing tfeveiyone, because to take such an

important view of herself was but another sin.
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Then, there wcs Fanni. Klara had not told-Eass/md she knew she

must. Because if Fanni did not know now, she would find out after die

Klara never cared enough to reveal thcsc-acts^^fist/EeTdearest inend.

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

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

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

“You will take better care titan I would,” said Fanni, and teaed 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 thd^eatet of the Evil

One. Because if at first she feh^nurt, she wea soon ffinous that Fanni could

said her away again, and this anger was still with her on the night of the day

Fanni died,

reeHmrentew-wjfe^04®age?-the-fHeee. In bed that night—a f/§s) hot August

night—she had an experience unlike anything she had known before. Her

life received another life. She felt it travel directly to her soul, or so she felt

since her soul seemed to reside right there beneath her heart, and she came
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close to falling into darkness from^leasurc^nd-i^wgnt on and on. The act

had belonged to the Devil, He had dug into her loins with the most evil

—pleasur&^he had ever known. She would ircve^fcei it sOThuch again (but

once)^would|ndeed neve/dare to feel it again (but once) since her guilt in

the morning was as heavy as the hold of a water-logged hull. She had a

dreadful moment of realizing that her pleases® had come in part because

Fanni was gone. Yes. All tW love she had felt for the long-sick friendj^sd

with-it,(this unholy glee, the nastiest joy^because the woman who banished

her was dead. Now, she could be the wife.

She became pregnant No surprise that the last

tumbler in the lock of her fear of pregnancy^fesd turned.

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

“A man can be a fool on many matters,” Alois liked to say, “but he must

learn from the experience he has had. Only on such matters, should he be

judged.” So Alois knew that if he was not responsive to this new duty, Klara

would join Anna Glassl and Fanni in the gloom that led to the box where you

said goodbye.

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

of Braunau had begun to itch at his skin. An intolerable thicket of itching 
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had begun to bother him, (even on duty!), and could last for .as long as an

hour before it disappeared. He saw it as the venom of the townspeople in full

discharge against him. For the first tim^®=«is4ife-, he considered the

possibility that the anonymous letters they were writing to the

Finance Watch 

matters moved slowly, but now that Klara was pregnant, it could prove an 

expensive sight if, in four or five months, she could haisBy walk in the street

for the size of her 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 like 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

was too much like the coffin she went into. And Fanni, to say the least, was

not dependable 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.

At worst, what with children dying all the time, a large family was 

insurance against tragedy. If you lost one or two, you still had others.
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Knowing that cousins sometimes had difficulties when seeking to

many each other, he made his first inquiries at the Braunau parish house and

discovered a serious impediment. He was hardly unaware of similar

obstructions in Customs work—sometimes if he or another officer wished to

harass a man who travelled back and forth a suspicious lot between Braunau

and the German side, they knew how to delay him with one or another

declaration to answer, yes, test the smuggler’s patience.

So Alois understood government regulations. These, however, were

ecclesiastical laws, and they were very much in his way. He wondered if the

Church was looking on him as Xheir(Species of smuggler. The lie that had 

been certified in the hour nearly nine years ago when he had travelled to

Strones with Johann Nepomuk and the three witnesses now-cJSEgSjfcwJsa

prevented a quick marriage: On official paper he was Johann Georg

Hiedler’s son, and therefore, Klara’s cousin one-step-removed. For the

that was too close. H®^ew4hs-K!al-st®ry-m^hi^^e^-

-mteresringrW if he would now claim that Johann Georg was not his father,

that would make him Alois Schicklgruber again, fewas not to be
■5^

contemplated/ Klara and he, therefore, would have to take the long step of
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asking for a dispensation. Whether uncle and niece, or first cousins one-step-

removed, they were not snpposcd to got maniedi

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

proceeded to study the problem and after a month gave forth the discouraging

B«KS(tRattfie power to grant dispensations in cases like Herr Hitler’s did not

reside in him. They would'have to apply to the Bishop of Linz. Father
i

Koestler would help him wfrite the letter.
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14.

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 Kucstler's housekeeper, a plump

middle-aged woman with a light in her eye. Or, so he assumed.

With a light in his eye, he showed her the letter and said, “There is no

mention of a very important reason for our marriage. The bn civ L pregnant.”

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

the documents.”

‘'That,” said Alois, after a digestive pause, “is fine advice. It is well-

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

wisdom. She gave him a crack across the face.

“Hetr Hitler, don’t you get slapped a lot?” sheafed.

“Yes, but I also find a number of women who are not so unwilling as

you.”

She laughed. She could not help herself. She was sure the cheeks of

her fees were as red as the place where he had left his compliment.

After ^saiherdnonth, word came back from the Bishop of Linz.. He

did not find that he could grant the dispensation.

If Alois had had little liking for the Church, he now despised it.
'fa? 

“Churchmen wear long black cassocks,” he said^becausetKey are always

sonewflod-to-eaver their bo® asses.”
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b- <-/
^WHaVthiiC B"8ie uexTstep?^ he-asE^FSS^Ke^err-

"We wjfrhavc the letter containing your plea translated into Latin by

Ute diocesan scholars in Liiu^aad Uien we ^USad it on to Rome. I think

die papal court will be more receptive ”

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

about themselves. To the pr’est he said, “I thank you for your patience and

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

that tire act of providing a good mother for my two children aisur in lhe

balance of what constitutes goo d Catholic virtues virtue I seek to

acquire—^ outweigh not so uncommon situation of second cousins

economic advice. The translation into Latin could prove expensive. It might

who wish to many ”

(''"Akds-was-picasedw^^ hints went deep, his hints were

brand: He was one sinner who was ready to return to the mother foid./'v/'

Father Koestler was sufficiently charmed teener up sssie good

be wise to sign a Testimonium Pauperatss.

“A dedaratiou of poverty?” Alois^aiag^ knew that much Latin.

"It will remove the obligation, Herr Hitler, to pay for the translation.”
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Hen Hitler restrained himself from remarking that as an officer ot the

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

the advice He was not so remmed ii«. pcasani v; dam as u; w.$h to pay a

debt one could avoid.

Three weeks later, close on Christinas. 1884, the dispensation was

granted by Rome. Now they had to wa.t agamu^-^j-rtrtiry^.--H?^,^r''ri<>

marriages could be solemnized until two weeks after the anniversary of the

$irth a further delay that prosed most difficult o£td-l for Klara since
7 ’ . . .

she would be dose to four months pregnant by then and showing.j*i»tJ« /
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tlie image of Klara. going j*sl three weeks after Gustav Both deaths

la^ Ax.. f* &'■

gadopit'l; '.oLc 'Jpl'S XX.!.: \ ", i ■'I. >’ ■ ■ \ '

deathfsenled upon Klara^^he-on^ot

Shehad no doub: ivtKn«4rhrbhMW(Aio'> ruusU*:.-. '!,.».! .,>■• ■

(' - j r-^

temss with the Evil One/pefore she had even been bom. That we could

understand. A boy in Vienna al! alone andAlways wanted so much. Of

course! For herself, towwr, no excuse. SU-had desu ed a farailj. wr. e s

ZiV / t - <20^»Z e<-■. -'r
■. -.kssJ,C's'tl; c©r-.< . c :.\..-.. -. ..’

75,^.■-,■.■ rniu^. Alm:; chose tvsfiake;-xe/
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bbc hated hitg for te affairs. But then, ;^med tha^natrcd £<p»<d
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/uartyrs on the rack. Or: those rap.' ?■• ?,hts wh.;n < e i;»r .■ kr

<5: 'i' i***!-’7
beiffife turned to ice below—he would grumble when the ->ct wa.s doncjw <*.* ■<*

iaatteH?rrw~^HmBed him L? a fever to set things right

"Your rnoir h '.-’.'•J ir-.rpi-': ■ ’V.'. -:•■ nc i- ..<•■ crrr .r<.

If d.‘ . ■■.•?:.’ w; •■ married. An? > :.s' >r. it-.-mt ■

always m her mind If she had begun as a maid, became a nurse to ranr i »

chJdren, and then a steranother now now. her own children were dead

Alois, Jr., und Angei-

commenced, and.they lived they were/wim her now, aU-Umrirooins anhe

Poi. .ntr Inn still redolent of the fumigation that followed e. ch .

Odor lived on her cio'Jir1; atW: the thsee sepa<i‘.v • ?>«> 'via
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tu. much irvm the losses hi r v.< i -s; fan.il)^4^'m.tmuture cu.T' •■ •>. i.^r ■•ah

three children had been equal to three slashes upon her heart h aroused rit"

tt,stv*v<_ - c^. ’ <■ k 1■- - s
the love she had not dared to feel She haxTBeet too terriih

evil she could bring to -their newborn souis^so'unpn Ju^eJr sn si<

death of Gustav did she realized that shewed him, so charming a

'ittir boy on uxose f” r day ;; rr- - as f.■’•<'siex-v- ; ■•> p ..-.

tempered, forever angry. Johanna, her sister, had loved -C^stav/frven more

Johanna’s back seemed more pronounced after befwas gone. Bitter horrid-

than she did

.. .c;utG A_. </cr 1 V'-?: I > . <11. ■ .■

swaddling clothes in the morning and again at night The acts had been able
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Alois, liUWCVCf JUG ■ ;i •:.•? . ti.-. ■« to *•_. •_ /• •-. T , , . '

-ftk
er^to mm ibw^n^wtf^fer^hye^T^d to the

newcomers, young Customs officials, he would speak with the authority of

his ,hr« decai .es in the Finffi? e Watch. “It is tli Emperor who tu- tte

power to guide ote-D«stiay^ ’voukl remark “R^al power is Jirn.’ G><

does nothing but kill us of^ote-tmd-yotiH#25’

‘-Alois, said ius oldest f i^nd, "you speak u; if you arc ooi s ' aid of

going upstaii's."

■K<-
“Upstairs <ff downstairs, t^r^'^aly corn^in^t the eno,” said A’ws.

^k’:' ?■ uujx'i’umt Jjckj'is / ; Jo; .■■' ’J-. '.-h--so -‘i;--...’-■ 4** <

jmpj'rtaat th<u ( od, yes, thc4d^pshuigL<u.t! i. ?■ ' ’ i®’'



“And thf Devil7,

V.;.,v buixL U..C »hcp-:? ;<■■. n< ■ •. ■•-.

Men. not God -Xi* cwL'^vil'

“You go too far,-’ stud his oldest friend

it jc^

By the time he got- {feme, Alois -as usually .; c T. ad :.--y

scold i Jois. Jr . he would yt 'aid igela he v.... ; .. . : I-. -■■...?■

Now, no more often than cnee a week (and 1.

these three deaths had taken fiw.-his vittdkv) ite wcuU lc m i.

he had on their hrsi night, and he would io ■ -c ve of aas • -

-rntpwt' One c- Custont? Oiik --rs hi- <■:, •. - ? • . for the

her to gjpecinbtcs de mahr,:... He ilid not sp< ak r.'.-nch b ■ .h << 1 -'-.'y;,
I

truth about his personal lil<still clairrixl that he . htu * to • -t. -<



life, before and after.

Alois refused to be impressed .. v ' ne ■.>■■ me .‘cud-

one. iixed to put her mouth all over the place and Anna Glass! was no lady

when you got down to it And once jq a while wit:< -of th .* .raid? c

in a brothelfiie had learned more Ln mm ru? 3an fot Cie -■■•■ , 

4eseHbed(were nut jw’fv.rcigii to hin^dieMU. •;u ’»• •£<£>> •■.- ■ •'. fo ■

• .iwks. they would pve him

Now; &v bad this frightened bud who- u ixxh ?usst -o. ■< jpyrch him

even if her thighs were as cold as a snow bank She mad? love, yes, whev he

C... (v\ ‘W,
could actually gelato her, she was as strong fislfe“Hoimd, yes, so much like

bitches he had seen inasting and s-iuoping j.-,v genuz:.-.

Klara did not snarl or snap, ■; ■ j isi jumped up on .be ait?x ••lor--- ih . .

alw rys alone, she w.-js so pr.-. ate that hr wanted o ? it mvuth ■■ >:-■< _>ht
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icrtt private and thenrtiut die Hound in her mouth- he j sh^w her

tnedfSeZpusHed/SgajfL:i .'■ yrii •Yet uh

legswrth all the force of his arms and shoulders, jud-hRM^ed her hf* vgamsi

/lie had been telled by
4

was it hij Heart ’ was be

het dosed weih, there came a moment when his M •;. h seued irm v.

‘•Areyou ail right?'' she cned out as he lay b»-;-,xte h-.

breathhis breatij going in and wt • ■#£ -b• r?■_ - •. J

*<.
right. Yes No,” he said, and then she waj on him Ft

■ A vas ■« &rxt Ji.

come toner aitei Fann s death . x. win- <■ again, ^So. s tr« ^v.:



One with her again and more than she carried out the attack cp** *■

lots ia?i begun, and was astride him^die «skt- /■„.. /; inoutTr&D fall ■/. <•. <_ * • 

on his hard-breathing lips, and the/pede/6etween Lis leg/iw^v.'aji'^oft as i

4^ <3z5 "" '
----------------------------

coil of excrement w-ghrsinrif, rtti thwn, nnwfinbermouth and she sucked

r ,
upon it with aMte* hunger that could comeflrom die £vi! u&c himself - -dial

she knew as she had known nothing before, a»a 

ftwo>backed beast although noi two preseawrs w eze there, hut threfr -th' F ;1

One never closer and ■altogether-in -her soul and by* the tim^fijoic aal the-

Hound had come to life, «dd!rwn£hifnseit again, which is to say tiut I* 

fdt stronger sad rnemer and 

a young man again, he told hirasdf, and i^wsed-hr^>Jy~aa3 began to k?i,

Klara’s mouth, her first mouth,»itii all die juice of jat^ccond mouth sfewe- 

oe his bps, how much was he ready at last to shit upon her piety—damned
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back iron the dead, sona sund oot-wie i, -.,' n* ..•;•• > n ne '<•.:> there r': ’ 

they uum^tin and on, LWy-haJ neve: had (a night like this beti* re u r woki

theyc-'eragain, U x-i - not■ -. ■ ■ ; '■.

thleft for another, ther anotfe. : ?■'

she—die finest and must angelic woman in Braunau—gave herself over ■<,

■ <x>* *,\^>//
the demon and was mad with that last which a^waSyS^ngcrge the v- .- :.

and i knew all of this aedflvas with noth of them in Uw ee^Hide-aHd-t*- 

caterwaul of their coming together with me into the womb of Klara Poelzl

Hitler, ancvftfjew the moment within the monwn’. of the ' ■

time created, and I, loo, now dare to speak, I was^t^

honored repewwitwtn^Mf the Evil One wfco was present at the conception of

Adolf Hitler ^cHnistened Adclfus Hitler ) the fourth of ..h* six ch--; in ert’
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marriage Job anc Klaia. . m xa the' ' ■■ .■, ._• .■ „

tb.- gmifailii ij JT' /fclZ. ' ^-i ‘

><v ; am ready !u reveal-aJittfe-AlXvhat I kirra

k lid Part I

T^Noie possibly* first sentence tor Part I! ___ -——*

Adoll ’ivwevei. ; noru to be as Mvk y a ch;id v ■u<..

-Mc-a.'fS' ()tt<»




































