
wherLlookiug^or-awelitele-b^whichToexpress themselves:

fvwruidmotbepart-of suc4ra-venture,howcver-The writer one

cji()()scs-caiibeuiKlependablq. -Ratherff notion of<

wiiting-a-novctTarr4H8toriealnovciT lat would be altogether- unlike others, a
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_ -fell
species of good short jvork, a sustained piecejrfjstoqdelUng offered by one

<

man to another over the course of a night in a small room at the periphery of 

g on^iTaKonzentrationslagerthathasjusttheiiproar that is going on/m a Konzentrationslager that has just been 

.captured by American soldiers very late in April, 1945.

As the two men converse, a pistol lies on the table. It is situated close 

to the younger manwho is American and=k a doctor, a Captain in rank. He 

is Jewish, a part of the U.S. Army forces who have just reached the

concentration camp a few hours ago^nd-haverof course, beeb appalled by

The Jewish doctor, despite his uniform, is very much a pacifist by

the odors, the collective emaciation, and-the various other Appalling sights 

and pestilential sniffs. Indeed, he has ordered his opposite number, a German 



doctor, considerably older than himself, (fifty, let us say, as opposed to his 

thirty-odd years) into a small sentry room near one of the barbed-wire

enclosures of the camp, and there, through the dark hours, the two succeed in

having a conversation, which is to say, a monologue by the German with 

occasional interjections by the Jew.

The older doctor has conducted some exceptional (that is to say, -awftrij 

experiments on camp prisoners, and now 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, who is a Nazi, of course, indeed, an SS man, attempts to explain

his worldview^whiehTs-immense, fascinating in its details, positive in its 

philosophy, rueful at/drrors that were made, yet most-pamfelly proud of the

daring achievements that were-underiaken deep into the uncharted regions of



the young Jew, fephis SS deeWis not without a species of charm, and-is,.m-

addition, quick, wise, immensely sophisticated and/witty (despite the 

downfall of every last one of his dreams). To make matters worse, of course.

he is even troubled by the vices inherent in his achievements. This last

<p^t off 1 Lt'

makes him aH-toa=human.
\ - -------- ' o' ‘----- ,

By the end of the evening, therefore,-the young doctor is unable (to 

-fe>y
Tlnsds,/^s I say/^novejjirat-appeals to me. While I will never (Write it 

listen. Beneath (the pacifist—as one will always discover—there-is a killer.

/ g»-7^g 4 Wz <ge> 2 yWe- I ca-H/ / '

^^picksT^’nis revoWer and shoots the SS doctor.

since I do not wish to be bothered with the provenance of its publication, I 

have nonetheless a fine title. I would call it The Castle in the Forest. Yes^_.

Schlossenwald! It-isatrtfonic-namd.fbFdfie camp in question sits on an 
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empty plain in/^lafively-unpfoduetive potato fields

Schlosscnwald is the name that has been given to the compound by the 

remaining Gennan-nristwREg-w the camp. If there was one pride left to tlie

prisoners—the

sense of iron'7.

*Jrnny nf COUFSe dS--vitnl tO
<4 5

^lso=se«k«-t^he as “soft as the silk of a sleeve^

trees are in sighLarftiehint of a castle on any horizon. Yet

tribal people i

guts, the bowels of hearty existences, -and the bellows of the lungs, the cries

a.6/
originally the speech of simple folk, good pagan brutes and husbandmen, 

of command that ope issues to

-4^

atwl cr\/Fn11 th** c/Aiinr1c nf ctArnoAh;
rfxiv'Ljtt lull VX 111V UVVMXWU VX U1V UIV1X1MV1(<

at anv ratel--it was that they would not lose their

tlwMasti^Trf^stwaF^TP^mdxLicK-flov Ironv therefore is vital to thej^erman

CH



6

-tongue. The upper intelligentsiaofthe denizenscoulcfnot survive without it.
5 <s>ccu^’̂ '~H2^

47ow different-they arWrom the French who believe that manner-preeettes 

■e.vistenct^andrso encourage each other to speak through the nose..

One ca^perceive that Hiave given evidence already of not being 

sufficiently interested in Schlossenwald to embark on such a book. I 

certainly haveTor-salcen-the-interesting and ^ramatic^for the speculative. /Bi 

then, minor entities know too much to restrict themselves to that conceiting of 

form that is the novel. (If there is deficiency in apprehending what is meant 

by minor entities, think rather of smalfgods and lesser devils, of angels good 

and diabolical. In sudndset of categories, (although the reality is richer and 

more varipus than the word demon) can be found the portion of space and

le I choose—or have been chosen—to occupy. (Even a devil is obliged to
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ey are perceived by men and women.)and fallen gods

lore than any of you who will read

confess that the roots of existence are no more definedfbrusV the

tills. I can, for instance, enter into many a mind, and recover the past

experience oflho-person+mhabrt. Indeed, 1 can.knowdtwith-gFeater-

intimacy and defnition-than theyxan My memoryfis closeto absolute. Ishg. ZJk

average human has, al best, a critically impaired memory t 

function^butmy sense of recollection^ •e:
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I cannot speak for the angels—we see or feel them rarely (except 

who are perceived as some of the dark presences around.you, are not unlike 

by his re^fective Master after after centuries, or eons, or terminal years, or

lat we succeed or fail in our ventures, andlever) our similarity to humans r

they appear occasionally in the memory of some of our subjects)—but we, 

lust die (althouglvor course, any entity, angel or demon, can be exhausted 

humans in one vital fashion. While we do not live in such a way that we

sktecessrespeciallylTHThntit^l^ffixessfprodiices agreeable results.
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^origin and less than modest achievement, ids

hurt the morale of their company by desertion orkers who

into trouble with little boys, petty barons and counts who gambled away

ancestral holdings^ killers, unfaithful

wives, /flotsam and jetsam/ahorde of clients all at once, forfew-there-weredo-

languish with some of th^secondary figures offiistoF}'-v,4iomrdoubtles's; f ’

ereby ruined the amorous head~bf(nouseholdf  ebmmbh-

rose in the factory and turned corrupt, the^ayors orf^malTtowns who got 

L.
(krai^w^as-llieputativc nralefaclor-Aviro-itad an -aitgekto

angels whejxhe-diedy-afldfmy career suffered as-a-result. I was left to

mama

pfesent i proble

being m needgreater seasoning).



■guideJiim=©i=her. What I lacked in male or female projects of interesting 

matched with the vast number of .of virtually nameless men and women who 

on occasion in-the sccrct-rnost-center of my hearing that he had not lost his 

eye concerning me, and yfiat-aH-this-was-in_preparation4bpwhaUnight-.hejhg^__ 

mightiest task-any-ol-us (had been engaged in since the first three centuries of 

tlie Church in Rome, y6srn» less a veirture-than that^if I would keepthe 

using me for too little^or was truly sirigerepwicfndes^ I did hear from him 

complexity or obdurate resistance to my-presence^and counsel, Pfnore than 

-anrr-ivliile I could never know whether J^wis

despaiiWjsince grand projects appealed to me(profoundl}^beMhe-Maestro,

faith, pay attention to the minor wretches and bullying thugs and drunks who 



were my present day eliefi^jbr^yes, a, magnificent and mighty time was 

coming,^aad-ho thought-he-might even have 4 client for me whose

he-readT-wa^lazy, prone to temper tantrums, hatb^Fego comparabletoiHcT

size of a swollen belly, and-yet^as desperately afraid of almost all situations' 

I did not dare to ask, but of course,could not hide thoughts from

xom

question, now a young man, wasfimid^Jawdfied^ttumai^/jiadquit school 

immense. Grudepunformedf^i?ignificant was this person

ineffieienfregupwas^/es, this boy was an absolutefmmitigated mess.

tiy histo (dull of the intoxicating stink of blood

too early, was an avaricious reader who remained ignorairt-ef-most-ofrwfial 

__
scandaj (bkrt-sdtandabbem^the German wordier incest). Tire boy in 



me. ^So fieadded: Why this boy? 4t=® because he has an ambition I find

13

<7 CpcM
attractive? It happens to b'c the largest ambition onchasever encountered in

He will need endless instruction and-bolstering, his empty terrors must be

with the most confident experiences you can arrange for him^hja 

dreams-must-be-able4o-realize_there-is_a_reaLgmund^vaitingdbptheijj^-Jde

any human being who is not already insane. So I-want you to take him on.

^dllste your only client. Thatisa signbrinycommittmenl to this boy as a

And if I fail?

AV M
projects fail. We are exactly like the Dumkopf in that

regard. Dumkopf was .tfe invariably die word he encouraged us to use when 

thinking of Him. Yes, for those who can feel confused, I can statet]

Dumb One, HisJj2nlr-the'Idiot, are three of die names given by the Devil to
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1. We-car^discusslhis later, but for now, suffice it that sees t^orpis a

mighty brute, creative to his fingertips, but an absolute fool who-has no

notion of where He is going or how It (the-Greatrorr) will turn out. Whereas

rorld War and the disasters' that fell upon Germany-right afterward had not

/^iyself4hercfore-as_a speGics-ofjockey on a horse of unbelievably long odds?

yet occurred. -8# {here was no sign of favorable times fb is-project

-who wasftremg entered into a big race. Afterw^/failed, I could foresee

further demotions.
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either here nor there. We know, after all, what

happened to-that horse. And I who rode the boy (with occasionalhelp from

the Master) (all the way up the steps to human glory (and down again—which

is half the tale, the other half being why I/dare to tell the tale) can at least 

.=£omdnee^ottthat tne short novel I considered (writing about the SS doctor

and the Jewish doctor lost my interest about the time I recognized that it was

too smalLfer-me. I knew more. Jf=wa&dncumbent^Bune-ie^elSfe=-
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2.

I have spent my life looking to distort the truth while enjoying(tneTies 1 

told. them,-anyway^ Now, to my^feyt? surprise,tftwl cannot g

(on with the j^opese^ novel for a larger reason^ than that it is unconvincing.

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

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

recognize that the only lie worth telling is one that islander subtler than

any you have fashioned before,

Part of this latter-day impulse can be glimpsed in the chapter 1 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, 

indeed, I had a far better one waiting in the wings. My real desire, now



-larger (matters. I believe it was for this reason that I observed so few of the

J
essential amenitiesrskilliul 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 ewr

well-known head of the SS^-thejteteSeusyPleinrich Himmler, offered'

instruction to those of us who were his favorites, but then it is-surely-not

mere-didactfe-than theflife of his ideas. Nor will there-be-many questions

difficult to picture a small lecture hall with old watrrat panelling^ Nor will I

present verbatim mush pf Himmler’sTJralogue since that is -rqore banal anti

-wrtiidfl^tyle-efjjwsentatfen. By choice, the wridug-^sgiven overinstead to

the content of his thought. Right therms the (introduction to my iwl intent-—
x $e> "fa*dge. "'f

s to tell a tale I wouldjae-so dcelaratc asltJeaB incalculable, thaHs,-large, yet

raised by u^sinoc we are- all janking.SS officers in the particular Special

Sectionjv-2aof SS Intelligence -wldeMdiev^ffientioneck and-so-are-fandhar

M so resistant to conventional belief that, of necessity, I must approach degree

by degree.

The irony is that I, adrarby profession, (Sfthernost accomplished

skillsA-is now obsessed with telling what ndghfbe true. This inclination,



which ftmwsjfs 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 fact

that I am in America—good luck!)

Enough! Here is the chapter. It is now an orphan. I present it with^^

-the original quotation marks^^i-lpDieter is mdce^speaking to the silent Jew.

g- tgrta.
ou have, Captain, to accept the fact that incest was a-f@a(problem

r < M c-e. cf~ >SJ ‘M 'tlt-cf-tSa-'h-

for us,_Jl4s(tIietrue Gehenna of the poor, the very poor. Such famiHes(fiaVc~-------

been concealing such matters^^jf-poor enough, taking-thein for granted

over thousands of years. Our own peasantry bcerftmuch afflicted by it.

Normally, no one would care.sincqfthere is nothingto be done. How often,
'h.-^x.s^P

after all, can you pick out a gtiaranteed.product of incest? No, we swept it

under the rug, as did{Sfetker)hih official^all over the world, all, that is,

except Heinrich Himmler.

He, however, had the most extraordinary ideas fermenting behind

m its mixture of brilliance and stupidity* -His;

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

were not like anyone eJse’s -He w for instance^ a pagan C-m you ,

SoHceiveof an orgy where carnality ^ett&rise to such a pitch that you might
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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

-f4«.
school dance, that unconnected stare of^tall thin wallfloweipvaffing by the

wall. -EwrAs-a young man he must already have had that small pot belly.

Yyet he was obsessed with such uncharted matters as ^SmiscuityZJ

mental retardation in relation to genius—Himmler

proceeded often on the theory that the best lies close to the worst. Remember

A
that! The best lies close to the worst! It was virtually routine for h+jm to

anticipate that exceptionally promising offspring were there to be discovered

i-
0

in ffiOselpoor large families who have a number of what he called

incestuaries, the(jnzestuarsHhe word he coined in German because he did

not like the more common term Blut-schandal, or as

sometimes used in polite society, Dramatik der Blut, (blood-dram^.

one of our

c

'absolutely prepared to deal with questions that dealt with ultimates, or, by his
f

choice/lestze-fragen—last questionsXWe were there to explore into the kind

of problem that others did not care to contemplate. Incest, naturally, was one
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Church decided adultery was impossible to prevent, they made divorce 

Yet, how was the average peasant to avoid precisely these temptations'^
 CLl„ .  // / . 

attractive people. Theii 

bodies are at the mercy of hot summers. How, on occasion, ^airtheir 

of the firstfonhis list. If the German mind must, as he woul(T become the 

sooner or later manifest^ itself in^ne^fltwo extremes: (Absolute devotion to
M,c G */ /

religious practice, eryrnfirfiSmTIndeed, if I recall his-words correctly fiom-my

speak of incest.,

<Hd-not-need^letaiTed studies to

prevafling influence iflfthe world, theiTffive due recognition to his interests?

frorr/brutally hard work, and they reek of the field and the bam. Their spirits

may live iyharmony with the seasonal sexuality' of jtfieir animals, but their

. impossible to obtamVAsTmuch can be said for blood-scandal. The peasant
x v z, z n > L
Y5; must be kept devout or there will be land riots. We

to-contemplate the~problcms<6f husbandry^Ganftoffi^ done (Without

comprehending the peasantAAitlto understandTh^man ofThe earth is to
;/V>E£T Al
est./Tbat was-on^ood-reasoftT^lS-peasaiils weie sirdcvottb-A¥e 

impulses not be unruly? Indeed, given the paucity of their social life, how are

Ib^ttomless sense of sin-

earliest preoccupation:
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all-—that hard-breathing feverish meat-heavy run up the slopes of carnal joy.

e more likely to

find thcfwork^liardened features of the father agreeable than-the ohi+dren- 

so oftenfsec their parents as the center of attraction and the fount of power?

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

rthat-soughtfto be passed on from generation to generation while-remaining

aHts-best-was-Fea

pages 1,0 it geites

sasters-

/gUJ g 111 W

>3

;iven the hammer and anvil of peasant life, more than a few of them-
__________________________

see incest as the be^Uoption available. Who

^daughters, all tha? propinquity of limbs and torsos at night, three and four in a

bed, -Se-ensues the ham-handed naturalness of the most agreeable work of

e sawr4t=t^eW&H

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

over two decades. Moreover, he had nob read(5 chopenhauerfor too little.

:at believer in the pewer/of the Will. Heinrich saw the genes—a

wonderful new word for us in 1938—a^^nibodinients of this Willrf fcinSi

. asiomshffiglV-fFHM

C2

they to stay away from entanglements with brothers and sisters, fathers and
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leaders, he-wotrid-always-teU-HS^

tese ten

times down the line,

baek-t^) Heinrich the Fowler, that great German king of the early Middle Ages 

e rise of Adolf

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

twenty generations of ordinary or even debased stock 

^QwmgTTOT^-fcrpfeduce a flowui aHhc end. Heinrich Himmler,,was 

nqt a pure-example of-this/since ISyfyots, he-weukLdoi

*
L *

came-fron^len generations, not one. IWmeasure^pflheir success

wholly out of shape-OF—

.conclusively defeated. In surviving such agonies from generation to

generation, one need not be surprised to findjfirTiHamily^fordinary people

one true sagty ffli^ulrmnatiefr^rFthe^gmente-oFthc-stalk that ncvcrceased- 

who s

family achievement/fmpresse^ hun-fess completely

Hitler from his (modest roots.

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

asked, ,fcan such a family visior/be-eontmued-by^(mechanism of procreation t

degree of high frustration

tftiat brings together multimillions of sperm with one highly developed



forcibly! “I would propose, and by instinct I am 

objective even as on-the attack a regiment of infantry ^ire faithful in the main 

to the need to take a given ridge. So, it is possible for the vision of the man 

the Exceptional One, we-aeefdware:hat not even one in a million families can 

produce such a result. Not even one, perhaps, in a hundred million. In the 

similarity of vision in the respective genes of the man and the woman. Only 

then can we speak of these genes as reii

^Wh^ould not see where Heinrich was leading us? Incest was the

es,’‘said Himmler, Ubut we also know that the products of incest all

and the woman to be compatibly I admit, however, that£fe9uaS^ tHisthesiMS

"hot the case. Compatible enough for procreation, perhaps, but not close

enough to share the-samcWision. When we speak therefore of the creation of 

case of Adolf Hitler, the number^r^Sven more astronomical.

“’^ofgentlemen, the exceptional case is one where there is a striking 

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

anomalies andtf)ther monstrosities of maldevelopment, 5 A

confident of this, that the multi-million of sperm ave the same overall

ovum?<f

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

A-
best lies close to the worst, so does the reverse occur even more often. Not 

only are the good tendencies encouraged in the child—the bad ones are also 

accelerated. Since the plus and the minus of all the inner traits come from
A-cxkj-

the same pool of^UdpaUon-^S^ifemyste^ou^^^^efiffies-eefttFadietoiyA

/Instability is always close-then-. Mental retardation is waiting in the wings.

We must recognize: The finer the possibilities for the future development of
-4pj2> X) s-C-la *

a great spirit, so-also will excessive restlessness and impulsiveness be greater-

Obviously, that is bound to be punished by vast'frustratioriYuTs fair to 

expect that such massive obstruction can, by early childhood, unhinge the

brain or induce early death^ So spoke ^uMR^^iate-feehrerr^Htiead-o^

Heinrich Himmler.

rI think it was obvious to all of us irrtheTOun/that these quasi-scientific 

remarks were ^emg| 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 
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had to collapse. Hitler was more than the best example—he was the proof 

itself.'”-^



17

U-5

least, to the secret. Count on it that for most men and vvefnerh-partrctdariy 

not to be written, 1 feel more ready to approach my true interest) 4-eoiifuss.^t’ i

strafe^e preoccupation with Himmler. It Adolf Hitler\ He h/at the center

Now that we are done wiltnthat-onc-long(6hapter kern zfnovcl that is

of my-eese obsession—call it nothing less than thaUSodi d Udlltidl ubjcjsiun

V comes asfa vital question wefcannot answer, a question that leaves us not ablc-"^

nm^seriousjzentttre^unless we (obtain a clue, at

tr-U-

rwe-Qsfmafe/firesent obsessions arc many. The firsfis: How guilty were
< >

we? How guilty as a people, as a nation isiorr?
?

[well on the nature of Hitler. They are obsessed with

understanding him. Was he an absolute monster? Or, did he betray himself

J/^^tgh-gf:ave-&ulte-0T«hara5aEi^through the spiritual greed of over-reaching?
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In setting down these explanations, I-tausi sayjit is one of ourzmgoing- 

missioas to convince the^ingfaiajority of ths new technological world that

e universe is subject to reason, nothing else.
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God, alone, as a solitary mystery, may be acceptable in some powerful

quarters, but not the Evil One. One mystery, not Two!

There need be no surprise, then, that the general understanding of

Adolf Hitler’s personality is dim. He is, after all, a third mystery, the most

mysterious human of the century, a man, when all is said, who was all-too-

human, if, it win be agreed, ^Sa^the average man or woman does possess

large funds of the inhumane.

te was a close to unmeasurabletepecimen of the humanSand

scourge of the century, this client whom in the

beginning I belittled for much too long as “little Adolf,” yes, I knew him
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when we still referred to the young fellow who grew out of the boy as “little

Adolf with the big ideas ”

I can state that he was ^/rnost ordinary Bate Hitle^fiTSiebeginning—

that is, he was je-unhealth^baby and terrified Klara with every wheeze-ofhis

J.u2ga=En±bubble of/sputum.

It is probably true that she was ready to die if he did not live. Devils-

are sound at anticipating motive, but our predictive attempts weaken at the

borders of mortality. The Devil imposes, man proposes, and the Lord 

disposes, is not accurate in most cases, but we are obliged to recognize that^

Js God wb) decide/on th) 

an extreme example—an airplane, let us say, which we have brought into 

malfunction (a most difficult processQ^vill
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unless Our Adversary so decides. H^has-t®(accept what w© have succeeded 

in doing because it is toa-costly to countermand us—do not assume

that it takes nothing exceptional for God to save a human on the

lip of extinction, indeed, He could not even save His but there are

occasions wh

Be it understood, however, that Shs^i^somer®wn to expenditures.

We are fighting a war with each other and all wars are'determinedfultimately.

by the cost to each side. Even as we not all-powerfbt as 

devils, because He is our Adversary, so is He not all-powerful because of the 

cost of waning with us. To keep this understsuJing alive, the E.& insists
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that we never speak of the Lord as God, but only as the D.K. (What D.K.

means, I would prefer not to explain until later.)

It is Klara and her state-sow that she is oBse-msre (smother, which

calls more directly for my attention.

attention she gave to the early days

of her fourth child would have been hysteria in any woman who had less

cause for concern, but Klara was living the edge of an abyss. She had had

nine months and ten days to contemplate earlier years with Alois, all the way

in memory from the carnal steam of their first illicit bed to the rancid smell of

the sickroom ss Otto, Gustav, and Ida had gone ons by one in the same few

months of the same year. She had prayed devoutly to God to save them, and
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He had chosen to rebuke her. As she saw it, that could only confinn the evil

of her condition.

hs-might-befOTi the day he came to visit in Spital. She was sixteen and had

backward on meetingnever seen a man who disturbed

and immensely, and at once. Her mother had an

body tS'etkii^g^Befbre her mind. (4Siffi-eo4ffh©4ffid^rece^reaT51o^'

tool! a

expresison on her face Klara had not seen before. For one instant, Johanaiec

had seemed besutifuLthere in full pride and Ip/the next moment,

Klara shared the scse feeling, a closeness to her mother that was more than

4^^
■the everyday animal sense of sharing the same bed-rags of existence, no, ft

was as if she inhabited her mother’s heart for the blink of an eye, and then
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sha=shafc44he"pang.(ln truth, Klara had a devil’s experience. The only joy

UPjS <Ss^|
that^devils know occurs in the instant we invest our spirit in the man or

woman who is to be our client Johanna was not much of a devil (only for a

day had^^beerTnroremriessinvSted) but it was enough for Klara to share

her mother’s desir^for-Afoisr-

We need not, however, repeai/ffieljack and forth of Klara’s passion

and Klara’s piety. By the time Adolf was bom, she would wash her mouth

every morning with laundry soap, given !ection for

surprise/ffher love was for the baby.

putting her head into his groin and keeping itfifere, one big hand on her neck.

csd gav^in the midst of all his early illness^some good signs of living-

two weeks he could smile with delight at the approach of her ft



03/05/2001 01:33 7186243782 jmwordcraft PAGE OS

138

began to believe that God might be kind to her this time, that He wasyready to

forgive if she would be perfect, weald spare this child, His Wrath

assuaged. Perhaps He had even given her an angel—such was the nature of 

secret hope!-£ygs\ an sageLprevided^Iis had nothing more to do with her

husband.

Alois soon leamsd^hat a will of iron^when properly forged by 

prayeys more powerful in a woman than in a man, JFhp could not at first 

and-ons breast with the other.

species of drawn-out enticement-^-“You women go back and forth like a dog

believe that her refusal to let him touch her was neither a whimp^a new 

e<* -------2:-----
chasing its tail,” he told h^^sUy, sHd-sskedmer buttocks with one hand 
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of Braunau who lived by their windowsyaad so she could

not go out. For a week, his hand bandaged, he did the shopping early in fc 

morning and after work—no tavern ale for those nights. After that, her 

discoloration no longer visible, he gave up and^lepl/ina lump on his side of

the bed.

-7^

Since this stale w^fcen (JorcIosTtothree years, it wi

returning to Alois and the solutions he found to-raiee a few of the privations 

of tts matrimonial siege, but for now, we An intensity of

emotion is always attractive to a hard-working even as farmsrs 

dream of ^3-bfecS soilfor^^^ps-
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underlined that the death of Otto, Gustav and Ida,

jf/hiehrof cuurserwe-did-Hot-aScctrfleveFtheless) provedfigoa^useful to uy^1-^1'1 L^~

use, <=0f&L>e=

he 

began to cry out as she kissed his cheeks, she even came to understand that it 

was the odor of lye on her mouth and, Alois hsving-bees. driven to his heavy­

side of the bed, she no longer wraeked-her mouth in the morning, just kisssed 

her baby new who gingled^^fe^fesn^wfe^Kd^soreained.

To the degree that the E.O. had us paying attention to this birth, we 

were pleased. Excessive mother-love was as productive for ths sort of garden 

we were looking to cultivate as a whole absence of mother-love or a cruel

pa^3p><~

distortion of it. FaanJbe^ssetfwe were keyed to look for excess of every~~~"—k 

kind, good or bad, loving or hateful—distortion itself, the warpiag offcoaegt
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sentiment, even the intensification of desired sentiment was the-p^odK^i-ve,- 

ingKdicnt-in-siH^v'CzbJy-otfcrtilize^-thg richest mix we could anticipate.

If the E.O. and the D.K. are generally obliged to ignore the majority of 

men and women for their inborn limitations or for the stalemale our 

adversarial interest in them generally creates, vastly more important to us are

those figures, chosen in childhood for a large investment before the D.K. or 

aware of such infiltration. That, as has been indicated, 

demands a gamble. Even as the E.O. chose Adolf early, and, I would 

suspect, by the reliable/fulesffenb.that an incestuous procreation followed 

by swarms of mother-love is certainly a favorable beginning, here w^faiow

*e- <s>CZ/ '

teSeKUTwas-eve&^s^VEt the conception. There was then every
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reason to expect that the child would prove extraordinary. If it lived. We 

loce so many.

Nonetheless, when mother-love is^fi-embracing^why then, artists, 

gargoyles, ogres, geniuses, killers, and the occasional savior can come forth

as the product. The first ifTthestrugglFbetv/een the D.K. and 

the E.O. is probably Their mutud understanding that no single splendid

human quality must ever prevail by itself, unaltered or unassisted by at least 

one of Them. Therefore, even the noblest, most self-sacrificing and generous

mother can produce a monster/ We are always on tfce alert for candidates 

who are loved outrageously in early childhood.

By the time he was a year old, she called th© boy Adi, never Adolf or

Delfi. (The last was too close fc? Teufel for comfort) “Look,” she would
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say to her stepchildren, Alois, Jr., and Angela, “look, isn’t he an angel, a little 

god,” and since the baby had a round face, big round eyes, and a 

and looked to them like any other baby, they nodded with easy obedience.

C Af&c
She was a good stepmother and that was all right witfi^hem ^incetheybaJ 

heard from their father that their own mother hadebecn-crazy.

___ _____________________________

Klara knew she should not talk/lo A19is7 Jr.,-and Angelai their

half-brother mlh-suchexaggeraiijig, but she could not help herself. ISst-

Adoration welled forth with every indication Adi gave that, yes, he would 

still be there tomorrow, he would live.

She was certain she would keep him aliveby-hs^^ssiag. Breast­

feeding gave her the incontestable virtuous sense that she was putting her

gwb strength into him. Her nipple was never far from his mouth. My
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devils when out on pssycxpatso^m that region would report that she-was-

more heartfelt than anyono-m-BrauRau^any one of the near-thousand mothers a C

^they passed m the night. Devils, obviously, have minimal attachment to the

seatimOTt^Sutone or two were hauntedby her, haunted, yes, a bit. Her

praye^Lwess. that pure^ “Oh, Lord, take my life if it will help to save his.”

Other women, being more practical, complained to the D.K. about-alHhat

thsy=fested-fe=e©^&^3. ^he looked to give comfort to the child, her breast,

was missing in their lives^ me most greedy and stupid ^ooitinglcTgrab and

gorge—a better house, more money Jalo ver, “yes, if you permit it, Lord.”

count on it, always in his mouth.

While the E.O. was in general not sympathetic to breast-feeding since 

&n essential if ugly energy in our/wents, his attitude wasits absence
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reedy to reverse itself in cases of first-degree incest. For such situations, tits

closer the mother was to the child, why, the better for us.

The same was true of al!4he excretory dramas. A d^ily dirty butt on a

Klara. If she had always kept a clean house, it was nowjSpotlm^as spotless

as any rich merchant’s home with its four or five servants, indeed, her

J

us although it did offer explanation merely by being

awere o&nis or he? own excrement, a Diktat that was never quite explained to

p i /? -Scg wea-k.y
43’1Z’ every day of every year. So, too, was Adi’s [easmoi-getj fifwi amis kept

1 ^3/

sggte^Tand of that, too, did the E.O. approve—an incestuarymust always be

11
furnishings gleamed—it was as if she had studi e paintings of/Vermeer
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staled. Our basic instruction was that Roomie, no matter how generally
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Not long after Adolf was bom, Alois decided to move out of the

Ponuner Inn. It was his twelfth change of addesss since he had first been

the Pommer Inn’ “It psrtakes-eftks-spirit of elegance if you can use such a

word about Braunau,” was/ohe of his prepared remarks/he had about a

assigned to Braunau in 1875, fourteen years earlier, azdjndeed, he iiad liked
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dozen he used repeatedly and felicitously to cover a hundred situations in

small talk.5—? -

“Women are like geese—you can recognize them from behindj”

depending on the company—“recognize them by their behind.”

“I can always teH^kc4s-a^^t!eman-or-kidy smuggler. They are too

good to be true, they dress too well, they speak too well, and they ivork too

hard at looking you in the eye.”

When asked, however, why he had moved from the Pommer Inn after

he had been there for four years, he would shrug. He was not about to bring

up the death of three children, and besides, that was not the reason. “I

like to move,” he would say. He could have told a httlo more of the truth

which was that he had used up the few waitresses, chambermaids aad ©c©ks

at the Pommer Inn who were not too old or too ugly, he could have said (and
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did to one or two friends), “when a woman goes dry on you, change your

house. That can get their juices going again.” He could even have given the

real reason if he had comprehended it—no matter where he lived, sooner or

lis flesh evenlater a restlessness weald-come upon him that was intolerable

iesEeets, the draperies, the carpets, no need, he knew it waslong)

itched as if ants were reconnoitering his skin. He did not pm

time to move.

Tj^Hifler family left the Pommer InrUhaa. He had on thejiay of

depsrtise a most uncharacteristic thought. It was that the dark forces of the

universe had chosen him for high position andfhemusi not ruinthE

•fifty by going to church. I wifi remark that his notion offaigh position

was to be promoted to Chief Customs Official in the provincial capital of

19

Linz (sad indeed he was to achieve just that post before he retired.) Never
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superstitious (except when he was) Alois later attributed the prestige of his

toalbeme on Linzertrasse. He and Klara both agreed that they needed more

room, and this they had. Now there were no women in the attic, but he had

nosed out a place or two where he could stop on his way home from the

tavern aftst-werk. Sometimes he even had to pay for the privilege, but then

the rent on Linzerstrasse was less than at the Pommer Inn.

All the while, he fought against falling in love with his wife. She

infuriated him. If ants were like bees and had a Queen for whom they

labored, then Klara was Queen of die ants, for his skin would crawl, his

crotch would itch, and the beat of his heart tolled in his chest as if<^>ants

J
reache^ ©son to there. Just so powerful was the presence of Klara lying in

past position in/partto the move he made at this time—from the Pommer Inn 

silence on her half of the divided bed. He would keep thinking of her as
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had looked on the night of her wedding. She had had a dark rose silk dress

made for the occasion, and wore a white collar, that much white she allowed

herself as a bride, and on her white forehead which he considered well­

shaped, yes, he would even grant her a noble forehead, she had teased some

charming curls. On her breast ste^had pinned her one piece of jewelry, a

small clump of green glass grapes looking tasty enough to mislead yoi^And

then there were her eyes—no mistake! He had to fight against falling in love

with a woman who kept the cleanest house in Braunau just for him and for

three kids, a woman who was always as polite to him in public as to an

emperor, a woman who never complained about what she had and didn’t

have and never nagged him about finances, a woman who still had only the

one good dress she had worn at her wedding party, and yet if he laid a finger

on her, she would have bitten it off. He wondered if the difference in their
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age was now what it was all about. Better than marrying her, he should have

put her in a nunnery. Yet his skin itched at the thought of how she would not

let him near.

Drinking at the tavern, he would look to
iLd. P '

iMiwrrbaek. |Tf hehad

hated the Church in die first years of his marriage, he had by now developed

a hig?7 scom for its hypocrisies, peccadilloes, and outright blasphemies. He

would readArticles in an anti-clerical magazine he had discovered for sale in

an antique bookshop in Braunau, indeed, the store owner, Hans Lycidi^s

Leipziger, would meet him on many an evening for beer, and while the

bookseller kept himself above £31 the discussions but for nodding his head

wissfy from time to time, his^resence, his shaven chin and upper lip, his full

sidebums, his peephole spectacles^ffered himslight but legitimizing

uAi

resemblance to Artur Schopenhauer whose portrait was occasionally printed
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in the Braunau Zeitung, and so gave substance to Leipziger’s smallest assent,

good man wants to be neutered,” they were used to saying, they were still

officials, and-could hardly feel at ease when anyfmstitution was mocked, let

alone Im-cdifrcc ofsuclrextenUdepth-and lofty hejght as-fffi Holy Roman

Church.

Not Alois. He felt no fear to declare that he had no fear. “If there is a

Providence larger thanosr Franz Josef s power to provide for us, then I have

u
not encountered it.

“Alois, ^e_does not-go-up-tg^ou^ith a sigty" said tfieofficer closest

to him in rank.
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“Yes, it is all a mystery. Mystery, mystery, mystery, and the Church

ownscH the keys, they are the caretakers, yah?”

/?
The others laughed uneasily, but te tf/ai thinking of Klara and how her

piety had left a hot rock in his stomach, arjdjie would grind this rock to

powder iffeo-ceuld. “The-Lds Middle Ages,” he said, “do you know? The

whores had more respectability/tmm the nuns. There was a convent upruT-

adliie Pope had to call for an investigation. The Whores’Franconi

a cl
Guild was complaining. Unfair competition^

“Come, now,” said two drinkers at once.

drunk to be certain on which side his authority c®  ̂fall. “Yes,” said Alois,

you the text.” Lcipzinger'nodded slowly, reflectively^He was a little too

“It is true. I could show you the text. Hans Leipzinger here can show

“the Pope sent a Commissioner and what does he report
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leoknexfthap/i^df of the nuns are pregnant. ^fhat was.the

^into the monasteries. Orgies(^>fhomosexuals.” He said it with such force 

that he had time to take a large draft of his tankard.

‘That, of course,” said Alois, wheahe hadftakeriuTmwhreatK “need 

not surprise us. Half of the priesthood are cte/ay-a momma’s boys. We know 

that.”

“No, we don’t,” muttered one of the younger officers. “My brother is

a priest”

“In that case, I tip my hat to him,” said Alois, “if he is your brother, he 

is different. But that was then. The priests who weren’t ashamed to be men 

r-wera-anothes/kind of scandal. You ever hear the saying of oae Pope/Herr

;er, what is his name?’
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Leipzi^er made a vague horizontal sweep of the air with his hand. “I 

remember,”"said Alois. “This Pope said, ‘It is good when each peasant has a 

wife because then no priest needs to marry.”’

They were/shocked, but the force of his voice insisted 

^adniess to applaud with laughter, so they laughed. “Yes, another saying,” 

he went on. “The poor merchant has one wife, the priest has ten, and the

“Which Bishop?”

“The Bishop of Linz, don’t you know?”

Alois Bishop of Linz who had refused his

application to merry Klara, andgoTorcgd him to<g6&4oRome

Iwijie that heTvas a paupeTfo defray expenses oatfe Latin.' - "

On the walk home, his mood was foul.
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Not long after Adolf was bom, Alois decided to> the

reel toBrainrauTn^75^4t^wis(W_^'
/ (,k\ G’f-'EEX.(S>L>e.v~

rearsr But, Alois had good words for

the Pomme^W “It has elegance tH-eaituse such a word tor anything/^? eCi*-
~Hc^i k-g- _>Z.

Braunarr” That was a grepgget? remark4-he had a dozen he-used^n-smSF-7
jp . r -1 r i v

Pommer Inn. Smce-he-had b

“Women are like geese—you can recognize them fromjtfaelbehind.” Or, when

speaking to fellow professionals: ‘ifccgfa-hsw to pUkout a smuggler. /They

are too good to be true. They dress too well, they speak too well, and they

work too hard at looking you in the eye.”
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before he retired. Never superstitious (except when he was) Alois later

attributed the prestige of his last position in good part to the move he made at >

this time—from the Pommer Inn to a rented house on Linzerstressc. He and

[Clara both agreed that they needed more room, and feis they -Now? 1
■/-O Ul’Si/""

there were no femalejpeswbitities in the attic, but he could hwfjvith that. He

had nosed out a woman with whom lie cuulthatop on his way(fiome from the

tavern. He had to pay for the privilege by giving her a gifUfe4 lime to time,

but then the rent on Linzerstrasse was low. It was^U.^a dreary house.

All the while, he fought against falling in love with his wife. She

infuriated him. If ants were like bees and had a Queen for whom they

labored, then Klara was Queen of the ants, for his skin v/ould crawl, his

crotch would itch, and the beat of his heart tolled in his chest as if those aate 

reached even to there. Just so powerful was the presence of Klara lying in

silence on her half of the divided bed. He would keep thinking of her as she

had looked on the night of her wedding. She had had a dark rose silk dress

made for the occasion, and wore a white collar, that much white she allowed

herself as a bride, and on her white forehead which he considered well­

shaped, (he would even grant her a noble forehead), she had teased some
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charming curls. At her breast was pinned the one piece of jewelry she

owned, a small green cluster of glass grapes looking real enough to mislead

ycmo reach for one. And then there were her eyes—no mistake! He had to

fight against falling in love with a woman who kept the cleanest house in

Braunau just for him and for three kids, a woman always as polite to him in

public as to an emperor, a woman who never complained about what she had

and didn’t have and never nagged him about finances, a woman who still had

only one good dress, the one she had wom at her wedding party, and yet if he

laid a finger on her, she would have bitten it off. He wondered if the

difference in their age was jSSwlwhat it was about. Better than marrying her,

he should have put her in a nunnery. Yet his skin itched at the thought of

how she would not let him near.

Drinking at the tavern, he would look to regain his pride. If he had

disliked the Church in the first years of his marriage, he had by now

developed a|Sgh-®nd7supenor scorn. Now, he could say he knew a few

tilings. He would occasionally scan^ehc^cJ^^m^Sti^iOTcSvolume he

had found in an antique bookshop in Braunau, indeed, the store owner, Hans

Lycidias Leipziger, would meet him on many an evening for beer, and while
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the bookseller kept himself above the Customs Officers’ discussions by doing

no more than nod his head from time to time, his wise presence, his shaven

chin and upper lip, his full sideburns, his peephole spectacles, his half-bald

head of burgeoning white hair, offered a slight but legitimizing resemblance

to Arthur Schopenhauer whose portrait was occasionally printed in the

Braunau Zeitung, and so gave support to Leipziger’s smallest assent, just
bn*1) J

enough to 4ake((he other Customs Officers around the more bruising turns of

Alois’ argument. While they were hardly to be counted as church-goers, “No

good man wants to be neutered,” most were ready to say, they were still

officials, and could hardly feel at ease when a prestigious institution was

mocked, let alone the Holy Roman Church.

Not Alois. He felt no fear in declaring that he had no fear. “If there is

a Providence larger than Franz Josef s power to provide for us, have

not encountered it”

“Alois, not everything comes up to a man with a sign,” said the officer

closest to him in rank.

“Yes, it is all a mystery. Mystery, mystery, mystery, and the Church 

keeps the keys, they are the caretakers, yah?”



03/11/2001 23:38 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT PAGE 06

147

The others laughed uneasily. But Alois was thinking of Klara and how

her piety left a hot rock in his stomach. He would grind this rock to powder.

“In the Middle Ages,” he said, “do you know? The whores, they were more ,
k <j-e.

respectable than the nuns. They even had a Guilc-^fl have

about a convent in Franconia so stinking bad the Pope had to investigate.

Why? Because the Whores’ Guild was-cosifzlaiaiBjrabout the competition.”

“Come, now,” said two drinkers at once.

“True. It is true, fHans Eetpzigeffiere can show you the text.”

Leipzinger nodded slowly, reflectively. He was a little too drunk to be

“That, of course,” said Alois, once new breath had been ingested,

“need not surprise us.^Mf(6f the priesthood are momma’s boys. We know

certain on which side his authority should fall. “Yes,” said Alois, “the Pope

' r ✓JencKa monsignor to look into it, «ad what does he report?/Half of the nuns

are pregnant. This is the sober fact history must live with, the Pope &

As? talre^a^ook  ̂the monasteries. Orgies. Orgies of homosexuals.” He said it

with such force that he had time to take a large draft of his tankard.

that.”
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“No, we don’t,” muttered one of the younger officers. “My brother is

a priest.”

“In that case, I tip my hat to him,” said Alois, “if he is your brother, he
\/J

is different. But that was then, ffhe priestswho weren’t ashamed-to-be men <?< Lcf

were making anolhei kind uf standalf You ever hear we saying'jiOhis-Ajpe? j

■H^j^ipzigS7tc&TB4ns^a7Rc4U

LaipzigOMnade-a -vajttehorizontaLsweep.of tbe-aifWllhht<inTTn',r ~

-Femembe^SBdTMnis. ‘Hhis Popjsaid, ‘No pnest needs to mariysolong as

the peasant has a wife.’”

The force of his voice insisted that they be ready to applaud with

laughter. So, they laughed. “‘Anotlm saying,11 lre~sai^^’The poor

merchant has one wife, the priest has ten, and fee Bishop cannot enter

heaven—too many wives to count.’”

“Which Bishop?”

“The Bishop of Linz, don’t you know?”

Alois had not forgotten fee Bishop of Linz who, six years ago, had

refused his application to marry Klara. In order to defray the expenses of
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translating his letter into Latin, Alois had been forced to declare that he was a 

pauper. Six years ago, and it still rankled.

On the walk home, his mood was foul. He had come to the conclusion

that the days of enjoying open tirades against the Church might be coming to 

a close. He was fifty-four years old, and for the last thirty years, had never 

worried about his position in life. He had known hawould rise in the ranks

ication, that would be a true rise in rank.

Alois,” the friend had said.

zprx)meteg4Hm^oChief Customs OfficerTirPassau. Given his lack ofuppc?

open to him, and no higher.
( frl <></' UH

Now, however, his belly wasyiteavy,

respected friend in the Finance Watch, he had heard there was talk of

noh uneasiness. From a

ou must watch yourself,
H

He had always seen himself as exceptional, afraid of no one (except 

for certain superiors in uniform), possessed of a genuine magnetism for 

women (how many men could say that much for themselves?) and up from 

the ranks, a low peasant. Moreover, he had never been timid about public

opinion. Nobody else he knew could say as much for himself. He was no 

coward.
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But now this respected friend who had his ear in the councils of the

Finance Watch was saying, "Watch out for the people in Braunau;

whether to trust this friend. He was a practical joker. In fact, he was the

same one who had told him years ago: “The townspeople are nothing.

your thumb to your nosi  

good many habits around this remark, but the truth row was 

stay afloat, he had to stop pissing on the Church.

Yes, in this sense, his wife, a cold tit to him and a jug of warm milk to

ie was a

children, good cool^sg, very good with the Church. God might just as well 

too mud^jenight, absolutely, what with this rumor of being moved to Passau.

the baby—what a guzzler! never off o

useful wife, fhgh marks on Kimlu, Kuthcu: KgahoJ ^5d for the 

much ambition he had,™nbitioiY<£»?he had never admitted to himself. It e • *

a river breaking through a levee, flood. Ifhe wanted to 

That was a pang went (fight to the hilt. Because Alois could not decide 

it comes to th< Alois hadqjnTtogether a

have made Jesus Christ all alone for her.
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14' tA,
Now, he, personally, was not going to be caught in chuK^Cxccpt for

/i
State occasions, holidays. He did not wish to pwfrup with a new itching

altaclA/H^oid not see the confessional box for himself his skin qmb-

prickled at the thought. A serious official of the Crown baring his soul (and

some of the private stuff below the belt!), no, not to one more priest hoping to

find food for tonight’s masturbation. Never!

Women, however, should be seen in church. It was time to accept that

as a fact. The people in Braunau must not be able to say that he didn’t allow

his wife go IcrChtgyh. ?£? &£> a
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Not long after Adolf was bom, Alois decided to move out of the

smuggler^gy-feaal They are too good to be true. They dress too well, they

speak too well, and they work too hard at looking you in the eye.

“Women arejfc^eese—you can recognize them from their behind,
nat^'r'J

~TLu^ was auster Or, when^vwt^rofessiuzial^effipaa^g^T^nTopick out a

Pommer Inn. Since he had been assigned to Braunau in 1875, it was his

twelfth change of address in fourteen years. But, Alois had liked^tfie

Pommer Inn: “It has'^presentati^s^ elegance if I can use such a word for

<■ Braunau." That was a prepared remark—he had a dozen he used to-covcr^a-
£’/xAkx>A_S_J .____/ r ,■ y
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channing curb. At her breast was pinned he? one piece of jewelryj^smalT

^psen cluster of glass grapes looking real enough to mislead you to reach for

one. And then there were her eyes—no mistake! He had to fight against

falling in love with a woman who kept the cleanest house in Braunau just for

him and for three kids, a woman always as polite to him in public as to an

emperor, a woman who never complained about what she had and didn’t

have and never nagged him about finances, a woman who still had only one

good dress, the one she had worn at her wedding party, and yet if he laid a

finger on her, she would have bitten it off. He wondered if the difference in

their age was now what it was about. Better than marrying her, he should

have put her in a nunnery. Yet his skin itched at the thought of how she

would not let him near.

Drinking at the tavern, he would look to regain his pride. If he had

disliked the Church in the first years of his marriage, he had by now

developed a highfscom, -fbr jppw^he could say he knew a few things. He

would occasionally scan a chapterin an anti-clerical volume he had

found in an antique bookshop in Braunau, indeed, the store owner, Hans

Lycidias Leipziger, would meet him on many an evening for beer, and while
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When asked, however, why he had moved from the Pommer Inn after

residing there for four years, he would shrug. He was not about to bring up

the death of his three children, and besides, it was not the reason. “I like to

move,” he would say. He could have told more of the truth which was that

he had used up the few waitresses, chambermaids and cooks at the Pommer

Inn who were not too old or too ugly, and he could have added (and did to

one or two friends), “when a woman goes dry on you, change your house.

That can get their juices going.” He could even have given the real reason—

no matter where he lived, sooner or later, a restlessness came upon him that

was intolerable. His flesh itched as if ants were reconnoitering his skin. He

did not have to complain any longer of miniscule pests in the sheets, the

draperies, the carpets, no need, he knew it was time to move.

On the day, however, that the Hitler family left the Pommer Inn, he

had a most uncharacteristic thought. It was that the dask forces of the

universe had chosen him for high position. As-axorottary^rthisTfre-must-

^o^uurffiepossibility by going too often to churchy I will remark that his

notion of high position was to be promoted to Chief Customs Official in the

provincial capital of Linz'^lmtHndeed he was to achieve just that post before
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he retired. )f/Never superstitious (except when he was) Alois later attributed

the prestige of his last position in good part to the move he made at this

time—from the Pommer Inn to a rented house on Linzerstrasse. He and

Klara both agreed that they needed more room, and this they had. Nov^there

were no female possibilities in the attic, but he could live with that. He had

nosed out a woman with whom he could stop on his way home from the

tavern. He had to pay for the privilege by giving her a gift from time to time,

but then the rent on Linzerstrasse was low. It was really a dreary house.

All the while, he fought against falling in love with his wife. She

infuriated him. If ants were like bees and had a Queen for whom they

labored, then Klara was Queen of the ants, for his skin would crawl, his

crotch would itch, and the beat of his heart tolled in his chest as if those ants

reached even to there. Just so powerful was the presence of Klara lying in

silence on her half of the divided bed. He would keep thinking of her as she

had looked on the night of her wedding. She had had a dark rose silk dress

made for the occasion, and wore a white collar, that much white she allowed

herself as a bride, and on her white forehead which he considered well­

shaped, (he would even grant her a noble forehead), she had teased some
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the bookseller kept himself above thej'Siscussions by doing no more than nod

his head from time to time, his wise presence, his shaven chin and upper lip,

his full sidebums, his peephole spectacles, his half-bald head of burgeoning

white hair, offered a slight but legitimizing resemblance to Arthur

Schopenhauer whose portrait was occasionally printed in the Braunau

Zeitung, and so gave support to Leipziger’s smallest assent, just enough to

take the other Customs Officers around the more bruising turns of Alois’

argument. While they were hardly to be counted as church-goers, "No good

man wants to be neutered,” most were ready to say, they were still officials,

and could hardly feel at ease when a prestigious institution was mocked, let

alone the Holy Roman Church.

Not Alois. He felt no fear in declaring that he had no fear. “If there is

a Providence larger than Franz Josefs power to provide for us, then I have

not encountered it.”

“Alois, not everything comes up to a man with a sign,” said the officer

closest to him in rank.

“Yes, it is all a mystery. Mystery, mystery, mystery, and the Church

keeps the keys, they are the caretakers, yah?”
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The others laughed uneasily. But Alois was thinking of Klara and how

her piety left a hot rock in his stomach. He would grind this rock to powder.

“In the Middle Ages,” he said, “do you know? The whores, they were more

respectable than the nuns. They even had a Guild. I have been able to read

about a convent there up north in Franconia so stinking bad the Pope had to

investigates^cause the Whores’ Guild was complaining about the
xs-

competition.”

“Come, now,” said two drinkers at once.

“True. It is true. Hans Leipziger here can show you the text.”

Leipzinger nodded slowly, reflectively. He was a little too drunk to be

certain on which side his authority should fall. “Yes,” said Alois, “the Pope

sends a monsignor to look into it, and what does he report? Half of the nuns

are pregnant. This is die sober fact history must live with. Next, the Pope

takes a look at the monasteries. Orgies. Orgies of homosexuals.” He said it

with such force that he had time to take a large draft of his tankard.

“That, of coarse,” said Alois, once new breath had been ingested,

“need not surprise us. Half of the priesthood are momma’s boys. We know

that.”



03/09/2001 14:41 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT PAGE 07——aamnini fc.-,

148

“No, we don’t,” muttered one of the younger officers. “My brother is

a priest.”

“In that case, I tip my hat to him,” said Alois, “if he is your brother, he

is different. But that was then. The priests who weren’t ashamed to be men

were making another kind of scandal. You ever hear the saying of this Pope?

Herr Leipziger, tell us his name.”

Leipziger made a vague horizontal sweep of the air with his arm. “I

remember,” said Alois. “This Pope said, ‘No priest needs to marry so long as

the peasant has a wife.’”

The force of his voice insisted that they be ready to applaud with

laughter. So, they laughed. '^One-mong^aying,” he went-ea. “’The poor

merchant has one wife, the priest has ten, and the Bishop cannot enter

heaven—too many wives to count.’”

“Which Bishop?”

“The Bishop of Linz, don’t you know?”

Alois had not forgotten the Bishop of Linz who, six years ago, had

refused his application to marry Klara. In order to defray the expenses of
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translating his letter into Latin,^e^fiad been forced to declare that he was a

pauper. Six years ago, and it still rankled.

On the walk home, his mood was foul. He had come to the conclusion
■Ate , Aw

that his days of enjoying those open tirades against the Church might be

coming to a close. He was fifty-four years old, and for the last thirty years,

had never worried about his position in life. He had known he would rise in

the ranks open to him, and no higher.

Now, however, his belly was heavyr4*ith(uneasiness. From a respected

friend in the Finance Watch, he had heard that there was talk cPAiemra

^EeadquarteS of promoting him to Chief Customs Officer in Passau. Given

his lack of upper education, that would be a true rise in rank. watch

yourself, Alois,” die friend had said.

He had always seen himself as exceptional, afraid of no one (except

for certain superiors in uniform), possessed of a genuine magnetism for

women (how many men could say that much for themselves?) and up from

the ranks, a low peasant. Moreover, he had never been timid about public

opinion. Nobody else he knew could say that much aboutthemseiEes?
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Finance Watch was saying, “Watch out for

Braunau.

could ni

he was the same one who had told him years ago: "The townspeople are 

nothing. Put your thumb to your nose when it comes to them.” Alois had

put together a good many habits around this remark, but the truth now was

that he

was learning how much ambition he had, ambition that he had never 

admitted to himself. It was like a river breaking through a levee. It was a 

flood. If he wanted to stay afloat, he had to stop pissing on the Church.

cooking, very good.63nce«HR^the Church. God might just as well 

That was a pang/£ey-eouid'sap went right to the hilt. Because Alois

it this thendT^wrompfetely/ He was a practical joker. In fact, 

had said too much tonight) -New,(witirtliisnunor of being

moved )tp to Passau and promoted—was it(4rummTWas4H^? Now, he 

But now this respected friend who had his ear in the councils of the
> <n
■abeut-yea-ia

14:41 7186243782 PAGE 09
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Yes, in this sense, his wife, a cold tit to him and a jug of warm milk to

the baby—what a guzzler! never off of the tit—bu^a very usefuTwife’^ne"'

ssaft High marks on Kinder, Kuchen, Kirche—good for the children, good

have made Jesus Christ all alone for her.
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Now, he, personally, was not going to be caught in church except for

State occasions, holidays. He did not wish to put up with a new itching

attack. He did not see the confessional box for himself, ^bsrrfutelyj his skin 

even prickled at the thought. A serious official of the Crown baring his soul 

(and some of the private stuff below the belt!), no, not to one more priest

hoping to find food for snew masturbation. Never!

Women, however, had to go-tofchurch. ffwas time to accept that as a

fact. The people in Braunau must not be able to say that he woukfrtlet ffis 

wife/go to Church.
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•u may be certain that it was the E.O. who developed the concept
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/J -f^u.

of money.) pThere aremeu and women who will do anything for money. Yet

we do not consider avarice as-eesquaUvith^eedSn^k-upen^rather ae

me vehicle of greed. Ambition, if taken in the same light, can be described

as the vehicle of Vision. Which is why God, in the beginning, was interested

not only injrestraints upon behavior but also^tts^ppo^tai ambition, feMhe-

p<*i'<sC£]

-K^g- D.K. not only had His Vision of what humankind should becomebut He alsot 9^

desired that each man and woman should be ready to fulfill his or-her

Oy\ arduous parton that Vision) sar^trt-pnjjectTtivoukbwagep^at-least-as^hc-

B.K. sawTTirnhe beginning:'

Be certain that the E.O. knew enoughfto appropriate his large portion

of the^mechanism. 1 speak with authority on-the matter for this-good reasort^

Both sides of the equation make sense. In order that the Vision be effective,

God gave great power to human ambition. In doing so, He left with-anth
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(field of clients. It may be sacrilege to soma but I would even argue that ■the 4^=*/

miscalculated, and seriously so. Ambition is not only the most

powerful of the emotions but the most unstably (he most susceptible to

distortion or defeat—which close4o always^creates fer-tts a putative client/ -

that the E.O. seeks to^agsm^S in g/our likeliest candidates. The D.K.,

always a prodigious optimist, had not foreseen that the only men and women

who could promulgate the Vision through the intensity of their ambition
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would have to be^uag-tess^ag saints. The D.K. had miscalculated

altogether. The E.O. had better comprehension of how men and women

were likely to develop^^an-God-andZor-the-angdS.

As was the case with Alois, ambition^oftenrtfiemost secret of the

in its real

emotions) ft-oaq<tear all efconds long-guarded vanities about thopuritjroP’

embodiment—the blind force of the heart.

Let it come as no surprise that Alois was not afone-nrsufferingfejs

disruption. Ambition is a true germ.

uwn-kind-ePsnsbitien. Now-that-sfe^had a child who was giving^fea? vital

signs of staying alive, and this due, she believed^uvvery4arge pai£7to theJSsZ

^th^milk of her breasts—the most generous joy she had ever felt—yfiow

wanted everything for her child, her Adi, and to such a degree that sL<.
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4.

Not long after Adolf was bom, Alois decided to move out of the

Pommer Inn. e/was his twelfth change of addesssjwnce he had been
V

assigned to Braunau in 1875 j fourteen years earfier. Indeed, Alois had liked
A

the Pommer Inn: "It has the spifrt of elegance if you can use a word like
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a dozen he used^fepeatedly and -feticitonsS to cover a hundred situations in

Smalltalk.

smuggler/They areanother. Or, (with professional company—*1 can 

‘Women arc like geese—you can recognize them from^efiind” was 

too good to be true. They dress too well, they speak too well, and they work 

too hard at looking you in the eye.”

When asked, however, why he had moved from the Pommer Inn after

hehadbwm there for four years, he would shrug. He was not about to bring

up the death of his three children, and besides, it was not the reason. “I like

to move,” he would say. He could have told more of the truth which

was that he had used up the few waitresses, chambermaids and cooks at the

Pommer Inn who were not too old or too ugly, and he could have added (and
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did to one or two friends), “when a woman goes dry on you, change your

house. That can get their juices going.” He could even have given the real 

reason—no matter where he lived, sooner or later, a restlessness came upon 

him that was intolerable. His flesh itched as if ants were reconnoitering his 

skin. He did not have to complain any longer of miniscule pests in the 

sheets, the draperies, the carpets, no need, he knew it was time to move.

On the day, however, that the Hitler family left the Pommcr Inn, he 

had a most uncharacteristic thought. It was that the dark forces of the 

universe had chosen him for high position and, as a corollary to this, he must 

not ruin such a possibility by going to church. I will remark that his notion of 

high position was to be promoted to Chief Customs Official in the provincial 

capital of Linz (and indeed he was to achieve just that post before he retired.)
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Never superstitious (except when he was) Alois later attributed the prestige of 

his last position in good part to the move he made at this time—from the

Pommer Inn to a rented house on Linzcrtrasse. He and Klara both agreed

that they needed more room, and this they had. Now there were no women

way home from the tavern. Sometimes he even had to pay for the privilege/?'

but then the rent on Linzerstrasse was less-than-aHhe-PommeHnn. It was 

really a dreary house.

All the while, he fought against falling in love with his wife. She 

infuriated him. If ants were like bees and had a Queen for whom they 

labored, then Klara was Queen of the ants, for his skin would crawl, his 

crotch would itch, and the beat of his heart tolled in his chest as if those ants
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reached even to there. Just so powerful was the presence of Klara lying in

silence on her half of the divided bed. He would keep thinking of her as she

had looked on the night of her wedding. She had had a dark rose silk dress

made for the occasion, and wore a white collar, that much white she allowed

herself as a bride, and on her white forehead which he considered well­

shaped, yes^he would even grant her a noble forehead^ she had teased some

charming curls.her breast was pinned her one piece of jewelry, a small

c- irenc-k
dumpfof glass grapes looking tasty enough to mislead you tophsek

one. And then there were her eyes—no mistake! He had to fight against

falling in love with a woman who kept the cleanest house in Braunau just for

him and for three kids, a woman always as polite to him in public as to an 

emperor, a woman who never complained about what she had and didn’t
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have and never nagged him about finances, a woman who still had only tho 

one good dres^he hadworn at her wedding party, and yet if he laid a finger 

on her, she would have bitten it off. He wondered if the difference in their 

age was now what it was dH about. Better than marrying her, he should have 

put her in a nunnery. Yet his skin itched at the thought of how she would not 

let him near.

Drinking at the tavern, he would look to regain his pride. If he had 

hated the Church in the first years of his marriage, he had by now developed

a high scorn (^tfs-hypeerisgs? about which he could say he knew a few 

■Zi
things. He would, &sms<ims$scan^ 

^Govered-oa-fee-shefccslin an antique bookshop in Brannan, indeed, the 

store owner, Hans Lycidias Leipziger, would meet him on many an evening
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for beer, and while the bookseller kept himself above the discussions by 

doing no more than nod his head from time to time, his wise presence, his 

shaven chin and upper lip, his full sidebums, his peephole spectacles, his 

half-bald head of burgeoning white hair, offered him a slight but legitimizing

resemblance to Aftur^chopenhauer whose portrait was occasionally printed 

in the Braunau Zeitung, and so gave support to Leipziger’s smallest assent,

Mot’t mS‘

just enough to take the other Customs Officers around the soughcst^umsof

Alois’ argument. While they were hardly to be counted as church-goers, “No 

good man wants to be neutered,” most were ready to say, they were still 

officials, and could hardly feel at ease when a prestigious institution was 

mocked, let alone the Holy Roman Church.
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Not Alois. Hefeltno fear-te-deciare(fhathehadnofear. "Ifthereisa

Providence larger than Franz Josefs power to provide for us, then I have not

encountered it.”

“Alois, not everything comes up to a man with a sign,” said the officer

closest to him in rank.

“Yes, it is all a mystery. Mystery, mystery, mystery, and the Church

©was the keys, they are-the caretakers, yah?”

The others laughed uneasily. But Alois was thinking of Klara and how

her piety5ia3 left a hot rock in his stomach. He would grind this rock to

powder. “In the Middle Ages,” he said, “do you know? The whores ha4--

more respcctatfffity then than the nunS^^eucaitreadab out a convent there

up north in Franconia so stinking bad the Pope had to investigate. Believe
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‘" ■
me, the Whores’ Guild was complaining^=^t^offi?€©n^6^ti6ii^=said=€i&

WhofCsMJittldr1

“Come, now,” said two drinkers at once.

“True. It is true. I could show you the text. Hans Leipzi^er here can

show you the text ” Leipzinger nodded slowly, reflectively. He was a little

too drunk to be certain on which side his authority should fall. “Yes,” said

Alois, "the Pope sends one of his people and what does he report? Half of

the nuns are pregnant. No! More than half. This is the sober fact history

must live with. Next, they look at the monasteries. Orgies. Orgies of

homosexuals.” He said it with such force that he had time to take a large

draft of his tankard.
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“That, of course ” said Alois, once new breath had been ingested,

“need not surprise us. Half of the priesthood are momma’s boys. We know

that.”

“No, we don’t,” muttered one of the younger officers. “My brother is

a priest”

“In that case, I tip my hat to him,” said Alois, “if he is your brother, he

is different. But that was then. The priests who weren’t ashamed to be men

were making another kind of scandal. You ever hear the saying of this Pope?

Back then? Herr Leipziger, what is his name?”

Leipziger made a vague horizontal sweep of the air with his arm. “I

remember,” said Alois. “This Pope said, ‘No priest needs to many so long as

the peasant has a wife.’”
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The force of his voice insisted that they be ready to applaud with

laughter. So, they laughed. “One more saying,” he went on. “’The poor

merchant has one wife, the priest has ten, and the Bishop cannot enter

heaven—too many wives to count.’”

“Which Bishop?”

“The Bishop of Linz, don’t you know?”

Alois had not forgotten the Bishop of Linz who, six years ago, had

refused his application to marry Klara. In order to defray the expenses of

translating his letter into Latin, he had been forced to declare that he was a

pauper. Six years ago, and it still rankled.

On the walk home, his mood was foul. He had come to the conclusion
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a close. He was fifty-four years old, and for the last thirty years, had never

worried about his position in life. He had known he would rise steadily, if

slowly, in the ranks open to him, and no higher.

Now, however, there was uneasiness. From a respected friend in the

Finance Watch, he had heard that there was some talk at Vienna headquarters

of promoting him to Chief Customs Officer in Passau, a rise in rank that,

given his lack of upper education, would be close to unprecedented. “So,

watch yourself, Alois,” the friend had told-him.

He had always seen himself as exceptional, afraid of no one (except

for his(superioij-in uniform), possessed of a genuine magnetism for women

(how many men could say that much for themselves?) and up from the ranks,
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a low peasant. Moreover, he had never been timid about public opinion.

■AJmesfu'obody else/Could say that.

But now his respected friend with an ear in the councils of the Finance

Watch was saying te^him, “Be careful of bad stories about you in Baumau-

"you could say went right in to

the hilt. Becauseyou(Could not trust this friend. Not completely. He was a

practical joker, in fact he was the same one who had told him years ago:

nothing. You-osi your thumb to your nose

^anyAvhich^vay^-Up^wn, ^hat was he feeling? Heknew it. You could

“The townspeople are

not keep making love to Mvoman forever—that chd^ot take care of ye®
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ambition. Now, ^iththat rumor of being moved up to Pi it a

was like a river breaking through a levee. It was a flood, and if he wanted to 

rumor, e? was it real?--he was learning how much ambition he ra«Hy had^B

? -4<* ~TCt 15 

stay afloat, he had to stop pissing on the Church.

Yes, in this sense, his wife, a cold tit to him and a jug of warm milk to 

the baby—what a guzzler! and never off of the tit—but a very useful wife all 

cooking, very good concerning the Church. She-wa^ways there—God 

the same. Kinder, Kuchen, Kirche—good on the children, good jn^the 

might just as well have made Jesus Christ all alone for her.

Now, he, personally, was not going to be caught in church except for

State occasions, holidays. He did not wish to put up with a new itching 

attack. He did not see the confessional box for himself absolutely; his skin
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even prickled at the thought. A serious official of the Crown baring his soul

<s{~)

(and ajl^fheprivate stuff below the belt!)/toone more priest hurrying to wed=a

new masturbation. Never!
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Not long after Adolf was bom, Alois decided to move out of the

Pommer Inn. It was his twelfth change of addesss since he hadZ&ffii been 

assigned to Braunau in 1875, fourteen years earlier. Indeed, Alois had liked 

the Pommer Inn: “It partakes-of the spirit of elegance if you can use such a

word^aboutBraunau. ” That was one of his prepared remarks—he had about 

a dozen he used repeatedly and felicitously to cover a hundred situations in

Smalltalk.

“Women are geese—you can recognize them from behind,” was

another. Or, tfepeadmg-enw ^^pany-^resogrszs-teirrby^Oafiid”

“I can detect a smuggler. They are too good to be true. They dress too 

well, they speak too well, and they work too hard at looking you in the eye.”
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When asked, however, why he had moved from the Pommer Inn after

he had been there for four years, he would shrug. He was not about to bring

up the death of his three children, and besides, that was not the reason. “I

like to move,” he would say. He could have told a bit more of the truth

which was that he had used up the few waitresses, chambermaids and cooks

at the Pommer Inn who were not too old or too ugw) he could have 

did to one or two friends), “when a woman goes dry on you, change your

house. That can get their juices going agast*’ He could even have given the

real reason ^bs-feid-conjprchejided^—no matter where he lived, sooner or

later, a restlessness came upon him that was intolerable. His flesh

itched as if ants were reconnoitering his skin. He did not have to complain

any longer of miniscule pests in the sheets, the draperies, the carpets, no

need, he knew it was time to move.

On the day, however, that die Hitler family left the Pommer Inn, he

had a most uncharacteristic thought. It was that the dark forces of the

universe had chosen him for high position and, as a corollary to this, he must

not ruin such a possibility by going to church. I will remark that his notion of

high position was to be promoted to Chief Customs Official in the provincial
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capital of Linz (and indeed be was to achieve just that post before he retired.)

Never superstitious (except when he was) Alois later attributed the prestige of

his past position in good part to the move he made at this time—from the

Pommer Inn to a rented house on Linzertrasse. He and Klara both agreed

that they needed more room, and this they had. Now there were no women

in the attic, but he had nosed out a place or two where he could stop on his

way home from the tavern. Sometimes he even had to pay for the privilege,

but then the rent on Linzerstrasse was less than al the Pommer Inn. It was

really a dreary house.

All the while, he fought against falling in love with his wife. She

infuriated him. If ants were like bees and had a Queen for whom they

labored, then Klara was Queen of the ants, for his skin would crawl, his

crotch would itch, and the beat of his heart tolled in his chest as if those ants

■bsd^even^reachedjto there. Just so powerful was the presence of Klara lying

in silence on her half of the divided bed. He would keep thinking of her as

she had looked on the night of her wedding. She had had a dark ruse silk

dress made for the occasion, and wore a white collar, that much white she 

allowed herself as a bride, and on her white forehead which he considered
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well-shaped, yes, he would even grant her a noble forehead, she had teased

some charming curls. On her breast was pinned her one piece of jewelry, a

small clump of green glass grapes looking tasty enough to mislead you to

pluck one. And then there were her eyes—no mistake! He had to fight

against falling in love with a woman who kept the cleanest house in Braunau

just for him and for three kids, a woman ^he-wa^ always as polite to him in

public as to an emperor, a woman who never complained about what she had

and didn’t have and never nagged him about finances, a woman who still had

only the one good dress she had worn at her wedding party, and yet if he laid

a finger on her, she would have bitten it off. He wondered if the difference

in their age was now what it was all about. Better than marrying her, he

should have put her in a nunnery. Yet his skin itched at the thought of how

she would not let him near.

Drinking at the tavern, he would look to regain his pride. If he had

hated the Church in the first years of his marriage, he had by now developed

a high scorn for its hypocrisies^j^eeegdafcesTSidTJUhi^it-blasphmieor^

^would sometimes scan articles in an anti-clerical magazine he had discovered o»v

fo? ssle/in an antique bookshop inBraunau, indeed, the store owner, Hans
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Lycidias Leipziger, would meet him on many an evening for beer, and while

the bookseller kept himself above the discussions btH-feTn^

from time to time, his wise presence, his shaven chin and upper lip, his full

sidebums, his peephole spectacles, his half-bald head of burgeoning white

hair, offered him a slight but legitimizing resemblance to Artur

Schopenhauer whose portrait was occasionally printed in the Braunau

Zeitung, and so gave support to Lcipziger’s smallest assent, just enough to
( '-tie'llJ

take the other Customs Officers around the roughestlshoeks ^fAlois’

argument. While they were hardly to be counted as church-goers, “No good

man wants to be neutered,” they were nsedfoTsayiftg, they were still officials,

and could hardly feel at ease when a prestigious institution was mocked, let

alone the Holy Roman Church.

Not Alois. He felt no fear to declare that he had no fear. “If there is a

Providence larger than Franz Josefs power to provide for us, then I have not

encmmtered it.”

“Alois, not everything comes up to a man with a sign,” said the officer 

closest to him in rank.
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“Yes, it is all a mystery. Mystery, mystery, mystery, and the Church

owns the keys, they are the caretakers, yah?”

The others laughed uneasily. But Alois was thinking of Klara and how

her piety had left a hot rock in his stomach. He would grind this rock to

powder. “In the Middle Ages,” he said, “do you know? The whores had

more respectability then than the nuns. 'Hrere-waya convent rup north in
'-cWzSr- (re? c

Franconia tbat-wep so stinking bad the Pope had4o^alrf&F^n~investigaiion. 1

Zhc Whores’Guild was complaining. ‘Unfair competition!’ said the

Whores’ Guild.”

“Come, now,” said two drinkers at once.

/Ttistrue. I could show you the text. Hans Leipzinger here can show

you the text.” Leipzinger nodded slowly, reflectively. He was a little too

drunk to be certain on which side his authority should fall. “Yes,” said Alois, 

nuns are pregnant.

with. Next, they lookjnto the monasteries. Orgies. Orgies of homosexuals.”

He said it with such force that he had time to take a large draft of his tankard.
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“That, of course,” said Alois, once new breath had been-taken, 

not surprise us. Half of the priesthood are momma’s boys. We know that.”

“No, we don’t,” muttered one of the younger officers. “My brother is 

a priest.”

“In that case, I tip my hat to him,” said Alois, “if he is your brother, he 

is different. But that was then. The priests who weren’t ashamed to be men
u>-e iA. xj

vvcatris-fbi^e^ateritoidofscandal. You ever hear the saying of this Pope G 

j&ck then? Herr Leipziger, what is his name?”

Leipziger made a vague horizontal sweep of the air with hisharzd. “I

remember,” said Alois. “This Pope said,
wi&-because^ien^-priest-iieeds-tO4narry.‘J/^^Z^^~^^^^^' ;̂

’Royted4spbss-shsslcadThat^ force of his voice insisted that they

be ready to applaud with laughter they laughed. —.Jos,jfehsifsaying

he went on “’The poor merchant has one wife, the priest has tea, and the

Bishop cannot enter heavi too many wives to count.’”

“Which Bishop?”

“The Bishop of Linz, don’t you know?”
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Not long after Adolf was bom, Alois decided to move out of die

Pommer Inn. Since he had been assigned to Braunau in 1875, it was his

Pommer Inn: “It

'wes a prepared remark—he had a dozen he used to cover a

twelfth change of address in fourteen years. Indeed, Alois had liked the

(STelegance if I can use<word likegfiat,# -p-

hundred situations in small talk.

“Women are like geese—you can recognize them from the behind,:

was another. Or, when with professional company—^f-ean ^ickTout a 

smuggler every time. They are too good to be true. They dress too well, they 

speak too well, and they work too hard at looking you in the eye.”



03/08/2001 20:41 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT
 PAGE 82,

143

When caked, however, why he had moved from the Pommer Inn after

residing there for four years, he would shrug. He was not about to bring up

the death of his three children, and besides, it was not the reason. “I like to

move,” he would say. He could have told more of the truth which was that

he had used up the few waitresses, chambermaids and cooks at the Pommer

Inn who were not too old or too ugly, and he could have added (and did to

one or two friends), “when a woman goes dry on you, change your house.

That can get their juices going.” He could even have given the real reason-

no matter where he lived, sooner or later, a restlessness came upon him that

was intolerable. His flesh itched as if ants were reconnoitering his skin. He

did not have to complain any longer of miniscule pests in the sheets, the

draperies, the carpets, no need, he knew it was time to move.

On the day, however, that the Hitler family left the Pommer Inn, he

had a most uncharacteristic thought. It was that the dark forces of the

universe had chosen him for high positioned, as a corollary to this, he must
'■fee

not ruin sueh-a possibility by going church? I will remark that his notion of

high position was to be promoted to Chief Customs Official in the provincial 

capital of Linz (and indeed he was to achieve just that post before he retired.)
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Never superstitious (except when he was) Alois later attributed the prestige of

his last position in good part to the move he made al this time—from the

Pommer Inn to a rented house on Linzerstrasse. He and Klara both agreed

that they needed more room, and this they had. Now there were no female

possibilities in the attic, but he could live with that. He had nosed out a

woman with whom he could stop on his way home from the tavern. He had

to pay for the privilege by giving her a gift from time to time, but then the

rent on Linzerstrasse was low. It was really a dreary house.

All the while, he fought against falling in love with his wife. She

infuriated him. If ants were like bees and had a Queen for whom they

labored, then Klara was Queen of the ants, for his skin would crawl, his

crotch would itch, and the beat of his heart tolled in his chest as if those ants

reached even to there. Just so powerful was the presence of Klara lying in

silence on her half of the divided bed. He would keep thinking of her as she

ted looked on the night of her wedding. She had had a dark rose silk dress

made for the occasion, and wore a white collar, that much white she allowed

herself as a bride, and on her white forehead which he considered well-

steped, (he would even grant her a noble forehead), she ted teased some
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Channing curls. At her breast was pinned her one piece of jewelry, a small

green cluster of glass grapes looking tasty enough to mislead you to reach for

one. And then there were her eyes—no mistake! He had to fight against

falling in love with a woman who kept the cleanest house in Braunau just for

him and for three kids, a woman always as polite to him in public as to an

emperor, a woman who never complained about what she had and didn’t

have and never nagged him about finances, a woman who still had only one

good dress, the one she had worn at her w edding party, and yet if he laid a

finger on her, she would have bitten it off. He wondered if the difference in

their age was now what it was about. Better than marrying her, he should

have put her in a nunnery. Yet his skin itched at the thought of how she

would not let him near.

Drinking at the tavern, he would look to regain his pride. If he had

hatet^thc Church in the first years of his marriage, he had by now developed

a high scorn, aboutwhtvh he could say he knew a few things. He would 

occasionally scan a chapter or two in an anti-clerical volume he had found in

an antique bookshop in Braunau, indeed, the store owner, Hans Lycidias

Leipzigcr, would meet him on many an evening for beer, and while the
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bookseller kept himself above the discussions by doing no more than nod his

head from time to time, his wise presence, his shaven chin and upper lip, his

full sideburns, his peephole spectacles, his half-bald head of burgeoning

white hair, offered hka a slight but legitimizing resemblance to Arthur

Schopenhauer whose portrait was occasionally printed in the Braunau

Zeitung, and so gave support to Leipziger’s smallest assent, just enough to

take the other Customs Officers around the more bruising turns of Alois’

argument While they were hardly to be counted as church-goers, “No good

man wants to be neutered,” most were ready to say, they were still officials,

and could hardly feel at ease when a prestigious institution was mocked, let

alone the Holy Roman Church.

Not Alois. He felt no fear in declaring that he had no fear. “If there is

a Providence larger than Franz Josefs power to provide for us, then I have

not encountered it.”

“Alois, not everything comes up to a man with a sign,” said the officer

closest to him in rank

“Yes, it is all a mystery. Mystery, mystery, mystery, and die Church 

keeps the keys, they are the caretakers, yah?”
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The others laughed uneasily. But Alois was thinking of Klara and how

her piety left a hot rock in his stomach. He would grind this rock to powder.

“In the Middle Ages,” he said, “do you know? The whores, they were more

rcspectable^hed than the nuns. They even had a Guild. I have been able to

read about a convent there up north in Franconia so stinking bad the Pope

had to investigate^-Believe-me. the Whores’ Guild was complaining about
•(

the competition. Unfair!22-

“Come, now,” said two drinkers at once.

“True. It is true, ^eutd-show^ou-thfcie^ Hans Leipziger here can

show you the text.” Leipzinger nodded slowly, reflectively. He was aJittle

too drunk to be certain on which, side his authority should fall. “Yes,” said

Alois, “the Pope sends^He-efh^people ^dlvS^o^heTeportT^Haif of

the nuns are prejptant. N©’-Moie=thairha}£ This is the sober fact history

must live with. Next, they Kroxai the monasteries. Orgies. Orgies of

homosexuals.” He said it with such force that he had time to take a large 

draft of his taral^rd.



03/08/2001 20:41 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT RAGE 07

148

“Thai, of course,” said Alois, once new breath had been ingested,

“need not surprise us. Half of the priesthood are momma’s boys. We know

that.”

“No, .we don’t,” muttered one of the younger officers. “My brother is

a priest.” .

“In that case, I tip my hat to him,” said Alois, “if he is your brother, he

is different. But that was then. The priests who weren’t ashamed to be men

were making another kind of scandal. You ever hear the saying of this Pope?

Herr Leipziger, wha’-is his nameYl^

Leipziger made a vague horizontal sweep of the air with his arm. “I

remember,” said Alois. “This Pope said, ‘No priest needs to marry so long as

the peasant has a wife.’”

The force of his voice insisted that they be ready to applaud with

laughter. So, they laughed. “One more saying,” he went on. “’The poor

merchant has one wife, the priest has ten, and the Bishop cannot enter

heaven—too many wives to count.’”

Which Bishop?”
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“The Bishop of Linz, don’t you know?”

Alois had not forgotten the Bishop of Linz who, slx years ago, had

refused his application to many Klara. In order to defray the expenses of

translating his letter into Latin, he had been forced to declare that he was a

pauper. Six years ago, and it still rankled.

On the walk home, his mood was foul. He had come to the conclusion

that his days of enjoying these open tirades against the Church might be

coming to a close. He was fifty-four years old, and for the last thirty years,

had never worried about his position in life. He had known he would rise

^adilyH^sfc^yl in the ranks open to him, and no higher.

Now, however, thero-was /Gneasiness-Kom aTospecfed friend in the

Finance Watch, he had heard feat there-was-seme (talkat Vienna headquarters

of promoting him to Chief Customs Officer in Passau, gfnse inrankjfeic,

i^ven his lack of upper education,^wouifrbeTtese-te-iffipfeeedented. “So,

watch yourself, Alois,” the friend had said.

He had always seen himself as exceptional, afraid of no one (except

for certain superiors in uniform), possessed of a genuine magnetism for

women (how many men could say that much for themselves?) and up from
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the ranks, a low peasant. Moreover, he had never been timid about public 

’Husfpang you could say went rightfcA to the hilt. Because Alois could 

opinion. Nobody else he knew could say thatz muc-Lx.

>
But nowThis respected friend with an/ear in the councils of the Finance

Watch was saying, ‘-^Se-careful-efffiad stories about you in Braunau.”

not trust this friend. Not completely. He was a practical joker.Jn fac^he was

the same one who had told him years ago: “ The townspeople arc nothing.

Put your thumb to your nose concerning (hem?” Alois had constructed^~ 

good many habits around this remark, enougSMo-havG^aid-too-aruehtorught,

but the truth now was that he fefe^p^d-dov/jrtoo-quicklyrvvhal^'/as-ho

feling?^e4<pj3v/4t-Yeu^tdd^8HK2^^^<;ing-lQiffiJo_aiie2//-j7/ti7rKi3r'

fecver^-that-wouldmuHake-eare-ofhis-ambitioft Now, suddenly, with

rumor of being moved up to Passau and promoted—was it a rumor Jc* was it
/Oa-kPjj zr A

real?Hnewas learning how much ambition he hadjthat he had never admitted
to himself. This-amb-i^a was like a river breaking through a levee. It was a

flood. If he wanted to stay afloat, he had to stop pissing on the Church.

Yes, in this sense, his wife, a cold tit to him and a jug of warm milk to

the baby—what a guzzler! never off of the tit—but a very useful wife all the
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same. ^Kjndef?lCuchsn, Kirche—good^xtthc children, good the cooking,

very good concerning the Church. /^vays-thwe^SGod might just as well 

have made Jesus Christ all alone for her.

Now, he, personally, was not going to be caught in church except for

State occasions, holidays. He did not wish to put up with a new itching

attack. He did not see the confessional box for himself, absolutely; his skin

even prickled at the thought. A serious official of the Crown baring his soul

(and some of the private stuff below the belt!), no, not to one more priest
lr\iS>O

to find food for a new masturbation. Never!

Women, however, had to go to church. It was time to accept that as a 

fact. The people in Braunau must not be able to say that he wouldn’t let his

wife go to Church.
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_Agjbmon^34Jur-fiiel^=is^safe-i0-®^^SalI humanemotion/ 

V/
origiMted-withdhe D.K.-as-tHs^t^f^nsr^Hhai He gave eacl^of the necessary

for adaptation and transfonnation^^nbition and avance. (Be-eerlaixUhaLfe- 

_^8t> jhere are men and women who will do anything for money what-witiF

------ /l£P«t tZ^r-e- J

instincts to the animals, habefall human feeling^n©ne-a?e-a5Available to us

cewed-of money. yf^hat4s-a*uisffiT4t-is=alse=a^^I. who
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(^avarice being^t-considered-as-net-quife coequal with greed but^ather the x 

vehicle of greed. Ambition, if taken in the same light, can be described as 

the vehicle of Vision. UJ'kcoZ. H

dfthereranniirrxrargtnnenhmoreimnvinci^^D.K. not

only had His Vision of what humankind should become bu ;ired that each

man and woman should-s&wyro fulfill his or he^parFirfthat Vision—a clear­

j

cut project, I would wager, dsthe D.K. saw it in the beginning.

Be certain that the E.O. knew enough to appropriateXlarge portion of 

-Shis mechanism. I speak with authority on the matter for/^good reason!

'Heth sides of the equation make sense. In order that the Vision be effective,

God gave great power to human ambition. In doing so, He left us with a rich 

field of clients. It may be sacrilege to some but I would even argue that the
T

D.K. miscalculated, and seriously so. Ambition is not only the most
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powerful of the emotions but the most unstable, the most susceptible to

__ . „, LSlcX -U
distortion or defea^EitheFexCT^^reatesourxmtative client. (It may even be 

argued that a substitute for ambition once defeated is avarice, the one

.0. (as the first of the Alchemists) transmuted into

emotion that the D.K. intended as a-eoreUary-of loyalty and(steadfastness, 

since avarice, seen properly£l?^rmalformation of loyalty—outrageous 

blind loyalty to oneself.

Still, it is obviously a secondary factor in human affairs. It is ambition 

in all our ifeefest candidates. The D.K., that the E.O. seeks to

always a prodigious optimist, had not foreseen that the only men and women 

who could promulgate the Vision through the intensity of their ambition

W0uidi^inost-sp€ciaHiw4heir-dsi5e would have to be^irttual^^iottiing

less than saints. The D.K.j^so4cn0wn7+wmihfTenrind77©Hra3-Gcdrortte(
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had miscalculated altogether. The E.O. had a far better comprehension

ofthc-potentialitics-for-devdupmenHn- than God and/or the

angels.

This-discussion-may-be-neeessary-te-explain-thai ambition is often the

ItnigesRwffifi^and most secret of the emotions, and as is-thexasc with -

can tear all of one’s long-guarded varuties^htrTpsychic shredTsrT 

soon as it bursts forth in its true-priapie embodiment—the blind force of the 

heart. [RM=mrxcdmctaphOT—eeronary^oesnU-mbs^with^^ltd]

Let it come then as no surprise that Alois was not alone in suffering his 

disruption. Ambition,.!&? a true germ/is infectious. Klara was ab0=open 

•aowinlhexfypfs-ofhef-beffigr-Sfre^a^feeling her own kind of ambition.

42

Now that she had a child who was giving realigns of staying alive, and this 

due, she believed, in very large part, to the life in the milk of her breasts—the
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most generous joy she had ever felt—now net=e»k wanted all and everything

lor her ehild, her Adil htH (Vvas’even ready to contemplate same forgiveness
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capital of Linz (and indeed he was to achieve just that post before he retired.)

Never superstitious (except when he was) Alois later attributed the prestige of

his p^-rt position in good part to the move he made at this time—from the

Pommer Inn to a rented house on Linzcrtrasse. He and Klara both agreed

that they needed more room, and this they had. Now^there were no women

in the attic, but he had nosed out a place or two where he could stop on his

way home from the tavern. Sometimes he even had to pay for the privilege,

but then the rent on Linzerstrasse was less than at the Pommer Inn. It was

really a dreary house.

All the while, he fought against falling in love with his wife. She

infuriated him. If ants were like bees and had a Queen for whom they

labored, then Klara was Queen of the ants, for his skin would crawl, his

crotch would itch, and the beat of his heart tolled in his chest as if those ants

had even reached to there. Just so powerful was the presence of Klara lying

in silence on her half of die divided bed. He would keep thinking of her as

she had looked on die night of her wedding. She had had a dark rose silk

dress made for the occasion, and wore a white collar, that much white she

allowed herself as a bride, and on her white forehead which he considered
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well-shaped, yes, he would even grant her a noble forehead, she had teased

some charming curls. On her breast was pinned her one piece of jewelry, a

small clump of green glass grapes looking tasty enough to mislead you to

pluck one. And then there were her^yes—no mistake! He had to fight

against falling in love with a woman who kept the cleanest house in Braunau

just for him and for three kids, a woman who was always as polite to him in

public as to an emperor, a woman who never complained about what she had

and didn’t have and never nagged him about finances, a woman who still had

only the one good dress she had worn at her wedding party, and yet if he laid

a finger on her, she would have bitten it off. He wondered if the difference

in their age was now what it was all about. Better than marrying her, he

should have put her in a nunnery. Yet his skin itched at the thought of how

she would not let him near.

Drinking at the tavern, he would look to regain his pride. If he had

hated the Church in the first years of his marriage, he had by now developed

a high ^shomfcr its hypocrisies, peccadilloes, and outright blasphemies. He

would sometimes scan articles in an anti-clerical magazine he had discovered

for sale in an antique bookshop in Braunau, indeed, ths store owner, Wans
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Lycidias Leipzigcr, would meet him on many an evening for beer, and while

the bookseller kept himself above the discussions but for nodding his head

from time to time, his wise presence, his shaven chin and upper lip, his full

sideburns, his peephole spectacles, his half-bald head of burgeoning white

hair, offered^xfa slight but legitimizing resemblance to Artur

Schopenhauer whose portrait was occasionally printed in the Braunau

Zeitung, and so gave support to Leipziger’s smallest assent, just enough to

take the other Customs Officers around the roughest shocks of Alois’

argument. While they were hardly to be counted as church-goers, “No good

man wants to be neutered,” they were used to saying, they were still officials,

and could hardly feel at ease when a prestigious institution was mocked, let

alone the Holy Roman Church.

Not Alois. He felt no fear to declare that he had no fear. “If there is a

Providence larger than Franz Josefs power to provide for us, then I have not

encountered it.”

“Alois, not everything comes up to a man with a sign,” said the officer

closest to him in rank.
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“Yes, it is all a mystery. Mystery, mystery, mystery, arid the Church

owns the keys, they are the caretakers, yah?”

The others laughed uneasily. But Alois was thinking of Klara and how

her piety left a hot rock in his stomach. He would grind this rock to

powder. “In the Middle Ages,” he said, “do you know? The whores had

more respectability then than the nuns. There was a convenrppjiorth in

Franconia that was so stinking bad the Pope had to call for an investigation.

The Whores’ Guild was complaining. ‘Unfair competition!’ said the

Whores’ Guild."

“Come, now,” said two drinkers at once.

“It is true.{^oeuld-shsw-yeH-the-te^ Hans Leipzinger here can show

you the text.” Leipzinger nodded slowly, reflectively. He was a little too

drunk to be certain on which side his authority should fall. “Yes,” said Alois,

“the Pope sent a Commissioner and what does he report back? Half of the

nuns are pregnant. More than half. That is the sober fact history has to live

with. Next, they look into the monasteries. Orgies. Orgies of homosexuals.”

He said it with such force that he had time to take a large draft of his tankard.
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“That, of course,” said Alois, once new breath had been taken, “need

not surprise us. Half of the priesthood are momma’s boys. We know that.”

“No, we don’t,” muttered one of the younger officers. “My brother is

a priest.”

“In that case, I tip my hat to him,” said Alois, “if he is your brother, he

is different But that was then. The priests who weren’t ashamed to be men

went in for the other kind of scandal. You ever hear the saying of this Pope

back then? Herr Leipziger, what is his name?”

Leipziger made a vague horizontal sweep of the air with his hand. “I

remember,” said Alois. “This Pope said, ‘It is good when each peasant has a

wife because then no priest needs to marry.”’

They shocked, but the force of his voice insisted that they

be ready to applaud with laughter, so theyTau^ied.i^YesTahotHersaying,”

he went on. “’The poor merchant has one wife, the priest has ten, and the

Bishop cannot enter heaven—he has too many wives to count.’”

“Which Bishop?”

“The Bishop of Linz, don’t you know?”









r
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Within the Company, we look upon ambition as a /float powerril force 

necessary instincts to the animals, nonetheless, we look upoi^human

feelings as-ffiew^vailable to us for adaptatio^Of no intense statejis this

at our disposal.^Whife we are obliged to~accept th^hkelihood that the-earitest

c>^ 19 u Cvt O>
human emotion^ were given to^nen and womeryby^wl jfven as He gave >U

more true than ambitioi its corollary, avarice. (You may be certain that
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taken in the same light, can be described as the vehicle

of Vision. That is why God, in the beginning, uasrintercsted wot-unly in 

putting serious restraints upon behavioHwt-afeo encourage^/ ambition. (I 

avarice to be(me same as greed hwt^athe^ we look upon it as the vehicle of

it was the E.O. who developed the concept of mone A truisf^yFhere are

cannot speak with certainty on this point, but I would suggest that the D.K.

not only had His Vision of what humankind should become, but He also

desired that each man and woman] ready to fulfill an arduous part

Be certain that the E.O. knew rrrug^&mi llu 11 ginning, rtU

ippropriateyj'Pgsrfmrtion of the newjneefamism.fl'speak with authority on

this matter for^/good reason,* Both sides of the equation make sense. In
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In doing so, He left the E.O. room to sweep-upprich field of clients. It may

order that the Vision be effective, GotLgav power to human ambition^

be sacrilege to some, but I would even argue that God miscalculated, and

seriously so. Ambition is not only the most powerful of the emotions but the

that one substitute for thwarted ambition is, precisely, avarice,^i/that is

s«s emotion the D.K. intended as an aid to loyalty, yes! TiaHfiBecause

most unstable. Assuredly, it is the most susceptible to distortion^defeat

/Almost always-thnhweates a putative client ft y (It may even be argued

avarice is steadfast, avarice possesses a narrow point of view. The E.O,, r

AWwcver, as the first of the Alchemists, (and far and away the best!)

transmuted that emotion/mto greed, since avarice, employed properly by us,

is a malformation of loyalty—it is outrageous blind loyalty to oneself.
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The D.K., always a prodigious optimist, had not foreseen that the only men

and women who could promulgate the Vision through the intensity of their

The E.O. had a better comprehension of how men and women were likely to

As was the case with Alois, ambition often can be the most secret of

Let it come as no surprise that Alois w

ambition would have to be saint^/So, the D.K ^>d miscalculatedaltogether

one’s own purity, honor, and prideJ^to-psyehie^hred3-=lwj^ then thai^f

kh
^/ bursts forth in its real embodiment—the blind force of the heart.

the emotions. Onqe loosed, it is ready to

ambitio

one in the family to

aH-rong-guarded vanities about

suffer this disruption. Ambition is a true germ. It is infectious. -Siase Klara
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fcl^wKlara now wanted everything forgjgr child hr? Adi, and to such a

f ^vHz-

degree that she was even ready to contemplate forgiveness forVMeis/a little

—< Move,
in any case_cnough/to allow him to,e«»ss <0ie middle of the bed.

So, their second courtship began. It was not at all like the night when

Gustav was conceived. ^Se/ivas still breast-feeding Adolf and so there no

question of a pregnancy. That would have to wait. What inspired her

of foundations for/^s-hving<hil^Adol^. het-Adr. Even as Alois had risen

from the mud of Strongs and of a uniform in the service of

the Emperor Franz Josef, could eseySegin to measure the heights to

built the strongest
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which Adolf couJd-moiB^it his ability to

U
the success. of the father?

For that, however, he.Xhi eed a father who could love him. Once,

in her gentlest voice, she had said to Alois, “Sometimes I must wonder why 

you never hold Adi.

‘It will just make the^^and^hc^fjealous,” he answered, referring 

to Alois, Jr., and Angela. “Jealous children are not to be trusted with 

babies.”

“They hold him all the time,” she said. “They are not jealous. They 

like him.”

“Let us keep it that way.”

“No, Alois, sometimes I am afraid he is not very important to you.”

She had gone one step beyond the last step she had thought to take.
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ie was stirred^ Bad enouglphat hehad only half a bed^/Slie was

-Q^en looking to btdJyhim. “Important to me?” he said. “That I can answer.

He is not yet important to me. I want to see if he will live.”

She did not weep often, but this time she burst into tearsumd-loicw 

Vo/k 5-Ze A

en as she heard the painful t>pun<fc of his voice Shat the worst had

happene4,-$he felt weak before him again, ^he was not free of loving him.

At that moment, the dog began to bark. Alois had bought a hound at a

low price from a fanner he knew.^Since-he-hvec^in a hous^ now; -rabef-than

an inn, he considi protection worth the cost. But the dog^*^-^
0*

■disappointed tan. Whileteworshipped Alois and quivered (aTcvery shift of 

toh^iji^iis^^tei^yvcrxS^fh^did not seem otherwise alert, had

<g<->s'
v&iwvs habits. Whoi^dois-Eow shouted at him to be silent, -fee-voite^ws
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■apparently abrupt enough to open the animal’s system for weeping;

Angela, and Adi at the last, not yet two years old, but agile enough to get out

of his low bed and waik(mto the midst of this. Klara leaped up to seize him, 

ready for the worst, she hardly knew what—that the child would step into^T 

the urine, that he would weep for her breast, and Alois might strike them

both—she had seen the look in her husband’s eye when Adi was (greedy as=a

on her’ iag tit. None of this happened, however, pp the

contrary, the- child stood there and looked with solemn interest at the 

whimpering dog^afi^ffieflading hand of the fatherJ^^hild’s eyes had a 
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gleam she had seen before, a look of remarkable intensity for one so small.

She had seen it on his face when suckling him. He would stare at her with an 

expression equal to the Alois’ face, the 

rare tender a lover overwhelmed for a moment by the equality of flesh 

upon flesh, soul to soul, the very communion ofZtf each st able to speak

the other without a word. ;uch instants, she had felt as if this child was

closer to her and knew more about her than anyone eviUmfvre.

Now,

the^et^face of the father. There was no tenderness in this look, but

comprehension. Ie-was-agem4n-€ojnmujuon= ^tMfe^pairr^rtheHhotiad

i rand the fury of thcTalhef^Kdara-fek-as-ifhe--was-in-conimunie»-with4heiF
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She no longer wept. She felt an odd panic as if she must now 

encurage the little boy to weep so that she could give him her breast and 

thereby remove him from knowing too mnch«n very yopng, toio-sormr

Indeed, she succeeded. Adi burst into a rage when she seized him up and

took him out of the room,^ndforce-fed him her breast so soon as she dared

to brave jiL screaming ^mtFhis first new teetl). awdjndeed he nipped her

enough for-beryto cry out, whereupon he gave a deep and hearty chuckle as-rf-

Ihey were back together again.

From the room she had just quit, she could hear Alois bellowing at

Alois, Jr. and Angela to clean upfthe/^uddles.

“That dog can’t even shit right,” he cried out^ his own pain at the

awful turn the evening had taken.
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6.

will be noted that I write about my people ii

come

high rank (in the Company our relative hegemony is not always revealed to

aves

us) that does not mean that I must write like a devilj Tte^E.O. has instructed

novelist might attempt, that is, sardonically, objectively,

ironically, sympathetically, judgmentally, even compassionately, h/should

nevertheless as surprise. JxsspoecausedevilofmdeierannEte
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th?, b^tjwayJhw-s-to-bo^fHS-

(the greateat-ufle tehim-i^to make humankind our study, andwe do the E.O7 

honor every time we oan^ppreciaiea man or woman in all their complexity, 

which is a way of saying we should feel as close to what is godly in them as

to what is diabolical. To comprehend those sides of humankind which are

■direction. If there were religious Orders in the Company, I would be

prepared to say that for the most part I would be a Jesuit for I share a

fundamental understanding^, for certain, does the E.O.—one must acquire

a sympathetic understanding of all that is in essence and ultimately our final

adversary ̂ know more about true godly sentiments than God Himself.

Thai is why the E.O. encourages us to speak of God as the D.K„ at

least those of us who work in German-speaking lands.) D.K. are the initials
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we use for Dummkopf. It is not that we look upon God as directly stupid (£ar So

J^^yaUmitamraad^he angds, our drear Cudgels cannon occasion, be as 

covert scswt admiration and inttrntdeiion

bright and incisive as we are^ but the root of the name comes from the E.O.’s 

It was only fair, it was only accurate, the E.O. imparted to us, that we 

^aatrtt-of-aomenclatyr^/ Soucc
I

ws toadap^e initials E.O, and4akei)ridc4n4hem. Which we do. When I

write E.O. or speak of the Evil One it is with-psdo-in (he richness of the 

'redress the balance. The Angels had succeeded in naming our Sources

Evil One.^t} so successfully that we are obliged to live with/fifeuntH-ortD

that the best

concept he has given u^abouTourselves aed himself, our subtle master who 

even disdains capitalizingfreferences to him. “Leave all that to the God
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ourselves ratter by coming to think of Him more and more as the

worshippers, he tells us. “We have too much irieky work to doYLet us 

Dummkopf. For that is what He is. We are brighter by far, and of late we

■lis to lose. Do not

cease calling Him the Dummkopf. Let him live with D.K. as well as I





j-
-b









M
i *





03/22/2001 14:11 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT PAGE 01 

163

7.

The outpouring of the urine, the shit, and the blood of Luther became

the first in a series of episodes remarkable in their powers of

transmogrification.

If the word is not routine to pronounce, neither is its use, It suggests

the depth of complexity in metamorphosis; it speaks of evolvements

pregnant with reversal and revelation.

So, for example, Adolf s bowel movements now began to dominate the

tenor of life in the house on Linzerstrasse. Before the episode with Luther

took place, Klara had certainly been alert, no matter how often he soiled his

wrapping cloths, to keep the child in clean state, indeed, the act became a

daily dalliance between mother and boy. She wiped him so carefully that his
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eyes gleamed with transmogrificational delight. Heaven was in his anus as

his mother subtly, tenderly, delicately (and with unwitting demonic finesse)

expunged the soil, wet or dry, from his rosebud, (which was, of course,

Klara’s secret name for her baby’s dear little hole.) She was so proud of its

rosy shine that she could hardly suppress her joy even when the other two

children watched. Unlike other good mothers in Braunau, however, she

hardly tried to teach Angela how to substitute for her. In truth, she preferred

to be alone when taking personal care of Adolf for then they would have the

best of times. She was altogether above the less happy elements of the

procedure. His stool, (which could on occasion be as rank us any small

diarrhetic disaster) could not arouse her disgust. It might disturb her if Adi’s

outpouring was sick in smell, or much worse, gave a hint of that empty

cavern which lies beneath the odor of grave illness, but her breath was calm

even when the stink was rich enough to overpower a stranger, provided it

also came through as strong, as healthy. Such was her love for Adi.

It sparkled between them. His eyes danced as she dredged his cheeks

with feather-smooth wipes of the rag, and her eyes were full of love, so full

that his little penis certainly stood erect. She, in turn, would giggle and
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gently coax it back to propriety while they both laughed as it jumped up

again, whereupon she once kissed the tip, and then blushed for she did not

wish her mind to allow the thought to suggest itself that the act might be

subject to confession. No, not such innocent joy.

That changed after the dog was whipped.

She lived again in high fear of Alois. Now, it seemed as if the

swaddling cloths were always in danger of bagging open and all too often

left a full plop on the floor. Once when she was out of the parlor for a

minute to start a dish in the kitchen, she returned to see the child playing with

his spoil—he had already plastered his upper lip and chin. She gasped at the

thought of Alois coming through the door.

So, training began. It was like trying to teach a bright but willful dog.

In the beginning, Adi might even tug at her skirt, or take her to the closet that

held the chamberpot and cry out for her to remove his cloth. After which,

complimenting him for his prowess, they would go, spirit in accord with

spirit, through the wiping. For such intelligence she offered full praise. His

eyes would glow.
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Now, she became ambitious. She wanted Adi to learn how to unsnap

the safety pins that held his cloth, and he did. Day by day, one success

followed another, until he pricked his finger too painfully to go near the pins

again. When she lost patience that he had come so near and now refused to

continue, when she scolded him for what was certainly the first time he had

heard such a tone in her voice, he rebelled. Knowing how important he was

to her, his senses in response were keen—he could detect the set of

confusions with which she looked at his father. He perceived this in much

the same state of clarity with which he had watched Alois beat Luther. Then

he had been illumined by new knowledge. He did not measure the large

difference between animals and men, not yet, for Luther was as much of a

personality to him as was his father, but he could see the instant result: the

dog in all abject terror still loved his master.

So would Klara love him, he decided, even when he would not obey

her. He began to make the point. Taken out of his cloth and allowed to run

naked from the waist down, he began (never when his father was at home) to

shit on the floor. Sometimes he would do it right next to the chamber pot,

which brought Klara so close to screaming that he could all but hear every
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sound she did not make and felt in consequence masterful. He had no fear of

her even when she came close to striking him.

He went too far. One day when she was in the midst of waxing her

kitchen floor, he spread excrement on the upholstered arm of the parlor

couch, studied it, knew by a curious new tumult in his chest that this was

different, altogether different, but all the same, he would show it to her, and

did.

This time she did not scream, she stood stock-still, and tears came to

her eyes. She sensed that he had done it on purpose, and so she did not say a

word, merely cleaned the sofa by which time he had an attack of diarrhea and

the floor was dirty again. He began to laugh and to bawl, but she did no

more than sigh and clean him soundlessly in a listless loveless fashion which

made such an impression upon him that he awakened in the middle of the

night and went to his parents’ bedroom. Alois had been called to Passau for

preliminary interviews and the house had not seen him for a week, but just

before midnight he had come home. Since the boy had formed the habit of

going to his mother’s bed whenever Klara was alone, he was surprised, even

as he cracked the door, to hear the gasping, and wheezing, and then the bulb
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roar of Alois’ voice. It came in spasms. Beneath it and above it were his

mother’s cries, soft and deep and full of the oddest torture for it spoke of joy

soon to come, so soon to come, yes, just beyond reach, and through the half­

open door (kept open particularly for her to hear the child’s cries in sleep) he

saw a sight his mind would not take in, not at once, for they looked like eight

arms and legs and one of them was upside down. He could make out Alois’

bald head and side-whiskers pressed between his mother’s legs, and then

without a word had turned around and was sitting on her face.

Adolf walked away as silently as he had entered, but in his soul there

was no doubt his mother had betrayed him. Just then he heard a final set of

cries, tom from her, a sobbing full of wonder, and he turned back and peered

into the room seeing what he could hardly see by the moonlight in the

window, and his father was beating Klara with his body, his big belly

slapping on her. But she sounded full of contentment! "You beast, you are

an ugly man, you are an animal, you!” and then again, "You, yes, you, yah,

yah, yah.” There was no question she was happy.

He would never forgive her. That much the two-year-old knew. All

her love had been for him. Now, she was with another. What they did was
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done with bellies grunting. And then his father was on top of her back and

she looked like Luther underneath the man.

This time Adolf went all the way back to his room, but he could still

hear them. In the bed next to him, Alois, Jr. And Angela were giggling.

“Goosey, goosey,” they kept saying.
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Raabs, Rosenberg. Rappottenstein, ILardegg, Rosenau,

Heidenrcichstcin 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 asfMvwooded

quarter,” and a dark hooded reticence sits in the silences of the forests to

contrast with the spring green of the occasional open field. The soil is,

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

the most part, are modest, and peasants arc poor. The Hiedlers (who later
I ah 5jcu-^a^/

became Hitlers)And tfic'ScKicklgrubers lived in StronesJ^viUage small

enough to be called a hamlet. No unexpected sights were there. An

Austrian hamlet in the back woods confirms the meaning of^ooijdirtpjor.

^/Strones was mud-deep along its one lane, and, of course, had no inn—only a

few dozen small and medium huts stood about unhappily with their damp
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p
dripping peaked roofs of thatch. If Strones was Rch^iFmgwallows to the

side and rear of each dwelling, cow flop was prefiise/ih the town meadows.

Here and there—to speak in relative terms—there was resj^eettXk^horse

manure, preud-^fse^manufe given the value ofberscs^n sueh country

where a man often had to 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, clods and rocks, impacted scree and

common malleable road clay. Most of the peasants had never seen a castle.

The nearest one, Weitra, was twenty-five miles awayJ^Tor that matter,

Weitra was probably the largest and ugliest castle in the Waldviertel.

Massive and cube-like, it was topped by a mansard roof of insufficient

stature. It could even be said that the castle at Weitra had more resemblance

to an apartment house on the Grand Concourse in the Bronx than to an old

schloss from the times (before Luther) when people kncw(achurch steeple,

waagkft a warnin^afa^t-could-happett-to-yeu-jfiside-a-castfe-turrenEyoa

Nothing like that, of course, in Strones. Not even a

church. One went to the next hamlet foqSjaCJa parish registry, and there

Maria Anna Schicklgruber had the name of her just bom son inscribed as

“Alois Schicklgruber, Catholic, Male, Illegitimate.” Filled with the awe one

accords a sacrament—in this case a theologico-bureaucratic sacrament—she
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saw herself recorded by the priest as “unmarried, daughter of Johauu

Schicklgruber of Strones #1, and his wife. Theresia, bom Pfeisinger.”

Since Maria Anna, bom in 1795, was forty-two when Alois was

brought to the parish registry, we knew that she had had an ample number

of years to make mischief. Worse. She came from a family of eleven

children of whom five were already dead. It was, on the face of it, possible,

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

of them was the missing husband. (Himmler had, of course, no objection to

|hat.) In any event, despite the abysmal poverty of the Schicklgrubers who,

having lost their farm, were even poorer than their neighbors, she dwelt for

the next five years in her father’s home.

Given thw-nwefr likelihood of a trove of family secrets, we jrfiH-could

not dismiss the/uestion of the Jew from Graz. Hitler had dispatched his

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 Hitfer as a lawyer can be when he has a client who is always

extricating himself from one soup in order to be scalded in another, and so

has real need of
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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

Frankenbergcr. 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 young This was accepted by the good

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

consorting with whores. To a degree, it might even emulate the style of

living found among aristocrats. To the popular imagination many a castle

was a connubial palace of masters 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 Frankenbcrger 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 Gcli Raubal, Geli, his blood niece, daughter of Angela Raubal,

Hitler’s half-sister. Our Adolf did not need more complications. He told

Frank that the real story, imparted to him by his own father, Alois, was that

the real grandfather was Johann Georg Hiedlcr who had married his
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grandmother five years after Alois' birth. “All the same,” said Hitler to

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

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

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

high price, no, he could not be budged, not by honey, not by threats.

Besides, if 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 cany.

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

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 owm) "Hieyjeven

had to sleep in an empty cattle trough. Of course, there setrfd-
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have been some money. Johann Georg could have drunk it up. Indeed, he

was still renowned in Strones, almost a century later- (Impoverished hamlets 

are well-to-do at preserving mean memories.) He was a legend for the length 

For why would a drunk like fifty-year-old Johann.Georg many a forty­

and depth of his drunken stupors through which, incidentally, he kept
4444’^./ c>

drinking. Such a fact did cloud our/fiypothesis that there was little-money.

seven-year-old unless she had some jggjree income? That certainly

reduced the likelihood that he was Alois’ father/ '

Moreover, he showed no readiness to legitimize Alois. Either he did 

not believe wholly in such a possibility, or td knew dfean vwfi he had

nothing to do with it. Besides, the town legend declared him to be impotent.

In the event, he 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 h© did not have a son.

^5
There was then no salient detail on the side, of Johann Georg being-the

father. On balance, Johann Nepomuk seemed more likely to be (^a

unknown stalwart, but we &«>stiH-most uneasy about the Jaw.

Himmler sent me to Graz and I took the- measure of century-old

reoords'. No FmnlcsateTgsT in such I pored over the.
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not only bci

the Anschluss of Austria

jSrtvnte to caU-him Ilr.iuridr^riarf. Fx.shiw.il of I know that behind

his back, Himmler- was usually ridiculed by his Party enemies as Heini—ill-

gaited. pompous, and as party-pious a Nazi as any mediocrity who has risen

too high—but his detractors were mistaking the outer shell for the man. X

('"Nobody, not even HitleFbeTieved more profoundly in our philosophical

principles, and so Himmler sometimes chose to be critical of our actions in

what I must call an interesting manner.

I remember op the first morning after the Brown-Shirts marched into

Vienna, rasquad of-the—beer-hall types with bellies above and below their

43

Fx.shiw.il
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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 watched,

and that added to the attention attracted throughout Austria and Germany.

Photographs of the event were featured on the front pages ot 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

that can insult morale among many of the best of us. It will certainly gibftP

encourage^fowdyism 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

tp
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u f~k/-5 i?
“Thw ^tzf would say, erupted from the crude but/'incisive

understanding of the peopl^and—mad^aaeep statement. It wafcte=t&
if- . 0-^0^ gg. ,

Jews that work, when it is not attached to the-highest purpose^ I 1 

meaningless. ‘Scrub away with those toothbrushes.’ the boys were saying, 

Againr-J-am-tra^^by the method employed so far. My name, I

would remind you, does not happen to be Dieter. Although that is close

We nodded. Pro forma. It was understood .that-as a subtle demand

second thought,” Himmler concluded, “I will not condemn out of hand the

deeds of these k*wer-grade Nazis.”

Since I am new to this ga >f writingjiovels, or—will this yet be a

enough (for the time beingj I am tempted to add that I was never really in

Special Group V-Z^sSthe other hand, I was. While<<£dmissionj/veiled-frke

tothem? ‘because you (whether you know it or not. arv-demg<txactly

same-thmg. every day with your so^virtuous scholarshi^yancTyour outrageous

grabs-efwideservod weahli—Vew/richcsa^barrenofilluruinatton’ So on 

how to repay the courtesybfaUowing us to enj the nuances of his mind.

ysclf prey to one vicissitude oft vice: I do go off

e would agree with him even if we did

I lose the main track. That, right now, is to determine

in cood man

biography?—I fin

to the si was

e father of Alois.
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onlyWd-to

'4s^se^#:there=fc4Hdeed=sua

if trueNoneth^lessT^fsisHfi-thcsc-httl^acUMjfobfiiscatiQJi

d-oFsetf-expestire

imrseeks

daation»-4? is not the reader^iu>t-yott~of--yeu? who will take the plunge. It is

my self I can lose much.
1

Again Pa-rtHempted-trrapt>logize-abmteFRjpting/?iy~narratTve'fbT no

imtate^1

c means by which it was obtained.

To repeat—| cannot do that^-Nefeyefe My real means is too

extenuated and wi|l not be comprehensible this soon. Even the resources of

itself of Alois’ conception. JJeebat-a-ioss—

14 /
«ause I do not know to tell how I discerned the truth, the actual fact in

mdged~acquire a qindi—seflse-~ofvvh<3t4S4mpeBnissabte^iF&^on^fthat

‘-------------------------------------------------------—-------------------------------------

ler ^Ore-thaa to be offered a revelation that lacks
‘f i i/e 4e>y

footing. A fact must be a fact if it is, to augment dur sense of reality. 'ftfettr

of fact but w# also
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pi-sec
Special Section V-2a are not sufficient. We did conic up with ^nanswer

&
then, and $y^were able to tweak q**f evidence enough to bend it in

Himmler’s direction—we knew that if our end-product would support his 

case, he would i£bound=ii5 accept it <gd-hc-did^ but the irony was that our

Gndmgdurncd out to be correct. This I was to learn later by the more 

exceptional methods of inquiry that arc employed among the curious
rigs <3 ax* I

personages to whom I actually belong—an organization too evanescent by 

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

as a nexus of Being that dwells within society. As you can see by the

presented to Himmler. Once I had brought back the news that the Jew from

putative philosophical grandeur of the above sentence, we arc hardly ready

Graz did not exist, our focus bad-turned to the drunk, Johann Georg Hiedlen

Thenr^oorrenoughritihoved on to Johann Nepomuk Hiedler, the younger 

brother and honest farmer who took Alois at the age of five into his home.

We also studied traces of the actions of the one brother of Maria Anna

Schicklgruber who was actually abl^toleavelHemud of Strones leag- 

enough Jo make a little money as a commercial traveler. He was, we could 

say, a-degree ^fore elevated”than an itinerant peddler. ^vas 
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hirr^frr our pnrpnncn jj that he passed regularly through Graz. This enabled

us to declare that Maria Anna did, in fact, receive small sums from Graz but

had told her family that it came from a Jew. For a short time, that proved

most believable to Himmler. He fully expected that Maria Anna was a

confirmed liar. A poor and promiscuous wuinan^after all, has-nmeh mote

need of artful lies than sober truth (much like a rich and promiscuous 

woman).

The-lengcp-we-studied-thc-situationT-themTOre-we-deeided, however,
Ce.

that to make Himmler feel au*e-sccufe<0nthis matter, we would have to 

choose Johann Nepomuk, the good younger brother, as our seminal actor.

SmcejTOthmg \yould satisfy the end result but a prima facie case of incest,

we looked te-make the better choice between the itinerant brother and

Alois’ wife, Klara, was the granddaughter of Johann Nepomuk by way of his

daughter Johaana. So ap uncle and a niece connected by blood would then

be the parents of our Fuehrer. We knew that we bad M IdstejT^lid'''''''^ 

Johann Nepomuk. It came to the latter. With the brother, wc would indeed

have Alois as a full inccstuaryjfjfsfdegree, but that would be-restricteko?

^joisjumsetf. ft~wuuldmn euabl«-us4o Apply theris to Witler^

On the other hand, if Mana Anna/had conccivedTwrth Johann

Nepomukdthen Alois would not be the incestuary, but Adolf would be^
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F-fankenrciter wtyo happened to bnjCatholie^iiot Jewisl

Franlreftreit®9^did-have-an-enly-son-but4ie-was^mlytoT-years-el

On her last trip back, Nepomuk, who lived a long day’s walk away in

daughters.

forty-seven and it yvas humiliating, she told him, not to be married, and have 

Spital, wasyt'isiting His family 6m Strones, and went to the straw for his

carnal hour with Maria Anna. SheftonceivedTHewas left in a dreadful f 

Schicklgruber and Johann Nepomuk Iliedlcr had^mUinued a passionate
a~4-i <=>

^elationshi^/Sn each rare occasion when she came back for a visit from &ej?

work-in Graz (whore-she-lwedHncideiitally^in-lha-homc-iifradamily-iiametf-

Maria Anna put up with the situation, but not-happily. Fi^eycars~=*'

went by before she declared her intention to expos® Nepomuk. She was now 

presentation to oiler Himmler an^wc not only settled on t&ai 6uT
a-

embellished it. Our final scenario took thisflavorfMaria Anna

.state on receiving the ncwar-Hejoved his wife, beloved his three daughters
(*,?+*■*■ C.

■and; helvld Maria-Anaarfaf^iild not shatter hi^>|pme. All the same, he '

^Vould respect the matter. And^did. Under the rubric of money-from-Graz,

he gave her sums from time to time to take care of the boy. In five years, he | io——

promised, he would (Jake Alois into his own house and raise him with his 

7,
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to lace the women of Strones ev®rv time she went out her door. None of tr^

housewives trusted her.

Nepomuk proposed his older brother Georg as the 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

mean spirit more companionably than a fury full of firilure.who-ts-ebhgcd-to

zStudythe last decade of Ins Ffe-tltrougli-thc-bottem-oFa-glHss^

Maria Anna, wed at last, wanted Georg to say he was Alois’ father,

but no, never,. shc-was-transgressmg-on(a matter involving his honor. If he
d cy

had managed in the course of many a spree to tell ^^nmdhgcompanions

he had gotten married, then he saw all the more reason to make no fool
l/l g1^ )

of himself by/iegitimizing a damn brat whom everyone knew was not his

kid. He might be a failure, afgnnrk, a luosomout^but he was not a

cuckold. Me mould givs his name never to Alois Schicklgruber.. Let the

bastard remain a hazard.
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This'as thgfctory we presented to Himmler. It was buttressed by

ITimtn’rr .»r,-»?'.!«>e, so busy that he cinlid^5_wv-k*4cw7lUfciesi himself

only in oorOTndttsivms- Thcy/Sere perfect for him. We had Jehwrcrf a

interviews we fleshed out with the few old inhabitants of Strones who were

no Jew in the Fuehrer’s brtxidstream, andTtnaily history in which

^(father and mother, Alois and Klara Hitler, were now established

:grec

“This,” he

mcestuary

Himmler had an

real uncle and niece by blood. We had ^ad^Adofflfnler a“

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 tate ot first-degree incestuaries, but the Fuehrer

proved fabulous in his'oiwers. of perseverance. His brilliance and his Will, A'*

intensification of his genes. German agrarian genes proveiTable

to overcome all ^egativetendenvies and btessom gfito transcendental

^7

virtues.”
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Af4his *».:

<ery spifff

d ^4eaned~F>5ckand sigh udihly

lesMhat/wgg'not free of dread. “We do-nof ujften 

occasions of close incest can be truly perilous for those who lack the

Fuehrer’s Will since jFis mv belief—I will sav/mv belief a throes—that in the

everpresent world of numinous spirits that-swwn-to-surround us^ there are 

many I would call malign, and^Tis even possible that they collect about a

This embodiment, cxistyf of a Devil or the Devil, would give great

attention to Inccstuaries of advanced degree^beeense this ominous malignity

would-scck/fopervert the force^^hy doubling^" God-given genes. All the 

more power to Herr Hitler, then. He has actually been able, I would declare, 

to stand firm in the face of the Devil himself. '

■kittle did Himmlei^knowthat his remarks-had4o.bemulliplied 

order of magnitude. Hitler was not a &rst degree liiccsluary ^ie-f;iep->-

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, ths^i^m^e^Klara Polzl Hitler, Alois’ wife, was not only his wife 

but^faihis blood daughter.
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The year 1942 is, however, a long way down the road of my account. - 

4n-tru0i, I only mention 1938 aganybccause a smalTcpisode occurred during

the Anschluss of Austria that reveals a great deal about Himmlcrwho

always fascinated jne (and this not only because he was my boss, and

allowed me in private to call him Heinrich—a rare bestowal of favor.) I

know that behind his back, Himmler was usually ridiculed by his Party

enemies as Heini—ill-gaited, pompous, and as party-pious a Nazi as any

mediocrity ofriw-nuddle-tattfes-/but his detractors were mistaking the outer

shell for the man. Nobody, not even Hitler believed more

profoundly in our philosophical principle^than-Heinrich, and so he

sometimes chose to be critical of our actions in what I must call an

interesting manner.
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event were featured onfawnydZ front page of many a newspaper in Europe 

and America.

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

Vienna, a squad wfpeer-hall types with bellies above and below their belts^

coHccted^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. Since The Storm-troopers laughed as they watched, fS

/aTn'actedytentioiythroughout Austria and Germany Mtd photographs of the 

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

that can .repel (many of the best anweg/usTlt will certainly encourage

rowdyism (tmong the lumpeftproletgrial here in Vienna Nonetheless, we do

well not to reject altogether the primitive instinct revealed by the act. For it

was, on reflection, a ^josflsuccessful 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 folic 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 hqve been so successful. It is very much a Jewish notion
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that one can get everything by working harder than

understanding of the peoplc^made a deeper statement. It was to tell the

Jews that work it is not attached to o=high(purpose is meaningless and-a 

¥we. ‘Scrub away with those toothbrushes,’ the boys were saying to them, 

‘because you, whether you know it or not, are doing exactly the same thing 

every day with your so-virtuous scholarship and your outrageous grabs of 

wealth. Your riches are barren of illumination.’ So on second thought,”

Himmler concluded, "I will not condemn out of hand the deeds of these 

lower-grade Nazis."

We nodded. Pro forma. It was understood that as a subtle demand

in good manners we would agree with him even if we did not. That was

how to repayjn^ courtesy of allowing us to enjoy the nuances of his mind.

Since I am new to this game of writing novels, or—will this yet be a

biography?—I find myself prey to one vicissitude of the novice: I do go off

to the side. I lose the main track. That, right now, is to determine who was

the father of Alois.

Again, I am trapped by the method employed so far. My name, I

would remind you, does not happen to be Dieter. Although that is close 
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enough (for the time being.) I am tempted to add that I was never really in

Special Group V-2a; on the other hand, I was. While admissions veiled like

these can only add to the confusion with which I choose to shroud myself it

is also—if there is indeed such a criterion as novelistic ethics—unfair to the

reader.

Nonetheless I persist in these little acts of obfuscation. An act of true

confession works better of one immerses oneself in the pool of self-exposure

by measured steps. The compensatory warmth of release(comes best by

surrendering slowly all trusteeship of^sTlong-emplaced cautions It is not

the reader, not you or you, who will take the plunge. It is myself. I can lose

much.

Again I am tempted to apologize at interrupting my narrative for no

more than these exculpatory paragraphs, but truth, I want to hesitate

because I do not know to tell how I discerned the truth, the actual fact in

itself of Alois’ conception. I feel at a loss. Already I know—for one can

indeed acquire a quick sense of what is impermissable in fiction—that

nothing will irritate a reader more than to be offered a revelation that lacks

footing. A fact must be a fact if it is to augment our sense of reality. Then

it can have resonance. At best, it will consist not only of its own declaration

of fact but will also exhibit the means by which it was obtained.
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To repeat—I cannot do that. Not yet. My real means is too 

extenuated and will not be comprehensible this soon. Even the resources of
^ecJon V-2a are not sufficient. We did come up with an answer then, and

we were able to tweak ouqafefo? evidence enough to bend it in Himmler’s 

direction—we knew that if our end-product would support his case, he

would be bound to accept it, and he did, but the irony was that our fiction (J

turned out to be correct. This I came-te-find-out/ater by the more
<9^

exceptional methods of inquiry that are employed among the hast curious 

personages to which I actually belong—an organization too evanescent by

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

as a nexus of Being that dwells within society. As you can see by the 

putative philosophical grandeur of this-las^sentence, wc are hardly ready for 

facts about myself.

Content your reading then, ^nrrnraf’at least for now, with the

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

that the Jew from Graz did not exist, our focus had turned to the drunkear

Johann Georg Hiodler. Then, soon enough, it moved on to Johann Nepomuk

Hiedler, the younger brother and honest farmer who took Alois at the age of

five into his home. We also studied traces of the actions of fesses brother 

of Maria Anna Sc^icklgruber who was actually able to leave the mud of
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■sirones iong enough to make a imie money as a  

was. we could say. a degree more elevated man an itinerant peddier. What 

was best about him ior our purposes is that he passed regularly through

(ira/ I his enabled its to declare that Maria Anna dit^feceivcsmall sums 

from (ira/. but had told her lamih that n came from a Jew. i or a short time.

that proved most believable to Himmler He Itilly expected that Maria Anna

was a confirmed liar A poor and promiscuous woman, after all. has much

more need ofartful lies than sober truth (much like a rich and promiscuous

woman) We-wmnwd tor a liniv th.ii tin.* idea of a Jew an half partner ol tho

^nnlion-in-lixM o.ii.ili uinilil lUTlninb dnlr.'u-l birr liilhnr nw.-iy Irnm—■

suspecting her broihcF-

The longer we studied the situation, the more we decided, however.
-{W J

that to make Himmler £ecurc on this matter, we would have to choose
i>2*- IJ

Johann Nepomuk, the good younger brother, as our U*Hdmg|actor Since

nothing would satisfy the end result but a prima facie case of incest, we

looked to make the belter choice between the itinerant brother and Johann

Nepomuk It came to the latter With the brother, we would indeed have

Alois as a full mccsluary. first degree, hut that would be^lois himself. Il

would not enable us to apply Himmler’s thesis to Hitler
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On the other hand, if Mana Anna had conceived with

Nepomuk, then Alois would not be thdmcestuary, but Adolf would be.

Alois’ wife, Klara, was the granddaughter of Johann Nepomuk by way of his

daughter Johanna. So an uncle and a niecdjfvould then be the parents of our

Fuehrer. We knew that we had at last a solid presentation to offer Himmler 

and we not only settled on that but embellished it. Our final scenario took 

who happened to be Catholic, not JewisH/ani

(/carsold. (Legends-scem-tp thrivexvhen the facts are wrong!)

this flavor' Maria Anna Schicklgruber and Johann Nepomuk Hiedler hud

mcl-i»(["passionate relationship overy-twn^she came backTora visit from

her work in Graz aTthediume, incidentally tofa familynamed Frnnkenreiter 

On her last trip heme? Nepomuk, who lived a long day’s walk away in

Spital, was visiting his family on Strones, and went to the straw for^camal

hour with Maria Anna. She conceived. He wasrina dreadful state on 

receiving the news. He loved his wife, he loved his three daughters, and, he 

told Maria Anna, he could not shatter his home. All the same, he would take

rWf&rfta. And did. Under the rubric of money-from-Graz, he gave her 

sums from time to time to take care of the boy. In -fee? years, he promised, 

he would take Alois into his own house and raise him with his daughters.
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Maria Anna put up with^but not happily. Five years went by before

she declared her intention to expose the situation. She was now forty-seven

and it was humiliating, she told him, not to be married, and have to face the
lu-is'

/mixed symnathies-efrtjjpl women of Strones every time she went out the door.

.Besides,?Jone of the housewives trusted her.

Nepomuk proposed his older brother Georg asy\ 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 ot

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 tew extra kronen

For Georg, there was a rare pleasure in using the exertions of a younger 

/-hearing-

brother to pay for one’s own dissipations. Nobody can live with a fond of

. . IV)
mean spirit more c^pamonably than a fury full of failure who is obliged to

study tlic last decade of his life through the bottom of a glass.
 

father, but no, never, she was transgressing on a matter involving his honor.

If he had ^ot kept jus-word to-be-silent concerning the >
 

.... , -....
 

'then he sawji^reason to make^ fool of himself by
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legitimizing a damn brat whom everyone knew was net his kid. He might be 

of course, so busy that he could, as we knew, interest himself only in our 

established as real uncle and niece by blood, thereby malriwgfAdnlf Hitler a 

first degree incestuary one step removed.

anything else, reveals the incredible bravery' and fortitude of the Fuehrer.

of first-degree incestuarie^. JJJx^Fuehrer proved fabulous in his 

perseverance. His brilliance and his Will, are extraordinary properties of

conclusions. They were perfect for him. -N^Jewm the Fuehrer’s

bloodstream, and a father and mother, Alois and Klara Hiller, who were now 

PAGE 02

<5 MX1
bridges on the way to the desired destination, but we wrote the material up 

'Stttce^nrly death or serious malformation isihc 

a failure, a drunk, a loose mouth, but he was not a cuckold. He would give

his name never to Alois Schicklgruber. Let ttes-bastard remain a bastard.

That- was the femafcaccrnmt we presented to Himmler. It was 

buttressed by interviews we fleshed out with(olamhabitants of Strones^

01/11/2001 11:04 7185243782

cfohe takes wth artfully invented details. Himmler was, 

Himmler had an epiphanic encomit 

r

with the sort of

“This,” he said, “more than
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rdlzl Hitler, Alois’ wife, was not 

CKjOlJLl

ercnmelf*e negative tendencies

fmagnitude.Hitler was notafirst degree incestuary one step
IJt. CcJ^£>

:moved, he was at the core of inccs(Z5-rareJcasc of First Degree Prin

I came to discover by more exceptional and private means, tha^Klara 

character and insightihai were provided by the intensification of his genes, <

multiplied by anHimmler know that his remarks

52
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Kultusgemeinde of the Jewish Registry of Graz, and was confirmed. Back
in 1496, the Jews had been expelled from tCL region. By 1836 they had. still

not been permitted to come back. It took twenty more years, but then, Graz

was the sort of modest Austrian city that catered to retired army officers oa

Small pensions and so was reflexively anti-Semitic. On every side, it was

obvious. Hans Frank, had. been lying.

Himmler explained it to me. When it came to his own career, Frank

was bold and a gambler. Indeed, he did not acquire his later name for too

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
t n

himself in Hitler’s inner circle. As Himmler saw it, he was-asing-these

mythical letters to obtain a reliable pressure point. That was why there had

been such a failure to produce the evidence. Hitler could hardly know

whether Frank was making it up, was telling the truth, or was actually in 

Graz, but Frank Fnesyhis client

possession of the letters. It would have been (Frank^aed^and/erfit^

well enough to gamble that Hitler did not really want to know. He
^^£=3=25 ? P‘''r=

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

he also confided that he never-toId Hitler about this finding. Certainly not!
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He told Frank instead. I understood immediately. Could there be one

official within the Nazi ruling group who was not looking for an enduring

hold on any one of jfig. ri val ambitiena^ the others? Frank, to a^mited^bat

stilLfbrccftd 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 Hemrich 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.

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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radiateoiff from me, a condition in

to conceal anything from the Source*. I"have trained-try?r^jTnir,»v»r, tiff

"k? write without allowing any

defiance oftheE.Q. wio forbids- sucfr a practice. Wide hg has no-desire ta

use Wfrffiart of hfe resources by taking in all that is in qur minds, he is
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certainly not inclined to allow any one in hjf army. to be able to hold separate

opinions.

to continue my history, my biography, my novel

loyal tothe EO. While the above

but-devds are devoted to good literature—v/e

A

sentrmentarinexactitudes.)

within the Two Kingdoms. No matter how distorted and

novelists we do not look upon as second-rate. MUten, aiter all, provit

4

“Paradise Lost, so are many of u^also versed in thatpsrticuiar classic. (I
CcPi 11 l-Upf

.grx-aet speak for the

curious human skill ofkwpin^woughts to

myself^Lteel able'

(call it what you will) about the life of Addfilitlw. Withbut one addition, I 

them the Cudgels), antDtfie armyTr

can continue as I have begun. From tirm-tp taye, I wrfbhaw^aword or more

'dnthe structure of the Two Kingdoms^(that world of spirits whowork for

JU
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inaccurate (and unfair!), his panorama jsTOnithdisya pioneer display of our

warring armie^^g?ratdcstrhw^ome of it-did take plgalai-the

commencement.)^—^'

One can begin (with Milton, course,

outdated. Devils who serve the E.O. £ryftkEl? in the seriously misnamed

army-of-the-damned, arc by now well-installed in all comers of human

existence. Much like the immensely complicated Japanese-game of Go, the

positions we occupy with our—if you will—black stones are forever

encircling and being encircled by the white-stones of the-angels. (Iris even

said that by the end of the game of Go played by two Masters of the Ninth

Degree, it can take almost as long to count up the results of thcsu black and

white encirclements of each other as it did to play the match.)

To enforce, therefore; this first explanation- of the-complexities of our

war, I must offer my own wdinn outline on the basis balance of forces.
z/--7A<<2f

armies. God aid his angels work upon humans to develop in

humans; and the individual man or woman strives feverishly to be beholden
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-ft-c
neither to God nor to Satan1 ( but rathe/tobe tree, to be the creature 

of his or herowr destiny, belonging to-no external-force: In feeevent, we 

devils try to guide our men and women (we call them clients), the Cudgels
er**/

contest us, and-Sife particular man or woman xjtoywes- his- orherbestto 

fight Us off, both of Us.

This, it can bcrepealed, is but a first approach to the4wnplenity and

perversity of the subtle condition of existence itself, an Overview. My

hope—given the curious but forthright temper tliat hay overtakemneis that !

will be able to do a&e more than recount the years before us in the life of

AdoifHitlen Let- mebe^eady, also, to explsfe-my s my weaknesses

devil is without a profdelj/^SdifiR-and-sabv^ffrrfoe-career^em^ 

boyhood en,-M)Momienti0a4he°s^Hbmtorvention of the’Evil One^

?>Given this inuufl" you have iittdirliwi airoducta
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2.

It is safe to say that I know a good deal. I can enter into many a mind,

I can recover, if necessary, the concealed, even the long-buried memories of

any client to whom I am assigned. While this does consume much Time

(which for us is a resource comparable to the way money serves as the basic

matrix for humans), I am, if necessary, able to inhabit people’s dreams. My

power of insight when brought to focus upon a single person is ctee to

complete, whereas the average human has, at best, a memory that manages to

function in one ot another impaired stale. My sense of recollection,

moreover, is free of the usual distortions that serve the human ego since I

exist within an absolute set of strategic commands. No need therefore to

develop a forceftit ego. That is reserved for those" Innnnns who-are

determined" to worS up their own major endeavors—from which: derives-the
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tyranny of their memory which can usually afford to retain only that which is

of th® most direct use to them no matter how misremembered or damnably

untrue.

In contrast to such men and women, I have a simple life. For the most

part, I look to obtain success with my clients. In our Company, that produces

reliable results. Sooner or later one is promoted. Over many periods, I have

bed clients whom I was able to develop sufficiently to be of use in one or

another of the E.O.’s larger projects. The majority of humans, however,

caught in the pusb-and-pull between their guardian angel and myself, end by

producing little that is salient for us. Indeed, in a few unhappy situations, my

attempted conversions were loot altogether. The guardian angel who was my

opposite number gathered in such spoils.

As-e{fesult of thee® several successive defeats, my position suffered.
<a.

For thereafter I was assigned clients of petty origin or sadly

modest achievements. I oversaw, for instance, waitresses of a carnal

disposition who broke up dull marriages and thereby ruined the amorous

heed of a half-happy household. (Alois does come to mind.) I encouraged

©offimon soldiers to hurt the morale of their company by des^rrion. I served
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wo±^w4^©3^j2^ct^2b^^O¥SmOTn^^miedccrrupL Itarewafew

mayors in small towns who got into trouble with little boys or pilfered funds.

I served petty barons and counts who gambled away the last of old holdings,

and I could list petty suicides, petty thieves, fallen priests, drunken louts,

unfaithful wives, typical flotsam and uninspired jetsam. I had indeed a horde

of clients, but only a few could present an interesting problem to my skills. I

had all too many now nameless men and women who were bom out of little

and proceeded te-ffiueewt to less. It could have been cause for despair. I

admit that only tfto larg^projects appealed to me even as cay recognition

from a social summit gives real life to a snob; While I could neverknow if

the Maestro was using me for too little, or waiting for me to enlarge my

experience, I did, on occasion, hear from him. He had not lost his eye

concerning me, and remarked once that I might seek high rank again and

could yet be assigned to a venture comparable to the epic encounters of the

Company during the first three centuries of the Church in Rome. All that

might be there for me once more, if I would keep the faith—that is, pay

unremitting attention to my present wretches, thugs, and drunks. I laarEsd

then that the E.CX bed selected-me to oversee the woric of Gtireragems
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concerning a young client whose potentialities might be immense.

Insignificant at present was this person and his family, but there were

ancestral fault-lines that happened to be bill of the intoxicating stink of

blood-scandal. The boy in question, now a young man, was stricken with

timidity, had quit school too early, was an avaricious reader who remained

hopelessly superior to what he read particularly when he could not

understand it, was, in addition, lazy, prone to temper tantrums, and possessed

of an ego comparable to the size of a swollen belly. AH'the same, he was

desperately afraid of almost all meetings with other humans. Yes, this boy

was an absolute and unmitigated mess.

I did not dare to ask, but of course I could not hide my reactions from

the E.O. any more than any of my agents could conceal their active thoughts

from me. At this point, the E.O. actually spoke to my thoughts with his

thoughts, couching them in English, a language he enjoyed for its inclination

to irony: He said: “Why this boy? Can it be that he possesses the largest

ambition one could possibly encounter in a young man who is not already

insane? I may propose that you take him on. But,Jj^5reasd Iris-still no 

more than a project. It could certainly fail He will need endless instruction.



03/02/2001 16:00 7186243782 JMWORPCRAFT FACE 09

126

His terrors must be bolstered with the most confident experiences you con

arrange for him. And you must guard him from early and crushing defeats to

his ego. In time, if he develops the greater part of his potential promise, he

could become your only client. Must I say more? We are looking at a project

worthy of a major effort."

I did dare to ask: What if I fail? Many of our projects do. Particularly

the major ones. They are such outrageous gambles. Our Source is not unlike

God in that regard.

I was depressed. The new project was at present a backwater, and

would certainly need good luck—which is to say, times that would prove

historically favorable to us, There was no sign of the felicitous conditions

needed for a venture so much in need of graluitiourthagnifications of

possibility. (The First World War and the disasters that fell upurrGemany

had not yet occurred.) My role, as I saw it, would seat me as jockey on a

horse running against unbelievably long odds. I could foresee further

demotions for myself.

All.feat is not of consuming interest any longer. We know, after aB, 

what happened to the horse. And I who rode the boy (with occasional help
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from the Master) and rode him all the way up to glory (and down again—

which is half the matter, the other half being why I now propose to teft the

tale) can at least explain how the short novel I contemplated writing about the

SS officer and the Jewish doctor lost my interest about the time I recognized

that it was small. 1 knew too much to content myself with that. If I would

break the first of the rules of our society, then it was certainly incumbent

upon me to explore much further into what I know of Alois and Klara now

that Adolf has been conceived on a night when I spoke of myself as present^

as a species of Black Gabriel for the Evil One.

In truth, I was not in that bed of unfettered carnality /Certainly not on

that occasion, nor did I have to be. Yet, when I stated that I was there, I was

telling the truth.

The explanation, if one wiC^rollow, is considerably less difficult than

Einstein’s Special Theory of Relativity. Spirits live in a relation to Time that

is hardly comparable to the human perception of that mystery. Ingesting the

experiences of other demons, we are able to travel back and forth through

periods of Time that can only be recognized by humans in linear fashion. So,

I did not have to be present on the night that Adolf was conceived in order to
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/s 4< [>'**<*\

have the exact exnerigncg of^^inothsr devil (of lower rank) had been I

consigned^By order of rhe E.O., he (or it, if you prefer) Innhenteredfoe act,
/the g

an insertion any of the E.O.’s cohort can accomplish (when^0snoTomy 

desired but purposeful). Years later, that same devil had,^>y my demand,
tfi/'***

passed the experienccp\to me with a completeness of detail and carnal 

feeling that may be called absolute.

For all practical purposes, then, 1 had been there/ 

e5tpesietree^o^sg£^ny^wx?4?Jwwledge-o?TM0if_Since I also knew from 

the intensity of the occasion that the E.O. had joined with his agent for one

instant (even as Jehovah had been with Gabriel during Ihil l/fllii exceptional 

event) Jo-Lcould believe in-in.yown_ac 

esperienee-we^d7SW-iat9-eur3dves~&om othcT^C¥iIs-becOTn cs our own-’ 

experienrer'rhe-samexanitrsaid-of-thrmenjuriesrfecenrCTd-Iong^

I, for exampltrw ay iM^attached formally to Adolf Hitler for many years,

the E.O. had placed him my share of the Overview—the devils who 

worked with little Adolf were there to pass their experiences on to me. Over- 

a period of time, his life and small deeds as a boy were sent ok to me. Then,
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as the hour approached when I would look to take possession of him, so did

my concentration upon the sense-offerings of the minor devils in my

command take on more prominence until I was as steeped in the life of the

boy and young man as if I had been alone with him over all the years qfhis

childhood and adolescence. For that reason I write about his life with an 

insight no biographer could bagin to attempt without being barred from his

profession.

It is in part this profound desire to share what I have learned that may

now impel thi/incontestable?myjtreacheiy toward the E.O. But then, I liave 

that is communicated to no one will sour the soul. I, who have lived so long

with the firm belief that I am no more and no less than a spirit, now have to

face a seismic disruption. Somewhere within I sense the remnants of a soul,

the truncated ends, let us say, of nerves long lost to an amputatedlimb which
l H fZ ls>5fS 

4-Haisy6n promising the body that it can grow again.
I

A recognition of this dimension come^too early a moment in our

narrative. It will take all of a book I may never be able to finish to absorb the 

meaning of such an insight. I seek to quiet the disturbancepns thought
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-eeesesmy returning again to the present, to these yearsZfliving in an

America I can hardly comprehend. If I a presence who consists of

no more at this instant than a devil without a serious assignment, I sense that

I must (may it be the saving imperative!) return to the premise with which I

began—-that an account of the life of my former client will establish, at least,

a rough topography of that terrain in which I search for the remaining

oddments of my soul.
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3.

In setting down these^^^^^lanalions, I must say it is one of our

ongoing missions to convince the ruling majority of the new technological

world that there is no such entity as the Devil and most certainly there is

nothing like two hierarchical spirit orders—the universe is subject to reason,

nothing else. God, alone, as a solitary mystery, i&^cceptabfc in some

powerful quarters^ But not the Evil One. One mystery, not Two!

There need be no surprise, then, that the general understanding of Adolf

Hitler’s personality is dim. He is, after all, a third mystery, the most

mysterious human of the century, a man, when all is said, who was aH-too-

human, it it will be agreed, that the average man or woman does possess

large funds of the inhumane. In any event, I was able by the end to
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comprehend his psyche better than my own. Obviously, I take pride in this.

He was a close to unmeasurable specimen of the human, and had time

enough to grow into the scourge of the century, this client whom in the

beginning I belittled for much too long as “little Adolf,” yes, I knew him

when we still referred to the young fellow who grew out of the boy as “little

Adolf with the big ideas.”

I can state that he was a most ordinary little Hitler in the beginning—

that is, he waswrtaiHy an unhealthy baby and terrified Klara with every
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incestuous procreation followed by swarms ofmother-love is certainly a
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human quality could ever prevail by itself, unaltered and 

and generous mother can produce a monster.

Needfcss tu say, that Is by-and-with the aid oF-ottr-sids. We are always on the 

alert forsach candidates/’

product. The first rule of thumb in the struggle between the Almighty

unassisted btfone ol/^ Therefore, even the noblest, most self-sacrificing

•©urmakapf and therd?^7isprobably'^eir mutual understanding that no 

Whs^mothcr love is all-embracing fnt-thc sqp, why then, artists, dUeik

geniuses, killers \and*he-30 callocV^aviorsycome forth as the xly+wme 
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The outpouring of the urine, the shit, and the blood ol Luther became

the first in a series of episodes remarkable^ their powers of 

the depth of complexity itr metamorphosis; it speaks of wolvcw 

transmogrification. q yTt luu-lar ftn
ea$*i rh.

If the word is not to pronounce, neither in itn iwi/Tt suggests-—— 

pregnant with reversal and revelation.

So, for example, Adolf s bowel movements now began to dominate the

tenor of life in the house on Linzerstrasse. Before the episode with Luther

took place, Klara had certainly been alert, no matter how often he soiled his 

wrapping cloths, to keep the child in clean state, indeed, the act became a

daily dalliance between mother and boy. She wiped him so carefully that his
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Whcn-wc last i;aw A4oic, Adolf was full of detestation ugainiit his
A/s

bad feelingywwWuiot last m tllCTase of Ins mother through the next feeding, 

/4t her breast^ the child was ready to forgive, and this despite the 

odor of carnal funk and male sweat still on her drowsy body (since he had 

begun to bawl for his milk not thirty minutes after she had sunk into the best 

sleep she had known for years).

Let no one suppose that because a child’s deepest feelings have a half­

life of thirty minutes^ ifeat they are not profound. It is the fundament of early 

experience to feel deeply and to move on quickly, the topjfeflof the turmoil 
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to be quickly buried, the remainder to stay with the child all the way into

maturity, marked by a firm cut of the etching knife/

There we can leave Adolf. It might be said that he would never love

his mother as much again, and yet his feelings were more intense. Now,

there was pain in his love plus an anger that revealed itself by nipping more

and more at her breast with his first teeth. Indeed, he felt like Luther, and

when drowsy, often slept beside the hound through an afternoon, for he saw

him as a brother. They had both taken a fearful beating on the side of the

heart that is most tender, and indeed, that went on until Adolf began after a

few months to take more and more advantage of the dog, punching him in the

belly, trying to poke into his eyes, and sometimes, when standing, loosing a

kick to the ribs, then more, until the dog at last began to growl at his

approach and Adolf in turn would whine and run to his mother. There was a
perio*d^s nTade her so distraught that her delight in breast-feeding was all

but gone. Thf^fqw and irrit-ibtfldays of weaning were at hand.

In her private councils, available not to her child, her stepchildren, her

husband nor even the confessional box, she had come to the conclusion that

she must have another child—half from fear that even now, Adolf would die, 
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and half from fear that she would never love him as much again as once she

had. Besides, she was entering the year of her marriage when she looked

forward to Alois approaching their bed in a certain mood and manner, for on

such evenings—after all these years!--much actually came alive in the

marrow of her feelings.

Be it noted that the next to last time we encountered Alois (a-few pages-

■baefe) he had been before us with his nose and lips in Klara’s vulva, his

tongue as long and demonic as a devil’s phallus (for we are not without our

weapons in the copulatory arts) and certainly he was possessed (by us) for he

had never performed such an act before, and was now so good at it on this

first occasion that there is no other explanation than that it took place within

our presence and because of it.

In the morning, he could not believe he had acted as he did. To so

demean himself! In bald fact, and to make her pay for such bottoming on his

part, he hadybeforo oonelujior/thumped his buttocks together over her nose

and mouth—precisely the frightful sight that drove Adolf back to his bed and 

caused him to bawl for milk not a half-hour later.
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Yet Alois in a most unexpected manner, also felt tender towards Klara

in the morning, and this unexpected gentleness in concert with the astpishing

pleasure he had given her by way of his tongue, a joy whose anatomical

specificities—his and hers—she had tried neither to picture nor to

comprehend (she knew only that she had felt something utterly unknown 

before) had left her ready to forgive the after-climax of the act, and indeed

all its forms—the excrement of ugly and disappointing events, the 

his heavy behind actually smelled better than Adolf sjtad lately.

As a devil, 1/Iive more intimately than the angels with excrement^a^

sour poison of harsh and unjust punishment, the corroding acids of impotent 

thoughts, and, of course, the various aspects of caca itself—it is true, as 

devils, we live in shit, we work with shit, we even prosper from it (as I may 

yet attempt to explain) and so it is natural for us to comprehend a marriage

through the lens of the cloaca—-which, I will argue, is not the worst way—for 

marriage (at least until I came to America) was always seen by angels and

devils alike as the mansion)^{5arenthood. Since it is also true that, as St.

Odon of Cluny stated so unforgettably (in a remark worthy of the best of 

devils: inter faeces et urinam nascimur—between shit and piss are we bom) 
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on the railroad away from Braunau, and that meant^atfAdolf could sleep in 

the sarrie bed with his lady.

If his joy was profound, be certain thatdid what could to

intensify it. Never again would he slee^ui so warm a nest, and if it grieved

him that Klara had to put him aside when Alois came home, so did he also

learn that such happiness could be recovered and most dependably. After a

day or two, Alois was off again to Passau.

A?> Adolfjon most nightycoulc^share a bed with his mother, and this

agreeable state would last for a year. Then, it was often able to continue

when the family moved on to Passau. That was a territory large enough for

Alois to oversee other towns with other border crossings, and so the father 

was away as much as he was home, and Adolf kept within thd sleep. warm 

embrace of his mother more nights than not. Indeed, this went on until she

conceived another child, a boy, Edmund, who was bom when Adi was five,

and that, while not so large as an earthquake, did succeed in disturbing much

of the family ground.
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The JEttf outpouring of the urine, the shit, and<^nal0~the blood of

Luther became the first in a series of episodes rmarkable for

(he complexities of metamorphosis* it
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speaks of ffioao verietig^tBraffij eyohtfbyi tfret a^^egnant with reversal

and revelation.

So, for example, Mttte Adolf s bowel movements^egan to dominate

childhoedT Heaven was in his anusTEirfan®wnon4ho4H^-a3Gcm

asJss mother subtly, tenderly, delicately (and with unwitting demonic 

finesse) cleaned s

secret name for her baby: 

yonc cIse^bottoiiijdoOTjl She was so proud of its
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try
she could hardly suppress her joy^^eother tworosy shine wh

e other good mothers in Braunau,(sEehardiy triedchildren watched.

to teach Angela how to substitute for her. In truth, she preferred to be alone

dolf ffor then they would have the dearest tii

-eMCOTaive word in the onl) vtlOppliuublc licit!.}-She was prottdgjh^was^

all the less happy elements of the procedure. The .

stool, (which could on occasion be as rank as any small

dianhetic disaster) could not arouse her disgust. It might disturb her if Adi’s 

sick in smell, or much worse, gave a hint of that empty cavern

rich enuglTto overpower a stranger, provided it 

came through as^Saithy.tgfrMg Juch was her love for Adi.

which lies beneath the sfeak of grave illness, but her breath was not without 

joy even when th
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akacJgJ
It sparkled between them. His eyes danced as she dredged his sik/with

feather-smooth wipes of the rag, and her eyes were full of love, so full that

his little penis certainly stood erect capable of a

salute!) She, in turn, would giggle and gently coax it backed propriety while

they both laughed as it jumped up again, wheroup~31w-even(kissed the tip.

;elf because she did not wish femin 

subject to confession. No, not such innocent joy.

and then blushed fori

.Ail $iat changed after the dog was whipped.

She lived again in

always in danger of bagging open~anJ)3emctinig(left a ptetrOTtoefloor.

Once when she was out of the parlor for a minute to* dish in the

kitchen she returned to see the child playing with his had &

plastered his upper lip and chinwiA-quituTbil uf foal clay. She aimaix
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(gvreamed at the
thought of Alois coming through the door ^^a*Sfhu3C^*

♦

The ntiild cnnM htrti11 l.mnR in dmign tlu'.ik

So, training began. It was like trying to teach a bright but willful dog.

In the beginning, Adi might even tug at her skirt, or pgint to die chumberpat-

hi aintuiiigly shuittlJiie, he would walk to that comer of hie bedroom by

-himself and cry out for her to remove his cloth. After which, complimenting

him for his prowess, they would go, spirit in accord with spirit, through the

wiping. For such intelligence she offered full praise. His eyes wouli

ifai happiness at this pogre3sd5=si^trunaoing. Kef now she ^w

ambitious. She wanted Adi to learn how to unsnap the safety pins that held

ahis cloth, and he/ieamad uay by day, one success following another, until he

pricked his to go near the pins again. When

she lost patience that he had come so near and now refused to continue, when
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she scolded him once or twice for what was certainly the first and second

important he was to her, j^ndfhis senses in response were keen—he could

detect ffre-foree of her love for him, nmilthe set of confusions with which she 

is with (Ke same state of clarity with

which he had watched Alois beat Luther. Then he had been illumined by

new knowledge^ to dominate an ammal-aroHScd not only fear but4owJHg»

//C did not kn£w{the large difference between animals and men, not yet, for

Luther was as much of a personality to him as was his father, but he could

03/16/2001 01:37 7186243782

times he had heard such a tone in her voice, he rebelled. The^hUdJcBew/how

looked at his father. He

see the instant result: the dog in all abject terror loved his master/

So would Klara love him, he decided, even when he would not obey

her, .sad he began to make^joint. Taken out of his cloth and allowed to run

naked from the waist down, he began (never when his father was at home) to
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shit on the floor. Sometimes he would do it right next to the chamber pot.

which brought Klara so close to screaming that he could all but hear every

sound she did not make andjfc felt in consequence masterful had no

w r
fear ofj^ even when he knew she had uome close to striking him.

He went too far. One day when she was in the midst of waxing her

kitchen floor, he spread excrement on the upholstered arm of the parlor

couch, studied it, knew by a curious new tumult in his chest that this was

different, (gnchow^wos/altogether different, but all the same, he would
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the first in a series of episodes remarkable foriiaw quiclUy^hey went-into 

transmogrification.

If the word is not routine to pronounce, neither is its use fijrStr

complexions’? njetamorpho^is; it speaks of evolvements

pregnant with reversal and revelation.
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So, for example, Adolfs bowel movements now began to dominate the 

tenor of life in the house on Linzerstrasse. Before the episode with Luther 

took place, Klara had certainly been alerj to keep the child in clean state^M)

H o matter how often he &oled his wrapping cloths^) indeed, a<good-part of sucfr 

wiped him so carefully that his eyes gleamed with transmogrificational 

delight. Heaven was in his anus as his mother subtly, tenderly, delicately 

(and with unwitting demonic finesse) expunged the soil, wet or dry, from his 

rosebud, (which was, of course, Klara’s secret name for her baby’s dear little 

hole.) She was so proud of its rosy shine^errdonZthat she could hardly 

suppress her joy evenifme other two children watched. Unlike other good 

mothers in Brannan, however, she hardly tried to teach Angela how to 

modeaLnubbub-became the-outright^aliiance between mother and boy. She 

03/19/2001 01:40 7186243702

substitute for her. In truth, she preferred to be alone when taking personal 
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care of Adolf for then they would have the best of times. She was(a5ove and-.

■beyond all the less happy elements of the procedure. His stool, (which could

on occasion be as rank as any small diarrhetic disaster) could not arouse her

disgust. It might disturb her if Adi’s outpouring was sick in smell, or much

worse, gave a hint of that empty cavern which lies beneath the odor of grave

<2 I '
illness, but her breath was noHvithout joy even when the stink was rich

■emgh to overpower a stranger, provided, it also came through as strong,, as

healthy. Such was her love for Adi.

It sparkled between-them. His eyes danced, as. she dredged his cheeks

with feather-smooth wipes of the rag, and her eyes were full of love, so full

^TZCg-4? -4^y
that his little penis certainly stood erectjfbx-even a hab^eSs-^^ablc of ar

^satate^ She, in turn, would giggle and gently coax it back to propriety while 

they both laughed as it jumped up again, whereupon she once kissed the tip, 



03/19/2001 01:40 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT

and 4jen bibsnea for sne did not wish ner mind to allow the thought to 

suggest itself that the act might be subject to confession. No, not such 

innocent joy.

That changed, after the. dog. was whipped.

She lived again in high fear of Alois. Now, it seemed as if the

swaddling, cloths were.alwaysJurdangcr.nl'gagging open andLall too often 

jbey left a full plop on the floor. Once when she was out of the parlor for a 

minute to start a_dish.in the kitchen, she returned to see the child, playing with 

his spoil—he had already plastered his upper lip and chin. She gasped at the 

thought of Alois coining through, the door.

So, training began. It was like trying to teach a bright but willful dog.

In the beginning, Adi might even tug at her skirt, or take her to the closet that 

held, the chamberpot and.cry out for her to remove his cloth After which, 
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complimenting him for his prowess, they would go, spirit in accord with 

spirit, through the wiping For such intelligence she offered, foil praise. His 

eyes, would glow.

Now,.she became ambitious. She wanted. Adi to learn how to unsnap

the safety pins that held his cloth, and he did. Day by day, one success

When she lost patience that he had come so near and now refused to

time/he had heard such a tone in her voice, he rebelled.

Knowing how important he was to her, his senses in response were keen—he 

could detect the set of confusions with which she looked at his father. He 

perceived this in much the same state of clarity with which he had watched

Alois beat Luther. Then he had been illumined by new knowledge. He did
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not measure the large difference between animals and men, not yet, for

Luther was as much of a personality to him as was his father, but he could 

her. He began to make the point. Taken out of his cloth and allowed to run 

naked from, the waist down, he began.(never when his. father was.aLhnnie) to 

shit on the floor Sometimes he would do it right next to the chamber pot,

her even when she came close to striking him.

He went too far. One day when she was in the midst of waxing her

couch, studied it, knew by a curious new tumult in his chest that this was

pAGt uo

the dog. in all abject terroi/lQved his master Baeost-

03/19/2001 01:40 7186243782

see the. instant r

So would Klara love him, he decided, even when he would not obey
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somehow different, altogether different, but all the same, he would show it to

her, and did.

This time she did not scream, she stood stock-still, and tears came to

her eyes. She sensed that he had done it on purpose, and so she did not say a

word, merely cleaned the sofa by which time he had an attack of diarrhea and

& the floor was dirty again. He began to laugh and to bawl, but she-did-no_

more than sigh and clean him soundlessly in a listless loveless fashion which

made sush-an impression upon him that he awakened-in the middle, of the.

night and went to his parents’ bedroom. Alois had been called to Passau for

before.midrnghtJiefoadxQnieJiosie. SinceJhe_boy had farmed the habit of

going to his mother’s bed whenever Klara was alone, he was surprised.even

aahe cracked thedoor-tehear the-gaspfoa;aBd^whe£zm&jomg-tpWtfothjdl-
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roar of Alois’ voice. It came in spasms aad teneath it and above it were his 

mother’s-cries, 

come,-so-soon to come-, yes-, just beyondfj*^ reach, and through the half-open 

door (kept open particularly for her to hear the child’s cries in sleep) he

^stopped saw-a-sight-his-mind would not take in, not at once, for they 

'eight arms and legs and one of them was upside dowi^ then- they rolled 

pressed between his mother’s legs.

:ed sway as silently as-he liad entered, bat in-his soul thsre wes­

tern from her, a sobbing full of wonder,-worse, ufjw, and he turned back 

no Jubt his mother had betrayed him. Just then he heard a final set of cries,/’"

03/19/2001 01:44 718B243782
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and peered into-the room seeing what he 

joy soon to

y the moonlight in the

window, and his father was beating Klara with his body, his big belly
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I
slapping on her, and now she sounded full of contentment,'“you beast, you

are an ugly man, you are an animal, you!” and then again; “You, yes, you,

yah, yah, yak” There was no question she was happy.

He would never forgive her. That much the two-year-old knew. All

her love had been for him, and nov^ she(was withanother and in n <ii£famrn-

-pay. What they did was done without wiping-aad-iull of noise and bellies

grunting. And then his father was on top of her back and she looked like

Luther ̂ zsdfthe manjwas^pankingji££<wn-a5-he^vas-pas^^

This time Adolf went all the way back to his room, but-he could still

hear them. In the bed next to him, Alois, Jr. And Angela were giggling

‘Goosey, goosey,” they kept saying.
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8.

When we last saw Alois which wrckhuKd niuniuitTtgo, Adolf was full

father,-a=eettphng-of bad feelings ydikh would not last in the case of his

of detestation against his mother and aZiesire for terminal revenge against his

mother through the next feeding at her brea^jbeeauce just as soon, the child

was ready to forgive, and this despite the odor of carnal funk and male sweat

still on her drowsy body (since he had begun to bawl for his milk not thirty

minutes after she had sunk into the best sleep she had known for years).
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Let no one suppose that because a child’s deepest feelings have a half­

life of thirty minutes that they are not profound. It is the fundament of early

experience to feel deeply and to move on quickly, the top half of the tiBHHtyo

be quickly buried, ewtrforgotten, the remainder to stay with the child all the

way into maturity, (a firm cut of the etching knifejnto the future of its—7

emotions-

There we can leave Adolf. It might be said that he would never love

his mother as much again, and yet his feelings were more intense j^r now'

there was pain in his love plus an anger that revealed itself by nipping more

and more at her breast with his first teeth. Indeed, he felt like Luther, and

when drowsy, often slept beside the hound through an afternoon, for he saw

him as a brother. They had both taken a fearful beating on the side of the

heart that is most tender, and indeed, that went on until Adolf began after a
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few months to take more and more advantage of the dog, punching him in the

belly, trying to poke into his eyes, and sometimes, when standing, loosing a

kick to the ribs, then more, until the dog at last began to growl at his

approach and Adolf in turn would whine and run to his mother. There was a

period when she-was p distraught that her delight in breast-feeding was all

but gone. The slow and irritable days of weaning were at hand.

In her private councils, available not to her child, her stepchildren, her

husband nor even the confessional box, she had come to the conclusion that

she must have another child—half from fear that even now, Adolf would die,

and half from fear that she would never love him as much again as once she

had. Besides, she was entering the year of her marriage when she looked

forward to Alois approaching their bed in a certain mood and manner, for on

r
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such evenings—after all these yearsl-much actually came alive in the

marrow

Be it noted that the next to last time we encountered him (a few pages

back) he had been before us with his nose and lips inKlara’s vulva, his

tongue as long and demonic as a devil’s phallus (for we are not without our

weapons in the copulatory arts) and certainly he was possessed (by us) for he

had never performed such an act before, and was now so good at it on this

first occasion that there is no other explanation than that it took place within

our presence and because of it.

In the morning; he could not believe he had acted as he did. To so

demean himself! In bald fact, and to make heypay for such bottoming^ne

had before conclusion thumped his buttocks together over her nose and
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mouth—precisely the frightful sight that drove Adolf back to his bed and

caused him to bawl for milk not a half-hour later.

Yet Alois in a most unexpected manner, in a true transinogiifiuition of

sentiment;, al so felt tender towards Klara in the morning, and this unexpected

gentleness in concert with the astnishing pleasure he had given her by way of

his tongue, a joy whose anatomical specificities—his and hers—she had tried

neither to picture nor to comprehend (she knew only that she had felt

something utterly unknown before) had left her ready to forgive the after­

climax of the act, and indeed his heavy behind(/^ad actually smelled better

than Adolfs had lately.

As a devil, I live more intimately than the angels with excrement, and £ *3

thuUn all its forms—the excrement of ugly and disappointing events, the

sour poison of harsh and unmifigateti punishment, the corroding acids of
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impotent thoughts, end iSsFiiot-^svea-t^-spe-afes^the various and-seldom-?

profitoHe aspectfof caca itself—it is true, as devils, we live in shit, we work

with shit, we even prosper from it (as I may yet attempt to explain) and so it

is natural for us to comprehend a marriage tlirugh the lens of the cloaca—

which, I will argue, is not the worst way—for marriage (at least until I came

to America) was always seen hy angels and devils alike as the mansion of

parenthood. Since it is also true that, as St. Odon of Cluny stated so

unforgettably (in a remark worthy of the best of devils: inter faeces et urinam

nascimur—between shit and piss are we bom) the proper study of

maniag^esides not only in partnership, congeniality, boredom and daily

despair, but in the guts and grease of it all—the daily, almost comradely

knowledge of all the forbidden tastes, smells, and places, and indeed a
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went well Alois was given the post of Chief Customs Officer at Passau

(even as Adolf was turning three) and if it was only a provisional promotion

'still, it was unheard of,

such a high promotion, and Klara had the pleasure of knowing she was

married to a man of no small powers of achievement.

Even Adolf benefitted. Sinee4hc4novc_si^s-ffiajo5r-e.^dThey could

hardly rent the house on Linzerstrasse at such quick notice, and Alois had to

and heywould have to prove himself yet at

lu>c- — - - ... j
marriage has no foundation until tlie ship of luve docks at all the forbidden

03/19/2001 01:44 7186243782

be in Passau, /there were periods, often for weeks at a time, when Alois was

transmogrification of them all—they lived through a time when much
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-Jgff'awgjtja long day of travel on the rail Ijfom Braunau, and that meant

that Adolf could sleep in the same bed with his lady.

If his joy was profound, be certain that ue did what could to

intensify it. Never again would he sleep in so warm^®d-downj?a nest, and if

it grieved him that Klara but him aside when Alois came home, so did he &/<>£>

learn that

day or two Alois was off again to Passau.

border crossings, and so htfwas away as much as he was home, and Adolf

Adolf’s pleasure in these-weeks^>Lshqring(abed with his mothe^

was within the sleep-warm embrace of his mother more nights than not

Indeed, this went on until she conceived another child, a boy, Edmund, who
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was bom when Adi was five, and that, while hwdty /fii earthquake^ did

succeed in disturbing much of the family ground.
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8.

When we last saw Alois, Adolf was full of detestation against his

mother and a whole desire for terminal revenge against his father, but these

bad feelings would not last in the case of his mother through the next feeding

at her breast. Just as soon, the child was ready to forgive, and this despite the

odor of carnal funk and male sweat still on her drowsy body (since he had

begun to bawl for his milk not thirty minutes after she had sunk into the best

sleep she had known for years).

Let no one suppose that because a child’s deepest feelings have a half­

life of thirty minutes that they are not profound. It is the fundament of early

experience to feel deeply and to move on quickly, the top half of the turmoil
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to be quickly buried, the remainder to stay with the child all the way into

maturity, marked by a firm cut of the etching knife.

There we can leave Adolf. It might be said that he would never love

his mother as much again, and yet his feelings were more intense. Now,

there was pain in his love phis an anger that revealed itself by nipping more

and more at her breast with his first teeth. Indeed, he felt like Luther, and

when drowsy, often slept beside the hound through an afternoon, for he saw

him as a brother. They had both taken a fearful beating on the side of the

heart that is most tender, and indeed, that went on until Adolf began after a

few months to take more and more advantage of the dog, punching him in the

belly, trying to poke into his eyes, and sometimes, when standing, loosing a

lack to the ribs, then more, until the dog at last began to growl at his

approach and Adolf in turn would whine and run to his mother. There was a

period this made her so distraught that her delight in breast-feeding was all

but gone. The slow and irritable days of weaning were at hand.

In her private councils, available not to her child, her stepchildren, her

husband nor even the confessional box, she had come to the conclusion that

she must have another child—half from fear that even now, Adolf would die,
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and half from fear that she would never love him as much again as once she

had. Besides, she was entering the year of her marriage when she looked

forward to Alois approaching their bed in a certain mood and manner, for on

such evenings—after all these years!—much actually came alive in the

marrow of her feelings.

Be it noted that the next to last time we encountered Alois (a few pages

back) he had been before us with his nose and lips in Klara’s vulva, his

tongue as long and demonic as a devil’s phallus (for we are not without our

weapons in the copulatory arts) and certainly he was possessed (by us) for he

had never performed such an act before, and was now so good at it on this

first occasion that there is no other explanation than that it took place within

our presence and because of it.

In the morning, he could not believe he had acted as he did. To so

demean himself! In bald fact, and to make her pay for such bottoming on his

part, he had before conclusion thumped his buttocks together over her nose

and mouth—precisely the frightful sight that drove Adolf back to his bed and 

caused him to bawl for milk not a half-hour later.
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Yet Alois in a most unexpected manner, also felt tender towards Klara

in the morning, and this unexpected gentleness in concert with the astnishing

pleasure he had given her by way of his tongue, a joy whose anatomical

specificities—his and hers—she had tried neither to picture nor to

comprehend (she knew only that she had felt something utterly unknown

before) had left her ready to forgive the after-climax of the act, and indeed

his heavy behind actually smelled better than Adolfs had lately.

As a devil, I live more intimately than the angels with excrement, and I

speak of all its forms—the excrement of ugly and disappointing events, the

sour poison of harsh and unjust punishment, the corroding acids of impotent

thoughts, and, of course, the various aspects of caca itself—it is true, as

devils, we live in shit, we work with shit, we even prosper from it (as I may

yet attempt to explain) and so it is natural for us to comprehend a marriage

through the lens of the cloaca—which, I will argue, is not the worst way—for

marriage (at least until I came to America) was always seen by angels and

devils alike as the mansion of parenthood. Since it is also true that, as St.

Odon of Cluny staled so unforgettably (in a remark worthy of the best of

devils: inter faeces et urinam nascimur-—between shit and piss are we bom)
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the proper study of marriage resides not only in partnership, congeniality,

boredom and daily despair, but in the guts and grease of it all—the daily,

almost comradely knowledge of all the forbidden tastes, smells, and places,

and indeed a marriage has no foundation without it. On caca is marriage

based. So, I would assert.
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9.

So Klara and Alois were, now, for their brief time happy, the largest

transmogrification of them all—they lived through a time when much went

well. Alois was given the post of Chief Customs Officer at Passau (even as

Adolf was turning three) and if it was only a provisional promotion and Alois

wouldhave to prove himself yet at the job before the title would be secure,

still, it was unheard o£ such a high promotion, and Klara had the pleasure of

knowing she was married to a man of no small powers of achievement.

Even Adolf bene fitted. They could hardly rent the house on

Linzerstrassc at such quick notice, and Alois had to be in Passau. So, there

were periods, often for weeks at a time, when Alois was a long day of travel
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on the railroad away from Braunau, and that meant that Adolf could sleep in

the same bed with his lady.

If his joy was profound, be certain that one did what one could to

intensify it. Never again would he sleep in so warm a nest, and if it grieved

him that Klara had to put him aside when Alois came home, so did he also

learn that such happiness could be recovered and most dependably. After a

day or two, Alois was oil again to Passau.

So Adolf on most nights could share a bed with his mother, and this

agreeable state would last for a year. Then, it was often able to continue

when the family moved on to Passau. That was a territory large enough for

Alois to oversee other towns with other border crossings, and so the father

was away as much as he was home, and Adolf kept within the sleep-warm

embrace of his mother more nights than not. Indeed, this went on until she

conceived another child, a boy, Edmund, who was bom when Adi was five,

and that, while not so large as an earthquake, did succeed in disturbing much

of the family ground.
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March 22,2001

Norman Mailer
Provincetown, RI

Dear Norman,

Wc seem to have hit a snag in making the Harlot’s Ghost deal. As we’d discussed, I'd
hoped to produce it as a a miniseries and didn’t want to make a deal for less titan four
hours.

However, while Showtime and USA Networks originally committed to four hours, they’ve
come back with an offer for only two, which I don’t want to take. I don’t think it would
do justice to the material.

Is there a time we can talk at length about the situation? Please let me know when you’re
available.

Yours,

Rudy
(323) 654-7045
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remart: ■ai - rae*H*Se-antf *;■*<•... tedtoset-* • v- -h&e*'- '•‘m»h«rwtth

“Paradise Lost," ct sew of t^also tc«. - -ut •; >k.u’^ tiassrc c

AttDet snea! for the sngcls/W-d«vtis are de ■ togTxili te -run —we

kxjk upon such ^aterrri i; a proftssi . rd «•«*< •

wk t till h m.U' i ;omUa«w*«b vt Jete; . ■■ * st W-^eGe ■-> ‘or thrr

t- ' rtj* ';$. ''' <"rr'. '••• -At'-M-Ol

novelists we do not look is second. - • e Miltoa, aPer «1. pro', ide^rl

Two K gdon ’ o. attor bou h>tomd and



outdared Devils wbc serve the E.O £~offlcsi .u -Ac x ’ousl m.-uuiu

<*nry-4t*dK*d<snncd. art ■' now m ik>>.cd j >•; . . ci •

existence. MuehEkc the n. .. >«ty c* •’•■ * "caiedlq-ne$e game ■ :,v it.*

encircling r d being encircled bv the white ?or-r* of tor angefa 'fr b even

sadtbaf by the end of the game oft io play cd b .c Masters ot th Nur

Degree, it can take almost as lung to count op the results of there* biadc ar >d

white encirclements f each < ' >. ■ as it diu ;o plaj .he match)

To enforce, thereto >., te firstexplanaf'T! of the-complextaes of -tu

wa ! must offer my own ardrmrnary outline on •/ ^wm balance of forces

Be auseofth; «w_ ,a. ns of * bar .>■. ■, fc.’Wrwt’sff*
■ 7*^< *>« «=»■ *’<> f *1 .

<ereccfliree anriies. uotfand his angels work upon humans to develop in

Heir threaten. •,c..-ls' ?j Sc-iwme"

hi znam,md to* ^dividualrcanor wa i ■ u>be



nether to God nor i 8«MBr*TW«ntea>, ut r<Mbyio x fits, h l rtneu^-ux

of his or her own destiny be tom ig to.- > < .■■ rntri ve In the every we

devil* try to guule our taoi «nd • au'c-i (wt • 41 clients), tire Cudgels

c< -test us. and-*? par •.« ui ' num or w< otu ot' orb'r best to

This it can brrqjeated. rs but a hr •; approe i to theawaipIr'MyW

[wrvcrsiiy of the subtle condu on ol eKistoKe i a Overview. My

hope—giver she c nous but brthngh tempo* iint :as ov -r.-ikco ow ts that 1

■nil be able io do ***•» more man recount the yw» betore u < ui the lite of

iap devil is without a -few*



It is safe cay that 1 know a good deal . jxi enter isto many t nnid

i can recover.ucvcssasy, ihe uincvakd, even the King-buntd nvemone- t

ai>y client to whom I am asst acd. While this .h-- i consume ■ n Ttn.r

(which tor a is aresuurce comparable to the v > money senti asthebasu

matrix tor numsnn. I am, if necessary, able to i- s?;■ people's dreams My

power of insighr when brought to focus upon u ■•’■fit- nerujo s ckne iv

complete, whereas the average human has, at best, a mcmorv tha manaires ;

iuBtt.ua m one or another > ^paired ? tale My sense of recoUectfon,

moreover, is th* of the usual distortions mat serve the E iman ego »u<«

exm within an abvoluu, set of strategic comnurn*. No need there j . e i

develop a wrcethi ego. 1 hat is reserve.: fix- /jo»e .< 'yms vr.».are

dekiiainet .0w *xuptheirowiiirai.rendeavc r—fitomwhi rdr.-w 'tv.

iuBtt.ua


tyrnony erf > memory waiUi -.<«u usually ai!o?<a to r am .<> y • j wh h - ■

of the mon direct use to <.> - i.omat ■ rbo*> j .embersJ or damnaby

tn contrasi to such men nd womeu. i h»»r « pie lit w uk r>

part, 1 look to obtnn sue. ss with my -it« in our Con , that pr «di

i diable results. Sooner or lata one is promoted Ovei many - er d 1 hgv>

had clients whom I was able to utvetop suffiaeni y to be o? .-e *b o: «<x

soother of the E.O. ’s larger projects i he inu ority of humans, Sowevet

aught inr: e pustMnd-pull beW/een Itnr gtua inn ub.i myself, *

producing little that is salient for us indeed r a few unnappv situations, my

attonpted conversions were lost aitogetber i he guardiau angd who wv =

opposite number gathered in such spoil

ks^fendr^ttNiM'severu: suca. m deiet .. mypos. nsufitrec

For long pen ads thereafter, i was a$sigoed dierts < etty ongiu r sadj

modest tchievrmeots. 1 oversaw, for mst nee . j^ses of a c& nt,

disposition s fho broke up dull marhages and ux . y u&wd the suc-oua

head of a half-happy house- »ld t Alois (ioet tn to mind ) I tu r*

oocMDon sokjiers to hun .»e morale o* their any by desert;u » x /*,.



wch<cts)w4iormrtnth*iftaUirmomt-jetr-* . ...... «wicotrup 'Ki-Twat.

mayors in small towns who got mio t<»uple with Ixttic boys or pilfered fuads

and I uuld bat petty suicides, petty tiuev talk . p r>. <..r. i lot ■ s

of clients, out only a ■ rw ooul presents. .• 3. • •.&!•• ■

.tad ail too many Dow nameless men and women who were born >>-■: of hoie

admit that only uw \ttpgcf projects appealed to me even ... - mt, recogiiiu •■■■

irum asocial summit gives real afe to a mob Wlrife < mH r v-w know »

the Maestro was using me for too hale, or w < foi nc to ealaryv my

experience, 1 d«., 00 occk/vn, hear fto: . r> . a' rv lo 11: s e,

concerning me. and remarked once that 1 m gl ' seek high rank again and

could yet be assigned to a venture compr. able .c' ■ 1 uc eac outers oft.:

Comprmy dunng the ini thret ce nines of int Church in Rome Ail th&

might be there tor me once more, if 1 would keep the atb- -that is, .a,

unremitting aoentkc to my pi .• xnt wretches, th j<s, end dnmis I iear

then that due E. O', bad selected trie to y«ws«etbc a*', of other ay jt-s



-• m .cming a youat ci.mt ■ .■ i xm jote ■ di tie • ■ -.igr be '.wen

insignificant at present was this perAit ?.nd h's but their «rrr

uacejrtu. tault-lffik the hapj •i to be fill •< w uitoxictfmg stink of

btood-sc-andiu. Ihe boy in quex m v ■ a ,t s str ken with

iffudlhy h&a quit‘ ,'hool o ;c'’y, 5 < . ; r; ■ v ran«fl d

□pdessiy superior to whether, dparticuli *he be ct> not

understandit * . in addition ’ iy. or -sew »•!•>♦« a x> • •»

of an ego comparable to d> •.«•.•-' Hen JI the : ■ < r

desperately afraid of Jmost r ■ ; ■ “ehji . s ■ id urburr r * ' ■ M-

/a* an absolute and unnut’.y. trted > '* s

I did not dare to ask. but of course I could m? hide rm reactions tron

tficE.O any norc than «ny of m y agents could conceal the . otiv> th».

tram me At this point, the E O actuary spoke to my thoughts wnh tris

thoughts, c thev. m Er^l'sh. a I > .ju. •- ' f<>. .5 -?* it. .■. ,

ambition one could povibly uc. ur ,a vtiig umn who isnr>« akvady

usaix jropo-..’J.t .e?.i n-:/:’ ' 0

irsre dwm a project ft could ;-?rtautiy f«U 1'. ><^s tnstru ;ti;<s



lUs tm.o nwsi U with tae mo s c- -uhd/nt expert. •■ m rk

arnmgt tor him. And y ou iu' . ,^u ■ n • t. ■. 1 c: /

im ego. in cure, ii tie develop; x gj« iter; ;. puti-:..i..? t > v

oxUd txxxwnc ahoa 5 ej-. ui Muj re A n, ■

worthy of <i major effort

1 did dare to wk. What i: fad v . ./ project.. ..

the major ne. ;h-y. .oju-.Si out....«u. ut Ov Sc. ■jt • . • .•: urn .

God m tliat regtail

I was depressed. t he new ptoin w® t pro. ■ - w< er ir.

would certainly need good hick—which w to > ..roes ll • £ um ; prove

historically favorable to us. Fhere was nq sign of l.e fixitous ujnditioc?

needed for ai venture sc tmidi ted <»f .?»**« • <•. irtu

possibility. (The Find World ■. ?_• « i I. e cri . 3 that • elt c. /vs . ..

had not sot occurred.) My role, as i jaw n, w? c3t lCu « ociey on j

<s.«e nmning against .mix . i/hh long odd: ..odd t rest Fort ;

deuxKK .s iormyse 1
H < ..

AllAe isnotoi i£>n . ■ .• ;

what happened to the horse. And ’ who iode tae boy i with occasion^ Mp



a? a speres of Black Gabn< 1 f : M Fvil Or

In truth,! was no! it in ed ; " -d - ‘ an’ r

that occasion, nor did I have io be Yet, vmJ*«t+-nsant I ” <r; tf.rr ! wa

Einstein's Special Theory of Relativity Spit !at;oo tc Time th

experiences of other demons. wt axe abk to tr ci I ck and fort th : gh

periods ofT-.-nethctcf only ’-erecoinizBd .1 < r Ql,: t v

1 did t»t have to be present on the night that. idolf eive*t j r > •■

i t’owjtf •-»ri-• t s- 1 ■ xJt.



'fi-eth- WcgsgsL/'l ■-'■

cw ignedr'Bywtteof .JE7 37he(<M ' '• ■ ■ ■

desired but purposeful) Year „ak th ■■■ ,y m.

fee?mg thai may be euflea ebsoiur

.

instant (even a> Jehovah had been with Gabo during lhal tJtfa i exuep onal

event)^4 pKilij bfijiffi”«" *r*y m>in e>, acen Whaten: ;trtbe«

ewpCTienrr ’ i r. xmnircffli .< ■ ■ 11;

.

k-4iw crnmpic?- nma*,: « v.ied •.>;lni'y A, . r. ier ■

^bat the E.O. had placed him ^imy share;>f bt ‘ •ernew-—the w

■ rWs!\ht£J. ■-dt < ■ . •



mine hour appiutUiedwth* : v • ... o •.,..

my .unccntratron upon the wr,. r-olftr ng> of the - .» .evils r ®v

boj and young man a. it I had been ato .• cth •’? ;u'■

childhood and adolescence. For that twixi; <■ iu out.- is nt i tt

insight no biogreptet couk U.- r. tc a .- r-< foiur leni-. arre •<■

uun is communicated to no one will sour the sov: Abohs-.c ivod.s. >.:•

face a seismic disruption Somewhere w ;< a

truncated ends, let nii say, of a( i ..;•■?
114rtf*?£*/’

jM&Hi-MVon prorai • >: the body that h .

. fwognt. ■ of thi.y. ■■ i ■■

; . .,ve It will take al! o‘ j bc«o I >r. ; ,

. i-i an ':q ..



non^. :e at du^ out art rhs . d. < I «.■ • ■ <g ,< .• .

j rough njpograph'. oftha; trrratr* m • Jtch n tor t rrr-



missies d co me-.’• «j iyi' . ■ .set tologicai waddthu



Gud, alone, as a ; ys may !e ns . >• < u

: ,iere need be no surpnae, the... di ■ . I tn I .<

Adoll Hitler's personality dim te •<’ 7iei ■'

mystenous human of tiieo mtn .. 1 \ u

large funds i tbe inhun :nr. Dtanw«3n ’ xel ii <

-eseoghlo-^owCato’f. •ujv'coft1 - .1

l>egjwing 1 belittled fo v« ’■1 .<. ■ k, ■.. • -c ; - . . .



■i* ags «hl bubble of A putuxu

burden of mortality. The Dr*! impof ■ n ■_ - ir-Ms-J

(tt.-wet, .snotaccunttr n osi . j -rotii? : <> .• , ..iiuze that ■.»

Js God whp >■''-i ; on th^'Ceaff 6Tev-* > hur;’<.. xge feven /<> take

an extreme example- -an iirplanc, .n us 5.. 4? h e: .< e >i ; ght i :c



unless Our Adversary sc iandrs Hchaytq acccp we have succeeded

■

by tf ■? 4cm^ftb3 cos' tc a >. side .'.:»c • r ilt-powerful as

dmh be . sc He is our Adversarj, ?o > . os-jf<£ be .-juseof .



mews, I would prefer not» vcp am unit' net j
»

It is Klan and hr that -mare i motifs. »bu

calls more cuccth n .

4? Mflfroawott'notv*] . that the r.irtiv- ■»!•. : <* r early day'

rause forc< ncem, butKJr.s u» living ,«! <eot;i<ab ■> S . r J .

nine months and ten da. . .0 • cmplai.' cc. her jew with 'Gu all ’ : way

in aremory from the vjjr . ste n ol then Cmt u • >ed o 117’ .-.d-Modlof

the sickroom as Oil .., Gus<. and Ida t. . u :-,c same

months of the same year She had prayed oevu-.itl to Gxi to save them, cid



He had chosen to re!

If shfrdid 'i mwv/t

he HUghf-befon the day he

never seen a men who disturbed I '’**7-

'hMt/her bexty IwdMrjrf*

Yet she also adiMsrf bin,

expfeswip n<i he; ',.;./'.H : - i . :. ■ ■

Klara shared the mbk feel; < <. closen; . hi Mbte i at ■ isnior riwi

■-' - vc-v-i y sent y:^- -

■<?/; f ip- fltv.- ■. ■ h - /to ... ... .. ■- 4



hwh r J.. ■ a

tha'4e*ris knew occur* tiie r«if«:t v,r ,v. < n -.

.’><• •» •*4-^7’ »'£-r •-- ’■

dayl«rH^heen>m>rr<T ^nnv d)b e ou 11 ■ w <

her ;x>’ho s itvuc >r -

We need not, however. mprw 4 . j d «rJ < ;•>

and Klara s piety By the time Adolf w-abo’-i < he we lid ■ -'*j M

everv morning with laitidry soap-, given z t>- (X^Uy.'predilrctjun for

putting her hear mo his groin and kc >trg : hen acb-; *m i <mi ha

surprise,! rises xh ;• u fo e b< y W.(t^ .-.sAi.r

awd- g-ve m ths nuct : ', $ < . f < ; j; -

two weeks he coisc v--b<k".. ?



began to believe thr 1 'fol might be kwl to - r this mne, iha' He JMBdeaiiy io

forgive if she would be perfect fa^He weedd .re this duid» i Us Wrath

aimaged. Per’ ns Hr he ?ve rven > r aiu was tbenuin^eof

secret hope'-^l n angels wtded<be m»i mkieng nwe i- ck> *ith ner

Sb Vois <oon iaox»d*h jt p will of iron : er propedv forged by

believe ih:i* her refiiss’- >'< let him touch he? . her w; m jm a new

species of drawn-out enticemenv^r“You women o back nd forth like a d<

• ■■•-Lahtc:’’h? tc.M he. §nalr. - :«•«'. .

hresist a->H- -



■ -raisedeyi that « u> w>;.«y^caodal i! « &ckfed to

tace^ihc wtmt.si of Biaunao who lived by th»:u uidow’A'aBd w she could

-etgobut i 0< Wttt. L< i.-u;d hfir* ».-:■! ■ ■■ *„• the -opf 8 early ie lac

more mg and after work —no tavern tue i a ... < After that, hei

dfSf Jiicrahor* no Jo^et visible he govr up and^lept.4n a iwnpon his side of

Since this state westonfm'close ro thre yr >rs n worth

retunamg to Alois and the soiiittors ;,e ibund I-.-fmo a fe-* of the privations

vftfcm.rhi <xrual. v^ i foi aw. wei<% . .utLXlsru. A' --^xs;' A 

etnot«i ts si . - ^attra in . sb. * -•. feamers

dream ol Arbiacs ■ i* inwTwnpfaee for u
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. dmund was bora on March 24. i . . <* <■..; »,.J:>:c Ado!t\ UzT 5“

(j Ct
brother or siste;'. he w as ready to play with the n -o ,oun as it

appeared. He expects^ child about half his age^alivmg crce

speak, and certainly able to listen was aghasf u4ten,^on the approach








