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Edmund was bom on March 24, 1894, a few weeks before Adolf*\ $

1X1CW*. 'h

Ka3°be?n=tcrfd that he would soon have a bsbji

brother or sisterf he was ready to play with the newcomer so soon as it

appeared. He expected^child about half his agt
414

;^a living creature ready to

speak, and certainly able to listen. was aghas| when, (on the approach
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s breast with ato Klara's b no more than a swaddling on

face as wizened as an old orange.

Having been sent the night before to a neighbor’s house where he

experienced^ the discomfort ofislcgpia^on a small bed between Angela

and Alois, Jr. (who kept pinching each other over his intervening body) he

£?<S> rc-rUj
knew that unhappy changes were <33-4heix“way. This perception whieh-nob

only lived in his chest with apprehension, hufalso-offeed-a-tm^of- 

4nto^Sis first large sorrow when, next day, he rushed

forward to his mother’s bed and the midwife put out a hand laEgs^fen(His

fetters and said, “Stoy back. Don’t hurt the baby.”

What made it worse was that his mother could do no more

and put a hand on his head so light in its touch

that he could feel no love pAe-sassst, Tears came to his eyes.
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“Ah, the poor little one," said the midwife and led.him out of the room

“In a few days,” she u^ded. “you can get nearer to the baby.”

“Will he talk to me?”

you will be the first to understand him.” With that, she

laughed and returned to the bed where his mother lay.

For weeks, he could not get close to Klara, fhere had been a lime

when he would have the same conversation with his mother each morning.

“Mommie,” Adi would ask, “are you the most beautiful woman tn the

world?”

She would tease his hair “What do you think?” shcsEroktask.

“I think you are the most beautiful.”

•Fhw4he would^gh=^5hug him to her breast. It was only a year

since she had stopped feeding him and he missed that pleasure. Now, he
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would gorge on the cream puffs she usually prepared for dessert, indeed, 

would keep eating them until Alois^Junior would complain audibly if Klara

was present, or in her absence would crack a knuckle across his head. Klara,

new uneasiness at how little attention she wished to give to

Adi these days, would defend his right to the cream puffs. “He is so little,

Alois,” she would say, “he needs them more than you.”

Klarawas, however, pften too tired to cook The temporary servant 

whO Cfflne. irrtudn work made cream puffs that tasted like sour milk^ whereas

Klara^C^/E3mund all the time, or so it seemed to Adolf ^ho felt a
6^

recurringpang, a new sorrow so prevalent that it began to blend with the sad 

undertone of the church bells in Passau, ,setssh; so many, so frequent. In his

ears, it seomc^asifshe was always feeding Edmund even when the infant 

was asleep.
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unhappily. "Oh, I am a tired woman,” she would say, "I am not beautiful,

Adi did not agree. Angela was undependable. Angela could pinch 

him cruelly for no reason that he could see. She could be nice, but she was 

treacherous. “You are the most beautiful,” he would say, and his mother

most ofthetimeinLi

[ohisiongenough^ipjto keep Alois from csmiagtek'

Now, ^jfyhe tried to ask her the ekWcar questior^SEi would laugH' 

X
Dolfchen. But your sister Angela will be,beautifiilA=“

household more often than once ewpy-two-v/eeks. AU the weight of his

new and important duties, inz was fifty miles east

tobacco, his heavy thumb, his strong voice to vibrate through

would shake her head.

g’fp a.
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■Mtamscme quiver through the boy’s bowels, no, the house was free through 

was an insult. Now,,

Angekpwho^would tickle his body everywhere and sometimes tell him that he

put a blanket on the floor to escape her.

^fespent his time looking at the illustrations in a book his father had bought

and Adi did not always like to sleep-jwith

6<e>^,
Adolfs intestines was not often present now to stifle the air and send a 

tt lygXjt-tA
did not smell good. ‘'^our/breath is rotten,” she would say. Often, he would

he did not wish to be. AJW

the day, Angela and Junior were away at school, and Adi could be alone with

JU
his mother and the infant^excepMhat Klarafhad lesWnne for him. The loss 

Left much alone, he was afraid to go outside and play. Boys his age- . x
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about the Franco-Prussian war of 1870. How he would like to be a brave

soldier! How afraid he felt.

Alois, Jr. solved the questioi home after class^

-and pulled Adolf out of the house, then led him to a field where a number of

boys too young for school were playing at war.

Alois, Jr. studied the group for a few minutes before deciding who-was

of >*4 feg&r,-.- .
th&Jeadc^/a big stout five-year-old. “This is my brother,” Jjq told him, “and

b\<24ir a
if you let anyone hit Adolf, you will be=seeiBg=fiae “immediately, hr

ct ^departed.

When Adolf came home that evening, Alois, Jr. took him aside.

“From now on,” he said, “I eat the cream puffs first. As many as I want.

Don’t try to ciyyieMS momma’s boy.”
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“I won’t,” said Adi, holding his breath as tightly as if he were clinging

to a rope.

Next day, he wandered over to the game by himself. He was more

afraid of Alois, Jr.’s derision if he did not go, than of the blows he might take

in the battle.

Actually, there had been little enough punishment in the first day’s ^'■3
battles. The fat boy had certainly taken good care^eHnsg^^ateeting him

with his body from every assault on their redoubt. ^h^gameTiadbeen S' ?

the losses. Once in a while, given the clamor of the charge, somebody

The boys had divided into two teams which took turns charging at

might get knocked down. It even happened ease to Adolf when his leader 

was waylaid by two boys from the other team. Before he could take account 
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that he was-defenseles*, he was lying on the ground with dirt up his nose.

Someone on the other side had given him a rude shove in the back.

He did not cry. It took an absolute effort of his will not to make a

*!2—/
sound, and then he had to negotiate with himself once saese/not to weep 

when he saw that no one was applauding his new-found stoicism 

the contrary, his team was now rallying for a charge on the other’s bastion.

Still, he did not cry even if his feelings were as bruised as the scrape on his 

cheek and his knee.

He-^through me nexthour until dark. He avoided every contest t fib

discovered that he was quicker than the enemy soldiers,

fighfeg^heFranco-Prussian war of 1870, and he was on the good

Frenchman in the next
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were present, perhaps as many as eighteen w twenty

on was everywhere and it

On the second day, his face was in the dirt agahrfwiee. More boys

was hard*to dodge the rush ofothers?

and begged him not to tell his brother atPwhmiPpssit Adi had the pleasure of 

patting him on the back and telling him there was no cause for fear, not a

He hated being knocked down^eis&n^tne fat boy v/as/fuefiil about it 

word wuld he say.

we-days-ort^eoj/the fat boy, Heinrich, would be

e, as captain, would make the rules. He had-ae-dauU-^r-

That night he could hardly slee^/^usdsrsteed-warT^e felt

anointed. SooH-weagh,

his lieutenan^
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Indeed, he did prevST^H^tfiought up a better game. Ife*¥«s t|ie battle

know the word but-1 can promise jgushst-he arrived at the concept without

uxij
each other. War was afe© surprise asd-trickeiy;

field that was wrong, he ^decided. War was not two armies running at

boys—once in a while, seven or eight) could group on opposite slopes so-thaf

battlefield * He proposed a hill in the next meadow. Each army ^f/fiveor six

<ScuT <
hel^&oGMis^

4^<£s Ai/l be/
SuAdicormneet^his new playmates that they needed amore exciting a7"X-o-

■visible to each other until the-side that-eharge ®d crossed the

summit.
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must dividj charged up with four men asd met

king army guessed wrong three times h on where the other side

had

the outcome.

Then in for each side could not

be captured, he could not even

be respected.

e beginning, he had had to argue with all of them. Only a few wished to

/ 4
one special amendment.

Eanh-day improvements were m

eit*'
ide.^hen the battle was lost. If enough time remained

z 11 Ax. '
Adojf began to faH-in few with himself^He was so good at the game!

e could start. Evcibthstagsbefore nightfall, a new B

The highest offi must always

en the attackers lost.

only two to face them, those two were automatically captured. I&Ssys—
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He could see that his innovations had dampened the fire of the game.

establish a special amendment. The captain on each side—he had become,

J^the flank which had four boys coming over the hill hap^Gned-t&msct. four

—------------------------------- - ----------

defendera>^8Srt^^^-ted4®-b^instai©d\He-theirfcad4»s-m8a^s^ressiv@
$’ ~(s> <5 2)

14434 I JLQ.0 O> ^7 -S/o tS IAA£Z-Ic^fo &>c£,4<£>
: d^ato in the open-field legislature of these five-year-olds for he wished to

as foreseen, the German Captain (and Heinrich was his lieutenant)—must not

i
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be captured The leader must not even be touched. With preternatural

eloquence, he made his major point. “The highest officer must always be

A.

hi the beginning, J^e had hgfi to argue long fp^his point. Only a few

of the troops had-been.i^ady to change the rules; and he had had to find

allies one by one. (It did not hurt that stout, sturdy Heinrich was always by

his side.) In time, he prevailed. He had come to amaze himself at how well

he could speak
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11

HTt~rs-Rot^greeabie/6^isturb/die modest tenor of<§5 narrative,(Imust

intrude aHhis-p®fe&> These war games are the first occasions in Adolfs

boyhood when I was instructed to take an active interest in his

development.

Let it also be understood that this interjection cannot be 

brief Our investiture of srmjJ-eeeasicniallji’
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is considerably more

Burger King comes closer to the mark. The Dummkopf is usually in

client

iputed

can almost never occur

The basic premise is false. We do not seize people with Satanic entrapment,

-cad keep them ferevesZasour vassals z£vis crMc~ ‘d’s vying with

/ ae~r^L^
hummy (Indeed, after a series of battles, any particular soul that is£^ '

bag p<^'-
Jhe man or woman pwws-intcrestHig, sole possessiomby-ese-Bl^-^^^

■^~l £>u\

-----------gg^^<=-
Sy^s-eaHferyeara^a^—-=

too/bf the matter. The everyday

competition with the Evil One when in comes to investing

understanding of the average man or woman^s^ merelyunderline's-

vete on these matters. The-eemmon-aH^fes^di is-jaadsqaate^.

complex than thcihimuatp

owers in a



04/20/2001 11:23 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT PAGE 05

199

captured/by one side or the other often bears more resemblance to a victim

than a prize.)

There are two cardinal elements that determine much of the contest.

The first is the individuality of the particular human who is invaded,

GtJ
infiltrated,/mvested,/damned, cursed, or blessed. Given the instinctive 

jeadiness-er recalcitrance of the souls we are doing our best to develop for 

ourselves, most putative clients prove of

The-oaes(most difficult to approach are often -th~=s2©sOiakiablo-m their 

service.

Conversely, those people who are easier to 

often the least useful. It takes oetbiag^b traduce a drunk^an addict. We can 

polish what is left of their charm, we can decimate the confidence of their

families, if mother, father, et al, seem in prefer to live in the
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hegemony of the Dummkopf but all this is relatively easy wori^wid^Smair

phrough a transmogrification from the vision of the D.K. to the eventual

gains for our ultimate ^wW^vvhich are, of course, to take^Onarnutur?

project—yet for me to namej—of the E.O.)

So the truism that the difficult is more valuable in the end than the easy

is countermanded by the second essential element in the contest—which is

the differing economies of Divine and Satanic energy.

I can allow that we4esser^2evilsand angelsj^ardly loiow who has more

time or strength to spend on sash [Sontest^although I would suspect*

Dummkopf is much^nore powerfully endowed (and vastly more wasteful)

tihe

whereas^t^E.O. seems obsessed (to those of us who must follow his

instructions) with the importance of ^spest®g=economy itself and its rude

budgetary oonsieeratrtms? The E.O. is always obliging us to forecast what
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the expenditures in effort will be when attempting to capture/a putative client.

•Thereby, the notion of hard^srestored to its intrinsic difficulty rather-than-to

spend years on a promising individual who eventually

resists us more successfully than we had anticipated is not only a budgetary

blemish on GaFpsfSoaal record, butjsalso a general loss. To prevail, the

or convenience’s sake)

early investiture e£a*just-conceived embryo. Done well enough,vO=53B.

copulation^Jiigh heat, God-daring practices, and low intent iha^offer us^- 

in alert to any approaching

Over the millennia, if not the eons, our E.O. has evolved certain
s. I
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human.

Of course, our targets are obvious. Rarely do we fail to attend the

failure to be present in the hour that Jesus Christ was conceived and-so-he’

couplings of rich and powerful people. Nor do we ignore the occasional^efes^a.

as soon visited with a half-brother whose powers were at least comparable

to his own.

Fortunately^/us, Jesus proved to be /(Son much at odds with His

Father, Jehovah, indeed, as incesed with the
ft

rebelliousness of the good son as with the disruption and superior wit of the Me* swe?
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joM$i/(given our of so many ofthe-powarc of the night.)

SiHrWQ^ave^o^consider ourselves fortunate that the intefcsteal covenant

between the Dummkopf and Jesus is as fufl of oxymorons

Z Whether/neTTO. wars against the LordLutheranism, Sufism.

with a small but well-integrated army, or can only muster

as the Vatican itself, not to mention Mohammedanism, Buddhism, Judaism,

against a behemoth, the prevailing fact of our existence as devils and demons

is that we live within the parameters of an ongoing mean-spirited budget.

You may believe that our chosen with discretion.

For example, we are present and usually active (as previously stated) at 

the copulations more likely to satisfy euE&teoneeds/yet, paradoxically, the

E.O. @vesterefafive^ littkfmterest in the early development of children. “It 

is too soon to tell,” he will often remark, and^nay-edd: Vfhe work we lave
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done in the last hundred years has proved nw«t effective in shaping the young

without our need to intervene. a reference to the prodigious

conflict of interests in the^ociety now^sugwnding most children/

That is the prevailing set of remarks he offers teas when we wish to 

pursue certain children Almost always, our petition is not granted. “In die

early years of life,” the E.O. is forever reminding us, “there are too many

accidents, and relatively little structure in the character

forming.” The prevailing judgment is that it is enough for us to keep a

of the main events of those families in which we are interested.

“In the first few years,” he will also remark, “a child is a study in the need for 

love and the development^ the will. Since the D.K. has large resources for 

the supply of both, and is relative indiscriminate in the way he metes it out, 

we can rest on our oars^pght-therer Love and the development of will are so 
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naturally at odds with each other that we rely on the D.K, and his Cudgels to 

extraordinary child^pfthal age was 

the age of three (except in the most exuaardinar^'cases, and even there gq 

mess it up beautifully without our intervention.’*^ £ rs

<3^/^ it &

Indeed; his general stricture^Xyg^as follows: No intervention until 

abruptly by one feowus disease or another.) From three to the age of seven, 

devil seeking to invest some of hi^fik*e(in a'particular boy or girl. We had, 

intervention without ^specific purpose—a most important tenet for any 

in effect, to argue our case much like a lawyer before a highly critical judge.

After the age of seven, it was easier. The E.O. looked upon the next 

five or six years as—indeed, he termed it this—the Age of Clods: 41

^Ttey-sr^now encountering the world in its most basic form—the

school years=esdfti^®ly all of them rush to habit, routine, and stupidity as
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their forms of insulation. These are the years when the average ego begins to

n all of its readiness to lie, mis-remember, distort and forgeyfnorder to

keep the young ego in some readiness to support the ongoing project;

oneself. There is no need to pick up any of them at this time, not unless they

are, against all likelihood, possessed already of incredible potential for us.”

Our hunt began with adolescence. The E.O. made it more than clear:

remising stage of interventioir&^the D.K. was ncC?

large resources in very young men and women who

promisir^ targets wer^opep^S only in the most dubius situation did we

hardly knew what to do with sush sudden inrush of ill andrdesire/

have to argue ©ur ease for a serious effort of investiture.

I have proceeded this far into the topography (or is=rt the architecture?)

of our processes of selection because it was joutof our normal
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"standardsof practice that the E.O/mstructed me directly to pay some strong

axutuseful attend the five-year-old Adolf Hitler.

Now, having been present (by proxy) at his conception, it had been a 

matter of course feaae to keep my several cohorts (of minor devils and 

ready-fbr-qukk-attack demons) on the quick concerning the Hitler family.

We did not intervene, but we kept ^Breast of their activities. We used to call 

it our milk-runs, a term we used long before it was adopted by ths-Air Force

house at night and

o
pilots in the Secnd World War. Any one of our minor devils could^ly^by a

of the previous day or

week or month (depending on the frequency of the milk-runs in that town or

coun

JJo I knew the history of the Hitler the years since Adolf had

been bom, at leas^as-it^as imparted to me by the separate devils who kept
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track of the hundred or more of our potential projects in that awi/jf Austria.

If what my agents offered was as modest as the narrative I have presented

until now, it certainly sufficed. At the lime, in reviewing Adolfs early years,

romise in him. 1 le was ^outrageously in need of love-adaS^

04 ^r-
^present al his conception as Gabriel at the Christ's^—tt-dubiuus ptresibilily-

damnably vulnerable. The odds were that he would(perish/br creep through
C^elC

life with a crippled ego£|aH<|fifnot for the^w^i^tfrty{hat the E.O. had been
/ C

I saw no

ck Zi r£-e. 6 c~£

not-whoHy to be ignored !-kmtght not on most hard-working nights have

That set of sentiments were overturned altogether on lhe day that

Alois, Jr. dragged him off to the war game The E.O. intervened I received

a direct message, " l ake care of Adi. Stiffen his spine. We will lose him 

altogether if we don't take steps.



04/15/2001 21:54 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT PAGE 10

184

10

being^crT^ars ol^/Smce he had been told a-£aw

Edmund was bom on March 24, 1894, and-by&en,^dd£wiE-4ess

wee^xbefe^e that he would soon have brother or sister, he was ready
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on Ktera’s breasy

Having been sent pwoy the night before to a neighbor’s house where

tween Angela and Alois, Jr.he experienced all the discomfort o

(who kept pinching each other over his intervening body) he knew that 

he saw no more than «m alLbut-inwt swaddlingapproach to Klara’s

ssaall changes were en-thoj^-wayr-This

Ol

perception v/high-net only lived in his chest with apprehension, bet-afc® 

■efeed^teiglo-ofeseitement, turned into his first large sorrow when, next

day, he rushed forward to his mother’s bed and the midwife put out a hand

larger than his father’s and said, “Stay back. Don’t hurt the baby.”

What made it worse was that his mother could do no more than smile 

at him out of a very pale face, and put a hand on his head so light in its touch 

that he could feel no love in the caress. Tears came to his eyes
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“Ah, the poor little one,” said the midwife and led him out of the room.

“In a few days,” she added, “you can get nearer to the baby.”

“Will he talk to me?”

“Maybe you will be the first to understand him.” With that, she

laughed and returned to the bed where his mother lay soJaMway-from-hinfe

For weeks, he could not get close to Klara. There had been a time

when he would have the same conversation with his mother each morning.

“Mommie,” Adi would ask, “are you the most beautiful woman in the

world?”

She would tease his hair. “What do you think?” she would ask.

“I think you are the most beautiful.”

Then she would laugh and hug him to that breast h£±new-strwell. It

1 * UtUJx J C JI- ft

was only a year since she had stopped feeding him and he missedjiteteAsfe
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repared for dessert, indeed,cream puffs she

would keep eating them until Alois Junior would complain audibly if Klara

was present, or in her absence would crack a knuckle across his head. Klara,

however, foil of new uneasiness at how little attention she wished to give to

Adi these days, would defend his right to the cream puffs. “He is so little,

, §

Alois,” she would say, “he needs thenyl Ivar r^~

Klara wasfpftentoo tire^fto cook,^ad7he temporary servant who came

Edmund all the time, Ao it seemed to Adolf who felt a recurring pang^amev^

o blend with the sad undertone of the

in to do work made cream puffs that tasted like sour milk^Klara fed

sorrow so prevalent that it

church bells in Passau, so rich, so many, so frequent, tbal^nhis ears^it

seemed as if she was always feeding Edmund even when the infant was

asleep.
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Now, if he tried to ask her the same dear question, she would laugh^

fat unhappily. “Oh, I am a tired woman,” she would say, “I am not

3^
beautiful, Dolfcher^ it4s $&ur /sister Angela beautiful.”

Adi did not agree. Angela was undependable. Angela could pinch

him cruelly for no reason that he could see. She could be nice, but she was

treacherous. “You are the most beautiful,” he would say, but his mother

would only shake her head.

He hardly knew whot-to dn/Xlois was away most of the time^Bnc. Z/ m

( week after Edmund’s birth, he had moved tojjoz to take up his new a«4

important duties.theM^but Linz was fifty miles east of Passau, a long enough

trip to keep Alois from coming back to his household more often than once

■0r=twiee=a=nTOnAj=^iflp^me weight of his tobacco, his heavy thumb, his

•stsig voice whieh^wbrateji' through Adolfs intestines am puwufullyTliatTlieie'
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■sras-dway^dsigerijfw^ was rawl/present now to stifle the air. a

LJb>**75<PM^ /
send a^quiver through the boy’s bowels, no, the house was ftee<Wt through

the day* Angela and Junior were away at school, and Adi wa^alohe with his

^mother—-except thath^was=naU^larahad less time for him awd^e loss

was Wr an insult. Now, at night, when he had to sleep alone, he no longer

had his cot. Alois, Jr., would take it, and Adi did not always like to

sleep with Angela who would tickle his body everywhere and sometimes tell

myA qCq

him that he did not smell g gotten, he would put a blanket on the floor

Wat to escape her.

to go outside and play^with other-boys/He knew he had to be brave; he did

not wish to be.

ai M+^> r 5



04/15/2001 21:54 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT PAGE 16

190

Alois, Jr. solved the question^forciblvih^nw.-^^e^amFffome-

'and pulled Adolf out of

the house, and led him to a field where Mf a doiBen=five-and six-year-oUU

.dolf came home that evening entQUched;-a»d Alois, Jr. took him

/were playing at war.

“This is my brother, he told their^atfer, “and if you let anyone hit

aside. “From now on,” he said, “1 eat the cream puffs first-4-as many as 1

want. Don’t yea try to cry now, momma’s boy.”

“I won’t,” said Adi, holding his breath as tightly as if he were.hang-iag> 

-ftemarope.
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Edmund was bom on March 24, 1894, a few weeks before Adolf was

five. Klara had told him that he would soon have a brother or sister so he

was ready to play with the baby so soon as it appeared. He expected,

however, a child about half his age in size, a living creature ready to speak,

and certainly able to listen. He was aghast, therefore, on the approach to

Klara’s bed when he saw no more than a swaddling on her breast with a face

as wizened as an old orange.

Having been sent the night before to a neighbor’s house where he

experienced the discomfort of trying to sleep on a small bed between Angela

and Alois, Jr. (who kept pinching each other over his intervening body) he

knew that unhappy changes were coming. If this perception only lived in his

1
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chest with apprehension, it turned into his first large sorrow when, next day,

he rushed forward to his mother’s bed and the midwife put out a hand as

large as his face and said, “Stay back. Don’t hurt the baby.”

What made it worse was that his mother could do no more than offer a

pale smile, and put a hand on his head so light in its touch that he could feel

no love. Tears came to his eyes.

“Ah, the poor little one,” said the midwife and led him out of the room.

“In a few days,” she said, “you can get nearer to the baby.”

“Will he talk to me?”

“Oh, you will be the first to understand him.” With that, she laughed

and returned to the bed where his mother lay.

For weeks, he could not get close to Klara. There had been a time

when he would have the same conversation with his mother each morning.

“Mommie,” Adi would ask, “are you the most beautiful woman in the

world?”

She would tease his hair. “What do you think?”

“I think you are the most beautiful ”
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She would hug him to her breast. It was only a year since she had

stopped feeding him and he missed that pleasure. Now, he would, gorge on

the cream puffs she often prepared for dessert, indeed, would keep eating

them until Alois Junior would, complain, audibly if Klara was present, or in

her absence would crack a knuckle across his head. Klara, prey to new

uneasiness at how little attention she cared to give to Adi these days, would

defend his right to the cream puffs. “He is so little, Alois,” she would say,

“he needs them more than you.”

Klara, however, was often too tired to cook. The temporary servant

made cream puffs that tasted like sour milk. Besides, Klara was feeding

Edmund all the time, or 30 it seemed to Adolf. He felt a recurring pang, a

new sorrow so prevalent that it began to blend with the sad undertone of the

church bells in Passau, so many, so frequent. In his ears, it sounded as if she

was always feeding Edmund even when the infant was asleep.

Now, when he tried to ask the familiar question, she would laugh

unhappily. “Oh, I am a tired woman,” she would say, “I am not beautiful,

Dolfchen. But your sister Angela will be.”
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Adi did not agree. Angela was undependable. Angela could pinch

him cruelly for no reason that he could see. She could be nice, but she was

treacherous. “You are the most beautiful,” he would say, and his mother

would shake her head.

Meanwhile, Alois was away most of the time in Linz. One week after

Edmund’s birth, Alois had made the transfer to take up his new and

important duties. Since Linz was fifty miles east of Passau, it was a trip long

enough trip to keep Alois from returning to his household more often than

once or twice a month. All the weight of his tobacco, his heavy thumb, his

strong voice so able to vibrate through Adolfs body was not often present

now to stifle the air and send a quiver through the boy’s bowels, no, the

house was empty during the day, Angela and Junior were away at school, and

Adi could be alone with his mother and the infant. But Klara still had little

time for him. The loss was an insult. And then, at night, he no longer could

count on his cot. Often, Alois, Jr., would take it, and Adi did not always like

to move over to Angela’s bed. She would tickle his body everywhere and

sometimes tell him that he did not smell good. “So, your breath is rotten,”

she would say. Often, he would put a blanket on the floor to escape her.
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Left this much alone, he was afraid to go outside and play. The cries

and yells boys would make on the street sounded fearsome to him. He knew

he had to be brave; he did not wish to be Not particularly He spent his time

looking at the illustrations in a book his father had bought about the Franco-

Prussian war of 1870. I low he would like to be a brave soldier! I low afraid

he felt.

Alois. Jr solved the question at Klara's bidding. One afternoon he

came home after class, pulled Adoll out of the house, then led him to a field

where a number of boys too young for school were playing at war

Alois, Jr. studied the group for a few minutes before deciding that the

leader of the two small armies was a big stout five-year-old. “This is my

brother.” Alois told him, “and if you let anyone hit Adolf, you will hear from

me." He tapped the boy on the arm hard enough to leave a memory, and

departed.

When Adolf came home that evening, Alois, Jr. took him aside.

“From now on,” he said, “I eat the cream puffs first As many as I want

Don't try to cry, momma's boy.”
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“I won’t,” said Adi, holding his breath as tightly as if he were clinging

to a rope.

Next day, he wandered over to die game by himself. He was more

afraid of Alois, Jr.’s derision if he did not go, than of the blows he might take

in the battle.

A ch wily, there had been little enough punishment in the first day’s

ongoing battles. The fat boy had certainly taken good care, shielding him

with his body from every assault on their redoubt. Besides, the game had

been simple, and it had not taken Adolf long to grasp its principles. The boys

had divided into two teams who took turns charging at each other. When

they met, a game of tag resulted. Once tagged, you were dead. Such melees

lasted but a minute or two and then they would then count the losses. Once

in a while, given the clamor of the charge, somebody might get knocked

down. It even happened to Adolf when his leader was waylaid by two boys

from the other team. Before he could take account, he was lying on the

ground with dirt up his nose. Someone on the other side had given him a

rude shove in th® back.
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He did not cry. It took an absolute effort of his wiU not to make a

sound, and then he had to negotiate with himself once again not to weep

when he saw that no one was applauding his new-found stoicism. To the

contrary, his team was now rallying for a charge on the other’s bastion. Still,

he did not cry even if his feelings were as bruised as the scrape on his cheek

and his knee.

He managed to get through the next hour until dark. He avoided every

contest. He had discovered that he was quicker than the enemy soldiers he

could flee from whenever they tried to tag him. Then; to his delight, he

tagged one Frenchman in the next raid his side made. They were resuming

the France-Prussian war of 1870, and he was in the good German army.

On the second day, his face was in the dirt again. More boys were

present, perhaps as- many as twenty, which came to a total beyond Ute highest

numbers he could count. Action was everywhere and it was hard to dodge

the rush.

He hated being knocked down. The fat boy was always rueful about it

and begged him not to tell his brother. Adi had the pleasure of patting him
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on the back and telling him there was no cause for fear, not a word would he

say.

That night he could hardly sleep. The others played Hke-fools, but he

felt already that he more than they did. He was thinking that in time to come,

the fat boy, Heinrich, would be his lieutenant, and he, as captain, would

make the rules. He was not certain of that, but still, the way they fought was

stupid. He knew better. He was in love with the game. He played it every

day. For the first time in his life he was aware of another presence as

beautiful as his mother and as awesome as his father.

Indeed, he did prevail. A season went by, but he thought up a better

game. The battlefield was wrong, he had decided. War was not two armies

running at each other. War was also surprise, was trickery. War was

maneuver! (While he did not know the word as yet, he had arrived at the

concept vrithout our help.)

He was five years old, but he was able to convince his new playmates

that they needed another kind of battlefield. He proposed a hill in the next

meadow. Each ®my (whether five or six boys—race in a while, seven or
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eight) could group on opposite slopes. Then they would not be visible to

each other until one side crossed the summit.

Once he had convinced the other boys to a new site and a new mode of

battle, he soon conceived amendments to the rules. Each side, he argued,

must charge up the hill in a two-pronged attack. If a total of six boys were on

each side, then each army must divide into four soldiers and two. If the

attackers who charged up with four men, met only two to face them, those

two were automatically captured. No tagging was necessary. (He still

detested being knocked down.) If, on the other hand, four attackers met four

defenders, then the attackers lost.

But improvements had to be made. He could see that his innovations

had dampened the fire of the game. When the flank which had four boys

coming overthe hill met four defenders, the encounter was no more than a

flat-out surrender. So, tagging, to his dislike, had to be reinstated. This

brought up the beginnings of a formal debate in the open-field legislature of

these five-year-olds for he wished to insert a special amendment. The

captain on each side—he had become, as foreseen, the German Captain (and

Heinrich was his lieutenant)—must not be captured. The leader must not
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even be touched. With preternatural eloquence, he made his major point.

“The highest officer must always be respected.”

He had had to argue long to gain this point. Only a few of the troops

were that ready to change the rules; and he had to find allies one by one. (It

did not hurt that stout, sturdy Heinrich was always by his side.) In time, he

prevailed. He had come to amaze himself at how well he could speak.



_04/23/2001 16:24 7186243782 JMWORDCRAFT PAGE 11

194

11

It may not be agreeable to disturb at this point the modest tenor of our

narrative, but I must still intrude at this point. These war games are the first

occasions in Adolfs boyhood when I was instructed to take an active interest

in his development.

Let it also be understood that the interjection cannot be brief. Our

investiture of humans is considerably more complex than their limited view

of the matter. The everyday understanding of the average man or woman

merely underlines an intrinsic naivete on these matters. The basic premise is

false. We do not seize people with Satanic entrapment, then keep them

eternally as our vassals. To use a crude and contemporary American

example, Avis versus Hertz or McDonald’s vying with Burger King comes
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closer to the mark The Dummkopf is usually in competition with the Evil

One when in comes to investing powers in a client. When the man or woman

has potential, sole possession can almost never occur. Manipulation and

counter-manipulation can go on for years, and rarely does our side or the

other realize victory. Not even over one disputed human! (Indeed, after a

series of battles, any particular soul that is actually captured whole by one

side or the other often bears more resemblance to a victim than a prize.)

There are two cardinal elements that determine much of the contest.

The first is the individuality of the particular human who is invaded, or

infiltrated, or invested, or damned, cursed, or blessed. Given the readiness

and/or recalcitrance of the souls we are doing our best to develop for

ourselves, most putative clients prove of varying importance to us: Those

who are most difficult to approach are often the most valuable in their

service.

Conversely, those people who are easier to enter are often the least

useful. It takes little to traduce a drunk or an addict. We can polish what is

left of their charm, we can decimate the confidence of their families, if

mother, father, et al, seem in the main to prefer to live in the hegemony of the
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Dummkopf, but all this is easy work. There are small gains for our ultimate

ends (which are, of course, to take, indeed, to capture human nature and

bring it through a transmogrification from the vision of the D.K. to the

eventual project—yet for me to name!—of the E.O.)

So the truism that the difficult is more valuable in the end than the easy

is countermanded by the second essential element in the contest—which is

the differing economies of Divine and Satanic energy.

I can allow that even in the higher cadres of devils and angels we

hardly know who has more time or strength to spend on a specific contest

although I would suspect, however, that the Dummkopf is considerably more

powerfully endowed (and vastly more wasteful) whereas our E.O. seems

obsessed (to those of us who must follow his instructions) with the

importance of economy itself and its rude budgetary demands. The E.O. is

always obliging us to forecast what the expenditures in effort will be when

attempting to bring in a putative client. The notion of hard, thereby, is

restored to its intrinsic difficulty. To spend years on a promising client who

eventually resists us more successfully than we had anticipated is not only a

budgetary blemish on the record, but also a general loss. To prevail, the
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E.O.is always instructing us, we must choose our targets with more acumen

and instinct than the angels. (Let me here repeat the better term for them—

the Cudgels. Angels are not necessarily angelic.)

Over the millennia, if not the eons, our E.O. has evolved certain

principles from which he rarely diverges. (This assumption of gender is for

convenience’s sake.) We are always instructed to remain alert to any

approaching copulation which promises high heat, God-daring practices, and

low intent for that can offer us early investiture in the just-conceived embryo.

Done well enough, we start with an advantage over the D.K. on many a

newly-conceived human.

Of course, our targets are obvious. Rarely do we fail to attend the

couplings of rich and powerful people. Nor do we ignore the occasional

wretchedly poor couple whose rites partake of incest, or, to the observers, are

attended by angels. The latter is a demanding task—it is hard to slice

through a blockade of angels. Yet it seems—I speak here for myself—as if

the E.O. has never been able to accept his failure to be present in the hour

that Jesus Christ was conceived. The result: He was soon visited with a

half-brother whose powers were at least comparable to his own.
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Fortunately for us, Jesus proved to be another Son much at odds with

His Father. Jehovah, indeed, was often as incensed with the rebelliousness of

the good son as with the powers of disruption and superior wit of the older

(given our Prince’s capture of so many of the forces of the night.)

Nonetheless, we consider ourselves fortunate that the covenant between the

Dummkopf and Jesus is as full of oxymorons as the Vatican itself, not to

mention Mohammedanism, Buddhism, Judaism, Lutheranism. Sufism But

why go on? Whether the real situation is that the E.O. wars against the Lord

with a small but well-integrated army, or can only muster a guerrilla force

against a behemoth, the prevailing fact of our existence as devils and demons

is that we live within the parameters of an ongoing mean-spirited budget.

You may believe that our projects are chosen with discretion.

For example, we are present and usually active (as previously stated) at

the copulations more likely to satisfy the needs of the near future—that is, the

next half-century. Yet, paradoxically, the E.O does not invest that much

interest in the early development of children “Il is loo soon to tell," he will

often remark, and sometimes adds. "The work we have done in the last

hundred years has done much to shape the young without our need to
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intervene.”—a reference to the prodigious conflict of interests in the whole of

society now.

That is the prevailing set of remarks he offers when we wish to pursue

certain children. Almost always, our petition is not granted. “In the early

years of life,” the E.O. is forever reminding us, “there are too many

accidents, frequent surprises, and relatively little structure in die character

forming.” The prevailing judgment is that it is enough for us to keep a

modest but ongoing record of the main events of those families in which we

are interested. “In the first few years,” he will also remark, “a child is a study

in the need for love and the development of the will. Since the D.K. has

large resources for the supply of both, and is relative indiscriminate in the

way he metes it out, we can rest on our oars. Love and the development of

will are so naturally at odds with each other that we rely on the D.K. and his

Cudgels to mess it up beautifully without our intervention. This is

particularly true with Catholics. To capture a child’s philosophy too early is

to ensure later rebellion or severe meanness of spirit”

Indeed, his general strictures are as follows: No intervention until the.

age of three, (except in the most unusual cases, and even there, as late as the.
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nineteenth century, an extraordinary child of that age is always in danger of

being carried off abruptly by one grievous disease or another.) From three to

the age of seven, avoid any intervention which has no specific purpose—a

most important tenet for any devil seeking to invest some of his random

talents, or worse, his proclivities in a particular boy or girl. We had, in

effect, to argue our case much like a lawyer before a highly critical judge.

After the age of seven, it was easier. The E.O. looked upon the next

five or six years as—indeed, he termed it this—the Age of Clods; “They are

now encountering the world in its most basic form—the school years. Nearly

all of them rush to habit, routine, and stupidity as their forms of insulation.

These are the years when the average ego begins to take shape in all of its

readiness to lie, mis-remember, distort and forget—all in order to keep the

young ego in some readiness to support the ongoing project, oneself. There

is no need to pick up any of them at this time, not unless they are, against all

likelihood, possessed already of incredible potential for us.”

Our hunt began with adolescence. The E.O. made it more than clear.

that now we were at the first promising stage of intervention. The D.K. was

here ready to invest relatively large resources in very young men and women
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who hardly knew what to do with their sudden inrush of increased will and

their desire to procreate. Most promising targets were now open to us. Only

in the most dubius situation did we have to argue the case for a serious effort

of investiture.

I have proceeded this far into the topography (or do 1 really speak of

the architecture?) of our processes of selection because it was altogether out

of our normal standards of practice that the E.O. should instruct me directly

to pay strong attention, and at once, to the five-year-old Adolf Hitler,

Now, having been present (by proxy) at his conception, it had. been_a

matter of course to keep my several cohorts (of minor devils and ready-for-

quick-attack demons) on the quick concerning the Hitler family. We did not

intervene, but we did keep abreast of their activities. We used to call it our

milk-runs, a term we used long before it was adopted by U.S. Air Force

pilots in the Second World War. Any one of our minor devils could pass by

a house at night and ingest the small storms, inertias, and joys of the previous

day or week or month (depending on the frequency of the milk-runs in that

town or county or province assigned to us.)
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I knew the history of the Hitler family, therefore, in the years since

Adolf had been bom, at least in such detail as it was imparted to me by the

separate devils who kept track of the hundred or more of our potential

projects in that region of Austria. If what my agents offered was as modest

as the narrative I have presented until now, it sufficed. At the time, in

reviewing Adolfs early years, I confess that I saw no large promise in him.

He was outrageously in need of love and damnably vulnerable. The odds

were that he would either perish early, or creep through life with a. crippled

ego. At least, so I would have judged it if not for the possibility that the E.O.

had been as present at his conception, as Gabriel at the Christ’s. If that was

not definitively a likelihood, still it was never to be ignored!—even on most

hard-xvorking nights I had his family included on the milk-run.

That set of sentiments were overturned altogether on the day that

Alois, Jr. dragged him off to the war game The E.O. intervened. I received

a direct message: “Take care of Adi. Stiffen his spine. We will lose him

altogether if we don’t take steps.”


