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

the Austrian Finance Ministry for a position in the frontier guards, and was

accepted. Five years later, he had risen to the rank of Finanzwach

Oberaufseher (FinancoWatch High*Overseer) which was equal to no more

than Corporal, but already the uniform was good, and for that matter, it

usually took ten years to rise even to this level.

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

progress, and at last, in 1858, a letter came back. Nepomuk's youngest

daughter, Josefa, had died, a great blow to the family, and Nepomuk hinted

that he would like Alois to visit.

In 1859, his promotion to Finanzwach»Oberaufseher already

guaranteed, he went back to Spital looking exceptionally tall for a man of

medium height: His uniform made him a figure of authority. In the eyes of

his family, given his bearing, authoritative but graceful, he might as well

have been the son of a Count.

It did not take long for Johann Nepomuk to know that he had made a

serious mistake in inviting him to visit, but Nepomuk was now bent like a 

tree that has lived with too much wind. The death of Josefa throbbed in his
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This time, no question. At the first opportunity which proved to be

the only one, Alois continued the family tradition of apocalyptic intercourse

in barn straw, and Klara Poelzl, later to be mother of Adolf Hitler, was

conceived. There was no question in Johanna’s mind. Each time, she had

known the moment when Johann Poelzl, her husband, had put a child in her.

But this occasion had been superior. No small event took place in her body.

“You have made me feel as I have not felt before,” she said when they were

done, and when Klara was bom, Johanna sent him a letter that he received

in the midst of rigorous training for an examination to bring him up to

FinanzwacKRespizienten, the highest rank obtainable in the lower ranks of

the customs service. His attention, therefore, was hardly on Spital. Still,

her letter lived with him through the years for it was only three words long

(three words that Johanna had been certain of spelling correctly). He read it

over many times. “Sie ist hier,” wrote Johanna in the pride of a momentous

event (although she did not sign her name) and “She is here” took its place

in the guardroom of his heart even if his mind was wholly on his career. In

truth, he might not even have made love to Johanna on that visit if he had

not already been with Walpurga all those years ago, and a year earlier with
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the youngest, Josefa, his favorite back when he was twelve (his first) and so

he felt he owed it to himself now to have the remaining sister—how many

men could boast of knowing three sisters equally well?

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

■-..accomplishments of other men, particularly other lower-caste officers inTFIe^

^^apzwacjj^Iis rise was remarkable for a young man with so sparse an

education. Nonetheless, in four more years, he had another promotion, and

still another by 1870 when at the age of thirty-three, he had worked himself

up to Customs Collector. By 1875, he was Full Inspector and would write

below his signature, on any government paper, the full weight and address

of the title: “Official of the First Class Imperial Customs Post in the

Railroad Terminal, Simbach, Bavaria. Residence, Braunau, Linzergasse.”

All through his rise to the highest official rank that was possible for a

man of such restricted beginnings, he never relinquished his good appetite

for women. The occupation could accommodate this regard. While the first

principle of Austrian bureaucracy was to do your job, and do it most

properly, the more effective you became at your border tasks, the less you

had to fear for the little specialties of your private life. This understanding
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he obeyed to the letter, and had an agreeable time. In those years, no matter

to which town they assigned him, he would stay ar an inn. Before long,

given his confidence, he would proceed to conquer the loosely defended

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

through all of the available women, he would usually move to another large

inn, Through the forty years of his career, he was posted to only^trr border

towns connecting Bavaria and Austria, to gaalfelde^ Braunau (where Adolf

would yet be born)(Passau, grg±lH2/yet his change of residence was

frequent. In Braunau, for example, he moved twelve times. Nor did it

bother him that his women were not elegant enough to walk with cavalry

officers. Not at all! Elegant women were too difficult—no doubt of that—

whereas maids and cooks were grateful for his attention and would raise no

public ruckus when he moved on.

In 1873, he married a widow. Having developed an eye for the social

stature, or relative lack of it, attached to any woman who would pass for a

lady—his occupation demanded, after all, some ability in that direction—he

was not dissatisfied with his choice. He might be ihirty-six and the widow

already fifty, yet he could respect her. She came from a worthy family. She
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and, as always, he needed money. The alternative—to borrow further sums

from his brother-in-law Romeder or his father-in-law Nepomuk, was

unpleasant. Poelzl could hear the diatribe that would come from his wife's

family. Johanna’s disposition had become so sour that he often thought

(very much in private) her blood must taste like vinegar. Nor did he wish to

listen to the brother-in-law's sighs as Romeder came up with thej^onen.

He certainly didn't want to hear the advice that would come from Nepomuk.

That would insult his judgment. A farmer could have fine instincts for

husbandry and still have bad luck—did that mean he must pay tribute twice

by listening to others when he had already paid once by living with an

insufficient return from his fields? So, he accepted the fact that Klara would

go to work for Uncle Alois, but his feelings turned over in him with the

emptiest anger of them all—a rage that has lost its heat.

One week after Alois’ return to his post in Braunau, Klara followed

with a small chest filled with a modest cache of clothes and a few 

possessions.
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Alois and Anna Glassl had three rooms in the second-best inn of

Braunau—the Gasthaus Streif. There was also a small room for Klara on

the top floor where other maids and servants slept.

For a while, Alois entertained the happy notion that he might be able

to spend a little time up there with Klara, but his niece did not welcome him,

not exactly. It was evident to all including his wife that Klara was steeped

in respect for her exceptional uncle, but it seemed no cause for concern to

Anna Glassl—not yet! The girl was pious to a degree that would have

seemed incomprehensible if one did not understand to what degree death

was her nearest relative. There were lights in the depths of those pale-blue

eyes that spoke of angels—godly angels and fallen angels. Her face was so

innocent that one could ask in all honesty what she could know of fallen

angels if not for that second sense which is there to tell us that devils hover

like moths at the closing doors of life. Even the innocent do not always like

to dream of the departed.

Alois could envision other dubious portals—the doors to Klara's

chastity could prove as formidable as the gates of doom. He was charming

to his niece, but made a point never to touch her. His wife, by now as
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surge of her womb at the happiest moment, all of which passed through him

even as he was passing into her—not the sort of conclusion he had come to

with other women. (Except once—so long ago—with Johanna.) Besides,

he was certainly ready for a child, preferably a son, to carry on the family

name, but when he was not in the midst of good things with Fanni, he

thought often of the oncoming time when she would be six or seven months

along, and it would be Klara’s turn. The thought of future complications

did not deter him. It was in the nature of his work to be able to handle more 

than one problem at once, and both women were attractive to him, yes, two 

of them and both truly attractive for once.

was living openly with a common-law wife. After all, what could they do?

to the Hapsburg government, far away in Vienna. So long as his work 

proved flawless, they would hardly care how he acted in his personal life.

He was not unlike a soldier garrisoned in a town to which he owed nothing.

I-le received his money from the fineweiei^atch and that was clearly equal 

As for scandal, he did not worry. Not unduly. In ej/ory town tu~"»

he had boon postedlhe was always the center of gossip. The

townspeople^Braw®^ might as well complain to the stars above that he 
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By way of the Finance-Watch, Alois made nice arrangements in

Vienna. Klara would obtain clean and gainful employment in the house of a

modest and elderly lady. (Alois was more than ready to protect her

chastity.) So, now, after four years of good and honest work at the inn,

sleeping each night in the smallest of the maid’s rooms, Klara packed her

belongings into the same small chest she had brought with her on arrival,

and left the Gasthaus for new employment in Vienna.

If Fanni was now more at ease with Alois, the best of moods could

nonetheless vanish in no more than the interval it took to close her eyes and

open them. How could she be certain that her distrust of Klara had been

honest fear? What if it came from spite as cruel as the pain of a bad tooth?

She knew she was full of spite. That was why she called herself a witch.

Even as she had foreseen, she was truly pregnant now. If that offered

contentment, she continued nonetheless to feel remorse. She had banished

the sweetest girlftbnd she ever knew, and so there were days when she was

on the edge of asking Klara to return, but then she would think: What if

Alois comes to prefer Klara? Then Klara might not be faithful to her vow.

How unfair that would be to the unborn child!
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They had been living together for close to three years before they

could marry, but, now, by the time Angela was a jear old, Fanni was

seriously ill. Signs of a deepening disorder were everywhere. She would

pass from fits of temper, to hysteria, then to loss of interest in his body, plus

an incapacity to take proper care of their two children. A doctor told her

that she had the beginnings of tuberculosis. Klara was brought back from

Vienna to be with Alois, Jr., and with Angela, even as Fanni moved out of

the inn to a small town called Lach there in the midst of a forest called

Lachenwald, Laughter-in-the-Woods, but neither the name nor the good

forest air had the power to restore her. In Lach she stayed for the ten 

months before her end.
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In the last months, Klara visited her more often than Alois, and that

healed—one must choose to put it so—the wound they had left in each

other. Not long after her first visit, Klara had fallen on her knees before the

bed where Fanni rested, and said, “You were right. I do not know if I would

have been true to my vow.” In turn, Fanni wept. ‘You would have been

true,” she said. “Now I tell you to give up your vow. He is through with

me.”

“No,” said Klara, "my promise must be stronger than ever.” She had

a moment when she thought she might have a true understanding of

sacrifice and this left her feeling exalted. She had always been taught to

search for just such a state of the soul. Those teachings had come from her

father, that is to say, her father-in-name, old Johann Poelzl, who was sour on

all matters but Devotion. "Devotion to our Lord Jesus Christ is all of my

life in each and every day,” he would tell her—he was indeed more pious

than any woman in Spital. At many a meal, after saying grace, he would tell

Klara (especially once she passed the age of twelve) that to give up what

one truly desired was the nearest you could come to the moment of knowing 
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By now, Klara was never afraid of a household task. It required no

more than respect for the labor one knew already how to do well. Sacrifice,

however, was apart from such work. Sacrifice was an ache she felt near her

heart. If she wanted Alois, and dreamed of Alois, she still had to find a

way, once Fanni's two children had been put to sleep, to keep Alois at arm's

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

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

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

himself each evening after work with one or another of the Customs

Officers. After which back to the Pommer for the meal Klara had cooked in

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

meal with full gusto saying not a word, just nods to demo?trate his

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

his eyes open as if to share his thoughts. It seemed as if all that was

valuable in the recesses of her body was being fingered by his imagination.

Her thighs burned, her cheeks burned, her breath wanted to reach forward to

his breath. She would jump up in relief if one of the children cried out in

sleep—she heard it as an appeal from Fanni that had whipped over in a flash 
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from Laughter-in-the-Woods. Afterward, a small cramp of disappointment

would follow.

Alois would not have been capable of describing to his drinking

friends how he loved her eyes. They were so deep, so clear, and more than

full of the desperation to have him.

Why not? Alois kept to his elevated view that he was superior to

others. What other fellow from the Waldviertel would be ready to claim his

indifference to religious fear? That was bravery. He often made a point of

declaring that he never went to church. Nor would he confess to a priest.

They could not be equal to him. He had his allegiance to the Crown and

more than that, no man needed. God was not about to punish those who

would serve the State.

He had written just the week before to a cousin who inquired whether

his son, now of age, would be happy working on the Finance-Watch. Alois
t

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

will be quickly disillusioned. He has to show absolute obedience to his

superiors at all levels. Second, there is a good deal to learn in this

occupation, all the more so if he has had little previous education. Heavy
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so wanton a mouth (and all despite herself) that he exploded, exploded even

as he entered her, ripped her hymen altogether, and was in, deep, and in, and

it was over even as she began to sob in woe and fright and some wrong kind

of exaltation that she knew at once was altogether the opposite of sacrifice.

Nor could she stop kissing him. It went on and on like a child raining

kisses on the face of the great adult beloved, and then there were other

kisses, softer, deeper, as she learned to use the mouth of a woman just-born.

He was the first man she had ever kissed as a man rather than as a relative of 

the family, yes, the wrong kind of exaltation.
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So, Klara was now his lover, his cleaning woman, and the nursemaid

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

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

they went downstairs to the dining room of the Pornmer Inn, there in full

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

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

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

he could sit there like Franz-Josef himself, as if to say, “In company with

the Emperor, I, too, have a lovely mistress.” It never failed that on any

night when they went downstairs, he would make love as soon as they came

back, his voice so hoarse he could hardly speak. “1 am your bad uncle,” he

would say in the thick of the embrace.

“Yes,” she would say.

“Your very bad uncle.”

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

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

pleasure—“Oh,” she would cry out, “we will both be punished yet.”
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Yet, in the last week of Fanni’s illness when Klara did confess, the

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

ago. That is fair.”

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

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

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

more,”

Then Klara knew once again that she lived in the grasp of the Evil

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

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

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

Braunau. He had chosen they
S------—_____

had been married. This was not from sentiment but annoyance. The word

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

having found a true bargain in advance (a mahogany job confiscated from a

smuggler at the Customs gate.) In fact he had only bought the damned crate

ten days before her death. He had not sd^on it for months but only for

days. So, he could not forgive the gossip. Besides, the tragedy of death was 
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the Emperor who has the power to guide us,” he remarked one hot summer

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

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

going upstairs.”

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

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

“And the Devil?”

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

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

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

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

The beer wore off in a sour cloud of aftertaste. He would scold Alois, Jr.,

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

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

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

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

specialities de maison. He did not speak French but he knew all he needed

to know about those three words. One of the Customs Officers, a man 
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and before long, full revived, even to himself, a man again, he even told

himself, and began to kiss Klara’s mouth, her first mouth, with all the juice

of the second with which she had bestraddled him still on his lips, how

much was he ready at last to shit upon her piety, yes, on all piety—damned

churchmouse, damned church!—he was back from the dead, some kind of

miracle had rescued him, yes, he was there and never before a night like

this, better than a storm at sea for one moment, and another, and then it went

on beyond all the moments, she—the most angelic woman in Braunau—

gave herself over to the demon and with a prime lust ready to engorge the

world, and I knew this, I knew all of this, for I was with them in the

caterwaul of coming together with Alois into the womb of Klara Poelzl

Hitler, yes, I knew the moment within the moment, a new creation was

there, and I, too, can now dare to speak, I too was there and serving for the

Evil One, yes, I was present at the conception, yes, I can say that even as

the Angel Gabriel was the servant of Jehovah on one night in Nazareth, so

was I lift agent of the Evil One on this July night nine months and ten days

before Adolf Hitler would be bom on April 20,1889.
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Now, I have revealed myself. I am a servant—you may call it that—

of the Evil One, yes, a tried and more or less trusted officer in the finest 

intelligence service that has ever existed.



FROM :MR ILER FAX NO. :5084872136 Feb. 19 2004 02:42PM Fl

Book 1 Jan 04-3 1/14/04

1.

Hitler's Mother

You may call me Dieter. For now, the name will serve—now that I

am in America, this curious nati/n. If I draw upon reserves of patience, it

is because time passes he £of any statureToi

dispq^ed toward rebellion,
&

a novel. Among my fonner associates, this was

riteprepann^to

igftffiot to do. I was,

after all, a member 'ofa matchless Intelligence group. Its classification was

ioh, I confess,

leawrga

SS, Special Section IV-2a, and we were directly under the supervision of
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theses—a most powerful concept!—does take me into my novelistic

Heinrich Himmler. Today, the man is seen as a monster, and I would not

rnmleMidhave an original mind, and one of his

intentions which are, I promise, not routine.
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propose, a possible relation to genius. Himmler proceeded on the theory

that the best human possibilities lie close to the worst. Remember that! The

best lies close to the worst! It was virtually routine for him to anticipate that

on occasion the most exceptionally promising offspring could be found in

low level families with many children. Such kids were often incestuaries.

The word, as he coined it in German, was~ta2es7u3i£. He did not like the

more common term for such disgrace, Blutschande, (blood-scandal), or as

sometimes employed in polite circles, Dramatik des Blutes, (blood-drama).

None of us felt sufficiently qualified to say that his theory was, of

course, to be dismissed. Even in the first years of the S.S., Himmler had

recognized that one of our prime needs was to develop exceptional research

groups, an elite at one phenomenal level above the elite. We were to search

into ultimates. As Himmler put it, letzte Fragen— last questions. (The

health of National Socialism depended, he would often say, on nothing

less.) We were to explore problems that others did not expect to go near.

Incest—count on it—was topping the list. Once the German mind could re­

establish itself as the leading influence in the learned world, then—so went

his unstated syllogism—much recognition would be given to Heinrich
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Himmler for his profound attack on world problems originating in the

agricultural milieu. Let me emphasize the obvi^^/ProblemFoThusbandry

could not be contemplated without comprehending the peasant. Yet to

understand this man of the earth was to speak of incest.

Here, I promise you, he would hold up his hand in precisely that little

gesture Hitler used—one prissy flip of the wrist! It was Heinrich’s way of

saying; “Now comes the meat and potatoes!” And on he would proceed.

“Yes,” he would say, “incest! This is one very good reason that old

peasants are devout. We, here, need not refer to our special studies in order

to declare that an acute fear of the sinful in oneself will manifest itself

sooner or later by one of two opposed extremes: Either absolute devotion to

religious practice! Or nihilism! Indeed, I can recall from my student days

that the Marxist Friedrich Engels wrote this: 'Once the Catholic Church

decided adultery was impossible to prevent, they made divorce impossible

to obtain.' A brilliant remark even if it comes from the wrong mouth. As

much can be said for blood-scandal. Also impossible to prevent. So, the

peasant looks to keep himself devout. I guarantee you: this was altogether
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are the only ones. The father, having created them, remains the focus of

their attention. The young brother, so often, lives at night in the same bed

with the sister. Sexual attraction can, of course, be described as: highly

focussed attention.11

Hand it to Himmler. He had been storing theories in his head for

two decades. Moreover, he had immersed himself in The World as Will and

Idea. Heinrich was a great believer in Schopeijhauer's assertions on the

primal importance of the Will. He had, therefore, a great deal to say about

the genes—still a wonderful new word for us in 1938. These genes, he said,

had to be a biological embodiment of Scho^nhauer's mysterious Will. “We

know,” he said, “that certain instincts are passed on from one generation to

the next. Why? Because the nature of the Will is 10 remain true to what I

call the Originating Vision. Yes, gentlemen, the Originating Vision. For

we have been engaged from the beginning of human time in an effort to rise

from our Ur-depths to the heights of human glory. We Germans were the

first to perceive that this was the aim of human existence. The Will

embodied in our genes is the direct presence of this Vision, come to us from

Creation itself.
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chcst-to-chcst in combat against Charlemagne. His-mflupnce opn<np7

family line obliged me, therefore, to make every effort to regenerate his

great and early family achievements. At the risk of being immodest, I will

submit that I do look upon that as m^awiall but determined achievemettb

Let all proportions, however, be maintained. The only triumph to impress

us to the point of absolute awe is the heroic rise of Adolf Hitler from a long

line of the most modest peasant roots.

Our Heinrich now posed the precise objection we were beginning to

form for ourselves. “How,” he asked, “can the preservation of the

Originating Vision not be obstructed by the process of reproduction itself?

Reproduction is, after all, commingling. Procreation brings together

multimillions of sperm, yet each one is faced with the mission near-to-

impossible of eseeuntering^he ovum, that highly-developed and reclusive

ovum of the female, large as a battleship to peach lonely sperm cell

swimming in the sea.” Now, he nodded forcibly, and more than twice, twice

and then twice again as if to propose that in every difficulty resided the

beauty of an exceptional solution. "I would maintain that the multi-million 

of sperm in one man’s ejaculation can be imbued throughout with the power
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of directedness toward the target even as the morale of a first-rate

of infantry can be brought to bear on the need to capture a preassigned

ridge. One can propose that sperm, during the act of coition, is able to act in

just such purposeful fashion. But,"—he held up a hand—"will the genes

within the woman, those genes so separately installed in her ovum—will

they, we must ask, be compatible with the semen of the man? Or are they in

dispute? Will they dicker over reductive details or even contravene the

overall objective within his sperm? I would have to answer, yes, just about

always they are much in dispute. Sperm and ovum, in the average case, can

sometimes prove sufficiently compatible to procreate. But hardly more.

The man and woman so rarely share the same aspect of the Originating

Vision. The variety of their separate experience has already affected their

genes. When we begin to speak, therefore, of the creation of the Superman,

let us be strikingly aware that not even one in a million families can present

a man and woman who are close enough in the precise articulation of their

genes to bring forth such a miracle of a child. Not even one, perhaps, in a 

hundred million. No!"—’again the upraised hand—"let us say, closer to a
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other hand, once we had some answers, it would be less demanding to

invent the lies we might need to buttress all those hysterical feelings of

patriotism that Yrve<j in fear of nauseating facts. Y ou could say our

uneasiness collected about one question that promised to be directly

explosive. Should the answer prove to be the one we feared, it would prove

far worse, indeed, than any certification of incest. This most troubling

question would ask whether Adolf Hitler's paternal grandfather had been a

Jew.
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their own. For a time they actually slept in an empty cattle trough in a

neighbor’s barn. Of course, there might still have been money coming in

because Johann Georg could certainly have drunk it up. In Strones, he

remained a legend for the depth of his drunken stupors. (Through which,

incidentally, he kept drinking.) Indeed, such a need for liquor marred the

assumption that there was no money. For why would a drunk like fifty­

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

to offer? The likelihood that he was Alois’ father and our Adolfs

grandfather was thereby reduced. Besides, Johann Georg Hiedler made no

objection when Maria Anna convinced Johann’s younger brother, also

named Johann, (but, in this case, Johann Nepomuk Hiedler), to take the boy

in and raise him. Johann Nepomuk was a hard-working farmer with a wife

and three daughters, but he did not have a son.

This brother, Johann Nepomuk, might well be the real father. Yet, we

were still not ready to discount the Jew.

Himmler sent me to Graz and I took close measure of some century-

old records. I could find no man named Frankenberger in the ledgers! I

pored over” th^f^ultijhemeinde of the Jewish Registry of Graz, and was
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Here, Himmler closed his eyes, leaned back, and exhaled slowly. It was

as if he must expel every errant spirit in order to be free of dread. “We will

not speak of this often,” he went on in a low voice, “but occasion s of close

incest are truly perilous. One has need of the Fuehrer’s Will to succeed in

such a situation." (I capitalize Will since he used the word with reverence.)

"It is my belief that in the world of numinous spirits which surround us,

there are many elements we have the right to call malign. It is even possible

that the worst of these spirits collect about a presence whom in earlier times

we used to speak of as Satan. This embodiment, should it exist, of a devil

or, let me say, the Devil, would certainly be read)' to give great attention to

Incestuaries of advanced degree. For indeed, how could such a Satan not be

ready to distort the exceptional possibilities that are ready to arise from the

doubling of God-given genes, are compatible in their near-symmetry of

Vision. 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.”

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

order of magnitude. As I came to discover by moie extended means, we aj

IV-2ahad beenpjidnjptygteiag^iTirony ratn^tHairaTegend. The story we
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Part III

1.

Just now, I committed an irrevocableact of treachery: We are not

supposed'to r^vea| who we are, not ever.

Of course, my disclosure is on paper. I can still eliminate what is

recorded here. The Devil—it is more agreeable for me to speak of him as

Our Maestro, or as the Source—is in one way like all other creatures vast

and small. Everyone (including the Lord!) is obliged indeed to live within

certain restrictions, or—if you will—paradoxes. There are certain cruel

paradoxes circumscribe one's nature. I can vouch that the

accomplished and most respected leader of my Seivice (a minor matter but

most limiting for him!) is not fond of common paper. That substance is
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working both for God and their own prosperous selves. We do not disabuse

them. Rather,weencouragethem}te^riarinatelEeirreaders inbaths'or

misperception while we enjoy the profit.

14

This time, Alois had a serious reason for moving. He had decided to

retire. He wished to become a bee-keeper. For that, he would buy a farm.

In the last year of his Customs work, he had begun to look about and by

January of 18<|5,^ found what might be the right property in a town called

Hafeld, thirty miles away from Linz^awd j^February he bought it. In April, 
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Klara and the children moved from Passau to that house. They would still

be at a distance from city life. Even the closest school was in the next small

town to Hafeld, Fischlham, where Adi would soon be ready for the first

grade. Over the next few months Klara and the young ones were to live on

the farm while Alois completed his service in Linz.

Of course, the oncoming retirement would not come without some

serious inroads on a most impressive edifice. I speak of Alois' ego. It was

its own kind of monument, impressive, yes, when we consider the meager

materials out of which he had been able to construct it. Through his adult

years, having managed to keep an unspoken sense of himself as a man

destined eventually for serious achievement, he was certainly not lacking in

a sense of reality as well, and so kept this notion as a meditative nectar

rather than a serious expectation. Nonetheless, it would seep into his

sweetest thoughts about himself when male company, good beer, and

tobacco mingled dependably in the tavern after work.

By his final year as Chief Customs Officer of Linz, some rudiments of

this concept—“a man of importance”—were even satisfied. While his final 
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position could hardly be as elevated as the thin air of his dreams, still the

title tickled a marrow of real satisfaction.

If only he had enjoyed working in Linz, it might have been enough,

but the problems with personnel encountered at Passau were now

aggravated. Linz was an important station for the Finance Watch. Since it

was capital of a most important^province, Upper -Austria, Customs was

stocked with young, ambitious, and socially sophisticated junior officers
never at a loss to show quiet contempt for senior officials who might iS&k-

omt of tho-amenitier~~d'id-not satisfy the .mark. Most of these young men

came from well-to-do families, and so their own future attainment of high

office was taken for granted. This attitude, as palpable as the air itself, left

Alois somewhat out of joint. He was getting on. For the first time in all the

years he had been wearing a uniform, he did not always strike the passing

eye as immaculate. (That now demanded too many pains!) Nor was he as

severely punctual as once he was. Sometimes, at the point of issuing

disciplinary reprimands, he would hesitate long enough to contemplate the

possible repercussions.



FROM :MAILER FAX NO. :5084872136 Feb. 16 2004 04:52PM P5

Book 3 Jan 042 1/14/04 215

For just such a reason, he eased up on smoking restrictions. He no

longer en joyed facing into the inheld wrath of younger officers. In

consequence, he enjoyed his own tobacco less. He began to feel as if his

associates were looking for him to retire. He had put in, after all, near to

forty years of service. He was eligible. While he could continue for another

twelve-month and even another, he did not deem it wise. Small, steady

inroads on his vanity kept moving hinftoward a smaller dream. What if he

chose to become a gentleman farmer? That would not be so bad, no, not out

there in the autumn sun of his career. Such a life c ould fulfill a few other

inclinations. What the hell! Bom a peasant, he could end as a prosperous

agriculturalist.

He had money enough. He could buy a decent farm outright. He

would have his pension, and his savings—he and Klara had certainly

exhibited thrift. Besides, he had in hand the sum and interest of the larger

part of three wives’ dowries. It could be said that lhe first two had brought

some real money to the union. If Anna Glass! had succeeded in recovering,

through law, half of her large dowry in lieu of their separation, still, she had

been nicely well-to-do, and Franzceska, while hardly up to that measure,
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was nonetheless the child of a prosperous farmer. Even old PoelzI, Klara’s

father, had come up with some florin.

On the other hand, Alois understood money only too well. He knew

not all coin was equal. Deep in one's conscience, one had to pay a tithe to

money that was not earned properly, ftat was incontestable to Alotfr

Money gave back its reflection of how it had been gained. Sometimes, he

felt a passing chill. A good part of his prosperity could be seen as the

flower Ygncfrhad sprouted from the coffin-soil of dead wives’ dowries.

During this last year of service, while Klara took care of the children

in Passau and he was free in Linz, he had begun to feel too old for other

women. That was when he told himself to go back, to the earth. It was what

he had always heard from Johann Nepomuk—"the real woman is in the

fields." The old man had only to get drunk enough, and he would repeat it

over and over. "The real woman—look for the real woman in the fields.

Respect her."

It was an adage Alois could enjoy but his present plans did not

include heavy duty as a farmer. His aim, rather, was apiculture. He was

interested in developing beehives. He would market the honey. That would
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be his real crop. All the same, owning a little land might be equal to

acquiring another limb, a fifth appendage so to speak, as important to a man

with peasant roots as a trunk to an elephant.

He had indeed bought a farm five years ago about the time Adolf was

born. In many a way that purchase had been more exciting to him than the

birth. Land, at least, was not going to die on him in the way the first three

/Babies had gone back to wherever they came from.

The reverse had occurred. The land did not perish, but his ownership

did not go so well. The holding had been near Spitai, a hundred miles from

where he was then working in Braunau, yet he had had some far-off notion

of retiring to the place. In the interim, it seemed a good way to take care of

his sister-in-law, Johanna Poelzl, rather than having her dwell with them as

a maid. Johanna, he had long decided, was not only surly but half out of her

head. In addition, she was a hunchback. He did not want her in the parlor
fc> 4a. uupj

every night, especially not with tharibody. '

All the same, he did hevefsome admiration for Johanna. She had the

fierce pride of someone who was not in the least afraid of God. She would

put no trust in Him. "God," she would declare, "did not have to kill off so
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many of us in the Poelzl family." Alois could tip his hat to that. “She’s not

like my wife,” he was fond of telling the tavern. “Klara is ready to kiss

every cross she meets.”

•StillXJohanna did not run the farm very well. Each and every peasant

who worked for her was, sooner or later, antagonized by Johanna's sharp

tongue, and finally she had to give it up and go back to live with her father

and her mother—also named Johanna. If we recall, that Johanna had been

Alois’ mistress on one unforgettable occasion. (“Sie ist hier!”)

Alois was able, however, to sell that first farm at a modest profit and

so was not ill-disposed to taking on the property in Hafeld these several

years later. This farm he would work himself. It was called the Rauscher

Gut (which can be translated freely as Windy Lands) and it offered nine

acres plus a wooden house under a thatched roof with good views from the

high ground of the mountains of the Salzkammergut. In addition to some

fruit trees, there was an orchard of walnut trees. A hayloft was in the stable

and stalls for two horses and cow^fplus one prize sow who also came 

with the purchase.
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It was perfect all ways but one. After the purchase, (and only after

the purchase) neighboring farmers were ready to hint to the new arrival that

the land might be beautiful, but it was not necessarily going to be famous

for its crops.

He looked upon these comments as exactly the kind of hazing that

resident farmers would visit on a newcomer. Oh, lie assured them, it did not

matter. The land would be given a rest. He was there to raise bees. That

was his element. Good honey could become the most prosperous crop of

them all.

Indeed, in the last days before his retirement ceremony (which was

acceptably eulogistic to Alois but most impressive, even thrilling, to Klara)

he did have a series of drinking nights as a closer way of saying farew'ell to

his staff and to the decades of his work. Since he had no desire ever to be

seen as a man who would moon over the past, he dwelt on his future, he

bullied his junior associates, plus a couple of old cronies, and a few

respected town officials to drink more than one stein with him on the merits

and mysteries of bee-keeping. Indeed, he belabored each table on each

night with so much o|kultur on hive maintainence and the "mysterious
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psychology of these fabulous little creatures," that Alois' junior officers

would warn each other, *¥sjtto keep The Chimney from smoking us out

^^ghTwith his bees."

In truth, he did see himself a^Ei philosopher on this subject. What an

achievement for an untutored peasant from the Waldviertel to be able to

give a lecture equal to a Heidelberg savant! "There are many social

structures to perceive in each hive," he would inform the drinking gang by

way of introduction to the subject each night.

Tn the last weeks before retirement, in the same Linz tavern he had

frequented each night after his customs house shift, Alois spoke more and

more often of the higher concepts of apiculture. Honey bees formed an

amazing and complex world, he kept informing his drinking cohort. "With

rare exceptions, these tiny creatures give their lives to one purpose: Build a

future for the generations who will follow. The honey they are able to

convert from the nectar and pollen that they bring back from the flowers is

for their consumption, but, gentlemen, it is also accumulated in a necessary

excess of hard work to feed their larvae." He nodded. "These larvae are

installed in the tiniest hexagonal cells, a wonder to behold, yes, they are
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constructed superbly and symmetrically out of the very beeswax these insect 

of dogmatic lecturer who is prepared to pride himself orj^ack of sensitivity 

construction^ rfHeyknow that iuturegenerations must succeed them."

His company nodded, their spirits glum. This was poor beer talk.

But Alois was off on his peroration. Indeed, he was the essence of that kind ) 

to his audience (if they are insufficiently grateful to listen carefully). "Some 

bees," he now remarked, "the heftier ones, become guards to watch over the 

entrances to the hive. Do you know? They are ready to go into battle at the

cost of their lives? They will even fight off such powerful raiders as wasps

or spiders or termites. Yes, all the insect world is looking for a free meal in

the honey, But that is only one of the obstacles to a peaceful life for the

bee. They have to come up with ingenious solutions to serious problems.

All through the summer months, many of the worker bees, as one example,

are constantly engaged, if I may be permitted to speak thus, in keeping the 

interior of the hive cool. How? By means of their tireless activity. They 

never stop fanning their wings. Some must even wear out their wings.

After which, they are ready to die, Why?^To create a draft to cool the hive.
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This act is so necessary. The larvae cannot survive in too much chill nor in

too much heat. Think of it. Thousands of wings all fanning away, even as

others go out to forage out for more supplies in a multitude of flowers.

They cover themselves with pollen and store the nectar in pads on their legs

and then fly back to the hive. Absolutely loyal to the needs of the hive, all

of them. I can tell you: They fly under the weight of loads that weigh more

than their own bodies. Could we do that? Perform such labors day after

day? Think of them as flying work-horses. Yet, they are only the size of

bees. And all the while, others are working to make beeswax from the

pollen, that mysterious and extraordinarily useful beeswax. I tell you, they

create a society comparable to ours. But maybe more rational."

None of the junior officers were ready to argue. (If they did, he might

go on for another hour.) It took one of the older town officials to reply.

Taking several portentous sips of smoke from his pipe, he said, "Come,

Alois, they are only insects."

"No, good sir! With all due respect, you are mistaken. There is much

more to them than one would think. Some are, I believe, more inspired in
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purpose than the average human dolt. Let me say. they are one of the

wonders of our universe."

15.

I was not well-prepared Alois' interest in these matters. Here

was not the man I knew. While I could see a practical purpose to acquiring
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a number of hives since the product was eminently salable, and beeswax in

particular, brought a very good price, I could not find the balance.

Apiculture had its risks, including the unscheduled peril of receiving a

serious number of bee stings. While it might be reasonable to engage in

such efforts rather than endangering his long-worked heart by looking to

plow a field, I had, all the same, an uneasy suspicion. Alois was too sincere

in his enthusiasm. He was not sufficiently concerned with profit. The

desire for money is, however, the tap-root of the motive that drives most

men and women into new activity. Therefore, signs of its absence concern 

me. Obviously, I feel like a sorry devil when I cannot get-Reaufoui I'.nMilsf

favwte intentions. Yet here was Alois ready to undertake this venture

because it satisfied something in him that I had not yet detected. Normally,

Alois kept a close relation to the money he made.

I did recall that he had tinkered with keeping a hive in one small

town, dabbled, and soon gave it up, but a few years later, went back again.

Always on the smallest scale. In the last few months, he had, it is true,

written a short article for a journal that served bee-keepers in the area

around Linz. To my surprise, the piece was literate. Alois' experience was 
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obviously limited, but, indeed, he had acquired some book knowledge of the

subject, and was now fascinated by a new mode of cultivation. Bee hives

made of straw might soon be done away with. Skcps they were called,

squat-ribbed domed objects about the size and shape of big-bellied human

torsos, and skeps had their drawbacks. For example, to harvest the honey,

bee-keepers had to keep the population of the hive stunned, which was

usually done by smoking them into near-comatose condition. It was an

imprecise process, and the skep often had to be ripped open to collect the

product. Despite the smoke, some honeybees awoke long enough to sting

the collector.

A new and much-discussed innovation was, however, being

developed in England and in America. Already, even in Austria, local bee­

keepers were ready to do away with the old ungainly straw structure. If the

skep had been for its time an improvement over the more barbaric

practice—common in antiquity and the Middle Ages—of rooting the bees

out from their hole in a tree, advanced bee-keepers around Linz were now

speaking of hives that could soon become the equivalent of a modem city

built to the scale of bees. This new housing, no greater in size than the
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skep, was a wooden cabinet that could be filled with glass trays installed

vertically. The worker bees seemed content to build their miniscule wax

cells on both sides of each inserted pane ofigtafc. Since this new kind of

wooden chamber could hold a good number of uptight trays, and each tray

had room for thousands of cells in a grid of layers and rows, some keepers

calculated that each hive could yet be compared to a giant apartment

building in some future megalopolis like Berlin or New York.

To explain this venture to Klara, Alois did emphasize the pecuniary

promise. Good money would come back from clean work, and Alois Jr.

and Angela would help, he told her. And Adi as well! He convinced her

that the new project was eminently practical.

I was still bothered. Klara might believe him but I did not. To me,

Alois was looking to find a way to come nearer to the Dummkopf. That was

not a matter I could afford to ignore.
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-16-

I was now debating whether to pass this concern on to the E.O.

While the Maestro could, when he so desired, enter into our thoughts, he did
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notfchoose to do solhat often. He wauld/eserve few requires for

exceptionaVriTther than genoralactivities.

On the other hand, I was supposed to be on the alert for unexpected

turns. One could fall to the side of too much caution or not enough.

My conclusion on this matter was not to inform the E.O. Alois had,

after all, never been one of our clients. There was never the need. He was

by our measure an average man, which is to say, sufficiently corrupt to be

available for our use whenever we might need to invest temporarily in him.

The assumption was that he would be open to a quick invasion. The

Cudgels would hardly be guarding him. To what end? He was so self­

centered. What could there be ffihimlfor them to protect? Whereas when it

came to someone like Klara, we did not dare to go near. Not for^ little, It

would have proved punishing and again—to what end? We did not need

her directly. Some of our most exceptional clients are the offspring of good

mothers. Indeed, evil children that issue from the most loving women are

always able to injure morale. Average men and women find it hard to

accept that ugly results can issue from devoted efforts. It shakes their faith

in/fDummkopf. How could God allow this? A standard lament.
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We had not gone near Klara, therefore, except for that one

incomparably special night—that lightning raid—when Adolf had been

conceived.

After that, paradoxically, she was more useful to us as herself, there,

innocent, nurtured by the attentions of the Cudgels. This is, however, so

complex a matter that it will have to wait. To give but an indication, let me

say that Klara, being gifted with depths of love, would not only adore her

Adi, but would become enchanted by the new one, Edmund, which was just

about certain to flagellate many of Adolfs feelings.

To watch over a child through the early years is, as I have indicated,

so complex and chancy a procedure, that we usually wait. Life itself will

shape unexpected openings for us to find our way into men and women we

have not yet gone near. Besides, our best efforts, as I have also remarked,

can be contravened by the Cudgels.

We deal then with likelihoods, with reasonably expected outcomes.

Alois, in himself, on the hoof, that is to say, Alois, his faults and virtues all

more or less predictable, had been serving as the keel for our ongoing

comprehension of the Hitler family. He was so dependable in his strengths 
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and habits, his productive contributions, his built-in cruelties and crudities,

that one could, if necessary, intensify or reduce the heat of Adolfs hatred

for his father in such a way as to mold the boy. Depend on it! We

depended on Alois. He was predictable.

Now, his outsize love for bees was turning things askew for me.

There are few atheists who can go all the way to lhe grave without being

challenged in their heart on one or another occasion by the fear or, worse,

the intimation, that God does exist. In this sense, they are comparable to

pious virgins who are tempted into sudden and unholy heats. Like many

such ladies, they cannot accept sex (in the atheistic case, religion) as a force

to be met on equal terms. No, like the good virgin, the atheist, has to take it,

so to speak, through the back door. They fall in love with God by way of

nature, paganism, service to others, technology—seen as the best possible

solution to humankind's problems—or through exceptional allegiance to a

fetish or a mystery. In Alois' case, it happened to be sufovcrblown

recognition of the immense collaboration that could be present between the

mighty and the miniscule.
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Since he was hardly ready to bathe in a pool of joy for the greater

glory of the Lord, he approached his newly opened sense of Mystery by way

of the old allegiance to Franz Josef. This much 1 learned by a quick raid on

his mind, an activity that depended on the likely chance no Cudgels would

be near during the length ofyet?raid. (It is not unlike a blind bet in poker^)

may bo the grcatoot poker player of all time--does-not-,

encourage ns tn them nny prfldimnblo hobitr. in thfit-directionJ.

On this occasion, 1 penetrated quickly, and soon was out. I gathered

what I needed from that raid. I now knew jTgood-dealmore about Alois'

new dispositions. My unhappy sense of what migjrt be in his mind was

confirmed. These bees had a life he could find analogous to his own. This

is why natural phenomena are so often the first perception by humans of the

conceivable nearness of God. They discover, for example, that a puppy or

kitten is a warm cuddly bit of existence much like themselves and so can

serve as the gateway to larger suppositions. For Alois, the foragers out in

search of the flowers were creatures he could understand.

On any warm day, bees scouting for new fields of flowers knew the

heat of the sun and the intimate yearning that only the sun could arouse in
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flower petals. Alois was not about to throw open any massive bolted door

to the mystical side of himself—he was like most humans in that regard—

but I had found $3 soft spot in his psyche. He would actually, in the

innermost recess of his thoughts, muse on the art that must be present in any

creation which would choose to bring the honeybee into the perfumed

caverns of the flower. It stirred him to think of two wholly separated

existences, entranced with each other by the burgeoning heat of the sun.

The flower would surrender its nectar, while the honeybee covered itself

with the pollen of the stamens. In another moment, the bee would separate

from one passionate to look for another, whichever fine flowet/was

beckoning in the breeze, ready to gather more nectar for the hive even as it

left some of the pollen of the first stamen on this second infatuation.

Such images gave life to Alois. It was the balance between hard work

and satisfied desire. He felt close to that bee who would stagger back in

flight with its pollen bags and its Igfce? ducts/llad not Alois, in his

turn, given much to women and yet brought back much for himself, so much

accumulated wisdom on how to deal with the world, or, at least, his

customs-house comer of the world where by the end of his career, he
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invariably knew what was true and what was false in declarations offered by

strangers, particularly women who might wish to deceive him, yet could not,

because he was wiser than they were. He possessed the true honey.

Wisdom was the knowledge of what others were up to.

As Alois saw it, honey was a concentrate of secrets—secrets held by

passing travelers and commercial people, secrets as sweet as honey, all

those little goods you could steal and keep for yourself. But he was there to

take their secrets. He could work as hard and long as any honeybee on the

hottest and most productive day of summer when the flowers were most

open, working hard for a future beyond themselves, even as he, Alois, had

labored on many an occasion to protect the glory, centuries upon centuries

old, of the Hapsburgs and their exceptional Empire, so devoted to the future.

Not all the Hapsburgs had been great, perhaps, not all even so very good as

people, but it was true for the best of them, those who were like Franz Josef.

They were good humans, very good. Alois could hope to find a

resemblance to Franz Josef in his own features—the same sidebums, the

same dignity. It was said of the Emperor Franz Josef that he could work for

endless hours at his necessary and near-to-endless duties. When necessary, 
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he, Alois, was also ready. And yet they knew enough, both of them, to

comprehend that it was not enough to carry the honey back, but that one

must keep a part for oneself.

Some people in Linz he knew, fools for the most part, had been

shocked when gossip spread about the actress, Fraulein Katharina Schratt,
-

whom, was now bruited about, Franz Josef had taken for a mistress.

Even when he had a wife beautiful as Empress Elizabeth! Such news had

spread like a spill of oil®hteh has no boundaries. It had been a blow to

some. Not to Alois. He understood. Both the best of men and the worst

had to keep their share of the honey for themselves. As he entered

retirement, this thought actually brought a taste of peace.

Let me not be altogether captivated, however, by the voluptuous turn

Alois has just brought to his meditations. After all, he had his fear of bees

as well. Once, in previous years, he had been stung so ferociously and

apocalyptically (if I may put it so) that he never forgot the attack of vertigo

it caused. Such power to create pain! That it could exist in creatures so

small! It did not come from the honeybee alone, he decided, but must

derive from congress with the sun! Such pain might even express the rage 
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of the sun. With that, Alois was familiar. He had worked through many a

summer in the blare of hottest daylight, stuffed into his uniform. Of course

he knew the rage of the sun. It was there to disseminate goods and warmth

from the heavens above, but also to glow as a manifest of divine rage.

These were thoughts too large for Alois to accept openly. He never

brought such meditations all the way forward into words, only his

thoughts—which was good enough for me. This much, however, he knew:

Honeybees were agents of the sun even as he was an agent of the

Hapsburgs, and both were close to the ultimate power of them all.

Could these large epiphanies be the product of full retirement? Had

he lost his own power to bring harsh levys upon any stranger who might try

to abuse his realm?

The answer is obvious: Alois was not ready to retire. I looked

forward with my own trepidation to how he would deal with his four

children now that Edmund was bora. For that matter, how would it be to

live on a farm with Klara? In my purview, I could anticipate the unforeseen

and unexpected rages of a man whose heart was not wholly in his

retirement. Like unclassifiable clouds on the horizon was the shape of my
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disturbance. Given Alois' propensity to blow pipe smoke into Adi's face, I

could feel the return of my obligation to keep more than a small eye on the

premises. All the same, I would not be able to pretend to the E.O. later that

I was ready for the trouble that Alois, Junior, would bring in the next year

when he turned fourteen.
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17.

A new complication soon arose. Klara was pregnant again. It even

happened on the first night that they moved into the house. Purchased in

February, Klara came up in April while encountering all the difficulty of the

move, four children, and the sum of their possessions, trunks, valises, packing

crates and packages, embarking by train early in the morning from Passau to
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Linz where Alois met them with a large wagon and two work horses to go all

together on the last thirty miles from Linz to Hafeld.

This last portion of the trip took all of the afternoon, and it was dark by

the time they reached the farm, but the afternoon had been warm, and Alois

taught the children a few songs—his voice was rich, and Klara had a cea f

delicate soprano. The children had rarely heard them in such a mood.

The interior of the house was chill when they arrived but the previous

owner had stocked the fireplaces with good dry wood, and before long, the

rooms were warm, and bread and sausage and hot soup made for a first

decent meal.

That night, Alois was ready to establish their connubial presence as

well.
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they had a decent meal and all went to bed more happily than not. Alois 

would spend the night with them, then drive the wagon back to Linz.

That first night, however, Alois was ready to establish their connubial 

investiture of the premises as well.
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trunks, valises, packing crates and packages, embarking by train early in the

morning from Passau to Linz where Alois met them with a large wagon and

two work horses to take them all together for the last thirty miles from Linz to

Hafeld.

This last portion of the trip took from noon to dark before they reached

the farm, but the day had been warm, and Alois taught the children one song

after another—his voice was rich, and Klara had a clear delicate soprano.

Alois, keeping it to himself, was proud at his skill with the horses and wagon.

He had not done any of that in decades and had almost hired a driver.

The interior of the house was chill, but the previous owner had stocked

each fireplace, and before long, the rooms were warm, and with the bread and 

sausage they had brought along, plus ajar of split pea soup Klara had packed,
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17.

Another situation soon arose. Klara became pregnant on the first night

after they actually moved into the house. Purchased in February, the farm had

remained unoccupied until April. Back in Passau, Edmund had been ailing,

and Alois would not be able to join them permanently until late in June after

his retirement. Nonetheless, Klara braved the difficulties and made the move

right after Easter with their four children and the sum of their possessions,
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17.

Another situation had arisen. On the very night in April when, for the

first time, they slept in the house at Hafeld, Klara became pregnant. Until

then, the farm, although purchased in February, was not occupied by the

Hitler family. Klara had kept the children in Passau because Edmund was

ailing. Besides, it was winter. Alois would not be able to join them

permanently until the end of June when he retired. By April, however, Klara

decided finally to brave the difficulties and right after Easter, accompanied

by Angela, Adolf, Edmund, and the sum of their possessions, she did the

move which was made even more difficult since she was without Alois, Jr. to

help her with the luggage—he had had to stay behind and board with a

neighbor until the end of his school year. Nonetheless, whatever the

difficulties, she embarked by train from Passau early in the day and her

husband met them at the station in Linz with a large wagon and two work
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the house^KTaFa became pregnant. Until then, the in 
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with a large wagon and two work horses to cany^their trunks, valises,

packing crates and packages^Se last thirty miles to Hafeld,

This portion of the trip m from noon to dak, but the day had been

warm, and Alois, to everyone’s surprise, entertained die children with one

song after another—his voice was rich, and Klara, who had a clear delicate

soprano, would join him when she knew the words. Alois was io a rare

mood. Keeping it to himself, he was proud at his skill with the horses and

wagon. Having done so little of that in decades, he had almost hired a driver,
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but given his oncoming responsibilities as a fanner, felt i/Hncumbcnt to take

on the project himself.

TheTnterioreAhe^iouae-w^ owner had,

>—LexZtJ

long, were wam>

with some bread and sausage, plus a carefully packed jar of split

pea soup, they had enough to eat and went to bed more happily than not.

4t//
Alois would spend ttenext day with them before driving the wagon back to

Linz.

(df/e;
That first night, however, Alois was ready to establish seme(6onnubial

investiture of the premises as well, and by the light of die gas lamp in their

bedroom, hc^mattalookcd inferior, out pale at all, and said
as much only to hear her laugh in true merriment

You, too, Uncle," she said. "Your nose is very red from the sun."
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"Ah," ho said, "you are still calling me uncle. Soor^ it's ten years that

we're married and still, what am I to you? Uncle Alois? Do you mean Old

Uncle Alois? That is a disgrace."

"No," she said, "we are all very proud of you.; Today, You did it all <

so well, Wrinkifc^omething you never did before."

think."

"I newrthink you are simple," she said, u *-*1

"Yes, you can tell me. What do you drink, my little niece?"

It was not often that she was ready to speak to him so directly, but on 

this night,she said, "I wonder why you never tell me that you love me."
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To his astonishment, her answer was the nearest she had ever come to

speaking in a manner thatfoltmgedtoother kinds of womettj ^'Maybe I call

you uncle," she said, "because you are such a big, healthy fellow of an uncle."

He was not about to pass this by. ^hc^Howd was pfflling«t4SfleasK

Z)Z*>/V
voice was heavy. "How would you know what is the size of a healthy

fellow?" he asked.

"I-donVknow. But T oaafuesT You are a very big uncle."

That was all it took to make her pregnant He was excited enough to

take her by the side of the bed, berth of them standing; half-dressed, and then

he took her again in bed. He was full of love—for himself, first, and his

prowess such a fine power at his age—and then he felt some love for her to

some degrec-aXcnC good deal of love for the ftm. It was a beautiful

piece of land. He even took pleasure in the thought of coming a little closer
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C toto ^children, which is to say, he had wira  ̂^working along with

him in the fields, doing what, he hardly ImewAe was abouV'asleep and A<s>

thought of summer bees searching the meadows4U»d was unusually delighted

wonder.

and when he woke up to honor the needs of his bladder, he almost kicked

him as he came back to bed. "I am happy," she sad. "I think this will be the

place for us."

"Silencerboarowlod. “Don't be a goose! One does not make silly

prediaionsl" Yes, he could feel the earth of the fit™, «|f those nine acres to
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In the morning, she could sense hitf impatience to be done with the 

mipacking^s^thai h^eoukTgo out and’i^lkhisgrounds. Shtftookoverthe 

larger part of the immediate tasks while he gave fte children a tour of the 

bam, all three huddled close to him now before the animal immanence of the

two horses, the cow, and the prize sow that had been part of the purchase

close to six and Edmund, not yet two-

he fetid statement of their odo^, ^All three, Angela, twelve; Adi, now
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hand, yes, enjoyed that almost as much as being carried

on his father's shoulders.

Theywere^ogobacictothehouse bow. and help their mother. Ateier

tokHhem. In the afternoon, he would, be promised, teach them how to milk

Hie cow, feed the pig, and curry the horse/but for now it was thoir good

mother who needed them.

He wanted to^aBynis lands alone. He had more than a few decisions

to make. Sg'he studiedthe condition of the orctafrrf onceagain. When he

had seen it last, there waspmow on the ground o^die had been able to

determine gjjjnorc thaB that the trunks of the walnut trees looked healthy, and

the bare branches appeared to have integrity, strong, reasonably straight, and

not too many tortured shapes to suggest the aftaroft of crazy storms.
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In truth, he realized now, he had hardly studied the place, ft-had-been

^enough that the price, comparatively, was not very high, and he had wanted G.

& |he house and the view were the best he had found, and he could not 

manage to keep toain^full days in travel out from Linz,
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In truth, he realized now, he had hardly studied the place. It had been

enough that the price, comparatively, was not very high, and he-hed wanted

something wrong about him, no, you made your choices on the spopwdhe 

had been good at that.

Walking the meadows and the one small hill of his new domain, the land was 

less extensive than he remembered, nolafger, really, tliai^a good-sized 

parade-fieldand^raybe^lMe^. Other ham!, it was small enough

All the same, he was not so much at easels he had anticipated.

You could not examine in complete Retail every traveler who might have 

-it, the house and the view were the best he had found,and he could not

'flu? pla^/
manage to keep losing foil days in travel out from Linz. U^vasenoughjthaHie 

had had to be good at making quick decisions.wanted-it. In his work,

to encourage him to do a little more fanning than hehad anticipated. Three
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or four of those acres would make a decent but manageable potato field.

GiveanotWacretob^ts'Could be plant this year? That would be the

question. He could not git going until the end of June, the beginning of July,

but Alois, Jr. would be back here then from Passau, his school year finished,

and, yes, maybe they could take on some late plowing, maybe get some

planting done.

luui kiiiwn-it -hi udvuiKe, but his true disappointment fesUted in

him. Hedted^o recognizc/mat he could not b^rtedrhrtrieerin his bees, not

this summer. The brunt of the project would have to wait until the^firftewwg

a half-year—April into Se . JF

was-aWigh^yfe would have nine prepare/at leastjcountingifrom

the time when ho would be back^gai^ere/pgiDanenrly, in June, late June,

3d Wd£3:T0 t-002 93 38i£k398TLT: 'ON XUd uyioa^onwr: nayj.
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and an unexpected and most unpleasant shiver of anticipation came to him at

/
the thought. Did he know what he was doing? Such a bad thought. He

forced it back. He had been in control of his feelings since he was ten years

old, and he was not preparing to go soft now.
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and an unexpected and most unpleasant shiver of anticipation came to him at

I

rhe thought. Did he know what he was doing? Such a bad thought. He

forced it back. He had been in control of his feelings since he was ton years

old, and he was not preparing to go soft now.
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meminf^froffiPasseu^o^inzwhere, Alois met themXvith aTaif

two work horses to take thcm^jjUofc'^’Wfor the last thirty mil

Hafeld.

after another—his voice was rich, and Klara had a clear delicate sopranc^

isdreeping it to himself,(Was proud at his skill with file horses and wagon.

ThislWportion of the trip-tookyfrom noon to dark^beforerthiy reached

'5 $ Lispst ■£,“>
4ha&Fm, but the day had been warm, and Alois taughtftlie children one song

J <^27^h

n decade^ had almost hired a driver

The interior of the house was chill, bin die previous owner hgd-steeW

-------------
each fireplace, and-beforedcng, the rooms^ere wmrnTand^iO^bfe^and
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Much was different by the beginning of July. For one thing, no

months^would be eight kids had come out offer, yes, eight, if you included

was possible

question, Klara was certainly pregnant. If he counted it all up/sevon more

the three who were gone, and then how many mow^fiot accounted for with

cooks and chambermaids[of-whatanight6e caSedmixed male parentage, /x

^aacewhen they told him they were
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but they-frad/also been wifhHans and Gebhardt and HernuuTand Wolfr and

them a little money, a gift to keep the midwife happy. Who knew how many 

boys and girls looking-frhttte(fike him might be moving around today?

All that-was different from his .was face to face

(like Fanny plwjfwere not ma position to argue- it was enough/tie gave

V^aybe one of thewt^vasj as good a fidher, nein? With rare exceptions

with the other side of his achievement. In the heat of July, in his farm-house

up on the hill, he feces every meal, all the way from Klara to

Edmund^d^y January ^feere would be six. He was used to people; he had 

lived with peoples’ faces in front of him, more feces than most people had to 

look at every day, but now it was fee same feces and, he hud to admit it, he 

was feeling irritated all too oftea»d he was bored. He was not used to 

facing problems of such litttymterest
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The farm was another matter. He dt^teke sock: pleasure in Angela's 

work. For a twelve-year-old who had been putting cold cream on her hands

ever since she eight—what a little city girl, so ready to be

spoiled!—now she was a help to him, and was always cunying the two

horses, and washing down the cow even whenXdidrrt need i^she ^vas deft at 

milking and even got Adolf and Edmund to laugh at the hearty contentment in 

the full-gutted sound of the sow when ttarfSTfeer? Sm/wTso largo for a pig,

a prize, yes, with a pink rosette tacked abovelher stall, the prize rosette 

la.^
from^summer before they owned the farm. And Klara told Alois that

got Adi, who seemed to

hate such dirty work, to take up a^ttle'psrt of the slack
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/
Alois, Jr., hafibeeme to join them at the beginning of July, and was a

good-help/for a short period. He liked the horses, particularly the younger

one five years old who was good for riding, which Alois, Jr. tearnedrimne-
2^ Ao .U-uu ■

.^ime^uthoSvorked the plow with the dray horse, and theytfumwdupthree

Sprouting potatoesacres of-the pasture foi

Alois, Junior,

worked harder for two weeks than his father would have believed, but, the

the bad news. By mail. He?

W year at the Realschule in Passau, and would lw to take

camefirst effort spent, it was never iat flurry of hard

mr over again.

"1 wont go back," he told his father. "That school is full of stupid
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llnotsaidaword. Now, his

depression came down on hii

There was*flreat^eak0^tai^co®se.(TTfi^'had tilled ten inches

deep, laid the sprouters in shallow trenches and covered them lightly, each

seed piece a foot apart, each furrowed row two and a half feet apart. That

weeks of July, but the

aveidl^fleencounterod white grubs fflad wire worm, and already the earliest p^*^-

leaves were being attacked by aphids and flea beetles, ft waawoik, and

chronic problem. One could only dig one's a shallow depth or too

into weeding^edclearing,aid fertilizing, ^o^Tmarn 

■^ffvery day one had to keep up with the weeding Th^lrainago became a

i1 iusasters tbwe werefe-

Jan. 26 2004 02:56PM P5

Jan. 26 2004 01=30PM P&

the first weak of his return to Hafeld,

was fine; ccomplished alUhat in the

Yes/MfiadTivedwith what he knew the school news would be feFaft

ois had not rememberedjOQ well how much labor went work continued.
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many potato roots could be cut. Some days had to be spent then in carrying 

pail after pail of water from the well up the slope to the meadow. On one of 

water.

He gave his son a remarkable tongue-lashing that night, told him that

^pe was getting like his crazy mother. \ A year earlier, Alois would have given

m the kind of beating that leaves a scar on the heart, but the boy was big

now to give Alois pause. That, he had to decide in the days that

a^p^g^ieedges of any temporary agreement they^wde^fr

7
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^the worlTto be done that day. He was not acting tike a

■fe°rforttrez&t a job he did ix* likToften
before the last of

s/Alois, Jr. had disappeared. He was out riding with the goodthose

FROM JJMUDRDCRAFT

horse. Alois put Angela to work in his place, and all clay she carried the
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the-worifwas done, he would coax Alois into letting him finish early so he

could ride the good horse (whom h^nwned Ulan) up over the hill into

twilight.

'Phe trouble^ wasiha^Ate^Tiad too soft a palate under his hard bite. He

adored Alois, Jr. The boy was so attractive. Restless, prey to terrible moods

charming as Fanni when (fie wanted to be, and he moved as well as she-dkWt-

like his mother,(much too priddul, and 

would never go back to school^swiire^Hne^wasshit as

A~(s>
'l^was a wonder how quickly te<s«iiq^tc^municjatioTi with Ulan, That was a

horse! A sizable stallion and-Alois

way to the grounc^Aloi s Junior could saddle him up with all the eclat of a

to ride him. ltwas(along

prize cadet—the sort who used to promenade on the best streets of Vienna in

the boots that Alois had made fcr them, yes, all tfc back wha) he
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had so admired those well-turned-out young men with their handsome ladies.

It all came back to Alois, and the old, never-developed dream of finding an 

elegant and lovely young millinerjsc^at^and she^duidhave a shop wfeftr

^nesFliaSaMboots in all of the capital, a silly dream, but Alois, Jr. was so

much like those young officers, not yet fourteen |CK] striking young

man.

So, Alois could not quite (fetuse when Alois, Jr. would ask for an early

hour offse4hat Ulan_,cottM^5e“exerci9ed z And how the horse loved him! The

same horse that would paw the floor of his stall when Alois approached, an

evil grin, if ever, to show hisdlfe home teeth, no, the stallion did not like the

father, but like the father, was much taken with the son.
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quuutieii, Klam wa^ucituiniy pregnant? IThe-eetmted-rt^jl-up, m seven more

include^the three who were gone, anc^then how>

eight kidsfhad come out of him, yes, eight, if youmonths^there-wou

cooks and chambermaids1' That was what might

-were-

>regnant, he had agreed that all was possiblg dn't they also been

accounted for with

with Hans and Gebhardt and Hermann and Wolf? Maybe one of those
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boys and girls looking one suspicious bit like him might be moving around 

other side of his achievement. In the heat of July, in his farm-house up on 

c
Edmunq,. p3y January, there would

lived with peoples' faces in front of him, more faces than most people had to 

them a little money, a gift,^okeep the midwife happy. Who knew how many 

look at every day, but now it was the same faces and, he had to admit it, he

todays

AJRhis-was-differait^wrinsjwm.(Here, he was face to face with the

c (i

was feeling irritated^all-teo-oSen. He was bored. He was not used to facing

fellows was just as good a father, nein? With rare exceptions (like Fanny)

those women were not in a position to argue-£ba*^ enough{feet-he gave 

ool^ht five faces every meal, all the way from Klara to ’the hill, he

e was used to people; he had
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i V -^Fhe^Smwas another matter. He could take some pleasure in

Angela's work. For a twelve-year-old who had been putting cold cream on

her hands ever since she was eight—what a little city girl, so read}' to be

-fa. luf r k •'ft
spoiled!—now^hewas ahelpJ^hm^She was always currying the two

horses, and washing down the cow even when thal I’t need it.

Angela was deft at milking and even

hearty contentment in the full-gutted sound of the sov, when-she-was-feeF

Fct^was so large for a pig, a prize, yes, with a pink rosette tacked above

Lr-whe^effied^trfrate^tteh

-dirty-work, to take up a part of the slack.

the farm animals before carrying each portion to/^^srrparate piles of

And Klara told Alois that Angela was even good1 at separating the manure of

her stall,'the-tfSnze rosette from last summer befc the farm.
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Alois, Jr., came to join them at the beginning of July.

piece of good workfer a short period. He liked the horses, particularly the

pasture for the potatoes, the sprouting potatoes Klara iDought and stored in

the root cellar a week after arrival. Alois, Junior, worked harder for two 

worked the plow with the dray ho d helped: Alois turn up three acres of

a as if he had been bom understanding such crcatur^butbe-afeo

as good for riding, Alois, Jr. took to 

h«qo11 one Monany, January 2G. 2004 311SII7 PM

younger one fave years oIcT

weeks than his father would have believed, but, this first effort spent, it was

Z,
never again the same. Upon that flurry of hard labor came Ae bad news^S^- 

-nEtil. Junior had failed to pass over half of his cdurses in his year at the

Realschule in Passau, and would have to take those studies over again.

"I won't go back," he told his father. "That school is full of"Step?ri=- 

teachers/'^
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Yes, Afeis^Junior had lived with what he knew the school news

248

would be, lived with it for all of the first week of his return to Hafcld, and he

is father.
A^) S;

had not said a word. Depression came down on hw^i

There wasjiSPso much immediate work to do. They had tilled ten
I

inches deep, laid the sprouters in shallow trenches and covered them lightly,

J?—
much labor went into weeding, into clearing, into fertilizing. ffe-had-tetaHy-

dbrgotten^how many disasters were out there waiting for you. He

encountered white grubs and wire worm; and saw the earliest potato leaves

bsing-attacked'by aphids and flea beatles. Every day one had to

the weeding. Then, drainage became^ chrqnic problem. One could

dig irrigation canalsto^a shallow dcptlfOT^oomany potato roots could
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^shadlofrespent

from thgwell up the slope to the meadow. On one of those afternoons, Akasy

work in his place, and.alfedcy/^hecaiTied the water.

ion't even have that excuse.

intelligent. And so are

you, but yeu-are-

■pause./Thatjhe had to decide in the days that followed, was ^mistake in his

own

was not ready, o&mayWeven a little afraid of him. Thereafter, Alo, Jr.

C s'

judgment. He should have struek-ftim/Now, Junior knew his father

^leaves a scar on the heart, but the boy was big enough by now^-te^gtveAters
e
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Your mother rr

^14-V'

disappeared. He was out riding with the good horse. Alois put Angela to

worked at feffiarterfTheedges of any agreement they came to on the work to

He gave his son a-remerkabl^fongue-lashilng that night, told him that

uQ. <___ _______ _____ 4 ,

wchFstufijn^etirseOndAvhat is the result? The

La ,^-e ? * I "------------- y,
k eve

worst! VA. year earlier, Alois would have given him tlie-KfrxTof beating^that-

ing pail after pail ofatfater
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be done that day. He was not acting like a farmer's son. He could have been

-already-named Ulan) up/bver the hill into twilight.

into letting him finish early 30 he conld ride

sundown,(before tHelastofthe day's effort was dpne, he would coax Alois

ffd at a job he did not like. Often, befere->any lazy city boy doin^labo

The trouble, Alois told himself, was that as a father, he had too soft a

palate underjri^hard bite. He adored Alois, Jr. The l>oy was so attractive.

Restless, yes, prey to terrible moods like his mother, yes, much too prideful,

and now he was in full flight from ^ptinuing^S education. Probably he

would never go back to school ret, he wa s as charming as Fanni

whenever he wanted to be, and he-rnoved-as^vellWshe used to move. It

was a wonder how quickly Alo had set=upd^^QjgnBaicftrion witlfuian.

That was a horse! Arsizable stallion. Alois tead=even hesitated to ride him

It was truly a long way to the ground for a heavy man! But Alois Junior
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could saddle him up1 with all the eclat of a prize cadet—the sort who used to

lois had madefto-

yes, all the way back then when he had so adnuredihose well-tumed-

promenade on the best streets of Vienna ittH te boots

•offindi

ic and she could have a shop that-sold- 

ts-in-alto^the capital, a silly dream, but Alois, Jr.

was-ssfmuch like those young officers,/net-yet fourteeirfe^-^n  ̂already a

<zl(
out young men^wtth-theirhan^some-ladics? It came back to Alois,

milliner, that-dream-as-well-wher<

striking young man. Not at all^fewiy-looking like Adolf or tiny Edmund.

So, Alois could not bring himself to refuse when Alois, Jr. would ask

for (8ttiarij3 hour off. Ulan, after all, had to be exercis ed. And how the 

horse loved Atol- The same heps^that would paw the floor of his stall when

Alois approached, an evil grin, if ever, to show to
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horses to carry their trunks, valises, packing crates and packages over the last

thirty miles to Hafeld.

This portion of the trip lasted from noon to dark, but the day had been

warm, and Alois, to everyone's surprise, entertained the children with one

song after another—his voice was rich, and Klara, who had a clear delicate

soprano, would join him when she knew the words. Alois was in a rare

mood. Keeping it to himself, he was proud at his skill with the horses and

wagon. Having done so little of that in decades, he had almost hired a

driver, but given his oncoming responsibilities as a farmer, felt it incumbent

to take on the project himself.

The previous owner had—as was local custom—stocked each

fireplace, and so the rooms, before long, were warm. What with some bread

and sausage, plus a carefully packed jar of split pea soup, they had enough to

eat and went to bed more happily than not. Alois would spend his next day

with them before driving the^wagonback to Linz.

That first night, however, Alois was ready to establish a little

connubial investiture of the premises as well, and by the light of the gas lamp

in their bedroom, he could see that Klara looked jn fine color, not pale at all,

and said as much only to hear her laugh in true merriment.

"You, too, Uncle," she said. "Your nose is ver/ red from the sun."



FROM :MAILER

front jmrerdm* FeX 71H-S2M7B2 Voia>: 71M5MB92

FAX NO. :5084872136
To: Honrw,

Feb. 16 2004 04:58PM P29
Papa 3 of 16 Monday. January 26. 2004 3111146 P^1

Book 3 temp fax copy 1/26/04 SECOND PASS 239

"All," he said, "you are still calling me Uncle. Soon, it's ten years that

we are married and stilt what am I to you? Uncle Alois? Do you mean Old

Uncle Alois? That is a disgrace."

"No," she said, "we are all very proud of you. Today, so much. You

did it all. And so well. Something you never di<4 before."

"Well, I can do a lot of things you do not know. I am never so simple

as you think."

"I do not think you are simple," she said, "no, that I do not think."

"Yes, you can tell me. What do you think, my little Hece?"

It was not often that she was ready to speak to him so directly, but on

this night, a most special night, after all, she said, "I wonder why you never

tell me that you love me."

"Maybe," he replied, "it is because you still call me'&fricle.'"

To his astonishment, her answer was the nearest she had ever come to

speaking in a manner that most certainly belonged to other kinds of women,

not her. "Maybe I call you Uncle," she said, "because you are such a big,

healthy fellow of ani/ricle."

He was not about to pass this by. The Hound was

straining on the leash. Alois' voice was heavy. "How would you know what

is the size of a healthy fellow?" he asked.
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"I do not know. But I am free to guess. You aie a very big Mncle."

That was all it took to make her pregnant. He was excited enough to

take her by the side of the bed, both of them standing, half-dressed, and then

he took her again in bed. He was full of love—for himself, first, and Ins

prowess—such a fine power at his age—and then he felt some love for her to

some degree—plus a good deal of love for the farm. I t was a beautiful piece

of land. He even took pleasure in the thought of coming a little closer to his

children, which is to say, he had an image of kids working along with him in

the fields, doing what, he hardly could say, he was about to fall asleep and

now thought of summer bees searching the meadows. He was unusually

delighted with how much power had been in his loins on this night. To have

it all there, just when he had begun to wonder.

He even held Klara in his arms, which was hardly his habit, and when

he woke up to honor the^s^^f^bladder, he almost kicked over the

chamber pot. In the dark, what with his unfamiliarity with a new bedroom,

he was stumbling around, and Klara was giggling. Then, she wrapped her

arms around him as he came back to bed. "I am happy," she said. "I think

this will be the place for us."

"Silence!" he growled. "Don't be a goose! One does not make silly

predictions!" Yes, he could feel the earth of the farm, all those nine acres to
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with nothing but its evil ears?

the rear oEtheir bedroom /andfelt just assuperstitious as any of the peasants

of his childhood. A person should not be as ready as Klara to speak out with

good feelings to/®^ empty night air. Not aloud! How empty was it, after

all? Who knew what Haek spirit might be about, there to listen to you, there

In the morning, she could sense his impatience to be done with the

unpacking. It was obvious. He wanted to go out and walk his grounds. So,

she took over the larger part of the immediate tasks while he gave the

children a tour of the bam, all three huddled close to liim now before the

animal immanence of the two horses, the cow, and the prize sow that had

been part of the purchase price. Those animals were huge to the children,

and close to overpowering them with the fetid statement of their odor, all

Adi's handJ/e&renjeyedtharalriiusTasTTTnc^^

Now, Alois told them to go back to the house and help their mother.

In the afternoon, he would, he promised, teach them how to milk the cow,

feed the pig, and curry the horse, not to mention the hen house and the eggs,

but for now it was their good mother who needed them.

three, Angela, twelve; Adi, now close to six, and Edmund, not yet

sfnd a fine toddler. Edmund hugged Adi. He loved to walk with his hand in
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He wanted to walk his lands alone. He had more than a few decisions

to take. So, once again, he studied the condition of the orchard. When he

had seen it last, there was more than a little snow on the ground, but he had

been able to determine that the trunks of the walnut trees looked healthy, and

the bare branches appeared to have integrity, strong, reasonably straight, and

not too many tortured shapes to suggest the aftermath of crazy storms/

In truth, he realized now, hehad hardly studied the place before

buying it. Enough that the price, comparatively, was not too high, and the

house and the view were the best he had found. No, he could not manage to

keep spending full days in travel out from Linz. This place was enough. In

his work, after all, he had had to be good at making quick decisions. You

could not examine in complete professional detail every traveler who might

have something wrong about him, no, you made your choices on the spot.

He had been good at that.

All the same, he was not so much at ease with his purchase as he had

anticipated. Walking the meadows and the one small hill of his new

domain, the land was less extensive than he rememtered, no larger, really,

than what it was, nine acres, a good-sized parade-field. On the other hand, it

was small enough to encourage him to do a little more farming than he had

anticipated. Three or four of those acres would make a decent but
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i
manageable potato field. Should he give another) acre to beets? Could he

plant this year? That would be the question. He could not get going until

the end of June, the beginning of July, but Alois, Jr. would be back here then

from Passau, his school year finished, and, yes, mayl>e they could take on

some late plowing, maybe get some planting done.

All the while, his true disappointment canie back to him. He must

recognize—once again—that he could not cultivate his bees, not this

summer. The brunt of the project would have to wait until next spring. A

season «Hhat-beftutiful efrart-by-the bees began in April and hardly

lastcd^ftlfy€ar=-Ap^into September. He had to lie there at the

beginning. He must wait. All right, he would have nine months now to

prepare, counting at least from the time when he would be back here again,

permanently, in June, late June, and an unexpected and most unpleasant

shiver of anticipation came to him at this thought. Did he know what he was

doing? Such a bad thought! He forced it back. He had been in control of his

feelings since he was ten years old, and he was not preparing to(go/s0§fnow.
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itnught be called‘mixed male parentage, very

By July, much was different What with Klara pregnant,
[Az c^-C^
&ercpWeufttt5e^rtseveii more months, [a total of eighrtddswho had come

(y^2. ^^2.
out<oFHirn^§ei^it, if you include the three who were gone, atwf/ff he

much mixed. Yes, when one of them told him she was pregnant, he had 

agreed that-efi was possible. He could be theXather, but then, 

exceptions (like Fanny) those women were not in, a position to argue

hadn't they also been with Hans and Gebhardt and Hermann and Wolf?

-^^^he-one-eFfrrose-feffdws-}^^ eFr-netn? With rare

2C gift JfiQis-say? to keep ihe midwife happy. Who knew hewnnany-boys-and-—?

icrotts-birlike trim jnight be moving around-teday-frr

nwedhamonetowrrorrtfte'liiie betw^n Ausliia and GenaaeyT1- . ,

that-was-so-far away from Ids own situation--HereHie~Was
TZu^^Ly -

face to face with the other side of his achievement. ^J^the heat of July, in his

Td WUeZlGT t>002 92 -UEf- 9£T2iai7S0S: ’GN Xb'd aaiitw: woyj
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farm-house up on the hill, he had to ioo^^etbe^wantefth^BS’, at five

faces every meal, alHiu^ay from Klara/foEdiiund, sixteen months old and

walking, even talking. By January, there would be another. He was used to

people; bp hnd liwdwith peoples’ faces in front of him, more faces than most

people had to^£t^ve^day^ but now it was the same mugs and, he had to

admit it, he was^ffitte-iiritatod. jllcrwas not used to facing

problems' of suchdittte-tfrti iiisicrinterest-a&^o whether Edmund had just come

up with another word or was gurgling as usual, blobs of sound, not words,

Managing the farm was another matter. He could take ^om/pleasure

in Angela's work. For a twelve-year-old who had been putting cold cream on 

her hands ever since she was eight—what a little city girl, ready to be

spoiled! tow, to his surprise, she was a help. She was always currying the

two horses, and washing down the cow even when that hefty lady didn't need

Angela was deft at milking and got Adolf and even Edmund to laugh at

the hearty contentment in the full-gutted sound of the sow every time they

approached with food. Rosig was »large for a pig,(a prize^sTwith a pink

rosette tacked above her stall, an old prize rosette from last summer before
coz/ A-’,<

^A^Vi°^edthefarm' By next summer,wheniH^asnM^rrtopoFt&,
to^pafe)fe-^15cal competition.

Alois that Angela was esw good at separating the manure of the farm
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animals before carrying each portion to separate piles of collection. Why?

Because she thought, "My father would want it that way. Nice and neat.

he would fefe following-her, his nose up to heaven in horror, but carrying a 

second steppail nonetheless.

<fflois, Jr., came to join them at the beginning of Ju)y. rFor a short 

period, he a<

such ereatafesr

[bis ^ftolpThree acres ofplow with the dray horse, and

(routing potatoes Klara bought and stored in

the root cellar a week after her arrival. Alois, Junior, worked harder for two

would have to take those studies over agam.

wctetd

Page 3 oM 1 Tuesday, January 27, 2UU4

weeks than his father would have believed, buhr^nsmst effort-apettytHvatr-/
yczu.1^^-

^rever-agam-the-samer-J JpofTthat flurry of hard labor eapw^Sad news by^nail,

Juniei' had failed to pass over half of his coursesaH-hrs/year at the Realschule, 

She even succeeded in getting Adi to take up a part of the slack. While he

Sd WW6£:0T t?002 88 'uer 9£TZ<!.8t780S: UN Xtld aaiibw:
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'I won't go back," he told his father. "That school is full of teachers so

fcrwrren^e; sorFghd his-fathersaid a word.

Hours had to be spent Ufehasdly-any

ffiore-th&n carrying pail after pail of well water up the slope to the meadow.

On one of those afternoons, Junior-^Sfl disappeared. He was out riding with U f

woad

Pefhftps-Aleis-hfi4;forgotten how much labor

went into weeding, into clearing, into fertilizing^It aft began to come back—

just how many disasters werejx5ut there waiting for you. He encountered 

P«g9 4cH1 TuBOday. January 2'1. Z0U4 grZ&ZS

Thertrwa^so much immediate workjo-de.; They had tilled ten inches

deep^EHlhejsprouters£tTshallow trencheTandcoveredthem lightly, each <

irrigation canal&do no more depth than a few inchesor ftU too JEanypotato

roots eeuld-be slashed by the 

white grubs and wire worms, asd saw the earliest potato leaves nibbled into

jP-l* <&eK
ext to-nothiag by aphids and flea beatles. Every day one had to return to

the weeding. Then, drainage became the ejrronic. problem. CtaecoulcTdig 

stupid we laugh at them."

Yes, Alo had ftved(^itEwhat he knew the school news would be, 

weektof his return to Hafeld, andftt had notlived with it for all of th

o and a half feet <w‘

£d HU6£:0T t?002 32 'UBf 9£T218t780S: ’ON XUd =S~I I on;
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-thegood-hoFse. Alois put Angela to work in his place, and alLthat-aftcrnooir- 

sHTcarriedThFwater.

^ven have that excuse, i&^'mother might have been out of her head^ at-lhe

-end, but she was alsrxintelligent. And so are you, Wvvith one big

it
He gave his son a memorable tongue-lashing that night^teH4^rttrat

s-vetymuch like&S^crazy mother. '"ISut, no," he added, “you-dontt 

The worst! Foul laziness!" A year earlier, Alois would have given him a

geed beating, exactly the apocalyptic lastdThat leaves a scar on the heart, but
the boy was bigjeabug&ffi now, and just wild enough in the eyes/logive

Alois pause. So, he did not strike him. That, he had to decide in the days

thftt-jfollowed, was a grave mistake jnffcypidgment. He should have given

him one hell of a wallop. Now, Junior knew his father was not ready;

city@^doing summer labor at a job he did not like. Often, short of 

------------------------------ C

a fanner's son. He could havtTbeen ariylta

sundown, before the last of the day's effort was done, he would coax Alois

into letting hintgefe^oa Ulan for a ride over the; hill intoftwilight.

Pd W«0V:0T t700c 82 -uef 9ZT2i8i?80S: 'ON X8d HBUtJW: uoyd
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idmevcr-gt^

rhe was as charming as Fanni

The trouble, Alois told himself, was that as a fatherThehad too soft a

palate unde<the hard bite.

whenever he wanted to txi, aad-reminded Alois of how well she used to

adoredAlois, Jrj^The boy was so attractive.

Restless, yes, prey to tenable moods like his mother, yes, much too prideful,

and now he wasfin full flight from educatio^. Frobablyhu

way to ihe ground for a heavy man! But Alois Junior couldwas

move. It was a wonder how quickly Alo had gotten on good terms with 5 -

isffiesitated to ride him. It

saddle him up with all tlie eclat of a prize cadet—the sort who used to

promenade on the best streets of Vienna wearing the boots that £00^?

"ali the way back then when he had so

admired those well-tumed-out young men. lFafr«tme4>aelete-Mois^fh@s®—

and lovely young milliner, so that he-afid-sh&dould have a shop where they

jzxf young officers promenading with their handsome ladies, while he as a very- ->

.yoHng in rtre dreairr that he wuuld~Qnd gn elegant

the finest hats and most exceptional boots to be found in allwould

tg-WHfteen,’[CK] was-

uoad
Sd WU0t?:0T t?002 8c ’uer 9£T2Z8t?80S: 'ON XWd yaiiow:
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So, Alois could not bring himself to refuse when Alois, Jr. would ask

for hour off. Ulan, after all, had to be exercised. And hew the horse

love^t him! The same btiast that would paw the floor of his stall when Alois
«

approacheff/an-cvil grin,-i£ever, to show those large horae^eeth^a^ was

stating it most-deal^—IJlaat@~ndt like the father, but Withe futhof,0V5s

much taken with the son.
Cf 4/ '<?•>£>

9d WB0f.-0l t700g 8c 9£TZ<L8t780S: ’ON Xbd aanbu: nodd
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between them seemed to quiver. Edmund, pale, pasty-faced, lip-dribbling

Edmund began to cry.

id quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered thetable, Alois

plates for washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to sit at the table, speechless,

be silent into a species of reverenc^toward himself that would be ready te

^gather the funds of new intent.

That night, Alois could not sleep and by the end of the next afternoon,

he quit work earlyaftdfwenfto the only tavern in the area, a mile away at

Fischlham.
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That provided a solution. Klara cetdd-now(pick him up and leave the

poised within thftjSflence, gravely poised, as if he had converted the order to

Jaru , 29.2004 10:46AM Pl
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By July, much was different for Alois. ^(6nTexample,@Wwas

most definitely pregnant. In seven more months, if the baby was bom
L i/v C

—-vschedute, there would be a total of eight kids who had come into existence

• because of him, eight, if you include the three who^were gone. Of course, if
j5?»-Txjy &

he so desired, he could add jBFalHht? kinder not exactly accounted for—s©-

m.qny/f-ooks and chambermaids who had-getten-inte^hat might be called

mixed male parentage, very much mixed. Yes, when one of them told him

she was pregnant, he had agreed that it was possible. He could be the true

father, but then, hadn't she also been with Hans and Gebhardt and Hermann

and Wolf? With rare exceptions (like Fanny) those women were not in a

position to argue who was the true father. It was usually acceptable if he

gave them a gift<.^3T4o keep the midwife happy?

Here in Hafeld, he was face to face with the other side of his

achievement. Through the heat of July, in his farm-house up on the hill, he

had to look at five faces every meal, from Klara down to Edmund, sixteen

months old and walking, even talking. And by January, there would be
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another. He was used to living with peoples' faces in front of him, more

faces than most people had to meet up with every day, but now it was always

the same mugs. He was not used to living with such questions as whether

Edmund, for example, had come up with a new word or howas just gurgling

as usual, blobs of sound, nc>^ real words.

Managing the farm was another matter. He could take pleasure in

Angela's work. For a twelve-year-old who had been putting cold cream on

her hands ever since she was eight—a little city girl, ready to be spoiled!—S’C-c. <■****

New, to his surprise, wo?-a help. She was always currying the two

horses, and washing down the cow even when that hefty lady didn't need

another bath. Moreover, Angela was deft at milking and got Adolf and even

Edmund to laugh at the hearty contentment to be heard in the full-gutted

sound of the sow every time they approached with fool Rosig was large for

a pig, even a prize pig, yes, happy in her smelly^dFwallow with a pink

rosette tacked above her stall, an old prize rosette from the summer before

they came to the farm. By next summer, when all this new work wasn't

weighing on top of them and there might be a little time, Angela wanted to
ye-f/

prepare Rosig again for local competition Tk&igH Afeis flecided/was a
ClXm. fa

prize. l^lara evm tnld-AlnifUhat Angela was good at-ireporating (lhelnanure

of the farm animals before ^ewrymg'each portion^a different pikfer^
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collection: Why? Because she thought, "My father would want it that way.

Nice and neat." She even succeeded in getting Adi to take up a part of the

slack. While he could be counted on to throw a tantrum, Angela would ride

it out. Then he would follow her, his nose up to heaven in horror, but 

carrying a second manure pail nonetheless.

His school year over in Passau, Alois, Jr., yame to join them at the

beginnmg of July. For a short period, he-behavod like a tfuo ungel-ef-geod
ctS /? t f Lcl/

werkr-Hg was splendid with the horses, particularly the younger one, Ulan, a
'('/ UM.? t**-» » Al

stallion five years old. WtritenAk/took to the saddle, ho was ready also for ’
----------------

a quick canter bareback up the hill and,down, accompanied by full

screams of excitement from Angela and Adi. Bsrhealso seemed content to

work the plow with the dray horse, Graubart, and proved much help tb-Atets

as they Aimed up three acres of pasture for the potatoes, the same sprouting

potatoes Klara had bought and stored in the root cellar a week after her

arrival. Alois, Junior, worked harder for those two weeks than his father

would have believed. Then, this splendid flurry of hard labor was cursed by

bad news. A letter came from Passau. Alo had failed to pass half of his

courses at the Realschule this last semester, and would have to take such

studies over again.
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beginning. Now, Alois was facing-^Jheother labor that went into weeding,

into clearing, fmtofertilizing? Bad memoriesjb^gan to eonaefback. Haa?

-manydisasters might yet be out there waiting for hinX H^encountered

white grubs and wire worms, saw the earliest potato leaves nibbled into

”1 won’t go back," he told his father. "That school is full of teachers so

stupid we laugh at them."

Yes, Alo must have been living with what he knew the school news

would bring, living with it for all of these two weeks, and he had not said a

word, geW just kept working as hard as he could. They had tilled ten

inches deep into the three acres, laid the seed potatoes in shallow

trenches and covered them lightly, each of the sprouters a foot apart, each

row of furrow two and a half feet away from the next, but that^/as/5nlythe

green lace by aphids and flea beatles. Every day one had to return to the

weeding. Then, drainage became the ongoing problem. One had had to dig

the irrigation canals to no more depth than a few inches, or too many potato

roots vjduld be slashed by the hoe or the shovel. Hours had to be spent now

carrying pail after pail of well water up the slope to the meadow. On one

of those afternoons, Junior disappeared. He was out riding Ulan. Alois put

Angela to work in his stead, and for the rest of the working day, she carried

the water.
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That night, he gave his son a memorable tongue-lashing. "You are,"

he said, "very much like your crazy mother. Except with you, it is worse.

You have no excuse. By the end, your mother might have been out of her

head, but she was always intelligent and hard-working. Unlike her, you are

lazy. To mix your intelligence with such laziness? The worst! Foul

laziness!" If the episode had happened even a year earlier, Alois would have

given him a beating, exactly the apocalyptic variety that leaves a scar on the

heart, but now the boy was big, and jfe# wild enough in the eyes to gwe
lA<4;>

Alois pause. So, he did not strike him. That, he had to decide in the days

winch followed, was a mistake. He should have of a

wallop. Now, Junior knew his father wasigoTreadyJmaybe even a little

afraid of him. Thereafter, Alo, Jr. worked at chipping away at the edges of

his work. He was not feting like a farmer's son, more like some

'ysttangg boy from the city doing summer labor at a job he did not like. Often,

short of sundown, ^before the last of the day's effort was done, he would coax

Alois into letting him take Ulan for a ride over the hill into the twilight.

The trouble, Alois told himself, was that as a father, he was false. He

had too soft a palate under all the hard bite. The .truth was that he adored

Alois, Jr. The boy was so attractive. Restless, yes, prey to terrible moods

like his mother, much too prideful, and at present^w^in full flight from
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education, yet he was (ascharming as Fanni wheng«d he chose to be. He

reminded Alois of how well she used to move. K-was-a-woMeij4oVrqnlckly
A. klL2>
Km/? ^**4 /
Afe(fiadgotten on good terms with the stallion. Alois himself hesitated to

ride him. It was truly a long way to the ground for a heavy manl But Alois

Junior could saddle up with all the eclat of a prize cadet—the sort who used

to promenade on the best streets of Vienna wearing the boots that Alois had

made for cadets in those years, all the way back then when he had so

admired those well-tumed-out young men. Memories came back of those

young officers promenading with their handsome ladies, while he, the

aprentice, had dreamed of finding an elegant and lovely young millineyiJW-

■ two would have a shop ^here only the finest hats and most exceptional boots

Itoho found in-all of tfae-gapitaj-weee^forsale, a stupid dream, but now his

young son remindeed him of those cadets. Such a striking young man. He

was not at all like Adolf, full of hysterical temper, or tiny Edmund, full of

snots.

So, Alois could not bring himself to refuse when Alois, Jr. would ask

for an hour off. Ulan, after all, had to be exercised. ?\nd the horse did love

him! The same beast Aat would paw the floor of his stall when Alois

approached, showing his large horse teeth in aiy^vil gnn, might just as well
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have been stating that he did not like the father, but was much taken with the

son.
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By.Tuly,much was different) X^hat with Klara ^regnan^he-cuirid
ijZ. G .jgg-t

expect4hatjn7even more months, pEcre wouldbe atoral of eight kids who

had come into existence because of him,^eS eight, if you include the three

who were gone. Of course, if he so desired, he could add in all the kinder not

exactly accounted for—so many cooks and chambermaids who had%one tn

■fer what might be called mixed male parentage, very much mixed. Yes,

when one of them told him she was pregnant, he had agreed that it was

possible. He could be the true father, but then, hadn't^JfeyLalso been with

Hans and Gebhardt and Hermann and Wolf? With rare exceptions (like

Fanny) those women were not in a position to argue who was the true father.

It was usually acceptable if he gave them a gift tskeep- the midwife happy.

Here in Hafeld, ^gwevci^ he was face to face with the other side of his

ly January, there would be another.

achievement. Through the heat of July, in his farm-house up on the hili, he

had to look at five faces every meal, from Klara down to Edmund^sixteen

months old and walking, even talking.

He was used to living with peoples' faces in front of him, more faces than
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questions as whether

of sound, nol/words.

Managing the farm was another matter. He could take pleasure in

most people had to meet up with every day, but now it wasfihesame mugs,

td4o=adFmt3, he was not used to fa,©ing>$u

ome up with another word or wa^gitgling as usual, blobsEdmundJha

Angela's work. For a twelve-year-old who had been putting cold cream on 

her hands ever since she was eight—a little city girl, ready to be spoiled!

Now, to his surprise, she was a help. She was always currying the two 

horses, and washing down the cow even when that hefty lady didn't need

another bath/Angela was deft at milking and got Adolf and even Edmund to 

laugh at the hearty contentment in the fuU-gutted sound of the sow every time

summer before they

prepare Rosi^ again for local competition. The ohild>waa th^pnzeT^lara

they approached with food. Rosig was large for a pig, even a prize pig, *

with a pmkTosette tacked above her stall, an old prize rosette from

J tty
le farm. By next summer, when all the new 

work wasn't Zn top of them and there might betume^ Angela wanted to 

animals before carrying each portion to

even told Alois that Angela was good at separating the manure of the farm 

Because she thought, "My father would want it that way. Nice and neat."

She even succeeded in getting Adi to take up a part of the slack. While he



FROM :MA ILER
From'imuortcran 1-rnc HM2a-3?IP Volo: 71 <HT.<MX»2

FAX NO. :5084872136
Tn’ Klnvrmn

Jan. 28 2004 02:52PM P5
Pn«o3of12 Wndnesdny, .laniwy 2B, 2004 1 LOADS A**1

Book 3 temp fax copy 1/28/04 246

could be counted on to throw a tantrum, Angela would ride it out. Then he

would follow her, his nose up to heaven in horror, but carrying a second 

manure pail nonetheless.

His school year over in Passau, Alois, Jr., came to join them at the

beginning of July. For a short period, he behaved like a true piece of good 

work. He was splendid with the horses, particularly the younger one, Ulan, a

stallion five years old. While Alo took to nding^S4flic-had-heen-bnnrta4be

'cadyftbr the joy of a quick canter bareback up the hill saddle; he wa;

and down,l^W’accompanied by full screams of excitement from Angela and

Adi. But he also readyfto work the plow with the dray horse, Graubart, and 

much help to Alois as they turned up three acres of pasture for the potatoes, 

the same sprouting potatoes Klara had bought and stored in the root cellar a 

week after her arrival. Alois, Junior, worked harder foi/two weeks than his 

bad newsjjy Ictterrifom Passau. Alo had failed to pass half of his courses

over

father would have believed  ̂W^hM01urryofhardlab()r was S&eS cursed by 

again.

"I won't go back," he told his father. "That school is full of teachers so 

stupid we laugh at them."
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it for all of these two week;bring,

two and a half feet away from the nc

into

became the ongoing problem. One hacVtodig the irrigation canals to no

more depth than a few inches, or too many potato roots could be slashed by

the hoe or the shovel. Hours had to be spcnVmcarrying pail after pail of well

water up the slope to the meadow. On one of those afternoons, Junior

worms, saw the earliest potato leaves nibbled into green lace by aphids and

flea beatles. Every day one had to return to the weeding. Then, drainage

Yes, Alo hadsbeSTTEang with what he knew the school news would

his return to andfhad

not said a word. Thererhad been su much- work. (Theyliad tillecHen'mcKes

deep into the three acres, had laid the seed potatoes in shallow trenches and

covered them lightly, each of the sprouters a foot apart, each row of furrow

clearing, into fertilizing ^egan tocomc bac^>mt how many disasters

cQuldCbe out there waitingforWt. He encountered white grubs and wire

disappeared. He was out riding Ulan. Alois put Angela to work in his

r~^tplacc, and for the rest of the working day, she carried the water.

^J^aveHTsonamemorable tongue-lashing ftiaMught "Youare," he
., „ ' , ...

said, very much like your crazy mother. Dut, no,” lie added, Tit is worseC

You have that excuse. By the end, your mother might have been out
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of her head, but she was always intelligent, And se-ere^eu-AVilh uue big’

4ifferenee^-¥rnx^re lazy. Mu^hOigenc^with laziness? The worst!

Foul laziness!" A^reariiSTAlois would have given him a beating,

exactly the apocalyptic variety that leaves a scar on the heart, butrthe boy was

big, and just wild enough in the eyes to give Alois pause. So, he did not

strike him. That, he had to decide in the days which followed, was a ^a^fe

mistake. He should have given him one hell of a wallop. Now, Junior knew

his father was not ready, maybe even a little afraid of him. Thereafter, Alo,

Jr. worked at chipping away at the edges of his time at work. He was not
I c

acting like a farmer's son^ He-could'have becn-any strange boy from the city

doing summer labor at a job he did not like. Often, short of sundown, before

the last of the day's effort was done, he would coax Alois into letting him

take Ulan for a ride over the hill into the twilight.

The trouble, Alois told himself, was that as a father, he was false. He

had too soft a palate under all the hard bite. The truth was that he adored

Alois, Jr. The boy was so attractive. Restless, yes, prey to terrible moods

like his mother, jSal much too prideful, and at present he was in full flight

from education, yet he was as charming as Fanni whenever he Rented to be.

He reminded Alois of how well she used to move. It was a wonder how

quickly Alo had gotten on good terms with the stallion. Alois himself
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hesitated to ride him. It was truly a long way to the ground for a heavy man!

But Alois Junior could saddlejnri?up with all the eclat of a prize cadet—the

sort who used to promenade on the best streets of Vienna wearing the boots

that Alois had made forJ&i cadets in those years, all the way back then when

he had so admired those well-tumed-out young men. Memories came back

of those young officers promenading with their handsome ladies, while he;
*<■ z
/Had dreamed of finding an elegant and lovely young milliner, -so^haffhc two

I

iS^em-eeufil have a shop where they-would present only the finest hats and

most exceptional boots to be found in all of the capital^ stupid dream, but

now his young son was-HWehdikeffiosTcadets, already a striking young
l<4e. kX/ a U Ate A

man. Nbbat-afidikfrAdeJf, full ofhystcricaHemper, or tiny Edmund, full of

snots.

So, Alois could not bring himself to refuse when Alois, Jr. would ask

for an hour off. Ulan, after all, had to be exercised. And the horse did love

him! The same beast that would paw the floor of his stall when Alois

approached, showing his large horse teeth in an evil grin, might just as well

have been stating that he did not like the father, but was much taken with the

son.
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On one warm evening in August, Alo went too-far. (fhiiTtime wns-

'-&JZ

Klara was tfeUwsttoT^mfuriatcd. Alo was ready foi there dinner, but

Angela was not. She was still back in the bam currying Ulan's wet hide after

Alo's^gallopback from the woods and^walk-down hfij-gave-theJwse-frrat

was neither long enough nor slow enough to allow the o cool down.

Klara could not believe it It was one of the few times in their marriage 

when she spoke sharply to her husband. J^^as no wicIeT^w. "You 

allowed Alo r44e4hfcheEse-aftd leave the dirty work to Angela? That is

nrvi -rirvVi* If
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"Angela likes wiping Ulan down," said Alo. “ fQ CO?

I may not know horses so much^said Klara, "but J knew-enougtno' f

say that he who rides a horse has his duty to it(jThe horse sees the difference.

^ven if you don't."

less than zero.

Silence!" said Alois. "You will keep your mouth shut for the rest of

the meal. Not won}/

"You know nothing about horses," said Alo, "nothing. Ten degrees

"Yessir."

The boy did know how to chip away at the edges} HadTje^us^ebeyed-

k.
l^mjoTdisobeyed^iiffl?' "I told you," said Alois, "You will be silent for the

rest of the meal."
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"Come back," said Alois, "come back, sit down, and be silent. Not a

word."

There was a pause, and then he did come back, but in the pause was a 

new message. Ifrwas-asTAie-was-sayingA^dy-this-iMie-is-yours^'

They finished the meal in silence. Angela came in, flushed from the 

currying, started to speak, and then did not. She sat down, her face still 

moist from the quick wash she had taken with the dipper, and put her face to 

the food. Adi, sitting next to her,^was now living in the fear that he would

wet himself, /tad Klar^afe^owIyTpausing often with her spoon in the air.

She was filled with an unruly desire to upbraid Alo, Junior onee again and,
kt-* y/
.—------------ ------------ ''CU. vi,

4^s,^pbraid her own Alois as well. She said nothing, however. She/could

hardly dare. To interfere with two men ffilfragewas unknown territory to 

her. As- for the husband and-stepson,^t was true that by now neither could
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speak. The^ge4haUived-iOie space between them wan too groat. <-)

Edmund, pale, pasty-faced, lip-dribbling Edmund began to cry.

That provided a solution. Klara could now pick him up and leave the 

table, Alois could rise and quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered the 

plates for washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to sit al the table, speechless, 

poised within the silence, gravely poised, as if he weftpsittiftg-itt-reverenee.

toward liimsel^-gathcriagdfietunds of new intent.

That night, Alois could not sleep and by the end of the next afternoon,

he quit work early and went to the only tavern in the area, a mile away at

Fischlhaiw-
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Tt? infuriate^foBfc- The bey was dinner, but Angela was not. She was S'/vzZ’

ara wbe was

back in the bam currying Ulan's wet hide after^^allop back from the woods

/ve^>e<ye.

and a walk-downXhattvas neitherhng enough npr slow enough to allow the

-staHton to cool down. Klara could not believe it., It was one of the few times

I *7
in the- marriage when she spoke sharply to her husband asif^e was no uncle

now. "You let (AlozrfdL tire horse and leave the/vork to Angela? That is

certainly not right."

ng-St=kind-ofTTOfte^d^Tr' said Alo.'Angela likes (String

id WW0t^:0T PB02 82 'uef 9£ZT2i8t780S: ’ON XUd aailtJH: nQyd
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"W15 may not know horses fehnuch," jsaid Klara, "buSoTO^to 

say that he who rides a horse has>duty to 

difference even if you don't."

"You know nothmg about horses," said Alp, "nothing. Ten degrees
I

less than zero."

q
"Silence!" said Alois. "You-arc sjtill a whelp. You will keep your

mouth shut for the rest of the meal."'"' r

"Yessir."

and disobeyed him'yifflji4he«aise=we^ '^essh^uu-sayio-merj-tell-you:' -

■^i-lonee—Stteirce-for the rest of the meal.

Alois, Jr., stood up and left the table.

"Come back," said Alois, "come back, sit c|own, and be silent. Not a 

word."

woaj
8d WbTf:0T t700S 82 -uer 9£T2Z8t780S: ’ON Xbd 331Ibn;



frnm jmwonkmH Fax". 71M24-3702 Vdw 71MSMS32

Book 3 temp fax copy 1/27/04

Pago Idem luuuduy, January 27. 200P 3:20^^

253

■ There was a pause, and then he did come back, but in the pause was

ffie-bggfflfra^ef a new message. It was as if he was saying, "^Sa^neis

4( _ ....
yourst, btrt4afe^hor»wiU hg-ethere^

They finished the meal in silence. Angela came in, flushed from the 

currying, started to speak, and then did not. -frrstead^he sat down, her face 

still moist from the quick wash she had taken with the dipper, and put her 

Klara a^e"slowly, pausing sometimes with her spoon in the air. She was 

face to the food. Adi-was excited QneUjj^m~the fea^hewould wet himselp'

filled with the unruly desire to keep speaking, teJupbraid Alo, Junior,

‘ ‘A

-semewhafanere, and, yes, upbraid her own Alois; as well. So, $ie said 

nothing^ /She could hardly dare, fr/was unknown territory to her. As for

the husband and stepson, it was jjjrebftb^ true that by now neither could 

•eater eveft-tharrthespeak. The rage that lived in the space

6d WUrtPlBT t700g 82 -uer 95122.817805: 'ON XBd a31IWW: WQyd
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aflg£riffei&er. Edmund, pale, pasty-faced, lip-dribbling Edmund began to 

cry.

That was-&€(0iution. Klara couldtpick him up and leave the table.

Alois could rise and quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered the plates for 

washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to sit at the table, speechless, poised

within the silence,fasif he were sitting in reverence toward himself,

gathering the funds of new intent.

HOdj
0Td NtW:0T t?00Z 8S 'uef 9£iez.at>e0g: -on xw =S~11 UU:
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On one warm evening in August, Alo took teegFC&t^r'liberty onee-’

This time, Klara was infuriated. Alo was^feady for their dinner, jbut

Alo had taken the beast on a gallop the woods ant irovided a

walk-down that(tvasneither long enough nor slow enough to allow the A*

Angela was not. She was^i^feask in the bam currying Ulan's wet hide after

animal to cool down. Klara could not believe it. It was one of the few times

in their marriage when she spoke sharply to her husband. After six

prgnancies, he was no uncle to her at ^moment. " Y ou allowed Alo to

leave dirty work to Angela? That is certainly not right."

'Angela likes wiping Ulan down," said Alo. "I can do without it.
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"I may not know horses so much as some people," said Klara, "but I

am still ready to say that he who rides a horse has his duty to it afterward.

The horse sees the difference. Even if you don't."

"You know nothing about horses," said Alo, "nothing. Ten degrees

less than zero."

"Silence!" said Alois. "You will keep your mouth shut for the rest of

the meal. Not one word more."

• ^-^7^ « > *
Coming into^fhis late, he had to be twice as strong as his wife. S/ ft**-*.

"Yessir."

The boy did know how to chip-awayn^theedges. Now, Alois had to

ask himself whether he had just been obeyed or disobeyed? "I told you," said

Alois, "You win (be silent for the rest of the meal."

Alois, Jr., stood up and left the table.
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"Come back," said Alois, "come back, sit down, and be silent, blot a

word."

There was a pause, and then he did come back, S^t in the pause was a

message.

They finished the meal in silence. Angela came in, flushed fromTFfc

currying, started to speak, and then did not. She sat down, her face still

moist from the quick wash she had taken with the dipper, and put her face to

the food. Adi, sitting next to her, full of excitement and foreboding, was now

living in the fear that he would wet himself. And Klara? She ate slowly,

pausing often with her spoon in the air. She was filled with an unruly desire

to upbraid Alo, Junior; again and then—ifwaslno small impulse—upbraid

her own Alois as well. She said nothing, however. 'Ha&Jshe

territory to her. It was true that by now neither could speak. The ^Uee
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between them^^S^^^Edmund, pale, pasty-faced, lip-dribbling

Edmun^ began to cry.

solution. Klara was able to pick him up and leave theThat

table. Alois then rose and quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered the

plates for washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to sit at the tabic, speechless,

poised within his own silence, gravely poised, as if he had converted the

order to be silent into a species of reverence addressed toward himself;is-ii-

^haUveuld-make him mor^ready te-gather the fiinds-ufncwifitent.

^LgLAlgx/-) J
That night, Alois^oiild not sleep and by the end of the next afternoon,

he quit work early. For the first time since he had come to Hafeld, he went to

the only tavern in the arett^nile away at Fischlham.

He had hesitated whether to go. The company would certainly be

different fron^Lmz^and he ^ftmew enough about fanners to be able to

rfigwe it-OHt very well for liimselfi-^fhey would be in a hurry, if they could, to
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laugh at him, ^jssnatural preference to be able to lord it over people,

he was not looking forward tqffirt^the rough edge of th^eatring-he-

Itinadvance. "The peasant who tries to act

like a millionaire," they would say behind his back,^ 5 as easily, "Th^&^ich

<aswtdfeeeive. He could

fellow who thinks- Inrcarrb^a'peasariT

-ptw- 
He had met a few of them in January when he had teeked-at(the house

-^g
and/£sked^sneighbors a few questions. They had obviously not trusted

hin^ They were net tabout to tell the truth to a stranger who might not even

buy the farm but woutfl-aay (Enough of what he had heard to get the owner 

at them. SoTwpiad only heard good remarks, yes, everything good, the

land good, the few animals, excellent, the prize sow, the walnut orchard/€asy

money once a year.

Alois had not bothered to believe them ar .disbelieve them. He had

wanted the farm He had assumed it would not all be as good as it looked,
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and indeed, already that fine big cow who had been giving good milk every

day had come down with udder trouble.

He even brought that up at the tavern at Feischlham. He did want to

hear a few opinions on the merits of the two competing veterinarians in the

district. It was a calculated opening to the farmers who were drinking with

him. He had decided to start slow, to be mildjftbtfmodest, nothing could

be worse than to be seen (from the outset as a retired fool who-threv/Es

weight around. So, he asked questions, he listened with care, he felt a little

closer to the truth of what they knew

When he told them that he had planted potatoes, they looked uneasy.

It came out in the most indirect manner that he might have been wiser to

think of beets.

"I planned to put one acre in like that, but not this first year, I decided.

Too much at once."
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Yes. They nodded. Yes. Farming and work. The oldest marriage of

them all.

They were much more slow-spoken people than he had been used to

lately, yes, lately, which is to say the last forty-five years. It took half an hour

1^4,7 Iny T*

of staring at the unadorned wooden walls of the tavern, af^d^fine splinter in

ich he shared, before they woulde dried-up wood of thihis behind.
c f-f-

come forward with a hint or two that the land in which he had planted

potatoes would certainly have been better in beetstbecause last year's crop

was wheat*, aatftHey spoke of a variety of wheat whose genus was unfamiliar 

to him, but that was what the previous owner had been planting for the last 

three years. Nefj^ood ground for potatoes now. They did not say as much;

they just drew on their pipes and drank their beer and looked sad. Worst of 

(earth he now owned, a rich man, an interloper trying to be a peasant.

all, he could tell, the sadness was hardly for him, but(the sad outrage
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Even the smell of the tavern was unpleasant to him^y^ww. He could

not quite locate the odor that mingled with the beer but it was impure—sour

k?

-brown

milk? Old manure? A compost pilejthat had gone wrong. What he resented

k?

most about this quiet dun-brown 'as that there was not even a smell

of schnapps in the air, no, not even one /Sport or one town drunkard.

Tire evening proved $>Wnot altogether a loss, however. He learned

the names of a couple of apiculturists who lived in Hafeld. He-woukHiave-

f veterans who knew beesfm his neighborhood, -a«d console himself further,

walk was accompanied by the pleasure that beer usually gave him directives

fetg^weeacroo of potatpuim-
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On one warm evening in August, Alo took another unpleasant liberty.

This time, Klara was infuriated. Alo was at table ready for their evening

supper, but Angela was not. She was in the bam cunying Ulan's wet hide

after Alo had taken the boesVona gallop coming^ack from the woods and

then provided a walk-down which was neither long enough nor slow enough

to allow the hard-breathing animal to cooldown. Klara could not believe it.

It was one of the few times in their marriage when she spoke sharply to her

husband. After six prgnancies, he was no uncle to hei/at this moment. "You

allowed Alo to leave his dirty work to Angela? That is certainly not right."

"Angela likes wiping Ulan down," said Alo. "I can do without it."

"I may not know horses so much as some people," said Klara, "but I

am still ready to say that he who rides a horse has his duty to it afterward.

The horse sees the difference. Even if you don't."

"You know nothing about horses," said Alo, "nothing. Ten degrees

less than zero."

"Silence!" said Alois. "You will keep your mouth shut for the rest of

the meal. Not one word more.
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Coming into the fray this4ateHie had to bctwke-as strong as his-wifer
7

"Yessir."

had to ask himself whether he had just been obeyed or disobeyed? "I told

you," said Alois, "You are to be silent for the rest of the meal.

Alois, Jr., stood up and left the table.

'Come back," said Alois, "come back, sit down, and be silent. Not a
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word."

There was a pause, bat then he did cpme back, yet in the pause was a
Y f t 5 A/<*r>i_ ■& H G-eL. 7'4'0-.

■message-

They finished the meal in silence. Angela came in, flushed from

currying, started to speak, and then did not. She sat down, her face still

moist from the quick wash she had taken with the dipper, and put her face to

the food. Adi, sitting next to her, full of excitement and foreboding, was now

living in the fear that he would wet himself. And Klara? She ate slowly,

pausing often with her spoon in the air. She was filled with an unruly desire

to upbraid Alo, Junior, again and then—no small impulse—upbraid her own

Alois as well. She said nothing, however. She did not dare. To interfere

with two men ^b-weiefin such a rage^(each other was unknown territory
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to her.^jfwQG true that by now neither could speak? The air between them

looked ready to quiver. Edmund, pale, pasty-faced, lip-dribbling Edmund

began to ciy.

That offered a solution. Klara was able to pick him up and leave the

(Aloistable. 6Alois then-rose and quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered the

plates for washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to'sit ai. the table, speechless,

poised within his own silence, gravely poised, as if he had converted his

father's order to be silent into a species of reverence addressed toward

himself.

That night, Alois, Senior, could not sleep and by the end of the next

afternoon, he quit work early. For the first time since he had come to Hafeld,

he went to the only tavern in the area, which was! a good mile away at

Fischlham.

He had hesitated whether to go. The company would certainly be less

to his taste than the cny-officiaHs^nXinz,an^eknew enough abouflafmers

CL ‘ ------- -
to be-abte-to-expeefthe nature of his reception. They would be i if

they could, to laugh at him/Given his natural preference to be-able to lord it
(. <dr cm. /

over^eeple, Jfewas not loblang forward to the rough edge of their attitude.
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millionaire," they would say behind his back. Or, as easily, the opposite—

house he was to buy, and he had asked his future neighbors a few questions.

of whayhe had heard to get the owner offended at them. So Alois had only

excellent, the prize sow, the walnut orchard—easy money once a year.

Alois had not bothered to believe them nor to disbelieve them. He had

wanted the farm. He had assumed it would not «tfbe as good as it looked,

hear a few opinions on the merits of the two competing veterinarians in the

could be worse than to be perceived from the outset as a retired fool trying to

L So, he<^eed45uestion&rhgJlistened with care, he

district. It was a calculated opening to the farmers who were drinking with

him. He had decided totatarh$lew^3 be mild, and most modest nothing

FROM :MA ILER
Fr.m. 51O.CO«.O7IE> l/.l— HIWI3141IW0

FAX NO. :5084872136
Tit Norman

Feb. 02 2004 01:39PM P10
Pana 11 of 21 Thursday, January 29. 2004 429 20 PM

jelarmbiit eettirf repeat enough

who wants to play at being a peasant.

He had met a few of them fifJanuary when heh

^nd^ndee^falready'^^fine big cow who had been giving good milk every

day had come down with udder trouble.

He even-broughi

heard geedgfemarks, yes, everything good, the land good, the few animals,

it up at the tavcmja\Feischlham. He dtd-wan/to

throw his/weight

feiya little closer to the truth of what they knew about his land.

'this rich
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When he told them that he had planted potatoes, they looked uneasy.

It came out in the most indirect manner that he might have been wiser to

think of beets.

"I planned to put one acre in like that, but not this first year, I decided.

Too much at once."

Yes. They nodded. Yes. Farming and work. The oldest marriage of

them all.

They were much more slow-spoken people than he had been used to
lately, yeaUately, which is to saymel^forty^fiveyearJ. It took &f?an hour

< f M
of staring at the unadorned wooden walls of the tavern, white feeling the-one-*

splinter in his behind,/a gift of the dried-up wood of the tavern benemte-^

^shared-, before theyjjvould come forward with a-hm^or-two-thaHhffland^)

That was because last year's crop had been wheat, a«d (they spoke of a variety

(^/\ which he had planted potatoes would ulitainly-have been better (in beets.

of wheat whose genus was unfamiliar to him, but that was what the previous

owner had been pl anting teF4he-tee<mree years. Those thrcc years maae-no- 1
-fux 5>.U f

good ground for potatoes now. /they did notsay as much; they just drewon

theft pipes and drank theft beer and looked sad. Worst of all, he could tell,
A>

the sadness was hardly for him, buttothe sad outrage sufiered-by the earth

fee now owned^anchman, an interloper trying to be a peasant.
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gvehlhe smell of the tavem^^®§easant,te4ttm. He could not

jgite! locate the odor that mingled with the bee^but it was impure—sour

milk? Old manure? A compost pile outside the door that had gone wrong?

What he resented most about this quiet dun-brown wooden den was that

there was not even a hint of schnapps in the air, no, not even one

town drunkard.

roved not altogether a loss, however. He learned the

names of a couple of apiculturists who lived in Hafeld. S&fX^terans who

The evenin

^disappointment of his threeacres

knew bees were in»hio neighborhood. To console himself further, a4&l v

/summer moon was out, a harvest-orange moon, and the walk was/

(/a£cwjpamed-b$ the pleasure tiset beer usually gave him as quickly as he c

drank/huttonight/had merBlybeenbanked in his stornacH^tcT dispense his

pleasure now, now at last to be able to find himself alone.

But with the-end-of summer; he-also had-to-put up with the-

^nded with a crop

much more than half was salable. His temporary drinking companions/vdu//^^

smelled as dank ^emsdve? as the Fischlham tavern, had been right. He

-fay
knew it in the pit of stomach whenever he dug up a potatc/totakeTlook.
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He had felt a few twinges in that same gut during the last few days

of August and his heart was definitely acting full of hi gh pressurc/whenever

Alo took Ulan for a ridej before-putting in some-last-tittle efifortrnewi1 enough
oCf'- C. ex

get IfWncart to race. Sometimes he even felt as if his heart-watt-so-^

Given the work frtrroufd-expect^diggmg up the potatoes andfcarting

t^akeui^joint^fdisputeUniUhaluubbling-aHhe-edge^wasguaranteed to

them to the market in Fischlham, he ended up by hirin g a day laborer for a

week, a stupid fellow working for his beer at mgfat and not much else, yet, on

balance, te/fffobably served up as much useful labor as Alo with his Ulan.

How was that boy going to end? Would he yet be a criminal^anlisted out nr

something like the French Foreign Legion? Evil thoughts, dark thoughts, but

they had their appeal to Alois. When he was young, he would have made a

good soldier of that variety, ready for anything. Or was that nonsense?
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There was something in the boy that was wilder than himself,, which is why (

^eY^^y/WtaTspedc to each other as if they were in ballet shoes, up on

tiptoe.

The day laborer was stupid, but/not so inchpable of thinking when it

came to putting some ofthooeCpotatoes aside for himself, and Alois could not

even be certain »f-th^fe<TTe had been ill one afternoon and the laborer had

■£> IfX ! L-tiy
daker^the produce to marke|and returned with something less in the way of

kronen than Alois had estimated. ThatowEsxts^feim^-SmHy.
£/i I h.6 G zxA- '4&A- -e-i=£§$Zjp^

J^Tvas sick for more tangible reasoq5 I£you^aTrted4o4uolcat4Hhfth-

■way, there had been aip&gje^ndlothe pride they had been taking in the prize

''JrF; y I <3g^:?xz
sow fAngela was disconsolate. He was amazed at how much and how long

a twelve-year-old girl could cry.

It started with that big, pretty pig being a little sick and then day to

day, it got worse. Angela was so upset that^Sdte into his own reservoirs
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of pride and actually turned to his three nearest neighbors for advice. It was

then he had to recognize all over again that he had forgotten what he was

now remembering too late. One of the laws of his chi Idhood that he had

received from Johann Nepomuk before he was even ten years old was that

when it came to farming, there were no laws you could count on when you

happened to meet an unexpected problem. Even your lifetime friends could

,<y-A y
disagree with you on the solution.^Every farmer^e now learned, had his

own idea ofhow to cure a sick pig. Of course!

The three neighbors to whom he turned in this case/fe^-advjg? offered

ftrttfin three different solutions, an emetic, a binder, and a diarhhctic. All

were wrong. The sow stopped breathing and died. Because it was a pig, all

three men had assumed the trouble could only be in the stomach or the

bowels. Who had ever heard of consumption in such a heavy
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Perhaps it was something else, 6ven~Ihe veterinarian he called in after the

-feet/was unsure.

Nothing could have aggravated Alois more. To pay good money after 

the animal had died! And why? Because he had to know the cause. What 

an idiocyl He wasn't going to raise any more pigi^iow/ but still he had to 

know. And then he found out that the specialist—if you could call him 

that—was not^ure of the cause. It would take, he told Alois, the further 

expense of lab tests t^be-ccrtain. /Well, ftte hell with that! Such an

expenditure would new be obscene. Hej^ven had to bury the animal whole,

M
rnet-even-daring(to carve away any good partof itfoThe familx.t«Wt. Left to 

himself, Alois would have looked for some choice cuts—how much did the 

hams have to do, after all, with the lungs? But, no, the vet was definite. "Do 

not take a chance, Herr Hitler, on any part of this animal.
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Yes, that is what he told him, but only after he had been paid! And

there was Angela going on and on with the weeps,-an 4-aH 

digging4b© goddamn hekftor the carcass.

Yes, these were losses to calculate. What kind of profits could he

point to from that mediocre^ropj&fpotatees? When he added up the cos^ of

the seed potatoes, the compost he had bought for the ihree acres, and then 

subtracted the wages of the hired hand, the loss of the sow, and the fee of the 

vet as well, how could he claim to have made anything? If he divided the 

total that came back from the sale of the potatoes! by the hours put in, could

he say that he had earned any more by the day than in^ftfb^ first years with the

Finanzwatch? Worse. The real calculation was-warn. (13 rccasional

expense of maintainance, he was living here rent-free. No mortgage to worry

about. The house had been bought outright, after all. But if he had

payments to make to the bank, could he claim any profit at all? Yes, a token
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profit. The walnuts. They had brought in a little<easy money, money fight

off the ground. For the rest, it had been a lot of work for^o little. He

couldn't even complain to anyon^tor the shame of it.

He had to reassure himself. It wasn't that he was in real financial

trouble. Qcrl5fillyjmrt^'et. His pension alone was six times the income of a

day laborer like the poor dumb fellow he had hired, who, dumb or not, was

able to nibble away at him, but all right! In the old days, in the best years of

his earning power at Passau and Linz, he had been situated in what you

could call the well-salaried layers of the middle class. Why, he had made

more than any principal in an elementary school, not bad when you

consider^ that he, more respected, economically speaking, than the

principal, had never even finished elementary school^himself.

Alois could talk to himself in such a way but it did not dig the thorn

out of his gut. He couldn't even enjoy his beer any more. One of his
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strengths with younger officers from good families had always been that he, .

at least, having come from peasant stock, knew at least when people were

cheating him. And now he had discovered that the land he had bought was

not as good as it looked. He might have been a peasant once upon a time,

but now he might just as well have been^Cmiddleclass oi ’ WtatTT' .2

Le, ~rg r
shame! He felt all the shame

'deafcjmtdvifigTand. Would he feel any worse if Klara hadJjy-serHe^niraoler-

taken up with a farm boy? That was impossible, but then, how had it been

& possible for himself, Alois Hitler, to be gulled on a land deal?

He went into a depression. By October and November, he was deep in

gloom. And what iiiHeaven liad happened to The Hound .was one

sick puppy these days.Nfewfts-fi^an^in his late middle age who dangled a

sick pup between his legs.
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Klara, seven and a half months pregnant, tried to explain it to him.

otato crop was in, she^ofrfltfffl^he-end-e^^ so much good hard

finished. It was natural to be unhappy. Women Geuld-feelttHafWay

while. It was natural.

She had never waxed so philosophical before, not to him, but he

almost took her head off. "What am I, a woman?" he wanted to
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beautiful, but for a time the woman couMffeel empty, even awful, for a little

after a child was bom. So much wentrinto the womb, so much hope and


