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Another situation asose.

children in Passau because Edmund bad-been ailingjmdffwaswinter.

February, had-net-been occupied by the Hitler family. Klarafkept the 

the house/Klarabecame pregnant. Until then, the farm, (purchased in

after-his-retirement. By April, however, Klara decided finally to brave the



FROM IJMUORDCRflFT FOX NO. :17186243782 Jan. 26 2004 12:22PM P2

Book 3 temp fax copy I /26/04 238

difficulties and jffldeFtookthe-meve7right after Easter wnlHtor Xngeia'

train from Passau early in the day andifc<et them at the Station in Linz

Adolf Edmund, and the sum of their possessions.-A6is,-Jr. wai

eassaa with a neighbor until the end of his school year) Stfsfii

wTSr? fate.’enf

etnbarkedby

with a large wagon and two work horses to carry^rfb'thcir trunks, valises,

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

packing crates and packages fo^the last thirty miles to Hafeld.

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 3 1316

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 farmer,! felt i/kicumbcnt to take 

on the project himself.

!, were warnj?

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

Th^nterieroffrieTieHse-wasx^ owner had,

as-a-paifing-gifl^stocked each fireplace,(the rooms, 

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

Alois would spend the-next day with them before driving the wagon back to

Linz.

That first night, however, Alois was ready to establish some^onnubial

I

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

bedroom, height mat Klara looked in fee 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 very red from the sun."



FROM :JMUORDCRRFT FRX NO. : 17186243782 Jan. 26 2004 12:22PM P4

Book 3 temp fax copy 1 /26/O4

"All," he said, "you are still calling me uncle.. Soorpt's ten years that

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

Uncle Alois? That is a disgrace."

I'

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

think."

"I neverthink you are simple," she said^ w tia’ 1

"Yes, you can tell me. What do you think, myi little niece?"

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

this nightYhe said, "I wonder why you never tell me that you love me."

"Maybe," he replied, "it is because you still call me 'unclt^,.,u
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To his astonishment, her answer was the nearest she had ever come to 

speaking in a manner that^belonged to other kinds of womer^ r'Maybo I call

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

His voice was heavy. "How would you know what is the size of a healthy 

fellow?" he asked.

"I-detrtfknow. But T tm^guess? You are a very big uncle."

That was alt 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

i
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 degree—mmhen a good deal of love for the farm. It was a beautiful 

piece of land. He even took pleasure in the thought of coming a little closer
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thought of summer bees searching the meadows-and was unusually delighted

He

him in the fields, doing what, he hardly knew/he was abouV'asieep and /i«a>

to their children, which is to say, he had an imageof them-working along with 

o still have inhere, just when he had begun toowcr/siU in his lot

wonder.

Zha^mght,/^ even held Klara in his arms, which was hardly his habit,

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 said. "I think this will be the

place for us."

"Silence!" he growled. "Don’t be a goose! One does not make silly

I

predictions!" Yes, he could feel the earth of the farm, all those nine acres to
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the rear of their bedroom, and felt just as superstitious as any^peasa^^ffns-

^childhood. A personshould not be as ready as Klara tojelease/good feelings

to th/mght air. Not aloud! ,<jX^ol<newwhat|rind^black4iearted; spirit

c_<K^e b|
might be about, there to listen toyou^jiotliingbutevil ears?

In the morning, she could sense lw0 impatience to be done with the

uiipacking^solhatlieeeuld^gooutandwalk hisgrounds. Sheftookaver the

I

larger part of the immediate tasks while he gave the 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 

meney*. Those animals were huge ^ overpowering to the children in-size-

an^fhefetidstatemenfoftheirodorrthree,Angela,twelve; Adi,now
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with hishancTiffAdi's hand, yes, enjoyed that almost as much as being carried

on his father's shoulders.

Qf,r?

Thcy were^o go back to the house bow-and help their mother. Atois^

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

the cow, feed the pig, and cuny the horse/but for now it was their good

mother who needed them.

lis lands alone. He hadHe wanted to- more than a few decisions

totneke. So^ie^tudied the condition of the orchard^onceagam. When he 

had seen it last, there was^snow on theground aaddie had been able to 

determine ^obnorc tharj 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 cra2y storms.
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In truth, he realized now, he had hardly studied the plac^ It-had-been

^enough that die price, comparatively, was not very high, and he had wanted <z

1

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

ill days in travel out from Linzmanage to keep k

Jan. 26 2004 12:23PM P9
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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-hadwanted

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

j pj^i/
manage to keep losing full days in travel out from Linz. U^vasenoughthatdie

wanted-it. In his work,ffiehadhad to be good at making quick decisions.

You could not examine in complete fietai! every traveler who might have 

something wrong about him, no, you made your choices on die spo^aad he

had been good at that.

LC,

All the same, he was not so much at case/as he had anticipated.

Walking the meadows and die one small hill of his new domain, the land was 

less extensive dian he remembered, no 

parade-field  ̂andmaybe-a-litde-more. On the other hand, it was small enough 

to encourage him to do a little more fanning than he; had anticipated. Three
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or four of those acres woiild make a decent but manageable potato field.

Could he plant this year? That would be the

I
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,

Giveaaothehacre to beetsf

and, yes, maybe they could take on some late plowing, maybe get some

planting done.

/)-// 7^
4Ie±adfaiowiriHn advancerbnt his true disappointment festered in

him. He'had'to recognize/mathe could not be-ready40=frfee=in his bees, not

this summer. The brunt of the project would have to wait until the^tewmg

2d Wd22:T0 P00E 92 ,L>ef 2828^298121: ‘ON XUd idtidoadonwr: woad
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and an unexpected and most unpleasant shiver of anticipation came to him at

-/tS. I
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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Much was different by the beginning of July. For one thing, no

question, Klara was certainly pregnant. If he counted it all up/sevcn more

months/^yould be eight kids had come out of terf yes, eight, if you included

all was possible

the three who were gone, and then how many more^fiotaccounted for with <*Jl ~i

cooks and chambermaids rf what imght be called mixed male parentage,

ft /

^smce when they told him they were pregnant, hei
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but they~had/aiso been withHans and Gebhardt and Herman*and Wolf^aml

Vl^aybe one of them.ivasjusfasgood a father, nein?

(like Fannyphejfwere not in a position to argue—it

[With rare exceptions

was enough/ne gave

them a little money, a gift to keep the midwife happy; Who knew how many

boys and girls looking^BleJike him might be moving around today?

All that-was different from his owT^o£eourser-Hc(was face to face

with the other side of his achievement. In the heat of July, in his farm-house

up on the hill, he sawffive feces every meal, all the way from Klara to

Edmund^and^y January ^there would be six. He was- used to people; he had

lived witfi peoples' faces in front of him, more faces than most people had to

look at every day, but now it was the same faces and, he had to admit it, he

was feeling irritated all too oftenasd he was bored. He was not used to

facing problems of such littlolnterest.
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The farm was another matter. He d^rake, some 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 whenjfdidn't need i^she was deft at

milking and even got Adolf and Edmund to laugh at the hearty contentment in

'as so

a prize, yes, with a pink rosette tacked above her stall, the prize rosette

fronrthe summer before they owned the farm. And Klara told Alois that

Angela was even good at separating and-transportmg the manure of the farm

hate such dirty work, to take up a J&^part of the slack.
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Alois, Jr., had=eome to join them at the beginning of July, aM was a

p ,
goodHhelp/for a short period. He liked the horses, particularly the younger 

one five years old who was good for riding, which Alois, Jr. learned inne-
04 If

■ timeout he^worked the plow with the dray horse, and they/fumed upithree

Sprouting potatoesacres ofthe pasture fo

^stored in the root cellar m-ApriPon their arrival. Alois, Junior,

worked harder for two weeks than his father would have believed, but, the

first effort spent, it was never 'the same. [that flurry of hard

the bad news. By mail. He-had failed to pass over half of his courses in his

year at the Realschule in Passau, and would have to take

year over again.

"I won't go back," he told his father. "That school is full of stupid
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/94?/^
Yes,«hs(fiadTivetfwitii what he knew the school news would be

not said a word. NowHtts(ofthe first week of his return to

depression came down on him.

There was a^rcat-deal-to-do;of course. <Theyhadtilled 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

was fine; accomplished all-that in the first/two weeks of July, but the

work continued.
alt

ATois had not remembered^ well how much labor went

into we< isasters thsre were<te-

awd.Yfleencountered white grubs and wire worm, and already the earliest

leaves were being attacked by aphids and flea beetles, ft was woik, and ■

^very day one had to keep up with the weeding. TWmainagc became a
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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 

horse. Alois put Angela to work in his place, and all day she carried the

He gave his son a remarkable tongue-lashing that night, told him that 

m the kind of beating that leaves a scar on the heart, but the boy was big 

enough by now to give Alois pause. That, he had to decide in the days that

followed, was a mistake in his own judgment.

dhe-^orkedatjlipping;the edges of any temporary agreement they^made-en- 

fafmefssbi

ie was getting like his crazy mother.^ A year earlier, Alois would have given 

Jan. 26 2004 01:57PM Pl

^erfortireTft a job he did nothkeT Often, before sundown, before the last of

^ATois, Jr. had disappeared. He was out riding with the good those

water.
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i
the-wnVwas done, he would coax Alois into letting him finish early so he

could ride the good horse (whom he'named Ulan) up over the hill into

twilight.

charming as Fanni whsnffiewanted to be, and he moved as well as she did / If~

TpT-was a wonder how quickly J^<set up^communication with Ulan. That was a

adored Alois, Jr. The boy was so attractive. Restless, prey to terrible moods

'Fhe trouble^was that Alo^ had toPsoft a palate under his hard bite. He

like his mother,(much too pridefill, and nowrinfidl flight from continuing

educationMie would never go back to school^he swore^Tie was sfitt as

way to the groun^AloisJunior could saddle him up with all the eclat of a

horse! A sizable stallion andAlois hadhcsitated 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 for them, yes, all the way back then when he
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had so admired those well-tumed-out young meh with their handsome ladies.

It all came back to Alois, and the old, never-developed dream of finding an 

elegant and lovely young millinerjse^tat^eand^heedulThave a shop wiMe- 

lesthatsandboots in all of the capital, a silly dream, but Alois, Jr. was so

much like those young officers, not yet fourteen [CK] a striking young

A—A-7
So, Alois could not fjwtefelusewhenAlois, Jr. would ask for an early

' ? --- ---------7 ,
hour offse=that Ulan^conld^beexercised/ And how the horse loved hisr! The 

same horse that would paw the floor of his stall when Alois approached, an

evil grin, if ever, to show his^ horse teeth, no, the stallion did not like the 

father, but like the father, was much taken with the son.
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months^there-wotrtd-befeight kidsmad come out of him, yes, eight, if you

include^the three who were gone, and) thenTiow-many 

iregnant, he had agreed that all was 

accounted for with-ah-wtose cooks and chambermaids? That was what might 

befmixed male parentage, veryAtixe^, yesf Wher^eyfSThimth^were 

with Hans and Gebhardt and Hermann and Wolf? Maybe one of those
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fellows was just as good a father, nein? With rare exceptions (like Fanny) 

boys and girls looking one suspicious bit like him might be moving around

AH-this^vas-feiffererrtrfrorrrfris-owa.

them a little money, a gif^^okeep the midwife happy. Who knew how many 

those women were not in a position to argue-^sss&fenougl^athe gave 

toda^Z

other side of his achievement. In the heat of July, in his farm-house up on

lived with peoples' faces in front of him, more faces than most people had to

look at every day, but now it was the same faces and, he had to admit it, he

<c (i

was feeling iiritatedjill-teG-often. He was bored. He was not used to facing
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farm was another matter. He could take some pleasure in

Angela's work. For a twelve-year-old who had bpen putting cold cream on 

her hands ever since she was eight—what a little- city girl, so ready to be 

horses, and washing down the cow even when that! lady didn't need it.

Angela was deft at milking and even got Adolf and

hearty contentment in the full-gutted sound of the sow

j^was so large for a pig, a prize, yes, with a pink rosette tacked above

her stall,^e-(^nze rosette from last summer before they owned the farm.
■

And Klara told Alois that Angela was even good! at separating the manure of

spoiled!—now^he was a HelpJ^hin^She was always currying the two

the farm animals before carrying each portion to/tfa^segarate piles of c
M-eXt—s*/ (-

iededrmjgetting Afr^wherseemed^ofrrate-sueh-

at the

-difty-wock to take up a part of the slack
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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 Kjara bought and stored in

worked the plow with the dray hofse^and helped: Alois turn up three acres of 

r bubhe-alse-

younger one^e yearToH as good for riding, whieh Alois, Jr. took to

a

the root cellar a week after/arrival. Alois, Junior,i worked harder for two

weeks than his father would have believed, but, this first effort spent, it was 

never again the same. Upon that flurry of hard labor came-fee bad news^By^ 

-mail. Junior had failed to pass over half of his courses 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 stupid=-
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Yes, Ateis^Juniorhad lived with what he knew the school news 

would be, lived with it for all of the first week of his return to Hafeld, and he 

had not said a word. Depression came down on hsH^-and-esJus father.

There was^Sffiso much immediate work to do. They had tilled ten 

inches deep, laid the sprouters in shallow trenches and covered them lightly,

That was 

but th^work never/stog0d-7 Alois^had.nafcremgmbered-all-sezwelkhoW 

much labor went into weeding, into clearing, into fertilizing. He-had-totally- 

fegotten^how many disasters were out there waiting for you. He 

encountered white grubs and wire worm; and saw the earliest potato leaves 

being-attacked^by^aphids and flea beatles. Every day one had to 

vtdfh the weeding Then, drainage became^chronic problem. One could 

£7©riy dig irrigation canalstola shallow-depth orioo many potato roots could
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frem-ttewell up the slope to the meadow. On one of those afternoons, Afe?s-,

work in his place, and altday/shc earned the water.

He gave his son a-remarkabl^tongue-lashing that night, told him that

[orft even have that excuse.

but she was also intelligent. And so are

-of beating that-

lat, he had to decide in the days that followed, was a/mistake in his

X
©wn

was not ready, ©£-maybtfeven a little afraid of him. Thereafter, Alo, Jr.

^leaves a scar on the heart, but the boy was big enough by nou^-te-girvoAteis
Tn ---JZ-s-fre^ P^-laS-2..

he was gettm^jike his crazy mother.

disappeared. He was out riding with the good horse. Alois put Angela to

Your mother maytnave been

worked at trisHHingme edges of any agreement they came to on the work to

judgment. He should have struelehim.j^Now, Junior knew his father

you, but you areTazy/^ixkuchHStu&inAwrselfand^hatis the result? The

249

be-estr
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be done that day. He was not acting like a farmer's son. He could have been

any lazy city boy doingQaboi^efcte^ at a job he did not like. Often, before^
I

sundown,(before tHelastbi ty's effort was done, he would coax Alois

The trouble, Alois told himself, was that as a father, he had too soft a 

palate under^Jfr^hard bite. He adored Alois, Jr. The boy was so attractive.

Restless, yes, prey to terrible moods like his mother, yes, much too prideful,

and now he was in full flight from ^ontinuingTS education. Probably he

would never go back to school ret, he was as charming as Fanni

whenever he wanted to be, and he-moved-as^ell^she used to move. It 

was a wonder how quickly Alo had cefJHp~friTTTinTmiinication with Ulan.

That was a horse! Arsizahle stallion. Alois faadreven 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 up with all the eclat of a prize cadet—the sort who used to 

yes, all the way back then when he had so admireq those well-turned- 

promenade on the best streets of Vienna inpEHeboots that (Alois had made fep-

the-old^never. pung^m

out young men with-therrhandsome-ladits? It all came back to Alois,-an*

te and she could have a shop thaf-sold- 

^the capital, a silly dream, but Alois, Jr. - 

milliner, feat dream as weh-wher<

was-sqmuch like those young officers,(/n9tyet-feuFteemf€f^^njJalready a

striking young man. Not at all/ftenny-loekin^ like Adolf or tiny Edmund.

So, Alois could not bring himself to refuse when Alois, Jr. would ask 

for (Stteari^ hour off. Ulan, after all, had to be exercised. And how the

Alois approached, an evil grin, if ever, to show hi^horse teetlyae^the-

horse loved A^ The same hepsffthat would paw the floor of his stall when
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By July, much was different 'j^AfetsK What with Klara pregnant,

might be called mixed male parentage, very

-wished, (fiecould add in all the kinder notfaccounted for wf

chambcrma-

there^WouM’^sajrfseven more months, (a total of eighTMcIswho had come

oaFoThim(^§eight, if you include the three who were gone, andhf he

£noks~ari±

hadn't they also been with Hans and Gebhardt and Hermann and Wolf?

•Adaybe-one-efdiose-feltews-^g^Hsfc in-? With rare

exceptions (like Fanny) those women were not in a position to argue

gave them adittlc monc}L-&—

much mixed. Yes, when one of them told him she was pregnant, he had

knew^hey^weuklrseeAHiad

gift^fiEus-sayJ to keep the midwife happy. Who knew how many-boys-and-—?

—girk-teokmgone suspiciuus-brt~likehinijmghlHje-mevtngaroundtoday-irr

mere-feamonedowiroirtiie line between~Austria and Germany?-

^^lewy^iat^was-so-far-away-ftoiTriiiKTJwn-situati^-Here^hFwaK--------

face to face with the other side of his achievement. Mthe heat of July, in his
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farm-house up on the hill, he had to looJ^^hether-heAvantedJxuoi^a^', at five

faces every meal, alllhELwy from Klara/to Edmund, sixteen months old and

walking, even talking. By January, there would be another. He was used to /i

people; he had-lived with peoples' faces in front of him, more faces than most

people had to teefeattevery day, but now it was the same mugs and, he had to

whether Edmund had just comeprobternsnjf^ueh4itfre4ntrin^iuTnt<

up with another word or was gurgling as usual, blobs of sound, not words.

Managing the farm was another matter. He could take jjemcTpleasure

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

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

spoiled!-»now, to his surprise, she was a help. She was always currying the

the hearty contentment in the full-gutted sound of the sow every time they

approached with food. Rosig was

cor local competition. -An^larTfold

rosette tacked above her stall, an old prize rosette from last summer before

they owned the farm. By next summer, when ft-vrasrfha-H (6n topofffiemTX^e

^Ahgelawou&tefeady to prepare

Alois that Angela was even 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.

She even succeeded in getting Adi to take up a part of the slack. While he

/'particularly theyounger one, Ulan, a stallion fiveyears old. Ulan-was-geod-

OmstofttipTHreFacresof

the root cellar a week after her arrival. Alois, Junior, worked harder for two

weeks than his father would have believed, but feTlrsbeffort spent,- it was

'Hever-agaffi-the-samer' 1 news

period, he a e a true piece of good work.

would-aiway^Throw a tanti^j^-being^5ked,-ske^ould ride it out. Then

he would following-her, his nose up to heaven in horror, but carrying a

had failed to pass over half of his coursesan-hisfyearat the Realschule,

thefen7of a quick canter

second slep-roail nonetheless.

Alois, Jr., came tojoin them at theDeginning of July. rFor a short

plow with the dray horse, Gr^art, and

pasture for the potatoes, the Sprouting potatoes Klara bought and stored in

would have to take those studies over again.
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'I won't go back," he told his father. "That school is full of teachers so 

stupid we laugh at them."

Yes, Alo had Hved^ithwhat he knew the school news would be, 

week^of his return to Hafeld, andh& had not

said a word. Now^ depression^

white grubs and wire worms, and saw the earliest potato leaves nibbled into 

SurThad to be "spent mdsasdly-arry

more-than carrying pail after pail of well water up the slope to the meadow.

On one of those afternoons, Junior-^us? disappeared. He was out riding with *4

-next to nothing by aphids and flea beatles. Every day one had to return to

the weeding. Then, drainage became the shronio problem. One coulddig 

irrigation canalsm no more depth than a few inches ef-aft-teorfnahypotato

roots eetrid-be slashed by the 

-There=wa/so much immediate workje-de.j They had tilled ten inches

deep^Tauithe. spronters (mshallow trenches and covered them lightly, each ‘

seed-pigee a foot away-from the-n&>^-g&d^fugawed-row/1wo and a half feet

_apa^. (Thatwas not ba^that-ftieyiiad-ammii^hedTirtwo^weeks-ofJuly.

bukfess4he=woripftidmstst^? Per (^forgotten how much labor

went into weeding, into clearing, into fertilizing^ It aft began to come back—

just how many disasters were^Sut there waiting for you. He encountered 

lived with it for all of
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4he-geod=heFse. Alois put Angela to work in his place, and altthat-aftemoorr 

difference. You are lazy. Mix intelligence with

the boy was bi; t, and just wild enpugh in the eyes/to give

Alois pause. So, he did not strike him. That, he had to decide in the days

that-pllowed, was a grave mistake j. art. He should have given

city ^S^doing summer labor at a job he did not like. Often, short of

him one hell of a wallop. Now, Junior knew his father was not ready;

(^^beJiis-tathetwa/ even a little afraid of him. Thereafter, Alo, Jr. worked 

have that excuse. Ytn^mother might have been out of her head^aTthe

-end, but she was afsodntelligent. And so are you, bat with one big

e done e>A

He was not acting like a farmer's son. He could havebeeiTahyla^fc

/sHe^afffedThewater.

He gave his son a memorable tongue-lashing that nighUte4ddmnftfrat

The worst! Foul laziness!" A year earlier, Alois would have given him a

good beating, exactly the apocalyptic ki

-he=was^vei

at leaves a scar on the heart, but

sundown, before the last of the day's effort was done, he would coax Alois

into letting him^Efeip=eH Ulan for a ride over the hill intortwilight.
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The trouble, Alois told himself, was that as a father/ he had too soft a

palate undeifthe hard bite//ie adored Alois, Jf^The boy was so attractive.

Restless, yes, prey to terrible moods like his mother, yes, much too prideful,

=he-was as charming as Fannibaek-fo-school—that's
l-£ I

whenever he wanted to be, and-remmded Alois of how well she used to

Tobaband

move. It was a wonder how quickly Alo had gotten on good terms with .

^iam_JftenyH§=a^orse! Aloisffiesitated to ride him. It
i

was tmlva long way to the ground for a heavy man! But Alois Junior could 

saddle him 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^oed?

^fi^entieFAloisTiad made^sgjfalTffieway back then when he had so

admired those well-tumed-out young men. It^Feame-baek-to-Alois^±hosG— 

and lovely young milliner, so that he=and?^he-t56ulcrHavea shop where they 

young officers promenading with their handsome ladies, while he as-aweiy—

ryomgmamoFei^tee^-had-dwell in the dieam that he wuutd~findfai elegant 

would seH=ealy the finest hats and most exceptional boots to be found in all
LcS^c^

of the capital, a silly/dream, but Alois, Jrjugt-fahiing fOurteeuyfCK] was~ 

already much like those-yeung^effieers, already a striEngybungman?

aS^Adolfbrffi^lEdmun^/
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So, Alois could not bring himself to refuse when Alois, Jr. would ask

for the last hour off. Ulan, after all, had to be exercised. And hew the horse

loves! him! The same beast that would paw the floor of his stall when Alois

approache±/aB=evH-^:in?4Te¥eFrto^hew4h0sedaTge4ierse-tee&^B^ was

stating it mostrtear^-Ulanf@mot like the father, but Like the fathef/W5s

much taken with the son.
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:venmi

back in the bam currying Ulan's wet hide after^gallop back from the woods 

and a walk-dowmfhat was neither ong enough npr slow enough to allow the 

-staHion to cool down. Klara could not believe it. It was one of the few times 

in the marriage when she spoke sharply to her husband as=if^e was no uncle

.ZZoa^^1.

now. "You let horse and leave the/^ork to Angela? That is 

certainly not right.

'Angela likes doinghftatdetndTfrwork^dofiT^' said Alo.

OneTrot

dinner, but (Angela was not. She was 
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it ; jr
"Well, I may not know horses thatmiuch," said Klara, "but-enOugn to

L
say that he who rides a horse has ^kduty to it^andjhe horse has a sense oLthc

difference even if you don't."

|

"You know nothing about horses," said Alp, "nothing. Ten degrees

less than zero."

"Silence!" said Alois. "You arc s<till a whelp- You will keep your

mouth shut for the rest of the meal.”^ r

"Yessir."

and disobeyed him<Yatohe-same=w©f^' IHYessii1^ yoirsay-to-rne^jjeLTyou:-

^Sileneer-Silence-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

word.
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. There was a pause, and then he did come back, but in the pause was

a new message. It was as if he

yoursi, buriateFateE^ffi^ethers^

They finished the meal in silence. Angela game in, flushed from the

currying, started to speak, and then did not. Tnstead^ihe sat down, her face

saying, "Tiri^one is

still moist from the quick wash she had taken with the dipper, and put her

face to the food. Adi-was excited and-

^^Xl Klara a^e"slowly, pausing sometimes with her spoon in the air. She was

^*7 s—x
filled with fee unruly desire to keep-spea-king^tojupbraid Alo, Junior,

-semewhafanofe, and, yes, upbraid her own Alois as well. So, £he said

as aS unknown territory to her. As fornothing /She could hardly dare.

the husband and stepson, it was |rebabEI true that by now neither could

A 5.
speak. The rage that lived in the space between. •eater even-tharrthe
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anger/iiRnther. Edmund, pale, pasty-faced, lip-dribbling Edmund began to

ciy.

That was=the(01ution. Klara couldtpack him up and leave the table;

Alois could rise and quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered the plates for
i

washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to sit at the table, speechless, poised

within the silencers if he were sitting in reverence toward himself,

gathering the funds of new intent.
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expect4hatpta~seven more months,piere would be a totaTofeighUdds who

had come into existence because of him,eight, if you include the three 

By July, much was different.) What with Klara/pregnant, he-ecrcrid

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%ene4n 

■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^Rgylalso 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.

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. fy January, there would be another.

It was usually acceptable if he gave them a gift tejfeep the midwife happy.

Here in Hafeld, he was face to face with the other side of his 

He was used to living with peoples' faces in front of him, more faces than
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as whether

of sound, not/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!

most people had to meet up with every day, but now it wasfthe same mugs.

Come up with another word or wa^gurglihg as usual, blobsEdmundlha

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

was deft at milking and got Adolf and even Edmund toanother bath..

summer before they

1-gutted sound of the sow eveiy time

they approached with food. Rosig was large for a pig, even a prize pig, yses,

/with a pink rosette tacked above her stall, an old prize rosette from last
y
ie farm. By next summer, when all the new

<
work wasn't An top of them and there might beftime, Angela wanted to

cj /?■/<»>*

prepare Rosi^ again for local competition. The elhl4>was-4h^prize7^1ara

laugh at the hearty contentment in the

even told Alois that Angela was good at separating the manure of the farm

animals before carrying each portion ;ollection. 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
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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 ridmgfas3fheiad^eembunrfe>4b€

saddle; he was^3waysfrcady/l'or the joy of a quick canter bareback up the hill

and down^XShTaccompanied by full screams of excitement from Angela 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 foiftwo weeks than his

father would have believed^ b«Hhat(1hinyofhard labor was cursed by

bad newsj^y letterrfrom Passau. Alo had failed to pass half of his courses

during.a-year at the Realschule^jand would have to take those studies over

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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Yes, Alo had$eenlivmg with what he knew the school news would
!

bring, livedfwith it for all of these two weeksJ^-htsT^tarfrte4fef^
[■A- I'l-e.pf

not said a word. Therediad been so much-work. rTKeyTradhittedTen inches

deep into the three acres, had laid the seed potatoes in shallow trenches and

covered them lightly, each of the sprouters a footiapart, each row of furrow

two and a half feet away from the ne:

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

became the ongoing problem. One had/fodig 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 spent/m carrying pail after pail of well

water up the slope to the meadow. On one of those afternoons, Junior

clearing, into fertilizing^ ^Hoegimlo'come bacly^ast how many disasters
' • -* > 'J / -7^

e out there waitingforYea-. He encountered white grubs and wire

laboj/vent into weeding, intothe beginning. Had Alois fergettefs^Eow

c

disappeared. He was out riding Ulan. Alois put Angela to work in his

rplace, and for the rest of the working day, she carried the water.

He^aveTnTsonainemorable tongue-lashingthaMwght- "Youare," he

said, "very much like your crazy mother. But, no," hc-added^ft is worsel

You donot- have feat excuse. By the end, your mother might have been out
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of her head, but she was always intelligent? And so-are you. -WWrongbig'
'1°^'

^-dtSerenee^-Ywc^re lazy. Nfe^ntelligence with ssd laziness? The worst!

Foul laziness!" yVy^ear earlier, Alois would have given him a beating,
M /i^>

exactly the apocalyptic variety that leaves a scar on the heart, butdhe 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 gravk

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 tijne at work. He was not
C c Al

acting like a farmer's son^ He-eoufcHravedjeerb-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, much too prideful, and at present he was in full flight

from education, yet he was as charming as Fanni whenever he Wanted 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 saddle^Sh^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/fegcadets in those years, all the way back then when

he had so admired those well-turned-out young men. Memories came back

of $1 those young officers promenading with theik handsome ladies, while h^

/liaddreamedoffinding an elegant and lovely young milliner,-sedhafthe two

zS©hem-eetff& 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-much-Hke (those cadets, already a striking young
l<4e- It-Li -tfl-c

man. Nebafall 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. 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-tecr

Klara was ^-fesfete^infuriated. Alo was ready for there dinner, but

Angela was not. She was still back in the bam currying Ulan's wet hide after

[opback from the woods ancLawalk-down he-gave-the-herse-thaf

was neither long enough nor slow enough to allow the o cool down.

time wtrs-

Klara could not believe it. It was one of the few times in their marriage

when she spoke sharply to her husband, l^^vas no unclerpsj. "You

allowed Alo r+de-thedrersoand leave the dirty work to Angela? That is 

certainly not right.



Page 9 of 12 Wednesday, January 20, 2004 11:0&27 AMTo: NormanFront jmwordcraft Fax: 710-624-3782 Voice: 710-05M892

252Book 3 temp fax copy 1/28/04

'Angela likes wiping Ulan down," said Alo. “ / c

say that he who rides a horse has his duty to i|( The horse sees the difference.

Jwen if you don't.

said Klara, "but I ksew-enougiFnr'I may not know horses so muc

less than zero.

Silence!" said Alois. "You will keep your mouth shut for the rest of

"Yessir.

The boy did know how to chip away at tire edges?) Had hejust obeyed-

the meal. Not^won^

'You know nothing about horses," said Alo, "nothing. Ten degrees

'You will 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. Not a

word."

There was a pause, and then he did come back, but in the pause was a

new message.

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,^asliow~living in the fear that he would 

, pausing often with her spoon in the air.wet

She was filled with an unruly desire to upbraid Alo, Junior enee again and,

'cm
-yQS,'npbraid her own Alois as well. She said nothing, however. She/could

hardly dare. To interfere with two men iffaragewas unknown territory to

her. As-for the husband-and stepson, Jt was true that by now neither could
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speak. The rage thatJived-mthe space between them was-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 at the table, speechless,

poised within the silence, gravely poised, as if he: were-sittmg-irrreverenee>

Jaw^dhiffisel^-gathersTgdEeTunds 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

Fischlharw^
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By July, much was different for Alois, ^sfbne example,(Saw/was
LxS>

most definitely pregnant. In seven more months, if the baby was bom art-

“^schedule, 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

he so desired, he could add ^in-ah-thd kinder not exactly accounted for—!so-

, many(cooks and chambermaids who had-getten-inte (Svhatimight 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„^e3=to-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 he-was just gurgling

as usual, blobs of sound, no^ 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!---- xt-e. t

New, to his surprise, s^-wa?-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 food. Rosig was large for

a pig, even a prize pig, yes, happy in her smellywallow 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

prepare Rosig again for local competition. The^irl, Alois decided^ was a

prize. Tpara even tn1d-A4eisAN Angela was-goodat-separating^hemanure

of the farm animals before-earrymg^ach portion/^a different pite for—.
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-Golleetieft 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., came to join them at the
A.-e_ Aus-e-x.

beginning of July. For a short period, he behaved like a truo angel of good

workr-N^was splendid with the horses, particularly the younger one, Ulan, a

stallion five years old. WMeAlodook to the saddle, he-was-readyglscrfbr~’

-tejey-eT a quick canter bareback up the hill and down, accompanied by full
''' fv A/a>(‘7>

screams of excitement from Angela and Adi. Burfiealso^eemed content to

work the plow with the dray horse, Graubart, and proved much help t&=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 for those tvvo 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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"I 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, jjehaS 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 Avas/5nly1he

beginning. Now, Alois was facing the other labor that went into weeding,

into clearing,(into fertilizing? Bad memories^ bcgamte-eemefEiackHew'

-manydisasters might yet be out there waiting for hirp^ H^encountered

white grubs and wire 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 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 \3<5uld be slashed by the hoe or the shovel. Hours had to be spent now

£3 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 jus? 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 mistake. He should have gtvaYhim one hell of a

wallop. Now, Junior knew his father wasfnbEreadyJmaybe even a little

afraid of him. Thereafter, Alo, Jr. worked at chipping away at the edges of

his time/atwork. He was net feting like a farmer's son, more like some

sfrangd boy from the city doing summer labor at a job he did not like. Often,

short of sundown, jbefore 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^wa^in full flight from
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<f<C> ot
education, yet he was(ascharming as Fanni wheng^i he chose to be. He

of how well she used to move. RAvas-a-wcmde^mownquicEIy 

on good terms with the stallion. Alois himself hesitated to

ride him. It was truly a long way to the ground for a heavy man! But Alois

reminded 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 milliner/^Fh?-

-two=weuld-have a shop (where only the finest hats and most exceptional boots

{t&=bc found in-all of the cgpil^-weiwforsale, 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. 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^€vilgrm, 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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On one warm evening in August, Alo took; te&=gFeat^ liberty onee-

are?’ This time, Klara was infuriated. Alo wa&Teadyfor their dinner, |5ut

Angela was not. She was^i^baek in the bam currying Ulan's wet hide after

Alo had taken the beast on a the woods ancj^rovided a

walk-down thatfws neither long enough nor slow enough to allow the

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. "You 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. Notone word more."

"Yessir."

Coming into^fhis lateThe had to be twice as strong as his wife. ‘ X”51 

The boy did know how to chip-away-a^me edges. Now, Alois had to

ask himself whether he had just been obeyed or disobeyed? "I told you," said

Alois, "You will (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. Not a

word."

There was a pause, and then he did come back,-tet in the pause was a

message.

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, frill 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, Juniop again and then—^^aslno small impulse—upbraid

her own Alois as well. She said nothing, however. Tmsjshe ocflildiardl^

dare. To interfere with two men who were goth m/a rage/vas unknown

territory to her. It was true that by now neither could speak. The spaee
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between them seemed to quiver. Edmund, pale, pasty-faced, lip-dribbling

Edmund began to cry.

That provided a solution. Klara couldmoWpick him up and leave the

ind quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered the table, Alois

plates for washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to sit at the table, speechless,

poised within the^silence, gravely poised, as if he; had converted the order to

be silent into a species of reverenc^toward himself thahwoukl-beready-te

he quit work early1<and(wehfto the onlylavem in the area, a mile away at

That night, Alois could not sleep and by the end of the next afternoon, 

Fischlham.
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between them scemed^b quiverEdmund, pale, pasty-faced, lip-dribbling

Edmunqj began to cry.

That provideffa solution. Klara was able to pick him up and leave the 

table. Alois then rose and quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered the

plates for washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to sit at the table, speechless,

poised within his own silence, gravely poised, as if he had converted the

readyTe-gatheiriheJunds-ofmewihteht.

order to be silent into a species of reverence addressed toward himselfas4f- 

That night, Alois<^ould 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

e away at Fischlham.the only tavern in the area1.

He had hesitated whether to go. The company would certainly be

different from Linz, and he ^Pknew enough about farmers to be able to
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laugh at him, ^uFnatural preference was to be able to lord it over people, 

he was not looking forward tc/Sfcfrtg^Qffthe rough edge of the-teasiftg-he-

like a millionaire," they would say behind his back, as easily, "th^s^^ich 

fellow who thinksTrercaftJaqfa'peasahr

He had met a few of them in January when he had k>eked-a1(the house

and^sked hTsjieighbors a few questions. They had obviously not trusted 

hin^ They“were-net4bout to tellthe truth to a stranger who might not even

at them. So Wnad only heard good remarks, yes, everything good, the

buy the farm but wuufeksay (enough of what he had heard to get the owner

ive. He could hea^iFin advance. "The peasant who tries to act

land good, the few animals, excellent, the prize sow, the walnut orchard/6asy 

money once a year.

Alois had not bothered to believe them or/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

modest, nothing couldhim. He had decided to start slow, to be mild

"1
be worse than to be seen tfrom the outset as a retired fool

weight around. So, he asked questions, he listened with care, he felt a little

l_5x>
closer to the truth of what they knew abouUWland.

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. Fanning 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

>ench he shared, before they would

of staring at the unadorned wooden walls of the tavern, ar^one splinter in

his behind, e dried-up wood of th<

come forward with a hint or two that the land in which he had planted

potatoes would certainly have been better in beets^ecause last year's crop

was Xvhea^ aacfthey ispoke 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. Not/good 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

all, he could tell, the sadness was hardly for him, but/the sad outrage

earth he now owned, a rich man, an interloper trying to be a peasant.
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Even the smell of the tavern was unpleasant to him He could

not quite locate the odor that mingled with the be;er but it was impure—sour

milk? Old manure? A compost pilejthat had gone wrong. What he resented

ras that [there was not even a smellmost about this quiet dun-brown

of schnapps in the air, no, not even one import or one town drunkard.

The evening proved t^Wnot altogether a loss, however. He learned

the names of a couple of apiculturists who lived in Hafeld. Jde-wouldTiavc

f veterans who knew beesfm his neighborhood, nnd (o console himself further,

walk was accompanied by the pleasure that beer usually gave him directlyfas

a full summer moon was ouL almost a harvest-orange moon^ateeady, and the

beffepensecfhow, fmdmgdfmiseHTrfenen

WrthTheendof summer, he/fiad to put up with the disappointment of.

he drank, but had-tonight beemnerely^anked in his stomach^-its-pleasure-te-
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most definitely pregnant. In seven'^era7months,i if the baby was bom

without incident, there would be a total of eight kids who had come into

existence because of him, eight, if you include the three who now were gone.

Of course, if he so desired, he could add some kinder not exactly accounted

for—quite a number of cooks and chambermaids who^iad^onceive^with

what might be called mixed male parentage, ^cry) 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.

Here in Hafeld, he was face to face with the other side ofifer

achievements', 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^talkreg? 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 Uviag-wrthAucEquestions as whether

Edmund, for example, had come up with a new word orXust gurgling as

usual, blobs of sound, no 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!—

she was now, to his surprise, good 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 food. Rosig was large for

pig, yes, happy in he? smelly wallow with a pink rosettea pij

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 wasfr t/weighing on

and there might be a little time, Angela wanted to prepare Rosig

again for local competitioj

Angela even took the pains to

'aoifferent pile. Why? Because she thought, "Myiach

his girl, Alois decided, was a prize/

aratefthe manure of the farm animals before
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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. Thenihe would follow her, his

nose up to heaven in horror, buycarrying a second manure pail nonetheles:

His school year over in Passau, Alois, Jr., came to joi
t/\O>

beginning of July. For a short period, he-eouJdfft^ve-beerNjetteifaFwofir

at the

Right off, he was splendid with the horses, particularly the younger one,

pasture for the potatoes, the same sprouting potatoes Klara had bought and

for the joy of a quick canter barebaek (trfTthe hill and down,

accompanied by full screams of excitement from Angela and Adi. Yet, TA,

SlQisLsuFprisg^ he also seemed content to work the piow/witlTtlie dray horsed
e

Graubart, an4proved much help-as father.and joiBtumed up three acres of 5’a>b!

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

fhinyofhard labor was cursed by bad news. A letter came from Passau.

Alo had failed half of his courses at the Realschule this last semester,

and would have to take(sug2studies over 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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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 had not said a

word, just kept working hard as-he-eeuld: They had tilled ten inches deep

into the three acres, then laid the seed potatoes in shallow trenches and

covered them lightly, each of the sprouters a foot [apart, each row of furrow

rtwo^nd-adialfTeet4way^om the next, but that had been only the beginning.

Now, Alois-wasTaeing the labor that went into weeding, i§tp-elearingj and

into fertilizing? Bad memories, more than forty years old, came <s¥

Disasters might yet be out there waiting for him. He now encountered white

grubs and wire worms, saw the earliest potato leaves nibbled into green lace

by aphids and flea beatles. Eveiy day one had to retarrrto—the<veeding7

Then, drainage became the ongoing problem. One tad-had-teydig the

irrigation canals to no more"depth-thftn. a few inches, or/foomany potato roots

^ebuld be slashed by the hoe or the shovel, flours 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,

That night,^gave his son a memorable tongue-lashing. "You are,"

he said, "very much like your crazy mother. Except with you, it is worse.
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You have no excuse. By the end, your mother might have been out of her ■
Cut—

head, but she was always intelligent, ^id(hard-wdrking. 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 wild enough m the eyes to make Alois

pause. So, he did not strike him. Which, he had/fo decide in the days that

followed, was/^mistake. He should have given him one hell of a wallop.

Now, Junior knew his father was maybe even a little afraid of him, Z

/Thereafter, Alo, Jr. worked at cnippins'away^t'the edges of his hours at

work. He was no longer acting like a farmer's son, more like some boy from

the city doing summer labor at a job he did not like. Often, short of

sundown, quite a bit 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. Fie

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 in full flight from

education, yet he could be as charming as Fanni when he chose to be. He

reminded Alois of how well she used to move. He even felt pride at how
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quickly his son had gotten on good terms with the stallion. Alois himself

hesitated to ride him. It was truly a long way to the ground for a heavy man!

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-turned-out young men. Memories came back of those
7^-

young officers promenadingj^Uthlheirllaridsbme ladies, while he, the
apprentice, had dreamed ofJfeding/an elegant^Td'lovely young milliner

c a persuadea to havmg-a shop togetheriwhere only fhe finest hats and most

exceptional boots would be/up for sale, a stupid dream, but now his young

son reminded 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. And the horse did love

lesamUbeast who would paw the floor of his stall when Alois

approached, showing his large horse teeth in an unmistakably 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 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 currying Ulan's wet hide

after Alo had taken the beesftonagallop 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 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 this moment. "You

allowed Alo to leave his dfrty 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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’’Yessir”
Z,

The boy did know how to pick fee pieces off the edges^^Now, Alois

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

word."

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 ^hb-weri’in such a rage ££each other was unknown territory
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to her./It~was true that by now neither could speak/ The air between them

looked ready to quiver. Edmund, pale, pasty-faced, lip-dribbling Edmund

began to cry.

That offered a solution. Klara was able to pick him up and leave the
table^^dois then-rose and quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered the

plates for washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to; sit at 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

to be-abte-fo-expeefthe nature of his reception. They would be i ; if

Given his natural preference-te-be-able to lord itthey could, to fa

over-people, Jiewas not looking forward to the rough edge of their attitude.

He could sense=rt/Tn advance. "The peasant who tries to act like a
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millionaire," they would say behind his back. Or, as easily, the opposite—

'this rich-felfew'who wants to play at being a peasant.

when hehed first visited theHe had met a few

house he was to buy, and he had asked hts-fatare-neighbeFS a few questions.
l-J-e. l as luS-?

They had obviously not trusted him too much, noFvvere^hey-about-te-tell-tlfe

of whatfne had heard to get the owner offended at them. So Alois had only

ttmot-evGnSuy-ffigtarmbut ceufj repeat enough

heard geedfremarks, yes, everything good, the land good, the few animals,

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 ^ff be as good as it looked, <=^=^

-and-indee^falreacly^^fme big cow who had been giving good milk every

day had come down with udder trouble.

He even-breughtthat up at the tavern^Feischlham. He did-waR^o

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/stert-stow^ be mild, and most modest, nothing

could be worse than to be perceived from the outset as a retired fool trying to

throw his/weight around. So, he 4sked-questioii%-h^listened with care, fee

a little closer to the truth of what they knew about his land.
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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.

lately, yes, lately, which is to say< '-live year:

which he had planted potatoes wouid-certamly>have been better fin beets.

That was because last year's crop had been wheat, and (they spoke of a variety

('l.'A

They were much more slow-spoken people than he had been used to

'ould come forward with a^rinkop-two-t-hat-thc/landin

of staring at the unadorned wooden walls of the tavern, while feeling) tfitrone-

splinter in his behind,^gift of the dried-up wood of the tavern bencli\hc-^

“shared-, before

of wheat whose genus was unfamiliar to him, but that was what the previous

good ground for potatoes now./they did not say as much; they just drew oh

owner had been planting -fer-the-1

their pipes and drank their beer and looked sad. Worst of all, he could tell,

the sadness was hardly for him, but(to the sad outrage sufierecLby the earth

now owned/arich man, an interloper trying to be a peasant.
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SvenThe smell of the tavern-wa^tffipfeasant^te-him. He could not

jjutte) 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

knew bees were i

summer moon was out, a harvest-orange moon, and thc-walk-wa:

much more than half ^vas salable. His temporary drinking compamong^who

The evenin^rovednot altogether a loss„ however. He learned the

names of a couple of apiculturists who lived in Hafeld. SofWterans who

^disappointment of his^threFacres of potatoes. He^ended with a crop bSteiote

^compamed-b^ the pleasure -that beer usually gave him as quickly as he c

drariybut tonight^admerely^eefTbanked in his stomacRjto dispense his

pleasure now, now at last to be able to find himself alone. /^c-

r. To console himself further, aTtril

town drunkard.

as the Fischlham tavern, had been right. He

knew it in the pit of stomach whenever he dug up a potat(/totake a look.
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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 high pressure/whenever

loving itself right up under his brain. c ?

them to the market in Fischlham, he ended up by hiring a day laborer for a 

week, a stupid fellow working for his beer at night and not much else, yet, on 

served up as much useful labor as Alo with his Ulan.

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 

Given the work htrcoutd-expect^digging up the potatoes and/carting 

get Wheart to race. Sometimes he even felt as if his hearf-was-sen

^overcharged that

Alo took Ulan for a ride; befere^uttingdn-somedastdittle-effdFhmeveFenOTigh

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

They-a-lway/hadTto speak to each other as if they were in ballet shoes up on 

tiptoe.

The day laborer was stupid, but/not so incapable of thinking when it

tatarnfthe produce to market^"and returned with something less in the way of

kronen than Alois had estimated. That^EJTo^daimrfifially.
t/\ I h b l ‘

Mel 6 ;
J^eTvassick for more tangible reasorjS I£yeu-wanted^e-look~atiHhaT 

came to putting some of-theseCpotatoes aside for himself, and Alois could not

even be certain

-way, (here had been a Ifagje^hcTtothe pride they had been taking in the prize

sow. ^Angela 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 h^hroke 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 childhood that he had

received from Johann Nepomuk before he was eyen 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

disagree with you on the solution.^Every farmerfhe now learned, had his

own idea of how to cure a sick pig. Of course!

The three neighbors to whom he turned in this case/fef-advi^ offered

frrtffin three different solutions, an emetic, a binder, and a diarhhetic. 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

p CP

bowels. Who had ever heard of consumption in such a heavy beasts
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Perhaps it was something else. Hvenlhe 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 hadito know the cause. What

an idiocy! He wasn't going to raise any more pigsmow/ but still he had to

know. And then he found out that the specialist—if you could call him

that—was not (sure of the cause. It would take, he told Alois, the further 

expense of lab tests te^e-certaisT rell, the hell with that! Such an

-fe/. 
expenditure would new be obscene. HejSven hadlobury the animal whole,

<met-even-daring(to carve away any good part of it for the familyjte^at. 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,-and-a

Yes, these were losses to calculate. What kind of profits could he 

the seed potatoes, the compost he had bought for the three 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 

for the carcass.digging-fee goddamn

total that came back from the sale of the potatoes by the hours put in, could

l/\i^
he say that he had earned any more by the day than indH\ first years with the

(--- . LZ U- ‘-'X. ' 

Finanzwatch? Worse. The real calculation was worse. fButfoRe^casional 

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 right

off the ground. For the rest, it had been a lot of work for^so little. He 

couldn't even complain to anyoneTor the shame of it.:or

He had to reassure himself. It wasn't that he was in real financial

trouble. @eF®taty=Hut(yet. 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

considered 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,

shame! He felt all the shame^peasant could know,afrerbeing1akeiron-a--

WalTuvolvffigTanc^Woiild he feel any worse if Klara had _by-som<Mniraclc,- 

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 daepTn- 

gloom. And^vtiariinieaverrtiad±appened-to The HoundJHFhaiLwas one

sick puppy these days.-He^yas-armar/pn his late middle age whodangled a 

sick pup between his legs.
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Klara, seven and a half months pregnant, tried to explain it to him.

potato crop was in, she-toidrhiin^the^nd-efwrnmeF, so much good hard

was natural to be unhappy. Women Geuld-feelGhaFWay

after a child was bom. So much wenttmto the womb, so much hope and

effort, anddhemone was empty again. The baby plight be there and

beautiful, but for a time the woman eould/Teel empty, even awful, for a little

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 &erea?m-
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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 tye 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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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 in 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 very red from the sun."
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"Ah," he said, "you are still calling me Hjfncle. Soon, it's ten years that

we are 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, so much. You

did it all. And so well. Something you never did before."

"Well, I can do a lot of things you do not khow. 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 t^ece?"

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 ^ncle."1

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 icicle," she said, "because you are such a big,

healthy fellow of an^ncle."

He was not about to pass this by. jSmediatdj/ 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. Ybu are a very bigdfricle."

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 his

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. It 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

<3- y
he woke up to honor thetfseeds/of his 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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the rear oftheirJaedioon^fand felt just as superstitious as any of the peasants

of his childhood. A person should not be as ready as Klara to speak out with

good feelings to^tfe? empty night air. Not aloud! How empty was it, after

all? Who knew what black spirit might be about, there to listen to you, there
X

with nothing but its evil ears?

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 him 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

three, Angela, twelve; Adi, now close to six, and Edmund, not yet two^fGK]

I <ind a fine toddler. Edmund hugged Adi. He loved to walk with his hand in

Adi's hand^^^y^eyedftharatarost^simich-as-beiHg-Baffled-enTiisJfathei^

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.
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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 stormy

In truth, he realized now, henad 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
I

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 remembered, 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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By July, life became s^newMt(difierent for Alois. Klara, for one

example,was most definitely pregnant. In seven months, if the baby was

bom without incident, there would be a total of eight kids who had come into

existence because of him, eight, if you include the three who now were gone.

Of course, if he so desired, he could add some kinder not exactly accounted

for—quite a number of cooks and chambermaids who had managed to

conceive with what might be called mixed male parentage, 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 enough to give them a decent gift.
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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, maybe they could take on

some late plowing, maybe get some planting done.

All the while, his true disappointment came 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

mal season efJharteautifid-efierf-bjHhe-bees began in April and hardly

lastedd4ialf-year— ApjSUnto September. He had to be 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(^/s]pfnow.



From: jrnwordcroft Fax: 718-624-3782 Voice: 716-858-6B92 To: Norman Pago 2 of 21 Tuesday. February 03, 2004 3:56:22 PM

Book 3 temp fax copy 2/3/04 245

Here in Hafeld, he was face to face with the other side of such

achievements. Through the heat of July, hrm-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 trying to talk. And by January, there would be

another. He was used to living with peoples' faces in front of him, more new

faces than most people had to meet up with every day, but now it was always

the same mugs. He was not used to dwelling with such questions as whether

Edmund, for example, had come up with a new phrase or was just gurgling

as usual, blobs of sound, no real wor-dsr- Q (J

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!—

horses, and washing down the e^w^venwhen

another bath. MereeverTAmgeia-was deft aHmlkmg-and got Adolf and ©von

she was now, to his surprise, elp. She was always,c

Edmund to laugh at the hearty contentment to be heard in the full-gutted

sound of the sow every time they approached with food. Rosig was large for
ft

a pig, large even for a prize pig, y^jnappy in that smelly wallow with/}, 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 wouldn't be
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weighing on them, and there might be a little time, Angela wanted to prepare

Rosig for local competition again. Yes, his girl, Alois decided, was a prize

herself. Angela even took the pains to separate out the manure of the farm

animals before carrying each collection to a different pile. Why? Because

she declared to Klara, "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 the

boy would follow her, his nose up to heaven in horror, but nonetheless

carrying a second manure pail.

His school year over in Passau, Alois, Jr., came to the farm at the

beginning of July. For a short period, no one could surpass him at work.

Right off, he was splendid with the horses, particularly the younger one,

Ulan, a stallion five years old. Alois was proud of how quickly Alo took to

the saddle. He was also ready for the joy of a quick canter bareback up the

hill and down, accompanied by full screams of excitement from Angela and

Adi. Yet, he also seemed content to work the plow for hours in the sun with

the dray horse, Graubart. Before too long, they had turned up three acres of

hard soil 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 two weeks than his father would have believed. Then, all
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this splendid flurry of hard labor was cursed^by bad new^A letter cafg&-

from Passau. -Atediad failed halfofhis courses^the Realschujfe this last

semester, and would have to take those studies oyer again.

"I won't go back," he told his father. "The teachers are so stupid we

laugh at them.

kept working harc|(^fhey had tilled ten inches deep into the three acre^a^

stobbom, resistant soil, then laid the seed potatoes in shallow trenches and

covered them lightly, each of the sprouters a foot apart, each row of furrow

less than a yard away from the next, but that had been only the beginning.

Yes, Alo must have been living with what he knew the schoo|4iews

Now, came the labor that went into weeding, and fertilizing. Bad memories,

more than forty years old, came back to Alois. Disasters might yet be out

there waiting for him. He now encountered white grubs and wire worms,

saw the earliest potato leaves nibbled into green lace by aphids and flea

beatles. Every day one had to go back for more weeding. Then, drainage

became the ongoing problem. One could only dig the irrigation canals down

a few inches, or else too many potato roots would be slashed by the hoe or

the shovel. fetlGen the shallow canals filled with silt. Hours had to be

spent carrying pail after pail of well water up the slope to the meadow. On
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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, heavy duty for a girl her size.

That night, Alois gave his son a tongue-lashing. It was memorable to

all of the family. "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 mind, but at least she had always been hard­

working. You are lazy. mix your intelligence; with^ieff laziness?

Jgerst] 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 wild enough in the

occasional expression of his eyes to make Alois pause. So, he did not strike

him. Which, he came to decide in the days that followed, was a mistake. He

should have given him one hell of a wallop. Now, Junior might think his

father was a little afraid of him, maybe ^erj a little, yes. Thereafter, Alo, Jr.

worked at pinching away at the edges of his work, reducing one way or

another the total of his hours. He was no longer acting like a farmer's son,

more like some boy from the city doing summer labor at a job he did not like.

Often, short of sundown, even quite a bit before the day's effort was done, he

would ask Alois to let him take Ulan for a ride over the hill into the twilight.
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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 in full flight from

education, yet he could be as charming as Fanni when he chose to be. He

reminded Alois of how well she used to move. He even felt pride at how

quickly his son had gotten on good terms with the stallion. Alois himself

hesitated to ride him. It was truly a long way to the ground for a heavy man!

But Alois Junior could saddle up with all the eclat of a prize cadet—the sort

who used to promenade along the best streets of Vienna wearing the kind of

boots that Alois had made for cadets in those years, all the way back then

when he had so admired those well-turned-out young men. Memories came

JcjaelE of those young officers strutting on the Ringstrasse with their handsome

ladies, while he, the apprentice, had dreamed of finding an elegant and lovely

young milliner for himself whom he might persuade to keepp shopKvith him I

where only the finest hats and most exceptional boots would be put up for

sale, a stupid dream, but now his own Junior reminded 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.
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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! But not Alois! The beast would paw the Seehof his stall when Alois

approached, showing his large horse teeth in an unmistakably evil grin. He

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 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 currying Ulan's wet hide

after Alo had put the charger into a gallop on the way back from the woods

and then provided a walk-down which was neither long enough nor slow

enough to allow the hard-breathing animal to cool. Klara could not believe

such selfish behavior. It was one of the few times in their marriage when she

spoke sharply to her husband. After six pregnancies, he was no uncle to her

now, not at this moment. "You allowed Alo to leave such 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. Notone word more."

Coming into the fray these several steps behind Klara, he had to be

masterful. "Yes, silence," he repeated. "I call for it."

"Yessir."
<■

The boy did know how to piek Tittle pieces off the edges of every

proposition. Now, Alois had to ask himself whether he had^rsfrbeen1 

mocked or obeyed? "I told you," said Alois, "You are to be silent for the rest 

of the meal. Not one word. Not even 'Yessir.'"

Alois, Jr., stood up and left the table.

"Come back," said Alois, "come back, sit down, and be silent. I

repeat, Not one word."

There was a pause, and then fi^did come back, but in the pause was a

suggestion of what might be yet to come.
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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 /Mo, 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 in such a rage with each other was unknown territory to her.

The air between them looked ready to quiver. Edmund, pale, pasty-faced,

lip-dribbling Edmund, began to cry.

That offered a solution. Klara was able to pick him up and leave the

table. Then Alois rose and quit the room. Angela and Adi gathered the

plates for washing, and Alo, Junior, continued to sit at the table, poised

within his own silence, gravely poised, as if he had converted his father's

order into a species of silent reverence addressed altogether 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, a full mile away at Fischlham.



From! jmwo rd craft Fax:718-624-3782 Voice! 716-858-0092

Book 3 temp fax copy 2/3/04

To: Norman Pago 11 of21 Tuesday. February 03, 2004 4:00:17 PM

254

He had hesitated whether to go. The company would certainly be less

to his taste than his ggig of beer cronies in Linz. Besides, he knew enough

about farmers to anticipate the nature of his reception. They would be readyX2^

^iPtheyxoull, to mock him in their own d^efeped manner. Given his natural

predilection to lord it over his fellow drinkers, he was not looking forward to

the sly edge of their attitude. He could hear their thoughts in advance. "The

peasant who tries to act like a millionaire," they would say behind his back.

Or, as easily,^the opposite—"this rich idiot who wants to play at being a

peasant."

He had met a few of his much-dispersed neighbors in January when he

first visited the house he was to buy, and had askecjjhem/a few questions.

They had not trusted him too much. He knew as much in advance. They

were not about to offer the truth to a stranger who could pass on buying the

farm, yet repeat enough of what gossip he had heard to get the owner

offended at them. So Alois only heard the best of remarks, yes, everything

good, land good, just a few animals, excellent livestock, the prize sow, your

walnut orchard—that, itself, could be 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 be as good as it looked,
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and, of course, it couldn't be. Already the fine big cow who had been giving

good milk every day had come down with udder trouble.

He did bring just that matter up at the tavern in Flischlham. He

needed to. He was looking for a few opinions on the respective merits of the
two veterinarians in the district, and used^a calculated opening to the

farmers now drinking with him. He had decided to be mild, and most

modest. Nothing could be worse than to be perceived from the outset as a

retired fool trying to throw his city weight around. So, he listened w-tfrrcafS, 

larded opinions of what they knew aboutand-did-feebndittle-Glosef to their

his land.

When he told them that he had planted potatoes, they looked uneasy.

In the most indirect manner, it did come out that he might have been wiser to

consider beets.

"I planned to put one acre in like that, but not this first year. Too

much at once."

They nodded. Farming and work. Yes. The oldest marriage^of-them

all? One must never do too much at once if one could help it.

They were mueh more slow-spoken than he had-beeomenised-te-feF-

le last forty-le last forty-five years! It took an hour of staring at the

unadorned wooden walls of the tavern, the whilefonespike of a'onespike
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splinter in his behind (a gift of the dried-up wood of the tavern bench) before

any of them would come forward with the muffled hint that this land on

which he had planted potatoes might-have beerfebettef-ofijjn beets’ That was

because last year's crop had been wheat. Now, they spoke of a variety of

wheat whose genus was unfamiliar to him, but that was what the previous

owner had been planting these last three years. Such repetition was not so

likely to make the best ground for potatoes now. Who knew? The soil could

have been depleted by the wheat. They did not say ^gitf/that much; they just

drew on their pipes and drank their beer and looked sad. Worst of all, he

could tell, the sadness was hardly for him, no, it was offered to the outrage

done to the earth now owned by him, a rich man, an interloper trying to be a

peasant.

The smell of the tavern became unpleasant. He could not locate the

odor that mingled with the beer, 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 good town drunkard.

The evening, however, proved not altogether a loss. He learned the

names of a couple of apiculturists who lived in Hafeld. Veterans who knew

bees were nearby. To console himself further, he had/good walk home. The
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late summer moon was out, a harvest-orange moon,me finally felt/the

pleasure beer usually gave him as^uickly as he could quaff it, but t£>n

those pints had merely been banked in his stomach, stored there to dispense

his pleasure now, now at last to be able to find himself alone. He had a long

splendid urination by the side of the road.

Next morning he was back in his gathering gloom. He had to live

with the disappointment of his thr^^icres of' po^toes^Hehadjnded with a

crop where not much more than half^ookedlcTbe salable. His drinking

companions of last night, ^who in memory now smelled as dank as the

Fischlham tavern^ had been right. He knew it in the pit of his stomach, knew

it whenever he dug up /potato JxUake^adeok. He had felt a few twinges in

that same gut during the last few days of August and his heart was definitely
“ft1

acting (full of high pressure now. Whenever Alo took Ulan for a ride, Alois

could feel the boy nibbling <xnce again at the edges of his authority, and that

was guaranteed to get his own heart to race. Sometimes he even felt as if

that long-trusted organ—such a hearty companion—was now so-overcharged—

<^athe-could=feeH^ forcing itself right up under his brain. Which is to say he

was having headaches.

Given the work to be done of digging up the potatoes and carting them

to the market in Fischlham, he ended by hiring a day laborer for a week, a
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stupid fellow working for his beer at night and not much else, yet, on

balance, the man probably served up as much useful labor as Alo with his

Ulan. How was that boy going to end? Would he yet be a criminal? Alois

could conceve of him having to run away to something like the French

Foreign Legion. 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? There was something in the boy that was

wilder than himself. Was that why, these days, they always had to speak to

each other as if they were in ballet shoes? Up on tiptoe!

The day laborer was stupid, but he was not so incapable of thinking

when it came to putting a number of those potatoes aside for himself, and

Alois could not even be certain/fhere was-suefra theft. He-had-beenhll one

aftemoon?and(the laborertake the produce to market for him, and

returned with something less in the way of kronen than Alois had estimated.

Just a little less. More nibbliag/at the edges.

Alois was sick^Lmore4angtble-rcas©n5 There had been a miserable

end to the pride Angela had been taking in the prize sow. It getsigfeSEr"

-died. The girl was disconsolate. He was amazed at how much and how long

a twelve-year-old female could ciy.
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It started with that big, pretty pig being a little sick. Then, day to day,

it got worse. Angela was so upset that Alois broke into his own reservoirs 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 childhood received from

Johann Nepomuk before he was even ten years ojd was that when it came to

farming, there were no laws you could count on if you had the bad luck to

meet an unexpected problem. Even your lifetime, friends could disagree with

you on the solution. Of course! Every farmer, he now learned, had his own

idea of how to cure a sick pig. Of course!

The three neighbors to whom he turned in this case offered three

different solutions, an emetic, a binder, and a diar^ietic. All were wrong.

The sow stopped breathing and died.^&ecausent-wasTrpig/all three men had 

assumed the trouble could only be in the stomach or the bowels fWho had

ever heard of consumption in such a heavy porker? Perhaps it was

something else. Even the veterinarian he called in after the demise was

unsure.

Nothing could have aggravated Alois more. To pay good money after

the animal had died! Why? Because he had to know the cause. What an

idiocy! He wasn't going to raise any more pigs, not now! but still he had to
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know. And then he found out that the specialist—if you could call him

that—was not even sure of the cause. It would take, he told Alois, the

further expense of lab tests in Linz, or maybe, even Vienna. Well, to hell

with that! Such an expenditure would be obscene. On top of it all, he even

had to bury the animal whole. He was tempted, but he did not dare to carve

away any good part of it for the family. 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."

Yes, that is what hteitold him, but only after he had been paid! And

there was Angela going on and on with the weeping^and-the-dFening, "Ach,

ach, ach!" Not to mention the labor of digging ^haf goddamn trench for the

carcass.

Yes, these were losses to calculate. What kind of profits could he
Ai 5

point to from that mediocre potato crop? When he added the cost of the seed

potatoes, the compost he had bought for the three 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 any respectable sum at all? 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 his first years
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with the Finanzwatch? Worse. The real calculation was humiliating. He

was living here rent-free. No mortgage payment to worry over. The house

had been bought outright, after all. But if he had fo give money quarterly to

the bank, could he Gkimyanyprofit at all? YesQa token profit. The walnuts.

They had brought in a little easy money, money off the ground. For the rest,

it had been a good deal of work for very little. He couldn't even complain to

Klara for the shame of it.

He had to reassure himself. It wasn't that he was in real financial

trouble. Never yet! His pension alone was six times the income of/fday

laborer like the poor dumb fellow he had hired, who, dumb or not, was also

able to nibble-away-at him,, butall 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.

Alois could talk to himself in such a way but it did not dig the real

thorn out of his gut. One of his strengths with the younger officers who

came from good families had always been that he, at least, being good
UP I?

peasant stock,-Siew^at least when people were cheating him. And now he
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had discovered that the land he had bought was not^£§jjTas good as it

looked. Once upon a time, he might have been a peasant,-bu^ow he might

just as well call himself one more middle class fooly 'J&have-beeS-fooled on
~~~f* I CO <o ue LT-/

a deal involving land?/He felt all the shame a peasant could know. Qetdd-it

be any worse if Klara had taken up with a farm boy? That was impossible,

but then, how had it been so possible for himself, Alois Hitler, to be gulled

on this deal?

He went into a depression. By October and November, he was settled

in gloom. The Hound was one sick puppy these days. How was he to look

at himself—a man in his late middle age who dangled a sick pup between

his legs?

Klara, seven and a half months pregnant, tried to explain it to him.

Now that the potato crop was in, so much hard work was finished. It was

natural to be unhappy. Women, she could tell him, felt that way after a child

was bom. So much had gone into the womb, so much hope and effort, but

now one was empty again. The baby might be there and beautiful, but for a

time the woman had to feel empty, even awful. For a little 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 shout.
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had so admired those weH-turned-out young men with their handsome ladies.

It all came back to Alois, and die old, never-developed dream of finding an

elegant and lovely young milliner js>4iwt {fie and $hc edit Id have a shop wtee?

^finesTfia^atid^oots in all of the capital, a silly dream, but Alois, Jr. was so

much like those young officers, not yet fourteen [CK] butjfilfnkingyoung

man. '

So, Alois could not quiteifeiuse whenAlois, Jr. would ask for an early

hour offsMhat U1an;cx>ttkk5e exercised: 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 hisdifc home teeth, no, the stallion did not like the

father, but like the father, was much taken with the son.


