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say, Wee equal o?a princess. And dsea, (ike a princess, she flies so high

can follow. Then it is down to twofto one, but,

mean, his wy own tooMbr-the- you might say into yes, yes, yotrvan

"Not exactly," said Alois, and rjow(did not know how to continue. If

he s|aid too much, he could spoil what might follow on this night, but then liF

A .shrewtjj.fiide^wf? spoke to himself and he knew, yes, the best watty was '

to come from foiling it all.

oh, this last strong one, he reaches her, he puts what he has, yesjenow what I

different, still a virgin, jAeis ne^rvall^ye^a queen, more, I would

Mar. 01 2004 01:32PM P14

cal} it her vagina, }ahdshe takesit all in

It is like a miraclejaffove^ said Klara, and how-eetrid-her eyes1*??

to their duties for the hive,

FAX NO. :17186243782

always looking for more nectar

are up in the air so high.
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exactly what nature warns, we must suppose, that 

■AMhidrha didr n¥es," he said, "this IfeaMWonc good brave drone.

sticks it in so far,

then he cannot get it back."

j "What?"

"No, Donnerwetter, he can’t/Thc queen has hooks, or something of

He is away, you

won't believe it, he-haa-it ripped right out of him.(

the kind, sharp hooks, for

"Oh, he dies, of course. He is gone."

"The poor creature," she said. But she could not help it. She began to ^^4

never heard her laugh so

^ng and so hard before.
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"What a life," she finally said, and Alois had been right to tell her. She

i
I

was six months and more into her pregnancy, but they made love that night.
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Alois had known more than one woman who could give a fine big sweat of a

copulation even in th/fast week before she had someone olse's baby, But 

that had hardly been the case with Klara. This night, however, was different.
I

thiijgs. The first was that the queen was perfectly capable of having we
^0^ 'fa"***- ■fi.ue.o*- y •£&&&)

lovers that first fabulous fligfitJ^/^Sltore^noughsenen  to igyV ~~7~

the rest of her life^eeding honey and pollen to the pupae she had created even 

I C—' 1/^-^— <4-^

thotBands-and-fhen tens of thousands of eggs, one each to tfcell among

thousands of cells^for as muchasthree years to come, and^hen-she-woulcfioF 

as Worker females followed her with devotion, capping these cells of bees yet

to hi bom with the mysterious substance thev nvwU
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Hohowdevotedlyflo1 vers, a wax that no chemist couId^No, he did n&

thej Queen would have to work for the rest of her life, and he certainly did not

tell W/hat when the mating season was «wthe female worker bees 44U**i

7 

complications hkr-th^Feridency, once warm weather began and the hive gnw

tool fiill with new brood, for half of the colony to be rea^y to desert, to

swarm^^TSedid^noTteilheroflfienewqu^sbeing bortL-and-beiffg

[
extinguished by topees who acted like royal maidens to form a court around

toe Queen Bee. No, he let well enough alone. It was enough that Klara

4c Z.^
----------------------- ■------------

:new enterprise of

Klara was not only

apiculture.
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lescence. Klara, remembering the first flow ofnew woes oi

describe in detail^fie hapless self-ei

amputation of thc/orave drone who ieen.

she had learned from Alois onWBl

-ampfiis time?Klara had company in her laughter, t^ey

ttey-nisje girlstogeiW of die same age, and so it came about, even as Klara

her iown blood and the^w^depth of vulnerability in which it had left her,

->=■
as tf she-wwe wnw-hko an open wound to^Wje jegredations (nen

subject,^ turn to odoCaSi^both of them, fis^^ost^qSr

how, pought itnbre than a Me of the exceptional power of this Queen Bee,

~ ■/ £? Le>ag*?^ y

(onfa little larger than her own nursing bees and certainly smaller than any

drone, henethelesswd the power to impregnate net^fHy the air of the hive,

a.
thousands who dwelt witta it, ajl of them smelled the same. "It is"
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we AustrianSj^omethingspecial. AntiftheTreSch, yes, a shameless smell."

The y were hugging each other by now, thoy^ww-laiighmynohard. "And 

maybe the worst, the Bohemians.”

"Antf^Hungarian 1̂

j They wiped their eyes. Adi, hearing their laughter, came to join therq.

only laughed at the name ofwas i atthey explained

each country/-

1 The notion remained, however, with Angela. Shfecould not-aeparato it -

'--iTom^wythmg^se. Now, school had/trspeda! smell, and Fraulein Werner

withjlier talcum powder, worse thmyfoo much on a baity, and her own little

brother Adi. He did have this terrible smell when they ran up and down too
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many hills, and she was
iver him at njrfl7 coaxing him to use more

soap, or even on those nights twice a week when Klara boiled enough water

foifthenTtobathe in the big farm house tub, sheiwould even insist on lathering

back and his armpits before handing him the soap with a whollyhis

mischievous grin-fas it looked to her idea ofherwtf) when in trath~shewas~

aetwsHy lookingftPriiMemonic, and, yes, she told him, "Now you take the

soap and put it where it can do some work, you careless boy.

Adi would scream with anger at towndershecotridbe, loud enough

for Klara to come running in, but he would not tell his mother.

^sm^Ued as bad as Angela kept saying, or she was crazy.
e could hardly

smell a $jpg on himself but-8hfr4efMnmM^^

Then Angela would tWnfcofffiFS^TOg;^. Thepriaesow

had 'indeed had an odor at at his Qr #
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ould drink of the ofRosig e prize sow

and the pig together.

imagination,]

He had been aware ofbees ever since they had-fewt come to the farm

i
in April, and^orc and more dii

them in May and Juneiar
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vw^derfirhiesretjg^^
4-^,

begaMa-eeHie-fej^each morning as the two walked to school, and-so, in z ,

trAdi at his rst^dr was it

Rosie at her worst?—enough* Angela began to cry for both of them, the boy

Feb. 2? 2004 06:2SPM P4

Ihete were hours when the sky seemeci full glints of light flying

any directions,(his mother/vammg him that he must not try to /

-suelran^asecZif he saw one on a flowery ar^orse^never dare to kill one^QF^

flu«[5eewewfd ^vehim something to rvmember/and jhen Edmund got stung
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So when he heard that his father was going to visit^neighbor one

Sunday and talk to him about purchasing what Alois called'iastww op

materials"—an announcement he made on a Saturday evening at dinner, Adi

had a dream that night about bees, and ffier^wa?an army of boos ^flying in

circles ^St-end? above the form. On the ground

-feeing old man who was dressed rn a different may from anyone else Adi

an
a£-i>
iat Wte/Oocking over his white hair, l^a hat so long it hung down

half over his back. Although he was not short, Wooked like a dwaC-aatMn

^hedream, Adi knew his name. Ibis man

-in 4Wnoming thinking he was the only one who knew this odd man's name

Dgr /ytg, and the boy woke up

i

<excepfthat he was altogether in error. Alois had spoken of him aovernl times '

I
dtte pight before as the wy neighbor from whom he might purchase his
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"Btaitoi upfmaterials," but then Alois had gtaa/me family one of his long

lcctures-(new(feumed onre^Jois Junior was gme) and told ilium as well that

iy next May, eight months from now, they would all be engege^in the new 

enterprise,-un^e wanted help from each one of them, each to their strength 

and capacity.

"Even little Edmund?" asked Angela tahyft-trace of the mockery that

Alois, Junior had alwayas been ready to offer/

She was no Alois, Junior, however. One look from her fatherJgwf

|
silenced her.

C 
Sunday morning, as if to establish on^fifl^area of etar superiority to

i
his sister, Adi asked his father if he could go with him to see Der Alte, and

Alois, pleased, and certainly surprised, gave hrs assent. On Sunday, Klara

on to take the road towould be picked up by another
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Fischlham for Sunday Mass in a small chapel, and she would always lake the

thefrrsf active participation I

j We can attriliuielt tu the power of tlm Ixiy'irdjeanTrTl^tbcpn^

44s

chiidre^a^d^ois^Smatter of4nscience, would not go at-n^Zfhis

had taken with the family since I hod entered Alois' mind-baefe4n4Jb»2rwhEis

that Adi asked to join him. a .morninjKhe was all the more pl

instrumental in shaping his i
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It is curious, yet, after al not so curious that few matters concerning 

the habits and qualities of men and women is as difficult to discuss as bad 

human odor. To make matters even less agreeable for myself, it is also true 

that none of us who assist the Maestro possess any sense of smell. The 

gossip among us soon takes to the painful if still amusing notion that that is 

because we would all become ill from sniffing our own reek.
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Enough! It is not a subject for satire. Many of our problems in 

managing our clients can be traced to an undeniable phenomenon. Unless 

those men and women whom we direct (to the best of our ability) are 

exceptionally fastidious in their personal habits concerning baths, deodorants 

and soap, yes, perfumed or otherwise, they can at varying times give off the 

worst of body odors (sufficiently characteristic to arouse the distrust of 

many.)

How this condition began, I do not know. If I have served the E.O. in 

various capacities for many an age, my recollection of past eras is no more 

focused than any human sense of past incarnations. Put simply, it is probably 

not to the Maestro's interest to have us know any more than we need to know 

to deal effectively—as effectively as possible—with the problems 

immediately before us. We do not have to call upon Judas or Bluebeard to 
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encourage a drunken client to gulp down another shot of booze. In 

consequence. We have almost no idea of the real beginning of the Dummkopf 

and the Evil One. Whether they were brothers (the D.K. presumably the 

older one) or God and an angel of the stature of Lucifer, is not in our 

cognitive province. Whether the E.O. was there from the commencement or 

only appeared considerably later is not for us to know. Nor can we discern 

whether the Dummkopf (in whole command at one time of this earth and this 

solar system) spoke to higher powers out in the stars of his need for an 

assistant, or whether the O.O. (to use for a moment the highest title—the

Other Omniscience) was assigned to the D.K. because of the dissatisfaction 

of those same higher powers, is also an understanding that is unavailable to 

us.
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So I can hardly begin to speak with true authority on this matter of 

odor. Yet, if we are to conjecture what took place during the endless eras of 

evolution, I would suppose that the D.K. (who is undeniably the Creator of 

that world of weather, flora, fauna, and primates that we inhabit, all of us 

separate souls, bodies and spirits—divine and satanic—if, He is, yes, the

Creator, then evolution was certainly His great laboratory, and the signs of

His Stupidity as well as His Genius are to be found in all those experiments 

with the development of His creatures—the aeons it took before certain 

animals could fly—the extreme experiments in size, the great hopes that went 

into the dinosaur (only to discover that that particular invention of animal 

being was too Goddamn large and so could not survive in the proportions the

D.K. had given him—that is one failure. We can cite a myriad of others. The

Creator had His relative successes and His failures, but it must be admitted— 
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He never gave up, even if He was not altogether in control of the earth He 

had fashioned since earthquakes and ice ages brought many an interruption to

His experiments and pursuits.

Of one matter I am relatively certain. By the time men and women 

entered the D.K.'s concept of how to proceed with existence, so had our

Maestro also appeared and with Him developed the perversities and 

uncontrollables (from the D.K.'s point of view) of human activity. There, 

right at such a point of the creative development of the world we all inhabit, 

came the presence of odor as a subtle but sometimes determining factor in 

these human affairs.

Back with the animals and with primitive man as well, odor had proven 

an asset to the D.K., an enhancement for the development of the species.

Animals were drawn or repelled by one another in part because of their odor, 
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and presumably their smells—the end product as designed by the D.K.— 

revealed the depth of their courage, perseverance, fear, treachery, loyalty, 

determination to propagate—no end to the list. It was all usefill to positive 

creative steps in evolution.

I think by the time our Prince entered the lists, the D.K., enraged by the 

diminution of His station (no longer to be able to know Himself as All-Good 

and AU-Powerfiil) began to search for a method whereby His Cudgels could 

determine (assuming that they have a sense of smell!) which men, women,

^nd children had been lost to Him in part and in whole. And so, if the Good

Lord (soi-disant!) had His own skill as a sorcerer, and how could He not 

deploy such powers given the dire complexities of dealing with the varied 

acts of the Maestro, it is my expectation that the D.K. even had the ability to 

mark each of our clients with a touch of recognizable and condign odor, a 
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marking process, if you will, that was chosen in preference to others (given 

the inevitable disbursements of budget inherent in any choice of program.)

From the Middle Ages on, the Maestro combated this hardship by 

encouraging many of our chemists to develop perfumes whose subtleties, 

before all was done, became a means of blending harsh or rotten odors into 

sweeter, earthier, more untraceable, and finally more appealing fragrances, 

even exotic in their hint of a stink beneath the bouquet.

By the late Renaissance and certainly in the Enlightenment, soaps were 

developed, soaps of as many varieties of perfumes, and the Dummkopf was 

again confounded. At this time of Adi's boyhood, and indeed, throughout his 

life, that was the greatest progress the Devil had made. Soaps, laundries, 

bath-tubs, perfumes, cleansing oils and the development of plumbing all came 
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in part, in large part, by the determined and highly focused energies of 

entrepreneurs who belonged more to Us than to the Cudgels.

After Adolfs time, it can be said that the D.K.'s use of bad human odor 

as a siren warning has been more or less wholly defeated. Deodorants have 

carried the most modem day. No one knows any longer how anyone else 

smells and that loss proved a great simplification to Our work.

Back, however, in the period I here relate, that was not yet so, and the 

meeting of Alois, the bee-keeper called Der Alte, and Adi was characterized 

by the immediate intimacy felt by the boy and the old bee-keeper. They took 

to each other at once. I can warrant it was due to some instinctive 

appreciation, each of the other's odor.
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I must not skip, however, over the walk to Der Alte's farm because

Alois may have had his first real conversation with his second son, Adolf

Hitler.

296
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of unhappy expectations/fifted.

In September, Adi and

Angela in the fourth^ most advanced grade for twelve-year-olds, §SdtAdi.

frrthe-begmningrwhat(with a bright September, mellow with sun and 

:o the first grade.

•seme (green still in the fields, itwas a fine walk hand in han^overliill? and

-idgwSthrough meadows wtth^^^^nable7and^nfbEteb{?peril-Yh bull

wot?grazing at the other end of a fenced-in pasture they could choose to
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Cwas notas brave as oneself today^and so Luuld b^uiedled.'

spirits, or t^sensejn-one orf^eother ^varied—Irhat

-the~e®7tainly-pai^TurnshffwasTn-a^earful mi

Soon enough, Adi learned that it was not wise to shame Angela when J"Z-f

f < i k ^2— .

vulncrability-^ie gsald-alwaff; tell him that he smelled bad. Sometimes it

(P^5
was his breath,?eHd as often,his body odor, but she saved such observations

for those time*Fffl~osfnece^ry7 when he would be so bold as to jeer at her

caution concerning the bull.

Probably, she did not know to what depth in his quick-beating-Seart

sank these accusations thatheJtad

as-thaHhese^

aCGHS

later.

went*,and for good cause. The-adde

larksmeil, but deep indeed they
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-ederus one of our ongoingforoble

e>L^r clients^ lUs-an-unhappy means of ienti-fication and we arc not the only ones—.
— _ . ,Z, __ r~*> - A,,- Z

to be aware t>f itcjli. kuMfrto piek-ituffp*

Jn-any-evenViUos, Pom Angela's point of view,

tears to his eyes^as-weil. Besides, rtot=aH bad smells^botherWher that much.

She^wtfffnsed.'Tjy iio^to sour milk and pig wallow, hut that

another sorrow to her ir dead Rosig,

smelling and mean.

'Oh, shut up. It's not you I cry for.

Rosig and he for her, not because he had

'What are you crying about?* sai^Adi. "You tell me how-bad I am

Adi was trying to make her cry, woUzshe would look for ways to bring ibe-

tgfeo much (in fact, he had been jealous ofjwjjpassion for the pig)

He knew that
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'he did like Angelafshe was a good older sister most ofbut becausi

smartest boy.

ef^oyuiShe-stFHggle-ttrbe-felt in hie heacLonee he

of the one room in the school house.

thirty, even twenty-five,

six to twelve in age, and each child eetridljisten

teard in turn in eaclfclass, a simpte(matter since there was only one teacher,

Fraulein Werner, who was fui wore spectacles, but Iwl-H-tiiw- -

were sometimes ^rmany 's and girls, sometime/! down to

she’was the brightest girl in the school, just as he was thethe tim^

Depending on
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X

'who were studying the exceptional deeds of Charlemagne ®vea=a&

interesting and sometimes awesome letters

eeftaindroursT-and was introduced to German liistoiy in diiullie^HuFJF^tffth-

Book3 Feb041—temp fox copy 2/23/04

■soAtli (wa< able tojft four classeOO”

^^^^rof^Wler.and large animals

/«. 4q

of J? day he ImhimI tn regd gnd unritg better qrri4 Her in the course of~L
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0ot fincTariy of the place^he had noticed already, Braunau and Linzytfie first

ZV

that they were the neatestwhgn it came to dress. That was Kiara's doin;

deterfttfthe othej%ut then that boy

was nothing. If Adi could manage to live with Alois, Junior, he~hai

clothes and my mother will kill me if I get them dirty

-bow year older and much more than his/size

So, atjbix, he was[studying the work of ever)' age to twelve, andTt-

pleased him that Angela was alee the brightest in her class. Ifoitl

yet-henot-only usod-ttto install hiMwminFraulein Werner'sfavor».btrt-wtw-

i'mz

to catch his eye^en the map:

"Are you crazy?" he saidjn the other guriQg.rece£3. "I am in my good

to fear like this, also named Klaus.
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Changes occurred, and his depression lessened. Alois, Junior, was 

gone. Klara had taken it upon herself to suggest that he should be sent to

Spital where he could work with her father who by now was old enough 

certainly to need a strong young assistant. It developed that Alois Junior was 

in favor of the move as well. Alois, Senior's depression, conveying its own 

heavy threat, had lived in the midst of the son's rage like a jailer with the key.
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So, it was arranged. The transportation would begin on a neighboring 

fanner's cart to take him to Linz, then by train to Weitre, and by a jitney 

which sent through Spital every other day—the boy was transported, and a 

cloud of unhappy expectations was lifted.

In September, Adi and Angela began school in Fischlham, Angela in 

the fourth and most advanced grade for twelve-year-olds, with Adi, at six, 

going to first grade.

School started for him with a bright September, mellow with sun, much 

green still in the fields. It was a fine walk hand in hand with his sister over 

hills and through meadows and only one peril was on the route—a bull 

grazing in a fenced-in pasture. They could choose to take a detour, or dare to 

ctoss, depending on the mood of their spirits, or a sense—this varied—that 

the other was not as brave as oneself today, and so could be mocked.
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Soon enough, Adi learned that it was not wise to shame Angela when

she was the one to be in a fearful mood since she knew the way to pay him

back. She would tell him that he smelled bad. Sometimes it was his breath,

or, as often, his body odor, but she saved such observations for those

occasions, when he would be so bold as to jeer at her caution concerning the

bull.

Probably, she did not know to what depth in his quick-beating chest

these accusations entered, but deep indeed they went, and for good cause.

They were true. He did have an odor—touch of sulphur and an unmistakable

hint of something rotten—of that I may choose to speak later. Such off-odor

is one of the constant problems of our clients. It besets us. So often the

Cudgels pick it up.



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/1/04 266

From Angela's point of view, it was no more than a childish contest.

If Adi was trying to make her cry, of course she would look for ways to bring 

tears to his eyes. Besides, most bad smells did not bother her that much. By 

now, she was accustomed to sour milk and pig and horse manure. But a wind 

full of pig wallow brought a real sorrow to her heart—poor dead Rosig.

"What are you crying about now?" asked Adi. "You tell me how I am 

bad-smelling and I am the one who should cry—you are mean."

"Oh, shut up. It's not you I cry for."

He knew that meant Rosig and he did feel sad for her, not because he 

had liked the sow so much (in fact, he had been jealous of Angela's passion 

for the beast) but because he did like Angela—she was a good older sister 

most of the time. Besides, she was the brightest girl in the school, just as he 

was the smartest boy.
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Indeed, that was true. He enjoyed spending the morning and afternoon 

inside the four walls of the one room in the school house.

Depending on weather and the immediate needs of the neighboring 

farms for additional labor, there were sometimes less than forty boys and 

girls, sometimes it was down to thirty, even twenty-five, but the school-room 

was always divided among these four grades; First to Fourth, six to twelve in 

age, and each child was able to listen willy-nilly to all that took place in each 

other class, a routine matter since there was only one teacher, a middle-aged 

lady, Fraulein Werner, who wore spectacles.

Adi was soon able to follow all four classes. His introduction to

German History came by way of the Fourth who were studying the 

exceptional deeds of Charlemagne. An hour later, he was obliged in First to 

see which pictures of animals could be connected to combinations of 
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interesting and sometimes awesome letters that made a word. This was a 

matter on which he took care not to make the same mistake twice. Indeed, he 

was usually eager to receive the next picture that Fraulein Werner would 

show them, even if it took too long for the others in the class to answer, and 

he could barely wait for the lessons of the Third who were studying the 

geography of their great Hapsburg empire. If permitted, he would have been 

ready to speak out to those students who all seemed to be simpletons, and 

could not find any of the places on the map he had noticed already, Braunau 

and Linz being the first to catch his eye.

So, at the age of six, he was in effect picking up the lessons of the eight 

and ten and twelve-year-olds, and it pleased him that Angela was the 

brightest in her class. By the approval in Fraulein Werner's eyes as they 

entered the room, he also knew that they were the neatest children when it 
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came to dress. That was Klara's doing, and it helped to install them in

Fraulein Werner's favor. All the same, such neat dress obliged him to stay 

quick in his wits in order not to get into a fight with a bully one year older and 

much more than his own size who kept daing Adolf to wrestle him during 

recess.

"Are you crazy?" he said. "I am in my good clothes and my mother 

will kill me if I get them dirty." The daily wars of Passau had given his voice 

just enough certainty to deter the other. But then that boy was nothing. If

Adi could manage to live with Alois, Junior, how much had he to fear from a 

fool like this, also named Klaus? It was Angela who bothered him with all 

this teasing.



FROM :MA ILER FAX NO. :5084972136 Mar. 01 2004 01:30PM P8

Feb. 24 2004 03:19PM PlFROM :JMUORDCRRFT FAX NO. :17188243782

270
Books FcbO41—temp ftx copy 2/24/04

period, HereJUara had been of great he^afl^agh^fearsrherconcems,

-and indeed her outright horror

her own odor, having come in these last few weeks aHfc to her first

or hamsjust before dy*

the nearest-mtiffiatefy. pShe~adored Angela u&o^wa^Bynow

Toaoothe this outraged state forfte=giri, Klara Jor the first time, spoke-
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I

</Sest genuiukujiml of Angela’s new condition, but went on at good length 

about the naturalness of odor in general, and the peculiar subtleties of it in

nature, aad,lasting about for happy examplesf^Zsed on a piece of

information Alois had maatiGoed/m passing. Klara had asked him how he

could be suFOftusown bees, when he goHhetn, (would know how to come 

back to 4heff-ewn4iiw7 especially since he would now have, once his plans

Le-

were fulfilled, at least three ofjhe new boxesj^whlluircoionyinitself, C 

sitting side by side in the shade of the walnut grave. "Howjip-thcy/lmdw

which will bo theirs?!^

icr curiosity to explain that he would Hefwg^sufiTcicntly pleased

paint the boxes different colors, green for one, sky-blue for another, sod pink

forlthe third, that were like the color

of the flowers whose nectar they brought back.
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i "But you tell me each day they can go to a dififerent kind of flower.

i
They are faithful only for one day to this kind of flower er-wt?"

I
"Yes." He wasn't certain he lilted eonycrgtioii. <

'■h-. <=»£(c- ^e>—<z L£

I "So it could be a flower of one color on one day, and another color

|
tomorrow?"

"Yes."

"Howdt get mixed up?"

ptxthably^^^matTindiffbrence. "Each queen bee has its own odor. And-

■givetens of thousands ofsmep she fertilizes everVcell inevery'comb

He was reluctant to tell her. It was no^cnnethin^hecessarilyjto talk

I x 7 '-J- S
bees their beginning in life,(so she is certain to pass her own odor into each of

her thousands of children.”
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much you know."

1 iA.
"That is so remarkable," said Klara. "How do you know^, Alois? So

"I have read about these discoveries in books," he said grudgingly.

j have never smelled it yourself?"

O strength, his patiencq and his five good senses, aat to mentionfthcimysterious

sixth.
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Alois, however, had jSttdc a seriouc nrirtakfrjr hSj told her a little

I
too much. Now, she had to know more. Sliwrtou, was a-peaSfol^afteRrik

Beforefficywrrn through, hr fffi the conversation they had this niehL^”

explain how the queen was fertilized.

- ■_ _ -------- I perm J

Shetwao, indeed, intenael^curious about any queen who could btwo tons of

a queen! There wa;

of admiration mjji^eye when he spoke ofthe Queen

thousands of children and still

Bee. Everything^wenll^depended on her—the absolute success of the

hive, you could say, >■

excitement about the Queen Bee and he could sense it

i So he led hei up Affihk

his advantage
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for this night. She wa/b&wms^pexcited by the thought of so female a

I
creature, so tiny, so noble/sQyfi&jolutelf extraordmaiy.

275

days out of her nurses and attendants from the day she had

but a few

emerged^ wen^out of the hive as a frill virgin, usually on the first warm day in

very much a virgin, not twenty

f?

May,.aad^p she flew/fnhrthe heavens on heMnmden flight^ngher than all

He explained then that the young

"Yes, fat, spoiled fellows. They live to eat, and on a good day they fly 

around like foolsJ It is only when the virgin queen conies out for her first

flight that they can justify their existcncqjbr they are overcome by how

phenomenal she isA This queen who flies so high, she 6 s so beautiful

compared to all her sisters, those thousands of worker liees, yes, work-horse
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I

Changes occi

gone, Klara had taken it upon herself to suggest that he should be sent to

Spital where he could work with her who by now wa^old enough

^eeptemb/to need a strong young assistant. It developed that Aloispunior was

in favor of the move as well. t^otSrSetwes^d^pression, conveying its own otrs

ou» >

So, it was arranged. The transportation would begin on a neighboring

wfe&H^^hrough Spital every other dayA4ne boy was transported, and a

cloud of unhappy expectations was lifted.

c him to Linz, th<farmer's cart
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In September, Adi and Angela began school in Fischlham, Angela in
the fourth and most advanced grade for twelve-year-olds, withkdi, at six,

going to first grade.

SeheotWted^bdrinrwitifa bright September, mellow with suij, mueh-

was a fine walk hand in hand with his sister over

Id choose to take adetoiir, or dare to

he peril was on the route—^bul
juu-ZZS

I 1

hills and through meadows

grazing in a fenced-in pasture.

cross,/SepewJmg on the mood of their spiritsuawwcnse-—this varied£«Hrijk

and so could be mocked;

Soon enough, Adi teamed that it was not wise to shame Angela when
_

she was^-ane-to-bc-tuAfearful mood since sheknew<tfie wayto pay him

back. She would te^rnm that he smelled bad. Sometimesjt was his breath,

as often, his body odor^Lshc saved such observations forthoac „|

^Castonsywhen-hu wuuld-be so buld-aa to jeer at her caution oonoemingjl

Probably, she did not know to what depth in his quick-beating chest

these accusations entered, but deep £dje*?they went, and for good cause,

They were true. He did have an odor—touch of sulphur and an unmistakable

hint of something rotten—of that I rnay{choose to speal^ later. Such off-odor
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is one of the constent problems of our clients. It besets us. So oftenpnr

''"C?-*- Cudgels pick it up.
5

From Angela's point of view, it was no mow diima4®ttdt8h=ewrtwf-.

If Adi was trying to make her cry, of course she would look for ways to bring

now, she was accustomed to sour milk and<fgf$i horse manure. But a wind

full of pig wallow brought a real sorrow to her heart—poor dead Rosig^

"What are you crying about now?" asked Adi. "You tell me how I am

bad-smelling and J am the one who should cry—you are mean."

inside the four walls of the one*room ^^i&chool house.

"Oh, shut up. It's not you I cry for."

He-tewwpat mean^Rosigandhe did feel sad for he£,jnot because he

had liked the sow so much (in fact, he bad been jealous of Angela's paswn.
^7.4-5

for the beast) but because he did like^^a-^hFwiw^i-g^- older sister( $

fflwme time. Besides, she was the brightest girl in the school, just as he

was the smartest boy/J~

( IndeedrthsnvasWrifcTnjoyed-speadintHhe-’nefi^^

Depending on weather and the immediate needs of the neighboring

farms for additional labor, there were sometimes less than forty boys and

girlsL sometimes it was down to thirty, even twenty-five, but the school-room



FROM :MAILER FAX NO. :5084072136 Mar. 02 2004 03:20PM P4

FROM : JMUQRDCRAIfT FAX NO. :17186243782 Mar. 02 2004 01:05PM Pl

Book? Fcb()41—wrap fax copy 3/2/04

First to Fourth, six to twelve inkys-

listen willy-nflly to all that took place in each

-saa which pictures of anim

twice. Indeed,

was usually eager to receive the next picture that Fraplein Werner would

lessons of the Third who were studying the

geography oi
X

ready to speak out to those students whoafrseanttHofe simpletons, and

could not find any of the places on Braunau

'D

intercsting-and-s®m©&
mattwA^Ih^h^^k care notto

show them, even if it took too hngtfm~ the others in the-class to aiww^an

and each chib

other class, a routine matter since there was only one teacher, a middle-aged

lady, Fraulein Werner, who/wore spectacled~

I Adi was soon able to foHcrw(aU four classes. His introduction to

and Linz being the first to catch his eye.

So, at the age of six, he was in effect pielcwgup fhe lessons of the eight 

266

came by way o

,lie'would'haveTeen

and ten and twelve-year-olds, and it pleased him that Angela was the

brightest in her class. By the approval in Fraulein Werner's
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will kill me

just1 enough cortwn^tfo deter the other. But then that boy was nothing. If

■ ts

them dirty." The daily wars of Passau had given his voice 

jfgtelritThM wtto in order not to get into a fight wijWbully ene-year older red
Lu

mucli more than 1iis uwn-aije. who kept daing Adolf to wrestlejiim during

entered the room, he also knew that they were the neatest chd^ran(0enit

came toidressl^Thatwas Kiara's doing, and it helped to install thei^/in

Fraulein Werner's favor. AH the same, such neat dress obliged him to stay 

Adi could manage to live with Alois, Junior, how much had he to fear from a

fool like this, also named KJau^It was Angela who bothered him with all 

this iteasing.
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^SgelJwas all too concerned these days by what might be her own
odor, having come in the last few weeks^Ther first period. Here^Klara had

beet) of great help, and/fl^SS^B^ to allay the girl’s fears, berconoernt, and

in Angela's mind with Rosigindeed, her outright horror. It

wh^hfliHme^aged |$iood all over her hansj^O^r«Fwthedr-—

T«-eato4nu/ufraged stale, Klara spoke, for tile first time^of mwe^

imtirnate matters. She adored Angela. (The twelve-year-old was by now ttat

newlest substitute^m-Wfor a woman who couldj^ teflriM'aha so she
4V 

spoke not only of AngeWs new conditioifbut went on at good length about

1 , ii5
the naturalness of odor in general, and^pecuhar subtleties j£if in nature.

Casting about for happy examples, she passed on a piece of information Alois

had^v^enn passmg.^arahad asked how he could be sure his own
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bee he did start his hives, would know how to come back to liom%,

e8pBmHjraffie<niewould new have, once his plans were fulfilled, at least

three of these new boxes he kept describing, each a full colony in itself, awt
^^Cere they would be, sitting side by side in the shade of the walnut grove.

"How will J^bees know where they belong?" she asked.

He had been sufficiently pleased by her curiosity to explain that he

green for one, sky-blue for another,

pink for the third. Bees, he explained, liked to live in habitations that were
LA-J

color of the flowers whose nectar they brought back.

"But you tell me^ach day kind of flower.

They are faithful only for one day/fo each kind of flower. Is that not so?"

"Yes." He wasn't/certain he liked this conversation. Would he

be able to answer all her questions?

"So it could be a flower of one color on one day, and another color //

(Tomorrow?"

I "Yes."

4&2«c
"How do the bees not get mixed up?"

Ye//
Bt^as reluctant to tell her. It was not necessarily something to talk

about^till, he chose to procoed. For Klara to be interested in apiculture

<®X<_ s <-£ ‘TLusl
-WQuH-probablyLbe better for him an the whole thai^mditference. 11 Each
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queen bee has its own odor," he informed her. "Since slw^rtilize^cvcry

<£<????
miniscule cell in every comb and so gives tens of thousands ofhawrffioir

beginning in life, yes, every year, so she is certain to pass her own odor into

each of her thousands of children."

"That is so remarkable," said Klara. "How do you know this, Alois?

So much you know."

"I have read about these discoveries in books," he said grudgingly.

"You have never smelled it yourself?1'

■ "Do I look so stupid as to put my nose into a hive in order to give a.

SHy bees the opportunity to fly up my nnafcilaP1 -

She began to laugh. In certain ways, she knew himg’well. He might

-------he did not like to admit that^est^j^^not been leametj^y way of his

hanis, his feet, his tiwn strength, hi^jSSence and his five good senses, w*

-+s>
■weft^stfhe mysterious sixth.

Alois, however, hadCTte- a little too much. NowJ»e had to know
\

more.

i Before the conversatm

prodded him to explain how the queen was fertilized. She had, after all, to be
more than curious about any queen who coddhS^any thousands of
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i-J-f
children and still remain a queen! /there was such admiration in Alois' eye

when he spoke of this Queen Bee? Everything depended on her—the

absolute success ofth^ hy^^oug^uld say, nothing less.

i So he-dett Klara through some descriptive steps. Sha was devcloping-

her^ygfexcitement about the Queen Beq;^Rdha could sense it would be to

his advantage for this night. She was clearly excited by the thought of so

female a creature, so tiny, so noblq, and so extraordinary.

He explained then that the young queen, very much a virgin, not twenty

J

nurses and attendant^fiom-the-

hive as a

days out of her own wax ceU4®tar^rmwdth and depth than the little

erdser(5n tne end of ^pencil—would be 

e her maiden flight out of theiethe

into ithe heavens on this first sortie, higher than all but a few male bees would

dare to go.

"The ones who are called drones?" asked Klara.

"Yes, fat, spoiled fellows. They live to e%wl on a good day they fly

I
around like fools. For the fun of it. They do not even bother to bring back

honey. It is only when the virgin queen comes out for her first flight that they

can justify their existence. It is then that they are overcome by how

phenomenal she is. And they know it On this day, they have been flying
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compared to all her sisters, those thousands of worker bees, yes, work-horse

fenjiale bees always looking for more nectar, owtee^ej^arC attachedto tteir

/dutJes for the hive. Clean-up duties. Chores. But this Queen, she is
i

different, still a virgin, she is not yet really a queen, more, 1 would say, like a

princess, And then, 1 would say, even like a princess, she flies so high that

only a few of these drones can follow. Then down to two efthem, to

one!, but, oh, this last strong one, he readies her, he puts what ho has, yes,

tt

you know what I mean, his very own tool-fcr-the-sperm which he keeps

inside himseloow/omesout and goes/you could say into, yes, yes/Cal
I

her vagina^why not? it is so, and she takes it all in even as they are up in the

air so high/
/ a

"It is like a miracle," said Klarq, aad hgr eyes had begun to shine. How

^^SSld4h®5i«eS She almost said, "A miracle of love."

J1Ne^4xactly," said Alois. Now, be did not know how to continue. If

he said too much, he could spoil what tni^^fc^gn^i^ight, his

ut5«^
shrewd side ^oke(fo1mni® and he knew, yes, the best was likely to come

front telling it all.
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"This drone," he said, "this one good brave drone, sticks it in so far,

which is exactly what nature waut^Weinust suppose, that then he cannot, get

it back."

I "What?"
I

"No, Donnerwetter, be can’t get back his own tool. The queen has

hooks, or something of the kmd,6harp books for certain to keep himZHe is

stuck. When he doo^ull away, you won’t believe it.jKjs all rippod right out

of him. He lias to leave it behind. His manhood! Ml^onc^

"And him? What happens then to him?"

"Oil, he dies, of course. He is gone.**XAz

"The poor creature," she said. But she could not help it, She-begaiuo-
Z iv'Cte’ 5^3^

smirk and thenjhp (smile jad opcejkT^began she had to laugh and then, (could

not jstop. Alois had neverfjeanTlier laugh so long yd so hard before. *

"What a life," she finally said, and Alois had been right to tell her. She

was^fx months gad-masd into her pregnancy, but they made love that night.
[

Alois had known more than one woman who could give a fine big sweat of a

copulation even in the very last week before she had someone else's baby.

But that had hardly been fte case with Klara. This night, however, was
i

different.
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Of course, he certainly did not go on to teD her of two other things.

The first was that the queen was perfectly capable of having other lovers after

five or six lovers in_a4ew-weeks?that first fabulous flight. Some of

Some Queen Bees could store enough semen to lay thousands and then tens

of thousands of eggs, one each to every cell among^nousands of colls, and4»
, z,

tluyJoFaslnuch as throe years to come^wSch meant that for the rest of her
Us1eP(/e-

-hfe^she would be feeding honey and pollen to the pupae she had created even

her with devotion, capping jfliese cells of bees yet

they made from the pollen of theto be bom with

May flowers, a wax that no chemist could duplicate in the laboratory. No, he

did not describe how devotedly the Queen would have to work for the rest of

[e did not speak of other complications. 'ITiere waswho would not stir.

always a tendency, once warm weather began and the hive had grown too full

her life, and he certainly did not tell Klara that when mating season was done,

the female worker bees evicted ^fthc drones out-of the hive and killed those

of new brood, for half of the colony to be ready to desert, to swarm, to fly

away. You could lose halfJ^rprofilmaliwry. He did not toll her of now

queans being bom who were often extinguished by the loyal bweo-whu acted

like-royal maidens jx^cfem^^urtaroundthe Queen Bee. No, he let well
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that few matters concerning ft is curious, yet, after

odor. To make matters even less ai •, it is also true

s
the^abits-a®4Mualities of men and women is as difficult to discuss as 

that none of us who assist the Maestro possess^mj^ense of smelT^fhc 

gossip among m soon takes to the^mn&M£stiIl-ftMUAa3 notion that

| f LC^A ~ ~

frceetise/ve (vhuld-affibecorne ill from sniffing our own reek.
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Enough! It is not a ^object for settf* Many^taiSproblems in

many.)

|
, How this condition began, I do not know. If I have served the E.O. in

various capacities for many an age, my recollection ofpasferas is no more

mcamations. Put-simplj£JFis probably

not to the Maestro's interest to have us know any more than we need to know < 

eeMvehfcJas effectively as possible < with problems

immediately before us. We do not have to call upon Judas or BluebeanJ-i*.
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encourage a drunken client to 

con sequence? j^havc almost no idea of the real beginning^^he Dummkopf 

and the Evil One. Whether they were brokers (the IjX. presumably^.

rovm.ee. Whether the E.O. was there from the commencement or 

whether the Dummkopf (in whole command

assistant, or whether the 0.0. (to use for a nroment^li^ighes&Gtie-—the

Oth6r Omniscience) was) ;e of the dissatisfaction

^.edy appeared EghstderaHi? later ifnot for us to know. Nor can we discern

of this earth and this

solar system) ipoka (to higher powers out in the etoe^tSTHiyteedfor an 

rovm.ee
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i So I can hardly Eegm-t3 speak with£tf authority on this<faatter of"

odor. Yet, if we arc to conjecture what took ptace^m^the-ondlcbb uiu&of-
I

I would suppose that the D.K. (who is undeniably the Creator of

dia /worldwf weather, florti, feura, and primates that we inhabit, all of us, aJl

separate souls, bodies and spirits—divine and satanic—if, Ho is, yes, the

Creator, then evolution was certainly His great laboratory, and the signs of

HisiStupidity as well as His Genius are to be found in all thosG^penmcnts
i

development of His creature^the jrfeons it took before certain

aaw^ould fly^-the extreme experiments in size, the great Kjpesthat went,

.ogyyy$k? >
nntojthe dinosaur (only to discover that that particular invention of animal

betng way too goddamn large and could not survive in the proportionsthe
i

cLise J
D.K; had^i(fimwhat is one failure. We^rdt^^riad of oth^ST"

♦

Creator had His relative successes and His failures, but it must be
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hadj fashioned, many an interruption to

! -4-
He never gave up, even if He was not aHegethaHgtSnrrol of the earth He

perversities and

lere,

Maestro also appearedj^d writ?

His. experiments and pursuits, •„~ \ > /

1 Of one matter^ I am relatively certain. By the timc men and women

he D.K.'s concept of how^o proceed

riglit at such a point of the creative development of the world we^inhabit,

subtle but sornctwrcs determining factor inWthepresence of odor
V

i4h primitive man as^vell, odor had'

adJ
aa dsset^the D.K., an enhancement for the development of((he species.

human affairs.
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determination to propagate-^dto the list. It was all useful totitive

•diminution of His

and AlI-PowerfijpAiegan to search for a method whereby His Cudgels could

determine (assuming that they h; ise of stncll!) which men, women,

I think by the time our Prince entered the lists, the D.K^enraged by the

imself as All-Good

itaid children^adbeenlost to Him in part whole And so, if the Good

Lord ^^a^iwtJWownsEnasa sorcerer,^m^fiowMuidHe not

acts of the Maestn D.K. even had the ability to

ny <***+*-J
deploy such powers given thrive complexities of dealing with the varied

maijk each of our clients with a touch of recognizable and condign odor, a
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Many choice of program.)oj

tty Sr^1 tpLc<u^
marking process, if you will, that was chosen mpfefcrenoo to others (given-,

op perfumes whose subtleties,^

became a means ofbtendiu^fiarsh or rotten odors iate-

Frqm the Middle Ages on, jh^Maestro combated this hardgliip_by

sweeter, earthier, more untraceable, and finally more appealing fragrances,

bath-tubs, perfumes, cleansing oils and the development of plumbing all came
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entrepreneurs who belonged

more or less wholly defeated. Deodorants hare

carried the jnohtmudoBl day. Ntyone knows any longer how anyone else

imd-thaHos^proved a great simplification to Our work.

■sqyand the

by^mmediate intimacy felt^ffiTboyaid the old bee-keeper. They took

< ~--------- (A 1A 
' After Adolfs tim^tcwfbe^dthat the D.K.'s use of bndfhuman odor

'^artrH/SgepaiVby the determined and highly focused energies of 7

to foe Cudgels.

? N n*«*> rt
< Back, however, in foe period I here relate, that was not^i

-
called Der Alte, ami Adi/^ascharacterizedmet

to each other at once. I can warrant it was due to some instinctive

appreciation, cach^of foe other's odor.
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I must not skip, however, over the walk to Der Alte’s farm because

A10is may have had his first real conversation with his(§^gsj son, Adolf

Hitler^
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Changes occurred, and his depression lessened. Alois, Junior, was

gone. Klara had taken it upon herself to suggest that he should be sent to

Spital where he could work with her father who by now was old enough

certainly to need a strong young assistant. It developed that Alois Junior was

in favor of the move as well. Alois, Senior's depression, conveying its own

heavy threat, had lived in the midst of the son's rage like a jailer with the key.

So, it was arranged. The transportation would begin on a neighboring

farmer's cart to take him to Linz, then by train to Weitre, and by a jitney

which sent through Spital every other day—the boy was transported, and a

cloud of unhappy expectations was lifted.
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In September, Adi and Angela began school in Fischlham, Angela in

the fourth and most advanced grade for twelve-year-olds, with Adi, at six,

going to first grade.

School started for him with a bright September, mellow with sun, much

green still in the fields. It was a fine walk hand in hand with his sister over

hills and through meadows and only one peril was on the route—a bull

grazing in a fenced-in pasture. They could choose to take a detour, or dare to

cross, depending on the mood of their spirits, or a sense—this varied—that

the other was not as brave as oneself today, and so could be mocked.

Soon enough, Adi learned that it was not wise to shame Angela when

she was the one to be in a fearful mood since she knew the way to pay him

back. She would tell him that he smelled bad. Sometimes it was his breath,

or, as often, his body odor, but she saved such observations for those

occasions, when he would be so bold as to jeer at her caution concerning the

bull.

Probably, she did not know to what depth in his quick-beating chest

these accusations entered, but deep indeed they went, and for good cause.

They were true. He did have an odor—touch of sulphur and an unmistakable

hint of something rotten—of that I may choose to speak later. Such off-odor 
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is one of the constant problems of our clients. It besets us. So often the

Cudgels pick it up.

From Angela's point of view, it was no more than a childish contest.

If Adi was trying to make her cry, of course she would look for ways to bring

tears to his eyes. Besides, most bad smells did not bother her that much. By

now, she was accustomed to sour milk and pig and horse manure. But a wind

full of pig wallow brought a real sorrow to her heart—poor dead Rosig.

"What are you crying about now?" asked Adi. "You tell me how I am

bad-smelling and I am the one who should cry—you are mean."

"Oh, shut up. It's not you I cry for."

He knew that meant Rosig and he did feel sad for her, not because he

had liked the sow so much (in fact, he had been jealous of Angela's passion

for the beast) but because he did like Angela—she was a good older sister

most of the time. Besides, she was the brightest girl in the school, just as he

was the smartest boy.

Indeed, that was true. He enjoyed spending the morning and afternoon

inside the four walls of the one room in the school house.

Depending on weather and the immediate needs of the neighboring

farms for additional labor, there were sometimes less than forty boys and 

girls, sometimes it was down to thirty, even twenty-five, but the school-room 
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was always divided among these four grades; First to Fourth, six to twelve in

age, and each child was able to listen willy-nilly to all that took place in each

other class, a routine matter since there was only one teacher, a middle-aged

lady, Fraulein Werner, who wore spectacles.

Adi was soon able to follow all four classes. His introduction to

German History came by way of the Fourth who were studying the

exceptional deeds of Charlemagne. An hour later, he was obliged in First to

see which pictures of animals could be connected to combinations of

interesting and sometimes awesome letters that made a word. This was a

matter on which he took care not to make the same mistake twice. Indeed, he

was usually eager to receive the next picture that Fraulein Werner would

show them, even if it took too long for the others in the class to answer, and

he could barely wait for the lessons of the Third who were studying the

geography of their great Hapsburg empire. If permitted, he would have been

ready to speak out to those students who all seemed to be simpletons, and

could not find any of the places on the map he had noticed already, Braunau

and Linz being the first to catch his eye.

So, at the age of six, he was in effect picking up the lessons of the eight

and ten and twelve-year-olds, and it pleased him that Angela was the

brightest in her class. By the approval in Fraulein Werner's eyes as they 
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entered the room, he also knew that they were the neatest children when it

came to dress. That was Klara's doing, and it helped to install them in

Fraulein Werner's favor. All the same, such neat dress obliged him to stay

quick in his wits in order not to get into a fight with a bully one year older and

much more than his own size who kept daing Adolf to wrestle him during

recess.

"Are you crazy?" he said. "I am in my good clothes and my mother

will kill me if I get them dirty." The daily wars of Passau had given his voice

just enough certainty to deter the other. But then that boy was nothing. If

Adi could manage to live with Alois, Junior, how much had he to fear from a

fool like this, also named Klaus? It was Angela who bothered him with all

this teasing.
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Angela was all too concerned these days by what might be her own

odor, having come in the last few weeks to her first period. Here Klara had

been of great help, and did her best to allay the girl's fears, her concerns, and

indeed her outright horror. It was all connected in Angela's mind with Rosig

who had hemorrhaged blood all over her hams just before she died.

To calm this outraged state, Klara spoke, for the first time of more

imtimate matters. She adored Angela. The twelve-year-old was by now the

nearest substitute Klara had for a woman who could be her friend, and so she

spoke not only of Angela's new condition, but went on at good length about

the naturalness of odor in general, and the peculiar subtleties of it in nature.

Casting about for happy examples, she passed on a piece of information Alois

had given her in passing. Klara had asked how he could be sure his own 
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bees, when he did start his hives, would know how to come back to home,

especially since he would now have, once his plans were fulfilled, at least

three of these new boxes he kept describing, each a full colony in itself, and

there they would be, sitting side by side in the shade of the walnut grove.

"How will the bees know where they belong?" she asked.

He had been sufficiently pleased by her curiosity to explain that he

would paint the boxes different colors, green for one, sky-blue for another,

pink for the third. Bees, he explained, liked to live in habitations that were

like the color of the flowers whose nectar they brought back.

"But you tell me each day they can go to a different kind of flower.

They are faithful only for one day to each kind of flower. Is that not so?"

"Yes." He wasn't certain he liked this conversation. Would he

continue to be able to answer all her questions?

"So it could be a flower of one color on one day, and another color

tomorrow?"

"Yes."

"How do the bees not get mixed up?"

He was reluctant to tell her. It was not necessarily something to talk

about. Still, he chose to proceed. For Klara to be interested in apiculture

would probably be better for him on the whole than indifference. "Each 
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queen bee has its own odor," he informed her. "Since she fertilizes every

miniscule cell in every comb and so gives tens of thousands of bees their

beginning in life, yes, every year, so she is certain to pass her own odor into

each of her thousands of children."

"That is so remarkable," said Klara. "How do you know this, Alois?

So much you know."

"I have read about these discoveries in books," he said grudgingly.

"You have never smelled it yourself?"

"Do I look so stupid as to put my nose into a hive in order to give

twenty bees the opportunity to fly up my nostrils?"

She began to laugh. In certain ways, she knew him so well. He might

read his books on the subject, but he was still good peasant stock at bottom—

he did not like to admit that the subject had not been learned by way of his

hands, his feet, his own strength, his patience and his five good senses, as

well as the mysterious sixth.

Alois, however, had told her a little too much. Now, she had to know

more.

Before the conversation they had this night was over, she actually

prodded him to explain how the queen was fertilized. She had, after all, to be

more than curious about any queen who could birth so many thousands of 
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around waiting for her. This queen who flies so high, who is so beautiful

compared to all her sisters, those thousands of worker bees, yes, work-horse

female bees always looking for more nectar, or else they are attached to their

duties for the hive. Clean-up duties. Chores. But this Queen, she is

different, still a virgin, she is not yet really a queen, more, I would say, like a

princess. And then, I would say, even like a princess, she flies so high that

only a few of these drones can follow. Then it is down to two of them, to

one, but, oh, this last strong one, he reaches her, he puts what he has, yes,

you know what I mean, his very own tool-for-the-spenn which he keeps

inside himself now comes out and goes, you could say into, yes, yes, call it

her vagina, why not? it is so, and she takes it all in even as they are up in the

air so high."

"It is like a miracle," said Klara, and her eyes had begun to shine. How

could they not? She almost said, "A miracle of love."

"Not exactly," said Alois. Now, he did not know how to continue. If

he said too much, he could spoil what might follow on this night, but then his

shrewd side spoke to himself and he knew, yes, the best was likely to come

from telling it all.
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"This drone," he said, "this one good brave drone, sticks it in so far,

which is exactly what nature wants, we must suppose, that then he cannot get

it back."

"What?"

"No, Donnerwetter, he can't get back his own tool. The queen has

hooks, or something of the kind, sharp hooks for certain to keep him. He is

stuck. When he does pull away, you won't believe it, it is all ripped right out

of him. He has to leave it behind. His manhood! All gone."

"And him? What happens then to him?"

"Oh, he dies, of course. He is gone."

"The poor creature," she said. But she could not help it. She began to

smirk and then to smile and once this began she had to laugh and then, could

not stop. Alois had never heard her laugh so long and so hard before.

"What a life," she finally said, and Alois had been right to tell her. She

was six months and more into her pregnancy, but they made love that night.

Alois had known more than one woman who could give a fine big sweat of a

copulation even in the very last week before she had someone else's baby.

But that had hardly been the case with Klara. This night, however, was 

different.
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Of course, he certainly did not go on to tell her of two other things.

The first was that the queen was perfectly capable of having other lovers after

that first fabulous flight. Some of them had five or six lovers in a few weeks.

Some Queen Bees could store enough semen to lay thousands and then tens

of thousands of eggs, one each to every cell among thousands of cells, and do

this for as much as three years to come, which meant that for the rest of her

life, she would be feeding honey and pollen to the pupae she had created even

as worker females followed her with devotion, capping these cells of bees yet

to be bom with the mysterious substance they made from the pollen of the

May flowers, a wax that no chemist could duplicate in the laboratory. No, he

did not describe how devotedly the Queen would have to work for the rest of

her life, and he certainly did not tell Klara that when mating season was done,

the female worker bees evicted all the drones out of the hive and killed those

who would not stir. He did not speak of other complications. There was

always a tendency, once warm weather began and the hive had grown too full

of new brood, for half of the colony to be ready to desert, to swarm, to fly

away. You could lose half the profit in a hurry. He did not tell her of new

queens being bom who were often extinguished by the loyal bees who acted

like royal maidens to form a court around the Queen Bee. No, he let well 
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enough alone. It was enough that Klara should now be sympathetic to what

would be his new enterprise of apiculture.

Klara had not only been fascinated by what he told her that night, but

now, acting like an older sister, she was ready to divert Angela from these

woes of adolescence. Klara, remembering the first flow of her own blood and

the depth of vulnerability in which it had left her, (she had felt as if she was

no more than an open wound to future depredations that men might exact

from her) made a choice to describe in detail to Angela the hapless self­

amputation of the brave drone who had succeeded in reaching the Queen.

This time, Klara had company in her laughter, they carried on as girls of the

same age, and so it came about, even as Klara divulged more and more of

what she had learned from Alois on this subject, that the topic did turn to

odor. Now, both of them, virtually as equal as two young women, thought

more than a little of the exceptional power of this Queen Bee. There she was,

only a little larger than her own nursing bees and certainly smaller than any

drone. Nonetheless, this Queen Bee had the power to impregnate the air of

the hive and all the thousands who dwelt within it. All of them smelled the

same. "It is," said Klara, full of a new set of giggles, "as if all Russian men

and women have one kind of stink, and all those Polish oafs another. Maybe

there is a good decent aroma for the English, English tea, and we Austrians, 
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we have to be something special, warmth like strudel." Angela was laughing.

"And the French, yes, a shameless smell." They were hugging each other by

now. "And maybe the worst, the Bohemians. I shouldn't describe them."

"And not the Hungarians? They could be the worst!"

They wiped their eyes. Adi, hearing their laughter, came to join them.

He was more than annoyed that they explained nothing, only laughed at the

name of each country mentioned.

The notion remained, however, with Angela. Now, school had for her

a special smell, and Fraulein Werner with all her talcum powder, like much

too much on a baby, and her own little brother Adi. He did have this terrible

smell when they ran up and down too many hills, and she was always coaxing

him to use more soap, or even on those nights twice a week when Klara

boiled enough water for each of them to bathe in the big farm house tub,

Angela would even insist on lathering his back and his armpits before handing

him the bar of soap with a wholly mischievous grin, looking, in truth, a bit

demonic, and, yes, she told him, "Now you take the soap and put it where it

can do some work, you careless boy."

Adi was ready to scream with anger at such rudeness, loud enough for

Klara to come running in, but he would not tell his mother. He was in a 
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turmoil of indecision. Either he smelled as bad as Angela kept saying, or she

was crazy. Who could know? He could hardly sniff a thing on himself.

Then Angela would begin to brood again on the death of Rosig. The

prize sow had indeed had an odor at times, which was not unlike Adi at his

worst, or was it Rosig at her worst?—enough! Angela began to cry for both

of them, the boy and the pig together. Now, full of remorse for teasing him,

she tried to make amends by telling him some of the wonderful secrets that

Klara had told her, all of this new knowledge about bees, and before long,

each morning as the two walked to school, she would take up the topic

again—her head was full of what she had been told and Adi's imagination

was soon inflamed by the mysteries of the Queen Bee.

He had been aware of bees ever since they had come to the farm in

April. More and more did he see them in May and June. There were hours

when the sky was full of glints of light whipping about, flying in so many

directions, and his mother was always warning him that he must not try to

touch such a tiny creature if he saw one on a flower. Worse, he must never

dare to kill one. That same bee could give him something to remember!

Then Edmund got stung one fine morning in July and didn't stop screaming

for an hour or more. So Adolf, in his turn, had been most respectful of the

dangers implicit with their presence, but now, all of Angela's talk about his 
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own odor, so bad that he might die, so he thought, even as Rosig had

probably gotten sick and had to be buried in the big hole his father had dug—

was her bad smell the reason for her death?

It all mixed and revolved in his head. To hear that the Queen Bee gave

a distinct odor, always the same, an odor of herself to every bee in the hive

(and he could count by now to ten thousand) was now attached in his

thoughts to something similar about himself since the more that Angela

carried on about him—"You, too, have a scent, and it is awful!"—the more he

assumed that even if he was a boy, there might be some little thing concerning

Queen Bees that was like himself.

So when he heard that his father was going to visit a neighbor one

Sunday and talk to him about purchasing what Alois called "the first

materials"—an announcement he made on a Saturday evening at dinner, Adi

had a dream that night about bees, and saw an army of bees flying in circles

above the farm. On the ground next to the house was an old man who was

dressed differently from anyone Adi had ever seen. His shirt was outside his

pants and almost down to his knees, and he wore an old hat as long as a

stocking over his white hair, a hat so long it hung down half over his back.

Although he was not short, he still looked like a dwarf because he was bent

over, and in the dream, Adi knew his name. This man was called Per Alte, 
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and the boy woke up on Sunday morning thinking he was the only one who

knew this odd man's name only to discover that he was in error. Alois had

spoken of him on Saturday night as the neighbor from whom he might

purchase his "first materials," but then Alois had gone on to give the family

one of his long lectures (fully resumed now that Alois Junior was not with

them) and he declared that by next May, eight months from now, they would

all be working with him in the new enterprise. He wanted help from each one

of them, each to their strength and capacity.

"Even little Edmund?" asked Angela. A trace of the mockery that

Alois, Junior had alwayas been ready to offer might have been in her voice.

She was no Alois, Junior, however. One look from her father silenced

her.

Sunday morning, as if to establish one clear and defined area of

superiority to his sister, Adi asked his father if he could go with him to see

Der Alte, and Alois, pleased, and certainly surprised, gave his assent. On

Sunday, Klara would be picked up by another farm couple in their wagon to

take the road to Fischlham for Sunday Mass in a small chapel, and she would

always bring the children, even as Alois, exercising a matter of conscience,

would not go with her. This morning therefore, he was all the more pleased 

that Adi asked to join him.
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This request was the product of our Adolfs dream the night before. I

had been directly instrumental in shaping his images of Per Alte—which

which was the first active participation I had taken with the family since

entering Alois' mind just after he had first begun to talk in that Linz tavern

about the beauties and wonders of apiculture.

Now, I feel (with some unease) that I must address the reader again on

this most unappetizing matter concerning Adi's odor.
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It is curious, yet, after all, not so curious that few matters concerning

the varied qualities of men and women are as difficult to discuss as

unattractive odor. To make matters even less agreeable, it is also true that

none of us who assist the Maestro possess anything like a keen sense of

smell. The gossip among devils soon takes to the notion that we must smell

so bad that we might become ill from sniffing our own reek.

Enough! It is not a ribald subject for us. Many problems in managing

our clients near the turn of the nineteenth century can be traceable to this

phenomenon. Unless those men and women in whom we had invested

proved exceptionally fastidious in their personal habits, they were ready to

give off at varying times the worst of body odors. (Indeed, these smells were

sufficiently remarkable to arouse the distrust of many.)
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How this condition began, I do not know. If I have served the E.O. in

various capacities for many an age, my recollection of earlier eras is no more

focused on the far past than is a human's sense of what might be past

incarnations. It is probably not to the Maestro's interest to have us know any

more than we need to know. Rather, we are asked to deal as effectively as

possible with these problems immediately before us. We do not have to call

upon Judas or Bluebeard or Attila the Hun to encourage a drunken client to

slug down another shot of booze. In consequence, we have almost no idea of

the real beginning of the war between the Dummkopf and the Evil One.

Whether they were brothers (the D.K. presumably the older) or, as Milton

supposed it, the contest was between God and an angel of the stature of

Lucifer, is beyond my province. Whether the E.O. was there from the

commencement, or appeared later is also not for us to know. Nor can we

discern whether the Dummkopf (in whole command, we would certainly

suppose, of this earth and this solar system) had to speak to higher powers

out in the galaxies of his immediate need for an assistant, or whether the O.O.

(to use for a moment his highest self-assigned title—the Other Omniscience)

was sent here by those greater powers above because of dissatisfaction with

the work of the D.K., is also a species of cognition that is unavailable to us.

In these matters, there are only questions to pose; there are no answers.
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So I can hardly speak with authority on this much smaller matter of

odor. Yet, if we are to conjecture what took place during the interminable

eons of evolution, I would suppose that the D.K. (who is undeniably the

Creator of that familiar world of weather, flora, fauna, and primates that we

inhabit, all of us, all we separate souls, bodies and spirits—divine and

satanic—if, He is, yes, the Creator, then evolution was certainly His great

laboratory, and the signs of His Stupidity as well as His Genius are to be

found in all those endless experiments concerning the development of His

creatures, yes, the eons it took before certain of His creatures could fly, the

extreme experiments in size, the great and godly hopes that went, for

example, into the dinosaur (only to discover that that particular invention of

animal being was simply too large and could not survive in the proportions

the D.K. had brought to him—that is one failure. A myriad of others are to

be cited. The Creator had His relative successes and His failures, but it must

be admitted that He never gave up, even if He was not even in firm control of

the earth He had fashioned. It is incontestable that earthquakes and ice ages

brought many an interruption to His experiments and pursuits. Why?

Because He had incorrectly designed His sphere of earth in the first place.

Of one matter I am relatively certain. By the time men and women

were generated into the D.K.'s concept of how He was to proceed with the 
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development of existence, so had our Maestro also appeared. With his

entrance, the perversities and uncontrollables of human activity were

stimulated. There, right at such a point of the creative development of the

world we inhabit, came a metamorphosis in the presence of odor. It became

a subtle but often determining factor in human affairs.

At the time of primitive man, odor had still been an asset for the D.K.,

an enhancement for the development of all the species. In part, animals were

drawn or repelled by one another because of their odor. Presumably their

smells (as designed by the D.K.) were there to reveal the depth of their

courage, perseverance, fear, treachery, loyalty, their determination to

propagate—no end to the list. It was all useful to taking positive creative

steps forward in evolution.

I think by the time our Prince entered the lists, the D.K. was enraged

by the reduction of His status. Now, no longer tcould He see Himself as All­

Good and All-Powerful. So He began to search for a method whereby His

Cudgels could determine (assuming that they have a good sense of smell!)

which men, women, and children precisely had been lost to Him in part or in

whole. And so, if the Good Lord was not without His own skill as a sorcerer,

and indeed, how could He not deploy such powers given the new and dire

complexities of dealing with the varied acts of the Maestro, I would go so far 
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as to say that the D.K. even had the ability to mark each of our clients with a

touch of recognizable and condign odor, a marking process, if you will, that

was chosen for its simplicity and reliable lack of expense considering the

inevitable disbursements of divine funds inherent in any choice of program.

From the Middle Ages on, our Maestro combated this obstacle to his subtle

intentions by encouraging many of his chemists to develop perfumes whose

subtleties, became a means whereby harsh or rotten odors could be insinuated

by sweeter, earthier, more untraceable, and finally more appealing fragrances,

even exotic in their hint of a curious human stink beneath the bouquet. (It is,

for example, impossible to reconstruct the history of court life in France

during the reign of Louis XIV without pondering those redolent tricks of

camouflage.

By the end of the Enlightenment, matters had altered again. Soaps had

been developed by us, to add their powers of obliteration to many varieties of

perfume, and again the Dummkopf was confounded. At this time of Adi's

boyhood, and indeed, throughout his years to come, this anesthetization of

human odor represented the greatest progress of the Devil in this sector of

divine combat. Soaps, bath-tubs, perfumes, cleansing oils and the

development of plumbing all came into being, and in large part, by the 
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determined and highly focused energies of those entrepreneurs who belonged

to us more than to the Cudgels.

After Adolfs time, by the middle of the Twentieth Century, it can be

said that the D.K.'s use of unpleasant human odor as a system of warning that

the Evil One is also present, has been more or less wholly defeated.

Deodorants carried the day. By the time of this writing, no one knows any

longer how anyone else smells in the most developed nations, and that loss to

the D.K. has proved a great simplification to our work, a boon.

Back, however, in the period I now relate, that was not so, not yet, and

the meeting between Alois, and the bee-keeper called Der Alte with Adi

present was characterized by an immediate intimacy felt between the boy and

the old bee-keeper. They took to each other at once. I can warrant it was

due to an instinctive appreciation, each, of the other's odor.

I must not skip, however, over the walk to Der Alte's farm because

Alois may have had his first real conversation with his son, Adolf Hitler, on 

that occasion.
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Changes occurred, however. Alois' depression lessened. Junior was

gone. Klara had taken it upon herself to suggest that he should be sent to

Spital where he could work with her father, Joann Poelzl, who by now was

certainly old enough to need a strong young assistant. It developed that

Alois, Junior was in favor of the move as well. His father's depression,

conveying its own despotic threat, had lived in the midst of the son's rage like

a jailer showing his key.

So, it was arranged. The transportation would begin on a neighboring

farmer's cart which would take him to Linz, then on by train to Weitre, where

he could take a jitney which passed through Spital every other day. So, the

boy was transported, and a cloud of unhappy expectations was lifted.
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In September, Adi and Angela began school in Fischlham, Angela in

the fourth and most advanced grade for twelve-year-olds, and Adi, at six,

going to first grade.

His first school days went through a bright September, mellow with

sun. The green was still on the fields. It was a fine walk hand in hand with

his sister over hills and through meadows with but one peril on the route—a

full-grown bull grazing in a fenced-in pasture. Depending on the bull's

mood, they could choose to take a detour, or dare to cross, this last depending

on the mood of their spirits—which varied. On most days, one or the other

was not up to the bold move, and so could be mocked.

Soon enough, Adi learned that it was not wise to shame Angela when

she was in a fearful mood for she did know the way to pay him back. She

would inform him that he smelled bad. Sometimes, it was his breath, as

often, his body odor.

Probably, she did not know to what depth in his quick-beating chest

these accusations entered, but deep they went, and for good cause. They

were true. He did have an odor—touch of sulphur and an unmistakable hint

of something rotten—of that I may soon choose to speak. Such off-odor is

one of the constant problems of our clients. It besets us. The Cudgels pick it

up.
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From Angela's point of view, it was simple. If Adi was trying to

make her cry, of course she would look for ways to bring tears to his eyes as

well. Besides, bad smells did not bother her that much. By now, she was

accustomed to sour milk and horse manure. But a wind full of pig wallow

brought a real sorrow to her heart—poor dead Rosig!

"What are you crying about now?" asked Adi. "You tell me how I am

bad-smelling and I am the one who should cry—you are mean."

"Oh, shut up. It's not you I cry for."

That meant she was thinking of Rosig and he did feel sad for her. This

was not because he had liked the sow so much (in fact, he had been jealous of

Angela's affection for the beast) but because he did like his older sister. She

was good most of the time. Besides, she was the brightest girl in the school,

just as he was the smartest boy inside the four walls of the one-room school

house.

Depending on weather and the immediate needs of the neighboring

farms for additional labor, there were sometimes less than forty boys and

girls, sometimes it was down to thirty, even twenty-five, but the school-room

contained seating divisions for these four grades; and each child, First to

Fourth, six to twelve in age, was able to listen willy-nilly to all that took place

in each other class, a routine matter since there was only one teacher, a 
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middle-aged lady, Fraulein Werner, who had a long nose and wore

spectacles.

Adi was soon able to follow the lessons in all four classes. His

introduction to German History came by way of the senior grade, the Fourth,

where Angela and the others were studying the exceptional deeds of

Charlemagne. An hour later, in First, Adi would be asked in company with

his little cohort to decide which pictures of animals should be connected to

given words. In the beginning, it was wondrous—all those awesome letters

that made a word. It all seemed equal at first to a cabalistic rite, but before

long, it was no more to him than a puzzle. By the time he had reduced it to a

problem, it had become no more than a matter on which he took care not to

make the same mistake twice. Indeed, he was usually eager to receive the

next picture that Fraulein Werner would show them, even if it he soon grew

bored waiting for the others in his class to catch up to him. Soon, he could

barely wait for the lessons of the Third who were studying the geography of

the Hapsburg empire, the great Hapsburg Empire, as Fraulein Werner would

always say. If permitted, he would have been ready to speak out to those

students who were simpletons, and could not find any of the places on the

map he had already noticed, Braunau and Linz being the first to catch his eye.
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So, at the age of six, he was in effect absorbing the lessons of the eight

and ten and twelve-year-olds, and it pleased him that Angela was the

brightest in her class. By the approval in Fraulein Werner's eyes each time

they entered the room, he also knew that they were the neatest brother and

sister when it came to what they were wearing. That was Klara's doing, and

it helped to install them high up in Fraulein Werner's favor. All the same,

such neat dress obliged him to stay apart from other boys during recess in

order not to get into a fight with one bully a year older who kept daring Adolf

to wrestle with him.

"Are you crazy?" he would answer. "I am in my good clothes. My

mother will kill me if I got them dirty." The daily wars of Passau had given

his voice just enough assurance to deter the other. But then that boy was

nothing. If Adi could manage to live with Alois, Junior, how much had he to

fear from a fool like this, also named Klaus, like his lieutenant in Passau? It

was Angela who bothered him with all this teasing.
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She was all too concerned these days by what might be her own odor,

having come in the last few weeks into her first period. Here, Klara had been

of great help, and had done her best to allay the girl's fears, indeed, her

outright horror. It had become connected in Angela's mind with Rosig who,

by the end, had been hemorrhaging blood all over her hams.

To bring some calm to Angela's poor outraged state, Klara spoke, for

the first time of imtimate matters. She adored her step-daughter. The twelve­

year-old was by now her substitute for a woman who could become her

nearest friend, and so she spoke not only of this new condition for Angela,

but went on at good length about the naturalness of odor in general, and its

peculiar subtleties in nature. Casting about for happy examples, she passed 
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on a piece of information Alois had provided her in passing. Once, Klara had

asked how he could be sure his own bees, after he did start his hives, would

know how to come back to home. As she understood it, he would have, once

his plans were fulfilled, at least three of these new boxes he kept describing,

each a full colony in itself, and there they would be, sitting side by side in the

shade of the walnut grove. "How will these thousands of bees know where

they belong?" she asked.

He had been sufficiently pleased by her curiosity to explain that he

would paint each of his boxes a different color, green for one, sky-blue for

another, even pink for the third. Bees, he explained, liked to live in

habitations that were not unlike the color of the flowers whose nectar they

brought back.

"But you tell me that each day these little creatures can go to a different

kind of flower. They are faithful only for one day at a time to each kind of

flower. Is that not so?"

"Yes." He wasn't all that certain he liked this conversation. Would he

be able to answer all her questions? She was no stupid woman. Maybe she

was not stupid enough to be a good wife.

"So it could be a flower of one color on one day, and another color is 

what they like tomorrow?’



Book3 FebO41—temp fax copy 3/2/04, second pass 270

"Yes."

"How do these bees not get mixed up?"

Yes, he was reluctant to tell her. It was not something to talk about.

Not necessarily. Still, he chose to proceed. For Klara to be interested in

apiculture might, on balance, be better for him than if she showed

indifference. "Each queen bee has its own odor," he informed her. "Since

she will fertilize every miniscule cell in every comb and so gives tens of

thousands of eggs, larvae, their beginning in life, yes, eveiy year, so she is

certain to pass her own odor into each of her thousands of children."

"That is so remarkable," said Klara. "How do you know this, Alois?

So much you know."

"I have read about these discoveries in books," he said grudgingly.

"You have never smelled it yourself?"

"Do I look so stupid as to put my nose into a hive in order to give a

dozen bees the opportunity to fly up my nose?"

She began to laugh. In certain ways, she knew him well. He might

read his books on the subject, but, at bottom, he was still good peasant

stock—he did not like to admit that he had not learned the subject by way of

his hands, his feet, his strength, his own patience and his five good senses, 

not even to mention the mysterious sixth.
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Alois, however, had indeed told her a little too much. She had to know

more.

Before the conversation was over for this night, she actually prodded

him to explain how the queen was fertilized. She had, after all, to be more

than curious about any queen who could create so many thousands of children

and still remain a queen! She could see it! There was such admiration in

Alois' eye when he spoke of this Queen. Everything depended on her—the

absolute success of the hive, you could say, nothing less.

So Alois did choose to lead Klara through some descriptive steps.

Given her excitement about the Queen Bee, he could sense it would be to his

advantage for this night. She was clearly excited by the thought of so female

a creature, so tiny, so noble. So extraordinaiy.

He explained then that the young queen, very much a virgin, not twenty

days out of her own wax cell, which was no larger in width and depth than

the little eraser you could find on the end of a new pencil—would be fed on

her emergence from that cell, by nurses and attendants. Yet, just three weeks

from the day she had emerged, she would be ready nonetheless to take her

maiden flight out of the hive as a full virgin, and this usually took place on the

first warm day in May. Up she would fly into the heavens on this first sortie,

higher than all but a few male bees would dare to go.
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"The ones who are called drones?" asked Klara.

"Yes, fat, spoiled fellows. They live to eat, and on a good day they fly

around like fools. For the fun of it. They do not even bother to bring back

honey. It is only when the virgin queen comes out for her first flight that they

can justify their existence. It is then that they are overcome by how

phenomenal she is. And they know it. On this day, they have been flying

around waiting for her. They know she is coming. This queen who flies so

high, who is so beautiful compared to all her sisters, those thousands of

worker bees, yes, work-horse female bees always looking for more nectar,

unless they have been attached to neccessary duties for the hive. Clean-up

duties. Chores. But this Queen, she is different, still a virgin, she is not yet

really a queen, more, I would say, like a princess. And then, I would say,

even like a princess, she flies so high that only a few of these drones can

follow. Then it comes down to two drones, to one, but, oh, this last strong

one, he reaches her, he puts what he has, yes, you know what I mean, his

very own tool-for-the-sperm which he keeps inside himself until now when it

comes out and goes, springs, you could say into, yes, yes, into—call it her

vagina—why not? it is so, and she takes it all in even as they are up in the air

so high, just the two of them."
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"It is like a miracle," said Klara. Her eyes had begun to shine. She

almost said, "A miracle of love."

"No, not exactly," said Alois. Now, he did not know how to continue.

If he said too much, he could spoil what he was looking for on this night.

Still, his shrewd side was there to speak to him and he knew, yes, the best

was most likely to come from telling it all.

"This drone," he said, "this one good brave drone, sticks it in so far,

which is exactly what nature demands, we must suppose, that then he cannot

get it back."

"What?"

"No, Donnerwetter, he can't get back his own tool. The queen has

hooks, or something of the kind, very sharp hooks for certain to keep him

there. He is stuck. When he does insist, when he has to pull away, you won't

believe it, the thing is all ripped right out of him. He has to leave it behind.

His manhood! Gone. All gone."

"And him? What happens then to him?"

"Oh, he dies, of course. He is gone. He falls down to earth."

"The poor creature," she said. But she could not help it. Her mouth

pulled into a smirk and then into a smile. Once that began she had to laugh

and then, she could not stop. Alois had never before heard her laugh so long.
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"What a life," she finally said, and Alois had been right to tell her. She

was over six months into her pregnancy, but they made love that night. Alois

had known more than one woman who could give a fine big sweat of a

copulation even in the very last week before she had someone else's baby.

But that had hardly been the case with Klara. This night, however, was

different.

Of course, he certainly did not go on to tell her of two other things.

The first was that the queen was perfectly capable of having other lovers after

that first fabulous flight. Some of them over the next few weeks into June

had five or six lovers. Some Queen Bees could store enough semen to lay

thousands and then tens of thousands of eggs, one each to every cell among

those thousands of cells, and continue to do until cold weather came, and the

cycle could go on for as much as three years to come. This meant that for the

rest of her life, she would have no more to do with drones, but would be

feeding honey and pollen to the pupae she had created even as her own

worker females, her court, followed her with devotion, capping these cells of

bees yet to be bom with a mysterious wax substance they made from the

pollen of the May flowers, a wax that no chemist could duplicate in the

laboratory. No, he did not describe how devotedly the Queen would have to

work for the rest of her life, and he certainly did not tell Klara that when
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mating season was done, the female worker bees evicted the drones from the

hive, or killed those who would not stir and then swept them out. He did not

speak of other complications. There was always a tendency, once warm

weather began and the hive had grown too frill of new brood, for half of the

colony to be ready to desert, to swarm, to fly away. You could lose half of

your future profit in a hurry. He did not tell her of new queens being bom

who were often extinguished by the loyal and royal maidens who had formed

a court around the Queen Bee. No, he let well enough alone. It was enough

that Klara should now be sympathetic to what would be his new enterprise of

apiculture.

Klara had not only been fascinated by what he told her that night, but

now, acting like an older sister, she was ready to divert Angela from these

woes of adolescence. Klara, remembering the first flow of her own blood and

the depth of vulnerability in which it had left her, (she had felt as if she was

no more than an open wound to future depredations that men might exact

from her) made a choice to describe in detail to Angela the hapless self­

amputation of the brave drone who had succeeded in reaching the Queen.

This time, Klara had company in her laughter, they carried on as girls of the

same age, and so it came about, even as Klara divulged more and more of

what she had learned from Alois on this subject, that the topic did turn to
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wojrst, or was it Rosig at her worst?—enough! Angela began to cry for both

she tried to make amends by telling him seme^pf the wonderful secretariat

Klara had told her, all of this new knowledge about bees, and bofera-lengs,

morning as the two walked to school, she would take up the topic

again—her head wasQull of what she had been told ^4 Adi’s imagination

was soon inflamed by the mysteries of the Queen Bee

since they had come to the farm in-He had

the sky was full of ghnte-of lighSylS

saw one on a flower. Worse, he must nevertouch

so many
*■ ' • •_______

direictionj, and/^ia mother was always warning him that he must not try to

dare to kill one. That same bee could give him something to remember!

Then pdmnnd gGt stung one fine rooming in Juiy^d^idnrstop screaming

for hourjywef So Adolf, m his turn, had been most respectful of the

dangers implicit with their presence, but now, all of Angela's talk about his
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own odor, so bad that he might die, so he thought, even as Rosig had

r.iok^sah had to be buried in the big hole his father had dug- -

was her bad smell the reason for her death?

nuxad-and revolved in fa's bead. To hear that the Queen Bee

Uilui, alwayiEllmsaute? an odor of herself to every bee in the hive

Sunday ^S4alk-to4uaffl about purchasing what Alois called "the first

do wit half over his back.

■AUnsngh/hi was not short, (iksstill looked like a dwarf because he was bent

over, and in the dream, Adi knew his name. This man was called Per Alte.

materials"—an announcement he made on a Saturday evening at dinner, Adi

had a dream that night about bees, and saw an army oi^a^T flying in circles

above the farm. €a(thegraund td^te-tMttewasan old man wtow

‘'pressed differently from anyone Adi had ever seen. His shirt^JSSiSws

pants and ^netfSown to his knees, and he wore an old hat ^long-ga-a—■»

C_ ' '
-stechmg over his white hair, a
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and the boy woke up on Sunday morning thinking he was the only one who 

>m whom he might

and^declared that by next May, eight months from now, they would

all be working with him in the new enterprise. He help from each one

of them, each to their strength and capacity.

"Even little Edmund?" asked Angel;

i She was no Alois, Junior, however. One look from her father silenced 

Def Alte, and Alois, pleasedpaDdrertamiy surprised^'ave his assent. On

purchase his "first materials," but-dren Alois had ^one on to give the family

one of his long lectures

herj

4
! Sunday morning, as if to establish clear and defined area of
i

superiority to his sister, Adi asked his father if he could go with him to see
1 40 Z

$&***
^the~mockery that

knew this odd man's name only to discover that he was in error. Alois had
-Huy

spoken of him on Saturday night asfrre neighl 

Sunday, Klara would be picked up by another form couple in-thoir wagon to-

take the road to Fischlhamaor Sunday Mass in^small chapel, and she would

always bring the(chndren, even as Alois, exercising a matter of conscience *

pq.r-C J r

that |Adi asked to join him. —
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i This request was the product of our Adotfs ((ream (flie night before. 1

BSn^rectly instrumental in shaping his bmmcs<6FPot Alt^- mWah

was the first active participation I had taken with the family since

entering Alois' mind just after he had first begun to-talkfin that I.inz tavern 

nbdut the beauties and wonders of apiculture.

I
Now, I feel (with some unease) that I must address the reader again on

tWs-mest unappetizing matte^oooeemmg^idfs odor.
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-22-

It is curious, yet, after all, not so curious that few matters concerning

the varicd-§8mti® of men and women are as difficult to discuss as 

Enough! Itisnol 

wee smells were-------

sufficiently remarkable to arouse the distrust of many.)

smell, fe^ssip among devils Goontnkes to notion tha

so bjad that wewtgfiVbecome ill from sniffing our own reek.

phenomenon. Unless those men and-womecftn whom we ha^iftvested-

proved exceptionally fastidious in their personal habits, they warorjffiS

give) off at varying times the worst ol 

unattractive odor. To make matters even less agreeable, it is also true that
p<2>9Self'S

ueHe^/sjyhaassistlfhe Maestro a keen sense of 
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How this condition began(T do net knowr~Tf 1 have served the E.O. in
I

various capacities for many an age, my recollection of earlier eras is no more
X.

focused on the far past than is a human's sense of what might bejffet

incarnations. It is probably not to the Maestro’s interest to have us know any

more than we need to know. Rather, we are asked to deal as effectively as

possible with thMftfroblems immediately before us. We do not have to call

upon Judas or Bluebeard or Attila the Hon to encourage a drunken client to

slug down another shot of booze. In consequence, we have almost no idea of

the real beginning of the war between the Dummkopf and the Evil One.
J

Whether they were brothers (the D.Krpresumably the older) or, as Milton

supposed it, the contest was between God and an angel of the stature of

Lucifer, is'jbeyondmy province. E.O. was there from the m

^©HihMffleeffien^-ethppeared late^tralsdrnoft for us to know. Nor can we

diseem wheth^4lie~Dmhinkopf (m whole comnandrwe wouW-ccrtamly’ 

" suppose, of this earth and this solar system)frgj|fo speak to higher powers

^afnrthegalaxies of his immediate need for an assistant, «^whe^(tfieOlV

no answers.

(to ijse for a moment his highest self-assigned title—the Other Omniscience)
< g* P •Q'P'^J uX*-

was sent hereby those greater powers above hMaua&of r.tinn with

the work of the D.K„ i*«Wa/species of cognition that is4jnavailable to us.



FROM :MAILER FAX NO. :5084872136 Mar. 03 2004 01:20PM Pll

FROM :JMUORDCRAFT| FAX NO. :17186243782 Mar. 02 2004 01:13PM PIS

283

odqr.

speak with authority on this much smaller matter ofSol

'during the interminableYet, if wc-arct

FebO41—temp ftx copy 3/2/04

eons of evolution, I would suppose that die DJC. (who is undeniably the

Creator of that familiar world of weather, flora, fauna, and primates that we 

inhabit, all of us, all we separate souls, bodies and spirits—divine and

Satanic -if, He is, yes, the Creator, then evolution was certainly His great

laboratory, and the signs of His Stupidity as well a^His Genius are to be 

found in all those endless experiments concerning the development of His

creatures, yes, the eons it took before ceftan^ofHis creatures eo«W fly, the

extreme cxperments^ri size^^^7^t®idg^IyhDpcs tmjt went, for

example, into the dinosaur (only to discover that that particular

animal being was simply too large survive in the proportions

the D.K, had brought to him—that is one failure. A myriad of others

be cited. The Creator had His relative successes and His/Jhdures, but it must

be admitted that He never gave up, even if He was not avandnfirm control of

the earth He had fashioned. It is incontestable that earthquakes and ice ages

brought many an interruption to His experiments jrsuits. Why?

Because He had incorrectly designed His sphere of earth in the first place.

Of one matter I am relatively certain. By the time men and women
wore geneiSetf^ofiie D.K?s concept of how He was to proceed with the
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development oftpw ntawe, so bad our Maestro also appeared. With his

P12

P19

entrance, the perversities and uncontrollables of human activity were

came

a subtle but often determining factor in human after

stimulated. There, tight at^uch a point^f the creative development of the

world we inhabit, came a

?^*h^tiaitfofprirnitive man, odor had still beviiflruiaaet-for-the DJC/

an enhancem^vfe<Qhe development of all the species. In^part, animals were

steps forward in evolution.

I
' I think by the time our Prince entered the lists, the D.

by the reduction of His status. Nowjb/o longer tcould He see Himself as A.U-

K. was^nraged

Good and All-Powerful. So He began to search for a method whereby His
i

Cudgels could determine (assuming that they have a good sense of smell!)

which men, women, and c Him in part or in

wMle. And so, if the Good Lori was not without His own skill as a sorcerer.

and I indeed, how could He not deploy such powers given the new and dire
i

complexities of dealing with the varied acts of the Maestro, I would go so far
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lack of expense considering the

for example, impossible to reconstruct the history of court life in France

during the reign of Louis XIV without pondering those redolent tricks of

■progress of foe Devil in this sector of

divine combat. Soaps, bath-tubs, perfumes, cleansing oils and the

development of plumbing all came into being, and in largo part, by the

A^
this obstacle to-to- subtle

i By the end of the Enlightenment, matters had alleretfa^i/^oap^had.

add their powers of obliteration to many varieties of

uGurMaestro

as to say that the D.K.. even had the ability to mark each of our clients with a

touch of recognizable and condign odor, a marking pr ocess, if you will, that

was chosen for its simplicity and

From the Middle Ages on,

intentions by encouraging many of ohcmistglOeyelop perfumeswhose

subtleties/became a means whereby harsh or rotten odors could be ijMmtnted-

by sweeter, earthier, more untraceable, and finally more appealing fragrances,

even exotic in their hint of a curiduyhuman stink beneath the bouquet. (It is.

perfumq, twd^agaii^the Dummkopf was confounded. At this time of Adi's

CM
boyhood, and indeed, throughout hwfyears to cow, ^‘anesthetization of

reprossstod’the

■teon developed by
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- determined and highly focused energies of those entrepreneurs who belonged
Ji

tomore than to the Cudgels.

■ After Adolfs time, by the middle of the Twentieth Century, it can be

said that the D.K.'s use of unpleasant human odor as a systenj£pf warning that

the Evil One is atao. present, fam been more or less wholly defeated.

Deodorants carried the day. By the time of this writing, no one knows any 

longer how anyone else smells in the most developed nations, and that loss to

the 1D.K. has proved a great simplification to«r work, a boon.

Back, however, in the period I now relate, that was not so, not yet, and
Mj

the meeting between Aloisfandthe bee-keeper called Der Alte xgffcMfjr

was characterized by an immediate intimacy fejt between the boy and 

the old bee-keeper. They took to each other at once. 1 can warrant it was
i

due! to an instinctive appreciation, each, of the other's odor.

I must not skip, however, over die walk to Der Alte's farm because

i
Alois may have had his first real conversation with his son, Adolf Hitler, on

that! occasion.
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"What a life," she finally said, and Alois had been right to tell her. She

was over six months into her pregnancy, but they made love that night. Alois

had known more than one woman who could give a fine big sweat of a

copulation even in the veiy last week before she had someone else's baby.

But that had hardly been the case with Klara. This night, however, was

different.

Of course, he certainly did not go on to tell her of two other things.

The first was that the queen was perfectly capable of having other lovers after

that first fabulous flight. Some of them over the next few weeks into June

had five or six lovers. Some Queen Bees could store enough semen to lay

thousands, then tens of thousands of eggs, one each to every cell among those

thousands of cells, and continue to do until cold weather came, and the cycle

could be repeated for as much as three years to come. (All that wealth of

impregnations derived from no more than five or six copulations.) This meant

that for the rest of her life, she would have no more to do with drones, but

would be feeding honey and pollen to the pupae she had created even as her

own worker females, her court, followed her with devotion, capping these

cells of bees yet to be bom with a mysterious wax substance they made from

the pollen of the May flowers, a wax that no chemist could duplicate in the

laboratory. No, he did not describe how devotedly the Queen would have to 



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/3/04 275

work for the rest of her life, and he certainly did not tell Klara that when

mating season was done, the female worker bees evicted the drones from the

hive, or killed those who would not stir prior to sweeping them out. He did

not speak of other complications. There was always a tendency, once warm

weather began and the hive had grown too full of new brood, for half of the

colony to be ready to desert, to swarm, to fly away. You could lose half of

your future profit in a hurry. He did not tell her of new queens being bom

who were often extinguished by the loyal and royal maidens who had formed

a court around the Queen Bee. No, he let well enough alone. It was enough

that Klara should now be sympathetic to what would be his oncoming

enterprise.

Klara had not only been fascinated by what he told her that night, but

now, acting much like an older sister, she was ready to try to cajole Angela

out of her first adolescent woes. Klara, remembering her own early flow of

blood, could certainly recall the depth of vulnerability in which it had left her.

She had felt as if she were no more than a wound open to future depredations

men might exact from her. So, now she chose to describe to Angela the

hapless self-amputation of the brave drone who had succeeded in reaching the

Queen. This time, Klara had company in her laughter. They carried on as if

they were girls of the same age, and so it came about, even as Klara divulged 
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more and more of what she had learned from Alois on this subject, that the

topic not only turned to odor, but to the exceptional power of the Queen Bee.

There she was, hardly larger than her own nursing bees and certainly smaller

than any drone. Nonetheless, this Queen Bee had the power to impregnate

the air of the hive and the thousands who dwelt within it. All of them smelled

the same. "It is," said Klara, full of a new set of giggles, "as if all Russian

men and women have one kind of stink, and those Polish oafs another.

Maybe there is a good decent aroma for the English, English tea, and we

Austrians, we have to be something special, warmth like strudel." Again, she

had Angela in laughter. "And the French, yes, a shameless smell." They

were hugging each other by now. "Maybe the worst, the Bohemians. I

shouldn't describe them."

"Why not the Hungarians? They could be terrible!"

They wiped their eyes. Adi, hearing their laughter, came to join them.

He was annoyed when they explained nothing, merely kept laughing at the

sound of each country.

Some happy notion remained with Angela. School now had a special

smell, and Fraulein Werner with all her talcum powder, like much too much

on a baby, and her own little brother Adi. He absolutely had this terrible

smell when he ran up and down too many hills, and she was always coaxing 
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him to use more soap, or even on those nights once a week when Klara boiled

enough water for each of them to bathe in the big farm house tub, Angela

would even insist on lathering his back and his armpits before handing him

back the bar of soap with a wholly mischievous grin. "Now you take the

soap and put it where it can do some work, you careless boy."

Adi would scream with anger at such rudeness, loud enough for Klara

to come running in, but he would not tell his mother. He was in a turmoil of

indecision. Either he smelled as bad as Angela kept saying, or she was

crazy. Who could know? He could barely sniff a thing on himself.

Angela, however, would begin to brood again on the death of Rosig.

The prize sow had indeed had a strong odor at times, not unlike Adi at his

worst, or was it Rosig at her worst?—enough! Angela began to cry for both,

the boy and the pig together. Full of remorse for teasing him, she tried to

make amends by telling him a few of the wonderful secrets Klara had told

her, all of this new knowledge about bees, and on many a morning as the two

walked to school, she would take up the topic again—her head was so full of

what she had been told that Adi's imagination was soon inflamed by the

mysteries of the Queen Bee.

Ever since they had come to the farm in April, he had been most aware 

of the nearness of bees. In May and June, there had been hours in full 
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daylight when the sky was full of tiny lights, glints of light whipping about,

flying in so many directions. His mother was always warning him that he

must not try to touch any such tiny creature, not if he saw one on a flower.

Worse, he must never dare to kill one. That same bee could give him

something to remember! Then one fine morning in July, Edmund got stung

and didn't stop screaming for an hour. So Adolf, in his turn, had been most

respectful of the dangers implicit with their presence, but now, all of Angela's

talk about his own odor, so bad that he might die, so he thought, even as

Rosig had had to be buried in the big hole his father had dug—was her bad

smell the reason for her death?

It revolved in his head. To hear that the Queen Bee passed an odor of

herself to every bee in the hive (and he could count by now to ten thousand)

did excite his thoughts.

So when he heard that his father was going to talk to a neighbor one

Sunday about purchasing what Alois called "the first materials"—an

announcement he made on a Saturday evening at dinner, Adi had a dream that

night about bees, and saw an army of them flying in circles above the farm.

Standing on the ground near to their house was an old map and he was

dressed differently from anyone Adi had ever seen. His shirt remained

outside his pants and came down to his knees, and he wore an old hat over 
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his white hair, as long as a stocking so it hung down half over his back. He

was not short, but he still looked like a dwarf because he was bent over, and

in the dream, Adi knew his name. This man was called Per Alte, and the

boy woke up on Sunday morning thinking he was the only one who knew this

odd man's name only to discover that he was in error. Alois had spoken of

him on Saturday night as this neighbor, Der Alte, from whom he might

purchase his "first materials." Alois had gone on to give the family one of his

long lectures and declared that by next May, eight months from now, they

would all be working with him in the new enterprise. He would want help

from each one of them, each to their strength and capacity.

"Even little Edmund," asked Angela, "so he can yell some more?" The

mockery that Alois, Junior had always been ready to offer was in her voice.

She was no Alois, Junior, however. One look from her father silenced

her.

Sunday morning, as if to establish a clear and defined area of

superiority to his sister, Adi asked his father if he could go with him to see

Der Alte, and Alois, surprised, and then pleased, gave his assent. On Sunday,

Klara would be picked up by another farm couple to take the road to

Fischlham in their wagon for Sunday Mass in Fischlham’s small chapel, and

she would bring the three children, even as Alois, exercised a matter of 
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conscience. "In truth, in good conscience, I cannot go," he would tell her,

and he would be left alone to walk his fields. This morning, therefore, he was

all the more pleased that Adi asked to join him.

This request was the product of the boy's dream the night before. I can

say that I had been directly instrumental in shaping his invocation of Per Alte.

This was the first active participation I had taken with the family since

entering Alois' mind just after he had first begun to opine to all in that Linz

tavern about the beauties and wonders of apiculture.

Now, I feel (with some unease) that I must address the reader again on

a more unappetizing matter. It concerns Adi's odor.
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-22-

It is curious, yet, after all, not so curious that few matters concerning

the varied aspects of men and women are as difficult to discuss as

unattractive odor. To make matters even less agreeable, it is also true that

our echelon of aides to the Maestro do not possess a keen sense of smell.

Gossip among devils can hardly avoid the notion that we, too, must smell

bad, so bad that we can become ill from sniffing our own reek.

Enough! It is not that ribald a subject for us. Many of our problems in

managing our clients at this time near the turn of the nineteenth century were

be traceable to one phenomenon. Unless those particular humans in whom

we had invested proved exceptionally fastidious in their personal habits, they 
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did give off at varying times the worst of body odors, smells sufficiently

remarkable to arouse the distrust of many.

How this condition commenced originally, I do not know. If I have

served the E.O. in various capacities for many an age, my recollection of

earlier eras is no more focused on the far past than is a human's sense of what

might be previous incarnations. It is probably not to the Maestro's interest to

have us know any more than we need to know. Rather, we are asked to deal

as effectively as possible with particular problems immediately before us.

We do not have to call upon Judas or Bluebeard or Attila the Hun to

encourage a drunken client to slug down another shot of booze. In

consequence, we have almost no idea of the real beginning of the war

between the Dummkopf and the Evil One. Whether they were brothers (the

D.K. being presumably the older) or, as Milton supposed it, the contest was

between God and an angel of the stature of Lucifer, is entirely beyond my

province. Perhaps the E.O. was there from the onset, or perhaps he only

appeared later. It is not for us to know. Nor can we suppose with real

confidence whether the Dummkopf (in whole command at the time of this

earth and this solar system) was obliged nonetheless to speak to higher

powers somewhere in the galaxies of his immediate need for an assistant. It

is possible that the O.O. (to use for a moment his highest self-assigned title-
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—the Other Omniscience) was sent here on purpose by those greater powers

who were feeling dissatisfaction with the work of the D.K. Such a species of

cognition is also unavailable to us. In these matters, there are only questions;

there are no answers.

So I cannot even speak with authority on this much smaller matter of

odor. Yet, if I am to offer my conjecture as to what could have taken place

during the interminable eons of evolution, I would suppose that the D.K.

(who is undeniably the Creator of that familiar world of weather, flora, fauna,

and primates that we inhabit, all of us, all we separate souls, bodies and

spirits—divine and satanic)—if, He is, yes, the Creator, then evolution was

certainly His great laboratory, and the signs of His Stupidity as well as of His

Genius are to be found in all those endless experiments concerning the

development of His creatures, yes, the eons it took before He could divine

how to enable certain of His creatures to fly, the extreme divergences in size

of earth-bound species, His great and godly hopes that went, for example,

into the dinosaur (only to discover that that particular construction of animal

being was simply too large to survive in the proportions the D.K. had brought

to him—that is one failure). A myriad of others are there to be cited. The

Creator had His relative successes and His abysmal failures, but it must be

admitted that He never gave up, even if He was not always in firm control of 



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/3/04 284

the earth He had fashioned. It is incontestable that earthquakes and ice ages

brought many an interruption to His experiments and savaged many of His

pursuits. Why? Because He had incorrectly designed His sphere of earth in

the first place.

Of one matter I am relatively certain. By the time men and women had

entered into the D.K.'s concept of how He was to proceed with the

development of primates, so had our Maestro also appeared. With his

entrance, the perversities and uncontrollables of human activity were now

stimulated. There, at just such a point in the creative development of the

world we inhabit, came a metamorphosis in the nature of odor. Its presence

became a subtle but often determining factor in human relations.

I can be fairly certain that in the bygone era of primitive man, odor had

been one of the D.K.'s assets, an enhancement to aid the development of all

the species. In large part, animals were drawn or repelled by one another

because of their odor. Presumably their smells (as conceived by the laws the

D.K. had built into them) were there precisely to reveal the depth of each

anomal's courage, perseverance, fear, treachery, loyalty, their determination,

indeed, to propagate—no end to the list. It was all useful to taking the best

creative steps forward in evolution.
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I think by the time our Prince entered the lists, the D.K. must have

been enraged by the reduction of His status. No longer could He see Himself

as All-Good and All-Powerful. So He began to search for a method whereby

His Cudgels could determine (assuming that they have a good sense of smell!)

which men, women, and children had departed from Him in part or in whole.

And so, if the Good Lord was not without His own skill as a sorcerer, and

indeed, how could He not deploy such powers given the new and dire

complexities of dealing with the varied acts of the Maestro, I would go so far

as to say that the D.K. even had the ability to mark each of our clients with a

touch of recognizable and condign odor, a marking process, if you will, that

was chosen for its simplicity and relative lack of expense considering the

inevitable disbursements of divine funds that are inherent in any change of

program. From the Middle Ages on, however, our Maestro combated this

obstacle to his subtle intentions by encouraging many of his alchemists to

develop perfumes whose subtleties became a means whereby harsh or rotten

odors could be marinated with sweeter, earthier, more untraceable, and finally

more appealing fragrances, even exotic in their hint of a curious, even

exciting, human stink beneath the bouquet. (It is, for example, impossible to

reconstruct the history of court life in France during the reign of Louis XIV 
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without pondering those redolent tricks of camouflage. Moreover, it proved a

great boon to all of our clients who were wealthy already.)

By the end of the Enlightenment, matters had altered once more.

Soaps, developed by us, were able to add their powers of obliteration to many

varieties of perfume. Again, the Dummkopf was confounded. At this time of

Adi's boyhood, and indeed, throughout these years to come, an

anesthetization of human odor was part of the immense progress of the Devil

in this sector of divine combat. Soaps, bath-tubs, perfumes, cleansing oils

and the development of plumbing all came into being, and in large part, by the

determined and highly focused energies of those entrepreneurs who belonged

to us more than to the Cudgels.

After Adolfs time, by the middle of the Twentieth Century, it can be

said that the D.K.'s use of unpleasant human odor as a means of warning that

the Evil One is present, had been more or less wholly defeated. Deodorants

carried the day. By the time of this writing, no one knows any longer how

anyone else smells in the most developed nations, and that loss to the D.K.

has proved a great simplification to our work, a boon.

Back, however, in the period I now relate, that was not so, not yet, and

the meeting between Alois, Adi, and the bee-keeper called Der Alte was

characterized by an immediate intimacy felt between the boy and the old bee­
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keeper. They took to each other at once. I can warrant it was due to an

instinctive appreciation, each, of the other's odor.

I must not skip, however, over the walk to Der Alte's farm because

Alois may have had his first real conversation with his son, Adolf Hitler, on

that occasion.
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'What a life," she finally said, and Alois had been right to tell her. She 

was over six months into her pregnancy, but they made love that night. Alois 

had known more than one woman who coulcmve-rfeny pg'sweat of a

copulation in very last week before she had Someone else’s baby.

But that had hardly been the case with Klara. This night, however, was

different.

Of course, he certainly did not go on to tell her of two other things.

The first was that the queen was perfectly capable of having other lovers after 

that first fabulous flight. Some of them over the next few weeks into June

had five or six lovers. Some Queen Bees could store enough semen to lay 

thousands, then tens of thousands of eggs, one each to every coll among those 

thousands of colls, and continue to do until cold weather came, and the cycle

could be repeated for as much as three years to come (All that wealth of

impregnations derived from no more than five or six (opulations.) This meant

that for the rest of her life, she would have no more tc do with drones, but 

would be feeding honey and pollen to the pupae she t ad created even as her

own worker females, her court, followed her with dev otion, capping these

cells of bees yet to be bom with a mysterious wax substance they made from

i
the pollen of the May flowers, a wax that no chemist could duplicate in the 

laboratory. No, he did not describe how devotedly the Queen would have to
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without pondering those redolent tricks of camouflage. Moreover, it proved a

gre^t boon to all of our clients who were wsahhy already.)

I
By the end of the Enlightenment, matters had altered once more.

Soaps, developed by us, were able to add their powers of obliteration to many

varieties of perfume. Again, the Dummkopf was confounded. At this time of

nations, and that loss to the D.K.

Adi's boyhood, and indeed, throughout these years to come,

anesthetization of human odor was part of the immense progress/6^he-D®wr

said that thesD.K.'s use of unpleasant human odor as a means o aming that

the Evil One is pre t, had been more or less wholly eated. Deodorants

the fn g between Alois, Adi, and the bee-keeper called Dcr Alte

has proved a great simpli ton to our work, a

Back, ho r, in the period I now relate, that was n

carried the day. Bytheti this writing, knows any longer how

in t&is sector of divine combat. Soaps, bath-tubs, perfumes, cleansing oils
<?/«•<

and! the development of plumbing all came into being, and in large part, fey the

determined and highly focused energies of those entrepreneurs who=betengod

tpTi^et^as-tajheXhid^ls.

\ After Adolfs time, by the middle of the Twentieth Century, it c e

, not yet, and

anyone else smells in the most
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room contained seating divisions for these four grades; and each child, First

to Fourth, six to twelve in age, was able to listen willy-nilly to all that took

place in each other class, a routine matter since there was only one teacher,

a middle-aged lady, Fraulein Werner, who had a long nose and wore

spectacles.

Adi was soon able to follow the lessons in all four classes. His

introduction to German History came by way of the senior grade, the

Fourth, where Angela and the others were studying the exceptional deeds of

Charlemagne. An hour later, in First, Adi would be asked in company with

-hk'jTtti# cohort (to decide which pictures of animals should be connected to

given words. In the beginning, it was wondrous—all those awesome letters

that made a word. It^H-seemed^equal-atTtrst-te ^cabiilistic rite, but Before

long, it was/fiomore to him than a puzzle. By the time he had reduced it to

a problem, itAaddaecuunrno'^wrMhan a matter on which he took care not

to make the same mistake twice. Indeed, he was usually eager to receive the

next picture that Fraulein Werner would show them, even if it he soon grew

bored waiting for the others in his class to catch up to him. Soon, he could

barely wait for the lessons of the Third who were studying the geography of

the Hapsburg empire, the great Hapsburg Empire, as Fraulein Werner would 
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always say. If permitted, he would have been ready to speak out to those

students who were simpletons, and could not find any of the places on the

map he had already noticed, Braunau and Linz being the first to catch his

eye.

So, at the age of six, he was in effect absorbing the lessons of the

eight and ton and twelve-year-olds, and it pleased him that Angela was the

brightest in her class. By the approval in Fraulein Werner's eyes each time

they entered the room, he also knew th^they were the neatest brother and S’A’tAa

^ste^wherTit came to what they were wearin^Jhat was Klara's doing, and

it helped to install them high up in Fraulein Werner's favor. All the same,

such neat dress obliged him to stay apart from other boys during recess in

order not to get into a fight, w»tM5ne"bulIy a year older who kept daring

Adolf to wrestle with him.

"Are you crazy?" he would answer. "I am in my good clothes, My

mother will kill me if I “Im-them dirty." The daily wars of Passau had gj-ven

his voice^jusfenough assurance to deter the other. But then that boy was

nothing. If Adi could manage to live with Alois, Junior, how much had he

to fear from a fool like this, also named Klaus, Uke/fiTs lieutenant in Passau?

It was Angela who bothered him with all this teasing.
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She was all too concerned these days by what might be her own odor,

having come in the last few weeks her first period. Here, Klara had

been of great help, and had done her best to allay the girl's fears, indeed, her

outright horror. It had become connected in Angela's mind with Rosig who,

by the end, had been hemorrhaging blood all over hei hams.

To bring some calm to Angela’s poor outraged state, Klara spoke/for

the first time of imtimate matters. She adored her step-daughter. The

twelve-year-old was by now her substitute for a woman who could become

her nearest friend, and so she spoke not only of this new condition for

Angela, but went on at good length about the naturalness of odor in general,

and its peculiar subtleties in nature. Casting about for happy examples, she

passed on a piece of information Alois had provided her in passing. Once,

Klara had asked how he could be sure his own beesZaiter he did start his

hive^ would know how to come back to home. As she understood it, he

fvCuld^iave^once his plans were fulfilled, atdeast three of

he kept describing, each a full colony in itself awllhere they would be, 
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sitting side by side in the shade of the walnut grove. "How will these

thousands of bees know where they belong?" she asked.

He had been sufficiently pleased by her curiosity to explain that he

would paint each of his boxes a different color, green for one, sky-blue for 

another, even pink for the third. Bees, he explained, liked to live-irr

-habitathms/fhat werezaot-unhk^thecolor of the flowers whose nectar they

brought back.

"But you tell me that each day these little creature^aSf go to a 

different kind of flower. They are faithful only foifone day at a time to each

JdndiJdndfbf flower. Is fhaf not so?"

"Yes." He wasn't 4§That)certain he liked conversation. Would

he be able to answer all her questions? fhe was no stupid-wrunan. .MayhgjT

/gSo-was-iiet-stupid enough to be a guud wife?

"So it could be a flower of one color on one day, and another color is

what they like tomorrow?"

"Yes."

"How do these bees not get mixed up?"

Yes, he was reluctant to tell her. It was not something to talk about.

Not necessarily. Still, he chose to proceed. For Klara to be interested in
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apiculture might, on balance, be better for him than if she showed

indifference. "Each queen bee has its own odor," he informed her. "Since

she will fertilize every miniscule cell in every comb and so gives tens of

thousands of eggs,^arvae^fieir beginning in life, yesr.~ every yes£) so she is

certain to pass her own odor into each of her thousands of children."

"That is so remarkable," said Klara. "How do you know this, Alois?

So much you know."

"I have read about these discoveries in books," he said grudgingly.

"You have never smelled it yourself?"

"Do I look so stupid as to put my nose into a hive in order to give a

dozen bees the opportunity to fly up my nose?"

She began to laugh. In certain ways, she knew him well. He might

read his books on the subject, but, at bottom, he was still good peasant

stock—he did not like to admit that he had not learned the subject by way of

his hands, his feet, his strength, his own patience and his five good senses,

not even to mention the mysterious sixth.

Alois, however, had indeed told her a little too much. She had to 

know more.
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Before the conversation was over for this night, she actually prodded

him to explain how the queen was fertilized. She had, after all, to be more

than curious about any queen who could create so many thousands of

children and still remain a queen! She could see it! There was such

admiration in Alois' eye when he spoke of this Queen. Everything

depended on her—the absolute success of the hive, you could say, nothing

less.

Given her fexcitement-aboaKfhe Queen Bee, he could sense it would be to

his advantage ferthis night. She was clearly excited-byThe thought of so 

So Alois did choose to lead Klara through some descriptive steps.

female a creature, so tiny, so noble. So extraordinary.

Yet, just three weeks from the day she had emerged, she would be ready 

He explained then that the young queen, very much a virgin, not

twenty days out of her own wax cell^which was no larger in width and

depth than the little eraser you could find on the end of a new pencilWj 

nonetheless to take her maiden flight out of the hive as a full virgin, and this
6'0/

usually took place on the first warm day in May. Up she would^into the 

would be fed on her emergence from that cell/by(fiufs es andrSttendants.
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heavens on this first sortie, higher than all but a few male bees would dare

to go.

"The ones who are called drones?" asked Klara. , .

"Yes, fat, spoiled fellows, (they live to eat, ancfon a good day they

fly around li^A FaaIc For tbp fim nF it Thpv Ha nAt pvpn bAtbpr tn brinn

Toack hbnejh It is only when the virgin queen comes out for her first flight

that they can justify their existence. It is then that they are overcome by £

how phenomenal she is. And they know it. On this day, they have been

flying around waiting for her. They know she is coming. ThisAieen who

flies so high, who is so beautiful compared to all her sisters, those thousands

of worker bees, yes, work-horse female bees always looking for more

unless they have been attachedto neccessary duties for the hive.

Clean-up duties. Chores. But this Queen, she is different, still a virgin, she

is not yet really a queen, more, I would say, like a princess. And then, I

would say, ewnffike a princess, she flies so high that only a few of these

drones can follow. Then it comes down to two drones, to one, but, oh, this

last strong one, he reaches her, he puts what he has, yes, you know what I

mean, his very own t^oMer=the=spefin which he keeps inside himsel f until 

now when it comes out and goes, springs, you could say into, yes, yes, 
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igito—call it her vagina—why not? jlfcst^o^and she takes it all in even as

they are up in the air so high, iust the two of them.'

"It isfliko a miracte^said Klara. Her eyes had begun to shine. She

almost said, "A miracle of love."

"No, not exactly," said Alois. Now, he did not know how to continue.

If he said too much, he could spoil what he was looking for on this night.
Still, his shrewd side was thereto speak^him and he knew, yes, the best

was most likely to come from telling it all.

"This drone," he said, "this one good brave drone, sticks it in so far,

which is exactly what nature demands, we must suppose, that then he cannot

get it back."

"What?"

"No, Donnerwetter, he can't g&tback h£ own tool. The queen has

hooks, or something of the kind, very sharp hooks for certain to keep him

there. He is stuck. When he does insist, when he has to pull away, you
4,43 4g- J

won't believe it, Ae4hmg-ts^I ^ppedright out of him. He has to leave it

behind. His manhood! Gone. All gone."

"And him? What happens then'to him?"

"Oh, he dies^f coursef He is gone. He falls^w^ to earth."
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'The poor creature," she said. But she could not help it. htewnomh 

long.

"What a life," she finally said, and Alois had been right to tell her.

She was over six months into her pregnancy, but they made love that night.

Alois had known more than one woman who could even 

bAg-sweHttythruepttl^^ that very last weeOefbre she would pop out 

someone else's baby. But that had hardly been the case with Klara. This

night, however, Xvas different.

Of course, he certainly did not go on to tell her of two other things.

The first was that the queen was perfectly capable of having other lovers 

after that first fabulous flight. Senw-of them AVer the next few weeks (into <

June hs^/live or^^overs. Seme-Queen Beesxould store enough semen^, '

lay thousands, then tens of thousands of eggs, one each to every cell among

those thousands of cells, and continue to dozmtil cold weather came,, aad

cycle could be repeated for as much as three years to come. (All that 

wealth of impregnationy*derived from no more than five or six copulations/)

This meant that for the rest of her life, she would have no more to do with



MAILER FAX NO. :5084872136 Mar. 08 2004 11:54AM P13

Book3 Fcb041—temp fax copy 3/5/04 third pass 276

drones, but would be feeding honey and pollen to the pupae she had created

s-------——.--------------- . . .-T.. 7
own worker female§,\her court,\followec[wF=Wffli devotion.

capping cells of bees yet to be bom with a mysterious wax substance 

they made from the pollen of the May flowers, a wax that no chemist could

duplicate in the laboratory. No, he did not describe how devotedly the

Queen would have to work for the rest of her life, and he certainly did not 

®epmg-

_eyict^T the drones from the hiveujr 

tell Klara that when mating season was done, the female workepbees

r killed those who would not sti^Hot-to

always a tendency, once warm weather begafTan

JUU-olffiew brood, fo/half of thecolony to be ready to desert, to swarm,z

fly away. You could lose of your future profit in a hurry. He-did-not <l—

/jft^kher of new queens being born^ho were~often e 

:10ns.

-&»d royal/maidenc who had formedj/court around the Queen Bee. No, he
(s£f~

tofc-weH-enough^Ione- It was ^trough that Klara should now be sympathetic

to what would be his oncoming enterprise

Klara had not only beeryf&soinated’by what he told her that night, but
/ s\z, ct

now, aetiag/much like an older sisterJshf wa&ready-to tryffocajole Angela

out of tetUirsCadolescent woes. Klara, remembering her own early flow^5
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Angela the hapless self-amputation of the brave drone who had succeeded 

as Klara divulged more and more of what she had learned from Alois on tfe

subject, that the topii 'to odor, but to the exceptional power

of the Queen Bee. There she was, hardly larger than her own nursing bees 

could certainly recall the depth of vulnerability in which it had left

her. She had felt as-if-sho were no more thon-sywound open tof&mttff'

depredations men mighVexact from her. So, now she chose to describe to

in reaching the Queen. This time, Klara had company in her laughter. They
a y \ kj>> "f"

carried on as if-they were girls of the same age^anffso rt came about,-even.

and certainly smaller than any drone. Nonetheless, this Queen Bee had the 

power to impregnate the air of the hive and the thousands who dwelt within 

and we Austrians, we have to be something special, wawthdlke”

it. All of thenrsmelled the same. "It is," said Klara^full of a new set of

giggles, "as if all Russian men and women have one ldndof)sti»k, (and those
Polish oafs another. Maybe there is a good decentaL^fbrthe^nglish,

strudel." Again, she had Angela in laughter. "And the French, yes a

shameless^seett^/fhey were hugging each other by now. "Maybe the 

worst, the Bohemians. I shouldn’t describe them."

"Wiry not the Hungarians? They could be terrible!"
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They wiped their eyes. Adi, hearing their laughter, came to join them.

He was annoyed when they explained nothing, merely kept laughing at the

sound of each country.

/and Fraulein Werner with all her talcum powder/fikemuch too much 

on a baby, and her own little brother Adi. He absolutely had this terrible

smelt when he ran up and down too many hills, and she was always coaxing

him to use more soap, or^gff on those nights once a week when Klara

boiled enough water for each of them to bathe in the big farm house tub,

Angela would ^venfinsist on lathering his back and his armpits before

handing him back the bar of soap.wrth/iwholly mischievous grin^ “-New-

yotHake the soap amjFput it where it can do some work, you careless boy."

Adi would scream with anger at such rudeness loud enough for Klara

to come running in, but he would not tell his mother. He was in a turmoil

of indecision. Either he smelled as bad as Angela kept saying, or she was

crazy. Who could know? He could barely sniff a thing on himself.

Angela, however, would begin to brood again on the death of Rosig.

The prize sow had indeed had^stfongodor at times, not unlike Adi at his 

worst, or was it Rosig at her worst?—enough! Angela began to cry for
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both, the boy and the pig together. Full of remorse for teasing him. she

tried to make amends by telling him a few of the wonderful secrets Klara

had told her, all of this new knowledge about bees, and on many a morning

as the two walked to school, she would take up the topic again—her head

was so foil of what she had been told that Adi's imagination was soon

inflamed by the mysteries of the Queen Bee.

Ever since they had come to the farm in April, he had been most

aware of the nearness of bees. In May and June, there had been hours in foil

daylight when the sky was foil of tiny lights, glints of lightywhipping about,

flying in so many directions. His mother was always warning him that he

must not try to touch any such tiny creature, not if he saw one on a flower.

Worse, he must never dare to kill one. That same bee could give him 

something to remember! Then one fine morning in July, Edmund got stung 

her bad smel reason for her death?.

and didn't stop screaming for an hour. So Adolf, in his turn, had been most
jJ

respectfol of the dangers implicit with their presenceybuUnov

or, so bad that he might die, sq>i€ thought.

osig hadj/ad to be buried imthe big hole his,Mther had dug—waseven a

gela's talk about his
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(Jin odor ofhear that the Queen Bee

herself^every bee in the hive (and he could count by now to ten thousand) 

-^t^did excite his thoughts.

So when he heard that his father wa^omgto talk to a neighbor owe

about purchasing what Alois called "the first materials"—an

announcement he made on a Saturday evening at dinner, Adi had a dream

that night about bees, and saw an army of them flying in circles above the

farm. Standing on the ground near to their house was an old man and he

was dressed differently from anyone Adi had ever seen. His shirt remained

outside his pants and came down to his knees, and he wore an old hat over

his while hair, as long as a stocking aoiThung down naif over his back, He

was not short, but he still looked like a dwarf because he was bent over., and

, Adi knew his name, l^isjnan was called Per Alte, and-the.

of him on Saturday night as this neighbor

purchase his "firs aterials." Aloi ad gone on to give the family e of

man's name only to discover that he s in error lois had spoken

er Alte, from who e might

his long lectures and de ed tjiht by next May, eighi months from now,

only one who knew

this o

woke up on Sunday morning thinking he was
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4tiey would all be working with him in the new enterprise. He would want

help from'&ach one of them, each to their strength and capacity.

"Even little EdrtrHqd,” asked Angela, "so he can yell some more?"

The mockery that Alois, Juniorhadalways been ready to offer was in her

voice.

She was no Alois, Junior, however. One look Irbmjrerfother

silenced her. ---------------------------------- ~ 'v.

Sunday morning, asTf^G-esteWtsh-a-etearandnicfined-area-crf’

-supmority-to hia-shtep, Adi asked his father if he could go with him to see

Der Alte, and Alois, surprised, and then pleased, gave his assent. On

Sunday, Klara would be picked up by another farm couple to take the road

to Fischlham in their wagon for Sunday Mass in F48Gidham^/Small chapel,

and she would -bring-tfiFthree children, even as Alois, exercised^natter of

conscience. "In truth, in good conscience, I cannot go," he would tell her,

and he would be left alone to walk his fields. This morning, therefore, he

was all the more pleased that Adi asked to join him.

This request was the product of the boy's dream the night before. I

can say that 1 had been directly instrumental in shaping his invocation of

Per Alte. This was the first active participation I had taken with the family
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since entering Alois' mind just after he had first begun to opine to all in that

Linz tavern about the beauties and wonders of apiculture.

Now, I feel (with some unease) that I must address the reader again

on a more unappetizing matter. It concerns Adi's odor.
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It is curious, yet, after all, not so curious that few matters concerning

men and women are as difficult to discuss as

unattractive odor. To make matters even less agreeable, it is also true that

our echelon of aides to the Maestro do not possess a keen sense of smell.

Gossip among devils can hardly avoid the notion that we, too, rwst smell

badr-se-bad-that-we can-become ill from-anif£ng-our^>wmr<»k.

Enough! It is not t subject for us. ofour problems-

were bo-ti’aceabtejo one phenomenon. UuWSose^jarticular humans in

exceptionally fastidious in their personalwhom we had invested^]

-22-
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habits,-they-didtgive off at varying times worst- of bo dy-odarsL smells

sufficiently remarkable to arouse the distrust of many.

How this condition-commenced originally, I do not know. If I have.

served the E.O./rT various capacitiesfor many an age, my recollection of
eft. c-*n

earlier eras is no more 4eeused-on(fhe far past than is a human's sense of

j^hat-mghfr-bf/ previous incarnations. It is probably not to the Maestro's

interest to have us know any more than we need to know. Rather, we are

asked to deal as effectively as possible with£gartichte»7problems

immediately before us. We do not have to cal^yponludas or Bluebeard or

Attila the Hun to encourage a drunken client to slug down another shot of

booze. In consequence, we have almost no idea of the real beginning of the

war between the Dummkopf and the Evil One. Whether they were brothers

(the D.K. being presumably the older) or, as Milton sitpp&se^rtfthe contest

was between God and an angel of the stature of Lucif<;t^fTehfirely beyond

my province. Perhaps the E.O. was there from the onset, arperhaps, he only

appeared later. It is not for us to know. Nor can we sappese-wfth-rearl

cyanfideiif^-whether the Dummkopf (in whole command SRhe-tim^f this

earth and this solar system) was obliged nonetheless to speak to higher

powers somewhere in the galaxies of his immediate need for an assistant. It
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is possible that the 0.0. (to use for a moment his highest self-assigned title-

sent here on purpose by those greater powers f

the D.K. Such a specieswhe-were/feeling dissatisfaction with tl

of cognitioni&'alsonjn^vailable to us. In these matters, there are only

questions; there are no answers.

So I cannot even speak.with authorityrtm this much smaller mattej^f

("odor. Yet, if I am to offer my conjecture as to what could have taken place
*--e. y , g,T'Li~

('during the interminable eons of evolution, I would si^apose that the D.K.

is undeniably the Creator of that familiar world of weather, flora,

and spirits—divine and satanii

fauna, and primates that we inhabit, all of us, all we separate souls, bodies
l-k ijy

4s, yes,(fhe Creator, then evolution

was certainly His great laboratory, and the signs of His Stupidity as well as

of His Genius are to be found in all those endless experiments concerning

the development of His creatures, yes, the eons it took before He could

divine how to enable certain of His eroaturea to fly, the extreme divergences

in size of^rth-bound^peclesTHis great and godly hopes that went, for

example, into the dinosaur (only to discover that that particular construction

of animal was simply too large to survive in the proportions the D.K.

had brought to him—that is one failure/.) A myriad of others are there to be
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cited. The Creator had His relative successes and His abysmal failures, but

it mwsV'be admitted that He never gave up, even if He was not always in firm

control of the earth He had fashioned. It is incontestable that earthquakes

and ice ages brought many an interruption to His experiments and savaged

many of His pursuits. Why? Because He had incorrectly designed His

sphere of earth in the first place.

Of one matter I am relatively certain. By the time men and women

had entered into the D.K.’s concept of how He was to pmcecd-with-the-

de^elopment-ef primates, so had^^urMaestro also appeared. With his

entrance, the perversities and uncontrollables of human activity were (t&wf

stimulated. There, at just such a point in the creative development of the

world we inhabit, came a metamorphosis in the nature-, of odor. Its presence

became a subtle but often determining factor in human relations.

I can be fairly certain that in the bygone era of primitive man, odor

had been one of the D.K.’s assets, an enhancement to aid the development

of all the species. In large part, animals were drawn or repelled by one

another because ef-therredor.^Presumably their smelIs (as conceivecTBy'

the laws the D.K. had built into them) were there precisely to reveal the

depth of each animal’s courage, perseverance, fear, treachery, loyalty, their
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determinatior^JaetefidTto propagate—no end to the list. It was all useful to i

taking/fhe^best creative steps forward in evolution.

I think by the time our Prince entered the lists, the D.K. must have

been/eiiraged by the reduction of His status. No longer could He see

Himself/aTXTRjood and All-Powerful. So He began to search for a method
\ Oa> f

whereby His Cudgels could determine (assuming that they havetfigood
j-ep

sense of smell!) which men, women, and children had departetHrom Him in

pat4r^p-»Fwthele. And so, if the Good Lord was not without His own skill as

a sorcerer, and indeed, how could He not depfey such powers given the new

and dire complexities of dealing with the varied acts of the Maestro) I would

go so far as to say that the D.K. even had the ability to mark each of our

clients with a touch of/ecognizable an3condign odor, a marking process, if

you will, chosen for its simplicity and relative lack of expense

considering the inevitable disbursements of divine funds that are inherent in

any change of program. From the Middle Ages on, however, our Maestro

combated this^obstacle to his subtle intentions by encouraging many of his

alchemists to develop perfumes whose subtleties became a means whereby

harsh or rotten odors could be marinated with sweeter, earthier, more

untraceable, and finally more appealing fragrances, even exotic in their hint
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of a curious, even exciting, human stink beneath the bouquet. (It is, for 

example, impossible to reconstruct the history of court life in France during

the reign of Louis XIV without pondering those redolent tricks of 

camouflage. Moreover, it proved a great boon to all of our clients who were

By the end of the Enlightenment, matters had altered once more.

Soaps, developed by us, were able to add their powers of obliteration to 

many varieties of perfume. Again, the Dummkopf was confounded. At this

time of Adi's boyhood, and indeed, throughout tl .yearylocorne, the

(anesthetization of human odor we»fpart of our immense progress in this

sector of divine combat. Soaps, bath-tubs, cleansing oils and the

development of plumbing all came into being, due in large part, to the 

determined and highly focused energies of those entrepreneurs in whom we

had made successful investment. I think it is true that we^end-tcflook upon

most of our humans as more analogous to stocks than to living creatures.

By the middle of the Twentieth Century, it can be saKktfiatthe D.K.'s

dependence onjunpleesant^numan ede0 as a system of warning that the Evil

One is ^sen^had bee^more or less/Vendered/obsolete. Deodorants carried

the day, By the time of this writing, hardly anyone ever knows any longer 
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how their closest partner might^nell. (This is certainly true in the most

developed nations!) That4oss-U(the D.k. has given {peat impetus to our

Back, however, in the period I now relate, that was not so, not yet.

and the meeting between Alois, Adi, and the bee-keeper called Der Alte was

characterized by a curious but immediate intimacy between the boy and the

I must not leap too quickly, however, over the walk to Der Alte's farm

since Alois may have had his first real conversation with his son, Adolf

Hitler, on this occasion.
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Changes occurred, however. Alois' depression lessened. Junior was

gone. Klara had taken it upon herself to suggest that he should be sent to

Spital where he could work with her father, Joann Poelzl, who by now was

certainly old enough to need a strong young assistant. It developed that

Alois, Junior was in favor of the move as well. His father's depression,

conveying its own muted threat of future despotism, had lived in the midst of

the son's rage like a fist being jammed in his face.

So, it was arranged. The transportation would begin on Alois' farmer's

cart driven by the hired man. That would take the fourteen-year-old to Linz,

then on by train to Weitra, where he could get on a jitney which passed 
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through Spital every other day. So, the boy was transported, and a cloud of

unhappy expectations lifted.

In September, Adi and Angela began school in Fischlham, Angela in

the fourth and most advanced grade for twelve-year-olds, Adi, at six, going to

first grade.

His first school days went through a bright September, mellow with

sun. The green was still on the fields. It was a fine walk hand in hand with

his sister over hills and through meadows with but one peril on the route—a

full-grown bull grazing in a fenced-in pasture. Depending on the bull's

mood, they could choose to take a detour, or dare to cross the field, this last

depending on the mood of their spirits—which varied. On most days, one or

the other was not up to the bold move, and so could be mocked.

Soon enough, Adi learned that it was not wise to shame Angela when

she was in a fearful mood for she did know how to pay him back. She would

inform him that he smelled awful! Sometimes, it was his breath, as often, his

body odor.

Probably, she did not know to what depth in his quick-beating chest

these accusations entered, but deep they went, and for good cause. They 
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were true. He did have an odor—touch of sulphur and an unmistakable hint

of something rotten—of that I may soon choose to speak. Such off-odor is

one of the constant problems of our clients. It besets us. The Cudgels pick it

up.

From Angela's point of view, it was simple. If Adi was trying to

make her cry, of course she would look for ways to bring tears to his eyes as

well. Besides, bad smells did not bother her that much. By now, she was

accustomed to sour milk and horse manure. But a wind full of pig wallow

brought a real sorrow to her heart—poor dead Rosig!

"What are you crying about now?" asked Adi. "You tell me how I am

bad-smelling and I am the one who should cry—you are mean."

"Oh, shut up. It's not you I cry for."

That meant she was thinking of Rosig and he did feel sad for her. This

was not because he had liked the sow so much (in fact, he had been jealous of

Angela's affection for the beast) but because he did like his older sister. She

was good most of the time. Besides, she was the brightest girl in the school,

just as he was the smartest boy inside the four walls of the one-room school 

house.
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Depending on weather and the immediate needs of the neighboring

farms for additional labor, there were sometimes less than forty boys and

girls, sometimes it was down to thirty, even twenty-five, but the school-room

contained seating divisions for these four grades; and each child, First to

Fourth, six to twelve in age, was able to listen willy-nilly to all that took place

in each other class, a routine matter since there was only one teacher, a

middle-aged lady, Fraulein Werner, who had a long nose and wore

spectacles.

Adi was soon able to follow the lessons in all four classes. His

introduction to German History came by way of the senior grade, the Fourth,

where Angela and the others were studying the exceptional deeds of

Charlemagne. An hour later, in First, Adi would be asked in company with

the other beginners to decide which pictures of animals should be connected

to given words. In the beginning, it was wondrous—all those awesome

letters that made a word. At first, those letters vibrated in his eyes like a

cabalistic rite, but before long, it became no more to him than a puzzle. By

the time he had reduced it to a problem, it was only a matter on which he took

care not to make the same mistake twice. Indeed, he was usually eager to 
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receive the next picture that Fraulein Werner would show them, even if it he

soon grew bored waiting for the others in his class to catch up to him. Soon,

he could barely wait for the lessons of the Third who were studying the

geography of the Hapsburg empire, the great Hapsburg Empire, as Fraulein

Werner would always say. If permitted, he would have been ready to speak

out to those students who were simpletons, and could not find any of the

places on the map he had already noticed, Braunau and Linz being the first to

catch his eye.

So, at the age of six, he was in effect absorbing the lessons of the eight

and ten and twelve-year-olds, and it pleased him that Angela was the

brightest in her class. By the approval in Fraulein Werner's eyes each time

they entered the room, he also knew that when it came to what they were

wearing, they were the neatest brother and sister. That was Klara's doing,

and it helped to install them high up in Fraulein Werner's favor. All the same,

such neat dress obliged him to stay apart from other boys during recess in

order not to get into a fight. There was one bully a year older who kept

daring Adolf to wrestle with him.
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"Are you crazy?" he would answer. "I am in my good clothes. My

mother will kill me if I get them dirty." The daily wars of Passau had

enriched his voice with just enough assurance to deter the other. But then

that boy was nothing. If Adi could manage to live with Alois, Junior, how

much had he to fear from a fool like this, also named Klaus, same as his

lieutenant in Passau? It was Angela who bothered him with all this teasing.
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She was all too concerned these days by what might be her own odor,

having come in the last few weeks to her first period. Here, Klara had been

of great help, and had done her best to allay the girl's fears, indeed, her

outright horror. It had become connected in Angela's mind with Rosig who,

by the end, had been hemorrhaging blood all over her hams.

To bring some calm to Angela's poor outraged state, Klara spoke for

the first time of imtimate matters. She adored her step-daughter. The twelve­

year-old was by now her substitute for a woman who could become her

nearest friend, and so she spoke not only of this new condition for Angela,

but went on at good length about the naturalness of odor in general, and its 
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peculiar subtleties in nature. Casting about for happy examples, she passed

on a piece of information Alois had provided her in passing. Once, Klara had

asked how he could be sure his own bees (once he did start his hives) would

know how to come back to home. As she understood it, he planned to have,

once his plans were fulfilled, three of those hive-boxes he kept describing,

each a full colony in itself. There they would be, sitting side by side in the

shade of the walnut grove. "How will these thousands of bees know where

they belong?" she asked.

He had been sufficiently pleased by her curiosity to explain that he

would paint each of his boxes a different color, green for one, sky-blue for

another, even pink for the third. Bees, he explained, liked to return to

dwellings that could be close to the color of the flowers whose nectar they

brought back.

"But you tell me that each day these little creatures go to a different

kind of flower. They are faithful only for this one day at a time to each

variety of flower. Is that not so?"

"Yes." He wasn't certain he liked the conversation. Would he be able 

to answer all her questions?
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"So it could be a flower of one color on one day, and another color is

what they like tomorrow?"

"Yes."

"How do these bees not get mixed up?"

Yes, he was reluctant to tell her. It was not something to talk about.

Not necessarily. Still, he chose to proceed. For Klara to be interested in

apiculture might, on balance, be better for him than if she showed

indifference. "Each queen bee has its own odor," he informed her. "Since

she will fertilize every miniscule cell in every comb and so puts tens of

thousands of eggs, yes, larvae, into separate wax cells which is their

beginning in life, so she is certain to pass her own odor into each of her

thousands of children."

"That is so remarkable," said Klara. "How do you know this, Alois?

So much you know."

"I have read about these discoveries in books," he said grudgingly.

"You have never smelled it yourself?"

"Do I look so stupid as to put my nose into a hive in order to give a 

dozen bees the opportunity to fly up my nose?'
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She began to laugh. In certain ways, she knew him well. He might

read his books on the subject, but, at bottom, he was still good peasant

stock—he did not like to admit that he had not learned the subject by way of

his hands, his feet, his strength, his own patience and his five good senses,

not even to mention the mysterious sixth.

Alois, however, had indeed told her a little too much. She had to know

more.

Before the conversation was over for this night, she actually prodded

him to explain how the queen was fertilized. She had, after all, to be more

than curious about any queen who could create so many thousands of children

and still remain a queen! She could see it! There was such admiration in

Alois' eye when he spoke of this Queen. Everything depended on her—the

absolute success of the hive, you could say, nothing less.

So Alois did choose to lead Klara through some descriptive steps.

Given her evident excitement about the Queen Bee, he could sense it would

be to his advantage on this night. She was clearly full of ardor at the thought

of so female a creature, so tiny, so noble. So extraordinary.
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He explained then that the young queen, very much a virgin, not twenty

days out of her own wax cell, (which was no larger in width and depth than

the little eraser you could find on the end of a new pencil) would be fed on

her emergence from that cell, by bee nurses and bee attendants. Yet, just

three weeks from the day she had emerged, she would be ready nonetheless

to take her maiden flight out of the hive as a frill virgin, and this usually took

place on the first warm day in May. Up she would lift into the heavens on

this first sortie, higher than all but a few male bees would dare to go.

"The ones who are called drones?" asked Klara.

"Yes, fat, spoiled fellows. They jam their comer of the hive. They live

to eat, and on a good day they fly around like fools. For the fun of it. They

do not even bother to bring back honey. It is only when the virgin queen

comes out for her first flight that they can justify their existence. It is then

that they are overcome by how phenomenal she is. And they know it. On

this day, they have been flying around waiting for her. They know she is

coming. This Queen who flies so high, who is so beautiful compared to all

her sisters, those thousands of worker bees, yes, work-horse female bees

always looking for more nectar to bring back—those poor girls do not have 
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foil ovaries so they go out and forage, unless they have been attached to

neccessary duties for the hive. Clean-up duties. Chores. But this Queen, she

is different, still a virgin, she is not yet really a queen, more, I would say, like

a princess. And then, I would say, very much like a princess, she flies so

high that only a few of these drones can follow. Then it comes down to two

drones, to one, but, oh, this last strong one, he reaches her, he puts what he

has, yes, you know what I mean, his very own sperm-organ which he keeps

inside himself until now when it comes out and goes, springs, you could say

into, yes, yes, springs into—call it her vagina—why not? It is so, and she

takes it all in even as they are up in the air so high, just the two of them."

"It is a wonder," said Klara. Her eyes had begun to shine. She almost

said, "A miracle of love."

"No, not exactly," said Alois. Now, he did not know how to continue.

If he said too much, he could spoil what he was looking for on this night.

Still, his shrewd side was ready to speak for him and he knew, yes, the best

was most likely to come from telling it all.
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"This drone," he said, "this one good brave drone, sticks it in so far,

which is exactly what nature demands, we must suppose, that then he cannot

get it back."

"What?"

"No, Donnerwetter, he can't pull out! The queen has hooks, or

something of the kind, very sharp hooks for certain to keep him there. He is

stuck. When he does insist, when he has to pull away, you won't believe it,

his good organ is ripped right out of him. He has to leave it behind. His

manhood! Gone. All gone."

"And him? What happens then? To him?"

"Oh, he dies. Of course! He is gone. He falls to earth."

"The poor creature," she said. But she could not help it. Against her

will, Klara's mouth pulled into a smirk, then slipped over to a smile. Once

begun, she had to laugh. Then, she could not stop. Never before had Alois

heard her laugh so long.

"What a life," she finally said, and Alois had been right to tell her. She

was over six months into her pregnancy, but they made love that night. Alois

had known more than one woman who could even give you a good piecec of 
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the real business in that very last week before she would pop out someone

else's baby. But that had hardly been the case with Klara. On this night,

however, she was different. It was equal to her best.

Of course, he certainly did not go on to tell her of two other things.

The first was that the queen was perfectly capable of having other lovers after

that first fabulous flight. Over the next few weeks and into June, she could

have five or six more lovers. That would store enough semen in her ovaries

to lay thousands, then tens of thousands of eggs, one each to every cell

among those thousands of cells, and continue to do so until cold weather

came. Then this cycle could be repeated for as much as three years to come.

(All that wealth of impregnation derived from no more than five or six

copulations!) This meant that for the rest of her life, she would have no more

to do with drones, but would be feeding honey and pollen to the pupae she

had created while her court, her own worker females, followed her with

devotion, capping cells of bees yet to be bom with a mysterious wax

substance they made from the pollen of the May flowers, a wax that no

chemist could duplicate in the laboratory. No, he did not describe how

devotedly the Queen would have to work for the rest of her life, and he 
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certainly did not tell Klara that when mating season was done, these female

worker-bees would evict the drones from the hive, or working in teams would

sting to death those who would not stir. (Nor did they lose their sting. The

belly of a drone was much softer than human skin.) After the slaughter, they

would sweep the dead bees out. He did not speak of more worrisome

complications. There was always a tendency, once warm weather began and

the empty cells of the hive had been filled near to capacity with new brood,

for as much as half of the colony to be ready to desert, to swarm, that is, to

fly away. You could lose most of your future profit in a hurry. Nor could he

conceive of telling her of new queens being bom, five or six perhaps, fed for

that purpose on royal jelly, who were often extinguished by the royal court

around the Queen Bee. No, he left such details alone. It was better that

Klara should remain sympathetic to what would be his oncoming enterprise.

Klara had not only been engrossed by what he told her that night, but

now, (much like an older sister), would attempt to cajole Angela out of these

prime adolescent woes. Klara, remembering her own early flow, could

certainly recall the depth of vulnerability in which it had left her. She had felt

herself to be an open wound open to depredations men might yet exact from 
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her. So, now she chose to describe to Angela the hapless self-amputation of

the brave drone who had succeeded in reaching the Queen. This time, Klara

had company in her laughter. They carried on perfectly, girls of the same age

or just about, and so as Klara divulged more and more of what she had

learned from Alois on the subject, the topic turned not only to odor, but to the

exceptional power of the Queen Bee. There she was, hardly larger than her

own nursing bees and certainly smaller than any drone. Nonetheless, this

Queen Bee had the power to impregnate the air of the hive and the thousands

who dwelt within it. All of them would know their own hive for they all

smelled the same. "It is," said Klara, full of a new set of giggles, "as if all

Russian men and women have one kind of awful aroma, and those Polish oafs

another. Maybe there is a good decent smell of tea for the English, and we

Austrians, we have to be something special, we are warm like strudel."

Again, she had Angela in laughter. "And the French, yes, a shameless ugly

scent. So harsh!." They were hugging each other by now. "Maybe the

worst, the Bohemians. I shouldn't describe them."

"Why not the Hungarians? They could be terrible!"
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They wiped their eyes. Adi, hearing their laughter, came to join them.

He was annoyed when they explained nothing, merely kept laughing at the

sound of each country.

Some happy notion remained with Angela. School now gave a special

tingle to her nose, and Fraulein Werner with all her talcum powder, just like

much too much on a baby, and her own little brother Adi. He absolutely had

this terrible stink when he ran up and down too many hills, and she was

always coaxing him to use more soap, or on those nights once a week when

Klara boiled enough water for each of them to bathe in the big farm house

tub, Angela would insist on lathering his back and his armpits before handing

him back the bar of soap. Then, with a wholly mischievous grin—"You have

the soap now, so put it where it can do some work, you careless boy."

Adi would scream with anger at such rudeness, loud enough for Klara

to come running in, but he would not tell his mother. He was in a turmoil of

indecision. Either he smelled as bad as Angela kept saying, or she was

crazy. Who could know? He could barely sniff a thing on himself.

Angela, however, would begin to brood again on the death of Rosig.

The prize sow had indeed been full of a strong odor at times, not unlike Adi 



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/8/04 280

at his worst, or was it Rosig at her worst?—enough! Angela began to cry for

both, the boy and the pig together. Full of remorse for teasing him, she tried

to make amends by telling him a few of the wonderful secrets Klara had told

her, all of this new knowledge about bees, and on many a morning as the two

walked to school, she would take up the topic again—her head was so full of

what she had been told that Adi's imagination was soon inflamed by the

mysteries of the Queen Bee.

Ever since they had come to the farm in April, he had been most aware

of the nearness of bees. In May and June, there had been hours in full

daylight when the sky was full of tiny lights, glints of light whipping about,

flying in so many directions. His mother was always warning him that he

must not try to touch any such tiny creature, not if he saw one on a flower.

Worse, he must never dare to kill one. That same bee could give him

something to remember! Then one fine morning in July, Edmund got stung

and didn't stop screaming for an hour. So Adolf, in his turn, had been most

respectful of the dangers implicit with their presence.
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Now, however, to hear that the Queen Bee shared an odor of herself

with every bee in the hive (and he could count by now to ten thousand) yes,

that did excite his thoughts.

So when he heard that his father might be going to talk to a neighbor

about purchasing what Alois called "the first materials"—an announcement he

made on a Saturday evening at dinner, Adi had a dream that night about bees,

and saw an army of them flying in circles above the farm. Standing on the

ground near to their house was an old man and he was dressed differently

from anyone Adi had ever seen. His shirt remained outside his pants and

came down to his knees, and he wore an old hat over his white hair, as long

as a stocking. It hung down half over his back. He was not short, but he still

looked like a dwarf because he was bent over. In this dream, Adi knew his

name. The man was called Per Alte. , and the boy woke up on Sunday

morning thinking he was the only one who knew this odd man's name only to

discover that he was in error.

Sunday morning, Adi asked his father if he could go with him to see

Der Alte, and Alois, surprised, and then pleased, gave his assent. On Sunday,

Klara would be picked up by another farm couple to take the road to
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Fischlham in their wagon for Sunday Mass in that town's small chapel, and

she would travel with the three children, even as Alois, exercised his own

matter of conscience. "In truth, in good conscience, I cannot go," he would

tell her, and he would be left alone to walk his fields. This morning,

therefore, he was all the more pleased that Adi asked to join him.

This request was the product of the boy's dream the night before. I can

say that I had been directly instrumental in shaping his invocation of Per Alte,

This was the first active participation I had taken with the family since

entering Alois' mind just after he had first begun to opine to all in that Linz

tavern about the beauties and wonders of apiculture.

Now, I feel (with some unease) that I must address the reader again on 

a more unappetizing matter. It concerns Adi's odor.
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-22-

It is curious, yet, after all, not so curious that few matters concerning

men and women are as difficult to discuss as unattractive odor. To make

matters even less agreeable, it is also true that our echelon of aides to the

Maestro do not possess a keen sense of smell. Gossip among devils can

hardly avoid the notion that we, too, may smell offensive.

Enough! It is not a good a subject for us. At this time, approaching the

end of the Nineteenth Century, many of our problems in managing our clients

were to be traceable to one phenomenon. Many of the humans in whom we

had invested, had to be exceptionally fastidious in their personal habits, or 
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they would give off at varying times smells sufficiently remarkable to arouse

the distrust of many.

How this condition began, I do not know. If I have served the E.O. for

many an age, my recollection of earlier eras is no more grounded in the far

past than is a human's sense of previous incarnations. It is probably not to the

Maestro's interest to have us know any more than we need to know. Rather,

we are asked to deal as effectively as possible with the problems immediately

before us. We do not have to call, after all, upon Judas or Bluebeard or Attila

the Hun to encourage a drunken client to slug down another shot of booze. In

consequence, we have almost no idea of the real beginning of the war

between the Dummkopf and the Evil One. Whether they were brothers (the

D.K. being presumably the older) or, as Milton proposed, the contest was

between God and an angel of the stature of Lucifer—that is entirely beyond

my province. Perhaps the E.O. was there from the onset. Perhaps, he only

appeared later. It is not for us to know. Nor can we dismiss the possibility

that the Dummkopf (in whole command of this earth and this solar system)

was obliged nonetheless to speak to higher powers somewhere in the galaxies

of his immediate need for an assistant. It is possible that the O.O. (to use for 
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a moment his highest self-assigned title—the Other Omniscience) was sent

here on purpose by those greater powers. Why? Why not? They may have

been feeling dissatisfaction with the performance of the D.K. Such a species

of cognition is, of necessity, also unavailable to us. In these matters, there are

only questions; there are no answers.

I cannot even speak with authority on simple matters, on this much

smaller matter, indeed, of odor. Yet, if I am to offer my conjecture as to what

could have taken place some time during the interminable eons of evolution, I

would posit that the D.K. is undeniably the Creator of that familiar world of

weather, flora, fauna, and primates that we inhabit, all of us, all we separate

souls, bodies and spirits—divine and Satanic. So, yes, if He is the Creator,

then evolution was certainly His great laboratory, and the signs of His

Stupidity as well as of His Genius are to be found in all those endless

experiments concerning the development of His creatures, yes, the eons it

took before He could divine how to enable certain of His beings to fly, the

extreme divergences in size of His earth-bound and marine species, His great

and godly hopes that went, for example, into the dinosaur (only to discover

that that particular construction of animal life was simply too large to survive 
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in the proportions the D.K. had brought to him—that is one failure.) A

myriad of others are there to be cited. The Creator had His relative successes

and His abysmal failures, but it has to be admitted that He never gave up,

even if He was not always in firm control of the earth He had fashioned. It is

incontestable that earthquakes and ice ages brought many an interruption to

His experiments and savaged many of His pursuits. Wiry? Because He had

incorrectly designed His sphere of earth in the first place.

Of one matter I am relatively certain. By the time men and women had

entered into the D.K.'s concept of how He was to develop His primates, so

didour Maestro also appear. With his entrance, the perversities and

uncontrollables of human activity were stimulated. There, at just such a point

in the creative development of the world we inhabit, came a metamorphosis in

the nature of odor. Its presence became a subtle but often determining factor

in human relations.

I can be fairly certain that in the bygone era of primitive man, odor had

been one of the D.K.'s assets, an enhancement to aid the development of all

the species. In large part, animals were drawn or repelled by one another by

the messages that came to their noses. Presumably their smells (as 
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conceived by the laws the D.K. had built into them) were there precisely to

reveal the depth of each animal's courage, perseverance, fear, treachery,

loyalty, their determination to propagate—no end to the list. It was all useful

to the D.K. It was enabling Him to take the best creative steps forward in

evolution.

I think by the time our Prince entered the lists, the D.K. must have

been much enraged by the reduction of His status. No longer could He see

Himself comfortably as All-Good and All-Powerful. So He began to search

for a method whereby His Cudgels could determine (assuming that they

possess a good sense of smell!) which men, women, and children had

separated from Him in their loyalty. And so, if the Good Lord was not

without His own skill as a sorcerer, (and indeed, how could He not employ

such powers given the new and dire complexities of dealing with the varied

acts of the Maestro) I would go so far as to say that the D.K. even had the

ability to mark each of our clients with a touch of condign odor, a marking

process, if you will, chosen for its simplicity and relative lack of expense

considering the inevitable disbursements of divine funds that are inherent in

any change of program. From the Middle Ages on, however, our Maestro 
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combated this forceful obstacle to his subtle intentions by encouraging many

of his alchemists to develop perfumes whose subtleties became a means

whereby harsh or rotten odors could be marinated with sweeter, earthier,

more untraceable, and finally more appealing fragrances, even exotic in their

hint of a curious, even exciting, evil beneath the bouquet. (It is, for example,

impossible to reconstruct the history of court life in France during the reign of

Louis XIV without pondering those redolent tricks of camouflage. Moreover,

it proved a great boon to all of our clients who were wealthy enough to afford

the best such perfumes.)

By the end of the Enlightenment, matters had altered once more.

Soaps, developed by us, were able to add their powers of obliteration to many

varieties of perfume. Again, the Dummkopf was confounded. At this time of

Adi's boyhood, and indeed, throughout the decades to come, a pervasive

anesthetization of human odor became part of our immense progress in this

sector of divine combat. Soaps, bath-tubs, cleansing oils and the

development of plumbing all came into being, due in large part, to the

determined and highly focused energies of those entrepreneurs in whom we 
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had made successful investment. I think it is true that we look upon most of

our humans as more analogous to stocks than to living creatures.

By the middle of the Twentieth Century, it can be noted clearly that the

D.K.'s dependence on bad human odor as a system of warning that the Evil

One is near, had been rendered more or less obsolete. Deodorants carried the

day. By the time of this writing, hardly anyone ever knows any longer how

their closest partner might actually smell. (This is certainly true in the most

developed nations!) This loss of cognitive power for the D.K. has given great

impetus to our work.

Back, however, in the period I now relate, that was not so, not yet, and

the meeting between Alois, Adi, and the bee-keeper called Der Alte was

characterized by a curious but immediate intimacy between the boy and the

old man.

I must not leap too quickly, however, over the walk to Der Alte's farm

since Alois may have had his first real conversation with his son, Adolf

Hitler, on this occasion.
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-23-

What may be more important, however, is to speak of the dream I

installed in Adi's sleep on the Saturday night before Alois' meeting with the

beekeeper on Sunday. It was done in response to a direct order from the

Maestro. Let me say that laying in a dream which is a complete fiction

unconnected to the dreamer's previous experiences is not in the least routine.

While we have the power to provide chimerical episodes, or even on rare

occasions such as this, insert whole scenarios into our client's sleep, it is also

true that any such dramatic shift in the psychic regions of a child, can produce

real inroads on our budget. Inner dramas are expensive to produce ex nihilo.

Moreover, there is risk involved when the client is that young.
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To install whole dreams on special occasions can tamper with the

early, less protected, roots of nocturnal material belonging to the child. The

unhappy result can be that dream-works manipulated by us often end in some

chaos, particularly if they stimulate open conflict with the Cudgels. Attacks

and counter-attacks within the depths of any human's sleep, young or old,

rarely result in conditioning favorable to our purpose, indeed, it will often

generate nightmare. A set of delicate manipulations calculated to alter a

subject's psyche should not be undertaken under such battlefield conditions.

Not many prosper from a nightmare.

It has been my experience that the installation of highly selected

visions, phantasms, false certainties, whole illusions, effective hysterias, even

outright deliriums can deliver exciting effects, but that is most attainable when

one can work slowly with the protege, nimbly, subtly, proceeding in small

steps over many a night in order that the Cudgels are not alerted. Count on it,

His working angels can react savagely to dream-work that we initiate. From

the commencement of human existence, I would warrant that the D.K. must

have been most attached to the power that dreams could bring to Him over

those late primates He was then nurturing and developing into humans. Much 
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later, during what we can call the Jehovah Period (that is, approximately 1000

B.C. to the advent of Jesus Christ) it is clear to see that the D.K. had a host of

awards and punshments available. He could arouse visions in prophets and

plebians alike and drive these wards in any direction He desired, often, I

suspect, on not a great deal more than His imperious whim.

Our entrance, however, into the comings and goings of humankind

resulted in a diminution of His divine powers. No longer could Jehovah

employ dreams to control His chattels so easily. Today, as a result, the effect

of dreams is profoundly reduced. Half of humankind seem to be employing

their best efforts to have as few relations as possible with either the D.K. or

the Maestro! Dreams are no longer seen as visions. They present themselves

as eccentric, jagged, totally confused, and for the most part, non-productive

and non-comprehensible intrusions. People do their best not to follow

whichever messages they can extract from any episode in their sleep.

So the D.K.'s imperious use of dreams is, at present, inoperative. Once

our forces began to vie with the D.K. concerning the growth and future

direction of men and women. He had, willy-nilly—and I use the word

advisedly!—He had willy-nilly to reduce these absurd sportings of His ego.
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Manic obsession with Himself and His Powers, so swollen during the

Jehovah Period, became—if I may use the epithet—obsolete. Now, He could

not insist quite as much on the absolute adoration of His servants. They no

longer felt so obliged to bring gifts and sacrifices all the time. Instead,

Jehovah had to give Himself to an agonized search for more sophisticated

modes of operation. He bent to the need. (To some degree.) On occasion,

He could now show Himself to be wise in His nocturnal insertions (most

often via the Cudgels) into His best remaining human servants. The function

of the dream now altered. Much less often did it serve as a medium for

delivering commands from Above. Rather, the purpose was converted.

Now, the dream served, ideally, to give the dreamer a closer sense of buried

disturbances in his life. If a trusted friend might prove a hint treacherous, the

dream was there to alert the dreamer to just such a possibility. If, on the

other hand, one was unwittingly ready to betray a close friend, that possibility

could also be suggested to the sleeping mind. The D.K. was now looking for

the best means to encourage a closer sense in each man and woman of their

real condition in the world. The D.K., given all His shortcomings, was

indeed now looking for a way to protect His most elaborate creation—His 
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humans. Indeed, for those lucky or worthy few who had been sequestered

by the strongest guards among the Cudgels and so could rarely be approached

by us, (real candidates for sainthood being one example of such protection),

the D.K.'s new approach did prove efficacious. On the other hand, dreams

intended as direct prophecy became rare. A vogue which for a short period

saw dreams as wish-fulfillment became a popular notion, but never proved to

be more than a theory. As revised by the D.K., dreams were now supposed

to serve as an intimate form of communication between the human creation

and Himself. Indeed, on those occasions when we devils and demons were

not present to distort the content, a dreamer might actually obtain insight into

his or her vulnerabilities. The intense but mock situations created by the

dream were there to dramatize the subject's ability to withstand anxiety. In

that manner, a dreamer's attention could be directed to encounters it was wise

to avoid. One would now be most unhappily aware of how one possessed

less courage, less loyalty, less devotion, less love, or less health than he or

she had previously assumed. The function of the dream was therefore more

direct—it was to give illumination on how to cope with modem life. It was— 
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if one could only hear the signals within the dream—a security system full of

warning bells.

To the degree, however, that we could interfere with the allegiance of

any man or woman to the Cudgels, we were able to warp that system at the

least, and sometimes sabotage it. In return, we have to put up with trained

angels who delight in undermining our influence over our best captives.

To be certain, these wars produced chaos. To the degree that any

given man or woman had been penetrated by both forces, the person's dream

became an extravaganza, usually incoherent. I may add that it was also

wastefill to our budgets.

So, the act of creating a whole dream for a child appeared, on the face

of it, to promise the loss of time and effort to my other projects. As I have

remarked, the Maestro did not, for the most part, allocate too many of our

incursions toward early development in children. Looking upon their growth

as essentially indeterminable, he saw such actions as counter-indicative to

well-thought-out procedure. It will be recalled that when the Hitler family

made their move from Passau to Hafeld, I was instructed to cease paying

attention to little Adolf. He and his family were now to be monitored by the 
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routine milk-runs of my assistants. With the exception of the single occasion

when I had slipped into Alois' brain long enough to delve into his fascination

with beekeeping, I had been working in the region with other clients. The

milk-runs of my assistants proved sufficient to provide me with any

information I needed vis-a-vis the Hitlers of Hafeld.

Now, however, had come this unexpected and direct communication

from the Maestro—no ordinary event. I was formally instructed to implant a

dream into the head of a six-year-old, none other, of course, than our young

first grader, little Adolf Hitler. Indeed, the order proposed considerably more

than the passing insertion of a concept. Etch was the verb employed by the

Maestro. "I want you," he said, "to etch Adi's brain with a permanent notion.

We have been quiescent in that direction long enough to expect to be free of

the presence of the Cudgels. You can probably expect an open operation."

That was not a short speech for the E.O. The size of his regard for

each one of us could be measured by how quickly we could be ready to carry 

out his desires.


