
FROM :MAILER

FROM ;JMUORDCRAFT

FAX NO. :5084872136

FAX NO. :17186243782

Mar. 04 2004 11:11AM Pl

Mar. 03 2004 05:17PM P15

ihift in the routine ofany client, male or female, adult oranyf



FROM :MAILER FAX NO. :5084872136 Mar. 84 2004 11:11AM P2

FROM iJMUORDCRAFT FAX NO. :17106243782 Mar. 03 2004 05:17PM P16

Books FobO41—icmp fax copy 3/3 AM tccocd pact 289

come to is that dream-works/Gan oftenerul in 's mess,

open conflict with the Cudgels countcr-MwasiefW^a-

afforded Hun over tbe-pranates He was dewtopagmto humans. Certainly,

what we can call the Jehovah Period (that isTiOOO B.Cto 30 A.D.)
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dreams to accelerate His thralls andjS^ chattels twaeo-off in wtoever- 

often employing their best efforts to have as little as possible to do 

ions. Ifreatns wore now

eccentric, haunting, jagged, totally confused, and for the most part, non­

productive. People did their best not to follow whatever (fnessages they 

extract from any reedteeted scenario^ftfeir sleep

(^fiiirspiSffmnof awards and punshments available-tow^He. He could

itrcuteate<visions that drove His wards in any direction He desired, often, T

direction He desired. Now the effect? of dreams on av^jag^humans (who

pQHUg-egffie~dream. No longer could the D.K.^fisJehovahj employ

with either the D.K. or the M
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'wtt^gone. Ifnwtb»said4hatoncewe

began to efuturj and women, the D.K.. dk^feduce the

absurd magnification of His egt^ His manic obsession with Himself^tfunng

Jehovah Period^and-did-begirrto search for more sophisticated modes of

prove wise in His insertion of dreams

from Abova, an^asmodffied rather to give thedreamer mse of the

was to a slight degree treacherous, the

drei

hed by us/the D.K.'s approach to

(via the Cudgels) into His best clients and pensioners. The function of the

profound sense of ^eWy^^those hum» wardswho^were sequestered

---------------1.-------------------------

fcsdentyy It was a way to encourage a more-

ciream altered.

The efficacious use of
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 evopfac efficacious. Throlthronsettse^he

^,,.<1 ^<..0 
dFe^as^^hecy^oiinomciw^ary, trwish-ftlfilhncnt was floue-fexgept
VJ’ty/L- -^J. X*tap«^c

<*. ZVj ^K~\)

Itrrbeing4^viw2dJU44b^Rfe^^5^^U4xe^by_^jtjmj®dJ^^)-Nxiw,-ft’

Zg<» ■■ -M 11 <a 4x^2$^
ImnfanS dream cauKTwtJik fm tarn>rlmi if wg v»^icrpresenrtcgMcf at@f——

distort the contentj^Siat-bfessEd-esrftea/a dreamer■eotrfr^obtahi insight

into his or her pressure pointe. Mock situations in the dream wsntd dramatize

-feundatKm-oftJjerregiHMj ik—yea, such matters aS^possossing

le D.K. to cope with

tesis courage. less loyalty Jess devotion^ovJTor less health than he or she

GaayWityto withstand anxiety awd,^ extension, lould-then pointto these

-X/
^situationse^^iBei(w8s wise to avoid, w^tw«^^pi?es5nFerth0-,
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modem life was—if one could/^dfee dream-a security system fell of 

P6

P20

waiting bells.

| To the degree that we could contest the allegiance of any man or

I

woman to the Cudgels, we were able to sabotage thatsystem. In

n_ g-y n ix>^/
return, the Cudgels delighted in iaysdffig^ best captives whenever and

I

wherever they could.

chaos. To the

degree that ^hartbntlrpcnetm^any given man or woman, theirdreams- 

to

budgets.

i This has all been preface to ^iceptioaal inferiuption of m^Ms.

As J have £ireadj^remarked, th© Maestro did not, for the most part, allocate
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ipon their■ toe many of our efforts i lopment of children. HeJ

growth as essentially indeterminable, even counter-indicative to any well-

thopght-out procedure. It will be recalled that when the Hitler family made

their move from Passau to Hafeld, I was instructed to ccasc paying attention

/A
to little Adolf. Adrand his family coukLbe monitored by the routine milk­

runs of my assistants. With the exception of the single occasion when I had

stotendnto Alois' brain

I had been working afcnustwUu Jy in nearby regions with other clients. The

milk-runs wer^providing me with snfficteminformation^s-a^sTHe hlitlw

of Hafeld.
i

Then came an unexpected and direct communication from the

i
Maestro—no ordinary event. I was instructed to implant a dream ^the head

fodelvc into his fascination with beekeeping,
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of a six-year -old, none other, of course, than our young first grader, little

Addlf Hitler. Indeed, the order proposed considerably more than the passing 

inselrtion of a concept. TWverb employed by the Maestro^Bs-stelf "I want 

you;'1 he said, "to etch Adi's brain with a permawnt notion. We have been 

quiescent in that direction long enough to expect to be free of the presence of 

the (Cudgels."

; That was not a short speech for the E.O. His regard for us could be

measured by how little time it would take for us to understand his desires.
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chil on our budget. Inner dramas are expensive to
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Let me return to the dream I fashioned and installed in Adi's sleep the 

night before. It was initiated by a direct order from the Maestro and that in 

itself was exceptional. We do have the power to provide more than one 

scenario into any hour of our client's sleep, but as is invariably the matter, 

any sudden shift in the routine of any client, male or female, adult or 

occasionally a child, produces an unexpected inroad on our budget.

While we do work on the installation of dreams in many a client, it is 

certainly not one of my favorite modes of directed influence (and I 

suspectmany of my colleagues would agree.) The unhappy conclusion I have 
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come to is that dream-works can often end in a mess, particularly if there is 

open conflict with the Cudgels. Such invasions and counter-invasions in a 

human's sleep result in no deep conditioning over to our purposes and does 

occasion nightmare for the client.

It is my experience that the installation of selected visions, phantoms, 

false certainties, whole illusions, effective hysterias, even outright deliriums 

on those rare occasions when they can prove serviceable, can prove most 

effective when one can work slowly with one's protege, nimbly, subtly, and 

proceed in such small steps that the Cudgels are not alerted for too little. Oer 

many an eon, the D.K. was most intrigued with the power that dreams 

afforded Him over the primates He was developing into humans. Certainly, 

what we can call the Jehovah Period (that is, 1000 B.C. to 30 A.D.) contained 
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a full spectrum of awards and punshments available to the D.K.—He could 

inculcate visions that drove His wards in any direction He desired, often, I 

suspect, on His Whim.

Our entrance into the affairs of humankind produced a revolution in the 

operative power of the dream. No longer could the D.K. (as Jehovah) employ 

dreams to accelerate His thralls and His chattels to race off in whatever 

direction He desired. Now the effects of dreams on average humans (who 

were so often employing their best efforts to have as little as possible to do 

with either the D.K. or the Maestro) became curious. Dreams were now 

eccentric, haunting, jagged, totally confused, and for the most part, non­

productive. People did their best not to follow whatever messages they could 

extract from any recollected scenario of their sleep.
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The efficacious use of dreams was gone. It must be said that once we 

began to control the future nature of men and women, the D.K. did reduce the 

absurd magnification of His ego, His manic obsession with Himself during te

Jehovah Period, and did begin to search for more sophisticated modes of 

operation and, on occasion, could even prove wise in His insertion of dreams 

(via the Cudgels) into His best clients and pensioners. The function of the 

dream altered. It served less often as a means of communicating commands 

from Above, and was modified rather to give the dreamer more sense of the 

buried realities of his life. If a friend was to a slight degree treacherous, the 

dream would exaggerate that tendency. It was a way to encourage a more 

profound sense of reality, and for those human wards who were sequestered 

by the Cudgels and so were rarely approached by us, the D.K.'s approach to 
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the economy of dreams could even be efficacious. Tire old nonsense of the 

dream as a prophecy, or, to the contrary, a wish-fulfillment, was gone (except 

for being revived with only partial success by Sigmund Freud.) Now, a 

human's dream could work for him or her if we were not present to enter and 

distort the content. In that blessed condition, a dreamer could obtain insight 

into his or her pressure points. Mock situations in the dream would dramatize 

one's ability to withstand anxiety, and, by extension, could then point to those 

situations a dreamer was wise to avoid, for given enough pressure, the 

foundation of their ego might split or crack—yes, such matters as possessing 

less courage, less loyalty, less devotion, love, or less health than he or she 

had previously assumed. The dream, as redesigned for the D.K. to cope with 
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modem life was—if one could read the dream—a security system full of 

warning bells.

To the degree that we could contest the allegiance of any man or 

woman to the Cudgels, we were able to sabotage that modem system. In 

return, the Cudgels delighted in invading our best captives whenever and 

wherever they could.

These internecine wars produced further waste and chaos. To the 

degree that we had both penetrated any given man or woman, their dreams 

became incoherent extravaganzas, and wasteful to our far from unbounded 

budgets.

This has all been preface to an exceptional intermption of my projects.

As I have already remarked, the Maestro did not, for the most part, allocate 
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too many of our efforts into the development of children. He look upon their

growth as essentially indeterminable, even counter-indicative to any 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. Adi and his family could be monitored by the routine milk­

runs of my assistants. With the exception of the single occasion when I had

stolen into Alois' brain in order to delve into his fascination with beekeeping,

I had been working almost entirely in nearby regions with other clients. The

milk-runs were providing me with sufficient information vis-a-vis the Hitlers

of Hafeld.

Then came an unexpected and direct communication from the

Maestro—no ordinary event. I was instructed to implant a dream in the head 
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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. The verb employed by the Maestro was etch. "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."

That was not a short speech for the E.O. His regard for us could be 

measured by how little time it would take for us to understand his desires.
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whble scenarios to-insert into our client's sleep, it

! What may be more important, however, is to speak of^installedin

Adj's sleep on the Saturday night before the meeting!m Sunday. If waF.
* ■'fa.

mttttrted-in response to a direct order from the Maestro. Let me say tha^tha

Zis not in the least ordinary. While we have the power to provide chimerical
tt,A 

episodes, or eveii!

is also true that any such dramatic shift in these psychic regions of a client, 

male or female, adult or occasionally a child, does produce real inroads on

our budget. Inner dramas are expensive to produce ex nihilo. Moreover,

there is risk involved.
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. To install whole dreams on special occasions can tamper with the roots

of nocturnal material belonging to the client. The unhappy result can be that
i

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 a human's sleep rarely result m my subtle conditioning

favorable to our purpose, indeed, on most occasions it will generate

nightmare for the client. A set of delicate manipulations calculated to alter a

i
subject's psyche should not be undertaken under Battlefield conditions. Who

cad prosper from a nightmare?

It has been my experience that the installation of highly selected

i
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. The D.K.

and His working angels are savagely opposed 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 (dresms afforded (HimoVefthose

late primates He was nurturing and developing into humans. Much later,
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during what we can call the Jehovah Period (that is, approximately 1000 B.C.

to tjie advent of Jesus Christ) I know that the D.K had a host of awards and
i

punshments available. He could arouse visions in£&l prophets and plebians

alikefthat drove theselwards many direction He desired, often, I suspect, on
i

not'much more than His whim.

I Our entrance, however, into the aftarrs of humankind produced a

resolution in the divine powers available to the D.K No longer could He

(JivingdEeh as Jehovah) employ dreams to aeeeieratedlis^all&^nd chattels

to rush off in whichever direction He desired. Today, ^ofthts-wrihug, the

effect of dreams on humans is profoundly ^wa^-Today/nalf 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 eccent^Jhaimto.g, jagged, totally confused, and

for the most part, non-productivefP^le dotheir best not to follow

whichever messages they can extract from any episode that might be recalled

frdm their sleep.

So the purposeive use of dreams by the D.K. is, at present, inoperative.

Once our forces began to contend with tbe D.K, for the growth and future

I
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direction of men and women, the D.K.. had, willy-nilly, (and I use the word

advisedlyl) had willy-nilly to reduce the absurd magnifications of His ego.

His manic obsession with Himself and His Powers which had swollen during

thej Jehovah Period, became—if I may use the epithet—obsolete. He was

obliged to insist less on the absolute adorationHis servants for Him and to
I

proceed instead into the agonized search for more sophisticated modes of

operation. On occasion, He could now even show Himself to be wise in His

choice of how to insert dreams jO^we Cudgds) into His best remaining

pensioners. The function of the dream now altered. It served much less often

as a medium for sending commands down from Above. Rather, the^methtT"

low dwe, ideally, to -serve the 

life. If a a hint treacherous, the dream was there to alert

^/toWaylcIoss 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, wasdooS^iw^for a way to protect His
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was wise to avoid. One would now be most unhappily aware of how one 

dream—a security system full of warning bells.

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«ow 

occasions when we devils and demons were not present to distort the content,

a dreamer could actually obtain insight into his or her vulnerabilities. The

mock situations^of/tfiedream were there to dramatize the subject's ability to 

most elaborate creation—humans. Indeed, for those lucky or worthy few

whp werty'sequestered by the'Cudgels and so could rarely be approached by

us, ((putative saints flight be one example^the D.K.'sj^e^approach to

dream-work did prove efficacious. On the other hand, dreams as direct

prophecy became rare. The vogue(tor a^^to^s^dreamsswrias wish-

fiilfillment never proved to be more than a theory. As revised by the D.K.,

drJams were now supposed^ttetfc to serve as the most intimate form of

communication between the human creation and Himself. Indeed, on those 
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other projects. As I have remarked, the Maestro did not, for the most part,

allocate too many of our effert? toward early development^ children. He
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| To the degree, however, that we could-bleek (theallegiance of any man
i ■ ■

or woman to the Cudgels, we were able to sabotage that system. In return,

theCudgeWeiighted in undermining our influence over our best captives.
: 'X&zsty
i Theso/vars produced much chaos. To the degree that any given man

looked upon their growth as essentially indeterminable, even counter­

indicative to any well-thought-out procedure. It will be recalled that when the

Hitler family made their move from Passau to Hafeld, 1 was instructed to
!

cease paying attention to little Adolf. He and his family were now to be

monitored by the routine mSk-nms 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 instead mmearby-

^isaSwith other client^- /thenriUorimsproved sufficient to provide me

with any information I needed vis-a-vis the Hitlers of Hafeld.
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i But then had come this unexpected and direct communication from the
I

Maestro. I can warrant—that is no ordinary event. I waymstructed to
implant a dream into the head of a six-year-old, none other, of course, than

i
oui| 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 may well have an open

measured by how Httle-tfme-

operation."

That was not a short speech for theJE.O. Hfs/fegard fo

tukofr*.ui tpundubtunH^iis desires.
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client'hot I cannot say ffitthiiiTe^.with thejtoctumal material
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particularly if they stimulate open conflict with the Cudgels. Attacks and

counter-attacks^piwhWs^t^prarely result in any subtle conditioning
I

m^ef^fo^urpurposo, anchwRon most occaston^enerate nightmare for the

client. A set of delicate manipulations calculated to alter a subject's

ps^chepredindertakcn imder battleground conditions. Ne-etur-enjays^

"lirnt, tin Tiulgl 11, ur j—ii

It has been my experience that the installation of highly selected

visions, phantoms. Ise certainties, whole illusions, effective hysterias, even



FROM :MRILER FRX NO. :5084872136 Mar. 04 2004 02:35PM P3

FROM :JMWORDCRRFT
I

FRX ND. 117186243782 Mar. 04 2004 12:35PM P3

Etook3 FctXMl—temp fax copy 3/4AM
290

outright deliriums can, on thoee-rore occasions when they prove, serviceable,

deliver exciting effects, but thatib eaiy/yfien one can work slowly with

/
opposed to dream-work that we initiate. From theXommencement of human

iodo B.C.to
i

t/T know that the D.K. had a fall spectrum of awards

and|punshments available. He could iaFdfovejSs

w is in any direction He desired, often, I suspect, onj^morethan His

theiprot£g6, nimblyand subtly, proceeding in small steps over many a night in

I . . ,
order that the Cudgelsnot alerted. The D.K?andHi^asmwtsdare savagely

€eiteitdyrfar Cvfiat we can call the Jehovah Period (that is, approximately

fast dreams afforded Him over thoser'primates He was nurturing/ntohumans.

power
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into the affairs of humankind produced aI Moreover, our e

IM. (living then as Jehovah) employ dreams to accelerate His thralls and

Pc / ‘/c
revolution in the divine powers available to the dream No longer could the
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>1 see the B:K. at Hi

a#

^ho-are^S^rpIoying their best efforts tohave

chattels to rush off in whichever direction He desired. Today, (theeSecfof

/ /r .... i.>

dreams on many human;

-aa-HWaspossible with either the D.K. or the Maestrol^e®^

-^urwwp^eam&asM^ eccentric, haunting, jagged, totally confused, and

I
for|the most part, non-productive. People do ther best not to follow

|

whichever messages they can extract from any scenaaejecQUeGted^Earhlheif-''—

sleep.
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^5̂s^^eiousiuseofdreamsby theD.K. is,now^ne.^JfiLa-wc

woinen, the D.K. ha<V

mahic obsession with Himself^Schhadswota during the Jehovah Period, 

ibsuri magnification, of His ego. His j

Tbedan to contend with the D.K. for the'%jtwe-d0*®lep»»eHt^fniieirani

bsolete. He was obliged to search far

inod^bfbperation. On occasion, He could now even •?ibp]liTEiiwara*

became—if I may use the

pniyewiggLin jJisjpsertion.o^dfeanis (via the Cudgelsjlnto His bestcliaiMy

^pensioners. The function of the dream

wwgeF-s^ved less often as a maauatfo-wmHtwHertejfcommandO-om Above.

Rather, the function was modified tu^^tbo-fesimerfadoser sense of flip

bwjiedreah'ties^ja^fiisfigSW^i^tiend

treacherous, the dream was there to alert the dreamer tS^^ibility.^

locale^

■/*zc*rSf ^jcnee.(j2'
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by the Cudgels and so could e.

rarely be approached by us, (putatrves^^fef^Kmnple), the D.K.'s c / 

aridsense o! one1

approach to dream-work did prove efficacious. On die other hand, dreams as

more than a theory. AsJdcvised by the D.K., dreams would now be 

form of communication tretween the human 

distort the content, a dreamer obtain insight into his or her 

creation and Himself. devils and demons were not present to

ability to withstand anxiety. The dreamer’s attention could be directed to
I

situations it was wise to avoid. One would nowt^most unhappily aware of

i
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how one possessed less courage, less loyalty, less devotion, less love, or less

I
health than he or she had previously assumed. The function of the dream,

security system full of warning bells.

LcA®^ 1X1

■redesigned by the-D.K. to cope with modern lifted ifomfcould only

To the allegiance of any man or

woman to the Cudgels, we were able to sabotage that system. In return, the

Cudgels delighted in undermining our influence over our best captives,.

These wars produced much chaos. To the degree that any given man

or woman had been penetrated by Them or us, the person's dream became an

incoherent extravaganza W^aho^nstefuTtoow budgets.
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part, allocate too many of our efforts toward early development of children.

He looked upon their growth as essentially indeterminable, even counter­

indicative to any well-thought-out procedure. It will be recalled that when the

Hitler family made their move from Passau to Hafcid, 1 was instructed to

cease paying attention to little Adolf. He and his femily emdd no

monitored by the routine milk-runs of my assistants. With the exception of

the jingle occasion when T had slipped into Alois’ brain long enough to delve
I

into ihis fascination with beekeeping, I had been working instead in nearby
I

regions with other clients. The milk-runs proved sufficient in providing me

with any information I needed vis-a-vis tbe Hitlers of Hafeld.
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hcB|d 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 

the Cudgels>

That was not a short speech fur the E.O. His regard for us could be 

measured by how little time it would take for us to understand his desires.

Maestro^o ordinaryevent. I was instructed to implant a dream into the 

quiescent in that direction long enough to expect to be free of the presence of 

UMfrcawtc an(unexpected and direct communication from the



FROM :MAILER FRX NO. :5084872136 Mar. 08 2004 11:58AM P2?

290Book! Feb041—temp fax copy 3/5/04 third pass

-23-

installed in

Z4.

to provide chimerical

rmfoour client's sleep,

it is also true that any such dramatic shift in-tbese psychic regions of a

inroads on our budget. Inner dramas are expensive to produce ex nihilo.

Moreover, there is risk involved.

The unhappy result can

particularly if they stimulate open conflict with the Cudgels. Attacks and

counter-attacks within the depths ofXfiuman's sleej in

conditioning favorable to our purpose, indeed, ^n-mogt occasions il>

7^ wilkjenerate nightmareJotUhn djen}. A set of delicate manipulations

What may be more important, however, is to speak o'
•* ______ , - _

Adi's sleep on the Saturday night beforeJhe meeting^bn Sunday. Itwas"

initiated in response to a direct order from the Maestro. Let me say that

To install whole dreams on special occasions can tamper with the

/foots ofnocturnafmaterial belonging to the(

be that dream-works manipulated by us often end in some chaos,
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'prosper from a nightmare?^battlefield conditions.

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

dream-work that we initiate. From the commencement of human existence,

must have been most attached to the power

lurturing and

developing into humans, Much later, during what we can call the Jehovah

Period (that is, approximately 1000 B.C. to the advent of Jesus Christ)'1^

Our entrance, however, into

tat the D.K. had a host of awards and punshments available. He

% \

produced a .

-rovolutioiwntWdivinepower^ailable-totheD.K, No longercouldtte

could arouse visions in 0$ prophets and plebians alike that drovdlkL

wards in any direction He desired, often, I suspect, on not m^SBreThST

Hisjwirn;------ y

calculated to alter a subject's psyche should not be undertaken under
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during what we can call the Jehovah Period (that is, approximately 1000 B.C.

to t)ie advent of Jesus Christ) I know that the D.K. had a host of awards and

pJsbments available. He could arouse visions prophets and plebians

___ jjuP
alikefthat dfwrttes^wardsmw direction He desired, often, I suspect, on

not much more than His whim.
i

Our entrance, however, into the affiuiirs of humankind produced a 

ution in the divine powers available to the D.K. No longer could He

tgjffieiLaaddiowk) employ dreams to aceoteratc^bs^alte^ndtcfiattels

5> Jr
musfeoffina^icheseEi^^^^HsJesis^. Today, ^S-ofthifrwritffig, the

effect of dreams&HHfmWis profoundly ^K^^e^^jfofhumankjniT

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.

ThLy present themselves as jagged, totally confused, and

for the most part, non-pro<Wv^^^edoSSKjstnottolonow

whichever messages they can extract from

^sss^'_ _<yo
^a/theirsleep,

' -^5
of dreams f£3fc&K7is, at present, inoperative.

Once our forces began the D.^SS^oStKand
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of His ego.
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direction of men and women, »I*W. willy-mlly.

|w<fiiypd^willv-nittv to reduceUw^wd cv&ii

uranic obsession with Himself and His Powers,whiebbad swollen during

the! Jehovah Period, became—if I may »se the epithet-obsolete. Howe.

insistWonTtesteduteadoration  ̂Hisservant^ Him amHe ■

-rr.,
iA^gji^ge^SmoS^mfed^SnwS^mlii&icarambaosoI-
!W-ri-

operation/On occasion? He couTdnowigjtf show Himself to be wise in His

choice of how to-wiftft dtWMHfrrffie Cudgels) into His best remaining

pe, ideally, to-serve the

pensieners? <Th e function of the dream now altered. It-tteFved^uch less often z

dreamer/S^iv^a closer sense of ^buried ^aiftiesWldisturbatices in his

life. If a mend goh& drove a hint treacherous, the dream was there to alert
X P Z_ j .

| ----J?)
the dreamer to^nich a possibility. Tf«anw ‘■■1rnrrn7i to oncrnlfrijfQjiifau ibk

^tobetray a close friend, that possibility could also be suggested to tlie

sideping mind. The D.K. was now looking for the best means to encourage a

closer sense in each man and woman of their red condition in the world. The

D.K., given all His shortcomings, wasi^Eg^for a way to protect His
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Sirens. Indeed, for thosHucky or worthy few

could rarely be approached by

b~f~inock situations/0^foedream were there to dramatize the subject's ability to
UsiA ^<^-C ^<0-/ L

. ------------------------ -------------ix a>

withstand anxiety. IWdreamer’s attention could be directed to situstions/it

was wise to avoid. One would now be most unhappily aware of how one 

prophecy became rare. The vogue(for

fulfillmentfieverjroved to be more thi

dreams were now supposed^£$w8t(

communication between the human creation and Himself. Indeed, on those

possessed less courage, less loyalty, less devotion, less love, or less health

than he or she had previously assumed. Th© function of the dream was-now

/locope with modem He? fi was-if one couM only hear the signaMie

dream—a security system full of warning bells.

dreams seen as wish-



FROM :MAILER

FROM IJMUORDCRAFT

FAX NO. :5084872136

FAX NO. '.17186243782

Mar. 08 2004 11:59AM P32

Mar. 04 2004 04:42PM P6

293

’4

4s£^other projects. As I have remarked, theMaestro did not, for the most part,

tn
allocate too many of our effort^ toward early development^ children. He~

tes^od/tipon their growth as essentially indeterminable, eveafcotinTeF--------
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I __
! To the degree, however, that we could-bteck^e allegiance of any man

Oman to the Cudgels, we were able to-sabotajfc that systen^we

Sighted in undermining our influence over our best captives.

| These/vars produced epao^ To the degree that any given man

or woman had been penetrated by

it was also wasteful to our budgets.

person’s dream became an

indicative to^fwell-thought-out procedure. It will be recalled that when the

Hitler family made their move from Passau to Hafekl, I was instructed to

cease paying attention to little Adolf. He and his family were now to be

with any information I needed vis-a-vis the Hitlers olWeld.

monitored by the routine rralk-runs of my assistants. With the exception of

the single occasion when I had slipped into Alois’ brain long enough to delve

his fascination with beekeeping, I had been working

with other client^/The sufficient to provide me
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What may be more important, however, is to speak of I installed in

Adi's sleep on the Saturday night before the meeting on Sunday. It was

initiated in response to a direct order from the Maestro. Let me say that that

is not in the least ordinary. While we have the power to provide chimerical

episodes, or even construct whole scenarios to insert into our client's sleep, it

is also true that any such dramatic shift in these psychic regions of a client,

male or female, adult or occasionally a child, does produce real inroads on

our budget. Inner dramas are expensive to produce ex nihilo. Moreover,

there is risk involved.
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To install whole dreams on special occasions can tamper with the roots

of nocturnal material belonging to the client. 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 a human's sleep rarely result in any subtle conditioning

favorable to our purpose, indeed, on most occasions it will generate

nightmare for the client. A set of delicate manipulations calculated to alter a

subject's psyche should not be undertaken under battlefield conditions. Who

can 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. The D.K.

and His working angels are savagely opposed 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 dreams afforded Him over those

late primates He was nurturing and developing into humans. Much later,
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during what we can call the Jehovah Period (that is, approximately 1000 B.C.

to the advent of Jesus Christ) I know that the D.K. had a host of awards and

punshments available. He could arouse visions in His prophets and plebians

alike that drove these wards in any direction He desired, often, I suspect, on

not much more than His whim.

Our entrance, however, into the affairs of humankind produced a

revolution in the divine powers available to the D.K. No longer could He

(living then as Jehovah) employ dreams to accelerate His thralls and chattels

to rush off in whichever direction He desired. Today, as of this writing, the

effect of dreams on humans is profoundly altered. Today, half of humankind

seems 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, haunting, jagged, totally confused, and

for the most part, non-productive. People do their best not to follow

whichever messages they can extract from any episode that might be recalled

from their sleep.

So the purposeive use of dreams by the D.K. is, at present, inoperative.

Once our forces began to contend with the D.K. for the growth and future
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direction of men and women, the D.K. had, willy-nilly, (and I use the word

advisedly!) had willy-nilly to reduce the absurd magnifications of His ego.

His manic obsession with Himself and His Powers which had swollen during

the Jehovah Period, became—if I may use the epithet—obsolete. He was

obliged to insist less on the absolute adoration of His servants for Him and to

proceed instead into the agonized search for more sophisticated modes of

operation. On occasion, He could now even show Himself to be wise in His

choice of how to insert dreams (via the Cudgels) into His best remaining

pensioners. The function of the dream now altered. It served much less often

as a medium for sending commands down from Above. Rather, the function

was drastically converted. The dream was now there, ideally, to serve the

dreamer, to give a closer sense of the buried realities and disturbances in his

life. If a friend could prove a hint treacherous, the dream was there to alert

the dreamer to such a possibility. If one, unknown to oneself, was also 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 looking now for a way to protect His
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most elaborate creation—humans. Indeed, for those lucky or worthy few

who were sequestered by the Cudgels and so could rarely be approached by

us, (putative saints might be one example), the D.K.'s altered approach to

dream-work did prove efficacious. On the other hand, dreams as direct

prophecy became rare. The vogue for a time to see dreams seen as wish­

fulfillment never proved to be more than a theory. As revised by the D.K.,

dreams were now supposed be there to serve as the most 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 could actually obtain insight into his or her vulnerabilities. The

mock situations of the dream were there to dramatize the subject's ability to

withstand anxiety. The dreamer's attention could be directed to situations 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 now

to cope with modem life. It was—if one could only hear the signals the

dream—a security system full of warning bells.
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To the degree, however, that we could block the allegiance of any man

or woman to the Cudgels, we were able to sabotage that system. In return,

the Cudgels delighted in undermining our influence over our best captives.

These wars produced much chaos. To the degree that any given man

or woman had been penetrated by Them or us, the person's dream became an

incoherent extravaganza. I may add that it was also wastefill to our budgets.

In effect, this has been a complaint by me over the damage done to my

other projects. As I have remarked, the Maestro did not, for the most part,

allocate too many of our efforts toward early development of children. He

looked upon their growth as essentially indeterminable, even counter­

indicative to any 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 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 instead in nearby

Regions with other clients. The milk-runs proved sufficient to provide me

with any information I needed vis-a-vis the Hitlers of Hafeld.
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But then had come this unexpected and direct communication from the

Maestro. I can warrant—that is no ordinary event. I was 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 may well have an open

operation."

That was not a short speech for the E.O. His regard for us could be

measured by how little time it would take for us to understand his desires.
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What may be more important, however, is to speak of I installed in

Adi's sleep on the Saturday night before the meeting on Sunday. It was

initiated in response to a direct order from the Maestro. Let me say that that

is not in the least ordinary. While we have the power to provide chimerical

episodes, or even construct whole scenarios to insert into our client's sleep, it

is also true that any such dramatic shift in these psychic regions of a client,

male or female, adult or occasionally a child, does produce real inroads on

our budget. Inner dramas are expensive to produce ex nihilo. Moreover,

there is risk involved.
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To install whole dreams on special occasions can tamper with the roots

of nocturnal material belonging to the client. 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 a human's sleep rarely result in any subtle conditioning

favorable to our purpose, indeed, on most occasions it will generate

nightmare for the client. A set of delicate manipulations calculated to alter a

subject's psyche should not be undertaken under battlefield conditions. Who

can 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. The D.K.

and His working angels are savagely opposed 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 dreams afforded Him over those

late primates He was nurturing and developing into humans. Much later,



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/5/04 third pass 293

during what we can call the Jehovah Period (that is, approximately 1000 B.C.

to the advent of Jesus Christ) I know that the D.K. had a host of awards and

punshments available. He could arouse visions in His prophets and plebians

alike that drove these wards in any direction He desired, often, I suspect, on

not much more than His whim.

Our entrance, however, into the affairs of humankind produced a

revolution in the divine powers available to the D.K. No longer could He

(living then as Jehovah) employ dreams to accelerate His thralls and chattels

to rush off in whichever direction He desired. Today, as of this writing, the

effect of dreams on humans is profoundly altered. Today, half of humankind

seems 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, haunting, jagged, totally confused, and

for the most part, non-productive. People do their best not to follow

whichever messages they can extract from any episode that might be recalled

from their sleep.

So the purposeive use of dreams by the D.K. is, at present, inoperative.

Once our forces began to contend with the D.K. for the growth and future
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direction of men and women, the D.K. had, willy-nilly, (and I use the word

advisedly!) had willy-nilly to reduce the absurd magnifications of His ego.

His manic obsession with Himself and His Powers which had swollen during

the Jehovah Period, became—if I may use the epithet—obsolete. He was

obliged to insist less on the absolute adoration of His servants for Him and to

proceed instead into the agonized search for more sophisticated modes of

operation. On occasion, He could now even show Himself to be wise in His

choice of how to insert dreams (via the Cudgels) into His best remaining

pensioners. The function of the dream now altered. It served much less often

as a medium for sending commands down from Above. Rather, the function

was drastically converted. The dream was now there, ideally, to serve the

dreamer, to give a closer sense of the buried realities and disturbances in his

life. If a friend could prove a hint treacherous, the dream was there to alert

the dreamer to such a possibility. If one, unknown to oneself, was also 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 looking now for a way to protect His
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most elaborate creation—humans. Indeed, for those lucky or worthy few

who were sequestered by the Cudgels and so could rarely be approached by

us, (putative saints might be one example), the D.K.'s altered approach to

dream-work did prove efficacious. On the other hand, dreams as direct

prophecy became rare. The vogue for a time to see dreams seen as wish­

fulfillment never proved to be more than a theory. As revised by the D.K.,

dreams were now supposed be there to serve as the most 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 could actually obtain insight into his or her vulnerabilities. The

mock situations of the dream were there to dramatize the subject's ability to

withstand anxiety. The dreamer's attention could be directed to situations 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 now

to cope with modem life. It was—if one could only hear the signals the

dream—a security system full of warning bells.
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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 usefill to taking the best

creative steps forward in evolution.

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
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To the degree, however, that we could block the allegiance of any man

or woman to the Cudgels, we were able to sabotage that system. In return,

the Cudgels delighted in undermining our influence over our best captives.

These wars produced much chaos. To the degree that any given man

or woman had been penetrated by Them or us, the person's dream became an

incoherent extravaganza. I may add that it was also wasteful to our budgets.

In effect, this has been a complaint by me over the damage done to my

other projects. As I have remarked, the Maestro did not, for the most part,

allocate too many of our efforts toward early development of children. He

looked upon their growth as essentially indeterminable, even counter­

indicative to any 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 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 instead in nearby

regions with other clients. The milk-runs proved sufficient to provide me

with any information I needed vis-a-vis the Hitlers of Hafeld.
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But then had come this unexpected and direct communication from the

Maestro. I can warrant—that is no ordinary event. I was 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 may well have an open

operation."

That was not a short speech for the E.O. His regard for us could be

measured by how little time it would take for us to understand his desires.
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The act itself took but a few minutes, but the preparation had not been

simple. It demanded no ordinary sensitivity to how the Maestro would wish

me to proceed. Etch, I repeat, was the significant word. Fixed notions, once

they are successfully installed, prove to be most powerful tools for keeping a

client attached to our program. But it is not an easy mode in which to work

since the etching has to be done with one incisive stroke. Misapplied, one

can drive the recipient into madness.
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I will go so far as to say that I was not uncreative on this occasion.

Given all knowledge obtained from the milk runs, I knew that Alois would be

visiting a neighboring beekeeper who was known in the area as Per Alte. In

full, his nickname was Per Alte Rauberer—the Old Sorcerer. So he was seen

by the neighbors.

It was an exaggeration. The old man was highly eccentric, a bit of a

hermit, a mean individual for the most part, mean as a winter wind once you

truly got to know him, but he made up for that with a far from convincing

facade as a sweet warm old fellow. The peasants in Hafeld, having known

him for decades, knew better, but he was the only one whom they could

recommend in good conscience to Alois since he knew more about

beekeeping than anyone to be found over a day's walk in any direction.
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Besides, they were curious to see in which manner he would eventually

succeed in charming Alois and cheating him.

What I liked about Per Alte most was that he had belonged to us or

decades. In effect, he was one of our old pensioners. Besides, he and Adi

were close in odor. They would be perfectly capable of thinking that the

other had a nice smell. I expected Adi to adore Per Alte if and when they

met. So, the first requirement of the dream could be met. I would etch the

boy's mind in advance of their meeting with a picture.

As a matter of style, I had always been inclined to work within the

likely limits of a dream-work, which is to say, I considered the modest

scenarios to be the most effective when it came to fitting an imaginary dream,
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( a dream, that is, possessing no direct roots within the recipient) onto the

existing framework of his psyche.

So in this case, at a considerable disbursement of my available funds,

given the precision of the art-work needed, I laid in as close an image of Der

Alte as I could work up with my skills and placed this image into the very

center of a short dream, but Adi certainly saw a close representation of the

man. There was Der Alte, his appearance, his voice, and his actions. For the

setting, I chose one of the two rooms of his hut, and the environs as seen

through the window were his bee-house and his yard. The scenario itself

could not have been more direct. Der Alte greeted Adi and Alois, Adi first;

then led them inside his quarters, and fed Adi some honey whose taste I was

careful to monitor—it was exquisite on the boy's tongue, (never to be
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forgotten, forever etched!). I left it at that. Adi awakened with wet pajamas

from navel to knee and a whole sense of happiness. He stripped his wet

night-clothing, a not unusual event, and went back to sleep. In the morning,

there was no question in his mind that he would meet Der Alte and no

timidity (this once!) in speaking to his father. Alois, as I have stated, was

pleased to take him.

Their conversation on the walk to the Sorcerer's house must yet be

recounted but I prefer to jump ahead long enough to expatiate further on the

Maestro's concept of etching.

The center of the notion was that we knew when Adi met Der Alte, it

would now feel, for all practical purposes, as if it were the second time. So,

as we expected, the boy was astonished, he was thrilled, he was full of a
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sense of importance that seemed to commence in the center of his thoughts,

as if he had the power to picture in advance exactly how a stranger whom he

had not yet met, would actually be. Indeed, we had an expected bounty.

Being one of ours, Der Alte had been instructed to give the boy a taste of his

finest honey directly on meeting him, and the experience, having been

foreseen, was invested directly in the boy's heart.

Be it said, this man, [name TK], called by all the men and women in

the area as Der Alte Rauberer, was in fact not much of an old sorcerer. He

had no great powers, and his curses were neither remarkable nor effective.

His command of magic was rudimentary. Whenever he felt any sense of

dread coming to him from forces he could not quite name (usually one or

another branch of the Cudgels) he hardly knew more than to surround his
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kitchen table (where he sat by the stove) with a circle of salt. That was, for

all picayune effects, more effective at keeping us away than in protecting

himself. (His error, common to so many of our clients, was to assume that no

matter what he did with his life, he was on the side of the angels. Naturally,

he supposed that his dread had been inspired by demons.) Such minor clients

are, in that sense, an annoyance. Particularly when they grow old. Still, he

was enough of an actor to keep everyone in the area at a respectful distance.

No neighbor was in a hurry to attack his self-esteem, but then, he did present

a full suggestion by way of his dress, his odor, his resonant, even

reverberating, voice, and his undeniable success with bees that he was a

species of magician. That is, I suppose, a power in itself—the ability to

protect one's self-esteem even when one's psychic fortifications are flimsy.
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On the other hand, he was there to lend himself readily to my uses. (An

individual of greater inner strength might not have been so ready to respect

our order to feed the boy his spoonful of honey at the threshold.)

In any event, Adi was now etched. His belief that he would, on

occasion, be able by the force of his will to bring to mind the presence of

people he had not yet met, was a ready instrument for us, and we would know

how to exercise it in the years to come.

I will say that we were to employ this technique most often during his

service as an Army messenger going up to the trenches and back to

Regimental Headquarters on many a day during the First World War. It is

too soon to speak any more on that, however. His experiences as a soldier

produced a most complex amalgam of magic, luck, desperation and
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dedication that we will not have to discuss for another eighteen years of his

life. For now, I would rather leave that matter and all discussion of the profits

and problems produced by the etching until it will be necessary to discuss

such matters again.

For now, let us go, rather, to the conversation he had with his father on

the walk to see Der Alte Rauberer.
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The act itself took no more than a few minutes, but the preparation had

not been simple. Etch, I must repeat, was the determining word. A fixed

notion, once successfully installed, can link the client to us. (Often we use it

to return him back to us should he wish to stray.) But etching is not an easy

mode to learn, nor to bring off It must be done with an incisive stroke.

Misapplied, it can drive the recipient into madness.

I will go so far as to say that on this occasion, I was deft. Given the

knowledge absorbed from the milk runs, I knew that Alois would soon be

visiting a neighboring beekeeper known in the area as Per Alte, Per Alte
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Rauberer—the Old Sorcerer. So was he perceived by the neighboring

peasants.

The term was an exaggeration. This old man was highly eccentric, a

bit of a hermit, a mean individual, mean as a winter wind who could on prime

occasions muster the facade of a warm old fellow. The peasants in Hafeld,

having known him for decades, knew better, but he was the only apiculturist

in the area whom they could recommend in good conscience to Alois since he

knew more about beekeeping than anyone within a day's walk in any

direction. So they said. Besides, they were curious to see whether he would

succeed in charming Alois before cheating him.

What was most useful to me about Per Alte was that he had belonged

to us for decades. In effect, he was one old pensioner. Moreover, he and Adi

would be kin in odor, and so were likely to find that the other had a good

smell. So, the nature of the dream suggested itself. I would etch the boy's

mind wt a picture of Der Alte in advance of their meeting.

As a matter of style, I had always been inclined to work limit the extent

of a dream-work. One could lose oneself in too many virtuosities. I



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/8/04 300

considered modest scenarios to be more effective when it came to fitting

external dream material into the existing framework of the subject's psyche.

In this case, given the necessary precision of the art-work required, I foresaw

a considerable disbursement of available funds, but it did work. I laid in as

close an image of Der Alte as I could produce with my skills and then did no

more than to place this image into the very center of a short dream. Adi,

however, was now given a close representation of Der Alte—-his appearance,

his voice, his manner of movement. For the setting, I chose one of the two

rooms of his hut, and the yard was visible through the window. In the

distance was his bee-house. The action of the dream could not have been

more direct. Der Alte led them inside his quarters, and fed Adi a spoonful of

honey, a task I was careful to monitor in the dream. I made certain it was

exquisite on the boy's tongue. (Never to be forgotten, forever etched!). I left

that for the climax. Adi awakened with wet pajamas from navel to knee plus

a whole sense of happiness. He stripped his wet night-clothing, a not unusual

event, and went back to into slumber, replaying the dream (on his own) in

small variations, looking to taste such honey again. There was no question in

his mind that he would soon meet Der Alte, and this emboldened him to ask
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his father to take him along the next morning. Alois, as I have remarked,

was pleased indeed to fulfill that request.

Their conversation on the walk to the Sorcerer's house is yet to be

recounted but I will choose to jump ahead long enough to say a little more

about the Maestro's concept of etching for it has fine applications to our

work. For example, we now knew than when Adi met Der Alte on this

Sunday, it would feel, given the power of his dream on Saturday night, that it

was all happening in the manner he had foreseen. The boy was astonished,

he was thrilled, he was full of a sense of importance that seemed to

commence in the very heart of his thoughts, as if he had the power to peer in

advance into exactly how matters would proceed. Indeed, we had reaped

our expected bounty. Der Alte had been instructed in his sleep to give the

boy a taste of his finest honey directly on meeting him, and the experience did

prove so close to how it had been foreseen that it took up permanent lodging

in the boy's memory.

Be it said again, this man, Magnus Rudiger, called by all the men and

women in the area as Der Alte Rauberer, was in fact not much of an old

sorcerer. His curses were neither remarkable nor effective, and his command
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of magic was rudimentary. Whenever a sense of dread came to him from

forces he could not name (usually one or another branch of the Cudgels) he

hardly knew more than to lay a circle of salt around the kitchen table where

he sat by himself. That was, for all its picayune effect, more effective at

nudging us away than the Cudgels. (His error, common to so many of our

clients, was to assume that naturally and of course! he was on the side of the

angels. So it was demons who had inspired his dread.) Minor clients such

as this Magus Rudiger are an annoyance. Particularly when they grow old.

Still, he was enough of an actor to keep everyone in the area respectful of

him. No neighbor was in a hurry to attack his self-esteem, and indeed, he did

muster a full suggestion by way of his dress, his odor, his resonant, even

reverberating, voice, and his undeniable knowledge of bees, that he was a

species of magician. That is, I suppose, a power in itself—the ability to

safeguard one's self-esteem even when the psychic revetments are flimsy. On

the other hand, he rarely failed to lend himself to my uses. (An individual of

greater inner strength might, for example, have been too proud to rush to feed

that spoonful of honey while the boy was still on the threshold.)
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In any event, Adi was now etched by the dream, and equally important,

the visit. His belief that he would, on occasion, be able to bring vividly and

accurately to mind the presence of people or events he had not yet

encountered, would be no mean instrument for us.

I will say that we were to exercise such a spiritual device often during

Adolf Hitler's service as an Army messenger scurrying up to the trenches and

darting back to Regimental Headquarters on many a day and night during the

First World War. It was dangerous work, and a confidence in one's ability to

anticipate the future was of no small assistance. It is, however, too soon to

speak of that. His experiences as a soldier—a most complex amalgam of

magic, luck, desperation and dedication—are still eighteen years away. For

now, I will leave discussion of the profits and problems produced by etching

until it is altogether necessary to discuss the practice again.

For now, I would rather steal into the unspoken thoughts of the

conversation he had with his father on the walk to see Per Alte Rauberer.

Alois, of course, did most of the talking, and was anticipating his meeting

with no great confidence. It was never routine for Alois to encounter a man

who knew more about a subject than himself.
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The act itself took but a few minutes. The preparation was hardly as

simple. It demanded intuition and a sensitivity to how the Maestro would

proceed. Etch, I repeat, was the significant word. Permanent notions are on

of the most powerful tools available for keeping a client forever in our sphere,

and so they demand an incisive stroke. Misapplied, one can drive the

recipient into madness.



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/5/04 296

I will go so far as to say that I was proud of my creativity on this

occasion. On the basis of the milk runs, I knew that Alois would be visiting

the particular neighboring beekeeper known in the area as Per Alte for short.

In full, his nickname was Per Alte Rauberer—tire Old Sorcerer—for so e was

seen by the neighbors.

It was, I knew, an exaggeration. The old man was highly eccentric, a

bit of a hermit, a mean individual if it is to be simply put, mean as a winter

wind if you truly got to know him, and made up for that with a somewhat

unsuccessful facade as a sweet and warm old fellow. The peasants in Hafeld

who had known him for decades, also knew better than that, but he was the

only one whom they could recommend in good conscience to Alois since he

knew more about beekeeping than anyone for a day's walk in any direction,
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and, besides, they were curious to see in which manner he would eventually

succeed in charming Alois and cheating him.

What I liked about him most was that he belonged to us, he was one of

ours, had been for decades. He and Adi were definitely close in odor. They

were perfectly capable of thinking that the other had the nicest smell. I

expected Adi to adore Der Alte if and when they met. So, te first requirement

of the dream could be met. I would etch the boy's mind with his dream.

Once the aesthetic decision was taken, I was able to feel a nice pride

afterward in the success of my choice. I had always been inclined to work

modestly within the near possibility of a dream-work, which is to say, I

considered the smallest or nearest scenarios were invariably the most
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effective when it came to fitting an imaginary dream, ( a dream with no direct

roots in the recipient) into the existing framework of his psyche.

So in this case, at our considerable disbursement of my available funds

for the art-work needed, I laid in as close an image of Der Alte as I could

work up with my skills into the very center of a short dream. This image of

Der Alte, his appearance, his voice, and his actions were the core of the

effort. The setting was one of the two rooms of his hut, the environs were his

bee-house and his yard. It could not have been more direct. He greeted Adi

and Alois, Adi first; he led them inside his quarters; he fed Adi some honey

whose taste I was careful to monitor—it was exquisite on the boy’s tongue,

(never to be forgotten, forever etched!)—and I left it at that. Adi awakened

with wet pajamas from navel to knee and a whole sense of happiness. He
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stripped his wet night-clothing, a not unusual event, and went back to sleep.

In the morning, there was no question in his mind that he would meet Der

Alte and no timidity (this once!) in speaking to his father. Alois, as I have

stated, was delighted to take him.

Their conversation on the walk to the Sorcerer's house will be

recounted in a moment but I prefer to jump ahead just to make the point of

what we mean by the concept of etching.

When Adi met Der Alte, it could, for all practical purposes, have been

for the second time. The boy was astonished, he was thrilled, he was full of a

sense of importance that seemed to come to him from his mind itself, as if he

had the power to picture in advance exactly how a stranger one was yet to

meet would be, would appear, would speak and—the crux and the art of this
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particular etching—would smell and act and invest himself in one's heart. For

this case, it was Der Alte's honey. The old man on the occasion of this

meeting did give Alois and Adi each a spoonful of the finest honey in his

harvest, and, truth, the taste was even memorable to Alois.

Be it said, this man, [name TK], called by all the men and women in

the area as Der Alte Rauberer, was in fact not much of an old sorcerer. He

had no great powers to speak of, his curses were neither remarkable nor

effective, his command of magic was rudimentary—when feeling any dread

of forces he could not quite name (usually one or another branch of the

Cudgels) he hardly knew more than to surround his kitchen table (where he

sat by the stove) with a circle of salt that was, for all its most circumscribed

effects, more effective in keeping us away than in protecting himself. He was
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one of our clients but, in that sense, an annoyance. Still, he was enough of an

actor to keep everyone in the area at a respectfi.il distance. No one was in a

hurry to attack his self-esteem for he did present the full suggestion by way of

his dress, his odor, his resonant, even reverberating, voice, and his undeniable

success with bees that he was a species of magician. That is, I suppose, a

power in itself—the ability to protect one's self-esteem even when one's

psychic fortifications are flimsy. I go so far as to employ the word flimsy, but

then, he had lent himself readily to my uses—he had been there to install in

the dream I gave to Adi. (An individual of greater inner strength would not

have been so amenable.)

In any event, Adi was now etched. His belief that he could bring into

his mind the presence of people he had not yet met would be there for us to

respectfi.il
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fortify when needed in years to come. I will say that we did employ this

technique the most during his service as a messenger from Regimental

Headquarters up to the trenches and back on many a day during the First

World War, but that is its own complex amalgam of magic, luck, desperation

and dedication that we will not begin to discuss for another eighteen years of

his life and more. For now, I will leave the matter and all discussion of the

force of my installation in his psyche until it is apt to discuss such matters

again.

Now, rather, let us go to the conversation he had with his father on the

walk to see Der Alte Rauberer.
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The act itself took but a few minutes? Jh^preparalion was-hardlyas-

and-so they dem

prpceed. I repeat, was the significantword. Permanent notions are-on

simple. It demanded intuition aecH sensitivity to how the Maestro would

recipient into madness,
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occasion. On the basis o£fhe milk runs, I knewthat Alois would be visiting 

In [fall, his nickname was Per Alto Raubener—the Old Sorcorer- 'as

lhe partictriar neighboring beekeeper ^cnownin the area as Per Alte ibf5shwt.

I will go so far as to say that I was proud-of my ereati vity(oii this

seen by the neighbors.

i

It wa^Xftnew/an exaggeration. The old man was highly eccentric, a

bit of a hermit, a mean individual ifit-is tu be simply put, mean as a winter

with awind ifj^ou truly got to know hi

jfflftteeessfal facade as a sweet g^warm old fellow. The peasants in Hafeld

own him for decades, ako knew bettc^tharrthat, but he was the

only one whom they could recommend in good conscience to Alois since he

knew more about beekeeping than anyone^ifa^ay^s walk in any direction.
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i

ftffi^esides, they were curious to see in which manner he would eventually

succeed in charming Alois and cheating him.

perfectly capable of thinking that the other had-the-mosst smell. I

expected Adi to adore DerAlte if and when they met. So,^ first requirement

of the dream could be met. I would etch the boy's miiowith Ifftrdrewr

□ncelhe-aesihetie^ecisimwasTakenTtwas^BTeTbfeSfanYcc-pride-

HftlwaTri'iirllic,i-wefcwof my drcmyf 1 had always been inclined to work

What I liked aboi

i ^J^^^^drwire~d^rnWty close in odor They

laodeetty/within the near pete&Htyof a dream-work, which is to say, I

considered the smallest puearest scenarios werewvambfy the most
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So in this case, at aw considerable disbursement of my available fnnds^

V

—-effiidTrllic setting waapne of the two rooms of his

(never to be forgotten, forever etched.'H^I left it at that. Adi awakened

bee-house and his yard. /I^could not have been more direct. JJe^rceted Adi

and Alois, Adi first, led them inside his quartarsjjiqfed Adi some honey

whpse taste I was careful to monitor—-it was exquisite on the boy’s tongue,

ie art-work needed, I laid in as close an image of Dor Alte as 1 could

with wet pajamas from navel to knee and a whole sense of happiness. He
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stepped his wot night-clothing, a not unusual event, and went back to sleep.

i

In the morning, there was no question in his mind that he would meet Der

I
Alto and no timidity (this once!) in Speaking to his father. Alois, as I have

i
stated, was delighted to take him.

Their conversation on the walk to the Sorcerer's house e4P/f)e

second lime. J^fboy was astonished, he was thrilled, he was full of a

recounted in a moment but I prefer to jump ahead just to make the poiaUiL

setfce of importance that seemed to cefflRKtrfasm-ftT^
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meeting did gva-Aleis and Adi each a stxtonfalmf thc-fmesthgricvlh'tlTs:)

Be it said, this man, [name TK], called by all the men and women in

the area as Dcr Altc Rauberer, was in feet not much of an old sorcerer. He

had no great poweryo-spsci■ This curses were neither remarkable nor

i

effective*
i

L------- --
^forces he could not quite name (usually one or another branch of the

Ctiigels) he hardly knew more than to surround his kitchen table (where he

sat: by the stove) with a circle of salt £iat was, for all its
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his dress, his odor, his resonant, even reverberating, voice, and his undeniable

UentsTuOn that sense, m^i^Sice^Still, he was enough of an

actor to keep everyone in the area at a respectful distance. No o&effras ina

hurry to attack his self-esteen^fe^fiedid present tfeefull suggestion by way of

BaikS Feb041—tamp fax copy 3ISID4

success with bees that he was a species of magician. That is, 1 suppose, a

I

power in itself—the ability to protect one's self-esteem even when one's

psychic fortifications are flimsy.

mner strength would not

have been so

^tnind the presence of people he had not yet met fu,
M.;? Lt^) "

&

than, hehod lost himself
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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 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.

"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 big sweat

of a copulation in that very last week before she would pop out someone
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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

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 
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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 
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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

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 
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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, 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.
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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 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 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.
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"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

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 Der 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.
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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

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 
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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-

—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 
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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

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 
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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

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, the

anesthetization of human odor was part of our immense progress in this sector

of divine combat. Soaps, bath-tubs, perfumes, 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 tend to look upon

most of our humans as more analogous to stocks than to living creatures.
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By the middle of the Twentieth Century, it can be said that the D.K.'s

dependence on unpleasant human odor as a system of warning that the Evil

One is present, had been more or less rendered obsolete. Deodorants carried

the day. By the time of this writing, hardly anyone ever knows any longer

how their closest partner might smell. (This is certainly true in the most

developed nations!) That loss to the D.K. has given great impetus 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 Altc was

characterized by a curious but immediate intimacy between the boy and the

old man. They took to each other at once in an instinctive appreciation, each,

of the other's redolence.

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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For that reason as much as any other, he was filling Adi's head with 

new names and new thoughts while walking at so good a pace that the boy 

was twice breathless not to fall behind by a step or a word. In turn, Alois, not 

at all in the habit of spending time or much thought on little Adolf, that he 

was a hint short of breath himself before the unexpected obstacle of finding a 

vein of conversation to take up. He was so pleased that Adi had wished to 

go with him that he was almost aware how much it meant to him. He never 

considered fatherhood as a subject of personal interest until a child was old 
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enough to work with him. Now, for once, most unexpectedly, he felt a sense 

of mystery, a bond, indeed, with the boy, and this was unprecedented. He 

actually wished to impress the little creature next to him.

One good part of this sentiment was due certainly to Adi's excitement 

at being with him. He felt as if he was finally in the company of his

FATHER, just so large was his recognition of the size, the power and—no 

other word—the immanence of the big man next to him, larger at that 

moment in the child's scale of measurement than all the awestruck tones of his 

mother when she would speak of der mite Gott, yes, there was Alois striding 

beside him, quite an equal in emanative force to Jehovah, or Franz-Josef, 

(given the way that Alois pronounced the name), Franz-Josef, a name 
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enormous in size but no greater at this moment to Adi than as if he were the 

big brother of his father, indeed, just so great did his father seem to him.

How he wanted to please him! At the beginning of the walk, they were 

silent, and it was Adi who primed the pump. "Have there always been bees?" 

he asked.

"Yes. Probably as long as anything."

"They go way back, Father?"

Alois gave im an encouraging pat on the back. The boy's last question 

had served to activate Alois' power of exposition. "Yes, I would say, way 

back. Some people think that already from the time of the Bronze Age 

people were eating honey, already, yes, and this I do know: we have 



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/8/04 307

drawings and old poems to tell us that in the Middle Ages, it was already an 

industry."

Already Adi was beginning to breathe in a unique mixture of 

excitement and desperation. So many unknown expressions falling on his 

head at once. That summer just passed he had been under the walnut tree 

when a gale of wind came by like the stroke of a sword and three walnuts, 

hard as stone, had pelted his head and body with such an authority that he had 

not even been ready to cry—it was as if the walnuts had their own voice.

Now, he was buffeted by the Bronze Age, the Middle Ages—he had perhaps 

heard that before, and industry, a curious word, he felt as if he half-knew it.

No question of stopping to ask—he just listened.
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"They had," said Alois, "no hives in the Middle Ages. Beekeepers 

already, yes, but they had to go hunting for where they could find the bees, 

where else?, in hollow trees. And that was a story. Search out the bees, and 

grab as much as you could of the honey and the wax. This beeswax was 

equal to a little light in their huts every night. Candles! And for that, so many 

bites they used to get. Then it would be up to the duke or baron where they 

lived. If he heard you were finding this honey, you had to give up his good 

share, and what would he give you back?—a nice strong cross-bow. Why?

Because it was dangerous. The bears in the forest were also looking for 

honey. Think how crazy those bees would get. It is one thing to sting a man, 

but a bear? A bear with his fur and thick skin. They had to go for the bear's 

eyes and even so, the bear would come looking. Ja, you needed a cross­
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bow—to kill the bear. Not so easy to get honey then, but sometimes you had 

bear meat to go with it."

Adi's breath was on fire, his eyes full of expectation as their path went 

through a small wood.

"Sometimes," said Alois, "they would find a tree ready to fall, full of a 

big hollow and all the bees in it. They would knock the tree over, but 

carefully, so as not to stir up everything, and then in the evening, only in the 

evening cause the little bees are quiet then, they would carry the tree near to 

their hut, and start to look after those bees and learn a little about them. That 

was the beginning. Now, it is a profitable and risky hobby."

"Hobby," the boy repeated—another new word.

Soon," said Alois, "it will be a business.
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They walked in silence. Per Steckenpferd was how Alois had put it— 

a horse-on-a-stick, a plaything, a game. But soon it would be a business.

The boy was confused, but the speed at which they were walking was 

pinching his breath past the point where he could ask any more questions.

Abruptly, surprised at himself that he should notice Adi's discomfort,

Alois stopped. "Come," he said, "let's stop. You sit down." He pointed to an 

available rock, then actually sat next to him on a less [??] stone that was less 

smooth.

"You must understand," he now said, "these are no fairy-tales we are 

beginning. Honey is sweet, but bees can be cruel to each other. Do you 

know why?'
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"No," said Adi. His eyes were shining. "Will you tell me why,

Father?"

"Because they obey one law, and this law takes care of everything.

The colony must survive. That means nobody can dare to be lazy inside the

colony." He paused. "Except for the drones. They serve one good purpose

and then it's all over for them. They are gone. Goodbye."

"Are they killed?" He knew the answer.

"Yes, all of them. Once a year, right about now—just after summer,

they are gotten rid of. No charity." He began to laugh. "In the home of the

bees, there are no good Christians. No charity, no. You cannot find one bee 

in a hive who is crippled or too weak to work. They get rid of them early.
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was twice breathless not to fall behind by a step or a word. In turn, Alois,

not at all in the habit of spending time orfrrHTUh^thought on/httle Adolf, that- 

hfe was a hint short of breath himself before die-tmexjSectcJRtbstaele-tTf- 

finding a vein of conversationJ^takBmp?/He\vas~sopleased that Adi had

w’ished to go with him that he wa«=afa3^l^warehow much/t^meant to him,

Hemever considered fatherhood as a subject of personal interest(until a child

was old enough to work with him. Now, for once, most unexpectedly, he

rttyfhe boy4_aad“^us wasfelt a sense of mystery

unprecedented. He actually wished to impress the little creature next to

him.

90®
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One good part of this sentiment was due certainly to Adi's excitement

at being with him. He fdt-as if he was company of his

FATHER, just so large was his recognition of the size, the power and—no

other word—the immanence of the big man next to him,(Iafger'~at that

moment^the child's scale of measurement thai) atiohe awestruck tones of

his mother when she would speak of der gute Gott, yes, there was Alois

striding beside him, quite an equal in emanative force to JehovahZjr Franz-

''given the way that Alois pronounced the nameJose:

big brother of his fatherrindeedTjust so greaFHid his~ihtherggggUo4Mm^

A fife
How he wanted to please htwiT At the beginning of the walk, -tbsy

-IzA 5-^ A-tA/c. r t z--- --- ■---------
^jyere-^iiefrtrand4t4yas-Adij^«/primed the pump. "Have there always been

1 ®
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<9^.

"Yes. Probably as long as anything/

’“Fkey/go way- backfpather?"

1^-^-

Alois gave jsran encouraging pal on the back. The boy's 

■qrrrstron had^served to activate AfeieVpowegofexposition. "Yes, I would

Some people think that alfeadyfrom the time of the Bronzesay, way bac

Age^people were eating honey, already, yes, and this I do know: we have 

drawings and old poems^to tell us that in the Middle Ages,/Ifwas already an

industry.

excitement and desperation. So many unknown expression

ummer just passed he had been/under the walnut tree

when a gale of wind came by like the stroke of a sword andthree walnuts, 

hard as stone, had pelted his head and body with such^ authority that he

8 @
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had not even been ready to cry—it was as if the walnuts had their own

Now, he was buffeted by the Bronze Ageythe Middle Agesvoic

-perhaps heard tha^heforeTand industry, a curious word, he felt as if he half­

knew it. No question of stopping to ask—he just listened.-^

"They had," said Alois, "no hives in the Middle Ages. Beekeepers 

already, yes, but they had to go (hunting for where they could find^he bees0

, 7 i __
Where else?, jJThollow trees. Andfthat was a story. Searelrorrt-the-bec^raml- 

whcie theyjived. If he heard you were finding this honey, you had to give

up his good sharq, and what would he give you back?—a nice strong cross­

bow. Why? Because it was dangerous. The bears in the forest were also 

6. ®
TVH 9t:cz CTOZ/CO,
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-tliinglilooking for honey. Think howew^fhose Fees would get.

sting a man, but a bear? A bear with his fur and thick skin. They had to go 

for the bear's eyes aedjgven so, the bear would come looking. Ja, you 

needed a cross-bow—to kill the bear. Not so easy to get honey

Adi's breath was on tire, his eyes full of expectation-atHheir path 

v/ent/through a small wood,

^a big hollow andlft-the

o ®

evening cause tfaeiittle bees arertjmet then, they would carry the tree near to

XVJ 9t:fZ CI0Z/C0--80

carefully, not to stir up everything, and then in the evening, only in the 

Sometimes," said Alois, "they would find a tree ready to fall,

tree over, but

K

their hut, tart to look after those bees and Icam a little about them. >
*
& It. I ‘-‘-p

"That was the beginning. Now, it is/a profitable asa risky hobby."

to go with 4*7“

¥
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"Hobby," the boy repeated—another new word.

"Soon," said Alois, "it will be a business."

They walked in silence. Per Steckenpferd was how Alois had pul

* )
it.—a horse-on-a-stick, a plaything, a garne;^But soon it would be a

business. The boy was confused* but /he speed at which they were walking

was/fiinching his breath past the point where he could ask any more

questions.

Abruptly,/surprised at liiiiisHTthat^e should-notice Adi's discomfort,

Alois stopped. "Come," he said, 'TeT*s=st$p. "You sit down." He pointed to

— tram./.,

an available rock, then actually sat next to him on stone-that^was-

-l^ss-smwtfr

to®
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'You must understand," he now said, "these are^r^ fairy-tales we are 

beginning. Honey is sweet, but bees can be cruel to each other. Do you 

know why?"

"No," said Adi. His eyes were shining. *^¥tl!^ou/leffrnewfiy,

'Because they obey one law, afidThis law takes care of everything, 

7*110 colony must survive. Thst=meansmobody can dare to be lazy inside the 

colony." He paused. "Except for the drones. They serve(6ne good purpose^

then it's all over for them. They are gone. Goodbye."

"Are they killed?" He knew the answer.

"Yes, all of them. Once a year, right about now—-just after summer,

? 0
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Once they began to talk, Alois proceeded to fill Adi's head with new 

names while walking at so good a pace that the boy was twice breathless not 

to fall behind by a step or a word. In turn, Alois, not at all in the habit of 

spending time or thought on this little Adolf, was a hint short of breath 

himself. Finding a vein of conversation had proved an unexpected obstacle.

He was so pleased that Adi had wished to go with him that he nearly became 

aware how much that meant to him. He had never considered fatherhood as 
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a subject of personal interest, certainly not until a child was old enough to 

work with him. Now, for once, most unexpectedly, he felt a sense of mystery 

in the presence of the boy. This was unprecedented. He actually wished to 

impress the little creature next to him.

One good part of this sentiment was due certainly to Adi's excitement 

at being with him. Finally he was in the company of his FATHER. Just so 

large was his recognition of the size, the power and—no other word—the 

immanence of the big man next to him. Alois was larger at that moment in 

the child's scale of measurement than the nerve that filled the awestruck tones 

of his mother when she would speak of der gute Gott, yes, there was Alois 

striding beside him, quite an equal in emanative force to Jehovah (or Franz-
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Josef, for that matter, given the way that Alois pronounced the name of the

Emperor.) At this moment, however, neither was greater to Adi.

How he wanted to please Alois! At the beginning of the walk, the 

silence had been formidable and remained so until Adi primed the pump.

"Have there always been bees?" he asked at last. It was a simple question but 

it came just before they would have turned mute over the rest of the walk.

"Yes. Probably as long as anything. Bees have been on our fine earth 

for a long time."

"Then they do go far back, Father?"

Alois gave him an encouraging pat on the back. The boy's few words 

had actually served to activate all of Alois' powers of exposition. "Yes, I 

would say, way back. So, too, have we looked to get their honey. For a 
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long time. Some people think that already from the time of the Bronze Age, 

people were eating honey, already, yes, and this I do know: We have 

drawings and old poems even in the little Linz museum to tell us that in the

Middle Ages, beekeeping was already an industry."

Given how fast Alois could still walk, Adi's breath was reaching his 

lungs in a unique mixture of excitement and desperation. So many unknown 

expressions were arriving in his mind at once. On this summer just passed he 

had been standing under the walnut tree when a gale of wind came by like the 

stroke of a sword whereupon three walnuts, hard as stone, pelted his head 

and body with such authority that he had not even been ready to cry—it was 

as if the walnuts had their own voice and told him to be silent. Now, he was 

buffeted by the Bronze Age, and next, the Middle Ages—maybe he had 
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heard Middle Ages before, and industry, a curious word, he felt as if he half­

knew it. No question of stopping to ask—he strode along as fast as he could 

and just listened.

"They had," said Alois, "no hives in the Middle Ages. Beekeepers 

already, yes, but they had to go out hunting for where they could find bees.

Where else do you find bees in nature? Where else? In hollow trees. That 

was a story. Locate the tree, and then grab as much as you can of the honey.

And the wax! This beeswax was so important. Get the beeswax and have 

light in your hut eveiy night. Candles! To pick up that wax and honey, they 

had to pay. With bites. Many bites they used to get. Then along would 

come the duke or baron. If he heard you ad found this honey, you had to give 

up his good share. And what would he give you back?—a nice strong cross­



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/9/04 second pass 308

bow. Why? Because it was dangerous. The bears in the forest were also 

looking for honey. Think how crazy those bees would get. It is one thing to 

sting a man, but a bear? A bear with his fur and thick skin. They had to go 

for the bear's eyes and even so, the bear would come looking. Ja, you needed 

a cross-bow—to kill the bear. Not so easy to get honey then if the bear came 

first, but sometimes you had bear meat. Once in a while, bear meat and 

honey."

Adi's breath was on fire, his eyes full of expectation. Their path was 

wandering through a small wood, and he was looking for a bear.

"Sometimes," said Alois, "they would find a tree ready to fall, a dead 

tree with a big hollow. So many bees were in the hollow. The good peasant 

would knock the tree over, but so carefully. He would try not to stir up too 
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much, and then in the evening, only in the evening cause these little bees are 

more quiet then, they would carry the tree near to their hut, so they could start 

to look after those bees and learn a little."

"What about the bears?"

"They would kill one and hang him up near the bees. That was the 

beginning. Now, it is all a profitable if risky hobby."

"Hobby," the boy repeated—another new word.

"Soon," said Alois, "it will be a business."

They walked in silence. Per Steckenpferd was how Alois had put it— 

a horse-on-a-stick, a plaything, a game, a hobby. But soon it would be a 

business. The boy was confused. The speed at which they were walking was
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now pinching his breath past the point where he could ask any more

questions.

Abruptly, even surprised to notice Adi's discomfort, Alois stopped.

"Come," he said, "you sit down." He pointed to an available rock, then

actually sat next to him on another rock. .

"You must understand," he now said, "these are not fairy-tales we are

beginning. Honey is sweet, but bees can be cruel to each other. Do you

know why?"

"No," said Adi. His eyes were alight. "Please, you must tell me why,

Father."

"Because they obey one law. A single law. This law takes care of 

everything. It is that the colony must survive. Nobody can dare to be lazy 
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inside the colony." He paused. "Except for the drones. They serve their one 

good purpose but then it's all over for them. They are gone. Goodbye."

"Are they killed?" He knew the answer.

"Yes, all of them. Once a year, right about now—just after summer 

they are gotten rid of. Good riddance. No charity." He began to laugh. "In 

the home of the bees, there are no good Christians. No charity. Nothing of 

the sort. You cannot find one bee in a hive who is too weak to work. They 

get rid of the cripples early."

As they rested, however, Alois' mind turned back into silence. He was 

full of fear. It was not intense, yet everywhere within him, a complex and 

confusing fear, a cloud with many shapes at once. He was directly afraid of 

being cheated by Der Alte. Alois had understood what the neighboring 
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peasants were trying not to say. They had praised Der Alte, they had all 

echoed each other in speaking of his vast knowledge on this subject, and yet 

he could sense what was not in their voice. Alois could hear no great 

allegiance to the man himself. One neighbor even whispered, "You can trust 

him, yes, I think so," but Alois did not like nor trust this neighbor.

That was part of the fear. If the fine and attractive location of the farm 

had been the best reason for his purchase, the worst had been the quality of 

the land. He did not wish to be cheated again. Indeed, given the trouble 

with Alois, Jr., he had kept putting off his decision to go into beekeeping until 

all of August was gone. Now, it might be late to start the winter colony. He 

was not altogether at home with this aspect of apiculture, and now that he had 

delayed so long, his choices were restricted. He had to buy and buy soon.
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He might have to pay whatever price was asked for the necessary stock and 

materials—where else could he go this late in the season, without being eld 

up, wherever he went? That was, for sure, a fear of the peasants laughing at 

him again except he knew that was not his prime uneasiness. He could not 

quite admit it to himself but the last time he had dabbled in the bee business, 

just as a horse-on-a-stick out in a town at walking distance from Braunau, a 

place he could go to in the evening to get a rest from the tavern or also on a

Sunday so as not to have to watch everyone going to church, he had one near 

disaster, and was stung so quickly and repeatedly by so many infuriated bees 

that he decided afterward he must have been poking about inadvertently in 

what might be the Queen Bee's quarters. Who could tell? He realized the 
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degree of his ignorance of the real stuff if he was so open to ambush while 

working with a hive.

Now, he knew a good deal more. He had been reading at length on the 

subject, and, given his lack of education, no one could claim to be a quicker o 

sounder student than himself. He retained what he read. How many could 

say that? So, where was his fear?

But he knew. He could tell by the way he was preparing in advance to 

tell the story of the many stings he had taken on his hand and then his knees 

and how good that had proved later for the stiffness in his joints acquired oer 

the years of standing at Customs posts. Yes, he was ready to impress Der

Alte with his knowledge of bee venom and how diseases in Egypt were 

treated with it. He would also speak of Pliny and Galen. Great doctors.
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They too knew to make ointments from bee venom and bee honey.

Charlemagne and Ivan the Terrible had had afflictions of the joints and they, 

too, like himself, had had such pain eliminated, or so it was reputed, by bee 

stings.

But was he really prepared to enter such varieties of conversation with

Der Alte? Now, he regretted bringing Adolf with him. Alois even felt 

trapped to the definite degree that he had spoken so much and so often on the 

subject that he had lost all choice. He had to start



FR( ’I :JMUORECRRFT FRX NO. = 17186243782 Mar-. 09 2004 01:07PM Hl

Book3 FctXMl—temp fax copy 3/9/04 second pass

names

to fttff behind by a step or a word. In turn, Alois, not at all in the habit of

spending time or thought on

f He was so pleased that Adi had wished to go with hm^haHwnemK’ became' ~’

tad never considered fatherhood asaware how-Tnnnh thatjneant

i

l_a k>-f a.
htmwfcHndfflg a vein of conversation

tile walking at so good a pace that pie boy was twice breathlesi

Once they began to talk, Alois preceeded tcrffilyAdi's head wit^new
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a subject of persona] interest, certainly not until a child was old enough to

work most unexpectedly, he feltk^eiisc of mystery

in the presence of the boy. This was unprecedented. He actually wished to

-Gnc/good part ofjfas sentiment wai

at.bewigwitiUaim. Finallybe- was/fn thecompanyoFfiis 

large was Ids recognition of the size, the power and—no other word—the 

impress/the little creaturonextt^ihim.
/ -Pi ~ 4--

}Sfcte<A3i's excitement­

immanence of the big man ucnt-tcfhim. Alois was larger at that moment in 

the child’s scale of measurement than the fttffve that filled the^^EgtfuSl tones 

of his mother when she would speak of der gate Gott, yes, there was Alois 

stading-beside-hiffi^quite an equal m emanative force to Jehovah (or Franz-
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Josef, for that matter, given the way that Aloisrpronounccdthe name of the

Emperor.) j At nKimcm,-towe»’CT,ncithcr /

How he wanted to please Alois! At the 

silence had been formidable and(rernained so until Adi pHrncftthecpump: 

'Have there always been bees?" he asked at last. It was a simple question but 

.it-came just before they would have -turned (mute over the rest of the walk.

' ( ------X----——---- —■

"Yes. (Probably as long as anything. Bees have peen on our fine earth 

for afiong time."

"Then they do go far back, Father?"

tS/
Alois gave him an encouraging pat on the back. The boy's few words

had-aetuaHyfservedtaaadvate^^ Alois' powers of exposition. "Yes, I

co a Yfd 6C:T0 CTOZ/SO/80
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longtime. Some people think that already from the time of the Bronze Age,

(drawings and old poems ev£$ (indie little Linz museum to-teU-us-tbat^ntEc

Middle Ages, beekeeping was already an industry.1

^Summer just passed he

had been standing under the walnut tree(when a gale of wind came by like the

s&ekefpf a swmLwhereupon three walnuts, hard as stone, pelted his head

s breath was

_ _____

lungs in a unique mixture of excitementfand dcsperation^'So many unknown

liven how fast Alois

1

and body with such authority that he had not even been ready to cry—it was

as if the walnuts had their own voice and told him to be silent. Now, he was

buffeted by the Bronze Age, and next, the Middle Ages- -maybe he had

ro® YVd 6C:T0 CT0Z/S0/80



FAX NO. :17186245782 Mar. 09 2004 01: ESFt]^ f,FJS

Book3 Fcb041—temp fax copy 3/9/04 second pass 307

heard Middle Ages before, and industry, a curious word. Jio felt as if he half­

knew it. No question of stopping to ask—he strode along as fast as he could

j^^tBtftistened.

"They had,” said Alois, Mno hives in the Middle Ages. Beekeepers

already, yes, but they had to go out hunting for where they could find^ees.

Where else do you find bees in nature? else? In hollow trees. -Thar

—wasASteEy. Locate the tree, and then grab as much as you can of the honey/

light in your hu^Very night. Candles! T-e-piek-ujMhal ley

nTbceswax was so important. Get the beeswax andjiavc

had to pay. V^brtcs-Many-brte^ Then along would

'+C~e ■=?
come^te £tuke o/baron. If he beard you ad found thi^fioney, you had to

s&good share .^nd what would he give you back?—a nice strong cross-

£0® yva 6f:ro CT0Z/S0.-80
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for the bear's eyes ■arrd even so, the bear would come looking. Ja, you jfeeded

first, but sometimes you had bear meat Once in a white, Ajearmeat and

honey."

Adi’s breath was(on fireJ ^.s-cyes-foH-of expectation^ Their path was

wandering through a small wood, and he was looking for a bear.

would try not to stir up too

"Sometimes," said Alois, 'fthey<would find a tree ready to fall, a dead

ok A
tree with a big hollow^ So-manyfbees were in the hollow^/The^gbod peasant

woul
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ro-ltiak^erOiosrbeesdiitMcaijo little.

in the evening, only in the evening cause these little bees aremuch, and

mure

'Hobby," the boy repeated—another new word.

"Soon," said Alois, "it will be a business."

They walked in silence. Per Steckenpferd was how Alois had put it—

a horse-on-a-stick, a plaything, a hobby. But 5§bon it would be a

business, (the boy was confused. The speed at which they were walking was

io® IVJ 6f:to CTOZ/SO.'SO
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now pinching his breath past the point where he could ask 

question^

Come," he said, "you sit down." He pointed to an available rock, then 

Abruptly, ^cfrswpftsediomotice-Adi:s-discornfbrt, Alois stopped,
i,

'^aetueHy' sat next to him on another rock.

"You must understand," he new said, "these airy-tales weacq

beginning, Honey is sweet, but bee^^an be cmcl to each other.^Soyou 

know why?"

Father."

'Because they obey one law. A single Jaw. This law takes care of 

everything. It is/fhaFthe colony must survive. Nobody can dare to be lazy

90 0 XVd 6t-:T0 CT0Z/S0.-80
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~tr£e-^
inside the colony." He paused. JZExeept/?orme'<irones. Thej/serve their one 

good purpose l)Ut then it's all over for them. They are gone. Goodbye."

"Are they killed?" He knew the answer.

of them. Once a year, right about now-—just after summer"Yes,

they are gotten rid of. Good riddance. No charity." He began to laugh("In 

the home of the bees, there are no good Christians. No charity^-Noftungof

cU>i
-the=s©ft. You eswe^nd one bee in/(hive who is too weak to work. They <fe

being cheated by Dcr Alte. Alois had understood what the neighboring

L ®6O0
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peasants were trying not to say. They had praised Der Alte, they had-iff

echoed each other^ ^peaking of his vast knowledge on this subject, and^et >

[.4.

jte-could sense what was not in their voice. Alois eoukl hear^ogreat

allegiance to the man himself. One neighbor even whispered, "You can trust

him, yes, I think so," but Alois did^ot4ike-Frartru3t<ffii7ncighborf <=•-“-£

■TZcj-j

That was jiartof the fear. If the fine and attractive location of the farm

had been the best reason for ms purchase, the worst had been the quality of

the land. He did not wish to be cheated again. Indeed, given the trouble

with Alois, Jr,, he had kept putting off his decision to go into beekeeping untiL

nil of August was gone. ^few»S5nigh ate to start the winter colony. He

A 1/ ---7 ----  ZU
was not altogether artoffiefwith this aspect of apiculture, and itow-thaUi& had-v

were restricted. He had to buy and buy soon.

8 ®0T® rvJ^so^r&J^m80



FAX NO. :17186243792ROM :JMWORDCRAFT

313Book3 Fcb041—temp fax copy 3/9/04 second pass

materials—where else could he go this late in the season, without buiwg^ld-

him again^oxoept he know that was not his prime uneasiness. He could not

/just as a horsc-on-a-stick out io a (town at walking distance from Braunau, a

place he could go to in the evening to get a rest from the tavern OF-atscrotra-

Sunday so as not to have to watch everyone going to church, he-hatUonc-ncar

dtsastG^aisd-was stung so quickly and repeatedly by so many infuriated bees

wiwmightHhe the Queen Bee's quarters. Who could tell? He realized the

Mar. 09 2004 01:09PM Pll

quite admit it to himself but the last time he had dabbled in the bee business,

i
that he decided afterward he must have been poking about inadvertently-in

txLrf um wherever he went\ Thal-was, fui^surefafear of the peasants laughing at

He might have to pay whatever^price was asked for the necessary stock and

6' 0 IT® XVjVJe o 6 § jT § 0
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degree of his ignorance of the real stuff if he was so open to ambush

Avorkmg with a hive.

Now, he(icncw~agood deal more. He had been reading at length on the

subject, and, given his lack of education, no one could claim to be a quicker o

sounder student than himself. He retained what he read. How many could

say that? So, Where ^ashis fear?

But he knew. He could tell_0y the way he was preparing in advance to

teU-thu-steryZfthe many stings he had taken on his hand^and then his knees

and how good that hadfprowd later for the stiffness in his joints, acquired

ie years of standing at Customs posts. Yes, he wasJready to impress Der

Alte with his knowledge of bee venom and-hewydfeeas^jq^gypt were

treated with it. He would also speak of Pliny and Galen. Great doctors.

o (Bia
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They too knew to make'ointments from bee venom and bee honey.

stings.

But was he really prepared to enter such varieties-of conversation with

DerAlte? Now, lie regretted bringing Adolf with him. Alois even felt

CT®

trapped to the definite degree that he had spoken so much and so ottcifon the

had had such pain eliminated, or so it was reputed, by bee

XVJ 6C-T0 CTO?/SO-’80
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bow—to kill the bear. Not so easy to get honey then if the bear came first, 

but sometimes you had bear meat. Once in a while, bear meat and honey."

Adi's breath was on fire, his eyes full of expectation. Their path was 

wandering through a small wood, and he was looking for a bear.

"Sometimes," said Alois, "they would find a tree ready to fall, a dead 

tree with a big hollow. So many bees were in the hollow. The good peasant 

would knock the tree over, but so carefully. He would try not to stir up too 

much, and then in the evening, only in the evening cause these little bees are 

more quiet then, they would carry the tree near to their hut, so they could start 

to look after those bees and learn a little."

'What about the bears?'
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"They would kill one and hang him up near the bees. That was the 

beginning. Now, it is all a profitable if risky hobby."

"Hobby," the boy repeated—another new word.

"Soon," said Alois, "it will be a business."

They walked in silence. Per Steckenpferd was how Alois had put it— 

a horse-on-a-stick, a plaything, a game, a hobby. But soon it would be a 

business. The boy was confused. The speed at which they were walking was 

now pinching his breath past the point where he could ask any more 

questions.

Abruptly, even surprised to notice Adi's discomfort, Alois stopped.

"Come," he said, "you sit down." He pointed to an available rock, then 

actually sat next to him on another rock. .
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"You must understand," he now said, "these are not fairy-tales we are

beginning. Honey is sweet, but bees can be cruel to each other. Do you

know why?"

"No," said Adi. His eyes were alight. "Please, you must tell me why,

Father."

"Because they obey one law. A single law. This law takes care of

everything. It is that the colony must survive. Nobody can dare to be lazy

inside the colony." He paused. "Except for the drones. They serve their one

good purpose but then it's all over for them. They are gone. Goodbye."

"Are they killed?" He knew the answer.

"Yes, all of them. Once a year, right about now—just after summer 

they are gotten rid of. Good riddance. No charity." He began to laugh. "In 
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the home of the bees, there are no good Christians. No charity. Nothing of 

the sort. You cannot find one bee in a hive who is too weak to work. They 

get rid of the cripples early."

As they rested, however, Alois' mind turned back into silence. He was 

full of fear. It was not intense, yet everywhere within him, a complex and 

confusing fear, a cloud with many shapes at once. He was directly afraid of 

being cheated by Der Alte. Alois had understood what the neighboring 

peasants were trying not to say. They had praised Der Alte, they had all 

echoed each other in speaking of his vast knowledge on this subject, and yet 

he could sense what was not in their voice. Alois could hear no great 

allegiance to the man himself. One neighbor even whispered, "You can trust 

him, yes, I think so," but Alois did not like nor trust this neighbor.



Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/9/04 312

That was part of the fear. If the fine and attractive location of the farm 

had been the best reason for his purchase, the worst had been the quality of 

the land. He did not wish to be cheated again. Indeed, given the trouble 

with Alois, Jr., he had kept putting off his decision to go into beekeeping until 

all of August was gone. Now, it might be late to start the winter colony. He 

was not altogether at home with this aspect of apiculture, and now that he had 

delayed so long, his choices were restricted. He had to buy and buy soon.

He might have to pay whatever price was asked for the necessary stock and 

materials—where else could he go this late in the season, without being eld 

up, wherever he went? That was, for sure, a fear of the peasants laughing at 

him again except he knew that was not his prime uneasiness. He could not 

quite admit it to himself but the last time he had dabbled in the bee business, 
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just as a horse-on-a-stick out in a town at walking distance from Braunau, a 

place he could go to in the evening to get a rest from the tavern or also on a

Sunday so as not to have to watch everyone going to church, he had one near 

disaster, and was stung so quickly and repeatedly by so many infuriated bees 

that he decided afterward he must have been poking about inadvertently in 

what might be the Queen Bee's quarters. Who could tell? He realized the 

degree of his ignorance of the real stuff if he was so open to ambush while 

working with a hive.

Now, he knew a good deal more. He had been reading at length on the 

subject, and, given his lack of education, no one could claim to be a quicker o 

sounder student than himself. He retained what he read. How many could 

say that? So, where was his fear?
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But he knew. He could tell by the way he was preparing in advance to 

tell the story of the many stings he had taken on his hand and then his knees 

and how good that had proved later for the stiffness in his joints acquired oer 

the years of standing at Customs posts. Yes, he was ready to impress Der

Alte with his knowledge of bee venom and how diseases in Egypt were 

treated with it. He would also speak of Pliny and Galen. Great doctors.

They too knew to make ointments from bee venom and bee honey.

Charlemagne and Ivan the Terrible had had afflictions of the joints and they, 

too, like himself, had had such pain eliminated, or so it was reputed, by bee 

stings.

But was he really prepared to enter such varieties of conversation with

Der Alte? Now, he regretted bringing Adolf with him. Alois even felt 
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trapped to the definite degree that he had spoken so much and so often on the 

subject that he had lost all choice. He had to start
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Once they began to talk, however, Alois

head with so many new name

long the boy was twice

word. In turn, Alois, rtoHrt-tdl Irrffie habit of spending time or thought on 

this little Adolf, was a hint short of breath himself kims©!#. Over the years.

his lungslyi a
4 v'W-e )

lo movejware slowly as-a-w^C But now, finding

he had packed enough rheumatism into his knees and enough constriction ip ^P^
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stimulus to his legs. He was 9Q_pleasedggSAdi had wished to go with

-fyp /9/z><//
him. Indeed, he was almost elascHo/hisownfeelings. It was not hi^fiabit

to venture over tofsentiments about his younger children, indeed, he had

never considered fatherhood as a subject of personal interes^f-.Ftainly-no^Z

until a child was old enough to work by his side. Now, most unexpectedly,

he felt an, uncommon sense o presence of his boy. feyas-

/unprecedented. He actually wished to enlist the admiration oph^ little

creature trotting along next to him.

ftet desire was already fulfilled. A-gond-partrrf4%i$=5eTT^

caused-by/uli's excitement- Finally, he^tild fcci-heTwas at last in the

company of his father. The word which he had barely learned to spell stood 
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before his eyes as FATHER. Just so large was his recognition of the size,

e immanence of the big man striding along beside 

him. Alois was larger at that moment iMhe child's scale of measurement 

and—no other won

than the awe feaSfilled the taaes/^f his mother when she would speak of der 

gute Gott, yes, there was Alois next to him, &£ so big, so high above him.

quite an equal in emanative force to Jehovah (or Franz-Josef, for that matter, 

3 c-
/^Tven the~way :hat Alois jShis-ttrrr? pronounced the name of the Emperor.)

How ^(wanted to please Alois! At the commencement of the walk, 

the/Silence had been formidable aad it remained so until Adi found a few
x 5*

words. "Have there always been bees?" he asked at last. It was a simple 

question but toast!fortuitous. It came just before they would have remained 

mute for the rest of the walk.
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'Yes. AIways>bees.lung an nothing, Bees," he

amended, "have been on our fine earth for a very long time.

back, Father?'"So

14

Alois gave him an encouraging pat on the-baek/The boy's obvious 

desire to keep the conversation in flow now served to activate Alois' peweix 

of exposition. "Yes, I would say, the answer ij/way-back. Maybe longer 

than us. And there has never been a day when we didn't look to steal their 

honey." He laughed at the extent of+tw-theft.f"! have read that already, 

from the time of the Bronze Age, we were all eating honey, yes, and I can

museum, that speak of howAn the Middle Ages, beekeeping was

say for certain that I have seen drawings and 6ldpoemsj7igIiMlTere_in^^>^V' 



08/06/2013 02:35 FAX 005

Bk 3 Feb 04-1 temp printing cc ch25 only 3/10/04 307

Given his touch of rheumatism, Alois was walking fast. Adi's breath 

wastseizing his lungs in a unique mixture of @3€Grtemen^at the fact of the

conversation itself, and desperation that he might not be able to keep-going-.

So many unfamiliar words were coming into his mind at once. Qwr=the-

■summec-just^Jassedhe had been standing under the walnut tree near their 

farmhouse when a gale of wind came by like the swoosh of a whip, 

whereupon three walnuts, hard as stone, pelted his head with such authority 

that he had not even been ready to cry—it was as if the walnuts had their 

own voice and told him to be silent. Now, he was buffeted by the Bronze

Age, and next, the Middle Ages—maybe he had heard Middle Ages before, 

^/^d-industFyT-a-oe-pious word? He felt as if he half-k.new it. No question of 
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stopping to ask—he strode along as fast as he could keep up with the 

burning air in his lungs^and he just-feteaedr

"They had," said Alois, "no hives in the Middle Ages. Beekeepers 

already, yes, but they had to go out hunting<fer where they could find some 

bees^ ^here-rkrynirfind thfcm-arcrund here?' Where else? In hollow trees.

Locate the (tree, and then grab as-much-as you can of the honey before they

stung your head off. That was how they must have done it thenj. And dim ■ 

{Hey also had to get the wax. This beeswax was so important. jGe^Beeswax 

-and you can have light in your hut. Every night. Candles! But, oh, they 

had to pay. So many bites. Then along would come theirjhike or their
2

^baron. If he heard you had<^und-a-lef^honey, you had to pay up toehimr-

A good share. Wecan jostJmagine. -And-whaTwmildjfie giye you back?—a dbo-*--5/ 
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nice strong cross-bow. Why? Because what a-xaasrtvas dome was

r— — //i^e <■ ktuc

dangerous. The bears in the forest were tik&us^also looking for honey. 1

Think how crazy those bees must have had to get/ Iris one thing to sting "a

man, but how do you sting a bear? A bear with his fur and sueh-a thick

Ja, a man needed a cross-bow—to kill the bear. Not so easy to go near

honey if the bear got there first! bHf^ometimes you had bear meat. Once in

a while, you had bear meat and honey."

Adi's breath was'now (wholly on fire. Their path was wandering 

through a small wood, and he was looking for a bear.

"Sometimes," said Alois,/a man would find atree ready to fall, a

dead tree with a big hollow in it, and a big swarmofbeesj^nthe hollow. All 
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Cid it in

the evening, only in the evening cause these little bees are more quiet then, 

'carefuTTy7socare5jli^^3fewettl4^S not to stir 

clustered together/The good peasant would’clare to take*the tree down, but

could begin to learn how to get more of the honey."

"What about the bears? Would they come?"

"Yes. The good^eliox/wbretalking about wotdd/loc ready to kill the

first bear and hang him up near the bees.
.4

That kept/the other bears away.

Yes, that's how it aS began. New^Avbarhashbecome? A profitable hobby/

A little risky Abut sometimes profitable.

"Hobby," the boy repeated—another new word.

Soon," said Alois, "it will be a business.'
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They walked in silence. Per Steckenpferd was how Alois had put 

it—a horse-on-a-stick, a plaything, a hobby. Soon it would be a business, 

was now pinching his breath past the point where he could ask even one 

he had said. The boy was confused. Th^speedfat which they were walking 

more question.

pot--'

Abruptly, Alois stopped. He had become aware at last of t-heTmle.

discomfort. "Come," he said, "you sit down." He pointed to an 

available rock, then sat next to him on another rock..

"You must understand," he n&w said<k^eget&ill not be fairy-tales for 

us. Honey is sweet, but bees are not^so sweet. They-eauJ^crueTtoeach 

other. Very cruel. Do you know why?1



08/06/2013 02:35 FAX @10

Bk 3 Feb 04-1 temp printing cc ch25 only 3/10/04

"No," said Adi. His eyes were, however, alight. "Please, you must 

tell me why, Father."

&
"Because they obey one law. A single solitary law. This law takes

■/e ; 7^-e_y

care of everything. It is so clear to them. It is that th«(£olony must survive.

Nobody can dare to be lazy inside the colony." He paused. "Nobody except.

for the drones. They are there to serve their one good purpose. But then it's 

all over for them. They are gone. Goodbye."

"Are they killed?" M^knew the answer.

of them. Once a year, right about now—just after

summer they are gotten rid of. ^eod-nddanee. No charity." He began to 

laugh again. "In the home of the bees, there are no good Christians. No 
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charity whatsoever. You will not find one bee in any hive who is too weak

to work. They^row-hostif] get rid of the cripples early.'

As they rested, however, Alois'

within him on this Sunday morning, a<£e cloud holding

Der Alte. Alois had understood what the neighboring peasants were teri-ng

-gefto say. They had praised Der Alte, they had echoed each other wteie

He was full of'fea&iltwas not intense^e&3, yet it seemed to live everywhere

many shapes at once./He knew he was directly afraid of being cheated by

silence.

One neighbor even whispered, "You can trust m yes, I think so," but

heeled back into i

speaking of his vast knowledge on this subject^/Y et Alois could sease-what—-
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42
Alois neither liked nor trusted this neighbor, and he knewMhaKthe neighbor

the same way about him.

This was but one jiart-oTthedear. If the fine and attractive location of

the farm had been the-bestJ-eason for its purchase, thc-werst-h ad-been-tire­

quality of the land. He did not wish to be cheated again. Indeed, given the 

trouble with Alois, Jr., he had kept putting off his decision to go into 

beekeeping. Now, all of August was It might even betoo late 

to start the winter colony. He was^rot^H-that-famiharvvitlyfhis aspect of

apiculture, he knew—he had delayed too long, aruLso his choices were

restricted. He had to buy and buy soon. He might have to pay whatever

azgstock and materials^- where elseunnatural price was-^sked for the
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went. IFthat-was-a-fear^thepeasants laughing at him again Jfwas not his

prime uneasiness. He could not quite admit it to himselfbwfthe last time he

had dabbled in this bee business, trgating^t^Ssi as a horse-on-a-siick^n>l4ti

(' aTittlc town «t walking distance from Braunau, a place he could go to in the

evening to get a rest from the tavern and his fellow officers, or be able to

jake=eff on a Sunday*o-as<uot to have to watch everyone going to church-

a diversion, he had thought. But then he had had one near disaster. Ona

a diversion, he had thought. But then he had had one near disaster. On a

given Sunday for no mistake he could point to, he had been stung so quickly

and repeatedly by so many infuriated bees that he decided afterward he must

have been poking about in the Queen Bee's quarters. Who could tell? He

realized the degree of his ignorance of the real stuff if he was so open to

ambush in the course of working with a hive.
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went. Jf4hatjwas-a-fear/ofthepeasants laughing at him again^ftwas notms

-prime uneasiness. He could not quite admit it to himself butphe last time he

had dabbled in this bee business, tfeatiag^tjS3 as a horse-on-a-stick &ttt4n
*— )

^''TKttleTbwn « walking distance from Braunau, a place he could go to in the

evening to get a rest from the tavern and <sfl his fellow officers, or be able to c/‘ 9/T42’

-takeoff on a Sunday=so-as<iiot to have to watch everyone going to church—

a diversion, he had thought. But then he had had one near disaster. Ona

given Sunday for no mistake he could point to, he had been stung so quickly

and repeatedly by so many infuriated bees that he decided afterward he must

have been poking about in the Queen Bee's quarters. Who could tell? He

realized the degree of his ignorance of the real stuff if he was so open to

ambush in the course of working with a hive.
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Now, he could say he knew a good deal more. He had been reading

fa
■afelength on the subject./Given his lack of education, no one could claim to

be a quickerstudent than himself. He retained what he read.

How many could say that? Where, then, was his fear?

But he knew. He could tell. By the way he was preparing in advance

to-teH wis man, Der Alte, er+he-fnany-stegs he had takeiytmhishands and

JLhen his knees and hew-goed-that had ubsequently proved fcrrflie stiffhess

in his joints, yes, (acquired over the years of standing at Customs posts.

^fiSy-he-would-befready to impress Der Alte with his knowledge of bee

venom and the degree to which diseases in ancient Egypt 'wsre(tre'atedwith— 

e would speak of Pliny and Galen. Great doctors. They too.knew to

make various ointments from bee venom and bee honey, Charlemagne and
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Ivan the Terrible as well. He could speak of their afflictions of the joints

and how they had had such pain eliminated, or so it was reputed, by bee

stings.

Alte? -Newbie regretted bringing Adolf with him. Alois even felt trapped t 

"To'the definite degree that he had spoken so much^^d-sorefteJi to Klara on

^-Wlshe-would^Eecome aware of the fear he had now developed in his heart

that this might not be, no, not when you got down to it£thls might notbe the

the subject-feftt-he had lost^Vfoom for choice. He had to start beekeeping, 

But was he really prepared to enter such-afconversation with Der

next step to take.
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Once they began to talk, however, Alois was soon supplying Adi's

head with so many new names while walking at so good a pace that before

long the boy was twice breathless and not daring to lag behind by a step or a

word. In turn, Alois, not at all in the habit of spending time or thought on this

little Adolf, was a hint short of breath himself himself. Over the years, he had

packed enough rheumatism into his knees and enough constriction in his

lungs via his pipe to move more slowly as a rule. But now, finding a vein of
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conversation had not only proved an unexpected obstacle, but a stimulus to

his legs. He was so pleased that Adi had wished to go with him. Indeed,

he was almost closer to his own feelings. It was not his habit to venture over

to sentiments about his younger children, indeed, he had never considered

fatherhood as a subject of personal interest, certainly not until a child was old

enough to work by his side. Now, most unexpectedly, he felt an uncommon

sense of mystery in the presence of his boy. It was unprecedented. He

actually wished to enlist the admiration of the little creature trotting along

next to him.

That desire was already fulfilled. A good part of his sentiment was

caused by Adi's excitement. Finally, he could feel he was at last in the

company of his father. The word which he had barely learned to spell stood
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before his eyes as FATHER. Just so large was his recognition of the size,

and—no other word—the immanence of the big man striding along beside

him. Alois was larger at that moment in the child's scale of measurement

than the awe that filled the tones of his mother when she would speak of der

gute Gott, yes, there was Alois next to him, and so big, so high above him,

quite an equal in emanative force to Jehovah (or Franz-Josef, for that matter,

given the way that Alois in his turn pronounced the name of the Emperor.)

How he wanted to please Alois! At the commencement of the walk,

the silence had been formidable and it remained so until Adi found a few

words. "Have there always been bees?" he asked at last. It was a simple

question but most fortuitous. It came just before they would have remained

mute for the rest of the walk.
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"Yes. Always bees. Probably as long as anything. Bees," he

amended, "have been on our fine earth for a very long time."

"So they do go far back, Father?"

Alois gave him an encouraging pat on the back. The boy's obvious

desire to keep the conversation in flow now served to activate Alois' powers

of exposition. "Yes, I would say, the answer is way back. Maybe longer

than us. And there has never been a day when we didn't look to steal their

honey." He laughed at the extent of the theft. "I have read that already, from

the time of the Bronze Age, we were all eating honey, yes, and I can say for

certain that I have seen drawings and old poems right there in the little Linz

museum that speak of how in the Middle Ages, beekeeping was already an

industry.
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Given his touch of rheumatism, Alois was walking fast. Adi's breath

was seizing his lungs in a unique mixture of excitement at the fact of the

conversation itself, and desperation that he might not be able to keep going.

So many unfamiliar words were coming into his mind at once. Over the

summer just passed he had been standing under the walnut tree near their

farmhouse when a gale of wind came by like the swoosh of a whip,

whereupon three walnuts, hard as stone, pelted his head with such authority

that he had not even been ready to cry—it was as if the walnuts had their own

voice and told him to be silent. Now, he was buffeted by the Bronze Age,

and next, the Middle Ages—maybe he had heard Middle Ages before, and

industry, a curious word. He felt as if he half-knew it. No question of
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stopping to ask—he strode along as fast as he could keep up with the burning

air in his lungs and he just listened.

"They had," said Alois, "no hives in the Middle Ages. Beekeepers

already, yes, but they had to go out hunting for where they could find some

bees. Where do you find them around here? Where else? In hollow trees.

Locate the tree, and then grab as much as you can of the honey before they

stung your head off. That was how they must have done it them. And then

they also had to get the wax. This beeswax was so important. Get beeswax

and you can have light in your hut. Every night. Candles! But, oh, they had

to pay. So many bites. Then along would come their duke or their baron. If

he heard you had found a lot of honey, you had to pay up to him. A good

share. We can just imagine. And what would he give you back?—a nice
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strong cross-bow. Why? Because what a man was doing was dangerous.

The bears in the forest were like us, also looking for honey. Think how crazy

those bees must have had to get. It is one thing to sting a man, but how do

you sting a bear? A bear with his fur and such a thick skin. They had to go

for the eyes. Even so, the bear would come looking. Ja, a man needed a

cross-bow—to kill the bear. Not so easy to go near honey if the bear got

there first, but sometimes you had bear meat. Once in a while, you had bear

meat and honey."

Adi's breath was now wholly on fire. Their path was wandering

through a small wood, and he was looking for a bear.

"Sometimes," said Alois, "a man would find a tree ready to fall, a dead

tree with a big hollow in it, and a big swarm of bees in the hollow. All
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clustered together The good peasant would dare to take the tree down, but

carefully, so carefully. He would try not to stir up too much, and did it in the

evening, only in the evening cause these little bees are more quiet then, and

he and a big son maybe would carry the tree near to their hut, so they could

begin to leam how to get more of the honey."

"What about the bears? Would they come?"

"Yes. The good fellow we're talking about would be ready to kill the

first bear and hang him up near the bees. That kept the other bears away.

Yes, that's how it all began. Now, what has it become? A profitable hobby.

A little risky, but sometimes profitable."

"Hobby," the boy repeated—another new word.

Soon," said Alois, "it will be a business.
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They walked in silence. Per Steckenpferd was how Alois had put it—

a horse-on-a-stick, a plaything, a hobby. Soon it would be a business, he had

said. The boy was confused. The speed at which they were walking was

now pinching his breath past the point where he could ask even one more

question.

Abruptly, Alois stopped. He had become aware at last of the little

one's discomfort. "Come," he said, "you sit down." He pointed to an

available rock, then sat next to him on another rock. .

"You must understand," he now said, "these will not be fairy-tales for

us. Honey is sweet, but bees are not so sweet. They can be cruel to each

other. Very cruel. Do you know why?'
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"No," said Adi. His eyes were, however, alight. "Please, you must tell

me why, Father."

"Because they obey one law. A single solitary law. This law takes

care of everything. It is so clear to them. It is that the colony must survive.

Nobody can dare to be lazy inside the colony." He paused. "Nobody except

for the drones. They are there to serve their one good purpose. But then it's

all over for them. They are gone. Goodbye."

"Are they killed?" He knew the answer.

"Yes, killed. All of them. Once a year, right about now—-just after

summer they are gotten rid of. Good riddance. No charity." He began to

laugh again. "In the home of the bees, there are no good Christians. No
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charity whatsoever. You will not find one bee in any hive who is too weak to

work. They know how to get rid of the cripples early."

As they rested, however, Alois' mind wheeled back into its silence. He

was full of fear. It was not intense fear, yet it seemed to live everywhere

within him on this Sunday morning, a complex and confusing cloud holding

many shapes at once. He knew he was directly afraid of being cheated by

Der Alte. Alois had understood what the neighboring peasants were trying

not to say. They had praised Der Alte, they had echoed each other while

speaking of his vast knowledge on this subject. Yet Alois could sense what

was not in their voice. He had heard no great allegiance to the man himself.

One neighbor even whispered, "You can trust him, yes, I think so," but Alois
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neither liked nor trusted this neighbor, and he knew that the neighbor felt the

same way about him.

This was but one part of the fear. If the fine and attractive location of

the farm had been the best reason for its purchase, the worst had been the

quality of the land. He did not wish to be cheated again. Indeed, given the

trouble with Alois, Jr., he had kept putting off his decision to go into

beekeeping. Now, all of August was gone. It might even be almost too late

to start the winter colony. He was not all that familiar with this aspect of

apiculture, and he knew—he had delayed too long, and so his choices were

restricted. He had to buy and buy soon. He might have to pay whatever

unnatural price was asked for the necessary stock and materials—where else

could he go this late in the season? Yes, he would be held up, wherever he
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went. If that was a fear of the peasants laughing at him again, it was not his

prime uneasiness. He could not quite admit it to himself but the last time he

had dabbled in this bee business, treating it just as a horse-on-a-stick out in a

little town at walking distance from Braunau, a place he could go to in the

evening to get a rest from the tavern and all his fellow officers, or be able to

take off on a Sunday so as not to have to watch everyone going to church—a

diversion, he had thought. But then he had had one near disaster. On a given

Sunday for no mistake he could point to, he had been stung so quickly and

repeatedly by so many infuriated bees that he decided afterward he must have

been poking about in the Queen Bee's quarters. Who could tell? He realized

the degree of his ignorance of the real stuff if he was so open to ambush in the

course of working with a hive.
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Now, he could say he knew a good deal more. He had been reading at

length on the subject. Given his lack of education, no one could claim to be a

quicker or sounder student than himself. He retained what he read. How

many could say that? Where, then, was his fear?

But he knew. He could tell. By the way he was preparing in advance

to tell this man, Der Alte, of the many stings he had taken on his hands and

then his knees and how good that had ubsequently proved for the stiffness in

his joints, yes, acquired over the years of standing at Customs posts. Yes, he

would be ready to impress Der Alte with his knowledge of bee venom and the

degree to which diseases in ancient Egypt were treated with it. He would

speak of Pliny and Galen. Great doctors. They too knew to make various

ointments from bee venom and bee honey. Charlemagne and Ivan the
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Terrible as well. He could speak of their afflictions of the joints and how

they had had such pain eliminated, or so it was reputed, by bee stings.

But was he really prepared to enter such a conversation with Der Alte?

Now, he regretted bringing Adolf with him. Alois even felt trapped to the

definite degree that he had spoken so much and so often to Klara on the

subject that he had lost all room for choice. He had to start beekeeping or she

would become aware of the fear he had now developed in his heart that this

might not be, no, not when you got down to it, this might not be the next step

to take.
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Already, as I wuuld*ILITfTllil du iitukif'Magnus Gerucheles. Der Alte

Zauberer, was one of ours. I have called him a pensioner and that is

accurate. In recent years, we have not used him often and any benefits he

has received from us have not been large. From lime to time, we provide

him. a bit of added intuition ^J\his perceptions, a species of gift-giving

practiced by angels and demons alike—we look to revive faded loyalties

with su«h a lagniappe, a Trinkgeld, so to speak. In turn, our pensioners will

'or us/ The impulse to put a spoonful of exquisite honey on
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Adi's tongue even as he and Alois came through the door was entirely by

my suggestion. For certain, the old doctor did-it/fust as 1 requested. The

(He will insist that he is an honored and learned university graduate.) 1

have heard him speak on separate occasions^'his years at Heidelberg,

c rt
Leipzig, Gottingen, Vienna, Salzbcrg, and Berlin, none of whose g*etrt

schools he attended. Indeed, only Heidelberg and Gottingen were ever

honored with a visit. Our old and learned doctor is a fraud, a half-Jewish

Pole, of no certified upper education who, nonetheless, much through his

own efforts, has acquired some of the verbal skills and superior manner of a

good German Doctor of Philosophy. If he has chosen in his old age to live

like a confirmed drunk, an odd choice (since in fact he does not drink) he is

attracted all the same to many of the slovenly habits of old sots. His clothes
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are filthy. Even his long woolen cap manages to be full of soup stains (for

he wipes his mouth with the tail of it) and his white beard is stained with

nicotine. Often he smells of these unhappy body odors we look to reduce in

our clients. To pul no pretty word on it, he is incontinent. Not only his

clothes but his furnishings have the astringent authority of old urine.

Nonetheless, he is striking. That long stocking cap which he wears

indoors and out does serve his devoted image of himself as some k ind of

reinstatement—a throwback, can it be, to a court jester?—for he sits in his

hut, winter or summer, swathed in an old cape full of faded bright colors, a

fool's motley. One could hardly expect him to be impressive in appearance,

yet he is. Undeniably, he is. His eyes are extraordinary, as blue as the

coldest skies of the north, yet full of merry lights that offer a clue to many a

trick he has learned.
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Alois, who had encountered hundreds of people a day for fort} years,

was hardly to be surprised by someonemew^For that matter. heTi'ad

developed the ability to capture the first moment, so to speak, in just about

every passing exchange. Travellers were not prepared for the phenomenon

of meeting a Customs official who possessed such a degree of authority.

Yet there he was at his post, or, later in career, at his desk, still exhibiting

the strength of his peasant roots, yet offering his uncanny(likeness to Franz

Josef. The first moment, therefore, always belonged to Alois. Almost

always. Few were prepared for the intelligence that stood out in his

immediate glance. "Try to fool me—you will fail!" was the unmistakable

message.
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without leave or hesitation into the boy's small mouth. Whatever Alois lad 

been preparing himself for, hardly could it have been this. So rude So 

gracious! All at once! And nothing offered to Alois but a superior smile 

from Der Alte as if his swrll hut, this piss-soaked den, worse than an abode

of fifteen cats and their leavings, was nonetheless Der Alte's place(and he 

was happy in it, and, I may as well add, diabolically unembarrassed.

Moreover, Der Altc had won the boy ovenflt had taken no more than 

that one sfreko. fPlus^Mchine/m-^dream on the night before!) Alois now 

perceived a look of admiration in Adi's eyes for this extraordinary old man.

hldeerh, £lic boy's eyes were/^live with the same intensity of admiration that

Alois had received dtiri te length of their walk together. It-oven-felt

£7
diculous to him, but he reacted as if Der Alte had stolen the boy.
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Now, they sat down. The old man fussed a littlepithough most

skillfully at preparing tea. To Alois' further discomfort, the procedure w as 

courtly. A very old gentleman, or even a very old lady, might have been

Jlt-

showing h+py^iow little he knew—after all these years!-—of the putative 

elegance of a tea ceremony, particularly between absolute strangers. 4-Twi-H

mg-whend-was-in the»

/•] I I
WbichyT-earrsuggcst; is-ene-eftthe several reasons I do not like him.

us as I had anticipated. For a time I had expected he would become one of 

my prize clients. He certainly did not have to end as a bizarre, impossibly 

smelly hermit with an immense reputation for dealing with hordes of bees in 

For all his gifts,^eak-and-counU^fiaiOie has never accomplished as much for 

a pretty little comer of Austria, a country filled already with(® pretty little
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comers. I had lostf^nafaM standing vis-a-vis the Maestro by remarking on

too soon an occasion, decades ago, that I saw extraordinary promise in this

young half-Polish, half-Jewish Magnus, a real pagan with the ladies in his

early days, yes, this client had settled for much too little as far as 1 was

concerned.

Once they had taken their tea, Der Alte in little sips, and Alois in

three scalding gulps which enabled his host to quickly pour him another . tip

as a most subtle form of reproof, they began al last to talk about the reason

for the visit,

Alois, usedfto^ominating thfTonset of a conversation with any man or

woman newly met, had developed an unhappy habit out of this very

confidence. He would, by now, even take the first step in a verbal
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encounter when, on rare occasions such as this, he knew that he was

a
overmatched. H^7was-sequesteFed4Rt<fRi?liabit.

So he began by citing Pliny and Galen, Charlemagne, and Ivan the

Terrible, just as he had planned. He spoke, he believed, most movingly of

the afflictions of those two great monarchs and the dedication of-those two

medical geniuses who had looked to deal with ailments so grievous that

others could find no cure. It was not, he would vouchsafe, that he,

personally, had suffered inhumanly from gout or rheumatism, merely, you

could say. that he had felt the hint of future miseries, and, in recompense.

had also learned a great deal frem-aiparticular occasion. He had been— "and

would freely admit, respected Doctor Magnus"—had been prey to an

unprecedented attack, "just one time,/many bites to the knees which I could

recognize subsequently provided considerable FeUefto^whatTHtghf^ave

P8
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""S, rt-

^©en the commencement of my rheumatism. AHhat^ointflvt'oiild have

given much to be a medical scientist for I would have begun research on i List

this subject. I am even sufficiently confident of myself to believe 1 would

probably have made significant discoveries."

"Just so," said Der Alte, "you might, you might very well have done

just that. Because indeed, dear sir, what you then believed was there to be

discovered had indeed been detected by no less a figure than Dr. Likomsky

back in 1864, thirty-two years ago when you were still a young man, and I

might also mention Doctor Terc who put the crowning cap on what could

have been your thesis. Yes! Herr Terc came forth with serious chemical

studies on the nature of bee venom and its as-yet-undeveloped potential for

precisely these valuable cures. Rheumatism and gout might both be seen by

now as ailments of the past if not for the innumerable obstacles which
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present themselves in the way of administering treatment. We are still

looking for more precise positioning of the bee sting onto the affected body.

It is rumored that the Chinese"—-now with a melting look (designed most

shamelessly to add to the mutual delight that existed already between him

and the boy) he added, "the Chinese who live on the other side of the earth

from us. Have you heard?" Ae

Adi nodded solemnly. He had heard of the Chinese, heard of them in

his one-room school house during the hour when Fraulein Werner instructed

the geography class (two grades above) on the far-off placement of India

and China.

"Yes, in that far-off near-mythical land, esteemed Finance-Watch

Chief Officer Herr Hitler, it is said that these Chinese employ the slings of

needles to alleviate gout, an excellent solution I would think, since the least
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attractive aspect of my beloved bees is their eagerness to sting, yes. we love

them for their honey, but not necessarily for their so-often-martyrcd

condition when they seek to defend thcmselves>.Z'^t^’ Cc.0

I i

Alois sensed that he would do well to leave this topic. The tea had

left a most penetrating aroma in his nostrils which, to his surprise, was

curiously compatible with the urine. Needless to say, he would have

preferred a good swallow of beer to pump a few of his prepared remarks

into more forceful statement, but as of now, this conversation did belong to

Der Alle. At what length he went on!

"I cannot," he remarked, "begin to call you my good friend as yet.

For I do not know you. Except, of course, by your fine reputation. Word o f

your former most respected position preceeds our meeting. Your father," he

now said to Adi, "is well-regarded by all, but"—and he was now back again
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with Alois—"I am still ready to call you my friend because I feel in myself

an imperative to counsel you, for, oh, 1 must say, there is, dear sir. so much

to learn about these bees and their good keeping." He sighed with a sound

of woe as physically intimidating in its resonance as any of a number of less

poetic bodily sounds.

"Let me declare that I would not wish in any manner to impose on

your pride." He stopped. Now, he would not proceed without a laisser-

passcr.

"No, tell me, good Doctor, you must tell me what you think." said

Alois, his voice most normal (to the degree he could command it) but his

nostrils were near to quivering. He hardly knew if he was at the onset of an

intolerable sense of woe or whether a true burden was about to be lifted.

What could be this imposition on his pride?
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"Given your gracious permission, I would say that I must caution \ on

about this honorable and honest desire you contain at present to enter the

endless vagaries of apiculture. It is, you see, a vocation." He nodded. He

turned again to Adi as if the boy was one more equal, yes, all three sitting

there as equals. "You, little fellow," Der Altc said, "you, who looks so

smart, are you smart enough to know what a vocation might be?"

"No," said Adi, "but maybe I do. Yes. Almost." 

"You do. You know it even before you are aware that you know it

That is the first sign of a truly intelligent person, not so?" The sound of

"nicht war?" vibrated into the tender pit of Adi's stomach.

"A vocation," said Der Alte, "is not something you do because others

said that that is what you must do, Not at all. When you have a vocation.
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there is no choice. You give all that you have to doing what has become so

important to you that, yes, you must do it."

"I would not wish to dispute your learned words," said Alois,

although by now he was "'so-fai out of lilsskjjlt: (irs~they-used to say-in ->

^prta^thatdrcHiad/to get out of his chair and start pacing the room, "no, I

' w4.

do not wisKtcyaispute, but surely one can keep a hive without building a

monastery to enshrine it. Absolulelyzwot. foresee a serious but modest

investment for a good retired man like myself."

"Dear sir, it cannot and will not ever be that way," said Der A lie.

"That much I can promise a strong person like yourself. Heartbreak or

happiness. Nothing between!" He nodded with all the profundity of the

decades he had accumulated of presenting himself as a great and learned

doctor. "Herr Hitler, I cannot allow you to consider such a project until you
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■earpfee made fully aware of the risks that await you, the diseases and mortal

enemies that surround our delicate sweet-seeking bees. Theypknowr-4n-

jiatwe, the honey they make is the equivalent of gol^Tt is as if all the

creatures of nature, large and small, are jealous of the life of those

remarkable beetfwho are not only able to make honey butXo-l+vc constantly

in its presencfex/l can inform you of one genus of spider who is evil, nothing

less. Die Krebbc-Spiner, it is called. So soon as it finds a promising Hower,

it ensconces itself in th< •erfumed cavern itself. There the crab-spider

waits, fully at homejn -the corolla. It activates the scent of this flower by

stirrin: dthin those flowered walls/until its own odor is overcome by the

elixir of the petals. What then? It waits. When the foragcr-bee, this sweet

hard-working female with its undeveloped ovaries—only the Queen is, * £

complete in that/compartment^—ach, these other females are there to work
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for the length of their short lives, to clean house, to serve the Queen's court,

or to forage. So here, contemplate this pooiftorager^It sm^s’theTmhiitnble

redolence of the flower's cavern, it enters to pick up its lustful store of

nectar and pollen an^isy at once/done in by the spider. Cruelly, wtcrueU^.

For, at first, the poor bee is only half-gone. It has been paralyzed by th#

sting of-th+s 6rab-spider. ^fyficsthere, numb, incapable of saving itself,

while the other, altogether evil, proceeds to sip away on the vital liquids and

subtle constituents of the bee's internal elements. When nothing is left but

the dry whisper of an empty hull, a husk, this crab spider goes to the actual

labor of ejecting the remains from the flower, after which, 1 must suppose

it ensconces itself in all the bliss o^aTuccessful~destroyer's sleep. It

slumbers, all sated, in the corolla.
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Adi would dream for weeks to come of the bee, the flower, anti the

spider. So would Alois if in wholly different fashion. But there was mor ■

unhappy detail to come. Der Alte now found it requisite to talk about the

bee-wolf a veritable brute of a wasp who would strike at the honeybee

jf- ,0.5

4ne-moment it was alighting on a flower. The bee-wolf, "most appropriately

named," would always go for the throat. "Always! The honeybee has a soft

throat. So once again, our forager is paralyzed. The wasp is now in

complete command of what it knows how to do. It proceeds to squash the

belly of the honeybee in order to disgorge all the nectar that hard working

bee has already taken into herself. This honey squeezed up from the belh

overflows out of her mouth into the maw of the bee-wolf. Is that enough?

No. Our vile predator now undertakes the labor flying away with his

stricken little victim. He brings her to a nest specially prepared and lays her
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down next to as many six or eight still-living but wholly-paralyzed other

honey-bees, then proceeds to deposit one egg in th«^cryptwith its live bit

unmoving victims. So-^on-a-suhis^oiitaiy egg becomes a larva, it is ready

to eat its way up the scale of life into becoming another wasp, another bee­

wolf. ^"ifbegins by consuming every last one of the suspended but living

bodies arranged for ils-UdyZfrowlh. jWvictimscannot even die. They

must wait to be eaten. Howd^ that^ccomplished? Wharcah'preserve tliem?

It is simple. Our good system of nature has all the cunning of a maniac. It

is the venom in the wasp's sting that preserves the bees' tleshfover all the

days that this progeny—we are speaking of no more than one hungry //

lA
maggot-neej^oys for its growth.

"I have offered these two exceptional cases as lively examples of the

perils in the life of any colony you may hope to protect. There are so many
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enemies. Skunks will fret their claws on the front wall of a hive until the

guardian bees withimCome forth to repel him. They are heroic, but futile.

They are swallowed en masse. Toads wait beneath to pick up the droppings

Another variety of spider will wrap artful webs about each bee they net.

Ants are capable of invading your hive. I have seen a number of colonies.

never my own, where the bees must tolerate the ants, and will even

surrender a portion of their territory, provided the ants do not attack the

brood. With mice, it is worse. They loot the combs for the honey stored ir

them. In winter, they inhabiuhe hive for warmth and construct a nest

thamselves/'Even when the most valiant of our home guard decide to attack

the intruder, and/actually succeed by sheer numbers in stinginj/thaF

invading monstei^to-death? what can they do with the dead mouse?

larger than Leviathan^te-them. It will rot, and make the hive intolerable. So
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they choose to cover the corpse with disinfectant which they know how to

manufacture out of pollen and a few/green buds. Have you heard of this

propolis they can make?"

"Certainly," said Alois, " They alscfuse i t as cement to mend cracks in

their walls." He tookcd'not at all disconcerted by all he had^uej been told.

"I see," said Der Alte, "that I may have failed to discourage you." 

"I live by the law of averages," said Alois. "I prefer to think of the

ongoing possibility of profit rather than of th^perils.

"Does the bee-wasp frighten you?" asked the old man of the boy.

Adi nodded, but then was quick to say, "If my father is ready, then so

must I be."

'You have a splendid son," said Der Alte.
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Alois was ready to agree for the first time that this might be a viabl ■

possibility. How nice it was to learn that his little Adolf was more than a

bcd-wetter and might even be, conceivably, the equal of Aloi^lunio^one of

these days.

But thoughts of Aloi^Junioj invariably always reminded him of all

that might not be in place. So now Alois wondered why Der Alte had been

seeking to discourage him. It made no sense. Given the state of his hut, the

old man^obviousl^coul^use the money. Why scorn a potential customer's

desire to invest?

For the first time, he felt as if he had a grasp on Der Alte. The hermit

understood him better than others, decided Alois. "He knows that I am a

man who looks to keep his pride intact. I do not give way to the first

warning. So Der Alte must know that the more he discourages me, the
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more I wiil be ready, at all costs, to begin my colony. He will have his

money after all!"

Alois now gave Der Alte what he considered his largest smile. "I

respect your cautions," he said, "but we must move now to the other side of

the question. Can we speak of what you will do for me, and what T can do

for you?"

"Not quite yet, said Der Alto. "If you wish to remain a man with a

modest little hobby, I will, of course, be available for the necessary

materials. But I see in you, Sir, iff may speak on a more personal level, a

true vocation. So, I would propose another consideration, a better

approach. I, for example, to learn my metier, put in an apprenticeship that

lasted for three years and provided me with an advanced license. What 1

would propose to you is a more collegial relationship—may I put it so?—I
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am prepared over the next few years, for the most modest fees of

instruction, to have you study with me as I work on my colonies. It could

prove a mestlagreeaElearrangement. You will learn much, and I will have

the pleasure of an intelligent man's company. It is sad to say, but in all these

verdant fields that surround us at Hafeld here, we are the only two men of

interesting intelligence to be found on any of these nearby hills."

Alois kept the smile on his face but his nostrils were paying their

price. "Work for three years with you, you foul-smelling old goat?" was -/&■ .

4*ihst he did not utter. The compliment to his intelligence prevented the

insult as completely as his need to come to an arrangement with (he old

mountebank for starting materials.

Tn turn, 1 was horrified. No professional has a greater desire to

maintain his own competence (and-rank) than a devil. I had been
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incompetent here. Der Alte might be a pensioner, but I might have

neglected him too much. The loneliness revealed in these last remarks were

like the chill in an old stone house that has not been occupied for too mary

winters. 1 was not worried that Alois would take up his offer, but now 1

more than understood how intense was the old man's yearning to see more

and more of Adi. No bold move is ever free of uncharted consequences.

My notion to expedite the etching with a spoonful of honey could nave-beeft-

(a serious mistake. The Maestro would not be tolerant of any mischief that

developed between Adi and our Alte. Calculated mischief was our

province, but must not belong to a client, not if we could prevent it. We

look to direct/omantic habits ./rather than be obliged to correct them! Any

episode that might occur between the old man and the boy would not be to

the Maestro's inclination. Not so early! Too many indeterminables! Bm-rn-
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At this point, Alois said, "I am honored by your personal interest in

me, but I must explain. In my family, we are blockheads. All of us.

blockheads. The worst to be said is that we are proud of that. So, 1 must

work alone. That is how I am. I look forward, therefore, to enjoying a

mutually agreeable commercial relationship."

Der Alte nodded. He, too, had his pride. No matter the need, he

would not repeat his suggestion.

"Yes," he said, "we will make arrangements. I will establish a couple

of colonies for you and supply those tools and materials you do not have in
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hand already." He turned to Adi. "Soon your father will be very busy Are

you able to count to one thousand?"

"Yes," said Adi. "They do that in the upper class, and so 1 know." 

"Good. Because this spring your father will be master of many, many

thousands of bees. Will you be afraid of them?"

"I am afraid," said Adolf, "but you know, I am also curious.'' 

"A wonderful boy," said Der Alte, and his expression was full of love.

Tears came into Adi's eyes. His mother would soon have another baby, and

fo find in her eyes when she Icroked/at him. Not for a while.

it would b^tike before. Utu(away again. notaaei^the love he^adored
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In October, my agents/rew^Wwe-witlifone important event 

concerning little Adolf Hitler an^ would have overwhelmci^me if I had 

permitted it^JUraiToverabundance of detail concerning worries and-rsP- 

^UHSfctho word-^ebwooiQl^dull, repetitive obscssion^vith his new 

occupation.

As I have indicated, I had little time to give this much attention/fmt I 

was irked. Short of a direct entrance into Alois' working thoughts which, it
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may be remembered, is rarely done with men and women who are not our

5
stadrccKch'ents, my agents did/fheir work on the milk runs. In (he open

markets of sleep, dreams are reasonably available to all, demons and Cudgels

alike, not openly available but there to be picked up superfieiaU/by passing

through the night chamber.

l
We also learn a good deal (although never in depth without close and

careful interpretatioi^ty^istening to a family's dialogues. So I was surfeited

ough to eaacevbalo-my-sen^tyfwith a plethora of superficial information-

^w4G^e-abettHhssa4hffig^7especially when my experiences in Russia were

more interesting and intense.

What bothered me^^ffiesFwas that I might be receiving a distorted

portrait of Alois. I Ic seemed so much weaker to my agents than to me, and
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skills of insight when dealing with men or women who aee-relatively strong.

moves and true feelings of the strong. When one denis with that good number

of human beings who are both^aAmxed-bag;u-as tlie-Afflcricans.wiihjlieir./ 

precisely what my agents were lacking.

Being weakerwwHnysalf/ the^pick^-iip all that was we^Gh Alois,'

and I was left with the burden offinsufficient materialsjow^und.

Summarize what I received, I would abjure the reader 

to avoid passing judgment too quickly. If we are to understand the Adolf

Hitler who will emerge from a childhood with this father and mother, it is
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while T could not b they lacked my

skills of insight when dealing with men or women who aarrclatively strong.

It is much easier to comprehend those who are weak tha fe-'. .
i/anticipate the

moves and true feelings of the strong. When one deals with that good number 

of human beings who are boti^a^mixed-bag^Hlte^tnerit^AvitlwhthFJ 

■^seeraHy-viilgitr-coinmon-speeeltAutlLsay^-a sense of nuance is crucial, 

precisely what iny agents were lacking.

Being weaker than myself, the/pickcS-up all that was weak in Alois, 

and T was left with the burden ofdnsufficient materialsjiw-sound-

If I now summarize what I received, I would abjure the reader

to avoid passing judgment loo quickly. If we are to understand the Adolf

Hitler who will emerge from a childhood with this father and mother, it is
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obvious that we have to obtain a sound recognition of Klara and Alois' real 

strengths and weaknesses.

Very well. Here is-tbe summary of Alois' woe.yi -
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