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Changes occurred, however. Alois’ depression lessened. Junior was

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

Spital where he could work with her father, Joann Poelzl, who by now was

certainly old enough to need a strong young assistant. It developed that

Alois, Junior was in favor of the move as well. His father's depression,

conveying its own muted threat of future despotism, had lived in the midst of

the son's rage like a fist being jammed in his face.

So, it was arranged. The transportation would begin on Alois' farmer's

cart driven by the hired man. That would take the fourteen-year-old to Linz

then on by train to Weitra, where he could get on a jitney which passed
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through Spital every other day. So, the boy was transported, and a cloud of

unhappy expectations lifted.
I

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

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

first grade.

His first school days went through a bright September, mellow with

sun. The green was still on the fields. It was a fine walk hand in hand with

his (sister over hills and through meadows with but one peril on the route—a

full-grown bull grazing in a fenced-in pasture. Depending on the bull's

mood, they could choose to take a detour, or dare to cross the field, this last

depending on the mood of their spirits—which varied. On most days, one or

the other was not up to the bold move, and so could be mocked.

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

she was in a fearful mood for she did know how to pay him back. She would

inform him that he smelled awful! Sometimes, it was his breath, as often, his

body odor.

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

these accusations entered, but deep they went, and for good cause. They
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were true. He did have an odor—touch of sulphur and an unmistakable hint

of something rotten- -of that I may soon choose to speak. Such off-odor is

one of the constant problems of our clients. It besets us. The Cudgels pick it

up.

From Angela's point of view, it was simple. If Adi was trying to

make her cry, of course she would look for ways to bring tears to his eyes as

well. Besides, bad smells did not bother her that much. By now, she was

accustomed to sour milk and horse manure. But a wind full of pig wallow

brought a real sorrow to her heart—poor dead Rosig!

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

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

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

That meant she was thinking of Rosig and he did feel sad for her. This

was not because he had liked the sow so much (in fact, he had been jealous of

i
Angela's affection for the beast) but because he did like his older sister. She

was good most of the time. Besides, she was the brightest girl in the school,

just as he was the smartest boy inside the four walls of the one-room school

house.
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Depending on weather and the immediate needs of the neighboring

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

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

contained seating divisions for these four grades; and each child, First to

Fourth, six to twelve in age, was able to listen willy-nilly to all that took place

in each other class, a routine matter since there was only one teacher, a

middle-aged lady, Fraulein Werner, who had a long nose and wore

spectacles.

Adi was soon able to follow the lessons in all four classes. His

introduction to German History came by way of the senior grade, the Fourth,

where Angela and the others were studying the exceptional deeds of

Charlemagne. An hour later, in First, Adi would be asked in company with

the other beginners to decide which pictures of animals should be connected

to given words. In the beginning, it was wondrous—all those awesome

letters that made a word. At first, those letters vibrated in his eyes like a

cabalistic rite, but before long, it became no more to him than a puzzle. By

the time he had reduced it to a problem, it was only a matter on which he took

care not to make the same mistake twice. Indeed, he was usually eager to
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receive the next picture that Fraulein Werner would show them, even if it he

sopn grew bored waiting for the others in his class to catch up to him. Soon,

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

geography of the Hapsburg empire, the great Hapsburg Empire, as Fraulein

Werner would always say. If permitted, he would have been ready to speak

out to those students who were simpletons, and could not find any of the

plaices on the map he had already noticed, Braunau and Linz being the first to

catch his eye.

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

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

brightest in her class. By the approval in Fraulein Wemcr's eyes each time

they entered the room, he also knew that when it came to what they were

wearing, they were the neatest brother and sister. That was Klara's doing,

and! it helped to install them high up in Fraulein Werner's favor. All the same,

such neat dress obliged him to stay apart from other boys during recess in

ordir not to get into a fight. There was one bully a year older who kept

daring Adolf to wrestle with him.
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"Are you crazy?" he would answer. "I am in my good clothes. My

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

enriched his voice with just enough assurance to1 deter the other. But then

that boy was nothing. If Adi could manage to live with Alois, Junior, how

much had he to fear from a fool like this, also named Klaus, same as bis

lieutenant in Passau? It was Angela who bothered him with all this teasing.
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She was all too concerned these days by what might be her own odor,
i

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

of great help, and had done her best to allay the girl's fears, indeed, her
!

outright horror. It had become connected in Angela's mind with Rosig who,

by !the end, had been hemorrhaging blood all over her hams.

To bring some calm to Angela's poor outraged state, Klara spoke for

the! first time of imtimate matters. She adored her step-daughter. The twelve­

year-old was by now her substitute for a woman who could become her

nearest friend, and so she spoke not only of this new condition for Angela,

but went on at good length about the naturalness of odor in general, and its
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peculiar subtleties in nature. Casting about for happy examples, she pa

onia piece of information Alois had provided her in passing. Once, Klara had

asked how he could be sure his own bees (once he did start his hives) would

know how to come back to home. As she understood it, he planned to have,

onpe his plans were fulfilled, three of those hive-boxes he kept describing,

each a full colony in itself. There they would be, sitting side by side in the

shade of the walnut grove. "How will these thousands of bees know where
i

they belong?" she asked.

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

wduld paint each of his boxes a different color, green for one, sky-blue for

another, even pink for the third. Bees, he explained, liked to return to

dwellings that could be close to the color of the flowers whose nectar they

brought back.

But you tell me that each day these little creatures go to a different

kind of flower. They are faithful only for this one day at a time to each

variety of flower. Is that not so?"

"Yes." He wasn't certain he liked the conversation. Would he be able

to answer all her questions?
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"So it could be a flower of one color on one day, and another color is

what they like tomorrow?"

"Yes."

"How do these bees not get mixed up?"

Yes, he was reluctant to tell her. It was not something to talk about.

Not necessarily. Still, he chose to proceed. For Klara to be interested in

apiculture might, on balance, be better for him than if she showed

indifference. "Each queen bee has its own odor," he informed her. "Since

she will fertilize every miniscule cell in every comb and so puts tens of

thousands of eggs, yes, larvae, into separate wax cells which is their
i

beginning in life, so she is certain to pass her own odor into each of her

thousands of children."

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

So; much you know."

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

"You have never smelled it yourself?"

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

dozen bees the opportunity to fly up my nose?"
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She began to laugh. In certain ways, she knew him well. He might

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

stock—he did not like to admit that he had not learned the subject by way of

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

not even to mention the mysterious sixth.

Alois, however, had indeed told her a little too much. She had to know

more.

Before the conversation was over for this night, she actually prodded

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

than curious about any queen who could create so many thousands of children

and still remain a queen! She could see it! There was such admiration in

Alois' eye when he spoke of this Queen. Everything depended on her—the 

absolute success of the hive, you could say, nothing less.

So Alois did choose to lead Klara through some descriptive steps.

Given her evident excitement about the Queen Bee, he could sense it would

be to his advantage on this night. She was clearly full of ardor at the thought

of so female a creature, so tiny, so noble. So extraordinary.
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He explained then that the young queen, very much a virgin, not twenty
■I

days out of her own wax cell, (which was no larger in width and depth dm

the little eraser you could find on the end of a new pencil) would be fed on

pn

her emergence from that cell, by bee nurses and bee attendants. Yet, just

three weeks from the day she had emerged, she would be ready nonetheless

to take her maiden flight out of the hive as a full virgin, and this usually took

place on the first warm day in May. Up she would lift into the heavens on

thisifirst sortie, higher than all but a few male bees would dare to go.

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

"Yes, fat, spoiled fellows. They jam their comer of the hive. They live

to eat, and on a good day they fly around like fools. For the fun of it. They

do not even bother to bring back honey. It is only when the virgin queen

comes out for her first flight that they can justify their existence. It is then

that they are overcome by how phenomenal she is. And they know it. On

this day, they have been flying around waiting for her. They know she is

comjng. This Queen who flies so high, who is so beautiful compared to all

her sisters, those thousands of worker bees, yes, work-horse female bees

always looking for more nectar to bring back—those poor girls do not have
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foil ovaries so they go out and forage, unless they have been attached to

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

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

a princess. And then, I would say, very much like a princess, she flies so

high that only a few of these drones can follow. Then it comes down to two

drones, to one, but, oh, this last strong one, he reaches her, he puts what he

has, yes, you know what I mean, his very own sperm-organ which he keeps

inside himself until now when it comes out and goes, springs, you could say

into, yes, yes, springs into—call it her vagina—why not? It is so, and she

takes it all in even as they are up in the air so high, just the two of them."

"It is a wonder," said Klara. Her eyes had begun to shine. She almost

said, "A miracle of love."

"No, not exactly," said Alois. Now, he did not know how to continue.

If he said too much, he could spoil what he was looking for on this night.

his shrewd side was ready to speak for him and he knew, yes, the best

was most likely to come from telling it all.
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"This drone," he said, "this one good brave drone, sticks it in so far,

whiih is exactly what nature demands, we must suppose, that then he cannot

get it back."

"What?"

"No, Donnerwetter, he can't pull out! The queen has hooks, or

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

stuck. When he does insist, when he has to pull away, you won't believe it,

his good organ is ripped right out of him. He has to leave it behind. His

manhood! Gone. All gone."

i "And him? What happens then? To him?"

! "Oh, he dies. Of course! He is gone. He fells to earth."

"The poor creature," she said. But she could not help it. Against her

will, Klara's mouth pulled into a smirk, then slipped over to a smile. Once

begun, she had to laugh. Then, she could not stop. Never before had Alois

heard her laugh so long.

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

was over six months into her pregnancy, but they made love that night. Alois

had known more than one woman who could even give you a good piecec of

Mar> 08 2004 06:07PM P13
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the; real business in that very last week before she would pop out someone

else’s baby. But that had hardly been the case with Klara. On this night,

however, she was different. It was equal to her best.

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

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

thqt first fabulous flight. Over the next few weeks and into June, she could

have five or six more lovers. That would store enough semen in her ovaries

to lay thousands, then tens of thousands of eggs, one each to every cell

among those thousands of cells, and continue to do so until cold weather
|

came. Then this cycle could be repeated for as much as three years to come.

(AU that wealth of impregnation derived from no more than five or six

copulations!) This meant that for the rest of her life, she would have no more

to do with drones, but would be feeding honey and pollen to the pupae she

had created while her court, her own worker females, followed her with

devotion, capping cells of bees yet to be bom with a mysterious wax

substance they made from the pollen of the May flowers, a wax that no

chemist could duplicate in the laboratory, No, he did not describe how

devotedly the Queen would have to work for the rest of her life, and he
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that before

this little Adolf, was a hint short of breath himself^himself. Over the years, 

But now, finding a

Once they began to talk, however, Alois wa^-sWTsupptyrng /^dFs

word. In turn, Alois, irot-at-aU fiTTfie habit of spending time or thought on 

----------- ------- -—-------- Zl
long the boy was twice breathless and not dari-ns/to lag behind by a step 

he had packed enough rheumatism into his knees and enough constriction
--- 1 1

a? 4
to move£Sere-sJ

-25-

his lungsm
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stimulus to his legs. He wasjxrpleased(|SaJ Adi had wished to go with

aiC-e. z04>r-^y
him. Indeed, he was almost efoseWtynis own feelings. It was not hi^/nabit 

to venture over tofsentiments about his younger children, indeed, he had 

never considered fatherhood as a subject of personal interes^certainly ne£7 

until a child was old enough to work by his side. Now, most unexpectedly, 

he felt an-uncommefi sense of mystery in the/presence of his boy.

unprecedented. He actually wished to enlist the admiration of th^ little 

creature trotting along next to him.

That desire was already fulfilled. A-good part of lh5=sefftTffient~wgs

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 ij^the child's scale of measurement

u>t
and—no other wor<^

than the awe jfeaJfi{feat? filled the tones^Zf 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, e

^gTven theAvaythat Alois j£his-turr? pronounced the name of the Emperor.)

How ^(wanted to please Alois! At the commencement of the walk,

ilence had been formidable, asd it remained so until Adi found a few

words. "Have there always been bees?" he asked at last. It was a simple

question but Fortuitous. It came just before they would have remained

mute for the rest of the walk.
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'Yes. Always^beesiHh^obsbty’^Hrrng-as^anythmg, Bees," he

amended, "have been on our fine earth for a very long time.

back, Father?""So

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' pewers- 

of exposition. "Yes, I would say, the answer i^way-baek. 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-tho-theft/"I have read that already, 

from the time of the Bronze Age, we were all eating honey, yes, and I can

Linz museum, that speak of howm the Middle Ages, beekeeping was

say for certain that I have seen drawings andidldpoemsGighTthereln^e^'X^
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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 exertementat the fact of the 

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, 

<nd4»dHStFy^ourious-W-Qrd7 He felt as if he half-knew it. No question of 

conversation itself, and desperation that he might not be able to keep-gemg-.
■x H lc.L $

So many unfamiliar words were coming into his mind at once. OvcMhe- 

assed he had been standing under the walnut tree near their -summecqus
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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^ust-listeoedr

"They had," said Alois, "no hives in the Middle Ages. Beekeepers 

already, yes, but they had to go out hunting Ter where they could find some 

bees^ ^here-dfryoTTfind thfem-around here?* Where else? In hollow trees.

Locate the (tree, and then grab asamuch-as you can of the honey before they 

stung your head off. That was how they must have done it them. Aod-therr 

|hey also had to get the wax. This beeswax was so important. Ge^fbeeswax 

.aed you can have light in your hut. Every night. Candles! But, oh, they 

had to pay. So many bites. Then along would come their^uke or their
2

A good share. We-ean-fttstaJmagine. -And-whaLwould |fie giye you back?—;

^>aron. If he heard you had(^md-a4et-&Jhoney, you had to pay up te=hter
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ras doing, wasnice strong cross-bow. Why? Because what

Is one thing to sting aThink how crazy

man, but how do you sting a bear? A bear with his fur and sueh=a thick

dangerous. The bears in the forest were ^ke-usjalso looking for honey.

skin. They had to go for the eyes. Even so,the^ear wouldcome looking.

honey if the bear got there first) bwt^ometimes you had bear meat. Once in

Ja, a man needed a cross-bow—to kill the bear. Not so easy to go near

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, Xa marrwould find a treeTready to fall, a 

dead tree with a big hollow in it, and a big swarmofbeesfm the hollow. All 
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clustered together/The good peasant would dare toTake the tree down, tettt 

carefijHy7so~carefUn^^c woulcLta^ not to stir up too much, and^did it in 

the evening, only in the evening cause these little bees are more quiet then,

'ould carry the tree neaiffo their hut, so they

could begin to learn how to get more of the honey."

"What about the bears? Would they come?"

"Yes. The good-fellov/we're talking about wottH/oe ready to kill the

first bear and hang him up near the bees. That other bears away.

Yes, that's how it aS began. ,-Avhat has it become? A profitable 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 hobby. Soon it would be a business, 

he had said. The boy was confused. The_speed(&twhich 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-littk.

^discomfort. "Come," he said, "you sit down." He pointed to an 

available rock, then sat next to him on another rock..

I
"You must understand," he new said,<=these-^vill not be fairy-tales for 

us. Honey is sweet, but bees are not^sosweet. They-can-bgT'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-th^cokrny must survive.

Nobody can dare to be lazy inside fee 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?" Htfknew the answer.

^killed. GATlof them. Once a year, right about now—just after 

summer they are gotten rid of. -GoofeTirktatiee. 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^orow-hsstlfJ get rid of the cripples early.

As they rested, however, Alois' mindAvheeled back into JffCsiience?

He was full of fe&&./Ttwas not intense 5 yet it seemed to live everywhere

within him on this Sunday morning, a^mptex and confusing cloud holding

b knew he was directly afraid of being cheated bymany

Der Alte. Alois had understood what the neighboring peasants were 

-^STto say. They had praised Der Alte, they had echoed each other 

speaking of his vast knowledge on this subject^/Yet Alois could serrse-whaP—-

Sice^JJe-h&d-heanlJno great allegiance to the man himself.

One neighbor even whispered, "You can trust him^yesTl think so," but 
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Alois neither liked nor trusted this neighbor, and-hedcnew-thaCthe neighbor 

This was but one part-eTthedear. If the fine and attractive location of 

the farm had been the -bestd’easonfor its purchase, the-worst had-beetrthe' 

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 too late

to start the winter colony. He was not all thaHhmttramwitlyfhis aspect of 

restricted. He had to buy and buy soon. He might have to pay whatever 

unnatural price was-dskedforthe^eessar^ stock and materials^=where-else 

feh the same way about him.

apiculture,-andme knew—he had delayed too long, and^so his choices were 
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as a horse-on-a-stick out-inhad dabbled in this bee business, treat!

a’ littleTown^t walking distance from Braunau, a place he could go to in the 

evening to get a rest from the tavern and ^1 his fellow officers, or be able to l71

ot to have to watch everyone going to church— -take-off on a Sunda1

a diversion, he had thought. But then he had had one near disaster. On a 

went. I-f-that^was-a-fear^fthe peasants laughing at him again^fwas nothis

prime uneasiness. He could not quite admit it to himself featthe last time he

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

^Length on the subject./Given his lack of education, no one could claim to 

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 JteHithisman, Der Alte, ofthe-many-stings he had taken/bnhTsliandsand

Jhen his knees and howgeed-that had ubsequently proved ferdbe stiffness 

in his joints, yes, ^acquired over the years of standing at Customs posts.

¥esrhe-would-b^ready to impress Der Alte with his knowledge of bee 

venom and the degree to which diseases in ancient Egypt v^re(treated \vith—

zrt^dEfewould 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.

conversation with DerBut was he really prepared to enter

Alte? -New^he”regretted”bringing Adolf with him. Alois even felt trapped f

4-^-^
to the definite degree that he had spoken so

for choice. He had to start beekeeping, 

tHLshe^woulckbecome aware of the fear he had now developed in his heart 

the subject^feat-he had lost^tVroom

that this might not be, no, not when you got down to itj^this might not be the 

next step to take.
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As-Fhayg^keady(jndicated, Magnus Gerucheles, Der Alte Zauberer, 

was one of ours. I have called him a pensioner and that is accurate. In recent 

years, we have rarely used him ^d^nefitshehasreceived from us have

>m time to timewith some added

perception s/a^immon^-evenstaudard^practice -for angelsand 

demons alike—-we look to rejuvenate faded loyalties with such a gifljl©S 
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(GtfHe4e-ttmeL In turn, our pensioners idoa little work for us. The impulse to

put a spoonful of exquisite honey on Adi's tongue even as he and Alois came

through the door ^ymy suggestion. .Anffthe old doctor did it just as 1

requested. The old doctor. I even call him that. It is one of his least

attractive vanities. (He will insist that he is an honored and learned university

graduate.) I have heard hin/on separate occasions/speakyof his years at

Heidelberg, Leipzig, Gottingen, Vienna,^hnd Benin, none of whose great

schools he attended. Indeed, only Heidelberg and Gottingen were gvgr

honored with a visit. Our old and learned doctor is a fraud, a half-Jewish

Pole from Lvov, of no certified upper education who has, nonetheless, and

much through his own efforts, acquired the verbal skills and superior manner 

^ofTmhdvanceduhtveFSity-gradtiate. If he has chosen in his old age to live
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^0Fe/jike-afi^^unk^£»fl-deeteF0fphitose^iy, an odd choice since in

fact he does not drink, he is attracted all the same to many of the slovenly/^

C ^-even-debased, habits of old sots. His clothes are filthy. Even his long woolen

cap manages to be fiill of soup stainsfand his white beard is stained with

nicotine. odors we work so

ofteu(to suppress in our clients. Moreover, to put 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/his devoted image of himself as someihrowback to a court

jester (for he sits in his hut, winter or summer, swathed in an old cape full of

bright coloisa fool's motley.) One could hardly expect him to be
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impressive in appearance, yet he is. Undeniably, he is. His eyes are 

extraordinary, blue as the coldest skies of the north, yet full of merry lights-as

every trick he hajte^er learned an(Hs©3ias4eaaed=mafiy.'

Alois, who had encountered hundreds of people a day for forty years,

was hardly to be surprised anyon^He=had,jpr that matter, vfftuaUy—-------

A 7^-

developed a-wholly-supcriorhabit-ofcaptiiring(ihe first moment^just about

every passing htimaireHeountcr^^urists^nd newcomertahko,Travellers

were not prepared for the phenomenon of meeting a Customs official who 

authority. Yet there he w;possessed

4_t

desk, still-bearing fhe strength of his peasant roots, yet offering 

his uncanny likeness to Franz Josef. The first moment, therefore, almost ,

/\i
always belonged to Alois.^Few were prepared for the intelligence that stood
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out in his immediate glance. "Try to fool me—you will fail!" was the 

unmistakable message.

That may have been one reason I gave the order to Der Alte to meet 

then(atthedoor with that spoonful of honey, then insert it without leave or
i

mouth. Whatever Alois had been preparinghesitation into the boy's small

once! No=affeHo4ttmselfj5nly a superior smile from Der Alte and-the-most

eomfortableTCcegmtion that this small house, this enlarged and piss-soaked 

hut, worse than an abode of fifteen cats and their leavings, was nonetheless

Der Alte’s place and he was happy in it, and, I wdlsay/ciiabolically 

lave been this. So rude, a«d so gracious. All at

unembarrassed.
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/one

man,4he sarne nitensity of admiration @eed?that Alois had eiyoyed-receivmg—

was feeling-aH-daringifieir walk together. -Evefl-as 

-n
Moreover, J^^iadwon the boy over. It had taken no more than

stroke./Smsnow perceived a look of admiration in Adi's eyes forthi^old 

a ridiculous sentiment, (he reacted as if Der Alte had stolen something from

him.

Now they sat down. The old man fuss most skillfully at

some tea. To Alois' further discomfort, the procedure was courtly. A very 

old gentleman, or even a very old lady, might have been showing him how

P
little he knew—after all these years’- of th^elegance of a tea ceremony f)

Or
between absolute strangers. {Qfcourse<thisold sorcerer was always at his

most intimidating when^edtnew?! was in the offing.)



FROM :JMU8RDCRAFT FAX NO. :17186243782 Mar. 12 2004 06:18PM P4

Bk 3 Feb 04-1 icmp printing cc ch25-6 second pass 3/12/04 320

Which, 1 can suggest, is one of the several reasons I do not like him.

For all his gifts, real and counterfeit, he has never accomplished as much for

us as I had anticipate^ and ibr a time I had expected he would become one of

my prize clients. He certainly did not have to end as a bizarre, impossible,

smelly hermit with an immense reputation for dealing with hordes of bees in a

pretty little comer of Austria, so filled already with its pretty little comers. I

had lost valuable standing with the Maestro by remarking to him (too soon^^

mdeed^ftecades 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, te(hadsettled for much too little as far as I 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 cupj^ a
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most subtle form of reproof, they began at last to talk about the reason for the 

visit.

Alois, mvariably-eonfidcnwf dominating the onset of a conversation 

with mrmne out of ten men or women newly met, had developed an unhappy 

verbal encounter even when, on rare occasions such as this, he knew 

that he was overmatched. He was locked fiHhd habit.

habit oeriofthis very confidence. He would, by now, take the first step in any

So he began by citing Pliny and Galen, Charlemagne, and Ivan the

Terrible, even as he had planned in advance. He spoke, he believed, most

movingly of [those 4reat monarchs and/faedievd geniuses who looked to deal 

with grievous ailments fee-which/others could find no cure. It was not, he 

would vouchsafe, that he, personally, had suffered inhumanly from gout or
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rheumatism, merely, you could say,me had felt the hint of future miseries, bat 

ch^hadalso learned a great deal from Gneparticular occasion. He had been 

-prey-to—"and wftl freely admit, respected Doctor Magnus"—prey to an

unprecedented attack, "just one time, many bites to the knees which I could

recognize

my rheumatism. At that point, I would have given much to be a medical 

scientist for I would have begun research on die^ubject. I am even 

sufficiently confident of myself to believe I would probably have made 

significant discoveries."

"Just so," said Der Alte, "you might, you might veryweiThave^because 

indeed, dear sir, what you then believed was there to be discovered had

indeed been detected by no less a figure ths .ikomsky back in 1864, thirty-
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two years ago when you were still a young man, and I might also mention

sitwasyourvciyrjwn—wheh Herr Terc came forth with tiunirost serious 

chemical studies on 

'valuable cures. The-onty-remainifig-diffieultyrin-this^na^^ 

innumerable obstaclesdnthe way of administeririgtreatment. We are still 

looking for propef^KKlestowarddirecringiieiee^-cfficacTOus-afeas-an ilhe 

affected body. It is rumored that the Chinese"—now with a melting look 

(designed most shamelessly to add to the mutual delight that existed 

earth from us, jilave you heard?1

already between him and the boy) he added^fwholive on the other side of the 

C Lcka'b- 
Herr Terc who put the crowning cap orr^asShesi^^s^ityoar=privay 
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Adi nodded solemnly. He had'mdee^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^him) on the far-off

placement of India and China ia-Asiar

WatchfOfficer Herr Hitler, it is said that these Chinese employ the stings of

needles to alleviate gout, an excellent solution I would think, since the least

attractive aspect of my beloved bees is their eagerness to sting when

jnoredhait

for their quickly^

Alois sensed that he would do well to leave this topic beforp^was

■- The tea had left a 
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4 
most penetrating aroma in his nostrils whicl^vas curiously compatible with

the urine. Needless to say, he would have preferred a good swallow of beer,

-A p^p «

should it come to pumping-adev^repared remarks into forcefill statement,

bttPSeFAkc-was-givmghim-nosuch-oppommityr-Atlofthrs^HHkstitl^'

"I cannot," he remarked, "begin to call you my/friend as yet, for I do 

not know yoi^ only ^y your finereputation. Word of your former most

iso­
respected position Ms-preceded our meeting. Your father," he now said to

Adi, "is well-regarded by all, but"—and he was now back again with Alois—

"I am still ready to call you my friend because I feel in myself an imperative

to warn you and to counsel you. I have great respect for you, yes, dear sir,

but, oh, there is much to learn about these bees and their good keeping." He 
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sighed with a sound of woe as physically intimidating 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."

"No, tell me, good Doctor, you must tell hie what you think," said

Alois, his voice most normal (to the degree he could command it) but his

nostrils 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.

"Given your gracious permission, I would say that I must caution you

about this honorable and honest desire you have^atpresent to enter the 

endless vagaries of apiculture. fi^s-scd^hsf^snnutatioHs. It is^a vocation."IS

He nodded. He turned again to Adi as if the boy was one more equal, yes, all
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three sitting there as equals. "You, little fellow," Der Alte said, "you, who

looks so smart, are you smart enough to know what a vocation might be?"

"No," said Adi? pfiaybe I do, yes, almost.'

'You do. You know it even before yoiyknow it/That is the first sign

of a truly intelligent person, not so?" The sound of "nicht war?" vibrated into

the/pltof Adi's stomach.

because othcrs liave-ioki^;ou to-^feit7

"A vocation," said Der Alte, "is not something you^n^do^^l

no choiccbuHtr give all you have to doing what is-new so important fer you,

ve a vocation when there is

__ ___

^-''WcUylwouldHiot^sMadispHte-yoiiFdcainedwoFdsT^'atdAlrm?;'
iI

'lbutsuFelyonC'can-keep:a7hive-withQUt-buiidi»» t ~f wl t-Uj 1*1 CT3j73 11 ■ HIMil i
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small hasiness?*'

Heartbreak or happiness. Nothing between!" He nodded with all the

profundity of a great and learned doctoi

risks that await yon, the di id mortal enemies that surround our delicate

iving in honey. I can tell you of onefspider who is evil, nothing les;

snsconces itself in the perfumed cavern itself.

There it waitsIt activates die scent of the flower by stirring

11 <■ r j ■- —-------- ----- - - - - -_______________ "

Tt will neve^be that way," said Per Alte. "Thatmuch I can promise

-“Well; I would not wish to dispute your learned words," said Alois,

{It is asIfalTthe creatures of nature, large and small, are jealous of their

roe made/gware of the

’W^treTy one can keep a hivewithout building a monastery to enshrine it.

/) T
Whycan it notbe/a seriousbut modest investment for a/retired man i
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within se-featdts own ddor is overcome by the elixir of the petals. What

then? It waits. When the pear forager-bee, this sweet hard-working female

with undeveloped ovaries—only the Q teen is complete in that

i

compartment^—ffieseother females are there to work for the length of their

short lives, to clean house, to serve the Queen's court, or to forage^-and here^

^js^this poor forager. It smells the inimi able redolence of the flower's cavern,

it enters to pick up it^fitt/6fnectar and pollen and is;assassinated(bythe 

spider. But^socnielly. FirsHbisjiaralyzed by the^ting, ttes?=as it lies there

numb and incapable of saving itself,$J«^piderproceeds to sip and to gnzzle -

leftjiy the dry whisper of a hull, a husk, spider goes to the actual labor of
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ejecting the remains from the flower, after which, 
^^2
fupposeoi it ensconces

itself in all the bliss of a successful destroyer’s sleep."

Adi would dream for weeks to come of the bee, the flower, and the

soft throat. igain, our forager is paralyzed. The wastfin complete 

---------- ——----------------
spider. So would Aloisf But there was more to come. Der Altemad a good

_______
deal to say about the bee-wolf afbrute of a wasp who would eateh-the 

honeybee^the moment ofahghting on a flower, andlfie bee^volf, "so 

appropriately named," would always go for the throat. e honeybee has a

command of what it knows ^erywelfhow to do0 then proceeds to squeeze the

has taken into herself.

itW39Mit)ofher mouth into th^bee-wolP^ Is that

enough? No. This predator then brings the stricken little victim to his nest,
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but wholly paralyzed other bees, and proceeds^r+wistftSunrtia

egg becomes a larva

44Ay^itmaiKjges=te=€©nsHHae every last one of the suspended but living 

eaten. How? What can preserve them? 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 (Sverthe that the progeny—-thatene~

corpses arranged for its tidy growth. The victims do not die. They wait to be 

and-begm^tc> eat its way up^into becoming another wasp, another bee-wolf.

ictinip. I can vouchsafe thSWien
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"I have offered these two exceptional examples as lively examples of 

the perils in the life of any colony you may hope to protect,but there are so

many enemies. oiernundanertheTYionrextensivei

Skunks will fret their claws on the front wall of a hive until the

are swallowed en masse. Toadsguardian beesfeome forth to repel him,

wait beneath to pick up the droppings. Spiders/wrap individual webs around

each bee they net. Ants anfrnriee are eaeh capable -separatelyof invading 

your hiveZ I have seen some hi ever my own, where the bees must

tolerate the ants, (surrender a part of their space, provided the ants do not

attack the brood. IHs-even-worsratir^^ee. They loot the combs amUe^ 

honey stored in them, (theyinhabit the hive^nd construct a big nest for 

themselves. Even when the bestfof our home guard decide to attack the
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mouse, tirat-fiving-menster, am

■him/to deafly what can they do with that huge-corpse?-'Reft’>re-it^airrot;jthey

'Certainly," said Alois. “

^o-I-havenot discouraged^you-properly^

^'Not-yet. live by the law of averages/1 /Z<a

iphtenyou?" asked the old man of the boy.u

^e‘no33e3^but then he

"You have a splendid son," said Der Alte.

eover it over with their own-bees' ceiuerri

y.
Alois was ready to agree for the first time that this might be a£ej#

Z>7 p z,

in stinging

possibility. How nice it was to learn on this Sunday that his little Adolf was
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more than a bed-wetter tnuFarunny^nosoland might even be the equal of Alois

Junior one of these days.

it| Why Jgsock-dosstfa potential customer's desire to invest?

■J

Toolrknew peoplfrwell. I le could -

ow^that the more he discourages me, the more 1 will be

deiemi

wanj^^^^fflse^n^fmassailabiepride. I do not give way to

But thoughts of Alois, Junior.^reminded him of what might <be-w?0»g- 

3s/better than others, decided Alois. "He knows that I am a
p <!/ Tfex k'-tS

made no/sensed H^hhviousTy neededthemoney Jffe-certainly knew-enough Y'

on Der Alte. The old he
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was twice breathless/fiottile walking at so good a pace thatnames

to ^Fbehind by a step or a word. In turn, Alois, not at all in the habit of

Once they began to talk, Alois
5"eS>

fnew

spending time or thought on this littleAdolf, was a hint short of breath
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a subject of persona] interest, certainly not until a child was old enough to

most unexpectedly, he felt.work wifh-hnn.

in the presence of the boy. This was unprecedented. He actually wished to

impress/the little creature>nexttohim?

Sdi’s excitement.

large was his recognition of the size, the-power and—no other word—the

■One/good part ofjfijs sentiment w;

cat-being with-him. Finally -he=was/fnthe company oFhis FATHER—JusLsai

5
immanence of the big inannexHcfmm. Alois was larger at that moment in 

the child’s scale of measurement than the nerve that filled the^sstmeS-tones 

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

striding bcsido-hiffi^qifite an equal in emanative force to Jehovah (or Franz-
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Josef, for that matter, given the way that AloisTpronounccd the name of the

How he wanted to please Alois! At the be^nmng^ofthewaik, the 

'Have there always been bees?" he asked at last. It was a simple question but 

it came just before they would have tinned (mute over the rest of the walk.

for aflong time.

Then they do go far back, Father?'

Alois gave him an encouraging pat on the back. The boy's -few-werds 

silence had been formidable and(remained so until Adi pmncdTherpnmp-.

would say, way back. ZSorJoorhave^veTaoked^geHhejrfooRey.-FoF-a

Yes. ^Probably as longas anything. Bee^have ^een on our foie earth 

had-actuaHyfserved to activate^afrof Alois' powers of exposition. "Yes, I
be ’-t-i,
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Middle Ages, beekeeping was already an industry.

s&ekefof a swori-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

had been standing under the walnut tree^when a gale of wind came by like the 

liven how fast Alois could still walk s breath was

lungs in a unique mixture of excitcmen^and dcsperatiori^So many unknown 

1 11 --------------------------------
expressiens-were-amvifigiihis mind at once. ^Summer just passed he

long-time. Some-people lliink that already from the time of the Bronze Age,

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

"They had," said Alois, "no hives in the Middle Ages. Beekeepers

already, yes, but they had to go out hunting for where they could fin

Where else do you find bees jn-natme? (Where else? In hollow trees. -That~

- was-fl-Stary. Locate the tree, and then grab as much as you can of the honey'

Andthcwa^lf^Hfsbceswax was soimportant. Get the beeswax andjiave

light in your hu^©very night. Candles! T^pjek^spthat-waxitncbhoiiUFr-they

had to pay. WrtHjifeS7-4\4aiiy^it^ Then along would

comethc fluke o<6aron. If he heard you cd found thisTioney, you had to

'ks> 41 v\u^* A t !*<■ £*< y

(Qp-Wgood share^ And what would he give youback?—a nice strong cross-
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bow. Why? Bccausc^(was dangerous. The bears in the forest were-sftso 

sting a man, but/^bear? Abear with his fur and^hick skin. They had to go 

for the bp^s eyes <arrd_even so, the bear would come looking. Ja, you deeded 

Book3 Feb041—temp fax copy 3/9/04 second pass

first, but sometimes you had bear meat. Once in a while,/hear meat and 

looking for honey. Think how crazyThosTbees^would-get. (ft is one thing to 

a cross-bow—to kill the bear. Not so easy to ge^fioncy then if the bear 

honey."

Adi's breath w;

wandering through a small wood, and he was looking for a bear.

"Sometimes," said Alois, 'Jthey(wouM find a tree ready to fall, a dead

tree with a big hollov^ Se^nanyfbees were in the hollow^./fh^goUdpeasant

|but«r care e would try not to stir up toowoul
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much, and -thetfin the evening, only in the evening cause theseJittle bees are

near to their hut, so they could-startmore

rthnscrbeesand learn a little^-

"What about the bears?*' *^7

"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, ^garnet a hobby. But sbon it would be a

/W7 ^Z^z
business, (fheboy 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^fnore

question;

Abruptly, bvcn-surprisetHcrnottc^Adi's-disconTfort, Alois stopped,

7t < 
^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 are riG ’̂airy-tales we-aiq

begmnffig. Honey is sweet,butbee|)^an be cruel to each other .^o you

know why?"

"No," said Adi. His eyes wer&alight. "Please, you must tell me why,

Father."

'Because they obey one law. A singlefaw. This law takes care of

everything. It isXhat the colony must survive. Nobody can dare to be lazy
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inside the colony." He paused. J1fixeept/for tlie^roues. Thej^serve their one

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

"Are they killed?" He knew the answer,

they are gotten rid of. Good riddance. No charity." He began to lang

Yes^H of them. Once a year, right about now—just after summer

the home of the bees, there are no good Christians. No charity-^Nsthrng^of-

-the=sert. You ewmot/nnd one bee in^hive who is too weak to work. They ft

;et rid of the cripples early.

As they rested, however, Alois’ mind >ack into/Siilence. He was

full of fear. It was not/fitense/y^eveiywhere within hini^a^impteunx]

■HSimany shapes at once. He^aFdirectly 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-aft 

allegiance to the man himself. One neighbor even whispered, "You can trust 

him, yes, I think so," but Alois di

That was (6art of the fear. If the fine and attractive location of the farm 

had been the best reason for tes 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

delayed^AJongj^is choices were restricted. He had to buy and buy soon.

was not akogefteraHienwith this aspect of apiculture, and nertaUe-had^

echoed each other fa ^p^king of his vast knowledge on this subject, and^et

Mcould sense what was not in their voice. Aloiseouldliear/fuTgreat 

all of August was gone- -NowOHnigh ate to start the winter colony. He
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materials—where else could he go this late in the season, without being ekl-

He might have to pay whatever^price was asked for the necessary stock and

Leltrf up^ wherever he wen^That=wasrfcrsurefafear of the peasants laughing at

him again?ejteepHie4atew-diat was not his prime uneasiness. He could not

(just as a horse-on-a-stick out in a/town at walking distance from Braunau, a

quite admit it to himself but the last time he had dabbled in^he bee business,

place he could go to in the evening to get a rest from the tavern opalstron a-

Sunday so as not to have to watch everyone going to church, he had one-near

that he decided afterward he must have been poking about inadvertently in

whaHmgfrirbe 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 white

Now, he (finew a good deal more. He had been reading at length on the

^working with a hive.

subject, and, ven 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 tvashis fear?

But he knew. He could tellj^y the way he was preparing in advance to

lell-thestory^f the many stings he had taken on his hand^and then his knees

and how good that hadjproved later for the stiffness in his joints, acquired w

ie years of standing at Customs posts. Yes, he wasjfeady to impress Der

Alte with his knowledge of bee venom and-hev(7diseases5^^twere

treated with it. He would also speak of Pliny and Galen. Great doctors.



FROM :JMUORDCRAFT FAX NO. 117186243782 Mar-. 09 2004 01:10PM P13

Book3 Fcb041—temp fax copy 3/9/04 second pass 315

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 ofterionthe

They too knew to mak^omfrnents from bee venom and bee honey.

Charlemagne and Ivan the Terrible hadhad^^hcfionsofthc joints and

had had such pain eliminated, or so it was reputed, by bee
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years, we have rarely used him and'jWbcnefits he has received from us have

been We provide him from time to time wil

umdesfebBtrnonethd added sensitivity to his fwg perceptions, a common,

even standard, practice/f^angels and demons alike—we look to rejuvenate
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an honored and

Heidelberg and Gottingen were even honored with a visit. 'fere old and

learned doctor is a fraud, a half-Jewish Pole from Lvov, of no certified upper

Qin his old age shoseirto live more like an old drunk than a doctor of

us. 'fee fasteo^exquisite honey on Adi's tongu^as he and Alois came through

the door was by=way-o£^direct suggestion from mc^LalCTted4he^ld~t^g^g^

education who has^ionetheless^andmuch through his own cffortycquired the

verbal skills and superior manner of an advanced university graduateL^Shas

^neoffiisTeast attractive vanitie

most learned university graduatJ-Q! have

heard him on separate occasions speak of his years at Heidelberg, Leipzig,

Gottingen, Vienna, and Berlin, none of v^jeh^eattendedTlIndeed, only
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philosophy, an odd choice since in fact he does not drink, but-is attracted te- 

many of the slovenly, even debased, habits of old sots. His clothes are filthy*,- 

’^STsfiiswEite^eard^fained^pk? with nicotinejnd/he-hasJpne of those 

unhappy body odors we^2ourbest-fHsuaHyvrith4aGk-of^suGges^to suppress 

in our clients. Moreover,!® put no pretty word on it, he is incontinent^ and so

ki $ 

summer, swathed in an patches offcolor in a fool's

motley. With^n-ofthaish0G&uld4iaidh^be^impressiveinappearance, yet he

-isr/His eyes are extraordinary, blue as the coldest skies of the north, yet full

as somelhrowbackto a Geun^jeste/for he sits in his hut, winter or

Nonetheless, he is striking. Ifedong stocking caj^/fu^sense-o^himself-

flu's clothes ana his furnishings have/ag the astringent authority of old urine.
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of merry lights as if he adored every trick he had ever learned and he 

learned many.

Alois, who had encountered hundreds of people a day for forty years, 

was hardly to be surprised by anyone,and had^viriualhfcleveloped a wholly

t'A j
superior habit of winning (the first moment efneasWevery passing human

encountersmeepeoplefwerenot^e^bS prepared for the phenomenon of

almost always belonged to Alois. Few were prepared for the intelligence that

Ua-J t

stood out in hg^es. | "Try to fool me—you will fail!" was thew unmistakable

message.
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That may have been one reason I gave the order to Der Alte to meet

this. So rude, and so gracious;all at once! No offer to himself, only a

superior smile from Der Alte and the most comfortable recognition that this 

small house, this enlarged and piss-soaked 1st)-worse than an abode of fifteen 

cats and their leavings, was nonetheless Der Alte's place and he was happy in 

it, and, say, diabolically unembarrassed.

Moreover, he had won the boy overwtfra-strofeer Aloi^perceived theI
-same look of admiration in Adi's eyes for this old man^hatheras the fathu,

•bad-enjoyed all during their wall), (jSSSja/en as hedecogmize
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ost skillfully at making some tea.Now they sat down. The old m

gentleman, or even a very old lady, showing him how little he

knew—after all these years!—of how-to-commence-a^visflanctoffcra-small 

tea ceremony between absolute stranger^but4hen,/ftu?old sorcerer was 

always at his best and wwat intimidating when he sensed I was in the offing.

Which, I can suggest, is one of theieasons I do not like him. For all

his gifts, real and counterfeit, he has never accomplished as much for

case, for me, since he was once-one-ofcmv-pHze-efents^as 1 had

anticipated. He|<fidnothave to end as a bizarreympossibl^ smelly hermit

with an immense reputation for dealing with hordes of bees in a pretty little

comer of Austria, so filled already with/pretty little comers. I had lost
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valuabe standing with the Maestro speakingto him too soon, indeed, tteedes

for us in this young half-Polish, half-

Jewish Magnus, a real pagan with the ladies in his early days, yes, he had 

settled for much too little/as far as I was concerned.

Once they had taken their tea, Der Alte in little sips, and Alois in three 

scalding gulps which enabled his host to pour him another cup in a most

subtle form of reproof, they began at last to talk about the pi Mne visit.

Alois, invariably confident of dominating the onset of a conversation

out of ten newly met, had developed an unhappy habit

out of this very confidence. He would, by now, take the first step in any such 

verbal encounter even when, on rare occasions such as this, he knew that he

was overmatched. He waslocke^^thehabit.
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So he started, hv speaking-efPliny and Galen, Charlemagne^and Ivan 

the Terrible, even as he had planned in advanc&j^ he spoke, he believed, 

most movingly of those great monarchs and medieval geniuses who Ukedto 

deal with grievous ailments for which others could find no cure. It was not, he 

would vouchsafe, that hejsuffered ^svmssWfroni gout or rheumatism, 

merely, you could say,(the hint of future begmmagfvbut he hadfearned a

great deal from tke^ccasioiTw^mhe had-severed—^an^^wiiTfreely admit,

respected Doctor Magnus’’—fr®w(an unprecedented attack, "just one time,

hef thereaft mmencementof my

rheumatism. I wish $t that point. a medical scientist for I would

research on the subject. I am even ^sufficiently confident ofhave'entei

many bites to the knees

iscoveries."
p/^»

myself to believe I wouldfhave madi
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"Just so," said Der Alte, "you might, you might very well have, because

when you were still

tential for such' •es. ThC

only remaining difficulty in this matter is, of course, the innumerable

the bee to efficacious areas on the affected body.

It is rumored that the Chinese"—now with a melting look

AmufuaTdelight that existed already between him and the boy) he added, "who

I
on the other side of the earth from us, have you heard?"

chemical studies on bee veno

indeed, dear sir, what you behevedsfhcrcto be discovered has (indeed been

'discovered by no one less fhan Likomsky back in 1864, thirty-two years ago

k Z I /------- ------------------------------ r? 
obstaclesfgthc^adimimste^a^te^ffi^^e are still looking forfnodes

came forth with the most seriouscrowning cap on this thesi^w
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and China/

"Yes, in that far-off near-mythical land of China, esteemed Finance-

Watch Officer Herr Hitler, it is said that

needles to alleviate gout, an excellent solution I would think, since the least

attractive aspect of my beloved bees is their eagemess to sting when

or their honey^aathcr tfiatr

-martyfed^BHitytodefend themselves.

Alois sensed that he would do well to slink away from tin’s topic X

most penetrating

compatible with the urine.aroma in his nostrils which was

school house ^hen Fraulein Wemerlinstnicted the geography class

Adi nodded solemnly. He had indeed heard of the Chinese fiThisone^

room

improperly approached, yes,
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Needless to say, he would have preferred som^Seerttrpump a-fowof his

opportunity,

you my friend as yet, for I do not

5
prepared remarks into forceful statement, but Der Alt him no such

he remarked,

respected position has preceded our meeting. Your father," he now said to

Adi, "is'^nosf well-regarded by all, but"—and he was now back again with

Alois—"I am still temp^^call you my friend because I feel in myself the

imperative to warn you and to counsel you. I have great respect for 

sir, but, oh, there is sb much to learn about these bees and their good

keeping," and/hc sighed with a sonn^of woe asf^sanan^an^physically

you,[Hear

intimidating as any of a number of less poetic bodily sounds.
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of an intolerable sense of woe or whether a frue burden was about to be lifted.

^romlrn.

I must caution you about this honorable and

to enter the endless perrnntattons-and vagaries ofhonest desire you

apiculture./it is a vocation." He nodded. He turned again to Adi as if the
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"said, “whMooksso smart, are you smart enough to know what a vocation

can-mean?"

"No," said Adi, "but4thml<fdo, yes, almost."

"You do. You know itfiefore you know it. That is the first sign of a

truly intelligent person, not so?" The sound of "nicht war?" vibrated into the

pit of Adi's stomach. Nefelfjnorethan-comfortabl&with the-enriuns-odors

'-ffoitday^tTrTearTfrhfsfrose-

-isrteld-tetyoir^otheFs to do it. No, you have a vocation when there is no

choice but to give all you have got to doing what is'so important for you to

do."
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"Well, I would not wish to dispute your teamed words," said Alois, 

"but surely one can keep a hive fjtrlwH without building a monastery Jpetrnd-
AtC I'L <2-*^ 4-C^y

wltaU-see-astaserious but modest investment for a retired man in a very 

small business."

"It will never be that way," said Der Alte. ’’^nnrelrasThafTcan
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Already, as I have more than indicated, Magnus Genicheles, 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 time to time, we provide him with some

added intuition to his perceptions, a practice common to angels and demons

alike—we look to revive faded loyalties with such a gift. In turn, our
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pensioners will do a little work for us. The impulse to put a spoonful of

exquisite honey on Adi's tongue even as he and Alois came through the door

was entirely by my suggestion. For certain, the old doctor did it just as 1

requested. The old doctor. I even call him that. It is one of his least

attractive vanities. (He will insist that he is an honored and learned university

graduate.) I have heard him speak on separate occasions of his years at

Heidelberg, Leipzig, Gottingen, Vienna, Salzberg, and Berlin, none of whose

great 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 from Lvov, of no certified upper education who has, nonetheless, and

much through his own efforts, acquired the verbal skills and superior manner

of a Doctor of Philosophy. If he has chosen in his old age to live like a
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confirmed drunk, an odd choice since in feet he does not drink, he is attracted

all the same to many of the slovenly habits of old sots. His clothes 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 work so carefully to suppress in

our clients. To put 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 kind of

throwback 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.
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His eyes are extraordinary, blue as the coldest skies of the north, yet full of

merry lights that speak of every trick he has ever learned and they are many.

Alois, who had encountered hundreds of people a day for forty years,

was hardly to be surprised by anyone new. For that matter, he had 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 that 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 nis uncanny likeness to Franz Josef. The

first moment, therefore, always be longed 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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That may have been orie reason I gave the order to Der Alte to meet

the father and son at the door with that spoonful of honey, then insert it

without leave or hesitation into the boy’s small mouth. Whatever Alois had

been preparing himself for, hardlyt could it have been this. So rude. So

gracious! All at once! And nothing offered to Alois, only a superior smile

from Der Alte as if his small house, this enlarged and piss-soaked hut, 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 Alte had won the boy over. It had taken no more than

that one stroke. (Plus a dream on the night before.) Alois now perceived a

look of admiration in Adi's eyes for this extraordinary old man. Indeed, the
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boy's eyes were alive with the same intensity of admiration that Alois had

received all along the length of their walk together. He was feeling a

ridiculous sentiment, but he reacted as if Der Alte had stolen something from

him.

Now, they sat down. The old man fussed a little but most skillfully at

preparing some tea. To Alois' further discomfort, the procedure was courtly.

A very old gentleman, or even a very old lady, might have been showing him

how little he knew—after all these years!—of the putative elegance of a tea

ceremony, particularly between absolute strangers. (1 will say that this old

sorcerer was always at his mbst intimidating when I was in the offing.)

Which, 1 can suggest, is one of the several reasons 1 do not like him.

For all his gifts, real and counterfeit, he has never accomplished as much for 
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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, impossible,

smelly hermit with an immense reputation for dealing with hordes of bees in a 

pretty little comer of Austria, so filled already with its pretty little comers. I

had lost valuable standing with the Maestro by remarking to him 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 I 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 cup as a 

most subtle form of reproof, they began at last to talk about the reason for the 

visit.
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Alois, used to dominating the onset of a conversation with any nine out

of ten men or women newly met, had developed an unhappy habit because of

this very confidence. He would, by now, take the first step in any new verbal

encounter even when, on rare occasions such as this, he knew that he was

overmatched. He was locked into his habit.

So he began by citing Pliny and Galen, Charlemagne, and Ivan the

Terrible, just as he had planned in advance. He spoke, he believed, most

movingly of the afflictions of those two great monarchs and the dedication of

those two medical geniuses who looked to deal with ailments so grievous

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
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great deal from a particular occasion. He had been—"and would freely

admit, respected Doctor Magnus"—prey to an unprecedented attack, "just

one time, many bites to the knees which I could recognize subsequently

provided considerable relief to what might have been the commencement of

my rheumatism. At that point, I would have given much to be a medical

scientist for I would have begun research on just this subject. I am even

sufficiently confident of myself to believe I would probably have made

significant discoveries."

"Just so," said Der Alte, "you might, you might very well have done jst

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 
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might also mention Herr Terc who put the crowning cap on what could ave

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 could both be seen by now as 

ailments of the past if not for the innumerable obstacles which 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?"
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Adi nodded solemnly. He had heard of the Chinese, heard of them in

MS One-TOOni school hOUSO during the lour 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 stings of needles

to alleviate gout, an excellent solution I would think, since the least 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-martyred condition when

they seek to defend themselves."

Alois sensed that he would do well to leave this topic. The tea had left
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compatible with the urine. Needless to say, he would have preferred a good

swallow of beer. That might serve to pump a few of his prepared remarks

into forcefill statement, but as of now, this conversation certainly belonged to

Der Alte.

"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 of your

former most respected position proceeds our meeting. Your father," he now

said to Adi, "is well-regarded by all, but"—and he was now back again with

Alois—"I am still ready to call you my friend because I feel in myself an

imperative to warn you and to counsel you. I have great respect for you, yes,

dear sir, but, oh, there is much to learn about these bees and their good
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keeping." He sighed with a sound of woe as physically intimidating 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."

"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 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 was going to be the imposition on his pride?

"Given your gracious permission, I would say that I must caution you

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
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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 time to time, we provide

him with some-iadded intuition tn his perceptions, a

f angelsand demons alike—we look to revive faded loyalties with sttefr^gtfe
' . /z, _ _ Z~

turn, our pensioners will do a little work for us. The impulse to put a

spoonful of exquisite honey on Adi's tongue even as he and Alois came
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through the door was entirely by my suggestion. For certain, the old

doctor did it just as I requested. The old doctor. "call him that. It is

one of his least attractive vanities. (He will insist that he is an honored and

learned university graduate.) I have heard him speak on separate occasions

of his years at Heidelberg, Leipzig, Gottingen, Vienna, Salzberg, and Berlin,

none of whose great 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 fesm Lwvj of no certified upper education who

^3, nonetheless, a&d much through his own efforts. The verbal

skills and superior manner of a Doctor of Philosophy. If he has chosen in

his old age to live like a confirmed drunk, an

same to many of the slovenly habits of

odd choice^since in fact he

does not drink^ he is attracted all the 

old sots. His clothes are filthy. Even his long woolen cap manages to be
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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 ^erh-so=careft±Hy to-suppres? in-our clients. To put 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 kind of

?or he sits in his hut, winter or summer, swathed

expect him to be impressive in appearance, yet he is. Undeniably, he is.

His eyes are extraordinary, blue as the coldest skies of the north, yet full of 

merry lights that speak of cvcry-trick he has eveii^eamed^md they are many

in an old cape full of faded bright colors, a fool's motley$^One could hardly 
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Alois, who had encountered hundreds of people a day for forty years, 

was hardly to be surprised by auy&nefnew. For that matter, he had 

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 thav^egree 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.

That may have been one reason I gave the order to Der Alte to meet 

the father and son at the door with that spoonful of honey, then insert it 
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without leave or hesitation into the boy's small mouth. Whatever Alois had 

been preparing himself for, hardly^ could it have been this. So rude. So 

gracious! All at once! And nothing offered to Alois^onty a superior smile 

from Der Alte as if his small housed this enteged-and piss-soaked hw^ 

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 Alte had won the boy over. It had taken no more than

that one stroke. (Plus^adream on the night before/) Alois now perceived a

look of admiration in Adi's eyes for this extraordinary old man. Indeed, the

boy's eyes were alive with the same intensity of admiration that Alois had

received afroteng^e^length of their walk together, f-fewas -feeUng-a- 
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ridiculous ^ftimeiH/’but he reacted as if Der Alte had stolen something 1

feom-hinr.

Now, they sat down. The old man fussed a little bcttuftost skillfully at

preparing tea. To Alois' further discomfort, the procedure was

courtly. A very old gentleman, or even a very old lady, might have been

showing him how little he knew—after all these years!—of the putative 

elegance of a tea ceremony, particularly between absolute strangers. (I will 

say that this old sorcerer wes=akaawat his most intimidating when I was in 

the offing.)

Which, I can suggest, is one of the several reasons I do not like him.

For all his gifts, real and counterfeit, he has never accomplished as much for 

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, impossible, 



Book 3 ch26 temp printing copy 3/15/04 320

smelly hermit with an immense reputation for dealing with hordes of bees in

a pretty little comer of Austria,^q^llledldready with its pretty little comers.

I had lost valuable standing wrttqfFieMaestro by remarking ^Thirf? 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 I 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 cup

as a most subtle form of reproof, they began at last to talk about the reason

for the visit.

Alois, used to dominating the onset of a conversation with any nme?

©ut^PterHuen or women newly met, had developed an unhappy habit 
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beeattse of this very confidence. He would, by now, lake the first step in 

knew that he was overmatched. He was locfceddnto his habit.

So he began by citing Pliny and Galen, Charlemagne, and Ivan the

Terrible, just as he had plannedjn-advanee. He spoke, he believed, most 

movingly of the afflictions of those two great monarchs and the dedication 

of those two medical geniuses who/Iooked to deal with ailments so grievous 

pothers 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 from a particular occasion. He had been—"and 

would freely admit, respected Doctor Magnus"—^prey to an unprecedented 

anymew verbal encounter pies’when, on rare occasions such as this, he 

attack, "just one time, many bites to the knees which I could recognize 
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subsequently provided considerable relief to what might have been the

commencement of my rheumatism. At that point, I would have given much

to be a medical scientist for I would have begun research on just this

subject. I am even sufficiently confident of myself to believe I would

probably have made significant discoveries."

"Just so," said Der Alte, "you might, you might very well have done

jst^that. Becauseyndeed, 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 Hes/Terc who put the crowning cap on what could

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 cmd-d both be seen by 
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now as ailments of the past if not for the innumerable obstacles which 

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?"

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 stings of 
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needles to alleviate gout, an excellent solution I would think, since the least 

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-martyred 

condition when they seek to defend themselves."

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/^That-might seryeko pump a few of his 

prepared remarks into/forceful statement, but as of now, this conversation 

eeftafrdy belonge^to Der Alte. to-’

"I cannot," he remarked, "begin to call you my good friend as yefr for

I do not know you. Except, of course, by your fine reputation. Word of 

your former most respected position proceeds our meeting. Your father," he 
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now said to Adi, "is well-regarded by all, but"—and he was now back again

with Alois—"I am still ready to call you my friend because I feel in myself

an imperative to ^m^fLaod-tolcounsel you? LhaveLgreaLrespeet4br-y©u,

-wesrdear-sH^but^oh, there i^iuch to learn about these bees and their good

tn r7$
keeping." He sighed with a sound of woe as physically intimidating jas~any

of a number of less poetic bodily sounds.

"Let me declare that I would not wish in any manner to impose on

"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/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 be imposition on his pride?
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"Given your gracious permission, I would say that I must caution you 

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 Alte 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 thatfis what you must do. Not at all. When you have a vocation, there 
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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 far out of his skin" (as they used to say in

Spital) that he had to stand=ap/Snd start pacing the room, "no, I do not wish

to dispute, but surely one can keep a hive without building a monastery to 

enshrine it. Absolutely not. I 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 Alte.

"That much I can promise a strong person like yourself. Heartbreak or 

happiness. Nothing between!" He nodded with all the profundity of the

himself as a great and learned doctor "Herr Hitler, Idecades

cannot allow you to consider such a project until you can be made fully 
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aware of the risks that await you, the diseases and mortal enemies that 

surround our delicate sweet-seeking bees. They know. In nature, the honey 

they make is the equivalent of gold. It is as if all the creatures of nature,

large and small, are jealous of the life of these/Sees whg^^Hn honeyr-Tea^j)

■fa (ZX

■Jeftyea of one genus of spider who is evil, nothing less. The-erab spider^t- 

is called. So soon as it finds a promising flower, it ensconces itself in the 

perfumed cavern itself. There XwaitSj^Itactivates the scent of this flower 

by stirring within those flowered walls until its own odor is overcome by the 

elixir of the petals. What then? It waits. When the forager-bee, this sweet 

hard-working female withmndeveloped ovaries—only the Queen is 

complete in that compartment!—ach, these other females are there to work 

for the length of their short lives, to clean house, to serve the Queen's court, 

or to forage. So here, contemplate this poor forager. It smells the inimitable 
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redolence of the flower's cavern, it enters to pick up its lustful store of 

nectar and pollen and is, at once, done in by the spider. Cruelly, bat so 

cruelly. For, at first, ^ls only half-gone. It has been paralyzed by the

It lies there, numb, incapable of saving itself, while this-evH

spideF^t’oceeds to lip (on the^vital liquids and subtle constituents of the bee's 

husk, this crab spider goes to the actual labor of ejecting the remains from 

the flower, after which, I must suppose, it ensconces itself in all the bliss of 

a successful destroyer's sleep.'

Adi would dream for weeks to come of the bee, the flower, and the 

spider. So would Alois different fashion. But there was morVto

come. Der Alte now had-a-good-deahfe-say/about the bee-wolf, a veritable 

internal elements. When nothing is left but the dry whisper ofVhufr a 

brute of a wasp who would strike at the honeybee in the moment it was
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alighting on a flower. The bee-wolf, 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/fncomplete command of

what it knows how to do. It proceeds to hhe belly of the honeybee

in order to disgorge all the nectar tke-bee/fe/Taken into herself. Th 

overflows out of her mouth into the maw of the bee-wolf. Is that enough?

4etrm-to hi-s- nesT-lays-hes

down next to as many six or eight stilHiving but wholly-paralyzed other !

one egg in that crypt with its live but unmoving >eesr&nd(proceeds to

victims. Whea/thissolitary egg becomes a larva, it is ready to eat its way up 

the laddei/mto~5ecoming another wasp, another bee-wolf^by-eonsuming- 

'everylast one of the suspended but living bodies arranged for its tidy

growth. The victims do-net/die. Theywait to be eaten. How^ What can 
Lt?
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preserve them? 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' flesh 

over/the days that the-progeny—we are speaking of no more than one 

hungry maggot—enjoys for its growth.

"I have offered these two exceptional e&amptes as lively examples of 

the perils in the life of any colony you may hope to protect. There are so 

the guardian bees within come forth heroically to repel him. They are 

swallowed en masse. Toads wait beneath to pick up tWdroppings. Other 

variety of spider wrap individual webs aroumTeach bee they net. Ants are 

many enemies./Skunks will fret their claws on the front wall of a hive untj- 

capable of invading your hive. I haye seen some colonies, never my own, 

where the bees must tolerdte the ants, and will even surrender a part of their 

space, provided the ants do not attack the brood. With mice, it is worse.
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Skunks will fret their claws on the front wall of a hive until the 

guardian bees within come 

invading your hive. I have seen seme^oionies, never my own, where the 

bees must tolerate the ants, and will even surrender a part of their spacer 

rovided the ants do not attack the brood. With mice, it is worse. They loot 

the combs for the honey stored in them. In winter, they inhabit the hive for 

Mar. 15 2004 01:41PM Pl

en masse. Toads wait beneath to pick up the droppings. Othe^variety of 

spider wrap individual webs areimd’each bee they net. Ants are capable of 

warmth and construct a nest for themselves. Even when the most valiant of 

in stinging that invading monsterfadeath, what can they do with the-essps®?-

our home guard decide to attack the mouserand actually succeed sometimes 

It is jmge) larger than^el^Wfolem. It will rot, and Ewthe hive
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intolcrablcasa=doinam. So they choose to cover the bloated-carcass with 

"I see," said Der Alte, "that ifhave failed to discourage you."

disinfectantfthey know how to manufacture out of pollen and certarfbuds.

Have you heard of this propolis^

"Certainly," said Alois, "andjhey also use it as  ̂cement fi^racksin

"1 Eve by the law of averages," said Alois. "I prefer to think of the

ongoing pereentages^atherthaqjhe perils."

"Does the bee-wasp frighten you?" asked the old man of the boy.

nodded, but then M was quick to say, "If my father is ready, then

so must I be,
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"You have a splendid son," said Der Alte.

Alois was ready to agree for the first time that/J^mght be a/possibility.

How nice it was to learn that his little Adolf was more than a 

bed-wetter and might even b^(theequal ofAloisJunior.one of these days.

But thoughts of Alois^Junior^abw^w reminded him of whatnjight not

7 C—7be fceWin place. So we dowwondered why Der Alte had been seeking to 

discourage him? It made no sense. Given the state of his hut, the old 

man obviously neededfhe money. Why scorn a potential customer's desire 

to invest?

For the first time, Der Alte. The^dd-i7

hermit understood him ^Wle^bctter than others, decided Alois. "He knows

that I am a man who^mtenmne4te-kee^his-^gs^^^^. i do not
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me, the more I will be ready, at all costs. te-

begin my colony^

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 

give way to the first waming.^JJ^mustlaiow that the more he discourages

the question. Can we taUeof what you will do for me, and what I can do for 

you?"

'‘Notyet. Not quite yet, said Der Alte. "If you wish to remain a man 

with adittlehobby, I will, of course, ^atisiy^be available for the necessary

materials. But/m you, Sir, if I may speak on a more personal level, JjeeHhat 

a true vocationjQeady to serve within, and so I would propose another 

consideration, anether approach. I, for example, to learn my metier, put in art
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apprenticeship that lasted for three years and provided me with^license?

. . . . .What I would propose to you is a more collegial relationship—carl put it

so?—I am resdyfpver the next few years, for the most modest fees of

instruction, to have you werigwth me ton my coloniesjp^ most agreeable

arrangement fer you will leam much, and I will have the pleasure of an

intelligent man's company. It is sad to say, but in all these verdant fields so

we are the only two men of interesting intelligence^o-fre^raras-

Alois kept the smile on his face but his nostrils were payin^Aprice net-—

^_i©-be^tbis=s^iti«ieat;-"Woik for three years with you, you foul-smelling

goat?" was what he did not say. The compliment to his intelligence prevented
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^tai^scornpletely as his need to come to an arrangeinentforybematerials^

ith the old mountebank]

In turn, I was horrified. No professional has a greater desire to

h I <_
maintain his own competence[fhan^devil((wfeo-hasj^SieOis:^k. I had

been incompetent here. Der Alte might be a pensioner, but I might have 

neglected him too much. The loneliness revealed in hi/last remarks were like 

the chill in an old stone house that has not been occupied foymany winters. I 

was not worried that Alois would take up his offer, but now I more than 

understood how intense was the old man's yearning to see more and more of 

consequences. olAdi. No bold move is ever free of uncharted consequences.

honey could have been a oatasfrephie mistake. The Maestro would not be 

tolerant of any mischief that developed between Adi and our Alte. Calculated



FROM :JMUDRDCRAFT FAX NO. :17186243782 Mar. 15 2004 01:43PM P7

Bk 3 Feb 04-1 temp printing cc ch25-6 3/15/04 338

em! Anyit. We look to direct romantic habit?

episode that might occur between the old man and the boy could not bc,-K

(jthough^to the Maestro's inclination. Not so earl; etching of the

mischief was our province, id/fiot belong to a client^ f we could prevent

obliged to

dream that lhad composed for Adi, had it been my notion to use the spoonful

of honey, or-had4hat l^fFmibaled-by/the O.O.? The line of demarcation is 

never clear among us unless the O.O. chooses to make it so.

At this point, Alois said, "I am honored by your personal interest in me,

but I must explain. In my family, we are aH blockheads worst to be 

said is that we are proud of that. So, I must work alone. That is how T am. I 

look forward, therefore, to enjoying a mutually agreeable commercial 

relationship."
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Der Alte nodded. He, too, had his pride. No matter the pain, no

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 

hand already." He turned to Adi. "Soon your father will be very busy. Are 

you able to count to one thousand?'

'Good. Because this spring your father will be master of many, many 

thousands of bees. Will you be afraid of them?'

<^-"1 am afraid," said Adolf, "but you know, I am also curious.

'A wonderful boy," said Der Alte, and his eyes=weie<full of 1

Yes," said Adi. "They do that in the ogierclass and so 1 know.
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Already, as I would remind the reader, 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 time to time, we provide

him with a bit of added intuition for his perceptions, a species of gift-giving

practiced by angels and demons alike—we look to revive faded loyalties

with such a lagniappe, a Trinkgeld, so to speak. In turn, our pensioners will

do a little work for us. The impulse to put a spoonful of exquisite honey on

Adi's tongue even as he and Alois came through the door was entirely by

my suggestion. For certain, the old doctor did it just as I requested. The

old doctor. Even I call him that. It is one of his least attractive vanities.

(He will insist that he is an honored and learned university graduate.) I 
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have heard him speak on separate occasions of his years at Heidelberg,

Leipzig, Gottingen, Vienna, Salzberg, and Berlin, none of whose great

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

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 put 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 fanrhan} does serve his devoted image of himself as some kind of

•^^s-tatement-^-a throwback, can it be, to a court jester?—for he sits in his

hut^wmter-trrsuTTnnei^ 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 
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coldest skies of the north, yet full of merry lights that offer a clue to many a

trick he has learned.

Alois, who had encountered hundreds of people a day for forty years,

was hardly to be surprised by someone new. For that matter, he had

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.

3fet?here he was at his post, or, later in career, at his desk, exhibiting

the strength of his peasant roots, yefoffering his uncanny-tikeness(toTranz'

Josef. The first moment, therefore, alway^fbelonged to Alois. ^/jClmost-J

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.

That may have been onejeasen I gave the order to Der Alte to meet

the father and son at the door with that spoonful of honey, then insert it

without leave or hesitation into the boy's [small mouth. Whatever Alois had

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 small hut, this piss-soaked den, worse than an abode
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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 Alte had won the boy over. It had taken no more than

that one stroke. (Plu^tcfimgSri a dream on the night before!) Alois now

perceived a look of admiration in Adi's eyes for this extraordinary old man.

Indeed, the boy's eyes were alive with the same intensity of admiration that

Alois had received during all the length of their walk together. It^eS felt

ridiculous to him, but he reacted as if Der Alte had stolen the boy.
a.1 b? <,V-

Now, they sat down. The old man fussed a little although-most

skillfully at preparing tea. To Alois' further discomfort, the procedure was

courtly. A very old gentleman, or even a very old lady, might have been

showing him^fiow little he knew—after all these years!—of the putative

elegance of a tea ceremony, particularly between absolute strangers. (I will

say that this old sorcerer could ^^his-mes?intimidating when I wasun the

offing.)

Which, I can suggest, is one of the several reasons I do not like him.

For all his gifts, real and counterfeit, he has never accomplished as much for

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, impossible,

smelly hermit with an immense reputation for dealing with hordes of bees in
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a pretty little corner of Austria, a country filled already with its pretty little

comers. I had lost valuable 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 I was

concerned.

Once they had taken their tea, Der Alte in little sips, and Alois in

three scalding gulps which enabled his host to epriekfy pour him another cup

/Vasa most subtle form of reproon they began

for the visit.

at last to talk about the reason

Alois, used to dominating the onset 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

encounter when^n^are-oeeasions^uGh-as-this^he Lasew^fhat he was  /
‘'til c !£- F

overmatched. He^was^eqSesteredTnt^^shabit " "

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,
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personally, had suffered inhumanly from gout or rheumatism, merely, you

could say, that he had felVthedfrr^of future miseries, and, in recompense,

had also learned a great deal fromy^particular occasion. He had beer^Zand^

wouJdh^ely-admfr^u^speeted-Deetof-M-agnus^^ad-bee^ prey to an

unprecedented attack, "justrone time, many bites to the knees which I-eetdd

recognize subsequently provided considerable relief to what might have

been the commencement of my rheumatism. At that point, I would have

given much to be a medical scientist for I would have begun research on just

this subject. I am even sufficiently confident of myself to believe I 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 iferccame 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

present themselves in the way of administering treatment. We are still
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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?"

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 stings of

needles to alleviate gout, an excellent solution I would think, since the least

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-martyred

condition when they seek to defend themselves."

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
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into more forceful statement, but as of now, this conversation did belong to

Der Alte. 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 of

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

with Alois—"I am still ready to call you my friend because I feel in myself

an imperative to counsel you, for, oh, I 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-

passer.

"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 you

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 Alte 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,

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 far out of his skin" (as they used to say in

Spital) that he had to get out of his chair and start pacing the room, "no, I

do not wish to dispute, but surely one can keep a hive without building a

monastery to enshrine it. Absolutely not. I foresee a serious but modest

investment for a good retired man like myself."
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"Dear sir, it cannot and will not ever be that way," said Der Alte.

"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

can be made fully aware of the risks that await you, the diseases and mortal

enemies that surround our delicate sweet-seeking bees. They know. Tn

nature^ ghe honey they make is the equivalent of gold. It is as if<ah-the

creatures of nature, large and small, are jealous of the life ofthese

remarkable bees who are not only able to make honey but to live constantly

-in- its preset

less. Die*

■stirring within those. flowered walls until its own odor is overcome by the

elixir of the petals. What then? It waits. When the forager-bee, this sweet

hard-working female with its undeveloped ovaries—only the Queen is

hresfit is called. So soon as it finds a promising flower,
-ftt

it ensconces itself<m the perfumed cavern itself. There the crab-spider

waits, fully at home in theXcorolla. It activatesTthe scent of this flower by

complete in that compartment!—ach, these other females are there to work

for the length of their short lives, to clean house, to serve the Queen's court,

or to forage. So here, contemplate this poor forager. It smells the inimitable
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redolence of the flower's cavern, it enters to pick up its lustful store of

nectar and pollen and is, at once, done in.by-the-spider. Cruelly, so cruelly.

For, at first, the poor bee is only half-gone. It has been paralyzed by the

sting of this crab-spider. It lies there, 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, I must suppose,

it ensconces itself in all the bliss of a successful destroyer's sleep. It

slumbers, all sated, in the corolla."

Adi would dream for weeks to come of the bee, the flower, and the

spider. So would Alois if in wholly different fashion. But there was more

unhappy detail to come. Der Alte now found it requisite to talk about the

in

the 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 knows how to do. 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 belly

bee-wolf, a veritable(j5rute ofawasp who would strike at the honeybee
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overflows out of her mouth into the maw of the bee-wolf. Is that enough?

No. Our vile predator now undertakes the labor(ilying away with h*s

stricken little victim. brings her to a nest specially prepared and lays her

down next to as many(six or eight still-living but wholly-paralyzed other

unmoving victims. So soon as this solitary egg becomes a larva, it is ready

to eat its way up the scale of life into becommgfanother wasp, another bee­

wolf. 'S«-it-begms-by-eensuffiip^^Kry last one of the suspended but living

bodies axrangecfrfbr its tidygrowth. The victims cannot even die. They

^muytyvait to be eaten. Hew-is-thaTaeoemplishedy^What-eanf preservdthem'Vx,x-^^7'
^{T^m^e^Our good system of nature has all the cunning of a maniac. It

isthe venom in the wasp's sting that preserves the bees1 flesh (over all the

days that this progeny—we^re-speaking-efrnorrrroreThan one hungry

maggoty

"I have offered these two exceptional cases as lively examples of the

perils i«Qhe life of any colony you may hope to protect. There are so many

enemies. Skunks will fret their claws on the front wall of a hive until the

guardian bees within come 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.
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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/fhe ants do not attack the

zbfobdT^WithTniceJt is worse? They loot the combs for the honey stored in

them. In winter, they inhabit the hive for warmth and construct a nest for

themselves. Even when the most valiant of our home guard ^?etde=t2 attack

the intruder, and actually succeed by sheer numbers in stinging that

invading monster to death, what can they do with the dead mouse?^(is

larger than Leviathan to-them. It/wHlrot?and make the hive intolerable. So

they choose to cover the corps^with disinfectant which they know how to

manufacture out-erf pollen and a few green buds?Have you heard of t-hfs

propolis/^ieyx^-makc?^

p
’Certainly," said Alois. "They also use ifas cement

their walls." He looked not at all disconcerted by all he had-jusfchuuii tukfc

"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 the 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.
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"You have a splendid son," said Der Alte.

Alois was ready to agree for the first time that this might be a viable

possibility. How nice it was to learn that his little Adolf was more than a

bed-wetter and might even be, conceivably, the equal of Alois Junior one of

these days.

But thoughts of Alois Junior invariably jdyvayslreminded 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 obvrottsfy could use the money, ^h^ggrn 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

more I will be reacly^SAftl-e-osAj to begin my colony. He will have his

money after all!"

Alois now gave Der Alte what he consideredTusTargest^mdeTn

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 I can do

for you?"
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"Not quite yet, said Der Alte. "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, if I may speak on a more personal level,

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 I

would propose to you is a more collegial relationship—may I put it so?—I

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 most agreeable arrangement. 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

verdanfiields that surround[us-a$Hafeld here, we are the only tw3 men

interesting intelligencetert^-feundn5h-any of-these nearby-hthST"

Alois kept the smile on his face but his nostrils werYpaying their

price: "Work for three years with you, you foul-smelling old goat?" was

what he did not utter. The compliment to his intelligence prevented the

insult as completely as his need to come to an arrangement with the old

mountebank forzferir^materials.

In turn, I was horrified. No professional has a greater desire to

maintain his own competence fand-rank^ than a devil. I had been
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incompetent here. Der Alte might be a pensioner, but I might have
\ o^V'

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 tee many

winters. I was not worried that Alois would take up his offer, but now I

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 have been

a serious mistake. The Maestro would not be tolerant of any mischief that

developed between Adi and StirAlte. Calculated mischief was our

province, but must not belong to a client, not if we could prevent it. We

look to direct romantic habits, rather thafijbe^bffgesTbcorrect them! Any

episode ^atmighf-oeei  ̂between the old man and the boy would not be to

the Maestro's inclination. Not so early! Too many indeterminables! But in

the etching of the dream composed for Adi, had it been my notion to use a

spoonful of honey, or was that by way of the O.O.? The line of demarcation

is never clear among us unless the O.O. chooses to make it so.

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, I must
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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 marert&k; you do not have in

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 I 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

it would belfike befor^Fariway again. He had not seendhelove he .adored

to find in her eyesjvhen-she4ooked=aHtim. Not for a while.


