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Hitler’s Mother

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

toward rebellion. I would say that is why I am preparing to write a novel.

Among my former associates, this was precisely
$ Cr

was SS, Special Section IV-2a, and we were directly under the supervision of Do
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Heinrich Himmler. Today, the man is seen as a monster, and I would not

look to defend him—he turned out to be one hell of a monster. All the same,

Himmler did have an original mind, and one of his theses—a most powerful

concept!—does/take me into my novelistic intentions which are, I promise, 

not routine.
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2.

The room in which Himmler used to instruct us should not be difficult

to picture since it was a modest lecture theatre with twenty seats and dark

walnut panelling. My emphasis will not often be, however, on such details,

since I prefer to concern myself with Himmler's more private ideas. There

sits my purpose—I wish to tell a tale resistant to conventional belief, or, to

put it more directly, I am ready to voyage into a sea ofiturbulenee, a
" s. - - \

cacaphony of new problems.

The first is that I, a veteran artist of mendacity, must now try to recount
ijlu. __—i. iu (mu!

what-ts-tfue. After all, Ae^habiLcjwur occupation-was riot onljfto warp the
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Mendacity, after all, is not without its own art. Now I am burdened with an

unfamiliar inclination: the desire to tell it—as Americans say, straight out!

For a serious intelligence officer, this inclination is inadmissable. But then, I

no longer know exactly where I am (other than for the gross fact that I am in

America—good luck!)

Enough! Let me present Heinrich Himmler. You, the reader, must be

prepared for no easy occasion since this man whose nickname, behind his

back, was Heini, had become by 1938 one of the four or five most important

leaders in Germany. Yet his most secret intellectuakdevo^n^'as^wai^/the

study of incest. It was more than a signal point of interest; it was^-mdeedj an

- obsession. It dominated our secret research. His closed lectures often

returned to the}r^asweuess.of this problem. Through the centuries, incest,

he would propose, had been prevalent among the poor of all lands. Even our

own German peasantry had been much afflicted, yes, even through the

Nineteenth Century. "Normally, no one in learned society cares to speak of

this," he would remark. "After all, there is nothing to be done. Who would 
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bother to declare that some poor wretch is a certified product of incest? No,

every establishment has swept it under the rug. Ranking government officials

still do the same all over the world."

All, that is, except our Heinrich Himmler. He did have the most

extraordinary ideas fermenting behind his unhappy spectacles. J?6r a man

with a bland and chinless mug.^^^trepeattiiatjiedid have a mind of his

own. To us who worked closely with him, his thought proved disruptive in its

mixture of brilliance and stupidity. He was that much out of category. For

example, he declared himself to be a pagan. He predicted that there would be

a healthy and orgiastic future when paganism took over the world.

Everyone's soul would then be rich. None of us could conceive, however, of

an orgy where carnality would rise to such a pitch that you might find a

woman ready to throw herself into a flesh-melting roll with Heinrich

Himmler. No, not even in the most innovative spirit of the game! You

could see his face as it must once have been at a school dance, that

bespectacled disapproving stare of the wallflower, tall, thin, but embarrassed 
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already by a skinny youth's pot belly. There he was, ready to wait by the wall

until the dance was over.

Yet he became obsessed with matters others would hardly dare to

mention aloud (which, I must say, is usually the first step to new thought!) In

fact, he paid close attention to mental retardation. It had, he would propose,

a possible relation to genius. Himmler proceeded on the theory that the best

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

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

occasion the most exceptionally promising offspring could be found in low

families with many children. Such kids were, all so often, incestuaries. The

word, as he coined it in German, was Inzestuarier. He did not like the more

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

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

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

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

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

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



Book 1 Mar 04-2 3/16/04 7

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

of National Socialism depended, he would often say, on nothing less.) We

were to explore problems that other nations did not expect to go near.

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

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

his unstated syllogism—much recognition would be given to Heinrich

Himmler for his profound attack on world problems originating in the

agricultural milieu. He would emphasize the underlying point: Problems of

husbandly could not be contemplated without comprehending the peasant.

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

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

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

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

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

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

that an acute fear of the sinful in oneself will manifest itself sooner or later by

one of two opposed extremes: Either absolute devotion to religious practice!
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Or nihilism! Indeed, Himmler would go on, "I can recall from my student

days that the Marxist Friedrich Engels once wrote: 'When the Catholic

Church decided adultery was impossible to prevent, they made divorce

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

mouth. As much can be said for blood-scandal. Also impossible to prevent.

So, the peasant looks to keep himself devout. I guarantee you: this was

altogether true in the old days.” He nodded. He nodded again as if two good

pumps of his head might be the minimum necessary to convince us.

How, he asked, could the average peasant of the last century avoid

these blood temptations? After all, peasants, as we all knew, were not the

most attractive people. If bom with good features, any such advantage was

soon worn away by hard labor. Moreover, they would reek of the field and

the bam. Heavy personal odors were at the mercy of hot summers. Would

their basic impulses not be subject then to bestial inclinations? Given the

paucity of their social life, how were they to acquire the inner power to stay

away from entanglements with brothers and sisters, fathers and daughters?
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He did not go on to speak of the propinquity of limbs and torsos when

three and four children are in a bed, nor the ham-handed naturalness of the

most agreeable work of all—that hard-breathing feverish meat-heavy run up

the steep short hills of physical joy. “But, yes,” he declared, “given the

hammer and anvil of peasant life, more than a few in the agricultural sector

come to see incest as an available option. Who, after all, is more likely to

find the honorable work-hardened features of the father or the brother

particularly attractive? The daughters, of course! Or the sisters. Often they

are the only ones. The father, having created them, remains the focus of then-

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

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

attention."

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

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

Heinrich was a great believer in Schopenhauer's assertions on the primal

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

genes—still a wonderfill new word for us in 1938. These genes, he said, had 
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to be a biological embodiment of Schopenhauer's mysterious Will. “We

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

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

the Originating Vision. Yes, gentlemen, the Originating Vision. For we have

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

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

perceive that this was the aim of human existence. The Will embodied in our

genes is the presence of this Vision, given to us by Creation itself.

“Of course, there are countless impediments to such a transcendental

development. It is never easy to protect what is best in oneself. I would

even say that the purest of the genes were able to hold on to their hope of

future power and high purpose only by rising above the privations,

humiliations, disasters and tragedies the Vision will suffer in the course of

being transmitted from father to child, generation after generation. Great

leaders, I would tell you, are not the product of one father and one mother,

but are to be seen as the descendants of ten frustrated generations. So, one

has the right to ask—has the Originating Vision been warped out of shape by 
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life's demands? Has it ever been lost? So often, the Vision is abandoned. I

can assure you: The noblest genes undergo agonies of spirit in the course of

passing from one generation to the next. Yet, this torturous'Jodyss^y maybe

the only road to develop/atrue prodigy out of a family of ordinary people. I

will add that these concepts have not developed from personal experience so

much as through scrupulous observation. For example, I, Heinrich Himmler,

would not care to suggest that I qualify as such a Super-Mensch! To the

contrary, my roots were given a most advanced development by Heinrich the

Fowler, that great German king of the early Middle Ages. You will recall he

stood chest-to-chest in combat against Charlemagne. His blood-relation to

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

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

submit that I do look upon the work of my career so far as a most determined

accomplishment. Let all proportions, however, be maintained. The only

triumph to impress us to the point of absolute awe and readiness for whole

devotion is the heroic rise of Adolf Hitler from a long line of the most modest 

peasant roots.
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Our Heinrich now posed the precise objection we were beginning to

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

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

Reproduction, after all, must always be a commingling. Procreation may

bring together multimillions of sperm, yet each one is nonetheless faced with

the mission, near-to-impossible, of travelling right all the way iup to the ovum,

that highly-developed and reclusive ovum of the female, large as a battleship

to each lonely sperm cell swimming in the sea.” Now, he nodded forcibly,

and more than twice, twice and then twice again as if to propose that in every

xammitmcnt me target

arable light of an exceptional solution. “I would
/ V \ <afe_QtZ/,

maintain that the multi-millioiyof sperm in one man's ejaculation can^b

■imbue^^lHfite-powep

difficulty resided the inco

even as the morale of a first-rate company of infantry can be brought to bear

on the-need-te^aptee a preassigned ridge. One can propose that sperm,

during the act of coition, is=able=to-aet in just such purposeful fashion.

But,"—-h^T^^mp~a^hand—"will the genes within the woman, those genes so

separately installed in her ovum—will they, we must ask, be compatible with
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A

/ ^ie semen °f th® man? Or are they in dispute? Will they dicker over re&bd-uz.

‘ fr^iiictive details or even contravene the overall objective within his sperm? I

( would have to answer, yes, just about always they are much in dispute.

' Sperm and ovum, in the average case, can sometimes prove sufficiently

compatible to procreate. But hardly more. The man and woman so rarely

share the same necessities in the Originating Vision. They are now derived

from their separate experience in life and that has already affected their genes.

When we begin to speak, therefore, of the creation of the Superman, let us be

humble before the odds. Not even one in a million families will be able to

provide us a man and woman who are close enough in the precise articulation

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

in a hundred million. No!"—again the upraised hand—"let us say, closer to a

billion. In the case of Adolf Hitler, the numbers may approach the awesome

distances we encounter in astronomy.

“So, gentlemen, we have a right to propose that the Superman can only

come forth from a mating of male and female genes jVM are^possesseiB#''' fe

exceptionajsimilarity. Only then can such genes be not only compatible but
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ready to reinforce each other. That is the vital collaboration we deem to be

altogether necessary if the genes are to carry out the aims of the Originating

Vision."

Who could not see where Heinrich was determined to take us? Incest

offered the nearest possibility for bringing together similarit^f purpose.

“In actuality, however,” said Himmler, “it is never simple. We are all

too aware of the poor, even debased, human products who come our way

from these inter-family fornications. Yes, we know. So very often, children

who are a product of incest present a host of childhood ills and early deaths,

whole families of mental retardation, physical anomalies, and all too many

other monstrosities of mal-development.”

He stood there, sad and stem. “This is the price humanity must be

prepared to pay. If the best lies close to the worst, so does the worst occur

often. Most often. Not only are good tendencies encouraged in such a

child's genes but bad ones rush to be fused to each other. Our mysterious

friends, the genes, are also ready to combine their less agreeable possibilities.

Instability is to be expected, therefore, as a product of incest. Idiocy waits in
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the wings. We must recognize: The finer the possibilities for the future

development of a great spirit, so too can we expect that social inhibitions will

rear up everywhere to oppress this would-be proud spirit. Vast frustration

can soon unhinge the brain or even induce early death.” So spoke Heinrich

Himmler.

I think all of us present knew the ultimate tendency of these remarks. At

this point, back in 1938, we were looking (in greatest secrecy, you may be

certain) to determine whether our Fuerhrer was a first or second-degree

incestuary. Or, neither. If not, if neither, then Himmler’s theory had to

collapse. Hitler was more than the best example—he was the proof itself.

Provided, of course, that he was a true product of incest.
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-3-

Now I am more ready to approach the obsession we shared with

Himmler. It revolved around Adolf Hitler, whon£lconfess, lived often in

the center of my thoughts. It is certainly fair to say that we were obsessed.

But then, what is an obsession but endless circling about a question that

remains unanswerable? Our power to think is thereby rendered more numb.

You can expect it: For most Germans, the first obsession is Adolf Hitler.

Who among us does not try to understand him? Yet, where is the man or

woman who can feel satisfied with the answer?
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Let me surprise you. I do not have this particular trial. I live with the

confidence that I am in a position to understand Adolf. For the fact is that I

know him. I must repeat. I know him from top to bottom, from the inside, I

am actually prepared to say. To borrow from the Americans, given their

rough grasp of reality, their instinctive, even lemming-like approach to

vulgarity, I say: “Yes. I know him from asshole to appetite.”

Nonetheless, I am obsessed. But with a different question. My never-

ceasing quandary is: Do I dare ^provide such delineation? When I think of

explaining how I know whatT^/know, I am seized by a sharp sense of

oppression. It is not easy to admit, but I can describe it as a fear comparable

to diving at night into black water from a great height.

Be it understood then that I will proceed at a careful pace and must

choose to start with the given. At present, I will continue to speak of Hitler

from a distance.

Concerning his family roots, I do have, however, a few particulars of

somewhat new interest. In Special Section IV-2a, hufcwerk always observed

the greatest secrecy—our lives were collateral, after all, to such precautions.
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Yet, by the end, we knew more about Der Fuehrer’s origins than any other

cohort entrusted to be Hitler's private researchers. We were the ones to look

into the most dangerous questions. We had to live, after all, with the fear

there might be answers destructive enough to imperil the foundations of the

Third Reich. On the other hand, we had the confidence to know that once we
Tiad some answer^ iYwould notT^dcmanding to choose th

need'to buttress aft Jhg§g3eelings dfipatribtiSm that live/ in 

facts. You could say our uneasiness collected about one question. It 

fear of nauseating

promised to be directly explosive. Should the answer prove to be the one we 

feared, it would prove far worse, indeed, than any certification of incest.

This most troubling question would^s^wReffierAdolf Hitler's paternal 

grandfather had been a Jew.
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That was not pnr'bnly dire possibility. Minor ones were also present

'e could hardly ignore. For a time, we considered an inquiry into a

most delicate rumor. Monorchidism. Did our Fuehrer belong to that group of

unhappy and hyperactive men who ^nl^ possess/jne testicle? It was true that

he invariably covered his groin with his hands whenever a flashbulb photo

was about to be taken, a classic gesture, understandably, if you are a

monorchid. You|g(wish to protect the remaining testicle. But it is one thing

to note such a vulnerability, another to proceed to verify it. The investigation

would, after all, be at risk. While results could be obtained quickly by 
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interviewing the few women who had had intimate relations with Der Fuehrer

and were still alive, how were we to control all the repercussions? What if

word got back to Hitler that a couple of officers in the SS were, so to speak,

fingering his genital(s)? We had to give up the project. Himmler’s decision:

“If our Esteemed Leader proves to be a first-degree incestuary, then all

questions of monorchidism are subsumed. Monorchidism is, after all, a likely

byproduct of first-degree incest.”

Be assured. We had to consider the possibility that Himmler might be

on to something. Could we find, after all, a better explanation for the

legendary Will-of-the-Fuehrer than those intimacies of the Vision that might

Jahere tb Blood-Scandal?

"Conceive, then, how Himmler loathed the idea that Adolf Hitler’s

paternal grandfather was a Jew. That would not only destroy his thesis, but

present us with a major scandal. Nor was it that new a fear. The supposition

had first come to light eight years earlier in 1930 when a personal letter came

to Hitler’s desk. The young man who had penned it was named William

Patrick Hitler, and he turned out to be the son of Adolfs older half-brother,
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Alois Hitler, Jr. The nephew’s letter could easily be seen as a lightly veiled

threat of blackmail for it referred to shared circumstances in our family

history. That would have been a dangerous letterto wyite if William Patrick
--------

Hitler lived in Germany, but he had'eSyxome forward with this bravadqJ^

because he dwelt in England, safe with his Irish mother.

What, then, were these shared circumstances? We knew. William

Patrick Hitler was speaking of Hitler's grandmother, Maria Anna

Schicklgruber. After the birth in 1837 of her son, Alois Schicklgruber in a

miserable hamlet called Strones in the province of Waldviertel, she used to

receive small but regular sums of money from an unknown source. Yet this

Alois was no less than the man who, at the age of 52, became Adolf Hitler's

father. That was not until 1889, but back in 1837, and for many years after,

one rumor stayed alive among Maria Anna's family and neighbors. It was

that the stipend came from a well-to-do Jew who lived in the provincial city

of Graz, a good distancejglgjtfrom Strones. According to the legend, Maria

Anna Schicklgruber had worked as a maid in this Jew’s house, became

pregnant, and returned to the hamlet. What sustained the story was that there
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was no name for the father. When she took the baby to be baptized, her

parish priest listed the birth as “Illegitimate," a common declaration in those

parts. The Waldviertel was known, after all, as the poorhouse of Austria.

One hundred years later, following the Anschluss in 1938,1 was even sent

down to the region. Allow me to offer my results. The findings were, in fact,

fascinating, but it would be premature to explain how I found out what I did.

Let me say again that it will take a while before I know how much I am

prepared to present of my real methods of discovery.

The results, then.
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z5z

Raabs, Rosenberg, Rappottenstein, Hardegg, Rosenau,

Heidenreichstein and Litschau are castles in the Waldviertel. This province,

situated north of the Danube, is a land of tall beautiful pines. Indeed

Waldviertel can be translated directly as the "wooded quarter,” and the

silences of the forests are dark and hooded in contrast to the spring green of

the occasional field. The soil, however, does not welcome agriculture. So

the castles are, for the most part, modest. The Hiedlers (who later became

Hitlers) lived in Spital, a village of sorts, and the Schicklgrubers, their

cousins, lived in the aforesaid Strones, a place certainly small enough to be

termed a hamlet. Be it stated that in those years an Austrian hamlet in the 
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back woods confirmed the meaning of dirt-poor. Strones was mud-deep

along its one lane, and, of course, had no inn, just a few dozen huts with roofs

of thatch. If Strones was profuse in pig wallows around each dwelling, cow

flop was more prominent in the town meadows. Here and there, the

redolence of horse manure would speak of the value of dray-horses. This 

was, after all, an area where a peasant often had to pull his own plow. When

no snow covered the ground, one slogged through various grades of mud.

There was gumbo thick as lava, rivulets of silt, gravel washes, muck and

slops, clods, rocks, common clay. Most of the peasants had never been near

any of the Waldviertel castles just listed. The nearest, Weitra, was twenty-

five miles away. For that matter, Strones did not even have a church. One 

went to the next hamlet, and there in the parish registry Maria Anna

Schicklgruber had the name of her son inscribed as “Alois Schicklgruber,

Catholic, Male,"—and, as we know—"Illegitimate.”

Maria Anna, bom in 1795, was forty-two when Alois was bom.

Coming from a family of eleven children of whom five were already dead, -fr)

l-r was .certainly possible thatshe hadlQohabited with any one of several of her 
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brothers. One of them could be the missing mate. (Himmler had, of course,

no objection to that.) In any event, despite the abysmal poverty of the

Schicklgrubers who had lost their farm and now had to work for wages, and

were thus even poorer than their neighbors, she and her son dwelt for the next

five years in her father’s two small rooms. The mysterious money that came

in dependable installments helped to support him as well.

We were ready, even eager, to find an inner-family trove of

copulations, but that did not allow us to dismiss the Jew from Graz.

Inquiries, we understood (via Himmler) had been made eight years ago.

Hitler on reading his nephew's letter, had sent it on immediately to his lawyer,

Hans Frank. Our Fuehrer, as some may no longer recall, did not become

Chancellor until 1933, and three years earlier, (which was not the best time

for the Nazis), Hans Frank, like many another close associate, was looking

nonetheless to work his way in a little closer to the Leader on the off-chance

that Adolf Hitler would yet succeed.

Frank had unhappy news to deliver. The likelihood was that the father

to Maria Anna's pregnancy was a nineteen-year-old, the oldest boy of a
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Jewish merchant named Frankenberger. It made sense. In those years, the

scion of many a well-to-do family commonly enjoyed his first carnal outings

with a housemaid. Nor did she have to be anywhere near his age. Such

provenance was accepted by the good bourgeois mores of a provincial city

like Graz as proven in practice. It was seen as a good deal better than

consorting with whores or settling too early on a sweetheart who, in such

urgent circumstances, was bound to be unsuitable.

Frank claimed to have seen some conclusive evidence. He told Hitler

that he had been shown a letter from Herr Frankenberger, the father of the

boy, to Maria Anna. The letter promised to provide regular payments for

Alois over the next fourteen years.

All through that year of 1930, Hitler was, however, immersed in his

romance with Geli Raubal, Geli, his blood niece, daughter of Angela Raubal,

Hitler’s half-sister. Our Adolf did not need more complications. He told

Hans Frank that the true story, imparted to him by his own father, Alois, was

that the real grandfather was Johann Georg Hiedler, his own mother's second

cousin, who had finally come around to marry Maria Anna Schicklgruber five 
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years after Alois’ birth. “All the same,” said Hitler to Hans Frank, “I am

ready to examine this letter from the Jew to my grandmother.”

Frank told Hitler that the letter was not available. The man who

possessed it was asking an impossibly high price and could not be budged to

negotiate, not by honey, nor by threats. Besides, if the letter had been

photographed, acquisition was worth little.

“You have, of course, seen the original,” Hitler stated.

“I was able to look at it in his office. He had two big fellows standing

beside him. He also had a pistol on the table What must he have been

expecting?”

Hitler nodded. “In a case like this, one cannot even hope for a

premature death. The letter will be in one place and a photographic copy in

another.”

There it remained, one more concern for Hitler to carry.

In 1938, however, our findings came up with a variant to this story. It

no longer seemed so certain that Maria Anna had been receiving money for

fourteen years after 1837. Following her marriage back in 1842, she and her 
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husband, Johann Georg Heidler, had even been too poor to have a home of

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

(but, in this case, Johann Nepomuk Hiedler), to take the boy in and raise him.

Johann Nepomuk was a hard-working farmer with a wife and three daughters,

but he did not have a son.

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

were still not ready to discount the Jew.
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Himmler sent me to Graz and I took close measure of some century-old

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

over the Israelitische Kultusgemeinde of the Jewish Registry of Graz, and

was confirmed. Back in 1496, the Jews had been expelled from the region.

Three hundred and forty-one years later, back in 1837 when Alois was bom,

the Jews had still not been permitted to come back. Such permission actually

took another twenty years. Moreover, Graz was the sort of small Austrian

city that catered to retired army officers on small pensions—of course, it

would not be congenial to Jews. Not now and not one hundred years ago.

Had Hans Frank been lying? Was he so careless or callous as to make a play

on his own name?

It was Himmler who explained it to me. Frank was bold. Indeed, he

did not acquire his final nickname for too little. (By 1942, he would be

known as the “Butcher of Poland.”) At the time of the nephew’s letter, he

was, as already suggested, looking to establish himself in Hitler’s inner circle.

The way Himmler saw it, Hans Frank had invented the existence of the letter

for that would provide him with a pressure point on his leader. Given the
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absence of the purported document, Hitler could hardly know whether Frank

was, one, making it up; two, telling the truth; or, three, might actually

possess such a letter. It could have been the end for Hans Frank, if Hitler had

sent a researcher to Graz, but the lawyer understood his client well enough to

wager that Hitler did not really want to know.

Since Himmler was grooming me to become one of his close assistants,

back in 1837. He told Frank instead. I understood immediately. Could there

he also confided that he did not tell HitlerjbevCroiere were no Jews in Graz

be one official within our ruling group who was not searching for a grip on

the others? Frank, 4o-an efifeetive degree, was now in Himmler’s grasp.

Given that mutual understanding, he did serve Himmler overtly and well.

Then, in 1942, when Hitler, nervous to the end about the Jewish

grandfather—had he had a bad dream?—instructed our Heinrich to send a

good man to Graz. Himmler, in turn, looking to protect the manifold

usefulness of Hans Frank now that he was Governor-General of Poland,

reported that no tangible evidence was found. What with the pressure of the
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war and the ambiguity of the reports, the matter could be put to rest. Such

was Himmler’s advice to Hitler.
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The year 1942 is, however, a long way down the road from 1837. If

the same can be said for 1938,1 mention that year once again because of a

small episode that occurred during the Anschluss of Austria. It will offer an

insight into Himmler. If, behind his back, he was still ridiculed by his Party

enemies as Heini—ill-gaited, pompous, wide-assed and flat-assed, as pious a

mediocrity as any other man who has risen too high—his detractors were

describing the outer shell. Nobody, not even Hitler, believed more

profoundly in our philosophical principles.
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I remember on the first morning after the Brown Shirts marched into

Vienna, that a squad of them—beer-hall types with bellies above or below

their belts—collected a group of old and middle-aged Jews, professional

class, pince-nez absolutely in place, and put them to work scrubbing

pavementwith toothbrushes. The Storm-Troopers laughed as they watched.

-ftjbeuame an epis'odtrter create attention. f1iotograpfis“drfhe eventwere

featured on the front pages of many a newspaper in Europe and America.

Next day, Himmler spoke to a few of us. "That was a most expensive

indulgence and I am pleased that not one of our SS men had anything to do

with such-^vulgarity. We all know this kind of action can lower morale

among many of our best people. It will certainly encourage rowdyism here in

Vienna. Nonetheless, we do well not to reject altogether the primitive instinct

revealed by the act. For it was, I would say, after much reflection, a

successful act of mockery.” He paused. He did have our attention. “There is

a curious, even, I would declare, a hidden sense of inferiority among many of

our folk who feel that the Jews are capable of offering more concentration to

a task than any of us—they do know how to study—and that is why so many
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of them have been so successful. It is very much a Jewish notion that in the

end, they can win everything by working harder than the host race of any and

every country they happen to be inhabiting.

“So, I would say this act burst forth from the crude but nonetheless

often incisive understanding of our people. It speaks to the Jews. It tells

them that work, if it is not attached to a noble purpose, is meaningless.

‘Scrub away with those toothbrushes,’ the boys were saying, ‘because you

Jews, whether you know it or not, do exactly the same thing every day. Your

virtuous scholarship goes nowhere but into more talk and more

contradictions.’ Therefore, on second thought,” Himmler concluded, “I will

not condemn out of hand the deeds of these low-rank Nazis.”

The story is useful if one is to understand Himmler, but my focus is still

upon Hitler. So, I now recognize that I interrupted my narrative because I

am not ready to relate how I came to learn the truth as to who, really, was

Alois’ father. (While I am prepared to give his name and describe the

occasion, I recognize that some of my readers will be annoyed that these

disclosures will be presented without accounting for my sources. A fact is
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not a fact, they will say, if the means by which it was obtained cannot be

presented.)

I agree. Nonetheless, my real means are not yet to be revealed. Even

the resources of Section IV-2a were not sufficient for me on that occasion. I

did piece together an answer, however, and bent the evidence to please

Himmler—I knew that if my end-product could support his case, he would

accept it. The irony, however, is that my manufactured conclusion turned out

to be correct. I will say it was acquired by exceptional methods of inquiry

and employed certain ultra-secret personnel with whom I am allied. But this

society within the SS extends to other endroits unknown even to Section IV-

2a. I would say it is more than an intelligence group inasmuch as we are

ready to dwell within every fold of society. Since this last remark comes-all

tee-dese-te-seeiaiogrcal impenetrability, I can only repeat that I am not ready

at this point to give a closer description of myself. For that matter, my name,

I would remind you, is not really Dieter. (Although that is close enough.) I

am tempted to add that I was never exactly and altogether in Section IV-2a.

On the other hand, I was. Once again, I will apologize.
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Let us content ourselves for now with the conclusions IV-2a presented

to Himmler in 1938. Once I brought back the information that the Jew from

Graz did not exist, we shifted our inquiry to the actions of the one brother of

Maria Anna Schicklgruber who had actually been resourcefill enough to leave

the mud of Strones and make a little money as a commercial traveler. For

our purposes, what was best about this brother is that he passed regularly

through Graz. If we decided to use him, we could declare that Maria Arma

had, in fact, received small sums mailed from Graz. (The family she actually

worked for in that city happened to be Catholic and consisted of a widow and

two daughters.) By study of their old bank accounts, we knew definitely that

no money ever came from them and indeed, they discharged Maria Anna

when they discovered a few petty thefts. Pregnancy in an unmarried maid

could be tolerated, but the loss of a few coins, no! We then decided that

Maria Anna had been ready to protect this brother by telling her own family

that the money came from a Jew. That proved enough of a shock to get them

off the scent. To these peasants, Jews were agents of Satan.
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Before we passed this speculative story on to Himmler, we came,

however, to a more promising alternative. Why not make Johann Nepomuk

Hiedler, the good hard-working younger brother, our seminal actor? While

Maria Anna and her own travelling brother would offer a prima facie case of

incest, the result was still one step removed from Himmler's real desire. It

would be the father, Alois, rather than Adolf, who would then be the

incestuary.

On the other hand, if Maria Anna conceived Alois with Johann

Nepomuk, then Himmler's thesis could be enhanced. For the woman who

became Alois' third wife, Klara, happened to be not only Adolf Hitler’s

mother, but was also the daughter of Johann Nepomuk's own daughter,

Johanna. An uncle and a niece, Alois and Klara, connected by blood, would

then be the parents of our Fuehrer. That gave a solid presentation.

Moreover, we embellished it. Our final scenario offered carnal flavor: Maria

Anna Schicklgruber and Johann Nepomuk Hiedler had, we declared, entered

into copulation on each rare occasion when she came back from Graz for a

visit. On her last trip, Nepomuk, who lived a long day’s walk away in Spital,
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made a point of visiting Strones, and went to the straw for his hour with

Maria Anna. On that occasion, she conceived. Nepomuk could not question
so

the news. The act had been out of the ordinary. Indeed, she told him s^oon i

as she regained her breath after climax, “You have given me a baby.”

On the other hand, went our scenario, Johann Nepomuk loved his wife,

he loved his three daughters, and he would never disrupt his home.

Notwithstanding, he had to respect the matter from Maria Anna's point of

view. He was a decent man. So, he went into collusion with her on a fable.

Money-received-from-Graz—altogether untrue. He simply gave her sums to

take care of the boy. In a few years, he promised, he would do his best to

bring Alois into his own home and raise him with his daughters.

Maria Anna put up with the situation, but how could she be happy?

Five years elapsed, but then she declared her intention to expose Nepomuk.

She was now forty-seven and it was humiliating, she told him, to be

unmarried, and be obliged to face the women of Strones each time she left her

door.
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Nepomuk proposed that his older brother Georg be installed in his

place. Nepomuk did not like his brother, and Georg did not like Nepomuk,

but a new source of money is as vital to a drunk as blood transfusion to a

hemophiliac. I exaggerate, but not by much. Georg married Maria Anna for

her stipend and enjoyed the knowledge that it came from Nepomuk who

worked even harder in his fields to gather the extra kronen. For Georg, it was

a rare pleasure to use the hard labor of a younger brother to support his

dissipations. He did possess a fund of ugly spirit! A perfect fury full of

failure!

Maria Anna, wed at last, wanted Georg to say he was Alois’ father, but

he was quick to tell her that she was interfering in a matter involving his

personal honor. If he had managed in the course of many a spree to inform a

couple of his drinking companions just why he had gotten married—for the

money, dimwit!—he saw all the more reason to make no fool of himself by

legitimizing this brat whoy^everyone knew was not his own. He might be a

failure, but he was certainly not a cuckold. Let the bastard remain a bastard.
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This legend was what we presented to Himmler. It was buttressed by

interviews we worked up with those few of the very old inhabitants of

Strones who were bom before Johann Georg Hiedler died in 1857. It was, if

examined closely, a dipalidated set of bridges on the way to a necessary

destination, but Himmler was, of course, so busy most of the time with other

matters that our conclusions held up. We had delivered a family history in

which there was no Jew in the Fuehrer’s bloodstream, and had established

that the Fuehrer's own father and mother, Alois and Klara Hitler, were uncle

and niece by blood, We had thereby succeeded in making Adolf Hitler a First

Degree Incestuary One-step-removed.

Himmler had an epiphany. “This,” he said, “more than anything else,

reveals the incredible bravery and fortitude of the Fuehrer. As I have often

pointed out, early death or serious malformation is the most likely

prognostication for First-Degree Incestuaries, but once again the Fuehrer has

shown us incomparable powers of perseverance. His brilliance and his Will,

his unique properties of character and insight, derive from the intensification

, . . Jk'
ivs implicit t<\the state of First Degree. Now we are able to live with the
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triumphant result. His simple agrarian genes fortified through the generations

found a triumphant metamorphosis in the end. This man, our Fuehrer, has

transcendental virtues.”

Here, Himmler closed his eyes, leaned back, and exhaled slowly. It was

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

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

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

such a situation." (I capitalize Will since he used the word with reverence.)
"It is my belief that in the world of numinous spirits which surrounds, there

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

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

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

me say, the Devil, would certainly be ready to great attention to

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

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

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



Book 1 Mar 04-2 3/16/04 42

Vision. All the more power to Herr Hitler, then. He has actually been able, I

would declare, to stand firm in the face of the Devil himself.”

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

order of magnitude. As I came to discover by more extended means, we at

IV-2a had been promulgating an irony rather than a legend. The story we

believed we had concocted out of no more than feasible evidence happened to

be true. It was Johann Nepomuk Heidler who did supply the money and

Alois Schicklgruber was his secret child. Yet the irony within this irony was

that the reality was more extreme than the verified legend. Hitler was not

merely a First Degree Incestuaiy One-step- removed, but had been conceived

in the very core of incest. He was a bona-fide case of First Degree Primus.

As I came to discover, by these more private means, the niece, Klara Poelzl

Hitler, Alois’ third wife and Adolf Hitler's mother, was not only Alois' wife
__ .

but his blood daughter. Of that relationship, I will be able to tett- quite a few

things.
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PART n

-1-

Yes. We have begun a family history. This time, however, I need not

post myself behind Heinrich Himmler. Now, I am ready to behave like a

more conventional novelist. I will even enter some of the thoughts of Johann

Nepomuk, and many of the insights of Alois Hitler, plus his three wives, plus

the first two children from Alois' second marriage, and two of the six from his

last marriage with Klara. (The other four died early.)

We are finished, however, with Maria Anna Schicklgniber. She

perished at the age of fifty-two, ten years after the birth of her son. The cause
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was termed “phthisis on account of dropsy of the chest,” a galloping

consumption she contracted after sleeping in the cattle-trough through her last

two winters. The collateral cause was rage. Toward the end, she thought

often of herself at the age of nineteen, her body quick, her singing voice

praised for its beauty. She was the soloist of the parish choir in
11

Doellersheim. But,(leaving gone-on to live with the curse of-yoredhan three t-"
<?Z^-/

decades of lost anticipations, she was ^ull oftgKhe added fury that had been

passed on to her by Georg. He, like many a drunk before him, succeeded,

however, in outliving everyone’s assumption thafftis-death would-corpp.j^ariy.

After she was gone, he actually stayed-ir^xisteneedor ten more years. Drink

had been not only his nemesis but his dear medicine, and, at last, his

executioner. He went in a day. They called it apoplexy. Having never

bothered to see Nepomuk or Alois, he was not missed, but then, Alois was

twenty by then and working in Vienna.

For that matter, Alois had not suffered unduly when he turned ten and

his mother was lost. Spital, where he lived with Johann Nepomuk and the

wife and three daughters of the Hiedler family, was indeed a very long day’s

walk from Strones, and he had come close to forgetting Maria Anna He was
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happy with his new family. In the beginning, Nepomuk’s daughters, Johanna,

Walpurga, and Josefa, then twelve, ten, and eight, were delighted to have a

five-year-old brother, and took turns sleeping in the same bed with him, thus

keeping/in effect a species of precaution—no more than two children to each
7 *
■bunk. Spital, we may recall, was a full-sized village rather than a hamlet,

and so the sense of separation between prosperous and poor had begun to

appear. A farmer could even, by relative measure, be considered well-off in

his own town. There were a few such in Spital, Johann Nepomuk the first

among them. He had not one bedroom but two, and his wife, Eva Marie, kept

their home well. She was most practical. If she had a suspicion that

Nepomuk might be more than a stepfather to the boy, she could not, on the

other hand, forget the disappointment in his eyes each time she gave birth to a

girl. It was probably better for all concerned to have a boy in the home.

Alois was loved! By his father, by the girls, even by Eva Marie. He

was good-looking, and like his mother, he could sing. As he grew older, he

also demonstrated that he was ready to do work in the fields. For a time,

Johann Nepomuk had even contemplated leaving the farm to him, but there

was no balance to count on in the boy’s character. He was restless. He
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might not always be there to overcome whatever unforeseen obstacle, large or

small, could settle^unexpectedly upon the daily work. In contrast, Johann

Nepomuk had so much love for his labors that on the best of days he felt as if

he could even hear the muttered murmurs (and grunts) of the earth. While he

was not at ease with the long silences that hovered over the end of afternoon

and the onset of evening, a spell would often enter his dreams. The sum of

his fields, his sheds, his beasts and his bam became a creature equal to a

demanding woman, cavernous, haunting, smelly, greedy, needy, ever

demanding more from him. He wour^j^k^nfull recognition that he could

never leave the farm to Alois—Alois was the child of the woman in the

dream. So, he gave up the notion. Such a gift would enrage his wife. She

wanted a good future for her three daughters, and the farm would certainly

provide handsomely, would amount, in fact, to an attractive dowry for them.

Years passed, the daughters grew up, and new problems presented

themselves concerning the size of these dowries. When it came to the oldest,

Johanna, she was given a somewhat pinched share of their land, but then she

had married a poor man, a hard-working but unlucky farmer named Poelzl.

When it came to the dowry for the second daughter, Walpurga, who was
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already twenty-one, Nepomuk was obliged to be more generous. The

putative bridegroom, Josef Romeder, was a strong young man from a more

prosperous nearby farm in Ober-Windhag, the next village, and negotiations

had to take place over the size of the dowry. In the end, Nepomuk deeded

over the richest portion of his land, which left only a modest portion for the

third daughter, Josefa, who was sickly and spinsterish. As for Eva Marie and

himself, he kept a fine small lodging on Romeder's new property to which

was attached an orchard. It was enough. He was ready to retire. Given the

length and heat of the negotiations over the dowry, the ceremony of transfer

of the lands proved more intense than the wedding that had just taken place.

Nepomuk led his new son-in-law around the property, boundary line by

boundary line, and stopped at every marker that established the separation

between his fields and the land of the next farmer. Nepomuk would say,

“And if on any day you gather fruit from this man’s orchard, even the fallen

fruit, may you labor under a black sky.” After which he gave Josef Romeder

a clout on the ear. At each of those eight separate jogs in the boundary line,

he clubbed him. Johann Nepomuk was full of the kind of woe that hangs like^L.

•wergfevon one’s back. He was not mourning the transfer of his farm, so much
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as the absence of Alois. His dear adopted son Alois was not there because

Johann Nepomuk had banished him three years earlier when the boy was

thirteen and Walpurga eighteen. He had discovered them in the hay-loft of

his bam, the same bam where he had gone to the straw with Maria Anna on

the afternoon that Alois had been conceived. A memory of the glory of his

last act of love with Maria Anna Schicklgruber had never left him. He had

had only two women in his life and she was the second, and not at all a

village wench to him, coarse-grained and ass-bare in the hay, but a Madonna

lit by sunlight, an image he had earlier acquired by way of the stained-glass

window of the church in Spital. This image never failed to enlarge his

estimate of the volume of his sin. He was living in sacrilege, that he knew,

and yet he would not relinquish the image of Maria Anna’s face in the

stained-glass window. It was reason enough not to go to confession often,

and when he did go—because he knew he must—he would invent other sins

for the booth, large sins. Once he confessed to coition with the farm mare, a

deed he had never attempted—one does not make love to a large horse for

too little—and the priest in return asked how many times he had committed

this sin. “Only once, Father.”
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“When was that? How long ago?”

“Months, months I think.”

“And how do you feel now when you work with the animal? Are there

similar urges?”

“No, never. I am ashamed for myself.”

The priest was middle-aged and had little to learn about the misdoings

of the peasantry, indeed there had been a joke among us at IV-2a that all the

devil needed to know about the people in any parish could be acquired by

visiting the village priest in his sleep.

So the priest could sense that Nepomuk was lying. Nonetheless, he

was hoping that the account was true because bestial sodomy, while as mortal

a sin as adultery or incest, was in his mind less grievous. It would, after all,

produce no offspring. He proceeded, therefore, to exercise the letter of his

office without further questioning.

“You have degraded yourself as a child of God,” he told Nepomuk,

“you have committed a serious sin of lust. You have injured an innocent

animal. For your penance I give you five hundred Our Fathers and five

hundred Hail Marys.”
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That was identical to the penance he had given earlier that morning to a

schoolboy who had treated himself to an underhanded spit-in-the-palm

masturbation in class (a stealthy act) and then rubbed his spit and semen on

the hair of the boy in front of him, a small boy.

Johann Nepomuk contented himself afterward by confessing to the

same priest upon occasion that he still had lewd thoughts concerning the

mare, but was careful to do nothing about it. She was, however, a poor

substitute for Madonna Maria Anna, and the continuing absence of Alois

caused Johann Nepomuk Hiedler to live in an agony of love. He had wept

like a Biblical father and had tom his shirt from his chest when he came upon

his son and daughter in the straw. He knew that he hadjust lost the boy. The

brightest light of nearly every one of his days, that lively young face, would

have to leave. To the shock of the women in the family, Alois was sent away

that night to a neighbor’s house and in the morning was walked to Weitra and

put on a coach to Vienna.

Walpurga suffered in his absence. Nepomuk did not tell Eva, but then,

he did not have to. She sensed why Walpurga was to be kept at home for the

next three years. The young woman's marriage with Romeder, empty of
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courtship, had to be arranged. Yet Eva, as concerned with the virginity of her

daughters as a drill sergeant is exercised by the step of his platoon, would nag

Nepomuk to allow their girl to take at least a short walk on Sunday with a girl

friend.

“No,” Nepomuk would say. “The two of them will go to the woods.

Then the boys will follow.”

On the day he walked the boundary line with Romeder, he was

burdened each time he struck his daughter's new husband. What an injustice

he was doing to his new son-in-law. Ergo, he hit him harder. A marriage

was being founded on a lie. Therefore, it was crucial no trespasses be made

on the land of the neighbor. That would be a sacrilege against the earth.

How Nepomuk mourned the absence of his son!
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-2z

Alois did well in Vienna. With his good and agreeable face, he was

taken on as novice in a shop that made cavahy boots for officers.

He now lived as a menial in the presence of young men who carried

themselves as if their bodies, their uniforms, their decorations, their boots and

their souls were all given over to a single pledge. Such dedication had much

to offer Alois. These men, he observed, were at ease with the beautifully

dressed ladies they escorted. On Sunday, it pleased him to look at their

promenade. The women’s hats were as finely wrought as the officers’ boots.

He had the passing thought that if he met a young milliner, they could start a

shop and young couples of the best and highest classes could visit their store
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hand in hand. Splendid boots, stylish hats. It was the only business concept

he was to have for many a year, but he only played with such a dream

because beautiful women stimulated him. He loved women. He had had

such contentment playing with his stepsisters, which is to say, as only

Nepomuk knew, his half-sisters.

He met no young milliner, however, and the idea gave way to a better

one. He could never be a cavalry officer since that depended on being bom

into a particular kind of family, and he came from a place where more was

known about pig's habits than the kind of scent a man should put upon his

handkerchief. Alois would not aspire to what was not there in him. But one

thing he knew—he was able to live on good terms with Vienna. No one back

in Spital had been as ready to improve himself. Early on, then, he understood

his own ambition—he wanted to spend his life in a decent uniform, and be

admired for his posture.

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

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

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

Qberaufseher (Finance-Watch High Overseer) which was equal to no more
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than Corporal, but already the uniform was good, and for that matter, it

usually took ten years to rise even to this level.

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

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

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

that he would like Alois to visit.

In 1859, his promotion to Finanzwach-Oberaufseher already

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

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

his family, given his bearing, authoritative but gracefill, he might as well have

been the son of a Count.

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

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

that has lived with too much wind. The death of Josefa throbbed in his side

like the slash of an axe. (He had offered her such a mean dowry.) He was

too tired to keep watch on Alois.

Indeed, what could he do? Johanna, the oldest daughter, seven years

older than Alois, had been married at the age of eighteen, and for the last
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eleven years had been faithful to her husband, Johann Poelzl, (another

Johann!) who even lived next door to Nepomuk (with his part of the farm)

and gave no one but Johanna any trouble for he usually kept her pregnant.

She had once been agreeable in appearance, but now her hands and feet were

raw and her features thickened. She had had six children, and the first four

had died early.

If once she had been cheerful in spirit, this happy state, long unfelt,

long worn down, now returned at the sight of Alois. He had been her darling

when he first came to the house, and she used to fondle the five-year-old and

bring him to sleep in her bed. Through the years until he left, she would pull

his hair and kiss his cheek, until once when he was ten and she was

seventeen, they had begun to roll together in the hay of the bam pretending to

wrestle. But he was only ten and nothing happened.

This time, no question. At the first opportunity which proved to be the

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

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

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

known the moment when Johann Poelzl, her husband, had put a child in her.
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But this occasion had been superior. No small event took place in her body.

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

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

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

Finanzwach-Respizienten, the highest rank obtainable in the lower ranks of

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

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

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

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

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

guardroom of his heart even if his mind was wholly on his career. In truth, he

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

been with Walpurga all those years ago, and a year earlier with the youngest,

Josefa, his favorite back when he was twelve (his first) and so he felt he owed

it to himself now to have the remaining sister—how many men could boast of

knowing three sisters equally well?

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

accomplishments of other men, particularly other lower-caste officers in the
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Finance-Watch. His rise was remarkable for a young man with so sparse an

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

the more effective you became at your border tasks, the less you had to fear

for the little specialties of your private life. This understanding he obeyed to

the letter, and had an agreeable time. In those years, no matter to which town

they assigned him, he would stay at an inn. Before long, given his

confidence, he would proceed to conquer the loosely defended bastions of the

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

the available women, he would usually move to another large inn. Through
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the forty years of his career, he was posted to only two border towns

connecting Bavaria and Austria, to Braunau (where Adolf would yet be bom)

and Passau, yet his change of residence was frequent. In Braunau, for

example, he moved twelve times. Nor did it bother him that his women were

not elegant enough to walk with cavalry officers. Not at all! Elegant women

were too difficult—no doubt of that—whereas maids and cooks were grateful

for his attention and would raise no public ruckus when he moved on.

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

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

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

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

already fifty, yet he could respect her. She came from a worthy family. She

might not be good-looking, but she was the daughter of an official in the

Hapsburg tobacco monopoly that produced a share of the Crown’s income,

and the size of her dowry was agreeable. They lived well, and with a maid.

His own salary was, by now, substantial—the principal of the highest public

school in Braunau did not earn as much. As his rank increased, so did his

uniform generate an increase in gold-plated buttons, and the cocked hat
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sprout more elegant official embroidery. Alois' mustache now had a sweep

worthy of a titled Hungarian, and his face came at you, jaw-first. His

inferiors at the Customs Post were told they were always to use his correct

title when speaking to him. With it all, he was putting on weight. Soon after

his marriage, and very much at his wife’s urging, he shaved his mustache and

grew sidebums on each side of his face. Given the care he afforded them,

they soon became as imposing as castle-gates. Now, he not only looked like

a customs official in the service of the Hapsburgs, but indeed he even looked

a little like Franz Josef himself! There he was, a fair facsimile of the

emperor, the full expression—duty, hard work, and an imperial face.

His wife, Anna Glassl-Hoerer, had lost, however, half of her appeal for

him. This deficit occurred some two years into the marriage when he

discovered that she, too, was an orphan and had been adopted. In turn, she

lost respect for his uniform when he (grown weary of making up stories about

an imaginary and somewhat fabulous Herr Schicklgruber, his father)

confessed that there was no such man on the parental side of his natal ledger,

merely a blank.



Book 2 Mar 04-2 3/29/04 60

She began her campaign. Alois was to legitimize himself. His mother,

after all, had been married. Why could that not be taken to mean that Johann

Georg Hiedler was the father? Alois knew better, but now that Anna Glassl

was making it an issue, he was not averse. He had, after all, never enjoyed

his last name, and Anna Glassl was not necessarily wrong when she judged

that his career, despite its success, had probably not been furthered by the

sound of Schicklgruber.

He travelled from Braunau through Weitra to Spital in order to see if

Johann Nepomuk would help him. The old man, now turned seventy,

misunderstood at first. When Alois told him that he wanted his last name

changed to what it should be—Hiedler! Johann Nepomuk’s heart passed

through a quick and scalding shame. He thought he was being named as the

father. Immediately he was ready to argue that at this late date, what with his

two remaining married daughters to think of, plus the grandchildren, and his

remaining part of the farm, (plus his wife Eva to say the least!) how could he

declare himself Alois' father? These excuses, however, did not even reach

his mouth. At the saving point, he realized that Alois was only asking that

Johann Georg be named. Whereupon—old men being as ready as young girls
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to go from one extreme of emotion to the other—he was fiirious at Alois. His

own son did not want him, Nepomuk, to be thought of as the father. It took

another moment to recognize that Georg, having married Maria Anna, was

the only one who could be used for legitimation.

In a farm cart, pulled by two old horses, he journeyed with Alois and

Romeder all of the twenty miles from Spital to Strones, then further on a few

miles to Doellersheim, all of it close to a four-hour journey on a narrow

meandering carriage-road full of many fallen limbs and a few uprooted trees,

but still reasonably free of mud on this October day. (With mud, it might

have taken eight hours). On arrival, Johann Nepomuk came face to face with

the particular priest he had no wish to remember. There he was, a very old

priest now, shrunken in stature, and smaller in station (for Doellersheim

parish was not comparable to Spital), yet this was the very priest who had

scolded him for traffic with the vulva of a mare.

The recollection passed between the two men unacknowledged by the

smallest shift of expression. They were all there for the business at hand,

Alois, Nepomuk, Romeder, and two acquaintances they had brought along

from Strones. Since the last three were to be witnesses and did not know
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how to write, they each signed the document with an XXX. They said they

had known Georg Heidler and that “in their presence and repeatedly” he had

admitted to being the father of this child. The mother had stated the same.

They swore to that.

The priest could see that legally speaking, very little was right. Each of

the three witnesses’ hands had shaken with a little godly fear as they put

down their XXX. One of them, the son-in-law, Romeder, could not have

been five years old when Anna Maria died. Of course, she would have told

all to the five-year-old! Moreover, Johann Georg was also long dead. Given

such a dubious case, a more thorough legal proceeding would be more

appropriate.

The priest did, however, what he had been doing for years—he

certified the paper, even as he kept smiling with his old and toothless mouth.

He knew they were lying.

He did not, however, insert the date. On the yellow page of the parish

registry of June 1,1837, he crossed out “illegitimate,” put Johann Georg’s

name in what had previously been the blank space, and smiled again. Legally

speaking, the docmnent was shaky, but it did not matter. Which church
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authority would challenge such a change? For sure, no one in Vienna. The

word from there was to encourage certified fatherhood whenever—even late

in the day. Already in some districts of Austria, illegitimacy was up to forty

births per hundred. Of that forty, could even half be free of one or another

little family matter? So, the priest, disapproving of these sleazy procedures

even if he was bound to improve them, chose not to inscribe his own name.

Besides, if it ever went wrong, he could disavow the paper.

Then he spelled each of the witnesses’ names by choice inasmuch as

there was no agreement on orthography from province to province, (one

reason why Hiedler soon became Hitler.)

Now that Alois had his new name, he decided to stop off for an hour in

Spital rather than continue on immediately in Nepomuk’s cart to the railroad

station at Weitra. The change from Schicklgruber to Hiedler was ageeable

indeed, and he felt an upsurge in the happy region below his navel. This,

from long experience, was, he knew, one of the gifts his nature had given

him. He was as quick as a hound to sense when female company was nearby.

Was it Johanna who had put him on the alert? She did live next door to

her father, and at this moment Alois felt her presence as if she were looking
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out the window, but no, it could not be Johanna. She was not as old as his

wife, but he knew of course that few gifts were offered by farm life to a

woman’s appearance. He was in no hurry to see her.

Yet his steps took him to the door. The Hound did not make a practice

of betraying him, and, yes, there in the doorway was Johanna looking as plain

as expected, but beside her was a girl of sixteen. She was the same height as

himself with the nicest and most agreeable features, modest, well-formed,

with a good head of abundant dark hair and the bluest eyes he had ever

seen—they were as blue as the light he had once seen in a large diamond

behind the glass of a museum exhibit.

He took off his cocked hat and bowed to her so soon as he had

separated himself from the powerful hug and whole set of steamy kisses

Johanna left with her honest saliva on his mouth and face. “This is your

Uncle Alois,” she said to her daughter, “he is a wonderful man.” She turned

back to him and added, “You look more up on high than ever—there is more

to the uniform now, yes?” And then she pulled her daughter to her. “Here is

Klara. But for my only son in Vienna who is still alive, she is now my

oldest.”
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Johanna began to weep. Klara was her seventh child. Of the others,

four were now dead, one was a hunchback, and the young man, now

nineteen, the oldest, had consumption. “God never ceases punishing us for

our sins,” she said, at which Klara nodded.

Alois had no desire to hear about God. Spend a little time with Him,

and the Hound could moan for shame. He preferred to enjoy the thought that

he might soon see more of this niece.

He took a walk outside the village with the mother and daughter. They

went to that part of Nepomuk's fields which now belonged to the husband,

Johann Poelzl, who—no surprise to Alois—bore no resemblance to this rare

blue-eyed Klara. Poelzl had gray clouded eyes and a face full of lines that

drooped in concert with a long sad nose and paper-thin lips. It is obvious that

he had given up the once-enduring hope that eventually he must prosper

because he was an honest farmer, so honest! Nor did Alois stay too long.

Poelzl had the expression on his face of a man who still has a host of chores.

On this day, scattered in the bottoms of rows of stubble, were stray ears of

com not yet too rotten to feed to the pigs, and Poelzl stood on one foot and

then the other (as if to talk for two minutes more would ruin a few more of
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the remaining ears.) If his impatience was due to his discomfort with the

implicit prosperity of Alois’ uniform, Poelzl’s mood took no happy turn when

Alois remarked that his own wife was not well and needed a maid who was

pious, and of reliable breeding. Was it possible—not to rush things!— that

Klara might be just that person?

Poelzl could hardly say no when he was told of the amount she would

be able to send back. Cash not dependent on a crop was the best of crops,

and, as always, he needed money. The alternative—to borrow further sums

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

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

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

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

to the brother-in-law's sighs as Romeder came up with the Kronen. He

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

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

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

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

insufficient return from his fields? So, he accepted the fact that Klara would 
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go to work for Uncle Alois, but his feelings turned over in him with the

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

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

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

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

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

top floor where other maids and servants slept.

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

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

exactly. It was evident to all including his wife that Klara was steeped in

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

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

incomprehensible if one did not understand to what degree death was her

nearest relative. There were lights in the depths of those pale-blue eyes that
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spoke of angels—godly angels and fallen angels. Her face was so innocent

that one could ask in all honesty what she could know of fallen angels if not

for that second sense which is there to tell us that devils hover like moths at

the closing doors of life. Even the innocent do not always like to dream of

the departed.

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

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

his niece, but made a point never to touch her. His wife, by now as unhappy

as a crow with a broken wing, had put up early with his yen for maids and

cooks, but then, about the time she began her campaign to expunge the name

of Schicklgruber, she allowed her distrust of him to take on new force. Never

had Alois encountered jealousy so passionate, so far-ranging, and so much to

the point.

While he considered his first quality as a man to be dedication to his

work—to the cleanliness of his personal appearance, to the neatness and

well-written dispatch of his official papers, and every evidence he could give

of his high respect for punctuality and performance in each and every working

hour, he took as much pride in his direct skill as a custom's inspector. He had
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not stood for years at a border post looking to root out the attempts of

travellers and merchants to cheat the Hapsburg Crown of its tariff without

learning a good deal about false presentation and outright mendacity, and now

he was having to exercise such abilities himself in order to divert Anna from

another girl he had taken to visiting on the top floor of the inn.

There was an old Viennese joke that to have a flourishing society, both

the police and the thieves must constantly improve at what they did. Now, he

thought often of the remark. It was true for Anna Glassl and himself. The

more acute her sense of what he might be up to, the finer were his lies.

She had cause for distrust. There were days when he made love to

each of the three women he could look upon as regulars. In the morning, full

of the bounty of sleep, he would take care of his wife, and in the afternoon

when Anna Glassl was napping and his off-duty time coincided with the hour

when their chambermaid washed their floors, he usually enjoyed the coquetry

of her hips as she, down on her hands and knees, slung a wet cloth from side

to side—truth, he rarely saw her face at such times. And in the evening after

Anna Glassl had gone to sleep, there was Fanni.
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So if he took a long-range view of Klara Poelzl, it was because his

nocturnal, and for the present, true interest was with this waitress at the rnn, a

nineteen-year-old named Fanni Matzelsberger, who was voluptuous but lithe,

and—by every good measure—smoldering. He had learned to strip his eyes

of all expression when she crossed the room, but that was not easy. She had

an irrepressible turn to her hips. That spoke to him: Fanni was a good girl

who did not want to be so good.

Indeed, as he soon learned by visits to her attic room, she was a virgin

of the most tormented sort—a girl in the old peasant tradition: She had kept

the formal entrance to her chastity intact but the same could not be said for

the close neighbor to those private parts. That was not so agreeable for

Alois. The Hound was too large to permit a good poke into “the smelly and

the damned,” (or so he would characterize it). Fanni would moan in a very

low voice (in order that the rest of the attic not hear) but they were both

suffering. All the more intense became their embrace was truly JiearUto— -

Jteart. (ThTFelieat“ofthe hour, they loved each other, a not uncommon

reaction even if only half of the carnal ore can be mined.
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He told himself that she was no more than a good-looking daughter

prosperous fanner—she did have a decent dowry—but he also told her

that he loved her. She said, “Enough to give up your wife and live with me?”

“I will give her up,” he said, “when you give up something first!”

No, she must remain a virgin. So soon as she was ready to do what he

wanted, there would be a child. She knew. Then, there would be another

child. Then she very well might die.

“How do you decide such things?”

“We have gypsies in my family. Maybe I am a witch.”

“Because of me?”

“You are a bad man and I am a witch. Only witches put their mouths

in terrible places. Now, I am too afraid to go to confession.”

“Stay away from priests. They are there to suck your blood. They are

the ones who will leave you weak and good for nothing.”

They argued round and round about whether she should or should not

go to confession and that induced a vertigo in her. She was tempted. It was

not unlike drunkenness. Given the force of his desire, she did give it to him,



Book 2 Mar 04-2 3/29/04 73

she gave it up, and proceeded to tell him one month later that she was

pregnant. Had the time come, she asked, to tell his wife?

He no longer trusted Fanni. He did not think she would have become

pregnant if she was really afraid of dying. Besides, he had been lying to his

wife with so much skill that now he did not dare to confess. Lying, like

honesty, is reflexive, and soon becomes as sturdy a habit as truth itself. Anna

Glassl-Hoerer Hitler was fifty-seven and looked ten years older (although to

his continuing surprise she did remain a virago at dawn.) To lose her would

tighten his financial situation measurably. On the other hand, he would be

giving up a lady for a farm-girl, a most attractive farm-girl, but then he had

decided long ago that in the end, a peasant was like a stone. Throw a stone

high in the air—-it will always come down. Whereas a lady was like a

feather. A lady could tantalize you with her intelligence. He would hate to

give up his increasing skill as a liar.

Here is a sample from the dining room of the Gasthaus Streif

Anna Glassl: I see you are looking at her again.

Alois: I am. You have caught me. If your eyes were not so

beautiful, I would have to say that you own the eyes of an eagle.
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Anna Glassl: Why don’t you catch up with her after we eat? Just

give her a good one for me.

Alois: Your mind is wicked. I like it when your tongue turns so

crude.

Anna Glassl: Cruder than it used to be.

Alois: Anna, you are exceptionally wise, but, in this case, you are

wrong.

Anna Glassl: Look, my dear, I have put up with chambermaids and

cooks. You have come to bed smelling of onions on many a night.

And that is better than sniffing laundry soap. But I don’t care, I tell

myself. The man must amuse himself. Only, why do you still try to

insult my intelligence? You keep doing that. We know the girl is

beautiful. At least once in your life make love to a waitress who does

not look like last night’s pudding.

Alois: All right, I will tell you the truth. I like her looks, yes, a little

bit. Although she is not truly my type. No, she is not. But in any case,

I would not go near her. One hears the worst talk. I don’t even want 

to tell you because you like her.
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AnnaGlassl: Like her? She’s a tart. She’s a tart in training. Your

true type.

Alois: No, she is diseased. I have heard that she has an infectious

disease between her legs. I would not go near her.

Anna Glassl: I do not believe you. I cannot believe that.

Alois: Do as you choose. But, I can promise you, she is the last girl

for you to worry about.

Anna Glassl: Who then do you want me to worry about? Klara?

Alois: You have a splendid sense of humor. If we were not in

public, I would laugh out loud, and then you know what I would do.

You are so attractive, so wicked. You would even send me out to kiss 

a nun.
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Finally, Fanni told Anna Glassl that she was two months pregnant and

soon to show. For Anna, that was the end of the marriage. For Alois to tell

her that the girl had a disease! When he knew she was pregnant!

Unforgiveable! Besides, Anna Glassl was more tired of Alois by now than of

her fear of living alone. She had exhausted herself by mustering up all of her

remaining arts in order to be a virago at dawn. Now, she craved peace. She

even decided that her jealousy had been some last inoculation against what

was worse—precisely the cold and silent distaste for a mate that seeps in to

the end of jealousy. So, she moved out. Since they were Catholic, divorce

by Austrian law was not possible. To obtain even a legal separation, Anna
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had to declare not only their incompatibility but state in writing her direct

aversion to him. Alois was obliged to read this outrageous phrase. It stood

out in the document like a boil on one’s chin. It irked him so much that he

showed his copy to drinking friends. "Look, she says that she has a personal

aversion. If not improper, I could tell you how much aversion she had. On

her hands and knees so soon as I would say, ‘Get ready. I am in the mood.’”

They would laugh and move to other subjects. He was in a state of

irritation these days for more reasons than Anna Glassl’s departure. Fanni

and he were now living together in the same suite of rooms at the Gasthaus

Streif. That was fine with him—he was the first to say that he was not

attached to the past. Then he discovered that Fanni was not pregnant—she

had only thought she might be. Or was it that she had had an early

miscarriage? She was resolutely unclear.

He thought that was a terrible lie to have told him, but what could he

do? He had never known such pleasure with a woman. Of course, Fanni was

soon as jealous as Anna Glassl, and her ears had perfect pitch when it came

to hearing any hint of oncoming infidelity in his voice. Soon enough, she
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stove a hole in the well-guarded vessel of his future plans. Klara, she told

him, would have to go. Otherwise, Fanni would.

This was too much disruption for Alois. Fanni would soon be truly

pregnant, or so he expected given the hints he took from the declarative surge

of her womb at the happiest moment, all of which passed through him even as

he was passing into her—not the sort of conclusion he had come to with other

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

certainly ready for a child, preferably a son, to carry on the family name, but

when he was not in the midst of good things with Fanni, he thought often of

the oncoming time when she would be six or seven months along, and it

would be Klara’s turn. The thought of future complications did not deter him

It was in the nature of his work to be able to handle more than one problem at

once, and both women were attractive to him, yes, two of them and both truly

attractive for once.

As for scandal, he did not worry. Not unduly. In Braunau, he was

always the center of gossip. The townspeople might as well complain to the

stars above that he was living openly with a common-law wife. After all,

what could they do? He was not unlike a soldier garrisoned in a town to
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which he owed nothing. He received his money from the Finance-Watch and

that was clearly equal to the Hapsburg government, far away in Vienna. So

long as his work proved flawless, they would hardly care how he acted in his

personal life.

Having risen to the highest level of the middle ranks, there he would

stay. His job was secure. The Customs needed him. After all, it took a good

many years for an official to become as practised as himself. In turn, he

needed the Customs. How could he ever find another job that paid as well?

He had developed into the perfect instrument for what he did but that was not

a skill to be used readily for anything else, no, he was locked into his job, and

the Financial Watch was locked into him. So, devil take the townspeople.

What they said about him might rankle, but it would not interfere with more

real and interesting pursuits. One girl would bear his child, and the other

(who trembled in front of him when he spoke) would become his mistress.

Of course, she would be more than ready when the time came. Why else

quiver? It was because she knew he could teach her everything she did not

know.
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This was the secret project on which Fanni intruded. No girl named

Klara was going to keep working for them.

“You are mad,” Alois answered. “Can’t you see? Klara would be

happier in a convent.”

“No. Your interest is not in her happiness, but yours. She must go.”

“Do not speak to me that way. You are young enough to be my

daughter.”

“Yes, I am, and I have heard the Polish people say that a father should

never make love to his daughter or she will lose all respect for him.”

Klara had to go. He could not relinquish what he now had in Fanni,

no, not for the uncertain promise (when all was said) of a possible

transformation from angel-nun to all-compliant lady.
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After Klara left, it was Fanni, however, who suffered. She had liked

Klara, and now that their friendship was lost, gone too were many

confidences back and forth. Different from each other, there had been much

for both to learn. It ended, however, because Klara was not good at lying.

She flushed beet-red with embarrassment when Fanni would hint at what

went on between Uncle Alois and herself. (Klara having called him Uncle,

Fanni had taken on the habit.)

“Confess,” Fanni would say, “you want to be in bed with our Uncle.”
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“No,” Klara would reply, and feel as if her cheeks would blotch if she

did not tell the truth. “There are times, yes, when, yes, please, I want that.

But you must know I won’t, I never will.”

“Why?”

“Because he is with you.”

“Ach, that,” said Fanni, “would not stop me for a minute.”

“Maybe you, no,” said Klara, “but I would be punished.”

“This is something you know?”

“Please, I know.”

“Maybe you don’t,” said Fanni. “I told Uncle I would die if I let him

give me a baby, but now I think this other way. I want a baby, I am near to

having a baby.”

“You will,” said Klara, “and I won’t go near Uncle Alois. You are his

woman. That is my vow.”

They kissed, but there was something within the aroma of the kiss that

Fanni could not trust. Klara’s lips were firm and full of character, but not

completely. That night Fanni had a dream where Alois made love to Klara.
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Before she left, Klara wept just a little. “How can you send me

away?” she asked. “I gave you my vow.”

“Tell me,” said Fanni, “what is the foundation of this so-holy vow?”

“I swear it by the peace of my dead brothers and sisters.”

It was not the best reply. Fanni had the sudden thought that Klara

might also be concealing a witch in herself—she could, after all, have disliked

her brothers and sisters, some of them, anyway.

By way of the Finance-Watch, Alois made nice arrangements in

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

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

So, now, after four years of good and honest work at the inn, sleeping each

night in the smallest of the maid’s rooms, Klara packed her belongings into

the same small chest she had brought with her on arrival, and left the

Gasthaus for new employment in Vienna.

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

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

open them. How could she be certain that her distrust of Klara had been
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honest fear? What if it came from spite as cruel as the pain of a bad tooth?

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

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

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

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

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

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

unfair that would be to the unborn child!

Fourteen months after Anna Glassl received the decree of separation,

Fanni gave birth to a boy whom Alois without hesitation named Alois. They

could not, however, call him Alois, Junior—not as yet. The name still had to

be Alois Matzelsberger, and this bothered Alois Hitler. He went through a

period of remembering what he had long taken pains to forget—that a child

could feel as empty as an empty belly when he had to walk around with no

more than his mother’s last name. Now, Alois, Senior, went to bed every

night cursing Anna Glassl.

He was not a man to give too much of himself to a curse. He

considered such an act equal to spending a private horde of gold.
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Nonetheless, he delivered his curse to the night, and it was so full of intent

and outright venom that he was not particularly surprised when Anna died

suddenly. That curious event did not occur until fourteen months after Alois'

son was bom and Fanni was very much pregnant again, but Alois still

reckoned that his anathema had had effect, possibly. He saw it as an

expensive payment for a necessary conclusion—expensive? Yes, because

there could often be unforeseen consequences sprouting from one's curses.

Indeed, her death certificate stated that the cause was unknown. This

convinced him it was suicide. He did not like that. He was no superstitious

fellow, not, at least, as measured by belief in the near presence of God and

the Devil (all too common among the Strones and Spital folk.) Rather, as he

was ready to explain over a stein of beer, he believed in the solid and

intelligent processes of dependable forms of government. God, no matter

how august and far away, would look, doubtless, upon government in the

same manner that Alois did—as the human instrument of divine will,

provided such will was exercised by scrupulous officials like himself. Alois

had not read a word of Hegel, but then, where was the need? He and Hegel
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were in agreement—the power of that idea was there for all to breathe. It

was so obvious.

Alois preferred, therefore, a reasonable end to death. It should come

out of a burst appendix or from consumption, even as Maria Anna, his own

mother, had ended that way. But suicide left him uneasy—he liked to fall

asleep, as he put it to his drinking companions, "with a fart and a snore," and

that on the moment his head touched the pillow. Anna Glassl as a suicide

was a thought to keep him awake. For the first time in years, he felt again

like a peasant. He would have gone to her funeral but he did not care to

subject this new untried uneasiness to the sight of her face in the coffin. So

Alois stayed away. That was another notable item for the gossip of the

townspeople.

Nonetheless, no matter how Anna Glassl had ended, she was, at least,

no longer there. So he could marry his common-law wife, his new lady,

Franziska Matzelsberger, which he did. Her belly was now full of the

second child a good seven months along, and Fanni was looking as large as

the biggest melon in a field. He was forty-six, she was twenty-two, and the
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wedding took place in another town, Ranshofen, four uncomfortable miles

away and four back for the pregnant bride.

She had sworn she would not have the ceremony in Braunau. It was

not only the glances of the women. Some of the boys snickered as she went

by.

Alois was annoyed. It cost an extra and needless amount to transport

by hired carriage the two Customs officers he had invited. That was no vast

amount but all the same, needless. Besides, he was disappointed in Fanni.

His new wife was not as ready to face other people as she ought to be—look,

after all, at the fine husband she had caught!

Moreover, she was a nervous mother—she insisted on having the

second baby in Vienna. The midwife would not be as spiteful there, she told

him. Who, in her situation, asked Fanni, could trust any woman from

Braunau? More expense, then.

Anna Glassl, with all her faults, had been a lady—he could, he decided

reluctantly, never be able to say the same for Fanni. It was not that he

expected it of her, not a farmer’s daughter, but still she had once shown

progress in such directions. Now, it was going backward. When he first
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knew her, she moved well, she was quick, she charmed the guests of the inn

even as she served them. He thought she was a most witty creature for a

waitress.

Now, she yelled at the servants—all the fire in Fanni had gone to her

temper. Their rooms at the inn were not properly taken care of. When he

suggested that they might call Klara back, Fanni earned on for all of one

evening.

“Yes,” she told him, “then you can do to Klara what you did to me.

Poor Anna Glassl.”

Poor Anna Glassl! He came to realize that Fanni must now be

dreaming about Anna. Could they not move forward as husband and wife? It

was a bad marriage, he decided. You should not have to get into the same

fight every day of the week.

She spent two weeks in Vienna before their daughter, Angela, was

bom, and in that time he had to pay for a nurse to take care of Alois Hitler,

Junior. Before the week was out, Senior had seduced the nurse. She was

fifteen years older than Fanni, heavy-set, a hard worker once he got her to
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bed, but he could sleep because she got up in the middle of the night without

complaint when the boy was crying for his mother.

Up until then he had been faithful to Fanni. Now, the only way to

make the nurse more palatable was for him to alternate her with the cook.

Fanni came back from Vienna looking weak and tired and, before long, knew

all about it. She did not scream at him. She wept. She was not well, she

confessed, and there he was without patience to wait for sick people to feel

better. He was a brute, she told him.

They had been living together for close to three years before they could

marry, but, now, by the time Angela was a year old, Fanni was seriously ill.

Signs of a deepening disorder were everywhere. She would pass from fits of

temper, to hysteria, then to loss of interest in his body, plus an incapacity to

take proper care of their two children. A doctor told her that she had the

beginnings of tuberculosis. Klara was brought back from Vienna to be with

Alois, Jr., and with Angela, even as Fanni moved out of the inn to a small

town called Lach there in the midst of a forest called Lachenwald, Laughter-

in-the-Woods, but neither the name nor the good forest air had the power to

restore her. In Lach she stayed for the ten months before her end.
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In the last months, Klara visited her more often than Alois, and that

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

and this left her feeling exalted. She had always been taught to search for just
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such a state of the soul. Those teachings had come from her father, that is to

say, her father-in-name, old Johann Poelzl, who was sour on all matters but

Devotion. “Devotion to our Lord Jesus Christ is all of my life in each and

every day,” he would tell her—he was indeed more pious than any woman in

Spital. At many a meal, after saying grace, he would tell Klara (especially

once she passed the age of twelve) that to give up what one truly desired was

the nearest you could come to the moment of knowing the glory of Christ.

But to attain that hour, one must be ready to sacrifice one’s dreams. After all,

had God not sacrificed His Son?

Klara was trying then to relinquish her desire for Uncle Alois. That

fever had gone on a full four years while working for Anna Glassl. Then

there had been another four years in Vienna serving an old lady who

alternated between doting on Klara and then counting the silverware. The

old lady had the real heat of suspicion—it irritated her when the silver count

was correct (as it always was) because paranoia that cannot be confirmed is

even more difficult to bear than outright theft. The old lady was secretly

proud of the perfection with which this young servant kept house for her—it

spoke of respect for her mistress—but the honesty made her irritable.
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Klara’s mother, as if paying for her one cardinal sin with Alois, had

turned into a very good housekeeper, and Klara had responded to their house

duties more than any of Johanna’s remaining children. It was as if the mother

and daughter believed that what was left of the family—given the ghosts of

all those dead children—depended on offering ceaseless attention to the daily

skirmish against mud, dust, ashes, slops, and all the crusted plates, cups, pots,

and cutlery.

By now, Klara was never afraid of a household task. It required no

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

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

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

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

There was not a night in the inn, the best inn of Braunau, the Pommer Inn (to

which they had moved) when Alois was not staring at her open-faced and

slightly drunk from the three steins of beer he took into himself each evening

after work with one or another of the Customs Officers. After which back to

the Pommer for the meal Klara had cooked in the kitchen of the hotel and

brought up to their lodgings. He would eat that meal with full gusto saying
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not a word, just nods to demonstrate his enjoyment. Then he would stare at

her in the privacy of their sitting room, his eyes open as if to share his

thoughts. It seemed as if all that was valuable in the recesses of her body

was being fingered by his imagination. Her thighs burned, her cheeks burned,

her breath wanted to reach forward to his breath. She would jump up in relief

if one of the children cried out in sleep—she heard it as an appeal from Fanni

that had whipped over in a flash from Laughter-in-the-Woods. Afterward, a

small cramp of disappointment would follow.

Alois would not have been capable of describing to his drinking friends

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

the desperation to have him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

would serve the State.
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He had written just the week before to a cousin who inquired whether

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

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

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

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

occupation, all the more so if he has had little previous education. Heavy

drinkers, men who get into debt, and gamblers and those who lead immoral

lives cannot last. Finally, one has to go out in all weather, day or night.”

Naturally, he felt equal to the sentiments in the letter, nor did he have

to think about "those who lead immoral lives." Immorality, Alois knew, was

not to be gauged by your private life. Immorality was taking a bribe from a

smuggler, whereas private life was too complicated for judgment. He did not

know to a certainty that Klara was his daughter—after all, he did not have to

trust Johanna Hiedler Poelzl’s word completely. What, after all, was the

sense of being a woman if you could not lie with skill? Sie ist hier! Sie ist

hier? True, or not true?

All the same, he would assume she might be his daughter. Already,

she called him Uncle, and he sensed enough about these matters to feel that



Book 2 Mar 04-2 3/29/04 95

that made her desire him in a way she would never consider if she thought of

him as a man rather than a relative.

He knew why he wouldn’t go to church, or to confession, he knew why

he was brave. He was ready to travel in the same forbidden direction that

drunken peasants and adolescents on top of one another in a bed, might

blunder into. But he would not look back in fear and penitence, he would just

do it, yes, he would fuck his daughter. Yes.

Which he finally did at the end of a short evening that had been much

like all the other dinners when he had looked at her with no deceit in his

expression and no activity but to stand up now and again with his pants in full

profile thrust forward in that bulge which is always ready to speak for itself.

Then, he would poke the fire and sit down and look at her again. On this one

night, however, he did not say goodnight as she put her hand on the door to

the children’s room where she slept, but instead, he strode forward, caught

that hand, kissed her on the mouth, and brought her to his bedroom and his

bed, even as she begged him in a low uncertain voice to do no more, "please,

no more," whereupon he proceeded to lay a track with his hand, so veteran at

insinuating his fingers through the defenses of inner garments, all the way to
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the nest of hair so long concealed. And there it was, downy, much like

feathers, much as he had expected. Half her body was on fire, half locked in

ice, the bottom half. If not for the Hound, he might have stalled above such a

frozen threshold, but then her mouth was part of the fire and she kissed him

as if her heart was also in her lips, so rich, so fresh, so wanton a mouth (and

all despite herself) that he exploded, exploded even as he entered her, ripped

her hymen altogether, and was in, deep, and in, and it was over even as she

began to sob in woe and fright and some wrong kind of exaltation that she

knew at once was altogether the opposite of sacrifice. Nor could she stop

kissing him. It went on and on like a child raining kisses on the face of the

great adult beloved, and then there were other kisses, softer, deeper, as she

learned to use the mouth of a woman just-bom. He was the first man she had

ever kissed as a man rather than as a relative of the family, yes, the wrong

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

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

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

went downstairs to the dining room of the Pommer Inn, there in full display as

uncle and niece, the middle-aged customs officer in uniform and his demure

young mistress. No one in Braunau was fooled, no matter how often she

might call him Uncle. It was enough to stir a boil of outrage that he could sit

there like Franz-Josef himself, as if to say, “In company with the Emperor, I,

too, have a lovely mistress.” It never failed that on any night when they went

downstairs, he would make love as soon as they came back, his voice so
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hoarse he could hardly speak. “I am your bad uncle,” he would say in the

thick of the embrace.

“Yes,” she would say.

“Your very bad uncle.”

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

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

pleasure—“Oh,” she would cry out, “we will both be punished yet.”

She would weep when it was over. There was all the direct congestion

of all that had not come to pass in her, and all that might never. She was,

after all, so guilty.

Now, it was Klara’s turn not to go to Mass because she could not enter

Confession. She was working for the Devil (so she knew!) and Satan was a

master to instruct her in subtlety—a terrible subtlety. She felt as if her finest

impulses kept bringing her nearer to the Evil One, yes, even the loving care

she gave to Alois, Jr., and to Angela. The more she adored them, the worse it

must be. Such love, now tainted, could pollute their breath. By her presence

itself! And when she thought of her dead brothers and sisters, she wept

within for what she might be doing to them—wherever they were! She could
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not even trust her own concern for all these wrongs she was now committing,

because to take such an important view of oneself was but one more sin.

Then, there was Fanni. Klara had not told her and knew she must.

Because if Fanni did not know now, she would find out so soon as her life

ended and she went over to the other side. Fanni would be left with the

intolerable thought that Klara never cared enough to tell her.

Yet, in the last week of Fanni’s illness when Klara did confess, the

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

ago. That is fair.”

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

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

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

more.”

Then Klara knew once again that she lived in the^s^/bf idie Evil One.

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

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

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

He had chosen Randshoffen (“On-the-Brink-of-Hope”) where they had been
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married. This was not from sentiment but annoyance. The word in Braunau

was that he had bought Fanni’s coffin months before she died, having found a

true bargain in advance (a mahogany job confiscated from a smuggler at the

Customs gate.) In fact he had only bought the damned crate ten days before

her death. He had not sat on it for months but only for days. So, he could not

forgive the gossip. Besides, the tragedy of death was so often overrated.

Usually, it was like saying goodbye to a friend who has outworn his

welcome. In truth, he did not plan to visit the cemetery too often. His eyes

were on Klara for tonight. In the afternoon of the funeral, her presence had

become so intense. Her eyes! Those blue eyes! So much like the diamond in

the museum!

Whereas, for Klara, a night followed unlike any until now. In bed on

that hot August night, her life received another life. She felt it travel directly

to her soul, or so she felt. For her soul seemed to reside right there beneath

her heart, and she came close to falling into darkness from the pleasure. That

pleasure went on and on. She belonged to the Devil. Completely! He had

dug into her loins with the most evil enjoyment she had ever known. Never

again would she feel it so much (but once more), indeed never would she dare
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to feel it again (but once more). Her guilt in the morning was as heavy as a

water-logged tree. She had a dreadful moment of realizing that her delight

had come in part because Fanni was gone. Yes. All the love she had felt for

the long-sick friend had vanished into this unholy glee, this long-withheld

nasty joy that she could feel at last because the woman who banished her for

four years was dead. Now, she could be the wife.

She became pregnant. No surprise.

She never indicated that she wanted him to marry her, but he knew.

“A man can be a fool,” Alois liked to say, “yet even a fool must learn from

the experience he has had. Only on this, should he be judged. Does the fool

learn, or does he not?” So Alois knew that if he was not responsive to this

new duty, Klara would join Anna Glassl and Fanni in the gloom of the

container, that cold box where you have to say goodbye forever whether you

visit the cemetery or not.

Besides, he wanted to get married. The displeasure of the good people

of Braunau had begun to itch, yes, an intolerable thicket of itching skin had

begun to bother him (even on duty!), and sometimes would last for as long as

an hour. It had to be the venom of the townspeople, there in full discharge
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against him. For the first time, he considered the possibility that all these

anonymous letters they were writing to the Finance-Watch were not going to

be thrown away by desk officials, no! Inquiries could well ensue. Such

matters moved slowly, but now that Klara was pregnant, it could prove an

offensive sight if, in four or five months, she could not step into the street for

the size of her unmarried belly. Eveiyone would hear. That would put no

honey into the letters sent to the Finance-Watch.

He could also say to himself that for the first time he did have some

liking for the woman he would marry. Anna Glassl had satisfied his sense of

rank—no question there!—but he did not enjoy the pale smell of her perfume.

That could remind him in advance of the coffin she went to. And Fanni, to

say the least of the worst, was like a wild woman in her shifts of mood.

Klara, however, was calm and knew where she came from. He had to like

how she took care of his children, and if she gave him a big family, well,

nothing too terrible about that. It would shut the mouths of the townspeople.

At worst, what with children dying all the time, a large family was your

only insurance against tragedy. Lose one or two, and you still had others.
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Suspecting that cousins might encounter church impediments when

seeking to marry each other, he made his first inquiries at the Braunau parish

house and discovered this was so. He would have to file an application.

Indeed, he was reminded of similar obstructions in Customs work—when he

wished to harass a man who travelled back and forth a suspicious lot between

Braunau and the German side, he knew how to delay him with one or another

new declaration to answer, yes, test the smuggler’s patience.

Now, Alois had to wonder whether the Church would look on his

application as the presentation of a smuggler. The lie that had been certified

near to nine years ago on the day when he had travelled to Strones with

Johann Nepomuk and the three witnesses was there to stand in the way of a

quick marriage: On official paper he was Johann Georg Hiedler’s son, and

therefore, Klara’s cousin one-step-removed. By Chinch ordinance, that was

too close. If he would now claim that Johann Georg was in no way his father,

it would turn him back to Alois Schicklgruber again. Not to be contemplated!

Klara and he, therefore, would have to take the long step of asking for an

ecclesiastical dispensation. Whether they were uncle and niece, or first 
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cousins one-step-removed, they were, either way, too close by blood for the

marriage laws.

In Braunau, the incumbent of the parish church, Father Koestler,

proceeded to study the problem. After a month he gave forth the

discouraging response that the power to grant dispensations in such cases as

Herr Hitler’s did not reside in him. They would have to apply to the Bishop

of Linz. Father Koestler would help him to write the letter.
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Most Reverend Episcopate:
Those who with most humble devotion have appended

their signatures below have decided upon marriage. But according
to the enclosed family tree they are prevented by the canonical
impediment of collateral affinity. They therefore make the humble
request that the Most Reverend Episcopate will graciously secure
for them a dispensation on the following grounds:

The bridegroom has been a widower since August 10th of
this year, and he is the father of two minors, a boy of two and a
half years (Alois) and a girl of one year and two months (Angela),
and they both need the services of a nurse, all the more because he
is a customs official away from home all day and often at night, and therefore

in no position to supervise the education and upbringing
of his children. The bride has been caring for these children ever
since their mother’s death, and they are very fond of her. Thus it
may be justifiably assumed that they will be well brought up and
the marriage will be a happy one. Moreover, the bride is without
means, and it is unlikely that she will ever have another opportunity
to make a good marriage.
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For these reasons, the undersigned repeat their humble
petition for a gracious procurement of dispensation from the
impediment of affinity.

Braunau am Inn, 27 October, 1884
Alois Hitler, Bridegroom
Klara Poelzl, Bride

Alois had become friends with Father Koestler’s housekeeper, a plump

middle-aged woman with a light in her eye.

Given the matching light in his eye, he showed her the letter and said,

“There is no mention of a veiy important reason for our marriage. The bride

is pregnant.”

“Oh, we know that,” she said, “but it is not such a good idea to put a

stone into the envelope.”

After a digestive pause, Alois said, “That is fine advice. It is well-

seated,” and he put his hand on her behind as if to test the center of her

wisdom. She gave him a crack across the face.

“How could you do that?” he asked.

“Herr Hitler, don’t you get slapped a lot?”
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“Yes, but I also find women that way. Women who are not so

unwilling as you.”

She laughed. She could not help herself. The cheeks of her face must

be as red as the place where he had left his compliment. “Good luck with the

Bishop of Linz,” she said, “he is a timid fellow.”

Word did not come back from Linz until a full month had passed. The

Bishop of Linz would not grant the dispensation.

If Alois had had little liking for the Church, he could now despise it.

“Churchmen wear black cassocks,” he said to himself, “to cover their lily-

white asses.”

To Father Koestler, he asked respectfully, “What, then, Father, is the

next step?”

“The letter containing your plea could be translated into Latin by the

diocesan scholars in Linz. That would allow us to send it to Rome. I think

the papal court will be more receptive. They usually are.”

Yes, thought Alois, they will be far enough away not to worry about an

Austrian man and woman. To the priest he said, “I thank you for your

wisdom. I learn much from you, Father. I think in Rome they will see that
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the act of providing a decent mother for my two children will constitute good

Catholic virtue. That is a virtue I seek to acquire.”

His hints were not small. He was one sinner who might be ready to

return to the mother fold.

Father Koestler was sufficiently pleased to offer up good economic

advice. Since the translation into Latin could prove expensive, it might be

wise to sign a Testimonium Pauperatis.

“That is, a declaration of poverty?” Alois had certainly picked up

enough Latin to translate that for himself.

“It will remove the obligation, Herr Hitler, to pay for the translation.”

Herr Hitler restrained himself from remarking that as an officer of the

Crown, he considered himself well-to-do, thank you. Instead, he accepted the

advice. He was not so removed from the wisdom of the earth as to wish to

pay a tithe that he could avoid.

Three weeks later, close on Christmas, 1884, Rome granted the

dispensation. But Alois and Klara still had to wait. No marriages could be

solemnized until two weeks after the anniversary of the Holy Birth. This
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further delay proved unhappy for Klara; her belly would be up to four

months pregnant by then.

“What a big fellow we have here,” said Alois.

“I hope that is so,” she said. What could come out of a mother who

was so far away from Devotion on the most crucial night? Or, if the child did

live, might it be marked? The thought would haunt her wedding.

Like many of the nuptials of Customs officials, the day was divided

into two parts. As Klara would say in years to come: “We were standing by

the altar before six in the morning, but by seven Uncle Alois was out there on

duty at his post. It was still dark when I came back to our rooms.”

That night they had a reception at the Pommer Inn and Johann

Nepomuk came all the way from Spital to Braunau in company with Klara’s

remaining sister. Named after her mother, Johanna Poelzl, "Little Johanna"

was a hunchback. This occasioned a bit of comer-of-the-mouth humor

between two of the Customs officials. “Yes,” said one, “the question is

whether Alois will think it is good luck or bad luck to rub her hump.”

“Don’t talk so loud,” said the other. “I hear this hunchback has a

terrible temper.”
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There was music. An accordion was played, and Alois and Klara did

their best to dance, but Alois was stiff-legged. To stand in one place for

hours on a cold day did not make you an artist on the dance floor.

Others followed. Customs officials and their wives. One of them had

a son old enough to dance a vigorous polka with the recently-hired maid for

the newlyweds, a girl with crimson cheeks and merry eyes named Rosalie,

and this Rosalie had also prepared a roast leg of veal and a roast suckling pig

to place in the center of the wedding feast.

She had also thrown too many logs on the fire. The rest of the dancers

soon gave up. They had to. The room had become fearfully hot. Half in

annoyance but half in exuberance, Alois kept teasing Rosalie, “Oh, you are

the one who is in a hurry to bum up a man’s goods, are you not?” and Rosalie

would cover her cheeks with her hands and giggle.

Rosalie’s eyes would open wide when she was teased. It was no small

matter that her breasts were undeniably full, and were heaving in the

aftermath of the polka. It did not need even that much to convince Klara.

Alois was ready for his next diversion. She would remember this night for all

the years to come, those years of sorrow when the child Gustav she was
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carrying on this night and the two who were to follow, Ida and Otto, were all

to die in the same year, Gustav at two, Ida at one, and Otto only a few weeks

old.

Johann Nepomuk also noticed the warmth of the room and the look in

Rosalie’s eye. “Get rid of that maid,” he whispered to Klara, but she did no

more than shrug. “The next one could be worse,” she whispered back.

Nepomuk had a terrible nightmare after the wedding party. His heart

felt ready to burst. He could have died that night in his bed. but instead he

lived for three more years. There is no hide more resistant to rupture than the

heart of a tough old peasant. Nonetheless, he never felt the same, a cruel

punishment for an old man who is trying to hold on to what he has left.

Death, when it arrived for him at the age of eighty-one, was by the same

epidemic that took away the children—diphtheria.
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-9.

Diphtheria came into their family like the Black Death.

Mucus welled up from the throat of the two-year-old and the one-year-

old, an endless up-pouring of green phlegm, thicker, heavier, than the mud of

Strones. Noises rasped forth from the boy and girl, sounds uttered with the

tortured authority of an old man and an old woman working the galleys of

their lungs to clear a straw’s width of passage. Gustav died first, Gustav,

always sickly, a two-and-a-half-year-old who looked like the ghost of Klara’s

lost brothers and lost sisters, then Ida went, Ida, fifteen months old, certainly

the blue-eyed image of Klara, going three weeks after Gustav. Both deaths

came back upon the mother in the blow that soon followed of Otto’s death—
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Otto, just three weeks old!—lost to a galloping colic that gutted him inside-

out. The stench of a baby bom to die in its first weeks of life settled upon

Klara.

She had no doubt whose fault it was. Alois had been close to the Evil

One—that, for certain!—before she had even been bom. But such a matter

she could understand. A boy in Vienna all alone and he always wanted so

much. Of course! But for herself, there was no excuse! She had desired a

family where children did not die but grew to their full age, and yet she had

been unfaithful to the Lord God Almighty on the night Gustav was conceived,

yes, and that secret pleasure she still looked to find on nights when Alois

chose to make love as a change in his diet from the present affair with the

new cook, Rosalie, at the Pommer Inn.

She hated him. But then, she also learned that this kind of hatred was

treacherous to herself. It seemed to increase her desire. Whereas on those

nights when she felt a moment of love for Alois, all such good life turned to

ice below. Alois would grumble when the act was done even as she was

kissing him in a fever to set things right.
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“Your mouth gives promises you do not keep,” he would tell her.

It did not feel as if she were married. Anna Glassl and Fanni were

always in her mind. If she had begun as a maid, and then became a nurse to

Fanni’s children, and then a stepmother, now her own children were dead.

Alois, Jr., and Angela had been sent to Spital when the diphtheria

commenced, and they had lived. They were back with her now, even if the

Hitler family rooms at the Pommer Inn stayed redolent of the fiimigation that

followed each death. The odor lived on in her clothes through the three

separate days of the three services at the cemeteiy. She knew how small a

coffin could be—she had learned as much from the losses in her family—but

the miniature coffins of her own children proved equal to three slashes upon

her heart. It aroused the love she had not dared to feel when her children

were alive. She had been too terrified of the evil she could bring to those

souls, so new-born, so unprotected. It was only after the death of Gustav that

she realized she had loved him, so charming a little boy on those rare days

when he was not feeling sickly. Now, the hump on her sister Johanna’s back

seemed more pronounced after Gustav was gone. Bitter, horrid-tempered,
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forever angry, little Johanna, her sister, had loved the child even more than

she did.

Alois, in his turn, had decided not to forgive God. To his friends at the

tavern near the Customs House, and to the men he would drink with after

duty, especially the newcomers, young Customs officials, he would speak

with the authority of his three decades in the Finance-Watch. “It is the

Emperor who has the power to guide us,” he remarked one hot summer night.

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

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

going upstairs.”

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

should mean more to us than God, yes!”

“And the Devil?”

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

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

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

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

beer wore off in a sour cloud of aftertaste. He would scold Alois, Jr., he
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would upbraid Angela, he would not say a word to Klara. Now, no more

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

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

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

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

about those three words. One of the Customs Officers, a man hardly to be

relied on for telling the truth about his personal life, would brag that he had

been to Paris in his youth. There in a brothel, he claimed, he had learned

more in two nights than from^fherest of his life.

Alois refused to be impressed. Some of the details were not foreign to

him. He had also indulged. Fanni, for one, liked to put her mouth all over the

place, and Anna Glassl was no lady when you got down to it. And once in a

while with one of the maids or the cooks, they would give him a nice wet

surprise.

Now, he had this frightened bird whose body heat could scorch him

even if her thighs were as cold as a snow bank. She made love, yes, when he

could actually get all the way into her, she was as strong as the Hound, yes,

so much like bitches he had seen snarling and snapping at a male dog’s
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genitals. Klara did not snarl or snap, she just jumped up on the altar, alone,

always alone, she was so private that he wanted to wet his mouth where she

was most private, and then he would put the Hound in her mouth. He would

show her where the real Church was located.

Yet on this hot summer night when he tried against the strength of her

closed legs, pushing with all the force of his arms, there came a moment when

his breath overtook him with a startling pang. For one mighty instant, he felt

as if he had been felled by thunder. Was it his heart? Was he the next to die?

“Are you all right?” she cried out as he lay beside her seeking to

breathe again, all his wind going in and out with a terrible rasp that sounded

much like the sounds of the children struggling for breath to the end.

“All right. Yes. No,” he said, and then she was on him. For she

thought he was going to die and the same spite, sharp as a needle, that had

come to her after Fanni’s death was with her again. Now, astride him, she

turned head to foot, her other mouth so full of sin set itself down on his hard-

breathing lips, and his old battering ram near her face was now as soft as a

coil of excrement. Even as she said this to herself, she took it in her mouth

with an avidity that could come only from the Evil One himself—that she
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knew as she had known nothing before, there, the two of them, both heads in

the wrong place, although not two were there, but three—the Evil One never

closer, and by this time, the Hound had come to life right in her mouth, and it

certainly happened that she felt what it was like for such life to return to her

man then, and now, Alois was stronger, and soon meaner and before long,

full revived, even to himself, a man again, he even told himself, and began to

kiss Klara’s mouth, her first mouth, with all the juice of the second with

which she had bestraddled him still on his lips, how much was he ready at last

to shit upon her piety, yes, on all piety—damned churchmouse, damned

church!—he was back from the dead, some kind of miracle had rescued him,

yes, he was there and never before a night like this, better than a storm at sea

for one moment, and another, and then it went on beyond all the moments,

she—the most angelic woman in Braunau—gave herself over to the demon

and with a prime lust ready to engorge the world, and I knew this, I knew all

of this, for I was with them in the caterwaul of coming together with Alois

into the womb of Klara Poelzl Hitler, yes, I knew the moment within the

moment, a new creation was there, and I, too, can now dare to speak, I too

was there and serving for the Evil One, yes, I was present at the conception, 
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yes, I can say that even as the Angel Gabriel was the servant of Jehovah on

one night in Nazareth, so was I an agent of the Evil One on this July night

nine months and ten days before Adolf Hitler would be bom on April 20,

1889.

Now, I have revealed myself. I am a servant—you may call it that—

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

intelligence service that has ever existed.
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Part III

-1-

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

allowed to reveal who we are, not ever.

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

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

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

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

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

that circumscribe one's nature. I can vouch that the accomplished and most

respected leader of my Service (a minor matter but most limiting for him!) is
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not fond of common paper. That substance is derived, after all, from trees

(and they happen to be God's most loyal, faithful, and trusted servants.)

No, paper cannot be a sympathetic choice for the devil. These days, he

is attuned to electronics much more so than is the Lord. Each, as I say,

despiteprodigious and near to incommensurable powers, must still live 

with separate paradoxes. For that reason, I have trained myself to work with 

paper since there is much less likelihood that my words will radiate out to

) him. I can add that this has been in covert defiance of the Maestro for some

time. He, if I may speak of his complexity as "he"— forbids such a practice.

While he has no desire to use up too large a portion of his resources by

monitoring eveiy last detail of our minds—there are too many demons and

small devils for that!—he is certainly not inclined to allow us our own

unapproved ventures. He does not keep a constant watch on us, but then, he

does not have to. We are in true fear of him

Now, however, that I have acquired the skill of being able to hold

many thoughts to myself, I feel somewhat more ready to continue my

biography, my novel—call it what you will! From time to time, I may even

offer a few more hints on the make-up of our Two Kingdoms. That title
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encompasses a truly embattled duality. It includes that world of spirits who

serve God, and are known by the somewhat inexact name of angels (I would

remind you that we call them the Cudgels), and they are in opposition to our

army of devils who cleave to the Evil One (whom we usually refer to as the

Maestro, the Source, or the E.O.) While these remarks will not be all that

unfamiliar to anyone who is familiar with “Paradise Lost,” I will note that

many on our side happen to be well-versed in that English classic. I cannot

speak for the angels, but devils are obliged to be devoted to good literature.

Such material is a professional complement to our work with humans, indeed,

we detest most best-sellers for their sentimental inexactitudes. Milton, to be

certain, is high in our arcana of poets and novelists whom we do not have to

look upon as unforgivably second-rate. He did, after all, provide a synopsis,

a rough and ready outline of the contest between the Two Kingdoms. No

matter how distorted and inaccurate (and unfair!) is Milton's panorama, it

offers, nonetheless, a pioneer demonstration of how our armies might have

faced each other at the commencement.

One can offer one's respects, then, to that great blind man, even if

Milton's landscape is, of course, outdated. Devils who serve the E.O. are by



Book 3 Mar 04-2 3/29/04 123

intersections where one can deposit a stone) the positions occupied bit by bit

with our black stones are forever surrounding or being surrounded by the

white stones of the angels. (It is even said that when Go is played by two

the results of their black and white encirclements of each other as to play the

match.)

To enforce, therefore, this first explanation of the sinuosities and

recesses of our war, I am obliged to offer my own crude outline of the forces

at play. There are, indeed, three separate conceptions of what reality might

be—the divine, the satanic, and the human. Three separate armies in effect,

devils look to infiltrate, or, better, possess many of these same humans.

Through the Middle Ages, humans had virtually no role in this war. Hence

the title: Two Kingdoms. But now there is also the individual man or woman

to take into account. I can say that many do their best to be beholden neither

V

and so, there are really three kingdoms by now, not two. God and his angels

'work upon humans to move them in His direction. Our E.O. and his loyal

now installed in every fold, redoubt, and comer of human existence. Much

like the immensely complicated Japanese game of Go, (with its

Japanese Masters of the Ninth Degree, it can take almost as long to count up



of their own destiny. Their greatest desire is to become what they wish to be

by the light of their desires. In the actual event, as matters proceed today,

we devils try to guide those men and women we have attracted (we call them

clients), the Cudgels contest us, and the particular individual usually does his

or her best to fight Us off, both of Us, God and Devil alike. Humans have

become so vain (through technology, I suspect) that quite a number now wish

to be wholly separated from both of us.

to God nor to the E.O. They are always seeking to be free, to be4he-ereatwe

This, it can be repeated, is but a first approach to the subtle perversity

embedded now in existence, a poor excuse for the true complexity of the root

of apparently simple events. My hope—given the curious temper that has

overtaken me lately—is that I will be able to capture the real and inner life of

Adolf Hitler. (Just why, however, is not altogether clear to me as yet.) Let

me be ready, then, to explain not only my strengths and yes, my talents for

this task, but also my weaknesses. I promise you: No devil is without a

profile! Some of us can be as complex as men and women, and, on occasion,

as disappointing. We have many powers of which the first is our ability to
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enter the human mind, but on all too many occasions, such powers become 

seriously misplaced.
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-2-

It is safe to say that I know a good deal. As I have just remarked, I can

enter into many a mind; I can recover, if necessary, the concealed, even the

long-buried memories of the particular client to whom I am assigned. This

consumes much Time (which word I capitalize since for us, as well as for the

angels, Time is a resource comparable among us to the way in which Money

serves as a matrix for humans). We are always calculating how much Time

we can afford to give each of our clients, and the cost increases when we

choose to inhabit people’s dreams. My range of insight (that is, of

investment) when brought to focus upon a single person is close to complete,

but can use excessive amounts of Time. For this reason, perhaps, the average 
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human has, at best, powers of insight and memory that usually can function

in one or another restricted state. My^^rse of recollectionjiadree, however,

of most distortions. Existing within a set of absolute commands, there is no

need for me to develop the sort of vigorous human ego that must be ready—

sometimes at all costs—to transgress divine or social laws because the person

is determined to carry off a major endeavor. Such vanity in union with a

passion for independence is guaranteed to warp their memory. The larger the

ego, the more must a memory only retain those recollections which are of

immediate use, no matter how they are misremembered or wholly untrue.

Nonetheless, those are the warpings they can afford.

In contrast to such men and women, I have a more simple existence.

For the most part, I look to make my clients successful. In our Company, that

is just about certain to produce reliable results for oneself. Sooner or later,

you are promoted. Over many periods, I have had clients whom I was able to

develop to the point where they could serve directly in one or another of The

Maestro's larger projects. The majority of humans, however, caught in the

push-and-pull, the back and forth between their guardian angel and or some

directing devil like myself, end by producing little that is useful to either
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Kingdom On the other hand, I can recall a few unhappy situations when I

lost a catch at the last moment. The guardian angel who was my opposite

number in the particular contest retained the spoils.

At one period, not so long ago, as a result of several such losses, my

position suffered. For a time, thereafter, I was assigned clients of petty origin

or modest achievements. I encouraged common soldiers, for instance, to

injure morale in their company by desertion, I served workers and peasants

who looked to stir up revolutions, but turned corrupt. I knew a few priests in

small towns who got into trouble with little boys, or mayors who pilfered

funds. I served petty barons and counts as they gambled away the last of old

holdings, and I might as well list petty suicides, petty thieves, drunken louts,

unfaithful wives of the worst sort, ditto their male counterparts, as well as

comparable flotsam and typical jetsam. I had a horde of clients, but only a

few could offer a new or interesting problem for my developed instincts. I

had all too many now nameless men and women who were bom oijfref little

and proceeded to less. It could have been cause for despair. I admit that only

large projects appealed to me even as recognition from a social summit gives

real life to a snob. While I could rarely know whether Our Maestro was 
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using me for some strong if imperceptible purpose or marinating me to

enlarge my experience, I did, on occasion, take hope that he had not lost

interest. He even remarked once that I might seek high rank again, a post

comparable to some of the epic encounters of our Company during the first

three centuries of the Church in Rome. All of that might be there for me once 

more, provided I would pay unremitting attention to my present wretches,

thugs, and drunks. I learned then that the E.O. had selected me to oversee the

work of a number of other agents who were keeping watch on a young client

whose potentialities might yet prove to be immense. Insignificant at present

was this person and so was his family, but there were ancestral fault-lines full

of the intoxicating stink of our old friend, blood-scandal. The boy in

question, who by 1908 was a jobless young man in Vienna, happened to be

stricken with timidity, had quit school too early, was an avaricious reader

who remained hopelessly superior to what he read (particularly when he

could not understand it), and was, in addition, lazy, prone to temper tantrums,

and possessed of an ego comparable-to-the-size-of a swollendimb. All the

same, he was desperately afraid of virtually all meetings with other human/.

Yes, this boy was an unmitigated mess.
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I did not dare to ask, but of course I could not hide my curiosity from

the E.O. any more than any of my agents could conceal their active reactions

from me. At this point, the E.O. actually chose to speak directly to my

thoughts. He said: “Why am I interested in this boy? Can it be that he

possesses the largest ambition one could possibly encounter in a young man

who is not already insane? I may propose that you take him on. But, remain

at ease! It is still no more than a project. It could certainly fail. He will need

endless instruction. His terrors must be bolstered wM the most confident \

experiences you can arrange for him. And you must guard him from any

more crushing defeats to his ego. In time, if he develops the greater part of 

his potential promise, he could become your only client. Must I say more?

We are looking at project worthy of a major effort .”

I will say all this was uttered by the E.O. in-u vuico 1ij chubu to

underline-with characteristic irony. Since he usually responded with aa 

■mnre-thaa an unspoken intimation which was all we needed (in much the

■manner-thnt a dog can rise from his sleep and shake himself at his master's

silent command), we never knew how serious The Master, when he

spoke aloud. The consummate irony in the tones of his voice took away any



Book 3 Mar 04-2 3/29/04 131

certainty that he was committed altogether to what he said. Sometimes I felt 

feTcntertain for more-tharraTTroment. The E.O. would put up with our critical 

lersist.

do. Particularly, major ones.

Source is not unlike God in this regard. There are 

exis^ce, after all—and a good many, I can tell you, were designed by the

Lord Himself. The dinosaurs, for example. If God is the greatest artist, He

istakes.

about such twisted clients.

that person. At this point, there seemed no sign of such incomparably special 

I was depressed. The new project was at present a backwater. I knew

... _ v—*0 .

circumstances. (The First World War and the disasters that fell upon
[J a.& A? h-C.

Germany had not yet occurred.) My role, as I saw it, would-seat-me-ast-

5n a horse running against unbelievably long odds. I could foresee

~om his own uncertainty, but this wasAOO (perilous amotion,

thoughts or even a passive outburst, but we knew better than toj

In any case, I^idmetdareTemsk^What if I fail? Many of our projects 

further demotions for myself.

has also made the
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All this is not of much interest now. We know, after all, what

happened to the horse. And I was the one who rode him (with occasional but

crucial help from the Maestro). I rode with Adolf all the way up to glory (and

down again—which is half the matter, the other half being why I now propose

to tell the tale). I know so much. This knowledge seems to exist as a

separate force within me, separate and independent of Our Maestro, a force,

indeed, so intense that I feel ready to break the first crf=the rule/of our fold,

which is that we never explain what we know to the uninitiated. Nor is it

simple to do so. If, for example, I have told how Adolf was conceived on

that night, in those extraordinarily special circumstances when I could speak

of myself as being present as a catalyst, a Gabriel come from our side to

stand in for the Evil One, it is true; yet it is, by ordinary measure, not true.

The fact is that I was not immediately in that bed diming this occasion

of apocalyptic carnality. Not literally. Nor did I have to be. Nonetheless, in

stating that I was present, I was telling the truth fully as much as I was

purveying a lie. Even as light is a wave and a particle, so we devils five at

once in the lie and the truth^ Betfexst side by side.



Book 3 Mar 04-2 3/29/04 133

The explanation—provided one is ready to follow!—is considerably less 

difficult than, let us say, Einstein’s Special Theory of Relativity. Spirits exist 

inXrelation to Time that is not comparable to any human perception of that 

same mysterious word. Ingesting the experiences of demons enables higher

devils to ^uJvbaek-and^bithM  ̂pass through periods of Time that human£'

can ^njy recognize^in linear fashion as chronology. But, I, as a devil, did not 

have to be present on the night Adolf was conceived. That was not necessary

[filter the exact experience of whattrrorderfor m<

happened. Another devil (of lower rank) had been present in Alois’ bed fee 

that occasion. By order of the E.O., he (or it, if you prefer) had entered the 

act. I must say that this is always an option for any of our cohort. We can

enter into any and all cohabitation. On rare occasions, and this was one of

them, the demon can call for the presence of the E.O. So can the angels look

to their Master. Since the resources of God and the Devil are not—believe it 

if you will!—infinite, such insertion must not be merely desirable or

entertaining, but purposeful. The devil who had actually been present that

night transmitted the experience to me years later with a completeness of odor

and carnal detail that can be called absolute. It is fair to say that indeed it 
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happened to me, and if he was the first Gabriel on the occasion when Adolf

was conceived, I was very much a second Gabriel who subsumed him.

That is because for all practical purposes, I had been there. (Among us,

to be given an exact recollection-proves equal to being present.) So, I also

knew from the irrevocable intensity of the occasion that the E.O. had also

been there, had joined with his petty agent for one instant (even as Jehovah

had been with Gabriel during another exceptional event.)

While I was not going to be exclusively attached to Adolf Hitler for many

years, the E.O. had, as I have indicated, placed him in my Overview. It is

equal to saying that the devils who worked with little Adolf were there to

pass their experiences on to me. Over a period of time, his life and modest

deeds as a boy were conveyed to me. Then, as the hour approached when I

would look to take possession of him, so did my concentration upon the

sense-offerings of the minor devils in my domain take on more prominence

until I was as steeped in the life of the boy and young man as if I had been

alone with him over all the years of his childhood and adolescence. For that

reason, I am ready to write about his life with an insight no biographer could 
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attempt. Ditto for what I can relate about Klara, Fanni, Anna Glassl, Alois,

Sr., Johann Nepomuk, Johanna, and all the others.

Now, this profound if most mysterious urge to share my insights with

men and women I do not even know has to be part of the same strange force

that is behind what seems to be my incontestable readiness to betray the E.O.

Indeed, I may have begun to understand why I am doing it. Profound

experience thatis-communicated to no one will scourge the soul. I, who have

lived so long whh the belief that I am no more-and no looMhan a spirit—i - - - - —
a presence void of soul—may have to face a serious disruption of my

condition. Somewhere within, I sense the remnants of something much like a

soul in myself, comparable, perhaps, to nerves still attached to an amputated

limb—nerves which all but—msist-en promising the body that this limb can

grow again. Such is the force of the thought in me that something like that

may be present, some species of spiritual larva in its cell.

I have to recognize I may be offering much too much for so early a 

moment in our biographical endeavor. It will take all of a book that I may

never be able to finish for you, dear reader, who is not at all in my likeness,

and not my brother, to begin to absorb the confession just offered. If you are 
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disturbed then, to a degree, well, so am I. The present is with me again, the

precise period of these years now as I live in an America I can barely

comprehend. If I am a presence who consists of no more at this instant than

the all-but-retired spirit of a devil who is without a serious assignment, I also

sense that I must keep returning to the premise that an account of the life of

my former client will help, yes, will help to re-establish my footing on some

long-lost terrain where I can begin to search for the remaining oddments of

what may once have been my soul.
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at there is no

such entity as the Devil. And, for that matter, not a hell of a lot of existence 

for God. Certainly, there is very little on the modem intellectual horizon that

sees anything like a war between two opposed spirit orders. Rather, the New

Given the dominance of the large new technological world, one of our

ongoing missions is to convince the majority of tfvbflcTciti

Technological World requires the universe to be subject to reason, nothing 

else. God, alone, as a solitary mystery, may prove acceptable here and there,

and is even subject to adoration by full-service idiots who see Him as all­

good, all-powerful, all One. Never posit a Devil. There can be but one 
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mystery, not two! (Indeed, at the insistence of the E.O. we do not capitalize 

our endeavors, only His.)

There need be no surprise, then, that the general understanding of

Adolf Hitler’s personality is dim. He is, after all, a third mystery, the most

mysterious humapffitfie century, a man, when all is said, who was all-too-

human, if, it will be agreed, the average man or woman does possess large

funds ofjhe inhumane. ^Nonetheless, over the years, I grew able to

comprehend his psyche better than my own. How can I not take pride in this?
i Ty

As a specimen efrthe human, he was close to unmeasurable, and developed 

without question into the wild beast of the century, this all-too-modest- 

looking client whioyi in the beginning I belittled as “little Adolf,” yes, I knew 

him when we still referred to the young man who grew out of the boy as 

“little Adolf with the big ideas.”

I can state that as a newborn he was a most typical Klara Poelzl Hitler 

product. That is, he was close to desperately unhealthy. Indeed, he terrified

Klara every time a drop of snot oozed out of his nose or a bubble of sputum

popped up from his infant lips.
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It is probably true that she was ready to die if he did not live. Devils 

are sound at anticipating motive (the more sordid, the better—Anality Rex!), 

but our predictive attempts fade at the borders of mortality. Man proposes, 

mall

have the power to destroy everyone on board. It is our Adversary (God) who 

determines the result. In most such cases, He will have to accept what we 

that hasjustgoiie down. Let us say we 

the Devil imposes, and the Lord disposes, is not accurate for all cases, but

we are obligedto recognize tl^at God has the final power to decide jah’4he=’

//Take the extreme example of an airplanethning-of-thedeathof ever

It proces:

have succeeded in bringing off in secret or against His wishes. It is too costly

for God to countermand us. Do not assume that it demands no exceptional

effort for Him to save a few he^r^rtrapped on that lip of extinction—

airplane crashes involve so many factors! Indeed, He could not even save His

Son, (as we are never tired of reminding our clients!) but there are occasions

when a death we looked to create does not ensue. From time to time, even in 

extreme difficulties, God still disposes.
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Be it understood, then, that the question comes down again to the

iinpfeitly'vulgar matter of expenditures. A most useful rule of thumb—for

human endeavor as well—is that all wars are ultimately determined by who

can best bear the cost. Even as we devils are never all-powerful because He

is our Adversary, so He, in turn, is never all-powerful either. Besides, it is

often/prodigiously expensive for Him to war with us. To keep this

understanding alive—that He is not All-Powerful—the E.O. demands that we

try not to speak of the Lord as God, but as the D.K. (What D.K. means, I

plan to explain before long.)

Rather, allow me now to take up Klara and her condition as she

became a mother for the fourth time.

The attention she gave to Adolfs early days would have been seen as 

ir first illicit

hysteria in any woman who had less cause for concern, but then, Klara was

living at tte edge of an abyss. /Sw had had-all af thi^tpgnww

joining (Travelled on to the penetratingly corrupt smell of the sickroom as Otto,

Gustav, and Ida were lost one by one in the same few months of the same 

year. She had prayed devoutly to God to save them. He had chosen to ignore 



Book 3 Mar 04-2 3/29/04 141

her. As she saw it, that rebuke could only confirm the wretched evil of her

condition. So she looked to go back to her feelings on the day she first met

Alois during his visit in Spital. She was sixteen then and had never seen a

man who disturbed her so directly, so physically—she fell back a full step on

their meeting at the door. She might as well have received a blow to the

stomach.

Yet she had also admired Alois, immensely, and at once. Her mother

had an expression on her face Klara had not seen before. For one instant,

there in full pride and longing, Johanna had seemed beautiful. On the next

moment, Klara knew the same feeling, but with a closeness to her mother that

was a good deal more than their animal sense of sharing the same bed-rags of

existence, no, it was as if she inhabited her mother’s heart over the blink of an

eye, and then the full force of the pang that followed. In truth, Klara

had had a visitation from us. One fine joy we devils can know occurs in the

instant we invest our spirit into the man or woman who might yet be a client.

Johanna was not much of a devil (only for an hour in the straw with Alois

could one say that she had been more or less invested) but it was different for

Klara. She was able to feel all of her mother’s old desire at the exact moment 
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she saw Alois. If one may speak of a pang of joy, she felt indeed just such a

bolt.

We need not, however, journey again along the back and forth of

Klara’s passion for Alois, nor return to the depths of her piety. By the time

Adolf was bom, she would wash her mouth every morning with laundry soap,

a natural act given her mate’s predilection (especially in late pregnancy) for

putting her head into his groin and keeping it right there, one big hand on her

neck.

No surprise then if her love was for the baby. So soon as Adolf gave,

in the midst of early colic, some real indication of living—after two weeks he

could smile with delight at the approach of her face—she began to believe

that God might be kind to her this time, that He could even be ready to

forgive. Would He be ready to spare this child? Was His Wrath lessened?

Had He even given her an angel? Such is the secret nature of pious hope! An

angel, however, required that she have nothing to do with her husband. Not

in bed! Such is the nature of pious obligation.

Alois soon had to face the possibility that a will of iron, when forged

by prayer, and then girded about with more prayer, can be quite as powerful 
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in a woman as in a man. At first, he could not believe that her refusal to let

him touch her was neither a whim nor a new species of drawn-out enticement.

“You women go back and forth like a dog chasing its tail,” he told her in

exasperation. Then, deciding this rebellion was to be mercilessly crushed, he

seized her buttocks with one hand and a breast with the other.

She bit him on the wrist hard enough to draw blood. Whereupon he

cuffed her, leaving Klara with a bruised eye he was obliged to beg her to

conceal. (What a nasty scandal if she decided to go out and face all those

women of Braunau who lived by the view from their window!) So she could

not go out. For a week, his hand bandaged, he did the shopping after work—

no tavern ale for those nights. After which, her discoloration no longer

visible, he gave up what he considered-te^e his irrevocable rights and

continued to sleep in a lump on his side of the bed.

Since this state was to be maintained for close to three years, it will

certainly be worth returning to Alois and the solutions he found to lift such a

matrimonial siege. But, for now, we stay close to Klara. An intensity of

emotion is always attractive to our fold, even as farmers dream of black soil

for future crops.



Book 3 Mar 04-2 3/29/04 144

It need hardly be uncterlined that the deat^q^)tto, Gustav and Ida,
proved useful to us even if^iafin^been^^^es to ^Seet-it. Obviously, it

intensified Klara’s love for Adolf past any usual measure of large maternal

love. When he began to cry out every time she kissed his face, she even

came to understand that it was the odor of lye on her mouth. But since Alois

was now driven to his side of the bed, there was no longer a need to wash her

mouth in the morning. Therefore, she could kiss Adolf with full content even

as he gurgled all obligingly.

It hardly required the insight of the E.O. to know that this could later

prove usefid. Excessive mother-love is almost as promising to us as the void

of mother-love. We were keyed to look within the experiences of our clients

for excess of every kind, good or bad, loving or hateful. Every exaggeration

of honest sentiment could contribute to our aims.

If the E.O. and the D.K. generally pay little attention Themselves to

most men and women—our warring interests usually end as a stalemate in the

average person—it is no small matter for us to select a child early, because a

large investment is possible before the Lord (whom, to remind you, we call

the D.K.) or His Cudgels becomes aware of our infiltration. Early choice is a 
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high-stakes gamble but the E.O. made such a decision by a most reliable rale

of thumb. An incestuous procreation followed by swarms of mother-love has

to offer fertile possibilities. When here, as we know, the event was fortified

by the presence of the E.O. at the conception, there was every reason to

expect that the child would offer ^trac>r^fiaFy-, unbclieva^ possibilities. If

it lived. We lose so many. All too often, the D.K. spots them and,

heartlessly—I will say this about Him!—yes, the D.K. heartlessly removes

them, no matter the cost to Himself. The cost to Himself! A curious

calculation is often present. The D.K. is not insensitive to the hopes of those

who surround the child. The early death of an exceptional child can

demoralize whole families most dreadfully. Even when the D.K. knows,

therefore, that a given individual was subsumed by us, He hesitates. He does

not like collateral damage. Besides, He can always steal the boy or girl back

from us.

So the D.K. is respectful of mother-love that is all-embracing. It can

come as no surprise then that many artists, gargoyles, ogres, geniuses, killers,

and an occasional savior live to maturity because God chose not to dispose of

them. The first element of mutual recognition in the struggle between the
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D.K. and the E.O. is probably the understanding that no single splendid

human quality can ever prevail by itself, unaltered by us or Them. Even the

noblest, most self-sacrificing and generous mother can produce a monster

provided we get there first. We are always on the alert for candidates who

are loved outrageously in early childhood. All the same, as I have warned,

this is not a game where one can begin to speculate on what might be the end

result during any of the early stages.
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By the time he was a year old, Klara called the boy Adi. It was never

Adolf or Dolfi. (Dolfi was much too close to Teufel for comfort.) “Look,”

she would say to her stepchildren, “look, Alois, look, Angela, isn’t he an

angel, a little god?” Since the baby had a round face, big round eyes as blue

as hers, and a small mouth, and therefore looked to them like any other baby,

they nodded with easy obedience. She was a good stepmother and that was

all right with Alois, Jr. and also with Angela since they had heard from Alois,

Sr. that their own mother, Fanni, had been crazy.

Klara did not plan to speak with such open enthusiasm to her 

stepchildren about their new half-brother, but she could not help herself. The 
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beatitude was in her eyes. Adoration welled forth with every indication Adi

gave that, yes, he would still be there tomorrow, he would live.

She was certain she would keep him alive. Breast-feeding gave her

that virtuous sense of certainty. She was putting her own strength into him.

Her nipple was never far from his mouth. Minor devils, out at night in that

region would report that her prayers were more heartfelt than any one of the

scores of other young mothers of Braunau that they passed in the dark.

Devils, obviously, have minimal attachment to the sentimental, let alone the

heartfelt, but one or two were bothered by Klara, yes, even haunted if but a

touch. Her prayer was so pure: “Oh, Lord, take my life if it will help to save

his.” Other women, being more practical, complained to the D.K. about what

was missing in their lives. The most greedy and stupid were always looking

to grab a better house, more money, even a lover, “yes, if you permit it,

Lord.”—there was rarely a sweet for which they did not lust. Klara, by

contrast, looked to give comfort to the child, and there was her breast, count

on it, always in his mouth.

While the E.O. was in general not sympathetic to breast-feeding since

its absence often stimulated an essential if ugly energy in future clients, his
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attitude was more tolerant in cases of first-degree incest. For such situations,

the closer the mother to the child, why, the better for us. (A monster can be

even more effective when it also has stores of love with which to charm 

people.)

Certain advantages can also be obtained by us through the excretory

dramas. While a dirty butt on a baby, if found daily, always sends us a

signal—the mother is, yes, a potential client for us—the opposite can also be

useful. Klara is an example. If she always kept a clean house, her rooms at

the Pommer Inn were now as spotless as any home with several fine servants.

The furnishings gleamed. So, too, did Adi’s pip-squeak of an anus have its 

glow. It was kept as immaculate as a small glistening pebble, and of that, 

too, did the E.O. approve—an incestuary must always be kept aware of the

importance of his or her own excrement, a Diktat that was never quite

explained to us although it did offer some hint of explanation merely by being

stated. We knew that every rule, no matter how generally effective, was to 

be reversed in special cases. Sometimes I would even think that the E.O.

judged oi improve by our sensitivity to just this nuance—were 
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we ready for the special case, even if it came to no more than a little asshole 

that was forever being polished?
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Not long after Adolf was bom, Alois decided to leave the Pommer Inn.

fourteen years. But, Alois had good words for the Pommer: “It has elegance.

This move arlded-up-to his twelfth change of address in Braunau over 

I don’t know that I would use such a word for anything else in this little city."

He had a dozen such remarks to enliven a hundred situations of small talk.

“Women are like geese," he liked to say. "You can recognize them from 

behind.” Heavy tavern laughter would follow even if none of them could

explain what was so particular about the rear end of a goose. Or, when

speaking to fellow professionals: “To pick out a smuggler is easy. They are 
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too good to be true. They dress too well, they speak too well, and the

amateurs always work very hard at looking you in the eye.”

When asked, however, why he had moved from the Pommer Inn after a

residence that had lasted for four years, he would shrug. “I like to move,” he

would say. The truth was that he had used up the waitresses, chambermaids

and cooks at the Pommer who were not too old or too ugly, and he could

have added (and did to one or two friends), “when a woman goes dry on you,

change your house. That can put a little oil in their juices.” He could even

have given the real reason—no matter where he lived, a restlessness came

upon him sooner or later that proved intolerable.

On the day when the Hitler family left the Pommer Inn, he had,

however, a most uncharacteristic thought. It was that the determining factor

in the universe—others might call it fate!—could yet choose him for high

position. I will remark that his idea of high position would now be satisfied

by promotion to Chief Customs Official in the provincial capital of Linz;

indeed, he would yet be given that post before he retired. Never superstitious

(except when he was) Alois decided that this last promotion came in good

part because of the move from the Pommer Inn to a rented house on
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Linzerstrasse. He and Klara both agreed that they needed more room, and

now they had it. Of course, there were no females in the attic, yet he could

manage with that. He had nosed out a woman who lived on his route home

from the tavern. He had to pay for the privilege by giving her a gift time to

time, but then the rent on Linzerstrasse was low. It was a dreary house.

All the while, he fought against falling in love with his wife. She

infuriated him. If ants were like bees and had a Queen for whom they

labored, then Klara was Queen of the ants, for she commanded his skin to

crawl, his crotch to itch, and his heart to toll in his chest—all of this from no

more than taking in the presence of Klara on her half of the divided bed. He

would keep thinking of how she had looked on the night of her wedding. She

had worn a dark silk dress, rose-colored with a white collar—that much white

she allowed herself as a bride—and on her white forehead, she had teased

some charming curls. At her breast was pinned the one piece of jewelry she

possessed, a small green cluster of glass grapes looking real enough to

mislead a man into reaching for one. (Or just about!) And then there were

her eyes—no mistake! He had to fight against falling in love with a woman

who kept the cleanest house in Braunau just for him and for three kids—two 
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of them not even her own!—a woman always as polite to him in public as to

an emperor, a woman who never complained about what she had and didn’t

have nor nagged him about finances, a woman who still had only one good

dress, the one worn at her wedding party, and yet if he laid a finger on her,

she would have bitten it off. He wondered if the difference in their age was

what it was about. Better than marrying her, he should have put her in a

nunneiy. Yet his skin itched at the thought of how she would not let him

near.

Drinking at the tavern, he would look to regain some pride. His dislike

of the Church had by now become a forceful conversational instrument. He 

expressed a superior scorn. Yes, he could say a few things. He would 

occasionally page through a section of an anti-clerical volume he had found in 

an antique bookshop in Braunau; indeed, the store owner, Hans Lycidias

Leipziger, would meet him on many an evening for beer, and while the

bookseller kept himself at a scholarly level above more mundane Customs

Officers’ discussions by offering no more than a nod of his head from time to 

time, his wise presence, his shaven chin and shaven upper lip, his full

sidebttms/his peephole spectacles, his half-bald head of burgeoning white
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hair, offered a slight but legitimizing resemblance to Arthur Schopenhauer

and so gave support to Herr Leipziger’s smallest assent, just enough to carry

the other Customs Officers around the more bruising turns of Alois’

argument. While they were hardly to be counted as church-goers, “No good

man wants to be neutered,” most were ready to admit, still they were

officials, and could hardly feel at ease when a prestigious institution was

mocked, let alone the Holy Roman Church.

Not Alois. He felt no fear in declaring that he had no fear. “If there is

a Providence larger than Franz Josefs power to provide for us, I have not

encountered it.”

“Alois, not eveiything comes up to a man with a printed sign,” said the

officer closest to him in rank.

“Yes, it is all a mystery. Mysteiy, mystery, mystery, and the Church

keeps the keys, they are the caretakers, yah?”

The others laughed uneasily. But Alois was thinking of Klara and how

her piety left a hot rock in his stomach. He would grind this rock to powder.

“In the Middle Ages,” he said, “do you know? The whores, they were more 

respectable than the nuns. They even had a Guild for themselves alone! I 
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have read about a convent in Franconia so stinking bad the Pope had to

investigate. Why? Because the Whores’ Guild complained about the

competition with the nuns.”

“Come now,” said two drinkers at once.

“True. It is true. Absolutely true. Hans Leipziger here can show you

the text.” Leipziger nodded slowly, reflectively. He was a little too drunk to

be certain on which side his authority should fall. “Yes,” said Alois, “the

Pope says, ‘Send a monsignor to look into it.' What does this good

monsignor report? Yah? Half the nuns are pregnant. This is the sober fact

history must live with. So, the Pope takes a real look at the monasteries.

Orgies. Orgies of homosexuals.” He said it with such force that he had time

to take a long large swallow from his tankard.

“That, of course,” said Alois, once fresh breath had also been ingested,

“need not surprise us. To this day, half of the priesthood are momma’s boys.

We know that.”

“No, we don’t,” muttered one of the younger officers. “My brother is 

a priest.”
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“In that case, I tip my hat to him,” said Alois, “if he is your brother, he

is different. But that was then. And I assure you: The priests who were real

men did worse. You ever hear this saying of the Pope? From the same

Pope. He said, ‘No priest needs to marry so long as the peasant has a wife.’”

The unspoken rule of his voice was that they be ready to applaud with

laughter. So, they laughed. “It was exactly like that,” he said. “’The poor

merchant has one wife, the priest has ten, and the Bishop cannot enter

heaven—too many wives to bring along.’”

“Which Bishop?”

“The Bishop of Linz, don’t you know?”

Alois had not forgotten the Bishop of Linz who, six years ago, had

refused his application to marry Klara. In order to defray the expenses of

translating his letter into Latin, Alois had been forced to declare that he was a

pauper. Six years ago. It still rankled.

On the walk home, his mood was foul. He

that the days of enjoying open tirades against the Church might be coming to

a close. He was fifty-four years old, and for many years, had never worried 
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about his position in life. He had known he could and would rise in the ranks

open to him, but no higher.

Now, however, his stomach was unsettled. From a respected friend in

the Finance Watch, he had been told that in Vienna there was talk of a

promotion for Alois Hitler up to Chief Customs Officer at Passau. Given his

lack of respectable education, that would be a true rise in rank, an innovatve

promotion. “However, you must watch yourself, Alois,” the friend had said.

“This is still a year away. You must keep a good name if you are to be

moved to Passau.”

He had always seen himself as exceptional, afraid of no one (except for

certain superiors in uniform), possessed of a genuine magnetism for women

(how many men could say that much for themselves?) and up from the ranks.

Moreover, he had never been timid about public opinion. Nobody else he

knew could say as much for himself. He was no coward in that department.

But now this respected friend who gave every evidence that he had an

ear in the councils of the Finance-Watch was saying, “Watch out for the

townspeople in Braunau.”
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This was a worry to travel right into him. Because Alois could not

decide whether to trust this friend. The man was a practical joker. In fact, he

was the same one who had once told him: “The townspeople of Braunau are

nothing. You can put your thumb to your nose at them.” Alois had indeed

put together a good many habits around this remark, but the truth was that

tonight he had said too much, absolutely, what with this most unsettling and

exciting rumor concerning Passau. He was learning how much ambition he

had, a real ambition which he had never admitted to himself. He couldn't. It

would have been like a river breaking through a levee. But now he could

recognize that a flood-water was waiting. If he wanted to stay afloat, he had

to stop pissing on the Church.

Yes, in this sense, his wife, a cold tit to him and a jug of warm milk to

the baby—what a guzzler! never off of the tit, but, get by all that!—she was a

useful wife. Good for the children, good cook, very good with the Church.

Now, he, personally, was not going to be caught at a High Mass

except for State occasions, holidays. He did not wish to live with a new

itching attack, no, he did not see the confessional box for himself. His skin

prickled. A serious official of the Crown like himself having to bare his soul
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(and some of the private stuff below the belt!), no, not to one more priest. Let

them find food elsewhere for tonight’s masturbation.

Women, however, should be seen in church. It was time to accept

such a fact. The people in Braunau must not be able to say that he didn’t

allow his wife to go through the portal.
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-6-

Within the Company, we look upon ambition in men and women as a

force thatTS-often at our disposal. While we accept the likelihood that most

human emotions originate through God’s inclination, even as He gave

necessary instincts to the animals, nonetheless, we^als^arg,ready to work

most human feelings over to our purposes. Of no state is this more true than

ambition. Plus, its weak sister, avarice. Avarice is simple to deal with—it is

pure greed—but ambition is closely related to the Originating Vision. That is

why the D.K., who so often puts serious restraints upon human behavior, is

more ready to encourage ambition. (I would suppose His goal is foi
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part of His Vision. To that degree, God could also rise in the cosmos. (The

E.O. is forever hinting to us that there are other gods, quite equal to ours, out

among the stars, and they all have extreme and separate notions of what

existence might yet become. At that level, the E.O. remarks, the D.K. is no

more than one entrepreneur among many!)

That, of course, is cosmic ambition. Return us, however, to the more

human variety. As the E.O. is never loathe to tell us, too much ambition

proves all too often to be an impasse set up by the Creator. For the D.K.'s

Vision to be effective, real and independent strength had to be granted to the

human will. In doing so, He was obliged unwillingly to leave room for us.

We captured a horde of clients. It may be sacrilege to some, but I would

propose that God miscalculated. Ambition is not only the most powerful of

the emotions but the most unstable. It cannot bear defeat with signal grace.

Not often! So, defeat does turn a putative client closer to us. There are so

many who are ready to blame God for a run of bad luck.

Personal ambition, therefore, awakens our interest. The D.K., always

a prodigious optimist, had not foreseen that the only men and women who

could promulgate His Vision by the intensity of their ambition would have to 
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be saints. Of course, few humai^fiave ariydesire to develop to that point. I

will be blunt. The D.K. made miscalculations that were—no lesser 

judgment—grievous for Him He overrated the potential for development of

good feeling in the very human nature He had created. Whereas our E.0.

iow much perversity was to be found inalways had-a-keen-comprohcnsiort-
/K--  

men and women.

Consider the case with Alois. Many people guard their ambition as the 

most secret part of their emotions (guarded even from their open thoughts).

For so soon as ambition begins to bum brightly in the mind, it is ready tq

personal purity. ffis-then-that ambition reveal^itspride, andean soon prove 

ed a good many long-held'vanities (Ibout the honor and high level of one’s 

ungovernable. Pride is a blind intensity.

No surprise then if Alois was not the only one in the Hitler family to 

had a child who was actually giving a few vital signs of staying alive, this 

suffer this disruption. Ambition is a true germ, quite infectious. If Klara now 

was due, as we have remarked, to her belief in the life of her milk. Her 

breasts were suffused with joy, the most generous joy she had ever known.

So, Klara now wanted everything for Adi. And to such a degree, that she 
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was even ready to contemplate forgiveness-far her husband, a bit^rf

forgiveness in any case—enough maybe to allow him to cross the middle of

the bed.

Their second courtship began. It was not at all like the night when

Gustav was conceived. No apocalyptic shift occurred in set habits. She was

still breast-feeding Adolf. So, there was no question of a pregnancy. What

inspired the return of some little carnal interest was her growing appreciation

of Alois. He had built strong foundations, after all, for the good future of

Adolf. Even as her husband had risen from the mud of Strones and Spital to

the honor of a high uniform in the service of Franz Josef, she, in turn, might

begin to measure the heights to which Adolf could ascend should his ability to

go beyond his origins prove equal to the vigor and upward progress of his

fatherUaregr^
&

For that, however, he would need this father to love him. Once, in her

gentlest voice, she had said to Alois, “Sometimes I wonder why you never

hold Adi.”

“It will just make the other two jealous,” he answered. “Jealous kids 

are not to be trusted with babies.”
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“Alois and Angela hold him all the time,” she said. “They are not

jealous. They like him.”

“Let us keep it that way. Maybe they are happy I do not hold him.”

“Sometimes I am afraid he is not very important to you,” she dared to

say.

She had gone one step beyond where she had thought to go. Bad

enough for him that he had only half a bed, but now she was looking to scold

him? “Important to me?” he said. “That I can answer. He is not important to

me. Not yet. I want to see ifhe will live.”

She did not weep often, but here she burst into tears. The worst had

happened, and she felt weak before him again. She was not free of loving

him. „
t&y"

At that moment, the dog began to bark. Alois had bought a hound at=a

fewjpncBfrom a farmer he knew. Since they were living in a house, rather

than at an inn, the purchase could be considered protection worth the cost.

But the dog, whom he named Luther, proved disappointing. While Luther

worshipped Alois and quivered before his master at every shift of tone, he did 



Book 3 Mar 04-2 3/29/04 166

not seem otherwise alert. Moreover, he had nervous habits. Even as Alois

shouted at him to stop howling, poor Luther would urinate on the floor.

Afterward, Alois might have his regrets. The hound, after all, did

adore him. First, however, he whipped the dog. Even as it tried to crawl

away, the poor bottom of the beast became soaked in its own outpourings.

All the while, it was yelping its full terror. The uproar woke the children.

Alois, Jr. came out first, then Angela, Adi at the last, not yet two years old,

but agile enough to get out of his low bed and totter into the midst of this.

Klara leaped up to seize him. She was ready for the worst, she hardly knew

what—that the child would step into the urine, that he would weep for her

breast, that Alois might strike them both—she had seen the look in her 

husband’s eye when Adi became too greedy on her tit. None of this 

happened, however. To the contrary, the child looked with solemn interest at

the whimpering dog, then at the flailing hand of the father, and his blue eyes 

had a gleam she had seen before, a look of remarkable intensity for one so 

small. She had seen it on his face when suckling him. He would stare at her 

with an expression equal to the same leek on Alois’ face, the^rare /fender
—- I yS

expression of a lover overwhelmed for a moment by the^equality of flesh to
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flesh, soul upon soul, the-wfy/Communion of being able to speak without a

wordf^AFsuchinstants, she felt as if this child was closer to her and knew

more about her than anyone in her life.

Now, as Adolf stared at the wet dog and then at the over-flushed face

of the father, there was no tenderness in this look, but much comprehension.

Klara felt an odd panic as if she must now startle the little boy into

weeping so that she could give him her breast and thereby remove him from

the room. Indeed, she succeeded. Adi burst into a rage as she took him up, 

bore him away, and force-fed him. Indeed, armed with his first tooth, he 

nipped her enough for Klara to cry out, whereupon he stopped bawling long

Al^is“Jr^andAngela-to-cleamup-the^iuddles.

That dog can’t even shit right,” he cried out of his own pain at the

enough to give a deep and hearty ehucklo.- Tbey-were back together again. .

From the room she had just quit, she could hear Alois bellowing at=-

awful turn the evening had taken. Luther was bleeding at the mouth from

blows he had received full-face on his muzzle, but in turn, Alois’ palm had a

small but ugly laceration from raking one fierce slap across a broken incisor

^Luther's sad front teeth.
ex.
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-7-

f
' It will be noted that I write about my peopled much tljernjode^f any

reasonably good novelist. I am ready by turns to^ebserve them sardonically,

objectively, ironically, sympatheticaljy^judgmentally, even compassionately.

Nor-am I often sinister. Thi^nould not come as top great a surprise. Why

should I be required tsrank-my style down to the level of a casual reader's
\ s' 5

\ notion of hov^a'clevil might present himself?

From the onset of our service, the Evil One has instructed us to make 

humankind our study. We do the E.O. honor every time we are able to

appreciate a man or woman in full. The Maestro’Lwayhas always been to

encouragerus to feel close to what is godly in people as well as to the spoils

that may be there later for us. To comprehend the godly facets of humankind,
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precisely those that could prove inimical to us down the road, is important. If

we had religious Orders in the Company, I would-servc-as a Jesuit. Indeed, I

share a fundamental understanding with Jesuits as, for certain, does the E.O.

I am always ready to acquire a sympathetic comprehension of all that in

essence will prove to be our final adversary—I see it as my duty to be ready,

indeed, to know more about godly sentiments than all but the most gifted of

the angels.

That is why the E.O. encourages us to speak of God as the D.K. (At

least those of us who work in German-speaking lands. In America, it is the

D A.—dumb ass! In England, the B.F.—bloody fool! For France, A.S.—

LAme Simple. In Italian, G.C.—gran comutto! For Spanish—G.P.—grande

payaso.) So D.K. stands for Dummkopf. It is not that we look upon God as

directly retarded (not so!). Moreover, we know from experience (and lost

battles) that the Cudgels can, on occasion, be as bright and incisive as

ourselves. The root to employing such a term as Dummkopf comes, I think,

from the E.O. s desire to wean us from what has been our greatest

weakness—the admiration we often feel unwillingly before the Almighty. As

the E.O. never allows us to forget, God may be powerful, but He is not All
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D.K. is the Creator, we
M $ /

are Jzfis most profound critics. Often, yeryoften, we are successful

opponents.

So successful, indeed, that the E.O. wished to rearrange the balance. If

the Angels had succeeded in brainwashing all too many men and women to

believe that our Source was the Evil One, (until we are obliged to live without

any real opportunity to protest this canard), then our best recourse, as the

E.O. suggested, is to take pride in his initials. Or, try to. Which we do.

When I write E.O., or speak of the Evil One, it is with full knowledge of the 

richness of the concept. He has given us so much, our subtle master who
v tvs \^. i/i

disdains to capitalize any reference to his presence; FLeaveairfhaf^^M 

'God worshippers on their knees,” he tells us. “We have work to do, and it is "tCf

tricky. I recommend that you keep thinking of Him as the Dummkopf. For, I

indeed, given what He could have been, that is what He is. We are brighterP^T^^

by far. And, of late, we are more creative. Remember: It is our universe to 

gain. It is His to lose. Keep calling Him the Dummkopf."
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The outpouring of the urine, the shit, and the blood of Luther became

the first in a series of episodes remarkable for their powers of

transmogrification—that is to say, dramatic and thoroughgoing

metamorphosis.

So, for example, Adolf s bowel movements now began to dominate the

tenor of life in the house on Linzerstrasse. Before the episode with Luther

took place, Klara had certainly been alert, no matter how often Adi soiled his

wrapping cloths, to keep the child^if clean indeed, the act as I have

remarked, became a daily dalliance between mother and boy. She wiped him 

so carefully that his eyes gleamed with transmogrificational delight. He 
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discovered that Heaven was in his anus right there with the cramps. All the

while, his mother subtly, tenderly, delicately (and with unwitting demonic

finesse) expunged the soil, wet or dry, from his rosebud, (which was, of

course, Klara’s secret name for her dear baby’s incomparably dear little

hole—die Rosenknospe.) She was so proud of its pink sheen that she could

not even suppress her joy when her step-children were watching. Indeed,

unlike other good mothers in Braunau, she barely bothered to teach Angela

how to substitute for her. In truth, she preferred to be alone when taking

personal care of Adolf. For then they would have the best of times. This was

possible because she was superior to the unhappy elements of the procedure.

His stool, (which could on occasion be as rank as any other diarrhetic

disaster) did not .occasion her disgust. It^ghtdistnrhJieTnf the outpouring
v ‘ <

were sick in smell, or worse, gave a hint of that empty cavern which lurks in

the odor of grave illness, but her breath was calm even when the stink proved

rich enough to overpower anyone else. She looked for the stench to come

through as strong. The stronger, the better. That was a sign of health. Such 

was her love for Adi.
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It sparkled between them. His eyes danced as she dredged his cheeks

with feather-smooth wipes of the rag, and her eyes were full of love, so full

that his little penis certainly stood erect. She, in turn, would giggle and coax

it back (most properly) while they both laughed. For it jumped up again.

Whereupon she kissed the tip, (once), and then blushed. Be assured. She did

not allow her mind to suggest that the act might be subject to Confession.

No, not such innocent joy.

All this changed after the dog was whipped.

She lived again in high fear of Alois. Now, it seemed as if Adi's

swaddling cloths were always in danger of bagging open. What if Alois

should find a full plop on the floor? Once, stepping out of the parlor for a

minute to start a dish in the kitchen, she returned to see the child playing with

his spoil—he had already plastered his upper lip and chin. She gasped at the

thought of Alois coming through the door.

So, training began. It was like trying to teach a bright but willful dog.

In the beginning, Adi might even tug at her skirt, or take her to the closet that

held the chamberpot and ciy out for her to remove his cloth. After which,

complimenting him for his prowess, they would go, two spirits in one,


