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    Enter the Treasure Room of the Hofburg museum in Vienna any day of the week, 9 to 5, and in a leather case lined with red velvet you will find a spear. Its history is mystical, the powers attributed to it magical. The legend goes like this:


    Begin with Jesus Christ dead on the cross. His enemies in the Jewish hierarchy look on but are not happy. The radical Christ has neither renounced his sins nor begged for mercy. The upstart has even called upon the Almighty and forgiven the repentant one of the two thieves flanking him. If this is dying, he will never be dead. You can kill a mortal but not a martyr.


    So Annas of the Jewish supreme judicial council known as the Sanhedrin and Caiaphas, the High Priest, want to mutilate his body to show that he is not the Anointed One, because Isaiah has prophesied of the Messiah that A bone of Him shall not be broken. Dusk is coming. No executions on the Sabbath. If Christ were still alive, he would have to be killed by sundown. The common method is to break the legs. Thus, the Sanhedrin petition Pontius Pilate for authority to finish the job, pretending Christ is still alive. Pilate shrugs and a party from the Temple Guard goes out.


    To make it official, they carry the Spear of Herod Antipas. This is no ordinary spear. It was forged by the Prophet Phineas in ancient times. Since then it has been raised by Joshua at the fall of the walls of Jericho and hurled in a jealous rage by King Saul at young David.


    When the Roman soldiers at Golgotha see the Temple Guard arrive with the Spear, they let the leg-crushing begin. Gestas and Dismas, flanking Christ, are first. The legionnaires stand about casually, but nearby, their leader watches in disgust from astride his horse.


    Meet centurion Gaius Cassius, senator, philosopher, co-killer of Julius Caesar and now oddly juxtaposed to save Christ in the same manner with which he murdered the Emperor of Rome.


    Officially, he is representative of Pro-Consul, Pilate. Cataracts have reduced him to what he regards as no more than a reporter of local religious activity. He has been watching with growing personal recognition at the way the Nazarene died, because he too feels unjustly terminated. A complex man in complicated times, he has escaped a hundred deaths only to live in virtual exile and extinction.


    So the lesson in humble courage this day at Golgotha is not wasted on a half-blind centurion who yearns for battle duty. It is enough that the Nazarene has been crucified. Death is sufficient indignity. Out of Cassius’ pent-up frustrations a compulsive outrage flares. There will be no need to mutilate this Christ. He will prove the man is dead.


    Now the Spear.


    Wheeling suddenly on his horse, he charges recklessly toward the high cross. The remaining Temple Guard is scattered. It will be said that it was Christ's blood that restored his vision, but whatever enables the centurion’s aim, he raises his lance at the last moment and thrusts home precisely between the fourth and fifth ribs. Out of the body pours blood and water. Astonished, soldiers and Temple Guard stare, fulfilling the prophecy of Ezekiel: They shall look upon Him whom they have pierced.


    For a few seconds the centurion has held the destiny of mankind in his hands and impelled it toward Christianity. His sight permanently restored, he becomes a convert. Known now as Longinus the Spearman, the tapered shaft becomes the Spear of Longinus. And the legend takes shape: Whoever possesses and understands the Spear of Longinus may turn the world toward good or evil.


    Apocryphal? Perhaps. More to the point is that many men of destiny believed it was true, and the power of belief is sometimes enough to fulfill destiny.


    Justinian believed.


    Constantine the Great believed.


    Charlemagne believed.


    So did Otto the Great, Heinrich the Fowler, Mauritius, Theodosius, Alaric the Bold, Aetius, Theodoric, Martel, the Carolingians, the Hohenstauffens, to name a few. Conquerors and kings. Forty all told. All believers. And the one who wants to possess it in 1908. He believes and desires conquest, too. His name is Adolf Hitler.
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    Trust me and I will tell you history. Mostly history. Allow me just a few inventions. A Jew and a German not quite a Nazi: Mika Lott and Josef Krantz. Give me their eyes and I will give you back their souls. Composites of reality. Imagine, then, the details, the connective tissue, that binds them to the history. Bizarre history. Insane future. History that dismays and inspires. Stark, hideous, rays-of-hope, obscene, redemptive, alpha-and-omega history. But first, Mika Lott.


    
      
    


    He runs. A small boy in the wheat fields of a place called the Pale of Settlement in southwest Russia. He runs because his father is running and because black smoke is billowing over the brow of the hill above their house. The year is 1891 and he is eight years old. He knows nothing of the Czar’s Procurator of the Holy Synod, Pobedonostsev, who has decreed that one-third of Russia’s Jews should be killed. But he sees his father stop in the sudden orange glow and hears his agonized cry that seems to rise through twisted fingers shaking at heaven.


    A surge in the wind brings fainter screams to the boy’s ears just as he catches up, and his heart vaults with the nimbleness of a child’s passion. The screams are his mother’s. He gets only one step down the hill toward the inferno before his father sweeps him up.


    All around their house soldiers with poised rifles canter on terrified horses. Presently his brothers emerge: Saul coughing and stumbling; Lev, his new jacket from Kiev aflame; Ira, right arm raised as if to hurl an object which might be a brick from the fireplace or their mother’s letter box. The rifles puff and seem to blow all three of them down before the sound comes.


    The boy writhes in the old man’s iron grip. Why doesn’t his father do something?


    Wheeling their wide-eyed horses, the soldiers ride off to the east. His father, numb and dazed, releases him. The boy sprints down the hill to shake the corpses one by one. Then he sidles around the house, crying “Mama … Mama” in a piercing voice. The heat from the still flickering fire blisters his cheeks and keeps him from seeing the mounted soldier until he is at the rear of the house where the chimney still stands. Even then, he only senses him at first, like an opaqueness in the heat-warped air. Slowly the boy turns.


    The horseman regards him critically as he raises his rifle and calmly aims between the handsome boy’s eyes. This is no Cossack but a Prussian, and he has killed Jews before. Killing a cornered enemy is almost ritually methodical. His finger tightens on the trigger, the hammer rears back and … catches.


    The soldier is annoyed. He has fired hundreds of times and always the well-oiled mechanism functioned flawlessly. “Worthless cur!” he roars at the child, thumbing the hammer in vain. Distracted by the boy’s unflinching manner, he spurs his mount away in pursuit of comrades.


    
      
    


    When the flames are out and the charred foundations cooled, the boy’s father staggers into the ruins to silently sifts the ashes with a stick and then his bare fingers until he finds a locket and a ring and a few hideous lumps. These he paws into a box he buries in the field along with the three bodies. The child watches from the hill, and, when it is over, his father clambers wearily up the slope, kneels, and sobs on the boy’s knees.


    
      
    


    Bring the boy – now a man of twenty-five – to Vienna, 1908. Give him a trade like watchmaking that he learns from his only surviving relative (Uncle Mikhail) in Odessa. Make him stout now, but not soft, with sad eyes that nevertheless dance whenever he thinks of the future. He is always thinking of the future. Let his German be refined and expanded by another Russian émigré – Katerina Popov – whom he marries six months after arriving in the capitol. She makes him think of the future even more.


    But still there is the other thing he cannot put away. The horror from that day in the Pale of Settlement. That has come with him too, breathing flickers of memory like small flames popping out of ashes and forbidding him entry into a future with Katerina. “What a poppa you will make, Mika!” she tells him in her eagerness to get on with life. “Put the past aside before it gobbles up the present.” He deals with it by joining something called the Temple Guard.


    No longer the empowered and assertive Levites of old, this is a poorly organized Jewish underground that stretches raggedly across Europe. It gathers information against outspoken hate-mongers and publishes its own propaganda in response to a flood of defamation as inexplicable as the Prussian soldier staring down the barrel of a rifle at Mika from a day that is still frozen like a bit of ice in his memory. Except for its cells in Rome andMunich and Basel, it is badly funded and generally avoided by Jews. In Vienna there are only five members. The newest one is Mika Lott.


    Another of the five is Avidan – Avi. Mika is drawn to him because the shy young man is witty and because they are both fascinated by mechanical toys and delicate mechanisms and share a taste for lemon ices.


    “You remind me of my brother Lev,” Mika tells him. “Never a hat … as if sunshine is inevitable.”


    “You remind me of my sainted Aunt Tzivia, Mika. Always buttoned to the nines … like pneumonia is looking for an opening.”


    Along the Danube canal in the Old Quarter of the city there breeds a special kind of human vermin that is the source of the pestilence Mika saw as a boy in Russia. He is with Avi the day he first encounters it on the wall of a warehouse. A primitive depiction of a bearded Jew wearing a yarmelke and having sex with a dog is sketched on the bricks.


    “Cave paintings,” says Avi.


    “So well-endowed. I thought we were supposed to lack testicles.”


    Avi sites over his outstretched thumb as if admiring a great work of art. “You still have some catching up to do, Mika. When you’ve lived here long enough, you won’t be shocked by this.”


    “Who says I’m shocked?”


    But he is, and he picks up a flake of ancient brick and scratches at the pornography.


    “Hey!” someone shouts from across the street. “Leave it alone.” Blazing blue eyes in a smooth, self-righteous face glide toward them. “Get out of here. Jews are banned from the Old Quarter.”


    “Really?” Mika resumes scratching at the graffiti.


    “I said leave it!”


    Avi insinuates his thin frame to stop the burly accoster. And suddenly there are others – three, four – steamy breaths reeking of coffee and alcohol. A window goes up.


    “Art haters,” someone calls.


    “Make them read the Volksblatt aloud,” from another, countered by, “What makes you think they can read?”


    The Volksblatt is a rabid newspaper that regularly lathers up its readers over the “Jewification of universities.” The street thugs have a copy. Two men grab Mika while the paper is held in his face by a third.


    Mika struggles, face reddening. He tries to come up with something clever to say, but all he can think of is that they are stretching the bulky sweater Katya knit him off his shoulder.


    “Get Ehrlich’s dog,” is suggested. “See if he objects to being fucked by a Jew.”


    Lunging forward with a mighty push, Avi frees Mika. They back away together, and as they turn to run, a bucket of whitewash is hurled in their faces. The rest is derision and laughter.


    Mika goes to Avi’s apartment to clean up, so as not to upset Katya any more than necessary. “I had an accident while Avi was painting his kitchen,” he will tell her later.


    “You should have just read it aloud,” Avi says to him. “What difference would it have made?”


    “The Volksblatt? I’d die first.” In fact, he had been trying to make up his mind whether to give in. “You don’t really believe that would have ended it, do you?”


    “We have to pick our battles carefully, Mika.”


    “You give that type their way, you embolden them.”


    Avi looks away. “Believe me, there’s far worse than the Volksblatt.”


    Mika knows this. Take Guido von List’s pamphlet with its crazy vision of a Reich led by Gauleiters and a mystic Führer and its hysterical rants against Jewish perverts preying carnally on the flower of Aryan virginity. Two symbols are important to von List’s Reich: the swastika and the double rune of twin lightning bolts made to look like a stick version of the letters SS.


    Another publication, Ostara, also uses the swastika. This one is written by Lanz von Liebenfels, a former monk who is establishing something called the New Temple which worships Teutonic ancestors at Castle Werfenstein in Upper Austria. One day Mika finds a yellow copy of the pamphlet lying at the foot of a bridge over the canal and for a quarter hour stands on that span utterly riveted by its xenophobic doctrine. Unable to throw it away, he continues home still reading to Katerina in whom he confides everything about the politics of the day.


    They make a benign, indoor couple, ruddy-faced around a hearth. Only their hands speak of youth and nimble skills. White hands. Capable of small miracles, caresses and steady tasks.


    She listens patiently as he runs his finger over the words, reading aloud of pre-Atlantean origins on an island in the extreme north called Hyperborea and of its capitol, Thule, and of the seven original races of mankind and particularly the Aryan race of near demigods – supermen – who exist in a kind of primordial ether, who survive and mutate through changes in the earth’s atmosphere along with remnants of the other six races.


    “Why are you interested in this?” she wants to know, dumping out a box of colored buttons on the floor to sift for mates.


    The question and the sifting conjure up the memory of his father sifting ashes that day when he was eight. He faced a Russian soldier in a Prussian style uniform then and something came between them, canceling certain death, creating a debt. He has never talked about this. Never really understood it. But now he says: “The day they killed my family, I knew I’d face them again. In some form.”


    “The Russians?”


    “The hate. The evil.”


    Her half smile puckers into a sensuous pout as she dives back into the box of buttons. “Any man crazy enough to join the Temple Guard is looking for hate and evil, if you ask me. But the man I love can’t get enough of it in Vienna. He has to hunt up magical civilizations from another time.”


    Mika returns a sheepish species of her pout, but inside he is thinking that that is it. The hate is almost too irrational to be simply human.


    “The man I love has been appointed to fight windmills,” his wife concludes with too much glint in her eyes. “Let the Brodesteins sell vegetables, let the Hadshiners bake bread, my Mika wants to lock horns with the Devil!”


    
      
    


    Close by, in a room on the Felberstrasse 22, behind door 16, a somewhat younger man is also fascinated by what he reads in the same issue of Ostara. He too senses some imposed purpose on his life.


    Living alone among beggars and thieves, the young man is scarcely motivated to earn food or rent. His communication with the world at large consists chiefly of solitary outbursts at odd moments in odd places – erupting into an overheard conversation on a streetcar, exploding into a tirade against a political speaker in the park.


    He has washed-out blue eyes that nevertheless pour cold fire on spellbound audiences. Already he spits and froths when he speaks, cleaving the air with rigid hands. His voice grows hoarse as he lines out the past in a robotic ballet of will and urgency. When one of these seizures lets go, he sags back into the runt of a man you took him for. Even he seems surprised.


    He believes in reincarnation and in certain talismans from the past. The talismans have been perverted by Christianity, which he secretly despises for its doctrines of pacifism and forgiveness. That said, he is quick to rant against “Christ-killing Jews.”


    One such talisman lies in the Schatzkammer, the Hapsburg Treasure House of the Hofburg Museum, in this very city. There in the central gangway stands a dais and, on the dais, a leather case lined with red velvet and, upon the red velvet, the remnants of a spear which, nineteen centuries ago, Longinus the centurion plunged into the flesh of God incarnate, Jesus Christ. Black iron. Golden crosses. Flared wings in the base.


    The young man was unaware of its existence until the day he sat outside the Hofburg sketching plans to renovate the brick with stonework.


    He often does things like that. He doesn’t know why, except that he has a talent for drawing and he likes to draft historical monuments and buildings as if it is given to him to lay out an empire.


    But on this particular day he was at his lowest ebb. It was cold and damp and there was an ominous rattle in his lungs. He was hungry and almost without a krönen. All around him promiscuous swarms of foreigners defiled the Hofburg. His sketches seemed a waste. Suddenly the sky darkened. A cold rain began to pelt him. God was against him too it seemed. But what need did he have for a god of forgiveness and self-denial?


    He sat in the rain until it soaked through his coat and his sketchbooks became sodden. The choice then was to go back to his wretched room or follow the tourists into the Treasure House. Tearing his sketchbooks in half, he entered the Schatzkammer.


    At first he ignored the imperial regalia all around him, but then he half heard a tour guide say to his shuffling followers, “… in the hands of claimants who understood its power, it is said to have changed the destiny of the world for good or evil.”


    The young derelict waited impatiently until at last the rabble of foreign tourists moved on. And then he saw it. The Spear. His heart churned icily as he moved closer. Why should a Christian artifact absorb him? The guide said it was ancient even at the crucifixion. But somehow he knew that when he saw it. And why good or evil? He knew that, too – that it was, after all, the weapon that tore the flesh of God incarnate.


    Years from now he will write in his book, Mein Kampf, that he saw a magical presence all around it, that he was transported through it to a unified vantage point of past and future, that he felt he had held the Spear himself in another century. It was a moment of destiny, and he believes in moments of destiny.


    At closing time of that fateful day, the young Hitler was still standing before the Spear of Longinus.


    
      
    


    Mika Lott and Adolf Hitler. A Jew and a xenophobe, each with a mandate. The separation between them will always be that orchestral darkness between a stage and an audience. Mika sees Hitler; Hitler sees Mika. Two minor figures in the plain tapestry of Vienna’s streets in the year 1908. The day they meet is rather ordinary.


    Mika especially is insignificant this day. A watchmaker. An undynamic man caught up in the quiet order of wheels within wheels, the precise sighing of time contained in perfect polished circles of silver or gold. But it is that very reverie of ordinal time and the fear of its disruption that also makes Mika unique. Because it allows him, on this gray oatmeal day in Vienna, to briefly glimpse what is coming.


    It begins with him and Katerina preparing to go out.


    How much longer, Katya?” he hollers through the panels of the water closet door.


    “Waiting is good for the soul!” she shouts back. “Fix a watch or something. And why don’t you put on some of that cologne I can’t resist!”


    He looks into the cracked bureau mirror and discovers his postponed adolescent vanity. If he had begun to train his hair back then, it wouldn’t flare wildly from his temples now. If he had slept nights instead of reading hour after hour, his eyes would not resemble watery cocoa in tarnished cups. Too late. He is a mountain goat at twenty-five, hair arcing back like ram’s horns.


    He splashes on essence of something-or-other out of a bottle Uncle Mikhail gave him for a wedding present and struggles into his coat. But when Katya pads out wrapped only in a towel, her statuesque shoulders pink and steaming, he seizes her by the waist in a way that pulls the towel off her breasts.


    “I thought you wanted to go to Demel’s Cafe,” she says, her unremarkable gray eyes remaining steady.


    “I thought you said you couldn’t resist my cologne.”


    She says nothing – willing to make love but not wanting to – and in that radiant deception he reads the unselfishness of her love.


    “You have large breasts,” he notes slowly and distinctly.


    “I have large everything.”


    He strains to make his thumbs meet at her navel, but his fingers barely curl around her sides. “I like full women,” he says.


    “I’ll be fuller after we eat dinner.”


    “Such a temptress. Get dressed. I’ll wine and dine you first.”


    They are a good match, and when he thinks about how he almost didn’t propose at all, he believes in God. He had merely gone to her house on a Tuesday instead of a Sunday. Her mother, Vera Popov, took it as a sign of serious intentions and dragged her husband, Ilya, out of the water closet with a good deal of whispering and pushing. The old man marched into the living room, believing the subject was already broached, and when Mika stood there dumbstruck, he demanded to know whether he had something to ask him or not. Rather than risk permanent alienation, Mika mouthed the proper thing right then and there.


    God is good.


    Katya finishes dressing and they take a streetcar to Demel’s Café. Thinking it will please her, he talks of building the cupboards she wants, but she has other things on her mind.


    “You could handle six sons and daughters, Mika. So patient. ”


    “I’m not patient,” he says, unfurling his napkin. “Just methodical.”


    “What do you want first?”


    “I think I’ll have a glass of wine.”


    “I mean a boy or girl, as if you didn’t know. Most fathers want a girl first.”


    “Are there any other choices?”


    “Choices?”


    “I mean, are we really ready, Katya?”


    She strokes her broad brow in a way that signifies hurt feelings. He changes the subject.


    “See that clock? Broken.” He can’t stand broken clocks. They interfere with his pulse somehow. But she won’t look, and he sighs, “Ah, Katya …” Ah, Katyas are capitulations. “Of course, I dream of a family.”


    And immediately, as if they haven’t quarreled at all, she beams, “There is another choice. One of each. We’ll have twins.”


    They look exactly like what they are: two slightly over-dressed people trying to make a dinner date out of a meal in a café. In the middle of the room three corpulent merchants are holding forth on Austrian independence. By the window sits a sallow man in gray check trousers, slurping soup. A couple of workers smoke and drink unobtrusively. Least remarkable is the tattered fellow who is just coming in.


    Hitler has left his miserable room within the quarter hour and walked to Demel’s. Now he takes a seat at a small corner table and orders tea. He wants a piece of pastry, but he only has enough money for the tea. Disdainfully he notes the rabble of Jews and merchants. Glowering at the wall, he lets out his breath in a kind of hiss to drown out the blasphemies about Austrian independence. He himself was born on Braunau-on-the-Inn in what was called Austria; but he knows he is German. The irony is appalling. Jews and traitors allowed to sit in a public café filling their faces while he, a loyalist to the true empire, sips tea and listens to his stomach growl!


    He thinks of the Spear lying in the Schatzkammer in order to calm himself. Excite himself. Always the Spear. It is the wand of a sorcerer waiting to be claimed, the scepter of a nascent king. Sovereigns of light and darkness are warring inside him –


    “Toast to Emperor Franz Josef,” one of the merchants shouts, and as if he has been kicked, Adolf Hitler suddenly scrapes to his feet.


    Trembling, he looks around. “A toast?” he repeats nervously. “A toast to what? That pretender? Franz Josef – the gangrene in the body of true Germany, that maggot feeding off the infested wounds of betrayal?”


    Something inside is shaking him, and now it begins exploding like lava through rock. He raves, he spits, his eyes grow glassy and wide as he calls them all traitors on the page of living history lying open and unfinished before them. On and on he goes – exhorting, condemning, threatening. “Austria – the prodigal child estranging itself from the Fatherland?” he sneers. “This little fiefdom will be washed off the map by the storm of pure blood that is coming, and all collaborators will drown!” His power of conviction is immense. But just when it seems the tirade will burst the throbbing veins in his temples, his lips tremble and his face goes white. Sagging back into his chair, he is suddenly limp as a glove.


    Mika stares in amazement. Surely this man is on a par with List or Liebenfels as an influence in Vienna. His icy blue-gray eyes were hypnotic only a moment ago. The articulate blend of nationalism and anti-Semitism raging from the stranger’s breast is insidious. Why hasn’t he run across him before?


    The scourged merchants mutter and glance at one another dumbfounded. Two nervous waitresses and a waiter stand hugging their trays at the sideboard. Suddenly the little firebrand is on his feet again, but this time he is out the door. Mika half rises.


    “Where are you going?” whispers Katya.


    He sits back down but cranes to follow through the window.


    “Who is he, Mika?”


    “I don’t know.”


    “What an awful man. He sounds like the one who wrote that terrible pamphlet you brought home.”


    Exactly.


    The manager of Demel’s flutters around the merchants, going table to table apologizing. But to their table, nothing. The snub is pointed.


    Katya blushes duskily. Mika thumps his spoon. Two civilized people come to a civilized restaurant and encounter this sort of thing.


    “I don’t think I can wait any longer,” Mika says solemnly.


    Katya’s broad brow develops a tiny wrinkle and her lips part in a question.


    “… to have twins,” he amplifies, forcing a smile. “Let’s go home.”


    Tears come suddenly to her eyes, and he realizes how fragile she is inside. He helps her on with her coat, pays the bill, leads her out.


    If ever there is a night when she is beautiful, it is this night. And Mika, for once, gets all the protocols right. Taking her by the arm, strolling home along the promenade, observing the almost full moon, stopping to buy a hothouse rose – he even feels like her hero. And the love-making, that too is beautiful. The climax coming like the exhilaration of a playground swing, rising, rising, until it catches on its brief, timeless hook.


    “You wanted to follow him,” she says when a few minutes have passed and she is stroking her warrior’s head upon her breast.


    “Who?”


    “That man in Demel’s. You wanted to follow him instead of this.”


    “Maybe I wanted both.”


    “I feel your love now because I’m touching you … because you were just inside me. But I felt your urge to follow that man from across the table.”


    He cups his hand around her breast, kisses the nipple.


    “He’s the hate and evil we talked about, isn’t he, Mika? That’s what you were thinking.”


    “We don’t have to talk about this now. It’s not important.”


    “Yes, it is. If it’s that strong, it’s important. You should have followed him. I thought this Temple Guard business was just a game. I thought my Mika was meant to fix watches and play with his children. But I was wrong.”


    He rolls away. “You’ve let him upset you. He said some nasty things.”


    “No. It’s not him. It’s you. When I saw that spark in your eyes, it reminded me of Sasha.”


    “I remind you of your father’s dog?”


    “She used to guard me, but if she smelled the woods she ran off and you could call till your voice cracked and it wouldn’t bring her back. ‘Obeying the blood,’ Papa called it.”


    “You’re comparing me to a creature of instincts,” Mika says derisively. “I’m a man and I choose my path.”


    “You should’ve followed him, Mika. Maybe in a single man you can deal with this hate and evil. You should’ve followed him.”


    And this time he doesn’t answer.
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    Obeying the blood! It isn’t in the blood. It’s in the past where a soldier rode in wearing a Prussian style uniform, pointing a rifle at his head. The thing jammed and little Mika knew then that something beyond his control was beginning. Some immense gear, like one of Uncle Mikhail’s watch movements, began to turn. He knew that he would see this soldier again in the future – when the gear meshed with other gears – and now grown-up Mika has seen the soldier this very night in Demel’s Cafe. A different face, a different body, no uniform; nevertheless the same.


    He has not wanted to believe it. Not the return of his horseman. Not a single focused entity for all the irrational hate that shocked him as a boy. But now, like one of the four riders of the apocalypse, he has seen him – heard him. Vaguely he realizes that everything he has done in the underground was to prevent the potential of such a leader. And yet, and yet there is another path still open to him, isn’t there? One he has begun with the woman he loves, who paints visions of the family he lost. Home in the warmth of their apartment, he indulges a little denial.


    “There are always extremists,” he says to her. “It would be extraordinary for them to take power, don’t you think?”


    “I don’t know, my love. I’m just a simple person. Politics bore me. But I think you’re guarding against that extraordinary possibility. You and the others in your Temple Guard. You keep track of these extremists. And if it turns out to be unimportant, you will have served your purpose just as surely as if you have to call out the earliest warning.”


    An extraordinary answer for his apolitical wife. Exactly what he didn’t want to hear, as if the words were put in her mouth by an unrelenting Providence.


    


    Mika goes back to Demel’s and inquires of the surly manager.


    “Excuse me, Herr Demel, but that man last night who was upset … do you know who he was?”


    “What man? No one was upset. Are you trying to cause trouble for me?


    Mika haunts the place for a week at dinnertime and even roams the neighborhood. He scans the crowds at every political rally he can find, but the icy, blue-gray eyes do not appear. Whoever the demagogue is, he must be new to Vienna.


    And then in the Hof library one evening he feels the same peculiar foreboding: that the soldier is near, that the rifle is pointed at his head. Icy, blue-gray eyes sweep past him as the man from Demel’s returns a newspaper to a rack and strides swiftly through the foyer.


    Mika has learned a little about surveillance since coming to Vienna, and he knows that he shouldn’t follow – that the streets are too empty this night. But his prey seems intent on a destination. There is something martial about the plain little man – choppy gestures, purposeful strides. Pursuit terminates in the Fifteenth District when Mika turns a final corner and there is no one in sight.


    Instinctively he shrinks back. His quarry might have recognized the situation, might in fact be lying in wait. And then a light fills a window in the facade of a building just up the street, and a silhouette comes briefly to the shade. Mika strolls to the entrance.


    Felberstrasse 22.


    He enters the building and his senses are immediately assailed with the smells of urine and mold. Piano music floats down the staircase; someone practicing Chopin. Untangling the geometry to match the apartment with the light, he slowly mounts the creaking stairs. A dead hush seems to descend upon the whole building when he sees the door – even the piano is abruptly silenced. And that is when his courage fails.


    Apartment 16.


    The card in his file now has an address.


    “It was palpable, Katya,” he tells her. “I stood there on the landing and it was as if his eyes were burning into me right through the walls of his apartment.”


    “You think he knows then?”


    “Oh, yes. A man like that … No. I mean, he doesn’t know me personally.”


    “Don’t try to hide the truth from me, Mika.”


    “A man like that stands for something wholly incompatible with the rest of the world, Katya. He sees everyone as an enemy … every belief not his own is a threat. I’m not an irrational man – you know this, Katya – but …” He looks around in genuine discomfort, clasping and unclasping his watchmaker’s fingers. “But you heard him talking as if outside forces are part of his vision. He believes in magic – this man – in destiny.”


    “What are you talking about?”


    But he cannot say it. That in his own way he may be driven by something just as irrational as the demonic passion that drives the rabid pedagogue. How else to explain the instant recognition that floods his brain with white light, the old awakening that twists long frozen screws rusted into his heart?


    Early the next morning he goes to the Police Administration Bureau where, for a little bribe, the clerk culls through residency records to give him a name and citizen classification: Adolf Hitler, art student.


    Mika waits across the street from the Felberstrasse apartment on three successive mornings trying to pick out a routine. Hitler likes to leave early. He seems to have no classes, no job and no regular destinations. Mika follows him to the Neustadt factory district and hears another inflammatory speech. A second pursuit leads to a certain shop where pornographic and racist pamphlets are sold, and another where occult literature and drugs are available. Occasionally Hitler paints on the Ring outside the Hofburg and tries to sell his work. And always – always – the young radical returns to stand inside the Treasure House before the Spear of Longinus.


    “Hitler has aspirations,” Mika tells Katya.


    “Of course he does. That’s why you’re following him.”


    “But this is more than that. I know how his mind works, Katya. This spear, I’ve been researching it. Even Napoleon tried to claim it!”


    “Just be careful, my love. Madmen have no scruples.”


    “He doesn’t even know I’m there.”


    A little white lie. Because the young Hitler must know. How could he not know? Mika is no suave Metternich spy, no Prussian agent or Ochrana saboteur. Just a simple watchmaker following awkwardly through the streets of Vienna, often where Jews are not welcome. How else can you contain the sparks that feed the flames of anti-Semitism? People have noticed. The question – if there is a question – is whether or not Hitler is still the lone wolf he appears to be.


    It is Mika’s friend, Avidan, who comes up with the bad news. Avidan who braves two nights in one of the rathole cafés in the Old Quarter dressed as a tradesman and wearing a crucifix so that he can mingle with the sodden malcontents who love to rail against the rich, the Jews and the Republic.


    “Hitler has his following, Mika.”


    “You heard them mention his name twice, you say?”


    “And they quote his phrases! That bit about the old cockades and the dust of history and good German blood. Does that sound like what you hear on every hod carrier’s lips?”


    No. It sounds exactly like what the Temple Guard in Vienna is trying to isolate.


    One cell. Five members. Barely organized, barely in touch with their larger counterparts in Munich and Rome. But if this hate thing rears its ugly head in organized ways, they can and will expose it. There are people of conscience in Vienna who will not permit such hate to infect their local government, if only they recognize the threat soon enough.


    So Mika follows Hitler, and sometimes Avi watches the apartment on Felberstrasse. And thus there comes a morning near the gate to the Old Quarter – the Schweizer Tor – when Hitler turns and fixes Mika with a look of calm arrogance. Too late to duck. A pair of hands from behind send him sprawling to the pavement at Hitler’s feet. There follows a crushing kick to the base of the spine and another to the groin.


    Conscious but too knotted to move, he breathes in sips, like a goldfish. What little air passes through his nose smells vaguely like oranges. He hears the sympathetic murmur of a crowd above the buzz of flies already settling in his vomit.


    “My God … in broad daylight. The bullies just let him have it as bold as you please and ran off.”


    The speaker leans over him, a balding man with trim mustache, wearing an apron.


    Mika blinks away tears, tries to lift his head. The good Samaritan cradles his neck and shoulders. Half a dozen hands bring him to his feet, feeling as though everything between his chest and his legs has been removed. He wobbles along in someone’s grasp, murmuring directions as he is taken home.


    “Well, now you’ve found your enemies and they’ve found you,” Katerina says fatalistically as he lies on the sofa with a hot cloth on the back of his neck.


    “They don’t know where I live, Katya.”


    She strokes his brow and rocks upon the footstool. “We have that to look forward to, I suppose.”


    “They’re cowards.”


    “Even cowards can kill.” She sniffs in a way that says she has been crying. “I’ve changed my mind about this policing thing, Mika. Let them talk. Let them write. Let them print their filthy cartoons. It will be good for them to get it out of their systems. It won’t harm us.”


    “If I hadn’t been careless …”


    “Give up this child’s game of spying. What are you going to do with this information anyway?”


    “Expose them,” he says with a little strength in his voice. “Even if I never get near Hitler again, I can do that.”


    “Expose them to whom? Everyone knows they hate us. It’s a political asset.”


    “But not the things that go with it, the occultism, the pornography, the drugs. People don’t know about those. It will discredit them. People will stop listening to them. At the very least, they’ll be blocked from political office.”


    “And I suppose you’ll lead this crusade,” she says in a way that demands contradiction.


    Of which there is none.


    
      
    


    Lying in bed at night watching Katya’s eyelids tremble with dreams, her soft lips reposed in what can only be called innocence, he vows to himself that he will be more careful. But it is not following Hitler through the streets of Vienna that seals Mika’s fate. No, it is the thing he blurted out to Katya. Expose them, he said. It was the first time he put it into words to anyone. In reality, the thought of exposing those underpinnings has always seemed to him more an expression of moral outrage than a viable strategy. Who cares what Vienna’s racist rabble do in their rat holes? Only, now the racist rabble is making headway into mainstream Vienna. So maybe it does matter.


    Almost timidly the next morning he tips a reporter about Guido von List’s satanism. Von List heads a blood lodge whose mock rituals substitute the swastika for the cross. The journalist is interested.


    “I thought he’d laugh at me for being a tattletale,” Mica tells Avi. “I thought he’d tell me to sober up and quit playing phone pranks, but he actually seemed interested.”


    Not long afterward, an evening edition of the Vienna Chronicle details the sexual perversion and medieval black magic witnessed by an infiltrating reporter. The uproar among Vienna’s majority Roman Catholics forces Guido von List to leave town. Satanism has been struck a blow.


    But it isn’t outraged Christianity to whom it will turn for revenge. Mika Lott, the troublesome Jew whose skinned palms have not yet healed, will soon receive another hard push, and this time, he will fall for decades.
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    The bookstore of Ernst Reicher floats amid occult flotsam. His shop is small and cluttered and seems to recoil from the light. Four of ten who enter buy books, two of ten pawn or sell them, three ask advice on ritual magic, one buys drugs.


    The drugs, mescaline mostly, are kept in an odd assortment of glass phials behind books in the office. The mescaline comes as peyote root from Mexico. Reicher’s father once ran an apothecary business there and studied ancient Aztec magic. In lieu of a family portrait, the oldest chart on the walls of the office is an Aztec calendar. The rest is astrological, alchemical or anti-Semitic.


    There are also some postcard-size watercolors he has bought from a certain young painter who has been refused admittance into the Vienna Academy of Fine Arts. He bought them because the young man promises to be an adept at ritual magic some day, and because he is an inspired vilifier of Jewry, and because he is starving.


    So, when there are no watercolors, Reicher gives Hitler a few hellers for his books. The books are there now on the back shelf, not to be sold. Who would buy them anyway, with all the scribbling in the margins? There are cleaner copies available. Hitler’s books are standard stuff – Nietzsche, Schopenhauer, a tattered green copy of Eschenbach’s Parzival, among them. These are safe until the young firebrand can buy them back.


    Reicher is bald, fat, hunched, a puffy fish amid shoals of books. He turns slowly and only when absolutely necessary. He holds whole conversations peripherally, or even with his back to an interlocutor, relying on a keen ear for nuance and those intuitive senses he believes he has developed. Thus, when Mika Lott enters early one rainy Friday, Reicher remains bent over the broken shelf along one wall.


    Mika strolls quickly past. He knows Reicher. They are old enemies, in fact, and he has been watching through the window until just the right moment to enter.


    Reicher was at Guido von List’s the night the lodge was exposed. Since then Mika has not been able to keep close tabs on Hitler, because the little rabble-rouser has moved. But he knows he sometimes pawns books at Reicher’s, and so he has come here three times to check the back shelf where they always sit, hoping to find a new address inside a cover and to see what kind of stuff Hitler reads. Each time he came, the shop had customers, however; and Reicher’s customers are a danger to him.


    Today (praise God) Reicher is alone and on his knees repairing a shelf.


    A roll of thunder ushers Mika in. He stands for a moment in the mustiness of old books and the smell of varnish brought out by the rain. There are three aisles that separate the shelves, each faintly lit by a yellow incandescent bulb. Ambling along the far row to make his footsteps sound casual, he works his way to the back. There his straight, undeclared lips bud and his smooth brow tightens as he seizes the lone pile of books on the third shelf.


    Besides Nietzsche and Schopenhauer, there is a copy of The Foundation of the Nineteenth Century, Houston Stewart Chamberlain’s diatribe against the Jews in which he claims Christ is Aryan. No surprise that Hitler’s heroes include Nietzsche, Schopenhauer, Wagner. Never mind that the first says evil is good and good is evil, the second denies they even exist, and the third claims Jesus is Aryan and talks about “a final solution” to save the Fatherland from Jewish influence. But the prize that totally engrosses Mika is a small volume whose margins are heavily scrawled with bold notes. He has thumbed through the first third of it when a ponderous opacity looms close enough to block the yellow light.


    “You!” Reicher expostulates.


    Mika is cool. Mika-the-watcher watches. “How much?” he asks, waggling Parzival in the bookseller’s face.


    “I swore I’d kill you, Jew bastard.”


    “Of course, but first let me pay –”


    Reicher swings so wildly that he is carried to the floor, from which he rises, wheezing, to his knuckles.


    “How much for Parzival?” Mika says. “One heller?”


    “Get out, Jew bastard!” The lump of flesh bellies over trying to reach him.


    “Such a hard bargainer. Two hellers.”


    “Give me that book!”


    Mika drops three coins to the floor as Reicher struggles to his knees. He has the green Parzival with the notes. Tucking it into his coat, he strides out, unmindful of Reicher’s pursuing roar or the bronze coins dancing past him in the rain.


    
      
    


    The watches and clocks always seem to chatter when he arrives home, as if to search out the rhythm of his thoughts. What have we here? Books, Mika? And Katya now, too, suddenly appears at the dark end of the shop.


    “What is it, Mika? More books?”


    “Obscene books.”


    She arches an eyebrow and a ponderous Swiss stemwinder “tsk-tsks” its disapproval above the bench lamp. “You don’t look very lustful.”


    “Not that kind of obscene.”


    “Oh. More of those sick people.” She moves into the light, her eyes glassy but intent. “Come upstairs and read. I don’t care how sick it is, I want you to share everything with me. What kind of wife will I be if you can’t share everything with me, darling?”


    He climbs the stairs behind her, but it is another quarter hour spent reading silently in the fuchsia depths of the ottoman before he raises his shaggy head and loses his reticence.


    “Kein ayin horoh, Katya,” he says then (May no evil befall). “I’m overwhelmed. This man has oceans of venom in him. Change his ragged clothes, cut his hair, clean him up, put him on a platform –”


    The rain drumming on the windows between gusts of wind has the relentless quality of marching troops and goading applause.


    “Is that his handwriting in the margins?” she asks, divining the nature of the notes in the tattered green book. “Hitler’s – is that his book?”


    “Like a trial lawyer he builds his case. If there’s even a grain of truth in it, the world is going to grow very dark.”


    “Truth in what he says about us? How can you say such a thing?”


    “Not in what he says about Jews.” He thumps the green book. “This … this Parzival and reincarnation. The allegorical story of the knight Parzival’s search for good in a world of evil is part of the Holy Grail tradition.”


    “Who would have guessed our little friend is an opera buff?”


    “Yes. Evidently it’s Wagner’s opera Parsifal that Hitler admires, because his notes are all about how Wagner improved the material from the original Parzival.”


    “Improved? Meaning he thinks it fits his own view of things?”


    “Oh, yes, but it’s more than that,” Mika warms. “Hitler thinks he comes out of a whole line of reincarnations that begins with a real life sorcerer who was born almost exactly a thousand years before him!”


    “And who is that?”


    “In the opera? Klingsor.”


    “And Hitler thinks he’s Klingsor?”


    “No! Yes! Klingsor. But only because Klingsor is the evil magician in Parsifal who represents Landulf the second de Capua in real life!”


    “You don’t have to shout, Mika.”


    “I’m not shouting.”


    “And this Landulf de Capua was a beast, you say?”


    “He was castrated for raping the wife of a nobleman. In Wagner, Klingsor is ‘clipped between the legs.’”


    It is all rather murky and meaningless to her, though she is moved by Mika’s intensity. “And Hitler?”


    “What about Hitler?”


    “Is he castrated or clipped between the legs?”


    “How would I know? What difference does it make?”


    “Why are you yelling at me, Mika?”


    “I’m not –” He drops his voice. “I’m not yelling at you, Katya. I just don’t see what difference it makes. This Landulf of Capua conducted a reign of horrific sexual perversion and Arabian star magic, from his castle at Kalot Enbolot, that involved thousands of victims. Klingsor wields the Spear of Longinus in Wagner’s opera in such a way as to make others suffer for his emasculation.”


    “Well then, if Hitler is his reincarnation, why isn’t he emasculated?”


    “Katya.” Patience manifest. “The point is that Hitler believes that this figure from the ninth century is the antiChrist, that he understood and used the Grail and the Spear for a power alliance with evil, and that he has survived to a new millennium through several reincarnations, the last of which is Hitler himself. He thinks he’s the German messiah, Katya!”


    “Well, why didn’t you say that in the first place?”


    A German messiah, or rather a whole gang of them, has been expected by pan-Germanic mystics for at least half a century.


    “‘The superstitious knights who followed the Jew Jesus betrayed their Aryan blood,’” Mika reads from Hitler’s notes. “‘What has the Grail path to do with Jewish carpenters? Meekness is weakness. Forgiveness and self-denial fly in the face of evolution. They are defeats of will and an attempt to dilute the powers of Aryan blood!’ He spits on forgiveness and humility, Katya. Will is his Grail. Ruthless will.”


    “And this Spear – that’s the one you told me is in the Hapsburg Treasure House right now?”


    “Yes.”


    “My, how they bend everything!”


    “True. They say Nietzsche and Wagner came to Vienna just to see the Spear of Longinus and wound up arguing over it. Wagner believed it was a Christian symbol – Aryan Christ, of course. Nietzsche hated Christ, Aryan or Jew. Hated Wagner too, after Vienna. Wagner hated Nietzsche in return and loved Christ. And from Hitler’s notes, it’s clear that he loves Nietzsche and Wagner but hates Christ! Can algebra survive such equations? Can philosophy?”


    She has never seen him so worked up. But she has not forgotten the night at Demel’s and the hissing, spitting weasel who astonished everyone. Hitler has become for her a kind of pathological orator, a diseased gnome fueled by drugs. This mystical historian her husband is describing, who analyzes links between dramatic allegories and real figures ten centuries removed, bears no resemblance.


    “You have no idea how intricate this is,” Mika says. “Hitler’s version of the present is rooted so deeply in history that I have to consider the possibility that some of it is rational. The power of his hate is absolutely inhuman. The man harbors leviathans. Kein ayin horoh.”


    Katya heaves a great sigh and stands up. “Leviathans, my husband says. Which reminds me, we have fish for dinner.” She moves to the stove. “Take my word, we’re better off today than ever before. You don’t know how lucky you are, Mika. Even the watch trade grows. How, I’ll never know. They pile up on your workbench downstairs and you don’t get to them for days. When I came to this apartment all you had was bread, potatoes and tea. You wore the same green sweater day after day. Now someone loves you, washes and sews for you, cooks for you and warms your bed. It’s beyond me why you go looking for trouble. Wait till this Hitler is ‘clipped between the legs,’ then worry about magicians coming out of the past!”


    Two days later, another Temple Guard member, Uri Spee, talks to Gustl Kubizek, a former roommate of Hitler’s in the Mariahilf suburbs. Kubizek tells him that Hitler has messianic visions, but that he hasn’t always been like that. That the first time he heard it was on a hill above Linz. That they were looking down at the town at night and Hitler suddenly started spouting grandiose prophecies about himself receiving mandates from the German people. The words just broke from him like a flood, says Kubizek. They were both astonished.


    Both?


    And one more thing, observed by Kubizek when his roommate bathed. Hitler has only one testicle.
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    And then Wagner’s operatic Parsifal comes to town. Mika’s whole soul roars counterpoint. Of course Hitler will be there. How could he not? The character of Klingsor will inflame him. Landulf II, the real life thousand-year old sorcerer upon whom Klingsor is based, will awaken as Adolf Hitler in the new millennium.


    Despite his vow to stay out of trouble on the streets, Mika decides he must confirm this for himself. On the cold, blustery opening night he stands by the fountain outside the State Opera House waiting for the last act to end. Carriages line the street. Cicerone coachmen in melon hats smoke and chat while their steaming horses stamp their hooves. A final declarative from the orchestra pit reaches the cobbled avenue, followed by a fine rain of applause. Slowly the gloss of Vienna’s aristocracy spills through the four columns at the entrance. Carriage wheels glisten damp. Spokes blur the exodus spreading now in two directions.


    Mika moves into the street, side-stepping a veering team.


    There. Outstriding the couples. No mistaking the ragged hair. Mika follows, and this time there isn’t any Hof library or Weltliche Schatzkammer to get lost in. A flophouse in Meldemannstrasse. That’s where he now lives. A flophouse!


    Mika waits fully five minutes after Hitler disappears inside before seeking out the manager, a certain Herr Kanya, whose apartment is in the basement.


    “I’d like a word with you about one of your lodgers,” he says at the door when it is opened to reveal the pouty face of a man with a patched eye and a cigarette dangling from his lip.


    Kanya blinks him into focus in the dim yellow light. “Go away before you get beat up.”


    Mika produces a modest bribe, held in the air like a lit match. The door hesitates. “Hitler,” he says, pointing up.


    “What about him?”


    “What’s he like?”


    “Different,” says Kanya, plucking at the money but missing. “A student, I think.”


    “He attends classes?”


    Shrug. “He paints. Reads.”


    “How else is he different?”


    “He has” – shrug – “ideas.”


    “Plans?”


    “Ideas, I said. A real thinker, that one. He could straighten out a lot of our politicians, no question.” Kanya’s disdain flickers and the cigarette burns brighter.


    “What kind of ideas?”


    Flicker. Shrug. “He hates Jews for one thing.”


    “And his friends? Visitors?”


    “None.” Kanya reaches unsuccessfully again for the money.


    “None?”


    “No one understands him. And he won’t keep himself clean. Last week we had to strip him by force and send his clothes out to be fumigated.”


    Kanya steps forward and this time snatches the money.


    “Tell me more of Hitler’s ideas,” says Mika.


    “I’ve told you the one idea we all understood,” Kanya sneers. “Now get out of here. I don’t want anyone murdered in my hostelry.”


    So, the little beggar has lice. That alone is worth the bribe. A million koronas worth of laughs. Only Mika isn’t laughing. Lice are just another deceit. Lice will train the lice-ee not to care a louse about what anyone thinks. Lice are just another way of underestimating him. Some day the lice will abandon ship and there will be Landulf II waving the Spear of Longinus. No. Not to laugh at Hitler.


    Assume that Herr Kanya will blab to him, as well. Some Jew-bastard has been asking about you, Adolf. I sent him away. Hitler will ask what the Jew-bastard looks like, will compare him to Reicher’s Jew-bastard, will realize who it is.


    It won’t hurt to stay away for a few days to avoid the cretins who might lie in wait for him, Mika decides. Time to remember that it is the twentieth century and that he is still a young man capable of hope and ambition and living in the here and now with the woman he loves dearly. And besides, he feels guilty for breaking his vow to be more cautious and exposing himself to more retribution from the radicals. He goes home to Katya and for a few days becomes the domesticated husband/lover she yearns for.


    “Jesus was the last Jewish carpenter,” he says after completing the cupboard she wants over the stove. “If he wasn’t the Messiah, maybe he died so that none of us would ever have to do carpentry again.”


    “Such a fine, spacious cupboard – has anyone ever built a better one?” she lies enthusiastically.


    “What cupboard? This is the room you wanted.”


    He looks up to find her brimming with tears. She loves him and she is happy and grateful. Beneath her squarishness, her tightly drawn coarse hair, her unremarkable gray eyes and thin lips, she is nonetheless beautiful. Quite beautiful.


    But Meldemannstrasse is a magnet. A glance at the notes in Parzival is enough to send Mika there. And besides, nothing happened to him the night he followed Hitler from the opera. He is getting good at this surveillance stuff! A regular Scarlet Pimpernel. No danger, if he keeps his distance.


    This Hitler is no dreamer, no closet scholar. His notes speak from the margins of pages in the same hoarse bursts he has used in the Kohlmarkt – a kind of demonic croaking, the unfurling snap of a flame that first ate into Mika’s brain as a boy standing before a smoldering homestead in the Pale of Settlement.


    Hitler has a grasp on the occult threads of German nationalism. He makes reference to yoga, alchemy, astrology, mysticism, mythology, religion. And history! The man has lived forever. The blueprints to power are filed in his head. Moreover, he has eloquent hate. Of all the anti-Semites Mika sees in Vienna, Hitler is most capable of commanding an audience.


    That is why the little agitator must remain a tattered oddball among dregs. And why Mika is disturbed when he disappears from Meldemannstrasse. And why he is thunderstruck to see him back several days later. Because the wretched caterpillar returns on black velvet wings. Behold the metamorphosis!


    Item: new boots. Black. Seven-league.


    Item: dark suit. Crisp, authoritarian.


    Item: white shirt. Self-righteous.


    Item: haircut. Military.


    Item: beard. Gone. Reduced to a smear above a sneer. The caterpillar is now the mustache above the lip. (And why does that mustache bother him? Something … something he read long ago in a book.)


    Hitler is taller now by ten feet. Just standing there he is louder, his hate more reputable. They will hear him now, Mika fears. Respectable people. People with keys and connections. Hitler will stir their nationalism and gain their sympathies with his blame-laying. The pulse of the old German Empire beats like a bass drum here in Austria and elsewhere. Who knows where the call to pure blood may go? In Parzival’s tattered margins Mika was shocked to read in Hitler’s handwriting:


    “… pollution must be cleansed as blood was once cleansed, by letting it flow until it is fresh and pure.”


    Whose blood? There can be no doubt about the literal part of that. Hitler blames the Jews for what he sees as the dilution of an empire. If ever a Jew has died by hate in the history of the world, this man has ample supply to cause it to happen again. En masse.


    So what should I do, agonizes Mika the Scarlet Pimpernel. What if I kill him? He preaches genocide. It would be self-defense. I might be saving women and children. It would be a very moral thing to do. But
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